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PROLOGUE

Xanthos, like dl scientists, was probably an darmist.

The Urd truck began to lurch, Kruglovitch holding tight to the dashboard as the fat woman fought the
whed.

"lce, Comrade Mgor," she explained.
The mountain road afew milesingde the Turkish border was barely the width of thetruck. To theright

was ahighwall of jagged rock aong which the truck traveled. To the left was adrop. Kruglovitch didn't
know how many thousand feet, and he did not wish to learn firsthand.

The truck stopped swaying, lurched violently once more and ground ahead and upward.

"Y ou drive thisroad frequently, comrade?"

"Thistime of year, Comrade Mgor, theiceis sometimes there and is sometimes not.”

"o

Thetruck rounded abend in the road and started veering right. Kruglovitch was momentarily seized with

the same fedling of mild panic as before, but he realized then that it was not another unexpected patch of
ice but abranch road. It seemed impossible, he thought, but this road was worse than the other one, and

even steeper.

Through the mud-spattered windshield he could see perhaps five hundred yards ahead. Theroad
broadened into a platesaul.

Kruglovitch forced himsdf to relax. The woman hadn't gotten him killed yet.
He could parachute from any number of aircraft at various atitudes. He could rappel from helicopters.
He could swim underwater in climates as divergent as the subarctic and the tropics. But driving with this

fat comrade made him uneasy.

They findly reached the plateau, and for amoment he was seized with what it must be that drove aman



like Miklos Xanthos. Dominating the center of the plateau were broken columns. If they had stood erect,
he imagined they would have towered somefifty feet. But they were scattered now; the broken columns
surrounding what appeared to be massive flagstones. And at the center of these was what was
unmistakably an ornately carved atar of vast proportions.

The truck moved across the plateau past dozens of men armed with shovels, tiny whisk brooms, and
brushes. Kruglovitch could now seethe columnsin greater detail, and logic and appearance branded
them as being several thousand years old. There were more men near the atar, and Kruglovitch
recognized one of them. Tall, lean, stedl-gray hair and matching beard, aheavy coat. Kruglovitch had
seen the man's heroi ¢ visage in magazines and newspapers for decades.

The truck dowed, stopped, and Kruglovitch turned to the woman driver. "Thank you, comrade, and
good day to you."

"And to you, Comrade Mgor."

Kruglovitch grabbed his hat and stepped down from the truck. The stones beneath his booted feet
seemed to radiate cold upward through his body. He pulled hisfur hat onto his head and searched the
pockets of his coat for his gloves. But heleft the right glove off. The gloves were too thick, so he couldn't
satisfactorily handle apistol while wearing them. Kruglovitch's orders had spoken of some unspecified
danger, and he was an experienced man.

He stabbed hisright hand into the dash pocket at the side of hisleather coat as he marched toward
Xanthos. Great white clouds formed as Kruglovitch breathed, and he could fedd moisture condensing and
freezing on the mustache that covered his upper lip.

Xanthos apparently saw him, Kruglovitch deduced. The bearded man gestured adismissal to two others
and came forward in long determined strides.

Kruglovitch stopped walking. He waited, staring at the toppled columns once more. He was no expert
on ancient architecture, but to him they looked Greek. The altar |looked very old.

Xanthos stopped. Kruglovitch bowed dightly, but did not render any sort of salute.
"You are Mgor Kruglovitch?'

"Mgor Engineer Fyodor Kruglovitch, Professor Xanthos. It isagreat honor to meet you at long last. |
have been an admirer of your work for many years. | have aways harbored a secret interest in
archeology. It is so beneficial to mankind— learning the mysteries of the past in order to better
understand the present.”

"Y ou are an unconvincing liar. And you should have brought your troops.”

Kruglovitch exhded loudly, the white cloud enormous. "My troops are availableto join usif necessary,
Comrade Professor. In less than five minutes. We are a specid airborne unit. | would know the nature of
your discovery before provoking a diplomatic incident with Turkey. | have the appropriate clearances
and have been given my orders by persona radio communication with Marsha Kamenov."

Beyond the columns were rows of dome-shaped khaki tents, and Xanthos gestured with onelong arm
toward them.



Kruglovitch bowed dightly again. "Would you lead the way, Comrade Professor?"

Xanthos began hislong-strided walk once more, Kruglovitch keeping abreast of him but with effort.
"Y ou are curious as to what this place is?"

""Was might seem more accurate, Comrade Professor.”

"A templeto the goddess Diana.”

Kruglovitch laughed out loud.

"Y ou do not find thisimportant?'

"Hardly warranting the presence of my men or an incident with Turkey, Comrade Professor."

"Ah— s0 you know nothing at al then of what | have found?"

"Only that you deem it of paramount importance. Marshal Kamenov was no more specific.”

"How old areyou, Mgor?"

Kruglovitch stopped as Xanthos stopped. " Forty-three— soon, forty-four.”

"l am sixty-one, though | am often told | look younger. That ismerely because | wasgray at thirty, and
have aways been tal and thin. | have looked the same more or lessfor thirty years and asthe years have
advanced against me, my chronological age has smply caught up with my gppearance.”

"| fail to see, Comrade Professor, what—"

"What great importance could be associated with this temple? Why | discuss your age and mine?"
"es"

Xanthos laughed, then walked on, continuing toward the row of tents. "It isthe way of thingsthat one
generation grows old and isreplaced by another, and thisin turn by another and yet another, and for all
death comes unavoidably, snce the beginning of time.”

"Yes, itistheway of things..."

"What if there were no means of regenerating conventionaly through sexud reproduction, yet a specific
race went on and on for ages, perhapsforever?'

"To survive without end?"

"l was never aCommunist. Working with the Soviet Union has smply suited my purposes and continues
to do so. | wasraised a Chrigtian. We cdled it eternd life. Do you get my meaning?"

"But that isimpossiblel”



Xanthos laughed again.

They reached the row of tents, and Xanthos turned left along the line of dome-shaped structures toward
thelargest of the tents. Kruglovitch noticed for thefirst time that the flag that drooped in the temporarily
windless mountain air was not the red Russian flag but the Turkish star and crescent.

Asif Xanthosread hismind he said, "We display the Turkish flag in case we are observed from the air.
Comeingde." Xanthos stopped before the flap of the large tent, wrenched it open and disappeared
through the doorway. Kruglovitch followed him ingde.

Diffused light from the gray sunlight made the tent's contents only dimly visible at first. Long shadows
from the tent ropes and poles streaked across the urns, vases and pottery shards laid out across
tarpaulins covering the entire floor surface.

Onevery large urn was at the far side of the tent. Xanthos picked hisway with obvious care through
what Kruglovitch considered centuries-old trash, then stopped and stood beside the urn. Kruglovitch
followed, standing on the opposite side of the urn, and looked a Xanthosin the half light. The Greek
scholar was amiling. "Eternd life— right in here”

Kruglovitch laughed. "In this pot?’

"Itisactudly awinejar. Beneath the crust you see, which is caked mud and sediment, it is made of gold.”
"A golden wine bottle that contains eternd life?' Kruglovitch laughed again.

"Come— you will see" Xanthos picked hisway back acrossthe rubble toward the tent flap. Kruglovitch
followed. Asthey passed out of the tent Xanthos said, "'Y ou are an educated man, Mgor?'

"l congder mysdlf s0."
"Of the many disciplines you studied, was Greco-Roman mythology among them?”

"Children's stories only, to delude the peasant workersinto believing in the fal se concept of gods and
other divinitiesto better exploit their |abor. The story isthe sametoday asit was—"

"Y es— party line. Quite. But what do you know of these capitadist divinities?"

Kruglovitch shook his head. They were walking along the row of tents toward one near the far end
where aman stood carelessy holding arifle. Kruglovitch assumed it was Xanthoss own tent. "There
were deities associated with the natural phenomena and with various human activities— ameans of
interpreting them before the dawn of science,” he said findly.

"Thisisatempleto Diana. She was the goddess symbolizing what pursuit?’

Kruglovitch was surprised that he remembered. " The hunt, Comrade Professor?’

"Very good,” Xanthos enthused. "Y ou get high marks for that one, Mgor. But Dianais aborrowed
name. Like most things Roman that involved culture, she too was borrowed from us Greeks."

The guard at the tent did not snap to attention, salute, or anything ese. He merely stepped aside, his



bolt-action rifle dragged by the butt across the stones and dirt. Xanthos went into the tent, opening the
flgp himsdlf, Kruglovitch following.

Thistent was smal but till large enough to stand in comfortably, and Xanthos crossed the tent in the
half-light, sitting down beside a card table in afolding canvas-backed chair. At the center of the table
was awooden box the size of asmal child's coffin.

There was a second chair opposite Xanthos and Kruglovitch took it. Xanthoslit a propane lantern.

Y dlow light bathed the wals and celling of the tent, making Xanthos's face somehow evil-looking,
Kruglovitch thought.

"Her name was Artemis, at once the goddess of chagtity and fertility, and the goddess of the hunt aswell.
She had afamous group of worshipers—"

"l did not come to discuss mythology, Comrade Professor.”
"Y ou are suggesting that | should get to the point of my discovery?'

"Y es, Comrade Professor. Only then can | determine what troops would be necessary to safely escort
whatever it isyou have found into Soviet territory.”

"| should have been more specific when | called for military protection, Mgor. For thisis perhapsthe
most important find in the history of archeology, in the history of mankind—"

There was aloud noise like an explosion outsde the tent, and Kruglovitch was up and moving, biting off
the glove from hisleft hand, his right hand reaching for the Czech semiautomatic under hisjacket.

"They must not find thig" Xanthos shouted.

Kruglovitch, half out of the tent, turned back to Xanthos. The small coffin-shaped wooden box, which
had been on the table between them, was now clutched against Xanthos's chest like a mother would
protect achild.

IIWI,D_H

"The bandits, Mgor!"

Kruglovitch said nothing and ran from the tent. Armed men ran from the far Sde of the excavetion site,
rifles and submachine gunsin their hands. Some of the excavation workers Kruglovitch had seen before
werefleaing, otherswerefdling under the gunfire.

The guard with the bolt-action rifle was running away from Xanthosstent.

There was another explosion, and the center of the temple floor heaved upward.

Kruglovitch worked off the safety of hispigtol. "Y ou! Halt!" Kruglovitch fired twice into the back of the

fleeing guard, then shouted to X anthos as he came from the tent, "Come with me! Hurry— pick up that
rifle, Comrade Professor!”



Kruglovitch shifted the CZ-75 9mm to hisleft hand, firing toward the bandit invaders. Inlessthan a
minute they would reach the tent. Kruglovitch found hisradio where it was clipped to his belt beneath his
coat. He depressed the talk button. "Digger to Guardian— comein! Digger to Guardian— assault option

now! All speed!”

A voice started coming back, then there was a burst of automatic-wegponsfire and Kruglovitch felt
something thudding heavily againgt him. Xanthos, blood streaming from hisleft hand, pawed a
Kruglovitch ashefdll.

Kruglovitch shoved the archeologist back and away from him and thrust his pistol forward, theradio
faling from hisright hand. Bandits. Six of them. Closing. Kruglovitch fired. One man down, a2-round
semiautomatic burgt into the neck. Another down, the man clasping his chest with both hands. Another
bandit, spinning away, blood spurting from the left Sde of the face.

A blur— arifle buitt.

Kruglovitch felt the explosion in his head and sumbled away from it, trying to fire hispistol again. Likea
low roar came gunfire, very closeto him suddenly, something burning inside him, but Kruglovitch couldn't
tell where. He had been shot before and he knew the feeling. His head throbbed, and the stone floor of
the temple was coming up to meet him as he closed his eyes againgt the pain consuming him.

T~
"Liedill, Comrade Mgor!"

"Mikhail— the professor?’

"He has lost much blood, Comrade Mgor, but he lives and will recover,” replied Senior Sergeant
Mikhail Tibilovski.

"The casket?'

"What, Com—"

"A smadl box made of wood, Mikhail— the professor was carrying it."

"Thereisno box, Comrade Mgor. The bandits— the Comrade Professor spoke of them in his
delirium— stole everything. Even your pistol and wristwatch, Comrade Mg or— even your boots. Most
of the others... their throats were dit. The bandits must have thought that you and the Comrade Professor
were deed..."

"Get usinto Soviet territory, Mikhail. If | pass out, contact Marsha Kamenov. Have the Comrade
Marsha aert the Committee for State Security. The wooden box must be recovered at dl cost— at al
cost! Do you hear me, Mikhail ?"

"Yes, Comrade Mgjor.” Senior Sergeant Tibilovski had very large dark eyesthat usualy looked sad.
Kruglovitch thought that now the eyes only looked confused.



BOOK ONE

THE PANDORA RANSOM

Chapter One

Asbest asM.F. Mulrooney could figureit from her phrase book, the Turkish word for "okay" was
pronounced like the baby word for "shit" in English, but she stared at the dmost black, inquigitive eyes of
the bellman and told him, "Kaca."

She smiled, then looked away quickly to her leather-trimmed blue canvas bag and started searching
through it for her wallet. The bellman was waiting. His hand wasn't outstretched, but he withheld the key
and she knew what he wanted. Findly she inverted the bag over the double bed. The bellman till stood
expectantly beside her suitcase. She grinned at him. She'd had the wallet when she had used her
American Express card at the front desk. Shefound alipstick shed lost more than amonth ago. She set
that asdeto theright of the pile. The little wooden dowe piece— the martiad-arts namefor it escaped
her, but Culhane had given it to her "Just in case, Fanny"— and her |eatherbound notebook. "My wallet!™

She opened her wallet. She started to give the bellman afive-liranote, but she remembered that was
worth about thirty cents. Thetaxi driver who had taken her from Y esillkoy Airport had sneered at the
fifty-liranote she had offered as atip. She shrugged, compromising on twenty lira.

The bellman took it, bowed icily and walked toward the door, setting her key on the table near the
doorway. She heard the door close and sagged back onto the bed, stretching acrossit. Her mother
would have criticized her— ™Y ou don't stretch your legs out like that when you're wearing adress. Do
you want the whole world to see your panties?'— but M.F. Mulrooney was aonein the Istanbul hotel
room, and she didn't care if the lecherous ghosts of any former occupants of the room were watching her.
She sat up, the gray crocheted shawl remaining on the bed, her dl-but-bare shouldersturning to
goosefleshinthe air conditioning. She stood up, kicked off her heels and walked to the door, turning the
dead-bolt lock and putting on the chain.

She picked up the key and stared at it for amoment. She would put the key in her purse after restoring
some order to the contents. She dropped the key instead into the left-hand patch pocket of the navy-blue
sundress and walked back to the bed.

Mulrooney picked up the telephone and an operator answered, " Evet?"

"Merhaba," Mulrooney managed.

The operator said something besides"Y es' thistime, and Mulrooney was out of her depth with Turkish.
"Affeder siniz— anlamiyorum... English? Do you spesk English?* Mulrooney said &t last.

"Bir dakika, lutfen," the operator answered, and Mulrooney knew she was on hold.

"May | hdp you, madam?' The man had asexy voice, she thought.



"Yes. | will need ataxi inan hour. I'm going to Kgpaicars— isthat close?"

"The covered bazaar— yes, it isnot far. There are many shops there that awoman would very much
enjoy and—"

"I'm here on business," shetold him abruptly. The voice wasn't al that sexy.
"Kapdicars isfive minutesfrom here except during the high-volumetraffic times.”
"An hour then— thank you. I'll be downgtairsfor it— no reason to cal.”

"Very good, madam." Theline clicked off.

Mulrooney hung up the receiver. Where was Culhane when you realy needed him, she thought. If he
didn't spesk Turkish dready, give him ten minutes and hed manageit.

She stood up. The purse could wait until ashower and achanceto wash her hair.

Mulrooney found her robe and toiletriesin her suitcase, snatched her comb and brush from the
bedspread and started into the bathroom. She dipped out of her dress. Wearing her bra, panties, panty
hose and dip, she began combing out her hair.

Where was Josh Culhane when sheredlly needed him?

But of course sheredly didn't need him now— except in the ways sheld aways needed him since the
firgt time sheld met him. And after seeing what Bathazar Muhammed was so excited about, she would fly
to Brazil and wait for him to join her after his damned treasure-hunting expedition. She was mildly
worried about him. Culhane was agood scuba diver, but from what little she had read of treasure
diving— and of course she had dwayswatched Lloyd Bridgesin "Sea Hunt" when shewas alittle girl—
it could be dangerous. Reefs. Sharks. Old shipswith holesin their walls— bulkheads, she mentdly
corrected. She searched for the magic combination of hot and cold water that would neither scald nor
freeze her as she stepped into the shower.

Something about a ship that was Libyan? No— Liberian, she thought. But it wasredlly a Russian ship,
and it had gone down in some storm off the coast of Brazil. Josh Culhane was diving on it with some man
named Burroughs. She had met Burroughsin Miami with Culhane— and Burroughsswife, Melissa

"Y ecch,” Mulrooney snarled, rinsing the shampoo from her hair and beginning to apply more shampoo
for the second wash. Medlissa Burroughs had tried covering Culhane like atent. There was one language
Mary Frances Mulrooney had picked up abit of over the years— Spanish. And there was a good word
for MdissaBurroughsin Spanish— puta. Slut.

Sherinsad out the shampoo, then squeezed some conditioner into her hair.

"Sean Dodge," she groused. That was the name of Culhane's hero in his adventure series The Takers.
She tried remembering which one Culhane was writing now— Number 18? She shook her head,
massaging in the conditioner. He was dwaystrying to live up to Sean Dodge— living up to someone who
didn't exist, to acharacter of hisown creation. Was it pathol ogica? She thought not, it was just that Josh
Culhane had never grown up. Mulrooney found hersdf smiling. Shewas afine oneto talk about never
growing up. Mulrooney liked that about Culhane. And she appreciated the way that he had eased up on



kidding her about her books on unexplained phenomena— but had not quite stopped.

She began thinking about her own latest book, Warrior Women. That was the whole purpose for going
to Brazil after Istanbul, that and Culhane. In 1542 Francisco de Orellana had reportedly witnessed a
battle between two warring Indian tribes. Fighting like demons, wielding massive war clubs againgt their
enemies, were agroup of women. They battled so bravely that they— the women warriors— seemed to
be forcing the men with them to fight on.

And hence de Orellana had named the region he explored "Amazon" after the legendary warrior women
of Greco-Roman mythology.

Mulrooney wondered what Bathazar Muhammed had. He had tried her at the gpartment she till kept in
Athens, Georgia, got the change of telephone number to Culhane's house on Lake Lanier near
Gainesville, Georgia, and had called her there. "Y ou work on abook called The Warrior Women, no?"

"Jugt Warrior Women— no 'the." How'd you know, Balthazar?"

"Ah— aman in my business knows many things. | have something for you— something of very great
vaue"

"Whdt isit?"

"Miss Mulrooney, it is not something to be discussed by telephone— hmm?"

"And you're not planning atrip to Georgia, right?’

"Istanbul is dways|ovely— even the one week each year when there is snow aong the Bosphorous—
but there will not be snow for agreat ded of timeyet. Y ou could visit my shop in the Kapaicars? You
could bring a certified check in U.S. funds, hmm?"

"How big a certified check?

"Ahh— | am too modest to mention the sum, but surely something in excess of five thousand of your
dollarswould be margindly adequete....”

"Wherethe hell am | supposed to get aloose five grand? It isn't even aroyaty month!”
"But surdly, Miss Mulrooney, your publisher would perhaps—"
"Him?Ha"

"Itisafind of inestimable vaue. The sum | reluctantly mentioned indeed only gpproaches covering the
expenses entalled initsacquisition. But our long-standing friendship...."

She had told Bathazar Muhammed she/d come up with the money somehow. And she had. Her
publisher had coughed up the money Muhammed had wanted. If it was worth what it was cracked up to
be worth, the cost would be absorbed. If not, it would be advanced againgt royalties for Warrior
Women. Mulrooney had agreed.

She shut off the water and snatched the towe from therail on the outside of the glass door, acloud of



steam hanging in the bathroom. She stepped onto the mat, toweling her body dry, then wrapped the
damp towel around her body, covering her torso from cleavage to crotch. She took a second towel,
dried her hair with it, then wrapped that one over her hair turban fashion. Barefoot, she walked from the
bathroom to the closet, unzipped her dress bag and wondered what to wear. Thiswas a Mudim country,
and women who showed too much skin didn't make points. She left the second sundress— pink— on its
hanger in the closat and decided on the khaki dress with the straight skirt and all the buttons. She
snatched it off the hanger and opened her suitcase to search for underwear. She took the towel from
around her and tossed it into the bathroom through the open door, then started dressing.

Mulrooney thought about the time Bathazar Muhammed had produced the stainless-stedl spherefoundin
the bottom of awell in North Africa. Dating it had been inconclusive. She wondered if the next book
after Warrior Women should be cdled Relics from the Future?

"Relics from the Future... hmm." Sheliked thering of it. The stainless-sted sphere made agreat
paperweight, and it weighed about as much as abowling ball. She thought of that meta column that never
rusted somewhere in South America; she couldn't remember the place. "Hmm... Relics from the Future
... Mulrooney made amentd note: talk to Bathazar Muhammed about Relics from the Future. But
only if thisthing for Warrior Women worked out dl right.

Her hair was still damp, but she guessed she was running out of time. She checked that her earrings—
tiny gold balls— hadn't worked loose, then she walked back into the bedroom and sprayed some Chanel
No. 5in her cleavage and some behind her |eft ear. She gave it aminute to dry while she searched the
pockets of her blue dress, then she threw the key to the hotel room into the pile on the bed. She put two
gold chains around her neck. She pulled the khaki dress over her head, buttoning it up the front but not
quite al theway to her neck, buttoning the cuffs as she walked back into the bathroom to check her hair
again. It was still wet, but better.

Mulrooney looked at the pile on the bed— she had afedling she'd better hurry— and began
indiscriminately tossing the items from the bedspread back into the blue shoulder bag. She opened the
lipstick she had thought she'd lost amonth earlier and, staring at herself in the mirror by the dresser, put it
on. Tossing thelipgtick into her purse, she dung the bag over her 1eft shoulder and started to the
doorway .

"Bdthazar Muhammed— here | come," Mary Frances Mulrooney said out loud and laughed. For some
reason she didn't— couldn't— verbdize to hersalf, she wished one other thing were in her purse: the
removable center pouch with the built-in holster, and in the holster, her little snubby .38 Specidl.

* % %

It was not ataxi but a dolmus that awaited her— an automobile turned into abus. A black stripe
circumscribed the car; ablack stripe or ayelow stripe, she had read in the guidebook, designated it a
dolmus as opposed to ataxi. But she was its only passenger. She divided her attention between the
guidebook and looking out the window. If she had the time, she wanted to visit the archeological museum
where the supposed sarcophagus of Alexander the Great was kept. She smiled to hersdlf, imagining
herself for amoment as the woman of Alexander the Gregt. They made love and he whispered in her ear,
"Youweregresat."

"Here, lady."

Shelooked up from the guidebook. Garish signs and neon lights burning in the daylight. Cars meant



marketplace, she knew— and thiswas certainly a marketplace.
"Where you go, lady?"

"The shop of Badthazar Muhammed. Do you know it?"

"Wes"

"How do | find it?" She had read in the guidebook that there were hundreds of small streets and some
five thousand shopsinsde Kapaicars.

"Wak down here—" the driver pointed into the main section of the bazaar "— and stop beyond the shop
of Mehmet Bey, who is aleather merchant. Wak aong the narrow Street on the left, and you will seethe
sgn of Bathazar Muhammed.”

"Do you know him?"

Thedriver only grinned and shrugged his shoulders. Shetook out the fare and added allittle over fifty lira
asthetip. "Could you give me arecept?’

"Ree-ceet? What isthis?'

"A piece of paper with...."

"Ahh... wait." And he pulled a scrap of paper from the passenger-side sun visor and the pen from behind
hisright eear— there was a cigarette behind the |eft one— and leaned toward the dashboard, pushing
away some of the litter of Styrofoam cups. She stared past him at the busy street as he wrote.

"Here, lady— you need taxi back to hotel ?'

IIM wmlll

"Phone number there. Have good time shopping.” And he smiled.

She was tempted to ask for the tip back. If one other person insinuated she had traveled to Istanbul to
shop... "Thank you," she said, and she climbed out, stuffing the guidebook into the center section of her
bag, closng the Ve cro tabs together and carrying the bag high, her left arm clutched againgt her.

She looked back once at the taxi, reminding herself she had stuffed the receipt inside the guidebook asa
marker, then walked ahead.

Mulrooney stopped at thefirst stal. There was aredly pretty green cardigan that was al wool, and she
thought it would look nice on Josh Culhane,

Menta note: stop and buy sweater after seeing Bathazar Muhammed.

M.F. Mulrooney walked on and on and on, finaly finding the sgn for Mehmet Bey, Exotic Leather
Goods. Shelooked at the shop window amoment— staring at a black |leather bra.and matching panties,
holes where the nipples and the crotch would be, and what looked like rhinestones surrounding the holes.
She could see why he used theword "exatic” in hisadvertiang.



She found the street on the left. More like anarrow dley, she turned down it, looking for the sign of
Bathazar Muhammed. She had visited him in Turkey once before, but at his second shop in 1zmir on the
Aegean, never here.

The dley was not straight, but twisted and snaked as she kept following it. A man stepped from a
doorway, blocking her way as he stood between the doorway and aclosed stdl. "Hdllo, lady.”

Hewastal, dark and smelled of something dightly repellant.
"Hello, gentleman,” Mulrooney said, grinning, trying to walk past him.
"Y ou looking for something? Maybe | help find you?'

Mulrooney looked a him amoment. Guys like him were high on the list of the many advantagesthe
world held for awoman who traveled done agreat dedl.

She consdered the list of responses she had built up over theyears.

"Y ou're annoying me. Please go away."

"I'm here on businessfor Interpol, so get the hdll out of the way."

"I'min aterrible hurry. My husband iswaiting for me down the Street.”

"They taught me how to take care of cregpslike you inthe Marines."

But her musings ended as he reached out his hands to her shoulders and started to touch her hair. It was
hard to do in astraight skirt, but she tugged it up as her right knee smashed upward into his crotch. Then
she snapped her right leg down and spun ninety degreesto her right, her left elbow smashing into the sde
of hishead.

Culhane had taught her thet.

Shelet the guy fall, smiling as she stepped around him, saying under her breeth, "Fuck off, buster— on
somebody dse”

Shewalked alittle faster— just in case— but ahead she could seethe sign, very plain, dmost dignified
looking: Bathazar Muhammed— Desdler in Rare Objects of Vaue. Beneath the Sgn hung three bdlls. It
was aso apawnshop, she guessed, unless the three balls meant something elsein Turkey, but that
symbol was pretty universal, M.F. Mulrooney reflected as she stopped beneath the sign, put her hand to
the tarnished brass door handle and pushed the door inward.

A bl tinkled and there was the hum of an eectric fan somewhere.
A short man with around sallow face peered up from behind a glass display case dong the far wall that
housed numerous pieces of jade and ivory. He was not Balthazar Muhammed. "Hello. I'm M.F.

Mulrooney. Bathazar Muhammed is expecting meto call.”

The round face amiled. "Indeed Dr. Muhammed does expect M.F. Mulrooney, madam— but he had not



indicated that M.F. Mulrooney was a beautiful woman.”

Shefdt hersdf amiling at thelittle man. "Thank you, youre swest.”

"| shdl tdl Dr. Muhammed that you have arrived. But firs— might | offer achair?'
Mulrooney smiled again, shaking her head. "I'll just browse around the shop if | may?"

"Y ou honor these humble premises, madam.” And the little man disappeared through the curtain behind
the case diplaying the jade and ivory. Something brushed past her right leg and she dmost screamed,
but it was a cat, the cat looking up at her.

She stooped beside the animal, stroking the back of its head cautioudly at first. "Y ou are apretty one,"
Mulrooney cooed, and then she noticed the eyes. One was green asit should be, but the other was blue.
Mulrooney stroked the cat for another moment or o, then stood and walked toward the counter with the
ivory and jade. She had seen enough of both to know that thiswasn't the redlly good stuff.

In the next case over were severd daggers, their sheeths, like the cigarette holders and the small mirrors
sharing the case, donein silver filigree.

"Miss Mulrooney!"

It wasthe voice of Balthazar Muhammed. She turned on her left hedl and looked toward it. "Y ou grow
lovdier each timethat we medt, if you will forgive my boldness.”

"You arevery niceto say that," Mary Frances Mulrooney answered. "Y our assistant— hereferred to
you as Doctor Muhammed?'

"It isan earned degree. | sometimes usethetitlewhenit suitsme. | trust you had little difficulty locating
my establishment”?"

"Only alittledifficulty,” she smiled, thinking of the man sheéld had trouble with. She felt the cat rub at her
legs again, and she looked down at it. "This cat... he has one blue eye and one green eye.”

"The cat isone of the cats of Ankara. One eyeisaways blue and oneis aways green— green like your
eyes, if | may be so bold.”

Mulrooney felt herself smile again. Hewaswarming her up for the five thousand dollars he wanted, but
flattery was nice however you got it, she reflected.

"Please," Muhammed effused, "' have the information you seek and have taken the liberty of having had
prepared some refreshment. The food served on airplanes is sometimes so colorless, so tedious.”

He parted the curtain, and Mulrooney wa ked between the two glass cases, past Bathazar Muhammed
and through the curtained doorway into asmal hallway. From behind her Muhammed said, "Along the
hall and up the stairs and through the doorway. Or would you wish that | lead?"

"l can manage," Mulrooney told him, smiling at him over her left shoulder. Her bag swung onits strap at
her left side now; there was no more danger. She followed the halway to the gairs, then took these
upward, crossing the smdl landing and following the stairsto the top.



There was adoorway on her |eft and she went through it, Bathazar Muhammed— she could hear his
labored bresthing— puffing behind her.

"Welcometo my red shop and to my apartment.”

She stood in the doorway not moving, hearing Muhammed laugh. Sculpture, the interior kind only since
Idam forbidsthe fal of the shadow of amanmade object. Tapestries. Sarcophagi. Paintings.
Enamdware. Silver filigree far more delicate and much more beautiful than the humble itemsin the shop
beneath. And jade. And ivory. The good pieces, exquisite in their detail, in their fineness. Mary Frances
Mulrooney found hersdlf at the far end of the room, dmost unaware that she had traveled the length of it.

She could hear Bathazar Muhammed saying, "Y ou appreciate art, then, Miss Mulrooney." And he
laughed.

Mulrooney looked back at him, "I'm sorry, |, ah, you have some very beautiful things here. Treasures,
genuinetreasures.”

"That iron miniature of the Great Sphinx is perhapsthe rarest of my treasures. During the Ottoman
Empire, asyou would call it, in the period after the sixteenth century, metal objects regardless of artistic
merit were melted down for use in the manufacture of arms. This Great Sphinx is fourteenth century, so it
israreindeed.” He cleared histhroat and continued. ™Y ou must see the handwritten copy of the Koran
illuminated with gold. It, too, is quite old and very beautiful "

"Yes, I'dlikethat.”

"Y ou will take refreshment with me, then?" And he gestured toward adais at the far Sde and beyond the
room in which they currently stood, nearer till to what would be the street side.

"Yes, but only something little. My body is<till on Daylight Savings Time or whatever it was" Mulrooney
sad.

He clapped his hands, and from the end of the room opposite the dais, a curtain parted and a young boy
in baggy pants, ashort blue vest, and asmall blue skull cap appeared. Muhammed spoke to the boy in
rapid Turkish, and the boy vanished through the curtains. "Come, then, Miss Mulrooney, we can take
wine and taste of lamb's brain sdlad while we wait. And tak, too, of my find."

Lamb'sbrain salad, she thought. Y ecch. "Yes, | would like that,” she said, and he gestured toward the
dais and she waked toward it, setting her purse on athird empty chair as he eased her chair into place,
then seated himsdlf opposite her.

"I drink raki, but you might not care for the taste of the aniseed. May | suggest afine Kavaklidere from
the oldest winery in Turkey, of course, and avery good vintage." He raised the bottle nearest her.

"Yes, please. May | smoke?”
"Of course. Thelamb's brain sdlad will be but a moment."

"Wonderful," she said with asmile, opening her bag and searching for her cigarettes. She found the pack
and was lighting one as Muhammed offered his own lighter. "No, thank you. | haveit,” she said, exhding



along stream of smoke upward toward the dowly rotating ceiling fan overhead. "What isit that you have
found that will be worth five thousand dollarsto me, Bathazar?'

"Americans— Allah blessthem— so direct. Well, yes, then | shal get right to the point, and perhaps,
Miss Mulrooney, you will enjoy this humble repast dl the better— the curiosity sated before the palate,
eh?' Then heraised hisown glassand said, "But first atoast— to pleasant business dedlings, and to a
most beautiful lady."

Shelet him sp at hisraki firgt, then she tasted her Kavaklidere. Sheliked the taste but found it dightly
heavy.

"Y our latest book— Warrior Women—"
"Right— no 'the— you have agood memory."

Muhammed smiled. "Thetitle would suggest that at least some small part of the work might &t least alude
to the legends that have pers sted throughout the centuries regarding those archetypa women warriors,
the Amazons. Is my assumption correct?’

"Yes, of courseit's correct, Balthazar."

"And of courseyou are aware that their origins are near the Black Sea. We st between it and the Sea of
Marmara even as we speak.”

He certainly did have agood memory, Mulrooney thought. When last they had met, her sense of
geography hadn't been exactly perfect.

"You are dso aware that the Russians view science in abroader spectrum asit were, than scientists of
your own country."

"I know they do alot of thingswith mind control, remote viewing, telekinesis. And then there was astory
years ago that they found awoolly mammoth embryo frozen and preserved somewherein Sberiaand
placed it in the womb of an eephant. | never heard what became of it."

"Perhaps | may be so fortunate asto locate it for you someday,” Muhammed said with asmall laugh. "But
my humble discovery touches upon still another scientific discipline the frontiers of which our Soviet
friends seek to advance. Archeology.”

"This sounds like the beginning of Josh Culhanes favorite movie."

"l speak pecificaly—" he smiled "— of arecent archeologicd find just insgde the Turkish border... inthe
mountains, whereit is very cold and there are many dangers and much remains unexplored.”

"Noah'sArk?"

"Alas, no, but perhaps even more interesting to you. And more profitable to me. Forgive me amoment.”
Muhammed pushed his chair back from the table and rose, walking afew stepsto what in an American
home she would have labeled awindow sest, but it was built out from the wall beside the table and not
from awindowsill. He stood there, looking down at the wooden box that rested upon it. It was of the
Sze someone might expect for asmall child's coffin and roughly the same shape.



"Ingdethisbox isafind of rare magnitude. But for reasons of business and hedth, the origina contents
will be returned to their original owners— after asmall service charge has been negotiated, of course. |
have copies. Y ou should know more than anyone how paingtakingly difficult it can become to photocopy
scrollsthat have been rolled for centuries and which, if bent the dightest way wrong, will fragment into
dust. Greet effort was needed to secure accurate and legible copies. | have them here." And from behind
the small wooden casket he picked up alarge manilaenvelope. "And— you will forgive the attempt a
humor— well aware of your naturd gift for languages, | took theliberty of providing an interlinear
trandation of the documents.”

He walked back to the table and sat down opposite her, handing across the manila envelope.

Mulrooney stubbed out her cigarette and lit another one with her lighter, leaving the cigarette in the
ceramic ashtray and starting to open the envelope. In it were dozens of sheets of paper, stapled together
at the top | eft corner, English scrawled between lines of some language she could not decipher. "It's
Greek to me— what isit?’

"Greek— exactly. Classicd Greek, but the differences between ancient Greek and the modern language
arevery subtle. Only atrue scholar would be aware of them. Asyou will read the trand ation you will
doubtless detect thet it isanarrative. It isvery complicated and would take considerable time to read.
May | synopsizefor you?"

Mulrooney looked over the papers at Bathazar Muhammed. She had dready read afragment of the
interlinear trandation from the first sheet, something about the ultimate fate of the most devout followers
of Artemis. "What isthis?'

"The story of the Amazon women— who they were and where they disappeared to thousands of years
ago. And where they might still be. Y ou will notice one of the sheetstoward the very end isamap. When
the map is consdered—" sheleafed through until she found it "— in conjunction with the textua materid,
the meaning of themap isclear. Did | not say afind of great importance?”

Mary Frances Mulrooney looked up at him, across the map. His eyes sparkled as he downed the raki,
then he laughed.

Mulrooney laughed, too. "Y ou cute Sidney Greenstreet |ook-dlike, you..." She set down the papersand
replaced them in the manila envel ope as Bathazar Muhammed reached across the table and refilled her
glass of Kavaklidere.

"What is contained in that envelope, Miss Mulrooney, isalink between past and present. Perhapsthe
Russians haveinterest in it for some hope of eternal life, or of Amazon treasure. | do not know their
desires, nor do | hold interest. But the story is magnificent. May | tell it to you?”

"Pleasedo."

The boy came with the lamb's brain salad. Mulrooney was so excited it didn't even make her fed too
nauseousto look at it— but nauseous enough that she wouldn't et it.

The boy left. The way Muhammed smiled &t the boy, she absently wondered if her host were
homosexud, but sheredly didn't care.



"Very wel, then. Thiswasfound ingde an urn, an urn made of gold and sealed against the centuries
benegth the dtar in the recently uncovered ruins of atemple built to honor the goddess Artemis. In Rome
shewas cdled Diana, but in the Greek culture, especidly in those early day, she was both the goddess of
the hunt and, incongruoudy, goddess of fertility and chagtity at once. The perfect description, one might
say, for arace of female warriors who eschewed the companionship of men, yes?'

Mulrooney wondered if Muhammed had rehearsed hislines.

He continued. "The Amazons engaged in warfare with the legendary Thersus, Thersus triumphing over
them and carrying off their Queen Antiope. After their subjugation, the Amazons saw their race doomed.
But Phoenician sailorsthey had captured had told them stories of aland mass far to the west, where only
primitive people dwelled, and where there was much gold, aswell. And the Amazons flt that thisland
could be reached by sailing west from the coast of Africa”

"A fleet of thirty of their light, small, but very fast warships and three heavy treasure ships was assembled,
and some two thousand of the warrior race set out,” Muhammed said, stopping for amoment to sip a his
raki. Mulrooney could fedl her blood pressure rising. She lit another cigarette and downed another half
glass of the Kavaklidere.

"The story goes on that the Amazon women located the land mass after encountering many storms. And
on thisland mass, they found a native population quite easy to subjugete, racidly different from them from
the descriptions of the features—"

"What did they look like?" Mulrooney interrupted.
"Like Red Indians, it would appear.”
"Goon," said Mulrooney.

"They traveled inland dong agreet river. Where theriver parted into two greet rivers— one of which ran
black— inaland of many smaler rivers and dense forest, they found the place where the sun shone from
within—"

""The sun shone from within'?"
"Thisishow it is gpoken of, Miss Mulrooney— shdl | go on?!
"Y eah, yes, please, Bdthazar. Continue."

"After dl this had been accomplished, three hundred warriors were sent back along the route over which
they had come, and six of their light shipswere sent out to carry them. But when the ships returned,
perhaps traveling aong the Bosphorous, these warrior women learned that their remaining numbers had
been crushed by their enemies, pursued, daughtered and hunted to the last. The three hundred warrior
women were unableto turn the tide againgt their enemies. They took to the mountains, building with their
last efforts one find temple to their goddess whose protection they sought. Finaly— their ships burned,
their cities destroyed, their number reduced to dozens when once there were tens of thousands— alast
few took refuge at their temple, the male armies hunting them like beasts stalk their prey. One of these
survivors, before her desth, set down the record of which you, Miss Mulrooney, presently have a copy.
The evident intention was that the record remain for future Amazon warriors who might return from the
new land, that they might avenge the deeths of their ssters. Thelast lines of the record, from the



deterioration, seem to have been written in something that might have been blood.”

Bathazar Muhammed leaned back from the table, folding his hands over hisample midsection, apleased
smileraising the corners of his mouth. "And there you haveit, Miss Mulrooney— but thereis one other

thing."
"Wait— how did you—"

"Bandits, in truthfulness. They raided the camp of the Soviet archeological team working on the Site, stole
that wooden box, and once they learned the contents were old documents, eventualy the papers came
into my possession. | merdly charge the Russansafeefor thetrouble | incurred in securing them from the
bandits. Scurrilous thugs, these mountain bandits."

"What isthe other thing you began to mention?'

"An associate on occasion— aBrazilian of Itdian extraction named Sergio Cdini— liveson asmal ranch
but has ahouse near the town aong the Amazon river, beyond Manaus. Y ou are aware that the Amazon
in Brazil, theriver, the region itself were named because of one man's observation— Francisco de
Ordlana. He witnessed—"

"Warrior women. | know that story."

"Then perhaps you, Miss Mulrooney, will be less surprised than | was when Sergio Celini communicated
his discovery to me."

Mulrooney smoked, very excited.

"My sometime associate found awoman in the jungle near his mine. She had been injured. He did not
provide the details, but she lives even aswe spesk. Very tdl, very strong, stronger than two normal men.
She carried abow and a quiver of arrows and a spear. She wore nearly nothing: a breechcloth of some
type and a halter to restrain her breasts. The woman— she iswhite but deeply tanned— was delirious
for atime, and she spoke to Sergio and his associates. She spoke to them in Greek.”

Mulrooney dropped her cigarette and bent over quickly to pick it up beforeit burned aholein the
magnificent Orienta rug benesth her chair. Suddenly there was the sound of glass shattering and she
looked up. Wine was dribbling over the edge of the table, and she dipped out of the chair onto her knees
on the floor. Where her back had been against the chair there was now ahole. And it was from abullet.
Therewas aloud booming sound and her earsrang with it. Then Balthazar Muhammed cried, "Miss
Mulrooney! We must get out of herel” She crawled on hands and knees under the table to beside the
chair where her purse was. There was another of the booming sounds and she looked up. Bathazar
Muhammed's white suit jacket was crimson aong the length of the left deeve. In hisright hand wasa
revolver. Hisfez had falen from his head to the table, lying amid the spilled wine and the broken bottle of
Kavaklidere. Then the glass of raki shattered. Mulrooney reached onto the table for the manila envelope.

Suddenly there was a coughing sound and a hole dmost magically gppeared in the manilaenvel ope's
center.

Mulrooney looked toward the door. Two men stood there holding pistolsin their hands with long things
at theendsthat alot of moviesand TV and the fact that she had heard no shotstold her had to be
slencers. Beside her there was another of the loud booms, and she glanced to her |eft. It was Bathazar



Muhammed's gun, aflash of light from it asit boomed again. She looked to the door as she threw herself
past the table and to the floor; her left hand clutching the strap of her bag and her right the top of the
manilaenvelopewith thebullet holeinit.

There was a scream from near the doorway, and as she rolled onto the floor and started to crawl toward
the couch at the far end of the daisfor protection, she could see the boy servant crumple to the floor, the
center of histanned forehead benegath his flowing black hair suddenly gush blood.

Another boom sounded, then another. One of the men in the doorway fell, and for the first time
Mulrooney noticed that this was gpparently the second man Bathazar Muhammed had claimed. Thefirst
man was draped across a half-shattered glass case containing small pieces of jade.

"Run— that way!"

She looked at Muhammed, then looked to where he pointed and saw a small doorway. She pushed
hersdlf to her feet and ran for it, avase— it looked like pictures she had seen of Ming-dynasty pieces—
shattering just in front of her.

She kept running, sagging against the door, twisting at the knob. It came off in her hands.

"Bdthazar!" she screamed.

Hewas reloading his revolver. Two more men stood in the doorway. Both fired a him simultaneoudly,
and hisbody rocked back and across the table, the table collapsing under his bulk.

Mulrooney threw her weight againgt the door, and for the only timein her life wished that she weren't one
of those people who could egt everything, metabolize it and never gain a pound.

But the door rocked inward and she hdf fell through the doorway after it, down on her knees, abullet
dimpling the knoblesslockplate.

"Shit," Mulrooney snapped, pushing hersdlf to her feet and running. Shewasin asmal corridor and at its
end were stairs. A glass globefor alight fixture shattered beside her head. She didn't look back, but kept
running, shifting her purseto her shoulder, clutching the manilaenvelopein her left hand, the sairwell near
to her now.

Sheraced toward it, catching herself back at therailing just in time. The stairs were gone; only the
skeleton of the framework remained.

Mulrooney looked back. There was one man at the doorway and a second man nearly hafway down the
corridor, one of the automatic pistols with asilencer held in hisright hand.

Mulrooney shrugged her shoulders and ran toward him, screaming at the top of her lungs.
She could seeit in his eyes— hesitation. He stopped, turned on his hedl and ran in the other direction.

Mulrooney spun around, ran back toward the stepless stairwell, and peered down. The runner had
stopped at the doorway and wasraisng hisguntofire.

Mulrooney threw the manila envelope down the stairwe | into the broken blocks of concrete at its base,



then crawled under the railing and onto the skeleton of the missing sairs. A sharp end of the wooden
corridor floor stabbed her |eft hand, and shelost her balance and fell away from the floor.

She caught herself with both hands and hung between the side ribs from the missing sairs.

"All right, M.F. Think of somethin"

She swung her legs out, cursing the tightness of the straight skirt of her dress, and entwined them around
the framework of the sairs, finaly finding footing with her eft foot. High heelsweren't made for this stuff,
ether, she thought. She was climbing down now, using the framework like aladder.

Mulrooney looked up and saw the face of the man sheld unnerved in the corridor. His gun was pointing
down at her, and he shouted something she didn't understand. It wasn't Turkish, sheld bet anything it was
Russan.

Mulrooney let go of the framework where she held it and dropped, landing on her kneesin the pile of
broken concrete blocks, trying to roll with it, sucking in her breath, screaming with the painin her knees

and her hands as she landed, tumbling downward.

She shook her head, looking up again. Her left hand snaked out for the manila envel ope as chunks of the
concrete blocks powdered and sprayed toward her.

She hadn't broken an ankle, she figured; she was running too fast.

She heard something behind her that was unmistakably a curse and looked back. One of the gunmen had
jumped to the bottom of the stairwell.

Mulrooney redlized she was outside, in an aley of somekind. Behind her, toward Bathazar
Muhammed's shop, the dley was blocked. She ran toward the opposite end, the alley narrowing like a
funnd's mouth.

She shrieked involuntarily. A figure stepped out of the doorway near her. It was the man who had tried
grabbing at her, the one she had kneed in the crotch and elbowed in the head.

"Lady, | nolike—" Therewasaknifein hisright hand as she dodged past him, hisleft hand reaching out
for her. Mulrooney felt theright deeve of her dressrip as shetried to break away from him.

Shewheded toward him then, ready to hammer her left fist into hisfaceif it would do any good, but his
eyes were suddenly wide and blood poured from his mouth as she stumbled back and hefell toward her.
She tripped, falling to her knees. Both kneecaps were aready scraped raw, and blood streaked her legs
benesth her stockings as she tried to stand.

"Hadit!"

She looked up. It was the gunman from the corridor, the one who had jumped after her. His pistol was
amed a her head.

"What do you want?' she said.

"May | have the envelope— please?’ He didn't smile.



The envelope was under her right hand, and as she started to pick it up, she noticed that under the
envelope was the knife her now-dead assailant had wielded toward her. It looked like along, thin
pocketknife, the handle black plagtic, the blade shiny.

The gunman crouched in front of her. "The envelope— okey-dokey?"

"Sure," Mulrooney said, smiling, raising the envelope with her left hand. The knifein her right hand, she
threw her weight forward againgt the gunman, burying the blade into his neck asthe pistol discharged
beside her.

The man's eyeswere fixed. Hefdl back, and shelet go of the knife.

Mulrooney held the envelopein her left hand. In her right hand she picked up the fallen pistol.

Sheread what it said on the Sde of the pistol: Carl Walther Watffenfabrik. It looked, she thought, kind of
like the gun James Bond aways used in the movies.

Another man was running down the dley toward her, agun in his hand, and she stabbed the automatic
pistol withitssilencer out toward him, pulling the trigger. She pulled the trigger again and again and again,
and then nothing happened.

The other gunman wasn't moving anymore.

Mulrooney looked at the gun in her hands, wanting to throw it down because it was empty. Still on her
knees, she wiped off the butt of the gun with her skirt to get rid of her fingerprints.

Her printswould be al over Muhammed's place, but she could explain that away dl right. Like Culhane
aways sad, you weren't awriter for nothing.

The knife was deep in the dead Russian's neck— at |east she assumed he was Russian.

She got up, her knees smarting. Shelifted the wide part of the man's necktie from his bloodstained chest
and wiped the handle of the knifewithiit.

The envelope— she had that.

Shelooked down the dley from where she had come. No one was coming after her... yet.

Mary Frances Mulrooney started running toward the opening in the dley. It was stupid to go back to her
hotel, she knew, but that pink sundress was new. And she wasn't going to fly al theway to Brazil with
her legsdl full of blood and her dressripped half off.

It was stupid, shetold hersalf again. She had her passport, her money, her credit cards, and her airline
ticketsin her purse. Sheld traveled light, packing only the bare necessitiesfor afew daysin Istanbul. The
rest of the things she would need she had had shipped to Brazil.

A taxi stood at the end of the alley. She passed it up— just in case. She'd seen movies where the bad
guyswould disguise themselves astaxi drivers. Culhane used suff likethat in hisbooksal thetime,



She kept running.

Mulrooney turned right out of the aley and saw stdls and shops. She was back in the Kapdicars.
She dowed her pace. People werelooking at her aready.

A sign amogt just above her read Dafik's Discount Dresses.

She turned into the store. If he had running water so she could clean off her legs, she wasin business.
"Helo, lady!" asmiling fat man with a heavy mustache greeted her.

Mulrooney looked down at her bloody knees. " Show me something with amidcaf-length skirt."
"Betcha, lady— right away!"

Somehow she knew that Dafik's Discount Dresses was her kind of store.

Chapter Two

Méelissa Burroughs was sitting in the booth in the galley, and the way she stuck her bareright leg across
the companionway, Josh Culhane had three choices: step over it, crawl under it or ask her to moveit. He
decided to step over it, and as he did sheraised her leg and her toeswere rubbing against his crotch
through histennis shorts.

"Hey, Mdissa. What are you doing?"

"Isthat what Sean Dodge would say, Josh?'

"Probably,” hetold her, nodding his head and trying to smile at her. "Y eah, that's probably what he would

"And what would Sean Dodge do if the lady just kept rubbing his crotch with her big toe?!

"Held whip out his Bali-Song knife, cut off her toe, then glance a the luminous black face of his Rolex
Oyster Perpetua Sea Dweller and tell her he was supposed to be on deck two minutes ago.”

Méelissa Burroughs didn't remove her foot. "But | don't see your knife, Josh—"

"See? Right here..." Culhanetried reaching down to his pocket with hisright hand, but her other foot was
resting againg hiship.

"Go ahead— move my foot. Y ou can move my foot."
"I don't want to move your foot, Mdlissa. | want you to move your foot. Both of them, okay?

"And what if | won't and you can't get to your knife— what would Sean Dodge do then, huh?' And she



laughed, sipping at the beer from beside her on the gdlley table.

"Areyou auditioning for the nymphomaniac character in the next Takers? C'mon— | gotta get topside.”
"I'd loveto try out for the nympho. Jake's doing atest dive later this morning. How about your cabin?'
"You'reamarried woman, Melisa."

"I'm left-handed, too— no big ded.”

"L ook, you met Fanny Mulrooney in Miami. Fanny and I, well—"

"Sean Dodge wouldn't care.”

Culhane grinned at her. " Sean Dodge doesn't know Fanny."

"'Know'— | like that word in the Biblical sense— why don't you get to know me, Josh?"

There was a shout from topside. It was Jake Burroughs. "Hey, Culhane! Give usahand!"

Culhane reached down to her left foot and ran hisfingersfast dong the sole. She sarted to giggle and her
foot drew back reflexively. He pushed the other foot away and got past her, but he could hear her behind
him, cdling in aloud stage whisper, "Thisisasmal boat, honey."

Culhane took the companionway steps two at atime, coming out into the sunlight past the aft bulkhead
into the cockpit, then he flipped up onto the coach roof where some of the diving gear waslaid ouit.

"Any problems below?" Burroughs asked, looking up from adjusting an air-tank cylinder band.
Burroughss gray eyes squinted hard. Culhane doubted it was the sun.

"Nothing | couldnt handle," Culhanetold him, not amiling.

Burroughs had to know about his wife, Culhane had reasoned after the first night aboard Seacutter .
Culhane had d so guessed that Méelissa Burroughs had accompanied them on Seacutter if for no other
reason than Jake couldn't trust her alone on shore. "What can | help with?' Culhane asked, breaking the
long silence. "Mdissawastelling me down there you're planning atest dive. | thought we did that aready
yesterday."

"Y eah— but | did another test dive again this morning before you were up. Before Mdissawas up. No, |
got no more test dives planned. | need all the tanks double-checked for pressure. That wreck's about a
hundred feet down, so we should have only aquarter of actud tank capacity considering the pressure. |
want each tank to maximum and al things that can go wrong checked before they do go wrong. Not too
deep adive, but that wreck ain't in the best shape, neither.”

Culhane thought for amoment, running the "no decompression” tablein his head. " So were talking about
twenty-five minutes unless we want to do atimed ascent.”

"Y eah— and at this stage there's no sense wasting time for that. | wanna go down, scout her out and then
plan out tomorrow's dives. Well pick up plenty of timed-ascent time once we start cleaning her out—
unless we wanna hang around herefor the next six weeks."



The black man sgquatting on the coach roof laughed. "That'sif this here Liberian freighter redly got dl
these fucking computer chipsand shit.”

Burroughslooked at him. "L ook, Blackie— when Colby couldn't makeit, he told me you were aterrific
diver. All I seenyou doisdrink. All I heard you do iscomplain. Hell, if we were goin' much deeper than
ahundred | wouldn't let you suit up. Y ou'd have so much booze in your system you'd be dancin' upside
down with the raptures, so shut the fuck up.”

Blackie only laughed again. Culhane fdt uncomfortable with the man— and with the name that sounded
more like aracid dur than anickname.

Lundy, crouched beside Burroughs, looked at Blackie and rasped, "Man— you're the kinda guy what
givesusal abad rep— go below and get sober, huh?”

Lundy scratched his chocolate-brown chin and the gray stubble there and |ooked away.
Culhane watched as Blackie got unsteadily to hisfeet and walked &ft.

Burroughs began to talk again. "'l found some blood in the head last night. | think Blacki€'s snortin'
coke—"

"Aww, shit, man," Lundy groused.

"Hey, if he's got the membranesin hisnoseirritated, hell, hell have amask full of blood.”
Culhane cleared histhroat, saying, "How many do we need down there, d'you figure?”

"l can dive on this, man,” Lundy volunteered.

"Who's gonna mind the store up here? Anyway, your heart..."

Lundy looked a Burroughs. "We been al through that, Jake— why'd you take me dong then?'

"'Cause you're the best dive master goin' and if we do get in trouble, then fine, go risk your heart and
come and bail out our asses. Otherwise, stay topside.”

"Hell."

"Look," Culhaneinterrupted.

What?"

Culhane looked at Burroughs. "Does Mdissadive?'

"Y eah— Médissadives. Not too good, but she dives. Whaddaya got in mind?"
"Fine. Y ou want two of us on the wreck and athird diver outside, right?"

"S0?" Burroughs snapped.



"So, the ded with me coming dong was| got to explore the wreck with you. Youand | goin. Mdlissa
stays outside in case theres any trouble. Blackie stays topside with Lundy to give Lundy ahand.”

Burroughs et out along, loud sigh. Then he turned to Lundy. "Get Melissa's beer away from her, put a
lock on the icebox and pour some coffee into Melissa— and Blackie, too."

Then Burroughs turned to Culhane. ™Y ou got adedl, Josh." And Burroughslit acigarette....

* * %

Burroughs used only Dacor equipment and so did Culhane, but Culhan€'s budget was bigger, and he had
the new aduminum tank that held eighty cubic feet of ar rather than the older-style chrome-molybdenum
ged tanksthat Burroughs and hiswife still used and which were customarily filled only to ahair over
sxty-four and ahdf cubic feet.

He was descending dowly now, the sound of hisair bubbles comforting to him as he exhded alittleinto

his mask to equalize pressure. As helooked up, he spotted the Portuguese man-of-war again, reminding
himsdlf to watch for it on hisascent. Its sting wasin some ways smilar to the effects of nerve gasonthe

respiratory system. Occasiondly fatal. He had no desire to become a gatigtic.

Culhane was moving his jaw and swallowing againgt ear squeeze, but he was not experiencing pain. For a
diver he smoked too much. But he was only an occasiond diver. And for awriter, compared to some at
least, he smoked too little.

Below seventy-five feet and dowly descending till, al that was around him— the ocean floor benegth
him, the dim outline of what was the wrecked Liberian freighter— al was a deep blue, al other color
diffused away. He checked his Rolex Sea Dweller againgt the Tekna dive timer; they were on the money
with each other, he decided. He exhded more air into his mask against face pinch, seeing Jake Burroughs
to hisright and Melissa Burroughsto hisleft evidently doing the same.

He heard a sound. Culhane glanced toward Jake Burroughs. Burroughss diving knife, one of the big
Wenokas that with the size distortion of the water |ooked the size of a Bowie knife, was tapping against
histank. Culhane watched him amoment, Burroughs using hand signalsto gesture toward the hulking
shape of the wreck perhaps ahundred yards to Culhane's left. Culhane nodded broadly, twisting the
head of his TeknaLite 8 into the "on" position. The blue seemed only brighter, but he could seethe
bottom better now. He leveled off his descent and swam afew feet over the wormlike tendriled plants
that waved up a him. In thelight of the flashlight the tendrils came aivein yellows and oranges and reds.
Heworked hisflippers harder, resting hisarms. They had used the DV-3X shuttle the previous day and
would have used the shuttle today, but Blackie had been assigned to supervise and had neglected it, and
there had not even been time for the three-hour fast charge.

So they swam unaided.

Culhane swung the light beam ahead of him again. There was more definition now to the wreck, and he
could see more clearly than the day before, when there had been silt in the water, the gaping, jagged hole
in the hull from the boiler explosion Burroughs had talked abott.

Culhane had decided Burroughs was a contract man for the CIA. He had to be. He spoke so confidently
of the pogition of the wreck, something a satellite could have confirmed. He spoke so confidently of the



boiler exploding. How Burroughs had known that, Culhane had conscioudly avoided trying to guess.

The contents of the wrecked freighter— this, too, would have been hard to know, but Burroughs claimed
he knew and had not been wrong yet. On the world market, ten million dollars worth of computer chips
and the same amount in missle dectronics. All for Cuba

Burroughs claimed he was not only seeking to enhance his wedlth with the operation, but he was a patriot
aswell. "Keep the Commies from getting their things back, keep that bastard Castro from getting his
hands on them," held told Culhane.

What Castro needed with computer chips and missile electronics was another story. Culhane had aready
decided to send Sean Dodge into Cuba, perhapsin Takers Number 19. But he wasn't certain. It would
be ussful to the story to actudly get into Cuba himself. The State Department wouldn't be fond of the
idea, but if he could somehow get Canadian 1D manufactured for himsdf...

Culhanelogt histrain of thought. Burroughs was rapping his knife againg his tank again.

Burroughs was carrying on afrantic hand-and-arm-signd conversation with Mdissa. Findly he put his
mask against the side of her pink hood— it was the only hot-pink wet suit Culhane had ever seen— and
was gpparently shouting to her.

Culhanelooked away, flashing hislight through the holein the hull.

Burroughs had dected to do something any experienced diver would consider unsafe: abandon going
through the conventiona means of entrance and enter the ship through the hole in the starboard side
amidships.

Culhane shook his head at that. Daring was fine; supidity something else.

They had agreed that since Culhanesaair tank was larger and hisair supply could better take the exertion
of along swim, Culhane would circumnavigate the wreck before entering and scouting it.

Culhane tapped on hisown air tank with hislight and Burroughs looked toward him. Culhane gestured
toward the wreck, then made acircular motion. Burroughs nodded broadly. Culhane would let
Burroughsfight with hiswifein private. He started swimming toward the freighter's stern.

He shifted the position of his Bali-Song knife taped under hiswet suit. He was getting a pressure pinch
and would mogt likely have anasty wdlt there. But he had decided to bring it. Maybe it was Blacki€'s
attitude; maybe it was the way Burroughs eyed him after coming up on deck fresh from another
encounter with Melissa Burroughs.

Culhane kept moving, shining hislight dong the hull, then he started to swim the length of the ship from
above before continuing to circumnavigete the hull. The part about the freighter going down in astorm
seemed true enough, athough the damage evident could have resulted from something el se. He stopped
over the main hatch, shining hislight downward off the port Sde. Nothingness. A void. That was another
part of the dive that less than enthused him.

The freighter rested on the lip of a precipice and what seemed to be a bottomless trench beyond it. If the
sandy bottom benegath the freighter were to shift with asudden powerful current, the freighter would roll
over into the abyss. And whoever was inside would be crushed by the pressure before having the chance



to die from impact.
A sobering thought, Culhane reflected.
For some reason he thought about Fanny Mulrooney.

She should il bein Istanbul with that pirate Bathazar Muhammed filling her head full of crap about
secret archeologicd findsand smilar drivel, he thought. She was agood writer. Hed tried getting her to
do anove, even to start one. But sheingsted on writing about monsters and legends and devils and flying
saucers.

After completing the dives with Burroughs, Burroughs would drop him on the coast and he would fly
inland to meet Fanny in Belém. Then they would go up the Amazon, Fanny searching for fragments of
information and mysterious bones and relicsfor her book Warrior Women and Culhane searching for...
He didn't know quite what. Material for another of Sean Dodge's adventures. At least that was what he
told himsdlf.

Culhane doubled back from the forecastle, traveling up along the full-dress ship line, then down again
toward the stern, swinging out to cover the portside hull aong the waterline, avoiding looking down. Into
the abyss. He had no fear of heights, but he had no desire to become disoriented, either. Therewasa
strong downward current here, and Culhane found himself getting caught up iniit. "Shit," he snarled into
his mouthpiece, letting the current carry him for an instant. Suddenly it twisted him and helost his
orientation. Groping out with hislight, he could see the shape of the forwardmost end of the propeller
shaft. Helet the light fal from hishand on itslanyard around hiswrist and reached for the shaft.

He had it, dragging himself in toward the shaft, holding on with both hands now.

His body swung with the current, sucked at by it. Culhane popped the sedl on his mask, letting water in
to make an impromptu leve.

He closed his eyes then opened them, working hisway dong the underside of the hull now and forward.

It was dangerous what he did, he knew. Even the dightest shift of the hull and he would be crushed
benegth it. But the current leading down into the abyss was sudden desath.

Hewondered if that was why he had been sent to scout the far side of the hull rather than merely because
of the increased capacity of histanks.

But Culhane dismissed the idea. Burroughs wouldn't kill because of hiswife's desire to get someone
besides her husband into her pants. If Burroughs did, he would be amass murderer.

Culhane kept going, continuing his reasoning to avoid thinking about the tons of wrecked freighter that at
any second could crush him downward into asmear of flesh and wet suit and mangled sted. He kept
moving, kept thinking. He was letting hisimagination get away with him; it was awriter's occupationd
hazard. If you wrote espionage, you saw intrigue in everything. If you wrote mysteries, everyonewasa
potentia cold-blooded murderer.

He shook his head and glanced at his pressure gauge. He was fine. He shook his head again—

"Nitrogen narcosis," he murmured into his mouthpiece. But at only one hundred feet, there had to be a



reason for it. He laughed alittle but still worked hisway ahead. Fear. Perhapsthe fear of the abyss when
he had been sucked in by the current.

He stopped. He held on to the underside of the hull and to the rocks against which the hull was wedged.
There was one sure remedy for it. He tried remembering what it was. He laughed at himsaif.

There were ladder rungs ahead and Culhane started for them, finally remembering. Ascend.

He started up the ladder rungs, the current tugging at his back. He thought about the current and laughed,
saying into hismouthpiece, "Not gonnaget me!™

He kept moving. To ascend would reduce the level of nitrogen in hisblood and sober him up.

Culhane made amental note to quit smoking for aweek before his next mgor dive. Maybe that would
hep.

He could seethe outline of the ship'srail above him now. He grabbed at it, half climbing, haf swimming
over it, then he pushed himself off, swimming upward. For some reason he checked histime. He till had
ten minutes to go before he had to start up for real.

He kept ascending and could faintly see the shapes of Jake Burroughs and Melissa Burroughs beside the
holein the hull.

Culhane studied hiswatch face as he ascended, forcing his brain to work.

E = MC2— but what doesit redly mean, he wondered. Energy expressed in units called ergsis equd to
the sum of the mass of an object multiplied by the speed of light squared. Aw, boy.

He stopped his ascent at seventy-five feet or so and realized held been breathing rapidly.

Culhane forced himsdlf to be cam.

"Cdm," he sad into his mouthpiece. He found hislight on hislanyard and turned it on, amingit into the
distance. There was something moving. Maybe a shark. He hoped it wasn't ashark. Hed doneadtint in
ashark cage once, and it had been an unnerving experience, especidly after the shark had nearly eaten
haf the cage and him witht.

Killer whales, he thought, because whatever it was it was a school of them, and killer whalestraveled in
packs when they hunted. They rardly— if ever— attacked man.

Hetold himsdlf to relax, the effects of the excess nitrogen clearing now. He ran the eights through his
head. "Eight times nineis seventy-two. Eight times sevenisfifty-gx. Eight times—"

Men.

They were men moving through the water, and what had not happened when the current had sucked at
him happened now. He could dmost physicdly fed it. Adrendine.

It was flowing now, hishead clearing dmost ingtantly.



Men— maybe a dozen of them. Black wet suits. Spear guns. Some type of underwater shuttle— but
redly large.

Culhane shook hishead one moretime.
He gstarted down, damming hisflashlight againgt hisair tank to try and attract Burroughs's atention.

MelissaBurroughsin her hot-pink wet suit was turning around. Culhane whipped hislight to hisleft
toward the divers, toward the shuttle. She waved back at him. Culhane tapped at the tank again with his

light

Helooked left. The divers were angling down toward the wreck of the freighter, the diffused light from
their shuttle casting agray wash on the water ahead.

Culhane exhded into his mask, evacuating more of the water he had let it partidly fill with earlier. He
swam toward Jake and Mdlissa Burroughs at full speed.

Russan freghter. Russian divers. "Shit," he snarled into his mouthpiece.

Burroughs was turning around now from the hole in the freighter's hull. Hed seen the Russian divers, too.
Burroughs treaded water as he snatched his massive diving knife from the sheath on hisright leg.

Culhane decided that was agood idea. It wasn't really a good idea, but it was better than nothing.

Culhane shifted the flashlight's lanyard to hisleft wrist, snatching his Teknaknife, the sheeth that was
integra with his compass, depth gauge, pressure gauge and digitd divetimer.

It wasasmdl knife, about the size of agood boot knife. But it felt right through the reef glove that
covered hisright hand.

One of the spear gunsfired, just missing Melissa Burroughs. Jake Burroughs picked up the spear that
had bounced off the hull, holding it in hisleft hand and the knifein hisright as the divers gpproached.

Culhane closed with the lead divers a the same time, grabbing at the nearest Russan'sair hose and
hacking it with one of the serrated upper edges of the knife. In aflurry of ar bubbles, Culhane'sright foot
pushed the diver away, and he dashed his knife across the man's chest, hisleft hand ripping away the
face mask. Blood filled the water.

A cloud of darker water.

Culhane twigted lft, one of the Russian divers coming for him, aspear gun firing with awhoosh and a
trail of bubbles, the spear passing inchesfrom his head. Culhane threw himsdlf forward against the man,
the diving knifein Culhanesright fist pumping into the diver's abdomen, then back out, then in again.
Culhane pushed the body clear.

Méelissa Burroughss body contorted and dammed against the hull of the freighter. A spear was
protruding from her abdomen now, dark reddish-black streaks washing across the hot-pink wet suit, the
cloud al but obscuring her asit grew and grew.

Jake Burroughswas using hisknifewell, one diver then another floating away from him ashe fought his



way toward hiswife.

Culhane fet something dam against him, and he was pitched forward. Hisright shoulder hit the sand at
the base of the hull, acloud of sediment rising around him.

Helooked up. There was aflash of bright light and Culhane's ears suddenly ached with the sound waves.
Something huge and dark was drifting downward.

A shape shot past hisface: a shark. Itslength was about eight feet, and suddenly it and Mdissa
Burroughs seemed one, and then as quickly they were separated and the bottom haf of her body was
gone, oneleg floating upward, acloud of blackness envel oping Culhane and he wanted to retch.
Another of the Russian divers swam toward him, and Culhane stabbed the man in the |eft Sde of the
neck, using the diving knife like arapier. There was another cloud of blood and Culhane pulled back.
The dark shape drifting down from above was uncomfortably close— and he knew what it was.
Seacutter and she was down.

Burroughs was beside him treading water, hisface turned toward his dead and mutilated wife.

Culhane grabbed at him and shook him. He stared into Burroughs's face mask; the eyes were fixed and
glassy, asthough he was aready dead.

Culhane held on to him, prying the knife from Burroughssright fist lest Burroughs suddenly snap out of it
and usethe knife againgt him. He locked his|eft fist around Burroughss right wrist and dragged him from
his dead wife. His smdl Teknaknife was back in its sheeth; the massve Bowie-like diving knife he had
taken from Jeke Burroughswas clenched in hisright fist.

He glanced back at the bottom as he began his ascent. Some of the Russian divers were setting charges
againg the hull of the sunken freighter.

Culhane looked up. There were more Soviet divers descending.

There was only one place to go now, Culhane thought as he wrenched Burroughs along with him. He
headed toward the still settling hull of Seacutter, her main mast overturned, aholein the port bow large
enough to drive asmdl truck through.

Culhane aimed toward her stern.

The nitrogen narcosi s was gone now; adrenaline had replaced it, a high that could save the body.
Dragging Burroughs was dowing him, but he would not leave the man.

A Soviet diver, hisdiving knife large, was fast gpproaching.

The knife hacked toward Culhane, and he loosed Burroughsswrist for amoment, shoving Burroughs
away asthe Soviet diver's blade cut within inches of Culhanes throat.

Culhane twisted his body to the right. Another lunge was coming, and Culhane reached for thearm, his
action dowed by the natural drag of the water. But his attacker's movement was dowed, aswdll.



Culhane's borrowed blade cleaved downward across the insde of the man's right elbow, ripping back.
Blood spurted outward, the diving knife falling from the Russan's right hand, the fingers limp, blood
pouring across them from the wound at the elbow.

Culhane was ready for afind thrust, akill. But he was knocked aside by a shark. If anything, thisone
was larger than the one before. The Soviet diver's mouthpiece fell from hislips and for an instant Culhane
could seethe look of horror and then the right arm was ripped away and the shark twisted violently, the
Soviet diver's body lurching, the shark ripping a him.

Culhane looked behind him for Burroughs.

Burroughs was swimming back into the knot of Soviet divers beside the hull of the freighter.

Culhane snarled cursesinto his mouthpiece. He couldn't leave Burroughs, it wasn't right. Practica had
never been ameaningful word for him, Culhane knew. Practical was a cop-ouit.

He gtarted down after Burroughs, two of the Soviet divers dready faling on him. Burroughs
dtraight-armed one man in the face and ripped the mask from another.

Culhane swam againgt athird man, ramming Burroughss knifeinto the man'sright kidney, shoving the
body off the knife,

He grabbed a Burroughs, and Burroughsingtinctively swung a him, but the water dowed him down
enough for Culhane to duck the blow.

He shoved the knife toward Burroughs, and Burroughs took it.
Culhane grabbed his own knife.

They were back to back, the sound of their air tanks clanging ominoudy in the blue blackness of the deep
besde the hull of the sunken freighter.

Russian divers closed in from both sdes, Culhane fending off one man with hisknife, then another.
A spear gun was raised, Culhane ready to dive for the man.

But suddenly the spear gunner was pushed against the hull of the freighter by a shark, and seconds later
his body waslocked in deadly combet, the spear firing usdesdy upward.

Culhane turned to grab at Burroughs, to signal for them to ascend, but Burroughs's body was sinking
forward. As Culhane twisted him around, he could see the shaft of a spear protruding from Burroughs's
chest, acloud of blood surrounding him.

And through the face mask Culhane saw the look of death in Burroughss eyes— and thistime the look
of death wasred.

Culhane siwvam away, a shark punching a him and knocking the wind from him for an instant, but the
shark ignored him, going for Burroughs's blood.



Culhane looked up. Still more Soviet divers were coming to help their comrades, and Culhane swvam for
the portsde hull of Seacultter .

He glanced at the dive timer near his chest; nearly the full twenty-five minuteswas gone. Therewasa
margin for safety, but it would be dight.

He swam fagter, ignoring his own accumul ated wisdom from persond experience and the experience of
other divers. He swam for the holein the hull.

Jake Burroughs had shown him the new stainless-stedl .45 he had. Once he got to the surface— he
refused to think the word "if"— Culhane could expect only onething. Careful of hisgear, he swvam

through.

He was insde where the portside V-shaped berth had been and opposite a hanging locker. He started
aft, toward the stateroom he had shared with Lundy.

The Teknaknife ahead of him like awand, he sopped suddenly. Jammed into the doorway of the
owner's head he saw Blackie. Blackie's eyes were saring, hisarmsfloating, the door into the head
binding hislegsthere. Protruding from hisright am was aneedle.

Culhane swam past, wrenching open the door to his cabin, swimming up and coming into an air pocket.
Culhaneleft hisregulator in place. Herifled through his black nylon flight bag. His passport. Hiswallet.
His money, which he counted daily, considering Blackie's habits. Hiskeys. From apouch at hisweight
belt, Culhane tugged free a Ziploc plastic bag, inserted the things between the sedling lipsand ran his
gloved fingers dong the edge, locking the bag, making it watertight.

Therest of it there was no time for, no need for.

Culhane swam down from the upper bunk, across the flooded companionway to the stateroom.

The desk inthe far corner by the bulkhead was thrown over like the rest of the furnishings of the ship's
largest stateroom. Culhane tore open the middle drawer. Burroughs thankfully had not kept it locked.

The stainless Randdl LeMay modd. A spare magazine. From the weight of the gun, it was as Burroughs
had last |ft it: loaded except for the chamber. The spare magazine was loaded, aswell.

Culhane started ripping through the drawers, searching for abox of spare ammunition.
Prolonged exposure to satwater could render it useless, but the time hadn't been that long.

Books and papers floated everywhere around him, but there was no sign of the log book. He would have
taken that.

No sign of more ammunition.

And then Culhane heard it. He had heard the sound in movies, read accounts of others hearing it in redl
life

It was the sound of amine being placed on the hull.



The starboard hull. He forced himself to think. The mines on the freighter— they were going to blow both
shipsover into the abyss.

Culhan€e's pams sweated insde hisreef gloves.
He jammed the Randall under hiswet suit top, the spare magazine wedged beside it.

Through the stateroom door, forward now, past the dead body of Blackie with his needle still stuck in his
arm. Pagt the dinette table, abeer can floating up from the garbage can.

Culhane cameto the hole in the portsde hull. He swam through it, and out.
Around him there was carnage. The Soviet divers battled a group of blood-crazed sharks.

Culhane gtarted his ascent, then thought for a second. He swam for the deck of Seacutter . If Lundy had
gotten into atank setup before the ship had gotten too far down, he might be dive, trapped.

Culhane sivam over the coach roof, looking from right to left— and then he saw him.

The only other gun aboard the ship was dtill in his hands, locked there in death. Lundy clenched a
gainless Ruger Mini-14 in his dead hands, his eyes staring, the top of his skull split wide.

Culhane swam to him. Asyet no sharks had found the body.

Culhane reached out to him. He tore the reef glove from hisright hand and let it Snk away, histhumb
working down first one, then the second eyelid. Into his mouthpiece, Culhane murmured, "Rest in peace,

Lundy.”

Another of the thudding sounds. Culhane swvam for it, ditching hisweight belt, controlling his breething.
Hedidn't want to look at the dive timer. Going up.

Up. Below him the Soviet divers were moving off.
Up. He could fed the pressure changes.

Up. His head broke the surface and he spat the mouthpiece away, gulping the cool fresh air. Far to his
right, perhaps a hdf mile distant, was afreighter. It would be the base of the Soviet divers.

And it washisonly prayer.
Culhane found his mouthpiece and tucked down under the surface, swimming for it now.

Hislimbs siff, aching, hismind telling his body to keegp moving, hisbody telling hismind whereto go. He
kept svimming.

And suddenly the seaaround him ripped upward, Culhane's body buffeted with it, twisting, wrenching,
punched at by pressure waves as he fought hisway to the surface, arain of spray pouring down on him.

He knew what had happened. The Soviet wreck and the wreck of Seacutter were both downinthe
abyss now.



Therewas no timeto think. If the Soviet freighter toward which he swam was to get underway before he
reached it, he was a dead man.

Chapter Three

It wasinteresting to watch therich, for he had never been one of them but had often been near them. In
oneway, they lived like the peoplein Saigon had lived. Asif each day were perhapsthe last. But they
were unlike the peoplein Saigon, for they did not want.

Damascus Santini lit aCamd, flipping the lighter in hishand. It was the same lighter he had carried
throughout thewar, and it carried the Specia Forcesinsignia

All the men on the team of which he had been a part had been given one of the lighters by the team
leader, each man's name engraved on the opposite side from the crest.

He studied thelighter, reading hisname.

He pulled up the hem of hisalb and found the dit in the right Side of his cassock that alowed accessto
his pants pocket, and stashed the cigarettes and the lighter there.

"Should be nearly there, Father Santini. Once we're within the limit, I'll be told.”

He nodded. "Hopeit's not too quick, Captain Porter. | just lit up here."

"I don't mean any disrespect, Father,” Porter began, hisflorid face lighting with agrin that could only be
Irish, "but you're an odd sort for a priest. Thewisecracks... | can't put it into words, but, well, morelike

anormd..."

"A norma man?' Santini smiled. "Y eah, well— if you don't et the word get around, | am. No lie" Porter
darted to laugh and Santini let himsdlf laugh alittle, exhaling acloud of cigarette smoke.

"So0 you and Scott Pamer, Jr., werein Vietnam together. Y ou been achaplain long?'

"l was hever achaplain.”

"Medic, then?'

"| was part of a Specia Operationsteam— al Specia Forces except every oncein awhilewe'd get a
couple of Navy SEALS or some CIA guy. Used to be Sergeant First Class Damascus Santini. Now it's
Father Santini— same man regardless of the uniform. In most ways, anyway."

"So you and Mr. Pamer..." Porter didn't finish his question, just let it hang.

"He was the youngest guy in Captain Culhan€e's ouitfit, but he was a good trooper if that's what you were
asking.”



"This Captain Culhane— | didn't see him on the guest lis— didn't make it back?"

Santini laughed at that. "No. They've never made the bullet that'll get old Jeff Culhane.”

"That nameringsabell. Isheawriter or something?'

"Y ou're thinking of Josh Culhane, the guy who writes adventure novels."

"The Takers, right? Get 'em in the ship's bookstore.”

"Josh is Jeff'stwin brother. Never met him, but Jeff used to talk about him alot. | don't know what Jeff
doesthese days. | think he moved over into less vigorous government work. | haven't talked to himin
about two or three years, and he didn't talk about his business then. No— Scott's the only one of us that
medeit into the big time, inheriting al that money and everything.”

Porter exhaled long and loud. "Mr. PAmer isavery rich young man, Father— I'll say that."

"That didn't sound like acompliment,” Santini remarked, flicking ashes from his cigarette.

He didn't expect areply and he didn't get one.

The buzzer rang and Captain Porter snatched up the telephone receiver. "Porter here.”

Under hisbresth Santini rasped, "Saved by the bell, Captain.”

"Very good, Mr. Snow— give usasmooth ride." Porter hung up the phone, turned away from the
windscreen and looked at Santini. "My chief officer hasjust informed me that we have passed into
Brazilian coastal waters as per the request of Mr. PAmer's fiancée, so the wedding can begin." And then
Porter laughed. ""Funny for me to watch a shipboard wedding. I've married alot of people mysdif.”
Santini grinned. "AsaCatholic priest, | should remind you that unless they were married by apriest they
were not married in the sight of God. Civil ceremonies don't count, even at sea Santini dapped Porter
on the shoulder. "But that'd be a pretty hard-nosed attitude, wouldn't it?"

The captain laughed, shaking his head as he walked away, Santini straightening out his chasuble.

He could hear the captain spreading the word that the ceremony was about to begin, and Santini looked
along the cruise ship's sun deck forward and toward the stack. Standing like the two figures atop a
wedding cake but one to port and one to starboard, surrounded by their attendants, were the bride and
groom. Santini started walking toward them, holding hisbook from which he would recite the marriage
vowsto them.

Palmer wore awhite three-piece suit, hisblond hair blowing dightly in the breeze.

Pamer's fiancée was the epitome of what the beautiful bride should be: dark hair flowing past her
shouldersall but masked by the longer flowing vell; the white dress an artful combination of yards of lace
and yards of slk; the bridesmaids ooing and aghing around her, looking like the varied petals of some

multicolored flower— one blue, one pink, one yellow, one green.

Santini ascended the smdll platform erected for the ceremony. Palmer owned the cruise-ship line, one of



the many eements of Pamer Industries, Inc. He had personaly chartered the ship for hiswedding party
to the beautiful and very European-looking girl named Ameina. The captain of the flagship of PAmer's
linewas giving away the bridein lieu of her father. Each guest, aside from receiving afree cruiseand dl
the food and champagne he or she could consume, was given aspecidly struck gold coin
commemorating the wedding that bore the likenesses of Scott Palmer, Jr. and Amelina. The gold was
from Pamer Industriesminesin Brazil.

As Scott PAmer waited now beside the newly fabricated dtar rail, Amelinawas brought forward by the
captain, who raised her veil. Amelina kissed the captain on the cheek, and Santini winked at hisold friend
Scott.

Santini began, "Dearly beloved...”

And at least one of them wasto him, as beloved as any man's comrade-in-arms could be.

* % %

Santini felt conspicuous, he was the only man in ablack suit. In the old daysin Chicago aguy had felt
well dressed with aclean T-shirt and apack of cigarettesthat was Still at least half full rolled into the
deeve. He shrugged his shoulders, stabbed his handsinto histrouser pockets and mingled.

He had walked over much of the ship, watching the revelry. It wastough being apriest a aparty. There
wasn't anything wrong with dancing, but people dways|ooked a you strangdly if you did— "L ook at
that priest with his hands on that woman!"— and if you drank too much, that got them started on dl the
old sacramental wine jokes.

He stood by the bar now, overlooking the upper-level poal. "Can | get yasomethin', Father?'

Santini turned around. The bartender was addressing him. "Wdll, | suppose | might try something,”
Santini sad, amiling.

"Maybe aglass of white wine?'
"How about ashot of Jm Beam and aMichelob?' Santini answered, letting the smileturninto agrin.
"Sure thing, Father— back in a second.”

While the bartender poured the shot and opened the beer, Santini lit a cigarette. Scott Palmer, Jr.,
married, he thought.

"Hereyago, Father. If yaneed somethin’ else, just check with me.”

"Gotcha," Santini nodded, dugging down the shot of bourbon and setting the empty on the bar. He left
the glass for the beer and took the bottle, sipping apull of it and giving the bartender awave.

Orchestras played al over the ship, and if you listened hard, Santini reflected, when the wind wasjust
right you could hear two songs at once. He kept walking, finding an ashtray for his cigarette and stubbing
it out after alast drag, then continuing on. He could see Scott Plmer and the new Mrs. Scott Palmer just
ahead beyond asmdll forest of white dinner jackets and pastel garden-party dresses. He skirted the
forest and walked straight for his ex-Army buddy. Scott had been a second lieutenant, but that was



because Scott had been rich enough to go to college before the Army.

"Hey— Lieutenant!"

Scott Palmer turned around so fast he almost spilled his champagne, and Damascus Santini laughed.
"Damascus— come on over here.”

Santini shouldered past afew white dinner jackets and stood flanking Ameinawith Pamer. "I didn't get
to kissthe bride," Santini said, and she leaned up toward him and he buzzed her lightly on thelips.
"Sometimesyou civilianshave dl theluck,” Santini joked.

"You'reright there— | do have dl theluck. Ever sncel met Amelina."

Amdinawas either very quiet by nature or had little to say. Santini was not sure. Her English was
excellent athough she was Brazilian by birth and education. "Y ou two need to have areunion for dl of
your Army friends. | can tdll that by just listening.”

"Y ou know, she'sgot apoint there," Pamer agreed, running hisleft hand through histhick blond hair.
"Y eah, well, therell be no reunion without me, and I'm gonna be outta circulation for awhile up theold

Amazon," said Santini, taking another pull of his beer.

"| il cant figure aguy like you being sent way back in the jungle to mind a Catholic mission for two
years."

"Look, missonsin aBrazilian jungle can't be too much different from missions on the South Side of
Chicago, only here they're supposed to be alittle more backward. Just switchblades— they haventt
gotten into gunsyet.”

Pamer leaned across hiswife and dgpped Santini on the shoulder. "In two years, then, well have a
reunion— but it won't be the same."

Santini just looked at him. "Do you know something | don't know?"

"I mean with Jeff goneand dl—"

"

"Y eah, why the hell do you think— excuse me— why do you think he wasn't here, Damascus?*

" Jeff Culhane dead? Shit." Santini reminded himsdlf to do a penance for that one. "What happened?’

"God, Damascus, | missed the funeral, but | heard about it a couple of days later. | tried contacting his
brother Josh, but he was away on business or something. But it wasin dl the papers.”

"Not the Chicago papers. What happened?”

"They put him down as working for some computer software outfit in Virginia, but | checked. Jeff was
CIA, you know."



Santini nodded. He knew. "Business?"

"Nobody'd ever give methe truth, but | put two and two together. It looked like some people
assassnated him. | thought you knew. Gee, man— I'm sorry, Damascus.”

Amelinainterrupted. "L ook, both of you, thisisawedding. I'm sorry, Father, about the death of your
friend. But thisisahappy time. Please?' And she smiled up a him.

Santini took her hand and nodded. "Y eah, look, ah, I'm gonna go for awak— catch some sea breezes
and stuff. Seeyou guys later, okay?" Santini didn't wait for an answer; hejust walked away.

He didn't know where he was going, and he didn't know enough about the layouts of shipsto get there if
he had. A rubber raft? He knew them inside and out. And the rowboats in the lagoon in Lincoln Park—
he was pretty good with those.

Thisthing was too big, an ocean-going hotd. The captain had told him it normally carried amost seven
hundred fifty people plus over three hundred staff.

But today the ship was running with afull crew and only three hundred intimate friends of Plmer and his
bride. The odds between the rich and the poor were pretty even for once.

Santini kept walking. He was going forward aong the right-hand side of the ship. He remembered the
term was starboard. They weren't too big on nautica terminology in the seminary.

He kept walking, thinking about Jeff Culhane. It wasthefirg time he used aword like— like that out
loud in maybe four or five years. But Jeff dead. He told himsdf held write aletter to Josh Culhane when
he hit the beach and give Josh the address for the mission. He had to tell Jeff's brother how sorry hewas
and find out more about how it happened. But he could never tell Jeff's brother just how sorry he was.

"Hey, Father, | could useyour help!" said afamiliar voice.
Santini stopped and turned around. "What's up, Captain?”’
"Weretrying to keep it down—"

"What?" Santini asked, cutting the distance between himsdlf and Captain Porter to just afew yards. He
stopped, leaning againgt alifeboat and glancing overboard. "The boat spring aleak?”

"Don't even say that in jet, Father. No, look up ahead.”

Porter pointed forward, and Santini leaned over therail ahead of the lifeboat and peered out to sea. He
saw what looked like asmal powerboat. "Dead ahead in the water out there. It looks like a couple of
bodies aboard her. Once we see what's up I'm having aradio message sent to the Brazilian authorities.
I've got the chief engineer dowin' her down enough so we can get near enough to get aline on it and haul
itdongsde”

"If they're Brazilians, odds are they're Catholic. I'll get my gear for the last ritesjust in case and meet
you— where do | meet you?'

"Back dong the fantail, Father. These babies don't stop on adime, you know. It'slucky we were just



meandering aong or we would have been on them before we could have stopped.”
"Okay. Wherésthefantal?'

"Back end of the boat,” Porter said, and grinned.

"Gotcha," Santini nodded, and took off at arun in thedirection of his stateroom....

* % %

Santini was Starting to fedl better about things— at least alittle. Some of Scott and AmelinaPalmer's
guests had stopped their drinking and partying long enough to do more than just gawk over therail into
the small boat and had offered to help. Captain Porter tactfully ordered them to stand by in case they
were needed, and proceeded to conduct the rescue effort with his crew. There were only two bodies. a
man in swimming trunks and awoman in abikini. The man was collgpsed besde the controls of the smal
cabin cruiser, and the woman was lying in the back of the boat. Santini supposed there could be more
people below.

"What do you think happened?’ Santini asked the ship's doctor beside him.

"Hard to say, Father," the man answered with a deep Southern drawl. " Could have been afreak storm.
From this distance the bodies don't look badly sunburned, so they can't have been out here like thisfor
long. Maybe food poisoning. That happens alot with smdl boats that don't have adequate refrigeration.
And in these waters the temperatures get awfully high awfully quick. Haveto wait and see, | sugpect.”

Santini only nodded but then added, "I hopeit'sajob for you and not for me— if you know what |

"Yeah, | know what you mean, Father." The doctor went on puffing hiscigar.
Santini riveted his eyes back to the smal boat. The motion of the cruise ship was making him alittle

seasick now, the engines at dead stop. He decided that the bigger the ship, the more you felt her rock in
the water.

"Got her!" aseaman called. He was hanging off asmall scaffolding immediately below them, aboat hook
at the end of his outstretched right arm.

"Bring her dongsde, Peterson.”

"Aye, Captain."

A second scaffolding appeared, and a second boat hook was whipped out from it by another crewman.
The small boat was being pulled forward and closer to the cruise ship's hull. " The woman's breathin,

Captain! She'sdive"

Santini redly felt better now, and from the passengers and crew lining therail there was a spontaneous
cheer.

A third crewman hanging from athird scaffolding jumped and made it onto the craft, landing less than
gracefully. He caught up aline and tossed it upward toward one of the men on the scaffolding. " Securing,



Captain— she's securel™
"Get another lineon her," Porter called down.

Asthe sailor started to turn to reach down for another coil of rope, the body of the woman suddenly
animated, rolling off the seat in aflash, and Santini recognized what wasin her hands. It wasaMAC-11
submachine gun. "Nobody does adamned thing or alot of people get redly dead real quick!™

Her mae companion was throttling the seaman to the deck now, a pistol jammed againgt the sailor's
head. "And hedies.

Two more people, both clad in black clothes with ski masks, came from the cabin of the cruiser,
MAC-10sfiring short burgtsinto the air. Then they pointed them dong therall, causng screams from
some of the female passengers around Santini.

And then he heard the gunfire and the screams from behind him. Santini grabbed as many peopleto him
as he could and threw himself and them back from the rail as the submachine guns opened up from
below.

And there was gunfire everywhere now. The ship's doctor had agaping hole at the center of his
forehead, the cigar still clamped between histeeth.

Santini heard Captain Porter shouting, "My God— what's happening?”

Santini got up and ran. PAlmer was agood man in afight. Maybe between the two of them they could do
something. He skirted the lower-leve pool, taking the sairs up three at atime. PAmer and Ameina had
stayed near the upper-level pool with the rest of their guests after the captain had advised everyone that
watching at the rail represented more of a hindrance than ahelp.

He saw Scott Palmer. And he saw armed men everywhere in orange wet suits, their faces covered with
black ski masks and diving maskswith snorkel tubes atached to them hanging from around their necks,
MAC-10sand MAC-11sin their hands, firing.

Pamer reached for one of the men, and a submachine gun dammed across hisface and put him down.
Amelina screamed. Santini reached out, collaring one of the armed invaders, dropping him to the deck
with a double tae kwon-do kick to the back of the knees. Santini's hands acted automatically, catching
up the MAC-10 and ripping the ding from the body, bracing the weapon against the invader's larynx. His
right knee hammered into the man's backbone between the shoulder blades. Santini redized he was
killing the man and he stepped back, the submachine gun faling from hisfingers and his shaking hands.

Helooked at the thing that was called a squirt gun years ago. He could take one apart and put it back
together blindfolded. Hed used one of these more than an M-16. How many men he had killed with one
of these he didn't remember, but he had counted their faces|ots of times, lots of nights....

* * %

They were so far the hell north of the DMZ that sometimes he thought they were going to China. He
looked at Jeff Culhane. "Hey, Captain— where the hell are you and the lieutenant takin' us, anyways?"

"Toabal game, Damascus. Y ou like basebdl, right?!



"Shit, Captain, best damned hitter you'll ever see”
"Y eah, my ass. Remember thetime—"
"I'm hit— Jesus— but I'm dl right—" Palmer shouted.

Santini wheeled toward the gunfire and started shooting, the MAC-10in hisright fit, the .45 automaticin
hiseft, ripped out of the leather tanker rig across his chest.

They were coming with bayonets and he kept shooting and the bodies kept piling up and up and Palmer
cried out, "I'm bleedin’ over here, guys" But the bodieswouldn't stop piling up and Santini opened his
eyes and there were dead eyes staring into his and he felt blood on hisface and he knew he was dive
and there was a dead woman on top of his own body.

He pushed her off. The front of her frilly pink dress was covered with splotches of red.

He sat up. His head throbbed with pain. Thiswasn't Vietnam. There weren't women in pink party
dressesin Vietnam....

He heard the scream again. 1t was Pamer. "Leave her done, you motherfuckerd™
Then came awoman's scream and aloud thudding sound.
Santini freed hislegs of another corpse, thisone aman.

Hetried to stand up but pitched forward, hisface inches from the pool. There were three bodies floating
init.

The shouting was coming from the little deck below the sun deck where the wedding ceremony had
taken place.

Santini rolled back from the edge of the pool soif hefell hewouldn't fal in.

His head was exploding, and he knew that the blood he felt on his face was his own.
To hisknees. A priest was good at that, he thought.

To hisfest.

There were only dead men and dead women around him near the pool. He looked toward the fantail. He
didn't try to count the bodies.

He shook his head to clear it and staggered back, dropping to one knee. The pain.

Gotta get up there, Santini thought. He started for the stairway, but then he dropped into acrouch
beside the steps and did under them. A man with a ski mask and a submachine gun was at the top of the
steps. God didn't want him to kill, he figured. But knocking aguy around alittle with some karate or
some dtreet fighting or some boxing in agood cause... ? He peered out from benegath the steps. He could
get up behind the guy if he turned around, then toss the gun to Paimer.



Hewaited, ligening.
"l was going to tdll thisto Pamer, so I'll tell it to you—"
"My passengers! My crew!" It was Porter.

There was a sound of knuckles contacting bone. " Shut up about your goddamned ship!" Thevoice had a
French accent.

Santini didn't bother to listen to the rest. There was another way up by going along behind the lifeboats
and climbing up. He dipped under the steps, stuffing his shoesin his pockets as he ran.

A man stood about six feet from the lifeboat. Santini watched him. If he jumped the man, chanceswere
good that the submachine gun would start spraying. That wouldn't be so good.

But God was on his side, he reasoned.
The French voice called out, "Phillipe! Get over herel”

The man with the submachine gun trotted off, and Santini flipped from the rack that supported the lifeboat
and jumped to the deck. He ran forward in stocking feet, flattening himsdlf againgt the interior wall just
behind the sun deck.

He could now see and hear.

Scott Palmer was sprawled on the deck, blood dripping from his nose and mouth, and adark bruise on
the left Sde of his head. Amdinawas handcuffed and being held by the woman in the bikini from the boat
that had been "in trouble.” The MAC-11 was pointed at Amelinas head.

Captain Porter was on hisknees, apistol muzzle againgt his head. The man from the smal boat held it.

"Y ou just give this message to Palmer when hewakes up,” the Frenchman said through his ski mask.

"Y ou can lose anything, anyone, but do not lose this message. If you do, hisnew wife dies. Do you
understand?' He dapped Captain Porter's face. Porter looked up from his knees, his hat gone, hisbald
head oozing aline of blood. He nodded.

Santini assessed his chances. He could not jump one of the terrorists— or whatever they were— without
another of them killing ahostage.

"Y our radio has been smashed. | could smash your lifeboats, too—"

Why—"

"Silencel"” Again the Frenchman cuffed Captain Porter across hisface. And then Santini heard it,
something held been haf expecting: the sound of helicopter rotor blades. He could see the faint shape on
the horizon as he peered around the corner. The noise of the machine grew in intensity, and Santini heard
the sound of objects splashing into the water on both sides of the ship. He stole away from the corner
and back toward the lifeboat, peering down over therail. Their ski masks gone, diving masksin place,
snorkels s, flippersin postion, their weaponsin clear plastic bags, in pairsthe terrorists were jumping



ship and swimming off.

Santini could no longer hear the splashing sounds. From the horizon line shoreward, power launches
began to appear. He didn't delude himsdlf that it was help. Merely transportation for the terrorists. Some
of them were dready clambering aboard the small boat till moored aft, the small boat the cruise ship had
sopped to hdp. Santini fought & the hatred building in him, filling him.

But the sound of the powerboats was gone now, and the roaring sound of chopper bladesvery close.

Santini ran from the lifeboat, toward the corner from where he had first observed. The helicopter hovered
low over the sun deck. Amelinawas wrestled down to her knees, her handcuffed wrists drawn up high,
her head pushed down. A bag was thrown over her head, like aflour sack, then tied around her neck.

The Frenchman was shaking Porter, shouting something to him that Santini could not hear. Two guns
were trained on Ameinaas she was dragged along the deck on her knees, the once-beautiful wedding
dressripped and bloodstained. Amelinawas pushed to her feet and haf thrown into the waiting
helicopter, the woman and the man from the smal boat beside her, their guns il trained on her.

Porter held a plagtic-bagged envelopein his hands, the Frenchman dapping him back and forth across
the face. And then the Frenchman and the last guard ran toward the helicopter, their submachine guns
amed at Porter. The guard clung to the float benegth the chopper's fuselage, the chopper climbing now, a
burst of gunfirelacing across the deck, but Porter sat unmoving, Staring up &t it.

Santini ran from hiding, dropping and skidding on his knees to be beside Porter. "What did he say,
Ceptain?'

"Explosive devices are planted al over the ship!" Porter shouted, weeping. "The radio's destroyed! All
communications cut! The charges should start going off any minute. God help ud™

"The Lord hel psthose who help themsalves, remember? Let's get everyonethat's fill diveinto the
lifeboats. Do you have radios— emergency radios?'

"Yes—yes—
"What about Amdina?’
"This—" Porter brandished the envelope "— for Mr. Pamer."

And Santini turned to Palmer, cradling PAmer's head in his lap for amoment. He breathed evenly
enough, but he was unconscious. He had been pistol-whipped. Santini roseto hisfeet. "I'm getting Scott
into the nearest lifeboat, then I'll help you. Start organizing to abandon the ship.”

Porter stumbled to hisfeet. Soon his voice came over the intercom: "Now hear thisl Now hear this! This
is Captain Porter speaking. All officers and crew members, report to your lifeboat stations and prepare
to abandon ship. Thisisnot adrill. Cruise and culinary staff— each of you make yoursdlf responsible for
one of thewounded. Thisisnot adrill. | repesat: Thisisnot adrill. Move with order to your lifeboat
gationsimmediately and assist any and al wounded persons or injured. Thisisnot adrill."

As Santini shouldered Palmer down into the lifeboat, he began murmuring, "Hail Mary full of grace, the
Lord iswith thee, Blessed art thou amongst women and blessed isthe fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy



Mary, mother of God, pray for us snners now and—"

And he said the words out loud: "— now and in the hour of our death.” Klaxons sounded around the
ship, the noise deafening as he ran to help Porter with the evacuation. The lifeboats would not be
crowded; so many were aready dead....

* * *

There was a storm moving their way, the clouds dark and ominous and huge and fast. Santini aided the
gtill-bleeding woman into the lifeboat, careful of her poorly bandaged left arm. He looked to hisright. The
captain, hishead and face amass of cuts and bruises, and the chief purser, hisleft arm hauling on the
winch for alifeboat, his right arm covered with blood, were lowering away another of the lifeboats.

Santini turned to the boat nearest him and shouted to two of the men aboard; one of them had a bleeding
head injury. "Get thisthing winched into the water and do it in time with each another. Otherwise, you'll
pitch into the sea.”

"But what about you, Father?' the injured man caled back.

"There might be more survivors, but you get outta here— and God blessyou dl." He did aquick sign of
the cross over them and ran.

"That's everybody that's ill dive," Porter said to him.

"We didn't check the chapdl," said the purser.

"Il doit. Whereisit?" Santini caled.

"Comeon!" Porter started to run, the chief purser loping beside him, Santini faling in with them, Porter
shouting again, "Father— down those steps and to your right, then down one more deck and on your
left.”

Santini shot past the purser and the captain, and reached the steps. He ran hafway down, then jumped
down the remaining steps, coming to hisfeet in acrouch, pushing himsdf up, swinging around the next
landing and taking the steps three a atime, running, jumping the last six. He found the double wooden
doorsto hisleft and wrenched at them. A woman, very young, very pretty, her clothes drenched with
blood, turned from the smdll dtar rail where she knelt.

"Get out of here!™

"My husband, Father— he's dead.”

"Get out of herel”

"No, Father."

Santini raced up the chapel aide and grabbed the woman at her shoulders, wrenching her to her feet.

And then he noticed her hands and knew why she was covered with blood as she sagged forward
agang him.



She had been holding in her intestines. She was dead.

Santini lowered the woman to the chapel floor. He prayed for her, and he prayed for them al— and he
prayed for himsdf....

* % %

Thefirgt of the explosions had begun, the ship listing &t the bow, wavesrolling acrossit as Santini, Porter
and the chief purser ran. It was running uphill, the deck partialy awash benesth their feet now, the
lifeboats aready away and safe, Santini prayed.

Thelast lifeboat was ahead of them, Porter dipping, Santini catching him, the purser, younger than either
of them, sprinting past, toward the lifeboat winch. "Y ou get in, Father— Captain!”

Santini looked back. A wall of water wasrolling toward them, and beneath hisfeet he could fed the
deck tremble. He grabbed Porter and threw himsealf and the captain againgt the interior wall. Another
explosion.

Santini looked behind. The wave was crashing down. "Notime! Run for it! We're gonnaswim for it!"

It was the purser shouting asthey ran, Santini pushing Porter ahead of him. "I don't know how to swim,
Father— leave mel™

Santini laughed, shouting a him, "Relax. | used to teach swimming at the Y MCA to get some pocket
money in the summers when | was studying for the priesthood—"

Santini looked back once more. The water was closing now, but the rail was closer till.
He shoved Porter toward it. "Jump, Captain!”

Porter started climbing over therall, then was gone. Santini was at therail, the chief purser beside him. "I
wasn't kidding, Father— | can't even tread water or float."

Santini wrenched the chief purser up by his uniform jacket and hurled him over therall. "Right behind
you, my son," shouted Santini, and he flipped the rail one-handed and closed his eyes for a second,
hitting the water feetfirst and going under, then bobbing to the surface. The waves were building asthe
windsincreased, rain falling now from the storm clouds overhead. He could see Porter, swimming away
from the ship. He couldn't see the chief purser.

Santini tucked down under the water. He saw a shape and siwam toward it, bobbing up again, reaching
into the water and grabbing. He had a handful of hair and he yanked it up. The chief purser's head was
benesath it; he was coughing, choking on water. Santini threw hisleft arm across the chief purser's|left
shoulder and under hisinjured right arm.

"Just relax. See? lan't svimming terrific?' He didn't wait for an answer. Another explosion ripped out a
section of the hull, the big ship uncomfortably close. Santini dragged the purser benesth the waves with
him for an ingtant, then up, the purser choking again. "When we go under, shut your mouth and hold your
bresth.” Again Santini hauled the purser beside him, svimming with hisright arm and hislegs only,
dragging the floundering man with him. Chunks of burning wreckage and debris filled the ocean surface
around them, the waves il building with the storm.



Helooked back. The bow of the cruise ship was completely awash now, the ship dmost verticd inthe
water. He knew that once it went down, it might flip— and they would be killed. He kept swvimming, not
seeing Porter anymore. He closed hiseyesfor an ingtant, praying that the captain would survive. Ashe
opened his eyes he saw one of the lifeboats rowing toward them.

"Come on, Father, just alittle morel" It was Porter.
Santini coughed up water and kept going. "Not much farther now, son!”

Santini dragged himsdlf through the whitecaps, the lifeboat there one instant, gone the next. He asked
himsdf if hewereimagining it.

Hisright arm burned with the exertion, but he kept going. He was glad he'd kept himsdlf in shape,
working out daily, rdigioudy. He laughed at the thought. A priest did dmost everything religioudy.

"Not much farther now, son," he shouted to the purser whose body he il clutched againgt him. "Hang in
there! God's on our side— we're the good guys!™

Santini kept going.

Therewasaroar behind him, then amighty metallic-sounding groan. He didn't look back. If the ship
were coming to crush him to death, it would do no good. He started the Lord's Prayer in his head,
swimming, holding the terrified chief purser.

And he bumped his head.

Santini looked up and saw the injured man with the bandage around his head. Hands grabbed for him
over the edge of the lifeboat, and Santini reached up with hisright hand. A hand locked around hiswrist
and hewas being pulled insde.

Herolled down into the lifeboat. "Watch out— watch—"

"Hesdl right, Father."

Santini closed his eyes. He felt something in the pocket of his suit jacket he didn't remember being there.
It was the plastic-bagged envel ope for Palmer— the ransom demands.

He tried remembering when Porter had given it to him.

He could not. The chief purser was beside him, coughing and sputtering. ™Y our second lesson'll be even
more fun,” Santini cracked. Catching his breath, he looked at the people who had saved him. Captain
Porter wasn't there. "Where's Porter? His boat was redl closeto me. | saw him and it kinda kept me
going. He was reaching out for us. What boat's he in?"

One of thewomen in the lifeboat began to cry.
"| thought— thought you—" the chief purser was coughing, spitting up seawater into the bottom of the

boat, and Santini folded his arm around the man. "Father, | saw him when | hit the water. He split his
head open againgt the hull when he dived in. Captain Porter's dead— he never surfaced.”



Santini realized he was itting. He dropped to his knees and crossed himsdlf. He didn't want to consider
now how the envelope in its plastic bag had gotten into his pocket— or what he had seen in the lifeboat
that had urged him on. He prayed instead as the cruise ship disappeared beneath the waves.

Chapter Four

Culhane sguinted his eyestight shut amoment to read hiswatch'sluminousdia in thetota blackness,
trying to synchronize his head with the movement of hiswrig, the deck of the Soviet freighter rolling
beneath him. He had been adeep for something over six hours, he judged. The light that had bled through
between the gunwales of the inverted lifeboat and the deck was gone completely, and Culhaneredized
suddenly that what had awakened him was not the violent motion of the ship but the clattering of the rope
in the bow eye. Something was moving it in more rapid time than the shifting of the deck, and the low
whistling sound that came through the crack that had admitted light earlier was high wind. He could smell
rain, fed it. He shivered dightly, hishair wet under the hood of his black wet suit, wet with swest.

Before allowing himself to assess his chances, Culhane assessed hisweapons. The Teknaknifewas al
that remained of hislost diving gear. He till had his Bdi-Song, the Filipino Butterfly knife taped insde his
wet suit near his abdomen.

But he had no gun of hisown. Therevolversthat he had brought to Brazil to carry when going upriver
with Fanny Mulrooney were stowed with the rest of his gear a the hotel in Belém. Burroughs had
origindly offered Culhane aride on Seacutter on the long run down from Miami, but Culhane had not
been able to go. Time and deadlines were dways his enemies. Takers Number 18 was going to be late.

He started to laugh under his breath. If he couldn't find away to somehow get safely away from the
Russan freighter and then safely to shore, Takers Number 18 would be forever |ate.

The gun stuffed into the front of hiswet suit was Jake Burroughss. Culhane wished Burroughs had
purchased more than one spare magazine to go with the little Randall .45. But there were only two, each
holding six rounds, one up the butt of the pistol, the other stuffed beside it under hiswet suit.

He figured that the freighter's crew plus the survivors of the underwater battle would number about a
hundred. Math was never his strongpoint, so he settled on the arbitrary figure of one hundred eight; it
divided nicely. With each 185-grain bullet he would somehow haveto kill or disable nine Russansin
order to shoot hisway off the freighter.

There would have to be a better approach.
What would Sean Dodge do?

Josh Culhane thought about that for amoment. The logica thing— that was what Sean Dodge would do:
leave the safety of theinverted lifeboat and cautiousy move aong the forecastle aft toward the bridge.
Culhane stripped away the reef glove from hisleft hand— the right was dready gone— and stuffed it
ingdethetop of hiswet suit. Hisright hand closed on the butt of the Randall, and hisleft hand closed
over thedide, very dowly, very cautioudy drawing it back over the loaded magazine. There was no need
to first check the chamber; Burroughs had said he never |eft it loaded. Sowly, to avoid some betraying



sound, he edged the dide forward, chambering the top round from the magazine. His right thumb upped
the safety. Nearly prone beneath the lifeboat, he edged al the way over from hisright side to peer
benegth the lifeboat's gunwale, raising the edge dightly with both hands.

Hissmelling of the rain was confirmed. It now lashed the deck in torrents, windblown sheets driving &ft.

No onewas visiblein the forecastle. Culhane regrasped the .45 and pushed up on the lifeboat enough to
dide between the gunwales and the deck. He crouched there for an ingtant, surveying the ship in the
wind-driven rain. The sdt spray in the air bathed hisface, and his eyes squinted tight shut againgt it. A
wave split in two around the jackstaff in the bow, the forward anchor light obscured completdly for a
moment, the impact of the tons of water crashing him down flat against the deck plates.

Culhane shook his head to clear it. He had been in ssorms on land and at sea, once wesathering the butt
end of ahurricane on the coast in the Carolinas, but the wind and the height of these waves seemed more
intense.

He pushed himself up, the Teknaknifein histeeth pirate fashion, the .45 clenched in hisright fist, hisright
thumb poised over the sefety, ready.

Hafway dong the forecastle was alarge, indeterminate object covered with alashed tarpaulin, and
Culhane threw himsdf behind this as the bow of the Soviet freighter stabbed downward and into the
swell. He hdf choked as his mouth filled with seawater, suddenly icy cold in the high winds that whirled
around him.

Prone beside the tarp-covered object dominating the deck, Culhane spat the water from his mouth, then
peered benegath the tarpaulin. Only blackness, but with hisleft hand he felt upward: two handles on either
sde. It was adeck gun. "Damn," Culhane rasped, pulling out from beneath the tarp with his head and | eft
hand as another wave crashed down over him. Culhane squinted hiseyes againgt it, but it wastoo late,
the water svamping him. When his eyes cleared he scanned aft again. Towering over the superstructure
was the bridge, the wheelhouse light visible well below and forward of the yardarm and the meeger light
of the sgnd blinker. Culhane pushed himsdf to hisfeet, running for it, the deck too dippery to continueto
hold the Teknaknifein histeeth, the knife now clenched in his|eft figt, the pistol cocked and locked il
inhisright.

He ran toward what he recognized as afire-control station.

Another wave crashed over the bow, spilling dong the forecastle with the force of afast-running
mountain stream as he plastered himsalf against the gray meta plates of the fire-control station, the water
tearing a him.

He started moving again, planning to work hisway ill further aft, but he froze for an ingtant as he
rounded the edge of the bridge superstructure. He threw himself down in at least two inches of standing
water. Off the starboard side from the main deck below he could see awhaleboat being lowered into the
swells, ahaf-dozen men working the winches and guiding the craft downward from the superstructure.

Aft of the whaleboat another was starting down, and behind that one there were more men on his deck
level negotiating them downward.

There was no way to go but up, and to get there he needed to move aft and nearer the yardarm and the
sgnd blinker he had seen earlier. He got to hisfeet and, hisbody flat againgt the bulkhead, inched aong,



watching the crewmen as they maneuvered the whaleboats into the water, praying no one would see him
and sound an alarm.

Culhane kept moving, the ladder nearer now. He glanced at hisright hand. Hisfist was so tightly
clenched on the buit of the pistal that his knuckles were white. Culhane shifted the Teknaknife back to
histeeth, taking the ladder two rungs at atime, hisleft foot dipping oncein the wet suit's boot, but he
regained hisfooting and continued upward. Taking no timeto look aong the superstructure, Culhane
swung through between the vertica stanchionsfor therail and dropped into acrouch, the knife ill in his
teeth, rain streaming down his face from the wet suit cowl that covered his head, the pistol stabbing the
darkness ahead of him like awand.

He ran forward, taking the companionway steps up to get to the level of the wheelhouse. He had seen
lightsthere, and if he could somehow determine why the whal eboats were being lowered, there might be
someway to smuggle himself aboard and escape. He stopped just below deck level, the yellow light
from the whedlhouse cadting faint streaked shadows againgt the bridge wing.

Sdtwater dribbled from hisface into his mouth, and he brushed the water from his lips with the back of
hisright hand ill holding the pistal.

Inalow crouch, Culhane moved ahead, grateful for the black of the wet suit that would help the
darkness beyond the shafts of yellow light to conceal him. Culhane edged close to the wheelhouse
windows, the noise around him deafening now as the howl of the wind seemed somehow— impossibly—
to have increased.

Beside the water-streaked windows now, Culhane edged dightly closer and peered inside.

Two men stood at the whed, but standing hardly described it; they fought the whedl and it fought them. A
third man's hands moved with frenetic agility over acontrol pand of some sort. But the fourth and fifth
men fascinated him. The fourth man was dmost a stereotype of a sea captain— burly, sseming to exude
strength through his lined face, a battered cap cocked back over a shock of wet curls, ayellow dicker on
the chair back beside him. The chair was on casters and rolled back and forth to dam against the
bulkhead nearest him and then histhigh, but it evidently didn't bother him.

The fifth man most fascinated Culhane. Looking like avillain from a 1930s moviein abroad-brimmed,
high-crowned fedora and belted, nearly ankle-length, rain-splotched gray trench coat, the man's face was
thin to the point of being gaunt, the cheekbones high and prominent. Beneath the hat was afringe of
ragged blond hair that looked poorly cut. He wastaler than Culhane by several inches, the shoulders
very broad, the set of the neck pointing to body building or some other strenuous form of exercise. And
his hands— both clasped over aleather briefcase— were massive, the fingerslong and wide, pressing
the plastic-wrapped briefcase to his chest and abdomen. It was obvious that whatever the briefcase
contained was more than important.

Trench Coat— Culhane dubbed him that— turned suddenly toward the windows, and Culhane ducked
back. Culhane barely heard what perhaps Trench Coat had only sensed, and the sound was hardly
audible outside the wheelhouse. Men— six of them— shouted as they walked, shouted to one another to
be heard over the roaring seaand the keening of the wind.

Culhane hid in shadow, the blackness of hiswet suit hisonly protection againgt their seeing him. Sx men
inydlow dickers and sou'westers walked together in twas, al six in aimost perfect step, AKS-74 assault
rifles dung beneeth their right arms, muzzles down againg the rain. The AKS-74s— Culhane had never



seen one in the flesh before— were the newest type made for Soviet military use. And according to the
data he had researched for one of Sean Dodge's adventures, only Specia Forces and crack Airborne
elements wereissued them.

The rain continued to drip down from the hood of hiswet suit and across hisface and into his mouth and
eyes. Herubbed the back of hisright hand across hiseyes again, ill clutching the .45.

A man who looked KGB— Trench Coat. Six men— perhaps more— who looked Specia Forces or
Airborne. The diving team that had cost the lives of the crew of Seacutter and forced Culhane to seek
refuge here aboard the Russian freighter. The lowering of the whaeboatsinto such unremitting sess.

These men were going ashore.

Josh Culhane redlized that his one chance to stay dive was to somehow go with them. The six men
disappeared ing de the wheelhouse, and Culhane pushed himself away from the bulkhead and ran aft,
toward the companionway steps, down one level, then started for the safety rail. Beside him, at the base
of the steps, one of the gray watertight doors opened. Culhane threw himsalf around the corner, flattening
himsdf againgt the bulkhead beneeth the now-silent fog whistle.

Two men, clad like the other six in yellow dickers and hats, AKS-74s carried beneath their right arms,
walked past him. Rain lacerating hisface, Culhane held his pistol leveled toward their backs asthe two
men fell into sngle file to move up the companionway steps, their bodies swaying from sdeto Sdeas
they fought for balance againg the rolling of the freighter.

For amoment, when the first man attained the upper level, Culhane thought he would have to shoot. But
the man never turned completely. Culhane gambled he had not been seen.

Culhane started past the now-closed gray door as the two men disappeared from view. But there was
more shouting— the sound of someone coming up the ladder Culhane himsdlf had used after observing
the departing wha eboats.

There was nowhere to turn except the gray watertight door. Culhane wrenched at the lock and shoved
the door inward, damming it behind him. The bare bulb overhead was so bright after the darkness
outside that Culhane squinted againgt it.

There was no onein sight, but he heard voices from the bend the companionway took some ten yards
distant. The man or men would be up the ladder outside; going into the ssorm would get him nothing.

A cabin door was on theright. The knife in histeeth, Culhane's|eft fist wrenched at the knob. It turned
under his hand and he went through, closing the door instantly behind him.

A man stood at the far Sde of the cabin. He was half into or haf out of his pants; one leg was bare. His
mouth opened to shout as hisleft hand reached toward an AKS-74 leaning against the lower bunk, but
the ding was twisted over ametd brace of the bunk to keep the rifle from being tossed about the cabin.

Culhane crossed the cabin in two steps, hisright fist hammering upward and out, the butt of the pistol like
amassiveroll of quarters. Hisfist made contact with the base of the jaw asthe first note of the cry for
help issued from the man's lips. The man's head snapped back and the body fell, the head damming hard
againg the bulkhead, the body sagging, the eyes closed.



Culhane dropped beside him, his pistol to the Russian's head. He felt the neck for a pulse. The man was
dive

Culhane took the knife from histeeth, ready to dash the throat— but he didn't. Sean Dodge killed more
indiscriminately. Culhane did not. Red lifewas not fiction.

He crossed the cabin and secured the lock on the door. Beside the man again, he reached over to the
bunk and set down the pistol and the knife. Culhane reached inside the front of hiswet suit and stuffed
the reef gloveinto the unconscious man's mouth to gag him.

He scanned theroom. A smdll locker. Culhane moved to it swiftly, opening it.

Nothing hung there, but there was a duffel bag. Culhane opened it. Soviet jungle fatigues, but there was
no insigniaon the fatigues, not even rank. Stuffed into the top of the duffel bag asthey were, they might
have been just removed. They felt dightly warm.

Culhane glanced around the cabin and saw a cotton sweat shirt and gray tennis shoes. The pants the man
had been getting into or out of were work pants. "'Changed from fatiguesinto civies— hmm," Culhane
murmured under his breath.

Hetook the fatigue pants and blouse from the top of the duffel bag and walked back to the unconscious
man, methodically tying the man's hands and arms with the fatigue pants, thinking as he did, Russian
commandos— what are they doing invading Brazil? The freighter couldn't have made much progressin
the storm, enough progressto get up or down the coast to invade still another nation. There were not
enough of them for afull-scaeinvasion, and coming ashore in ahowling storm made little sense. None of
them seemed Cuban— and if it was an invasion, there would likely have been Cubans with them. After
al, Latin Americawas Castro's somping ground.

Culhane finished with the hands and arms, and began tugging the trousers off the man'sright leg. He
threw these onto the bunk, using the fatigue blouse to bind the man's anklestight.

Finished, he started to reach for the pillow on the bunk to cushion the man's head. But if the unconscious
man rolled over, he could smother. Fata kindness.

Culhaneleft the Russan's head lying asit was.
He reached insde the top of hiswet suit, ripped away the waterproof black tape and freed the
Bdi-Song. He tossed the spare magazine for the Randall .45 and the Bali-Song on the bunk beside the

automatic and the other knife, then tore away the toquelike hood of hiswet suit. As he stripped, he was
suddenly cold. Swest drying on hisbody was dl it was, Josh Culhanetold himself....

* * %

The rope ladder leading down to the aftmost of the whal eboats swung nauseetingly. Culhane stared down
amoment, his duffel bag— borrowed— dung over hisyelow dicker, the raincoat borrowed aswell.

The man in the rowing thwart amidships of the whaeboat was|ooking up a him— quizzicdly, Culhane
thought. This one would haveto bekilled.

The man said something in Russian.



Culhane spoke Russian well, and he answered the man in Russan, trying to avoid the man seeing his
face. Thiswas not one of the commandos, he reasoned, but a seaman instead. Norifle.

Culhane dropped into the tossing wha eboat, setting down his duffel bag asthe sailor spoke again.

Culhane raised up from hisbag and smiled, saying, "Josh Culhane." Culhanes right fist hammered up,
tipping the base of the sailor's jaw, then hisleft hand snapped forward, the Bali-Song aready opened, the
blade gouging through the seaman's raincoat and biting into flesh up to the hilt, blood spurting from the
Russan's chest. Culhane wrenched the knife clear and the body dumped forward. Culhané's right knee
smashed upward into the head, launching the body out over the transom to starboard of the motor, the
sallor logt ingtantly in the waves that washed over the gunwal es and thudded heavily againgt the freighter
itself. The whaleboat banged againgt the hull aswell, and Culhane nearly lost hisfooting.

Helooked forward to the other two whaleboats. No one had apparently seen what had happened, the
two other boatmen huddled on their rowing thwarts like wet lumps of yellow rubber.

Culhane dipped the duffd bag overboard, then undung the AKS-74 and tossed it into the swellsaswell.
He was supposed to be a seaman— not one of the commandos— and therifle and duffel bag didn't fit

the part.

He sat on the rowing thwart, huddling in the dicker, pulling the yellow hat lower over hisface, the
drenching rain having aready washed the blood from the blade of the Bali-Song. He one-handed it
closed, securing it in the pocket of his borrowed trousers through the dash pocket of the dicker.

Hewaited. It was all he could do.

He did not know how long he sat there; his Rolex was in the other side pocket of his pants. Soviet
merchant seamen didn't wear thousand-dollar watches.

He waited, the storm seeming to grow in intengity around him rather than abating. What if the shore party
were scrubbed? He dready knew the answer. He would start the whaleboat toward shoreif he could
make the direction; he had no compass, and there was no way to tell with the thunderous low black
clouds obscuring the sky, therain nearly obscuring the clouds.

Hewaited.
"Ahlo!"
Culhane looked up. Glaring down at him from above was Trench Coat, the coat no longer gray but black

with wetness, the hat crushed down low on his head, the plastic-bagged briefcase clutched againgt his
chest in the massive left hand. The man was gesturing to him. He wanted Culhane to hold the rope ladder

Steadly.

Culhane watched his balance as he stepped toward the bow of the whaer, throwing hisweight down on
the ladder as Trench Coat started down.

In seconds, the man was beside him, smiling. "Thanks!"

"Don't mention it,” Culhane said in Russian, nodding good-naturedly, looking up aong the rope ladder



agan.

On deck was a huge man, older than the captain Culhane had seen earlier but at least the captain's size,
perhaps bigger. A chief, Culhane guessed, to take charge of the shore party. Culhane started to take hold
of the ladder again, but the chief shouted down, "Don't bother!"

Culhane nodded and let go of the ladder, stepping over the sailing thwart and going &ft to the transom
wherelogic dictated he was supposed to be. The whaeboat tossed and pitched, and Culhane again
nearly lost his balance, awave swvamping over him and the boat as he sat. He looked forward along the
freighter's hull. The other two wha eboats werefilling aswell, these with the men he had pegged asthe
commandaos.

Culhane looked back to the rope ladder. Following the chief down the ladder were six of the
commandos, their AKS-74s suspended on their dings across their backs as they descended, the chief
catching and stowing their duffel bags on both sides of the rowing thwart to balance the boat.

Eight peopleto kill— in order to stay dive, Culhane thought.

The chief nodded and shouted something Culhane could barely hear over the wind as the huge man undid
the heavy rope from its mooring. It meant "hurry up," but Culhane didn't know to where. Without
thinking, he did what he would normally do before starting an outboard, he checked the transom clamp
screw. Automaticaly he set the clutch lever. The power on, he held the throttle arm and pulled the starter
rope, but the engine didn't catch. He let it snake back on rewind, then tore at it, and thistime the engine
caught. Culhane steered the whaeboat away from the hull of the freighter, eyeing the other two boats,
seeing aft now three moreidentical boats. The farthest forward of the wha eboats was tarting off at close
to aright angle off the starboard hull and Culhane— shooting in the dark— followed auit, fighting the
waves as he tried to steer away from the focus of their impact. The wind if anything seemed worse, and
waves crashed over the whaleboat, swamping passengers and gear.

The chief sat on the forward of the three seats beside Trench Coat, gesturing ahead into the raging
darkness. Culhane steered as best he could. The whaleboat rolled up over awave to be caught in the
curl of another, the passengersincluding Trench Coat and the chief bailing with their hands and caps and
anything that would hold water. Culhane was ankle-deep in seawater. Far to starboard were faintly
detectable lights. Perhaps a city? Culhane started aiming the prow toward them.

The chief turned back suddenly, shouting, " Nyet, Ivan! ™

Culhane boreto port again, at least two of the other five whaleboats il in sght. The wind-driven spray
chilled every exposed centimeter of hisflesh. More gradualy now, he aimed the prow toward the lights.
Holding agtraight course wasimpossiblein any event.

It was not alighthouse, but the lights of atown.

The chief shouted in Russan again.

Culhane started to answer, but then he saw it: awall of water higher than anything he had ever seenon
the sea. He shouted, pointing toward it, but the chief had turned away.

One of the Russian soldiers shouted something that Culhane mentally trandated as "My God!™



Culhane cut the steering-throttle arm toward him, giving the engine dl it had, angling the craft harder to
starboard now. He saw the lights of the city in the distance and the wall of water crashing toward them.
Suddenly looming ahead was afield of jagged rocksjutting high into the darkness, the rocks black and
shining with spray and rain, the wind suddenly calm.

Culhane looked up. The gaunt-faced man in the trench coat was standing by the sailing thwart, his body
shifting back and forth, balancing against the motion of the boat. In hisright hand was a Walther P-38.
"Y ou take usto the city lights" He screamed the words in the comparative stillness since the wind had
died. He screamed the wordsin English.

Culhane did the only thing he could. Y ears ago, he had spent two weeks with acircus performer, learning
the man'sart. Now he used it, the Teknadiving knife diding from his deeveinto hisright pam, hisright
arm snaking forward, the knife underhanding from the hollow in the pam of hisright hand, histhumb
releasing it as his hand reached the leve of the man's chest.

Theknife plunged, but not into Trench Coat; instead it stabbed one of the six soldiers as the man stood
up from the rowing thwart and swung his AKS-74. There was an dmost inaudible shot asthe body of
theimpaled soldier sagged against the muzzle of Trench Coat's P38.

Culhane shot aglance to port. There was no escaping the wall of water. He loosed the throttle and hurled
himsalf overboard into the water, gulping air as he dived, the surface of the water erupting over hishead
as helooked up, darkness surrounding him now, inky blackness as he swam downward, fighting the
eddies and flows of the water, the water tearing at him as he wrenched his arms free of the dicker,
svimming out of it, ripping the hat from his heed.

There was aroar— like athousand thunderclaps, he thought— mentally logging avay the smileto usein
his next book. If he ever wrote another book. It wasthewall of water, the ocean above him suddenly
bright and dmost white, the underside of the whaeboat's hull visblein stark relief, then the whal eboat
upending, vanishing, Culhane's body rocking, asif invisblewals dammed againg him, thrashing him, the
bresth being driven from hislungs.

He started upward, swimming toward where he thought the rocks were. His lungs burned, his head was
beginning to ache and hislimbs were heavy, stiff and unresponsive. Culhane's head broke the surface,
and as he gulped for air, he started to choke, abreaker crashing over him, driving him down. But he
fought againgt itsforce, raising his head above the water again. He was vomiting into the water, vomiting
the seawater that had inundated him. He gulped air, choking, coughing. The rocks were ahead. He
looked around him; there was no sign of the whaleboat. He started swimming, the wind heightening again,
the waves around him hammering a him.

Culhane looked to hisright. Another wall of water wasrolling inexorably toward him. He could not dive
bel ow the surface to escape it. The rocks were too close, and the water would hurtle him against the
rocks, killing him. He quickened his pace. His only chance wasto reach the rocks and take shelter

among them.

The water was coming. He squinted his eyes— the rain and the st spray and the smaller waves dmost
blinding him— but ahead now, he could see the glistening blackness of the rocks. He swam harder.

Thewall of water was dmaost upon him. His right knee dammed into something hard. The rocks. Culhane
reached out, his hands finding the roughness of them, hisfeet scrabbling againgt them for ahold, then he
was up, running and dipping, trying to stay ahead of thewall of water.



Culhane threw himsdf forward, hisright shoulder hitting the highest of the rocks near him, his body
rolling. At ahollow in the rock his hands reached out. Culhane splayed hislegsto stop hisroll and
crawled forward. He burrowed his head beneath his hands, sucking in breath asthewall of water
crashed over him, hammering the breath from him, tearing at his swest shirt and his pants. He felt one of
the borrowed shoes torn from hisright foot.

The hammering stopped. Culhane gasped for air and looked up.

Hisleft arm a abizarre angle, the chief from the whaeboat stood beside him. The man in the trench coat
stood less than ten feet away, leaning heavily against one of thetaller black rocks.

The douch fedorawas gone, but the pistol wasn'.

Trench Coat raised hisright arm and extended it. Culhane pushed himsdf up on his hands and rolled
right, grasping for the butt of the Randall .45 that he hoped the waves hadn't torn from the waistband of
histrousers.

Grabbing it, wiping down the safety, twisting his body at an avkward angleto get the pistol online, firing
asingle shot, then another and another. The man in the trench coat fdll, his pistol discharging as his back

dammed againgt the jagged black rock. Culhane twisted right to find the chief with the muzzle of the .45,
but suddenly pain was radiating upward from hisright wrist, the .45 flying from hisgrip.

Culhanerolled back as a second kick came hammering toward him, missing his head by inches. He drew
back to hisknees now, the chief throwing himsdlf toward Culhane, hands open wide, fingers splayed,
rage etched across the coarse Slavic features.

Culhane's body reacted before the giantlike chief contacted him. He threw himself prone aong the rocks,
ascissorskick for the chief'sleading leg, then he rolled away, the chief toppling Sdeways and away.

Culhane was up and he started to reach for the Bdi-Song, but the chief was up too, lunging for him.
Culhane gtarted to Sdestep, then saw the look of terror in the chief's eyes. Culhane glanced behind him.
A third wall of water, at least as high asthe first two, was seconds away from the rocks.

Culhane threw himsdlf to hisleft, toward the higher rocks, the wall of water catching him too soon, his
body ripped from its angle of flight, thrashed downward, hammered against the rocks, his hands reaching
out, grabbing, his nailstrying to dig into the rock surface, the water tearing him from the rocks, the sound
of his heart hammering louder than the crashing of thewavesin hisears.

And then the wave was gone. Culhane raised his head and saw the chief beside him. Culhanerolled from
the kick, but the foot caught hisleft shoulder. Involuntarily Culhane screamed with pain. The right foot
came again, but Culhane's head dodged it as he rocked up and back to his haunches. Theright foot
launched for hisface again, but Culhan€e's hand reached out, grabbing the foot at the instep, twisting as
Culhane wrenched his own body left, dragging the man down againgt the rocks. Culhanefelt unbelievably
powerful hands gripping his shoulders and his neck.

His arms were becoming numb. Culhane snapped his right arm back, the elbow making contact with
something hard. There was a scream of pain, and the grip on his neck and shoulders loosened. Culhane
snapped the elbow back again, causing another scream of pain. Culhanerolled left and away, getting up
to hisknees, then to hisfeet. Waves were lashing across the rocks, tearing at hislegs and feet.



The chief was up, throwing himself forward, Culhane twisting haf right, hisstill shod left foot snapping
outward, hitting the massve midsection, the chief's body rocking back but not falling.

Theimmense Russian shook hishead, growling, " Nyet— nyet! " He charged, Culhane feigning aquarter
twist right and another roundhouse kick with hisleft foot, but pulling out, Sdestepping acrossthe
Russan's path. Culhanesright fist rammed againgt the Russan'slft temple, sending him down.

Culhane gtarted for him— but stopped. The Russian's broad face was seamed with laughter, and in his
right hand was the gleaming Randall .45. Culhane reached for the Bali-Song, starting aone-hand
opening, knowing heldd betoo late. The Russian waved and said, " Dasveedanyeh—"

The pistol discharged as Culhane threw himself to hisright, the Bai-Song open in his hand now, the pistol
on linewith his head. The gaping muzzle was blacker than the night. Culhane felt the impact throwing him
forward, hisright hand gtill gripping the Bdi-Song. There was a shriek of terror from the Russian'slips,
the sound of the .45 discharging again, and then al sound vanished in the roar of the wave that flooded
over Culhane. He braced himsdlf against the rock, the other shoe ripped from hisleft foot now, the water
surrounding him. Culhane struggled up to his kneesto bregthe asthe water fell avay.

The dead man who wore the trench coat, his body was gone, washed away.

And the chief— Culhane thought that somewhere in the darkness he heard ascream for help, and he
waited in the rocks, peering into the darkness, waiting for asign of the Russian who had tried to kill him.
But there was no sign, no more sound, and he was alone on the rocks as the storm lashed around him.

Chapter Five

Santini had left his shoes behind on the cruise ship, and with a blanket wrapped over hiswet clothes, he
walked the decks of the freighter, the ssorm lashing a him as he dodged from one impromptu lean-to to
the next, offering aword of comfort, encouragement or consolation. He was drenched, and he finaly
amed himsdf for the whedlhouse to seeif he could get acup of coffee. All of the survivors rescued by
the small Brazilian freighter had been seen to. Of the lifeboeats, only nine had managed to stay together.
Thefate of the others he did not know, but with the howling winds and the waves that ripped upward
from the seasto crush down anything in their path, he doubted any more lived.

The door to the wheelhouse nearly ripped from its hinges as Santini opened it, then pressed it with hisfull
body weight to closeit.

"Damascus— wherés Amdina?"

Santini let the wet blanket fall from his shoulders. He crossed the wheelhouse, grabbing the offered cup
of coffee from the crewman's hands and nodding a thanks, then dropped to his knees on the floor beside
Scott Palmer. Only the unconscious had been brought into the wheelhouse or any of the other confines—
the unconscious and the obvioudy dying.

Santini studied the look on PAmer's ashen face for amoment. " She's safer than we were. The
terrorists— or whoever they were— took her in their helicopter. They gave the captain this, and Porter



gaveit to me somehow— I, ah— can't explainit.”

Pamer took the plastic-bagged envel ope from Santini's right hand and ripped open the bag, then tore the
envelopeingdeit. Santini watched hiseyesasheread it.

"What doesit say you're supposed to do?" Santini asked him.

Palmer didn't answer.

"What doesit say, Scott?"

No answer.

Pdmer wasreading it again; Santini watched Palmer's eyes drifting across the page.

"What doesit say, Scott?'

Palmer looked up from the note. "I'm not supposed to tell anybody— even you."

"Can | hdpyou?'

Santini watched Pamer'seyesin theyellow light of the wildly swaying overhead lamp.

"Y ou can take this note, but promise me you won't read it, swear to God you won't— likeit'sthe
confessiona— that you won't read it. And then ball it up and throw it overboard for me and never
mentionit."

"But you're going to have to have the note to follow their ingtructions, or to give to the cops, Scott—"

"No, | memorized it. No police” And Palmer forced a hollow-sounding laugh. ™Y ou know me— aways
aquick sudy. Got al the detailsin my head. All of it."

"What do they want?"

"l can come up withit."

"Youwon't tell me."

"Jesus, Damascus, | can't tell you— or anybody.”

"You'll need addivery boy. At least you can trust me not to snatchit. | don't like playing gameswith
scumbags likethet, but I'll do it.”

"I couldn't ask you to, to have it on your conscience when you..."
"When | what, Scott?"

"Just throw the note away, and swear to God you won't read it, or ask me any more questions. Swesr i,
Damascus— on Jeff Culhane's grave, okay?"



Santini looked at him, studying Pamer's eyes.

"Swear it, Damascus, or so help me God, I'll get out to that rail myself and throw it overboard! On Jeff
Culhane's grave— swear it to God!"

Santini took the note and crumpled it in hisleft fist. "1 swear it to God. On Jeff's grave, man. But thisisn't
the priest talking now— just afriend. You'reafool, Scott. And if you do something that you know is
wrong, you'll be afool that's damned for it."

Santini squeezed hisfist tighter over the note, then got up and downed haf his coffee as he started for the
door, handing the haf-filled cup to the seaman who had given it to him.

He wrenched open the wheelhouse door, the rain driving at him as he dammed it behind him, the wind

tearing a him ashewalked to therail. Leaning heavily on it, water filling hismouth, salty spray soaking
him as the waves crashed over the bow, he threw the note into the sea.

Chapter Six

"Bomdia, meninal"

She guessed he was saying, Hi, how are you. Mary Frances Mulrooney gave him her best smile and
asked, "Fala inglés, senhor?" She had her fingers crossed that he did.

"Of course, miss. How may | assist you?"
"My nameisM.F. Mulrooney—"

"Ah— Miss Mulrooney. Muito prazer em conhecé-lo. Oh, | am sorry, miss— you do not speak any
Portuguese?

"No— no, I'm, ah, no..."

"But of course we have your reservation, Miss Mulrooney,” the desk clerk said with asmile. "If you
would careto sign thiscard for me..."

"My things, and Mr. Culhane'sthings, they have arrived?'

"Ah, yes, | remember that indeed they did, miss. The customs broker transferred them to our care upon
the letter of authorization.”

"l lost most of my luggage,” Mulrooney said, raising the purple carryal in her right hand, then gesturing to
her purse. "Mr. Culhaneisn't here yet, ishe?

"No, miss, sad to say heisnot. Last night there was aterrible storm aong the coast—"

"Nothing happened, did it... 7'



"There has been no report to that effect that | have heard. Were you expecting him?”
"No. Ismy room ready?"

"Y es, miss. The room for you and Senhor Culhane has been ready since your overseas cal derted us.
Can | have abdlman assst you with your things?'

"No," Mulrooney told him, "I only have these." She looked down at the purple wool bag and gestured
again to her purse.

She began filling out the registration card, handing the clerk her passport but telling him she wanted it
back.

* % %

Mary Frances Mulrooney st at the dressing table. It was atypical Josh Culhane rented "room"— the
most expensive room in the hotel, a suite. He'd told her more than once that when al the pluses were
added up, staying in the best hotel you could find and renting its best room was aways the best bargain.
Somehow, her natura feminine thrift denied thisreasoning. But if hewas paying for it...

As she brushed her hair, wearing only panties and a strapless bra, she thought about Culhane some more.
She wished his damned treasure-diving expedition were over. After coming up to the room, she had
caled the American consulate and inquired after the fate of Seacutter . It had taken severd attemptsto
get through, but eventualy the man she'd spoken with told her that there was no word of Seacutter
having encountered difficultiesin last night's storm. There had been adisaster, dthough the detailswere
unclear. The Duchess of the Caribbean had gone down with hundreds of liveslost. The storm had been
terrible, but in the areawhere Mulrooney had told him Seacutter was supposed to be, there were
numerous spots where a seaworthy craft could ride out the storm in relative safety. And in any event, the
storm had been at itsworst along the coastline, little better than a squall farther out to sea

This eased her mind— but not agreat dedl. She considered trying to place acal viaradio to Seacutter .
But it wouldn't look good for Culhane to have her checking up on him, especialy with Melissa Burroughs
aboard.

She had showered and washed her hair instead.

Mulrooney had bought two dresses at the shop in Istanbul. She had hated them both, but both had been
long enough to cover her skinned and bloodied knees.

Her knees hadn't hedled overnight, but among the things she had shipped down for the anticipated
lengthy stay in Brazil were severa dressesthat were long enough to cover the scabs. A cal from the
airport to the hotel before she had left Istanbul had dicited a pledge that her things would be packaged
and sent to her post-office box in Athens, but the clerk had insisted that Athens wasin Greece, not
Georgia. If the package ever madeit to her, she would be surprised.

The telephone rang and she got up to answer it, Sitting on the edge of the bed.
llY@l

"MeninaMulrooney?"



The caller started speaking in Portuguese, and Mulrooney interrupted, "I don't speak Portuguese, senhor
"Desculpe, menina. Forgive me, MeninaMulrooney. | am Sebastiao Oliveira, the friend of Senhor Josh
Culhane—"

"Sebadtiao— yes..."

"The assstant manager of the hotd— he call me and say you want to see me."

"Y es. Can you meet mein the lobby in ten or fifteen minutes?’

"|sthere something wrong?'

"No, nothing'swrong. | just need to see you right away."

"Y es, MeninaMulrooney, in the lobby, then— in ten or fifteen minutes."

The phone clicked and Mulrooney hung up. Josh Culhane would be angry, but she couldn't wait for him if
the Russians had the origind of the map, which she assumed they did.

Mulrooney sat on the bed, thinking. A real Amazon. She had picked up a Greek phrase book at the
arport. If the woman really did speak Greek... Mulrooney shivered alittle. It would be meeting history,
talking with someone from the past.

She stood up, walked across the room to the closet and rifled through it, but her mind was el sewhere.
Another place and maybe another time....

* k% %

The elevator doors opened and she stabbed her hands into the pockets of the midcalf-length white skirt,
her eyes scanning the lobby for someone who looked like he should be abackcountry guide. Sheld met
quite afew of thetype, but unfortunately they rarely looked dike in any aspect except the way their eyes
lit up when shewould tell them she was traveling aone. But this man she should trust; he was someone
Josh Culhane knew. She caught aglimpse of hersdf in the mirror on thefar wal of the lobby oppositethe
registration desk. The full skirt looked as though it had enough materia in it to make six tablecloths, but
the pink short-deeved knit shirt clung alittle too much. Shefiddled with the bottom of the shirt to blouse
it out alittle more as she stopped in the center of the lounge areathat dominated the high-ceilinged lobby.

No guide type wasin evidence, but she heard avoice from behind her. "MeninaMulrooney?'

Sheturned around to see avery skinny man with avery bony face and awhite straw cowboy hat in his
hands.

IIYS?I
"] am Sebadtian."

She walked toward him as he walked toward her, her hands thrust back into her pockets. Shewas



wearing flat sandals, but shewas till aninch or so taller than hewas.

Shetook her right hand from her pocket and offered it. "Hi— nice to meet you."

Hetook her hand. The grip was dl right, not acrusher or afondler, she thought. And the palm was dry.
"It ismy honor, menina. Pleaseto st down?'

He gestured toward the couch near him, and Mulrooney sank into it, arranging her voluminous skirt.
Sebadtiao perched on the edge of the couch beside her. " Senhor Culhaneis not with you, then?"

"No. He'streasure diving off the coast— research for one of his books. We were going to go upriver
together, but I can't wait for him now."

"It can be very dangeorus, menina—"

"I've been in jungles before.”

"Sm, menina. Yes, but the Uruentes... they are...”

"Who are the Uruentes?'

"Itissaid, MeninaMulrooney, that the Uruentes till hunt for the heads of men.”
"Yeah, well, | read the tabloids, too."

"What isthat, MeninaMulrooney?'

"The newspapersthat talk up dl that garbage. Anyway, I'm not interested in Indians. There's something
more important than that. Natives usually leave you doneif you leave them aone, right?’

"Y es, thisis correct, but—"
"I need you to take me upriver to Ouro. Therésaman therethat | must see.”

Sebastiao took a half-crumpled package of cigarettes from his shirt pocket and abox of matches. "Itis
permitted?’

"Only if you light one for me." She grinned. Mulrooney fished her cigarettesfrom her left pocket. She
shook a Salem loose from the package and held it while Sebastiao struck amatch. Sebastiao lit hisown
cigarette, and through amouthful of smoke hetold her, "Y ou want to go to Ouro? But you do not need a
guideto take you there. Any pilot can fly you. It isashort ride.

"But he hasaranch,” shetold him. "Away from the town. And after that there is another place | must
go— between the Negro river and the Solimdes. Deep back into the jungle.”

"How far back?"

"How far can wetrave through thejunglein aday?"



"It depends on the terrain, menina. On foot, very little. If acar can be used, or if we can travel by
boat— it ishard to say."

"Plan to be out for severa weeks. Can you take me?"
"But Senhor Culhane, he will be very infurious—"

"Infuriated,” Mulrooney corrected him. "But helll understand. I'm leaving amessage for him so helll know
whereto meet us. Will you do it? Take me upriver?'

"Andif | say that | cannot— you would still go?'
"Josh must talk about mealot,” Mary Frances Mulrooney said, and laughed.

And for the first time, Sebagtiao laughed as well. She watched as he flicked ashesinto his cupped | eft
hand. Mulrooney inhaled again as she watched him.

"Sm, menina. | will takeyou."
"Do you carry agun? Upriver, | mean.”
"Itisnecessary. | know some North Americansthink that revolvers are—"

"Not me" shecut in. "Josh's guns are here in the hotel. But my gun istoo smdll to get back into the
country if | took it out. He said you could find meagun.”

Helooked over his shoulder nervoudy. "Itislega, but much work of papers—"

"No. You buy yoursdlf an extragun and just lend it to me. | don't have time for paperwork. Josh said
maybe you could do that. He said— wait aminute—" Mulrooney fished in her right pocket. She had
written it down on an empty matchbook when they had talked about it, and she had kept the matchbook
just in case shereached Brazil considerably earlier than he. "A Ross Modd 68/2 .38 Specid— in
gainless ged. He said that was like my Smith & Wesson.”

"Sm, menina. | will get this, and you can borrow it."

"And he told me the ammunition. Federal Nyclad," sheread.

"I cannot buy this. | do not know the name. But | get you some other."

"All right. When can we leave?’

"A few days... to prepare?’

"Tomorrow morning?'

He leaned back. His eyes seemed to register genuine shock. "But—"

"All right, a noon or so, okay?*



"It must be morning. The plane leavesthen.”

"Can you get the tickets?' she asked him.

"Sm."

"Y ou'll need money, for that and—"

"I can make the arrangements, menina, and giveto you the bill—"

"All right," sheinterrupted. Mulrooney stood, Sebastiao standing, aswell, his hat dropping to thefloor.
She reached for it for him and he reached for it and she bumped her head againgt his forehead and she
darted to laugh. "What agreat beginning, huh?'

"Sm," Sebadtiao said, smiling. "Grest, yes, menina.”

She could live with being caled mademoiselle; in fact it sounded rather nice. Sefiorita was okay.
Fraulein shedidn't like. But menina definitely had to go. "First step toward greatness. it'sMary
Frances— that or M.F.— whichever fedls better."

She watched Sebagtiao's eyes as he thought for amoment. "M.F.— MeninaM.F.!"

Mulrooney shook her head, inhaling on her cigarette again. "Just M.F., Sebastiao— just M.F."
"Sm— okay."

She sure hoped it would be.

Chapter Seven

Josh Culhane opened his eyes and squinted against the glare of the sun reflected off the sand benegth his
head.

His head had been resting beside hisleft arm, and automaticaly helooked a hiswrist. But the Rolex
wasn't there.

He remembered now— all of it.

Hetouched hisleft front pocket, pushing himself up alittle, and ft the familiar shape of the watch. He
half expected it to have smashed againgt the rocks, but the watch seemed to be in one piece and was
ticking as he held it up to hisleft ear. The time read dmost noon and the date had changed, so he
assumed everything was till working.

Culhane sat up and looked around him as he secured the watch to hiswrist. In the sand near him was his
Bdi-Song knife. He picked it up, wiping the sand from it againgt histrouser leg. The pants weretorn at
the knees, and the left leg was ripped at the seam from cuff to crotch along theinside.



He closed the Bali-Song and flipped closed the lock, tossing the knife in hisright hand for amoment.
"Watch Sean Dodge top thisone," he said out loud, and laughed.

And then he heard the voice behind him. " M&os ao alto! "

Another voice, the Portuguese laced with authority, " Deita as armas! ™

Culhaneturned his head dowly and saw two men in dark suits and sunglasses, each man holding an Uzi
submachine gun. One man was less than ten yards from him on the sand, the second in the rocks above.

Themuzzles of the Uziswere angled for hisgut.

Culhane spoke Spanish well and could get by in French, but he didn't speak much Portuguese. He did,
however, understand the men's commands. He dropped the Bali-Song to the sand. He raised his hands.

"Ha aqui alguém que fale inglés?" He gavethe men abig smile.

"We each speak English together,” the man shouted down from the rocks.

Culhane nodded. He decided to try Portuguese again. "' O meu nome é Josh Culhane—" Andthen
Culhane collapsed into English. "Ever read any of my books— The Takers?Y ou know— Sean
Dodge?'

Neither of them answered. "Aw, shit," Culhane murmured under his bregth.

It was the one from the rocks who spokefirst: " See-ann Dod-gee?"

It took Culhane a second. "Y eah— See-ann Dod-gee— | write See-ann Dod-gee— I'm Josh
Culhane— The Takers, huh?'

The man stlanding ten feet away from him dropped the Uzi on its ding and ran forward, laughing.
"See-ann Dod-gee— hal"

Culhane looked skyward and murmured, "Thank you, Sir."

Chapter Eight

Scott Palmer stared out the window. He watched Damascus Santini getting into the taxicab. He had
offered Damascus a boatload of suppliesfor hisjungle mission. Damascus had labeled it a bribe for
Pdmer's conscience. But Damascus had taken it anyway.

His people needed the supplies.
Asthetaxi pulled away, the telephone rang. Palmer's body became rigid. He turned, looked at the

telephone and walked toward it, stopping in the middle of the suite'sliving room, saring &t the telephone
for amoment. Then he sat down on the couch and picked up the receiver.



"Hdlo?"

"Scott Palmer, J.7"

Hedidn't answer for amoment.
"Senhor PAmer?’

"Yes Whois—"

"| am Gunther Hoevermann, chief ingpector with the Brazilian State Counterterrorist Department. 1'd like
to come up and chat for afew moments. I'm only five minutes away by automobile from you.”

The voice was dightly German accented, the English perfect.

"L ook, Inspector, | told everything | know to the S&o L uis police, to arepresentative of your unit.”
"Ah, yes, but sncel amin charge of theinvestigation, | beg abit of your time merely to sort out afew
detallsthat will aid my grasp of the Situation. It isto the best interests of you and your kidnapped wife
that we meset, senhor .

Palmer didn't know what to say.

"| have a gentleman with me who isthe brother of adear friend of yours, | understand,” Hoevermann
sad. "I'll bring him dong. A friend at this particular time might be most welcome.”

"Y es, yes— come on up,” Palmer said, and hung up the telephone without waiting for areply.

* * %

Scott Palmer smoked acigarette. He had given up smoking after getting out of Vietnam dive, but he had
darted again after getting a cigarette from one of the crewmen in the wheelhouse.

When the door vibrated with aknock he called out, "Just aminute," and he got up, walking quickly
acrossthe living room to the small hallway and putting his right hand on the knob. He took a deep bresth.
"Shit..."

The brown hair, alittle reddish in the sunlight from the window in the halway. The lean face. The brown
eyes. Everything about the clean-shaven face. PAmer took a step back from the door, still holding the
knob to steady himself. A ghost. The height, over six feet. The build, lean and muscular.

It was Jeff Culhane. But Jeff Culhane was dead.

"I'm Josh— Jeff's brother. | heard about your troubles.” And the man who looked like a Xerox copy of
Palmer's dead friend extended his right hand.

" Josh Culhane— I—"

"And | am Inspector Hoevermann. | regret meeting you under such unpleasant circumstances, but itisa
pleasure nonetheess.”



Palmer released Josh Culhane's hand and took Hoevermann's. " A pleasure to meet you, Inspector.
Come in— both of you." Pamer found himself ill staring at Culhane. Damascus wasn't the only onewho
prayed. And his— Palmer's— prayer was answered.

"God— you look just like your brother,” Paimer said, walking behind them into the living room. "Sit
down. I'll pour you both adrink.”

He watched as Josh Culhane dropped easily into a corner of the couch. Culhane was wearing blue jeans
that were too big for him in thewaist and too short for himin the legs, and the shirt was afaded blue
workshirt. No socks, just apair of running shoes. Hoevermann took the opposite side of the couch, and
the couch visibly sagged. Palmer rubbed his hands together once and walked toward the small bar
opposite the couch. "Bet you'd like a sdty dog minusthe sdt just like Sean Dodge in the Takers books,
right?" he said, forcing alaugh and looking back a Culhane.

"Most people don't keep grapefruit juice at their bar. Anything'll do.”

"How about Myerss rum— dark?"

"Fine, but not too much, please. It'skind of early,” Culhane said.

"Ingpector, how about you?' Palmer asked.

"In novels and movies the detective dways says, ‘Nothing for me, thanks— I'm on duty.’ But that rarely
bothers me. However, it istoo early. Nothing for me, thank you."

Pamer conscioudy willed hisright hand to stop shaking as he poured the rum and another CC for
himsdf.

Heturned around, aglassin each hand, and walked back toward the couch. He set Culhane's glasson
the coffee table, then settled back into the overstuffed chair opposite Culhane's side of the couch and
spped a hisdrink.

"I won't bother you, Senhor Pamer, with reviewing the details of the attack on the flagship of your cruise
line, or the kidnapping itsdlf. I'll come straight to the point. The terrorists must have made some demands,
either there aboard the boat or since. For the safe return of your bride, ah, Amelina, isit?"

"Yes," PaAmer replied. "Amelina. And, yeah, they made ademand. I'm taking care of it."

Culhane spoke. "The dive party | was with— we were attacked by Russian UDT people or whatever. |
barely got out dive. Maybe these were the same—"

"No— they aren't Russian.”
"] understand the one man had a French accent. s that true?' Hoevermann asked.
"Yes. But who told you..."

"Father Santini, | believe. But he said he had no knowledge of the demands other than the fact that he
assumed there had been demands. And that you were aware of them— perhaps. Are you aware of the



demands, Senhor Pamer?"

"Yes, | said | am, and I'll take care...”

"Itisonly naturd, senhor, that you wish your wife returned unharmed— aswe do, in the Brazilian police.
And I'm sure Senhor Culhane does, aswell." Hoevermann nodded toward Culhane. "But you should be
aware of two factors. Terrorists— and we are quite experienced with them— rarely keep their part of
any bargain. And if whatever they demanded of you should in any way aid their activities, you would be
inviolation of Brazilian law by cooperating.”

"I'm arich man, Inspector. | can handleit.”

"Back up," Culhane interrupted. "Damascus Santini was here? My brother told me about him— best
damned sergeant there ever was, my brother said.”

"He was, but not any more. He's a priest now— a Catholic priest. Heck of agood guy. Y ou know | was
your brother's second lieutenant—"

"And you saved hislifethat time. It aways sounded like you and Jeff and Santini and the other guys—
like you were brothers. It seemed that close when Jeff would talk about it."

"One more question, please," Hoevermann interjected. "I'm sure you have agreeat ded to discuss
between you. But what isthe demand of the terrorists? | assume, of course, that they threaten the death
of your wifeif you do not comply.”

"Firgt aquestion,” Pamer asked, feding his hands sweet. "How many people died?!

"If no more of the lifeboats are spotted, three hundred fifty-eight. The purser counted how many persons
he and the late Captain Porter and Father Santini placed aboard lifeboats.”

"I'm not telling you adamned thing, Inspector— and you can't make me. Y ou can arrest me, your guys
can beat the crap out of me— but I'm paying the ransom. I'm getting my wife back."

Hoevermann stood up. "We are acivilized country, Senhor Pamer. Only rarely do we begat the 'crap’ out
of people. | shall confer with you later when you are perhaps alittle more settled.” Hoevermann turned to
Josh Culhane. "If | should fail to contact you before you leave our city, please contact me. Good day.”
Heturned back to Pmer. "I'll find my own way out. And my best wishesfor the return of your wife—
safely." Hoevermann walked past Pamer's chair, and Pamer held his breath until he heard the door open
and shut. Hefinished the rest of his CC in one swallow.

"What do you want to ask me?'

He looked at Josh Culhane. "Wasit that obvious?'

"Yes"

"I'll lend you some of my clothes. If you need any money or anything..."

"No, I'mfine. But | could use aset of clothes. I'll return them to you after | get some things of my own."”



Pamer started to get up.

"Wat aminute.

Pamer stood, staring down at the couch at Josh Culhane. "l want you to take the ransom upriver.”
"Why didn't you ask Damascus Santini ?*

"He'sapriest. It would be againgt his scruplesto ddiver aransom. Will you doit? 1 haveto send
somebody done. But I'm cheating on that alittle. I'm sending awoman dong— Helene Chavez. She'sa
doctor. Just in case Ameling, ah, in case shewas—"

"You don't haveto say it."

"Y ou leave from Belém. | can give you the detailswhen | give you the ransom.”

"What isit?"

"l don't haveit yet. It'son theway."

"What isit?' Culhane asked again.

Pamer took adeep breath. "Y ou said it yoursaf— | saved your brother'slife." He got sick insde asking
{]i;(f-:' 7th6t "Will you just hang in— and take the ransom? 'l tell you in Belém. Tomorrow, okay? For

"I'll have to keep Fanny out of it—"

"Fanny?"

"M.F. Mulrooney. She writes books about the supernatura, the occult, UFOs— things like that.
Anyway, Fanny'skind of my, ah..."

"And sheswith you?'

"I'm supposed to meet her sometime thisweek in Belém and go upriver with her. I'll have to keep her out
of this"

"I'll help. If there'sanything..." Pamer cleared histhroat. "Please, Josh?"

Culhane nodded. "Y ou got any cigarettes?!

Chapter Nine

Culhane and the other guy— he couldn't get aclear look at the man's face— were in the cockpit of the
fighter. It looked like acurious hybrid of Korean War-vintage aircraft and the F-18. Gray dushy snow
was everywhere as the warehouse doors opened and the fighter plane, the cockpit canopy cover still up,



began taxiing up the ramp from the warm darkness of the warehouse and into the dirty snow of the
dreets, the grayness of the snow and the gray blueness of the sky and the stedl gray of the towering office
buildingslining both sides of the street. And Culhane was very cold.

They were being pursued, and dark cars were starting to fill the streets ahead of them to cut them off—
The telephone. Josh Culhane rolled over and caught it on the first ring. " Right— I'm up, operator—"
"Senhor Culhane. Thisis not the operator, I'm afraid. Did you ask for awake-up call?*

Culhane unwound himself partialy from the sheet and leaned up on his ebow. "Hoevermann?'

"Y ou have agood memory for voices. Would you meet me downgtairs for adrink and some dinner?
Unlessyou have plans, of course.”

Culhane looked at hiswatch. "Are you downstairs now?"
"Yes. I'm sorry to wake you, but it's sort of important that | talk with you."

Culhaneredized he was ill staring at hiswatch. He shook his head. " Give me twenty minutes. In the
lobby, okay?"

"You're sure youre avake?'
"Hmm— yeah, | think s0."
"Twenty minutes, then." And the line clicked dead.

Culhane leaned back. The air conditioning was up al the way, and he was cold now from swegting under
the sheet and the blanket. He lay there amoment, staring up &t the celling.

Hewas holding his eyelids up by force of willpower. He sat up lest he fall adeep again. "Ohh— boy," he
groaned, kicking the sheet and the blanket down and throwing hisfeet over the side of the bed. He had
sedl ed the window drapes shut, and it was dark in the blue-walled room. He walked barefoot and naked
to the windows, and opened the dark heavy drapes and the sheers between them. He peered out,
squinting againgt the late-afternoon sunlight. “Baah,” he snorted.

Culhane waked back across the room, toward the bathroom.

* % %

Hoevermann's appearance was unmistakable. Culhane stuffed his handsin the pockets of the borrowed
white dacks and walked across the bar toward the bulky figure. Asif Culhane had called out,
Hoevermann turned around. ™Y ou look better than you sounded. Y ou must have gotten some deep after
al”

"Not enough,” Culhane sghed, finding his cigarettesin the breast pocket of the light blue sport shirt. Hed
rolled up the deeves, PAmer had shorter arms. "When do you deep?”’

Hoevermann laughed, clearing histhroat as helit another cigarette from the one held just taken from the



left corner of hismouth. "I don't deep.” Hoevermann grinned and winked. "I leave the deeping for the
young fdlowslikeyou."

Culhane sat on the barstool beside Hoevermann, the bartender coming up. *On my bill, please,”
Hoevermann said. It was an order, not aquestion.

"Fine," Culhane said, nodding. "'Can you make a sdlty dog minusthe sdt?" he asked the barman.
"Sm, senhor," said the barman and walked away.

"I've got atable for us. When you get your drink let'sgo over toit, dl right?"

"Areyou the Brazilian welcome wagon, or isthis police business?!

Hoevermann laughed again. "Friendly police business— let's put it that way, okay?' The cigarette |eft
Hoevermann's mouth long enough for aswallow of what looked like something with gin or vodkato

enter. Then the cigarette returned. "Not often do | meet afamous personage in my line of work— at least
onewho isn'tin need of VIP protection.”

"Goes to show I'm not that famous, | guess.” Culhanelet himself amile.
The sdty dog came, and Culhane tasted it and nodded to the barman, and the barman | ft.

"What do you say we eat something?' Hoevermann was up and moving, Culhane grabbing up his
cigarettes and following him. The white shoes PAmer had lent him were the right size, but PAmer had a
narrower foot and Culhane'sfeet hurt dightly as he walked.

Hoevermann crossed the bar and nodded to the maitre d', who picked up two large menus and started
down the three steps into the dining room. Hoevermann glanced back once. "Right behind you," Culhane
said. The big ingpector stopped at a table overlooking alush hanging garden, and the maitre d' pulled out
his chair, Hoevermann sagging down into it.

Culhane caught his own chair and sat down opposite him, taking asip of hisdrink as he stubbed out his
Pal Madl in the ashtray. Immediately abusboy came and the dirtied ashtrays were replaced by aclean
onethat Hoevermann promptly dirtied.

Culhane glanced across his menu at Hoevermann. "What would the chief inspector of the counterterrorist
divigon want with me?"

Thewaiter arrived, but Hoevermann waved him away, reaching insgde his left breast pocket and handing
afolded piece of paper acrossto Culhane.

Culhane took it and opened it. The words were Portuguese. "Not one of my languages, I'm afraid.”
"I had my secretary typeit up. | should have thought of the language thing. Salde." Heraised hisglass,
and Culhaneraised his. "Those are the most important Brazilian laws concerning smuggling. Thought you

might appreciate them."”

Culhaneflashed him agrin.



"l shdl haveit trandated for you, Senhor Culhane.”

"Y ou don't have to bother."

"Redly, Senhor Culhane, it wouldn't be any trouble at dl."

Culhane gestured toward the massive, open menu. "What would you recommend?”

"Any of the seafood— the catch isaways fresh.” Hoevermann read the menu slently for afew moments.
"Y ou can get yourself into agreat ded of trouble helping Scott Palmer, Senhor Culhane.”

"Smuggling? | wouldn't get involved with smuggling. And | had seafood yesterday, o I'll try something
dx"

"Y ou're going to help Pamer, aren't you? He asked you to, didn't he?'
Culhane said nothing.

"| can have you deported very easily.”

"Why? Because maybe I'm going to help him get hiswife back? Maybe?'

"Maybe is arather awvkward word. Whatever those terrorists want, it can't be to the best interests of my
country. Senhor Culhane, paying the ransom is helping the terrorists, and that isacrime. | have every
available man and woman in my section working to find some lead asto the actud identity of the
terrorists and where the woman might be being held... and we are very good at this. In North America
you read about terrorism in the newspapers— or in adventure novels. Here it isnot the same, I'm afraid.
Terrorism has pervaded South American life for many years, and we know how to ded withit."

"Y ou seem like anice guy," Culhane began. "L et me ask you aquestion. Do you have a brother?"
"Two ssters— what doesthat have to do with it?’

"I had atwin brother. His name was Jeff. He worked for— well, some people— their initias get attention
any time you mention them.”

"| undergand.”

"I don't know if you do. Jeff died. Scott Palmer was the youngest guy in my brother's outfit in Vietnam.
Despite the fact that Palmer was |oaded— hdll, he had a Mercedes that he kept garaged in Saigon— my
brother aways talked about him as a decent guy. One time my brother got wounded, Palmer fragged the
VC that did it and hauled Jeff three miles through the jungle until he could get help. He saved my
brother'slife. Now some assholes kidnap Pamer'swife on their wedding day and he asks meto deliver
the ransom. | don't even know how much. The only way | can get near enough to her to get her out and
maybe croak some of these terroristsisto take the ransom upriver. And I'm the only onewho can doiit.
If he sendsyou guys, helll lose hiswifefor sure. If he hires some guy off the Street, chances are helll hand
over the money or the diamonds or whatever, and that's the last helll see of him. Kiss off PAmer'swife.
Sure you can deport me. But that doesn't get Amelinaback, and it doesn't get you any dope on the
terrorigs”



"I have read one of your books. It was very exciting reading. An excellent adventure story."
"Thanks"

"The point I'm trying to make, Senhor Culhane, isthat what your character Sean Dodgeisableto doisn't
necessarily what you can do. Thisismore ajob for ahighly trained secret agent rather than for someone
who only writes about one."

Culhane suddenly felt on the defensive. Hoevermann was very good, he reflected. He was probably a
superb interrogator.

"| can take care of mysdf," Culhane said, redizing after he said it how juvenile that sounded.

"Can you take care of Uruente tribesmen? The last of the headhunters some say. Over the last dozen
years or S0, no government workers sent out to find the Uruentes have come back. How are you with
poisonous snakes? Piranha? Have you fought many banditslately?”

"What's next? Gonnatry scare tactics?"

Hoevermann began to laugh, then snapped his fingersfor the waiter. "If you don't want fish, I'd
recommend the chicken cordon bleu with wild rice. Y ou'll have enough of our more ethnic entrees asyou
travel upriver.”

Chapter Ten

Mary Frances Mulrooney fdt dightly ridiculous— like an extrafor "Ramar of the Jungle'— inthe
broad-brimmed fedora-style hat that was the same khaki color as her shirt, her bush shorts and her
knee-high socks. But when she had been aBrownie and later a Girl Scout, it had been drummed into her
head that you wore a hat in the woods to keep out ticks and other unpleasant little critters. So she wore
the hat.

Mulrooney stood on the dock, her backpack and maroon stuff sack beside her feet, her blue canvas bag
over her shoulder, acigarette going.

She not only fdt ridiculous, but conspicuous.

Sebastiao had contacted the hotel that she should meet him by the dock, that the floatplane would have
thewords" Spirit of East St. Louis' written in script long the right side of the fuselage.

But there was no pilot and no Sebagtiao.

And M.F. Mulrooney felt dumb.

Therewere severa planes moored dong the Belém docks, and several medium-size powerboats. If Josh
Culhane had been with her, she thought, he could have told her the exact sizes of the boats and the types

of enginesthey had. He could have told her why the pontoons under some of the airplanes were different
and that when the water wasjust right you could see whedl s beneath them.



But he wasn't there. She had resisted the impulse to contact him again. If she had reached him, she would
have been reluctant to speak over atel ephone about anything having to do with the map to the lost
Amazon city. "Lost Amazon city" sounded like something from pulp magazines, and she made a menta
note not to use the phrase in talking about the place.

Sheld left anote for him at the hotel. 1t explained everything. HEd be angry when heread it, but by the
time he caught up with her he would have cooled down and they wouldn't fight.

That was very important to her. She loved him— and she fdt dmogt silly redizing it was the most
important thing to her.

Lovinghim.

"MeninaMulrooney!"

She turned, and coming along the dock under what |ooked like an impossible array of burdenswas
Sebagtian. Beside him, carrying a battered briefcase and an even more battered suitcase, the suitcase
plastered al over with pedling travel stickers, was the man she assumed wasthe pilot.

Hewas an American, that was obvious. Tdl, curly brown hair, a Tom Selleck mustache and pilot's
sunglasses. Mulrooney stubbed out her cigarette on the dock planking and ran toward Sebastiao to help
him. He looked as though he were abouit to collapse.

Sebastiao and the pilot stopped, Sebastiao resting his burdens on and around hisfeet. Mulrooney dowed
her run, trying to look less flustered than she fdlt. The pilot was redly good-looking.

She walked now, calling to Sebastiao, "1 was beginning to worry about you."

"Jes walksdow'sdl," the pilot drawled. His Degp South accent was heavier than anything she'd ever
heard in Georgia.

"Hi— I'm Mary Frances Mulrooney.” She stuck out her right hand. The pilot shrugged his shoulders,
dropping his briefcase and shook her hand. The grip was kind of weak. Mulrooney remembered her
mother talking about beauty being only skin deep. "You're..."

"Cd Cummings. And | ain't got dl day. Get y'dl| crap over into the airplane and well fly on outta heah.”
Never asmile, not even an offer to help Sebastiao with his burdens. He picked up his briefcase and
walked on.

She stuck her tongue out at him as he walked past her, then she looked at Sebagtiao. "Where the hell did
you dig him up?'

"It was not easy to find apilot, MeninaMulrooney."
"Y ou said you were going to cal me M.F., remember?
"Yes— Menina— M.F—"

"Where the hell does that creep get off carrying his damned briefcase and his suitcase and leaving you



stuck with al of this?* She promptly started picking up Sebastiao's backpack. It was heavier than shed
thought, but shetook it anyway. It was then that she noticed therifle dung from hisright shoulder. "What
kind of rifleisthat?" She wasn't redly interested, but it was the sort of question men liked answering and
Sebadtiao |ooked as though his ego needed reinforcing.

Shetook up asmall canvas sack— it was heavy, too— and walked beside him aong the dock toward
thearplane.

"A Steyr-Mannlicher Modd M, M.F. It was a present from Senhor Culhane many years ago after | lost
my old rifle when we were pursued by bandits. It isa.30-06."

Mulrooney made hersdf amile. "It'savery nice-looking gun, Sebagtiao. Did you get my gun?”'
"Of course, M.F. Itisin my pack, which you carry in your hand.”

She nodded, setting the backpack and the canvas sack on the dock beside her own backpack and stuff
bag.

Sebastiao clambered up to the fuselage door and called back to her. "If you could hand me the things,
M.F.?'

"You bet," she answered confidently, then shetried lifting the large canvas laundry bag Sebastiao had
been carrying. "Got your bowling-bal collection dong, have you?'

"Itisfood for our journey and some medica supplies. Thereisacar waiting for usin Manaus."

"Right." She managed to use dl her body weight to propel the bag into a pendulum mation far enough
across the gap between the dock and the fuselage that Sebastiao could reach out for it. He snatched the
bag with one hand and siwung it out of Sight into the aircraft. She repeated the procedure with another
equally heavy laundry bag and with his backpack, the smaler canvas bag, her backpack and the stuff

bag.

He extended hisleft hand to her and she screwed her hat down tighter on her head and jumped, her right
hand in Sebastiao's | ft, her |eft hand grasping what looked like aladder rung. She stepped inside and
down, bumping her head as she tried to stand to her full height.

"Get strapped in so we can get the hell airborne, lady,” the good-looking, foul-mannered pilot shouted
back.

"Hold your goddamned horses, flyboy," she snapped, waiting bes de the fuselage door as Sebastiao
handed her hisrifle and then swung himsdlf in and down. He pulled at the door and it closed.

She found a seat— there were only three— and sat down, finding the seat belt ends and mating them.
Sebadtiao sat himsdlf across from her after giving alast bit of attention to the gear. Hisrifle was between
hislegs, the barrel pointing upward toward the roof of the fuselage.

His pack was on the seat beside him and hewas digging insideit. "For you, M.F. It isapresent from
me." He handed her abox with Amadeo Ross written al over it and she openedit. Init wasalittle
dainless-sted revolver that looked amost identical to her own Smith & Wesson that was locked in Josh
Culhanés safe at hishouse on Lake Lanier. The grips were the norma sizefor asmal revolver, she



decided. She liked the fatter grips Culhane had put on her own gun better. "And this."

A box of ammunition. She read the end flap. Remington .38 Specia— 158-grain Round Nose Lead.
She took out the gun and looked it over. It smelled asthough it had been fired.

"| fired therevolver to make cartain that it was asit should be," Sebastiao said, and smiled.

She noticed him unbuckling his gun belt as she began |oading the gun. Five rounds, just like her gun back
home. She closed the cylinder and set her purse across her |ap, opening the center compartment with the
specid insert. A friend of Culhane's had made the purse for her, and she placed the Ross revolver into
the little built-in holster. Thefit wasfine.

The props arted turning, and reflexively she gave her seat belt agood-luck tug. "I hope this guy'sflying
is better than hismouth,” she muttered.

Chapter Eleven

"Nicola must never have had achance, | think. The radio message from the freighter— that he was
found tied up..." He was searching for acigarette.

"But Nicolai lives. The man who fought him must have been ademon, | think."
"The others..." Corpora Agronski found his cigarettes and lit one. "The storm— it was very bad.”

Corpord Illyevitch began to answer, but Mikhail Tibilovski cut him off. "If we spend dl our moments
talking about the dead, we shdl soon be among them.”

"But Sergeant—"

"But nothing, lllyevitch. Whoever this demon was he was not on the freighter and is not among us now.
Heisdead. The proper place for demons, | think."

The voice he heard made him stop and turn. He alwayslistened to it. Mgor Kruglovitch. " Twenty-four of
usremain. That Nicola cannot be hereisindeed unfortunate. That the man the Committee for State
Security had usbring in for their own project has died is unfortunate for the sake of their project,
whatever it may have been. But it affectsnot at al our primary mission.”

Tibilovski turned his attention to the strangely accented voice. "We must locate the archeological site
according to the map. We must ascertain if the areatill possesses any inhabitants. If such inhabitants
exig, they must be captured, interrogated and returned with usto the Soviet Union. That isour mission.”

Mg or Kruglovitch laughed out loud. "Y ou makeit al sound so terribly smple, Comrade Professor
Xanthos. | have briefed the men. There is no need to gpeak obliquely of the foca point of the mission.
That lives have been lost tracing after Amazon warriorsis something | persondly consder awaste, a
horrible waste. And | shal make my sentiments known to my superiorsin the Special Forces command
upon our safereturn.”



Xanthos smiled, plucking at his beard with both hands as though combing it with hisfingers. "Have you
told your men we may return with the secret of eternd life?"

Mg or Kruglovitch stopped closing the front of hisfatigue blouse. None of his men made even the
dightest sound now asthey stripped away their civilian clothes and donned their unmarked jungle
fatigues.

Tibilovski could hear the jungle birds, hear the buzz of insects. A warm breeze blew, but despiteits
warmth, despite the heat of the jungle that surrounded them now, he was cold. It was not good for men
to speak of living forever, as though they were gods.

The mgor sat down on afalen tree trunk and began adjusting his boots, his fatigue blouse till haf open,
swest pouring from hisforehead. "Stories,” the mgjor began. ™Y ou have found what you have found,
Comrade Professor. And perhaps indeed the Amazon women warriors once existed as you clam. And
perhaps, too, they traveled great distances by seafrom Africaand discovered this continent could be
their home. But if they ever did exi<, they do not now. They were mortal, as are we— as were the men
who died in the storm to bring you here, Comrade Professor. If any of their numbers exist today, they are
only the mongrelized descendants of those women. If acity existed once, it is buried under thousands of
years of jungle. But I, like my men, am asoldier. And | was ordered to bring you here, to protect you, to
help in your search for this city however | can. And like any soldier who isworthy of the name, | follow
my orders. But do not ask meto believein fairy stories of eternd life, Comrade Professor. Nor should
you ask my men.”

Kruglovitch stood, Tibilovski watching as his superior officer, hisfriend, strapped on his pistol belt,
mechanically checking the CZ-75 9mm automatic as he continued to speak, "And so, we shal take you
on your tour of the Amazon jungles, Comrade Professor. And perhaps some of uswill succumb to the
dangers ahead. Perhaps not. We will follow your map. And perhaps, too, we shal successtully intercept
the American woman journaist. And silence her. But when it isal through, the world will not have

changed.

Senior Sergeant Mikhail Tibilovski was shocked— and alittle frightened. But Comrade Professor
Miklos Xanthos merely threw back his gray-maned head and howled with laughter.

Chapter Twelve

Josh Culhane closed his eyes, fedling his hands shaking as he held the note. Helooked at it again.

Hi, Josh:

Bathazar Muhammed came up with the greatest thing! A map leading to an old Amazon city in the
jungle— red Greek Amazons. He stole it from— well, some people. And they killed him in Istanbul, and
| got away and came here. Couldn't wait. But | took Sebastiao with me, so don't worry. If you can,
follow us. Manausisthefirst stop and alittle town called Ouro between the two rivers and some guy
named Sergio Cdini. He has aranch outside of Ouro and ahousetherein the city. And a hisranch he's
got this Greek girl— areal Greek. That'sal she speaks, | guess. And she was dressed like an Amazon
and living inthejungle. This could bered big, darling!

Whenever she cdled him darling, she was aware of the fact he was most probably furious.



Theonly problemin al thisis the people who killed Balthazar. Now st down and don't get upset. You
know what that does to your stomach and then you smoke too much. Balthazar stole the map from the
Russians and they stoleit back, so | guessthey have a copy of the map, too. But | don't think they know
about the Amazon on the ranch and how she only speaks Greek and everything, so thereis absolutely
nothing to worry about. Sebastiao got me agun, and he seemslike such anicelittle man. | can seewhy
you likehim.

| love you— bye,
M.F.

"Shit," Culhane snarled, looking at the puzzled desk clerk. "Why the hdll did you let her go?*
"But, senhor—, ah..."
Culhane looked back at the bottom of the note.

P.S. Hope you had agreat time on the boat going after the sunken treasure and didn't get yourself an ear
infection with dl that diving. Loveya

Culhane camly folded the note and put it in the pocket of the bush jacket hed bought in Sdo Luis. "When
did sheleave?'

"Thearboat thismorning, senhor ."
"Isthere another floatplane | can get to go after her?”

"They would al be gone, senhor— until tomorrow morning. And they will not go beyond Manaus where
the young lady said she was going. But only because there is no gasoline.”

"So she hired some guy—"

"It was the guide called Sebastiao, senhor "

Culhanelit acigarette. "Fuckin' wonderful. Excuseme.”

"| have another note, senhor "

Culhane took the envelope. It was from Scott PAmer. An invitation to an early dinner. He pocketed the
note and checked hiswatch. It was amost time to meet him. "Can you have my stuff taken out of storage
and sent up to the room | reserved for Miss Mulrooney and myself?'

"Of course, senhor, andisthere...”

"Y eah— check around the docks and find out the name of that pilot.”

Culhane returned the registration card and the pen and took hisroom key. Heimagined it was till warm
from being lost in the depths of Mulrooney's purse.

He wanted to strangle Sebastiao.



* * %

The woman sitting across from Scott Palmer was stunning, Culhane thought.

He waved away the maitre d' and walked out onto the veranda, crossed the flagstone patio floor and
made hisway toward the table.

Pdmer stood when Culhane reached the table. "Helene, thisis my old friend's brother, Josh Culhane. |
wastelling you about him. Hes awriter. And, Josh, thisis Dr. Helene Chavez."

Culhane took her proffered hand. She had a solid grip for awoman.
"I'veread your books, Mr. Culhane. Quite exciting,” she said.

"Drop anoteto my editor. Helovesto hear that kind of stuff,” Culhane said, and smiled. He sat down
next to Pamer, and Helene Chavez began speaking.

"Perhaps | should explain alittle bit about myself sncewell be traveling together. I'm employed by
Pdmer Industries as one of their medica officers. My father was Argentinian and my mother Brazilian.
They were divorced. Quite scandaous at thetime. So | grew up in both cultures, speaking both Spanish
and Portuguese. And | went to college and medical school in America, which accounts for my English.”
And sheamiled.

"Yourevery direct,” Culhanetold her.

"I'vefound that it'sawonderful time-saver. Y ou're very handsome.”

"I'vefound that to be awonderful time-saver, too," Culhanetold her.

"You aredso very direct.”

Culhane turned to Palmer. "' So— give me the information. I've got problems, too, now. Fanny
Mulrooney went upriver on her own, and she's got some guys chasing her, and I'm going to have to catch
her on the way upriver with the ransom.”

"Josh— thisisacomplication. The kidnappers said—"

"I don't think that an extrawoman aong will bother the kidnappers,”" Helene Chavez interjected. Culhane
turned to face her. Her blue eyes were piercing. Her dmost black hair cascaded in wavesto her bare
shoulders and beyond, the white dress she wore accentuating the degpness of her tan. "Cal it intuition.
The important thing is that the ransom gets upriver just asthey directed, and that there be no police. We

can dwaysleave Mr. Culhanesfriend a one of theriver stationsif we haveto.”

"Gee, Fanny would lovethat,” Culhane muttered. ™Y ou bet." And he turned to Paimer. "What's this about
getting upriver ‘asthey directed?”

"That's part of it, Josh. Y ou take a plane up to Manaus. Theres ariver station just beyond there, and you
transfer to aboat. They even said which one.”

"l have to go beyond Manaus— to Ouro."



Helene Chavez spoke. "The riverboat stops near there, but that iswell past Manaus.”

"l haveto get Fanny!"

"Shélll bedl right— you can probably catch her at Manaus. If you don't, then get this boat to let you off
near Ouro and rent a car or buy one— whatever you need. Whatever kind of person sheis, she can't get
inthat much danger in just an extraday or two."

Culhane looked at Palmer. "Y ou dont..."

"| think it'swonderful that you're so devoted to your friend,” Helene Chavez said. "But your brother was
Scott's best friend, his commanding officer, | understand. And Scott'swife, Amdina... we know she'sin
danger. And if we don't keep to their schedule, the terroristswill kill her.”

Culhane |ooked directly a Pamer. "What isit I'm taking upriver? Money? Diamonds? What isit?'

"Gold," PAmer answered after amoment. "A million dollars worth, more or less. One hundred forty-six
pounds of it. It'll be carried in two suitcases. Each ingot isthe size of ahouse brick. Theterroristswere

very specific.”
"Do you have any ideawhat group thisis? What their track record is?'
"No— and they told me not to try to find out.”

Culhane nodded, stubbing out his cigarette, Spping at the glass of ice water in front of him. A cool breeze
blew, but the sun on the veranda was hot.

"The man in charge of the riverboat is not involved, but hell have anote for you," Pamer continued.
"Read it, and follow the directionsin the note to the letter. Please, Josh."

" Scott told me that the directions should tell us how far to go up the Negro.”
Culhane looked hard at Helene Chavez. "Dr. Chavez, have you ever done anything like this before?"
"No, | haven't. | was upriver once afew years ago. But no, not redly."

"I've never delivered aransom, but I've been into afew things. This could get very dangerous. | dontt
know how much Scott mentioned about that.”

"I'm prepared for whatever risks | must take. Scott's father was afine man. My father worked for him, as
| work for Scott now. I'm doing this because | want to— not because Scott threatened to fire me or
somethingif | didn't.”

Culhane sgnded to the waiter. He wasn't hungry, but he figured he should be.

Chapter Thirteen



"Hell," Culhane snarled, damming the hotel-room door behind him. He was sorry he had agreed to help.
Hefound himsdf staring at the bed. Mulrooney had dept there. Where she dept tonight he didn't know.
Hefdt likewringing her neck, except wringing her neck would hurt her and he wanted to do just the
opposite— to protect her from harm. He would wring Sebastiao's neck. Sebastiao should have known
better. He would take the rifle he had given Sebastiao and break it over his...

"Shit," he snarled again, walking to the center of the room and taking out his Bali-Song to cut the rope
around the packages that contained his guns. He cut the cord, then used the knife to cut through the
heavy wrapping tape. He dropped into a squat on the floor beside the partialy opened packages, ripping
away the wrappings, pretending he was ripping away someone's face instead.

The shoe box with the taped lid. He reached back to the bed for hisknife, using it to cut through the
tape. Heripped off the lid. Packed in newspaper was his Metdife Custom six-inch-barreled Smith &
Wesson Model 629 .44 Magnum. A piece of newspaper was stuck in one of the trapezoidal
Mag-na-port dots flanking the front sight. He plucked the newspaper free, then opened the cylinder,
checking its empty condition. He closed the cylinder, hisright fist closing over the Pachmayr gripped buit.

"All right, Sebastiao— you take a defensdaless woman— never mind she's crazy— but take her into the
jungle, huh?" He double-actioned the empty revolver toward the blue sky beyond the drawn-back

drapes covering the balcony doors. Finally he set the revolver down. Packed in the box with it wasiits
custom-made full-flap holster, the wide, double-billeted Safariland gun belt and the three now-empty
hinged dump boxes that would soon hold six rounds each. In the box, too, was the black-handled

Gerber MKl fighting knife, with its black sheath that also nested the sharpening stedl for it. The sheath,
the holster and the belt were dl the color of hismood. Black. He set these aside and emptied the box.
The Break Free CLP to clean and lubricate his weapons. The Cattle Baron Leather Cattlehide Cream, to
preserve his holster and belt, even hisboots. The jungl€'s oppressive humidity made the cream and
lubricant a necessity. The two-foot-long Collins machete and the Cattle Baron back sheath to houseit.

He pried open the other box. He had sent therifle to hisfriend Ron Mahovsky to be Metalifed before
taking it into the jungle. But when he opened the box— there had been no time to open it before shipping
it— hedidn't recognize the gun. It had been avery ordinary, very nicely blued Browning B-92
lever-action .44 Magnum. He had aways liked the idea of ahandgun and arifle using the same cartridge.
He was a Western buff right down to his cowboy boots, he redlized.

There was anote insde the box and he opened it.

Dear Josh,

Y ou may fed kind of upset. Your girl friend Fanny asked meto do this. If you don' likeit, I'll trade it
back from you for astandard B-92. But | tried it, and the gun works great with the trick lever and the set
screw. And thelaser engraving Laser Cregtions did on the stock isreal pretty.

It was Signed by hisfriend Mahovsky.

Culhane lifted therifle out of the box to examineit. The lever had been replaced by an oversize
bow-shaped lever, the kind John Wayne had used on hisrifle. In the trigger-guard position of the lever
was aset screw. Culhaneturned it by hand. When turned in, it would contact the trigger when the lever
was closed. When turned out, it would not. When turned in, each time the lever was worked, the gun
would automaticaly fire. The Metdifing had made al the metal surfacesadull-glver color, and small
slver eagleswere just forward of the barrel band inset on each side of the front stock. The underside of
the front stock was deeply laser engraved: JOSH CULHANE. Theright side of the butt stock was



engraved with alarge eagle with wings outspread, a banner in itstalons reading The Taker.

He shook his head. The rifle was amost too pretty to use. But held take it upriver after he cleaned it and
saw to hisother gear. And after agood night's deegp—

Helaughed at that. He was very worried about Fanny. After he thanked her for the beauttiful rifle, hedd
punch her in the mouth. But the trouble was, Culhane sighed, that he knew he wouldn't, no matter how
much she deserved it.

Chapter Fourteen

It was hot insde the floatplane. Mulrooney stood up, remembering just in time that fusel ages taper as
they go from front to back and ducking her head before hitting it. She grabbed the ridiculous hat and
started forward, catching up her purse over her shoulder and stopping at the hatch. She stuck out her
head. It was nearly dark, the sun setting upriver. She shouted to the pilot, "How'sit going?"

But hedidn't answer her.

Sebadtian, standing on the wing stem behind Cd Cummings, explained, "Itisafud line, M.F. Heisfixing
it"

"Wonderful." Mulrooney shrugged. "Thismay seem like an inggnificant problem, but | haveto go to the
bathroom."

Sebastian looked at her.

The pilot turned his handsome face up from the engine cowling and looked at her. "1 got a Porta-Boat—
not a porta-potty. Y'all wannatake aleak, lady, get Sebastiao to break out the dinghy and row ya
ashore.”

"Y ou're aprince, you know that, Cummings?'
Hedidn't answer her, turning back to the engine cowling and taking the flashlight from Sebastiao.

* * %

The green folding boat was secured dong one interna portion of the fuselage, and Mulrooney had hel ped
Sebadtiao get it by the hatch and into the water, folding it open and placing the two seatsinsdeit. It had
suddenly gone from something the size of alarge surfboard to athree-man boat that could be used with a
motor or oars. All they had were oars, and though Mulrooney had offered, Sebastiao had rowed her
ashore. He had offered to accompany her and stand nearby, but she had told him she'd been going to the
bathroom by hersdf for alongtime.

She had aflashlight that Sebastiao provided, but it wasn't so dark that she redly needed it yet, and she
walked away from the shore, carefully picking her footing.

There were strange noises— but they redly weren't strange noises, Mulrooney told hersdlf. They were



just strange to her. Jungle noises. Her footsteps were really the dien sounds. She held that thought as she
found a sufficiently secluded-looking spot.

One of the strange noises was redly starting to sound strange— and close.

She finished, but she left her purse open while she adjusted her clothes and straightened her knee-high
stockings. Mary Frances Mulrooney refused to be intimidated by the moaning noise she heard from the

jungle

As shetugged at the brim of her hat, something haf the Size of aB-52 and twice asloud buzzed past her
ear. "Hang tight, M.F.,” Mulrooney told herself. Cmly she started walking back toward Sebastiao.

The moaning sounds were louder. The light around her was purple now, the shadows long.
Something swatted at her face and she jumped. It was only abroad leaf, haf in shadow, hdf in light.

She tried whistling. Something touched her right arm benesth the short deeve of her shirt. Another |eef,
shetold hersalf and looked down.

It was ahand— hairy and huge— and it started to close around her forearm. She looked into the
darkness past the hand, aong the massive furry arm and into eyes that seemed dmost to emit light. They
were staring at her.

"An overactiveimaginaion," Mary Frances Mulrooney told hersdlf.

But the eyes till stared at her out of the darkness, and she could fedl the hand on her arm. She pulled her
arm away from the hairy hand and screamed, " Sebastiao!" Then she started to run.

"Sebadtian!" She could hear noises behind her, something huge crashing through the jungle after her,
amost fed breeth on the back of her neck, her hair stuffed up under her hat.

"Sebastiao! Sebastiao!” The moaning noises were louder, closer. " Sebastiao— ow!" And shefdll against
Sebastiao's chest.

"Menina— what isit?'

"Some big hairy monkey tried grabbing me! Hes—"

Mulrooney edged behind Sebastiao, and he raised hisrifle to his shoulder. She stared into the jungle.
But nothing was there and the moaning noise was gone.

Sebastiao made the sign of the cross.

"What isit?'

"The mgpinguari.”

"The maping-what?'



"Themagpinguari.” And he crossed himsdf again. "Menina, the legends are told of the monkeys. No one
has seen them but women, and these women have never been seen again to tell of them. They kidnap
women in the night and drag them off into the jungle— perhapsfor..."

"Yourepullingmy leg."
"The gtories of the mapinguari— they have been told for generations, M.F."

"l just decided | want to see how Mr. Congeniality is doing— let's get outta here.” And despite the heat
of thejungle, as she held Sebastiao'sarm dl the way back to the dinghy, she couldn't help shivering.

Chapter Fifteen

He checked the face of hisgold Rolex President. Josh Culhane was running late. The bellman had
brought Culhane's luggage down ten minutes before. Most of it was packed in PAmer's customized
Mercedes convertible— he kept company cars everywhere— aong with Helene Chavez's luggage, and
Helene Chavez. Two suitcases were flanking his chair. Every bandit on theriver, every hoodlum in every
city would have heard of the kidnapping of hiswife and know that aransom would be paid. It was why
Pamer needed aman like Culhane to get the ransom upriver in thefirst place.

The elevator doors opened and Palmer stood up, seeing Culhane as he stepped out and into the lobby.
Culhane noticed him, grinned and waved, then started across the [obby.

Absently, Pamer thought Culhane looked like Sean Dodge from The Takers books. Tdl, lean, afull-flap
military-style holster at hisright hip, partially covered by hiskhaki bush jacket, the jacket open, the belt
stuffed into the side pockets. Faded Levi'swere bloused over black Vietnam-era G.l. combat boots.
What looked like some kind of musette bag hung at Culhan€e'sleft Sde, partidly conceded beneath the
bush jacket, and bel ow the bush jacket Palmer could see the bottom portion of along black knife shegth.
In hisleft hand, Culhane carried a broad-brimmed, low-crowned Confederate-gray Stetson. At least it
would be a Stetson if Culhane were true to Sean Dodge in the books. The gun in the holster would be a
customized 629 .44 Magnum. The knife would be a Gerber MkIl. And somewhere on his person would
be Dodge's Bali-Song. The musette bag— he remembered from the booksit was really a Norwegian
army engineer's bag— would hold the top-of-the-line Victorinox Swissarmy knife, aG.l. lensatic
compass, an extra package of Pall Malls, asmall |eather notebook, a pen, a Cutter snake-bite kit, and a
red-and-white box of Federal .44 Magnumsfor the revolver.

Culhane shifted the Stetson into hisright hand and ran the fingers of hisleft through hisbrown hair, then
pulled the cowboy hat on low over his eyes as he stopped in front of PAmer.

"Sorry I'm afew minutes|late. | tried caling the Manaus hotel Fanny and | were going to use. They
haven't seen her. Checked with the police up there, too. She hasn't gotten into any trouble they know of "

"Youll find her— and you'll get Amdinaback for me. | have confidenceinyou," Pamer told Culhane,
letting himsdf amile

Culhane only nodded. Then he glanced down at the cases. "That it?"



"That'sit. Y our pack, your other gear and your rifle are dready in the car. Heleneswaiting for us.
Figured I'd drive you down to the docks and see you safely aboard the plane.”

Culhane nodded again, picking up one of the suitcases. " Seventy-three pounds plus the weight of the
suitcase, right?'

"Right."

"| can fed every ounce of it," Culhane said, grinning, then started across the lobby and toward the
revolving doors.

Pamer noticed afew of the guests staring at Culhane's gun as heleft the hotdl. But Culhane would belike
Sean Dodge; dl of the paperwork would be in order for the gun.

Pdmer hefted the second suitcase and started after Culhane, following him out into the street. Culhane
stood at the curb. "1'm going to put these on the back seat and on the floor. Otherwise your trunk'll get
weighed down."

"Good ideg," Pamer said, nodding. Culhane set one of the cases on the seat between where he would sit
and Helene Chavez aready sat. Palmer watched her eyes as she looked at the suitcase. PAmer leaned in,
putting the second suitcase on the floor beside Helene Chavez.

He climbed into the car behind the whed, finding his driving cap on the seat and pulling it on. "All right,
buckle up. I'm arecklessdriver." Heforced alaugh, fired the engine and glanced behind him, waiting for
abresk in treffic.

He could hear Culhane talking to Helene Chavez. "I'll assume you're armed, Dr. Chavez."

"Please, asl told you last night, it's Helene."

"Helene"

"And yes, but I'm afraid nothing as big as what you seem to have there. Just alittle .25 automatic |
aways carry for protection— herein my purse.”

"Don't shoot anything that can shoot back with one of those."

Pamer saw his break and took it, peeling away from the curb, calling over his shoulder, "Wetalked
about it last night some, Josh, but every crook in Brazil should be after this ransom.”

"And they'll know I've got it, with you driving usto the docks."
"| shouldathought— I'm sorry..."

"They'd probably know anyway. Good thing | work out with weights, or otherwise | wouldn't be ableto
cary it," Culhanesad, laughing. "And you rdax— I'll find Amdina."

"I know you will, Josh. I'm really counting on you— more than you redlize.”

Palmer took the left and turned off toward the docks.



Culhane found the ashtray and lit acigarette, his hands cupped around the lighter's flame. Helene Chavez
was talking. She seemed to do that alot, he reflected. "This should be quite an adventure— up the
Amazon, wild animals, river pirates, terrorigs. | bet thiswill bein one of your books someday.”
"Probably,” Culhane agreed.

"Maybe | can be the heroine.”

Culhane looked at her and smiled. "Would you like that?*

Sheactudly giggled. "It would be kind of fun.”

"Tel youwhat I'll do,” Culhane began. "If | writeit that way, I'll—" But he stopped, losing the thought. A
hearse was coming up fast behind them, ablack Cadillac of early 1970s vintage. Culhane asked Pamer,
"Scott, are there any cemeteries out thisway— or any funeral homes?'

"Neither one, at least | don't think—"

Culhane turned to Helene Chavez. "Y ou're a doctor— how do they usually pick up acorpse?
Ambulance or hearse?'

"An ambulance usudly, but—"
Culhane reached to hisright hip, popping the snap on the flap holster, drawing the 629, hisfist closing

over the Pachmayr gripper stocks. " Get down between the seats! Hurry!" he told Helene Chavez.
" Scott— get us outta herel”

"Right”

Culhane pulled the Stetson from his head, tossing it into the front seat beside Palmer, the revolver across
his Iap now as he eyed the hearse.

Culhane could hear the whine of the Mercedess engine. The scenery on both sides of them— rundown
houses, yards— was al ablur as he kept his eyes focused tightly on the Cadillac hearse. It was speeding

up.

From the corner of his eye he saw them coming. First one, then a second and then athird. Motorcycles,
big powerful-looking machines.

"Got agun, Scott?!

"Yeeh, alittle thirty-eight snubby. Holy Jes—"

"Hand it back hereto Heleng!"

Helene Chavez's head popped up, her right hand reaching over Palmer's right shoul der.

She took the gun. "What do you want me to do with it?"



"If I need a second gun fast, give it to me. Otherwise, stay down and keep it beside you," said Culhane,
shoving her down between the sedts.

The big motorcycleswere closing in, the roar of the Cadillac hearse's engine loud now.

What looked like amoon roof opened over the driver's seat of the hearse and abody popped up.
Culhane recognized the shape in the hands. " Scott, swerve her right and left— fast!" Culhane threw
himsdlf across the seet, submachine-gun fire opening up from the moon roof of the hearse. Culhane
peered up, snapping hisbig gun over the seat back and across the folded-back top of the Mercedes and
firing, the .44 Magnum rocking in his hands. He ducked, hearing the sound of submachine-gun bullets
hitting the Mercedess body. "Keep down aslow asyou can, Scott!" Culhane shouted. He assumed
Palmer was il dive since the car wasn't out of control; there was no time to look. Culhane shoved the
revolver up again and fired, the subgun il firing from the hearse.

Lighter, higher-pitched cracks— it sounded to Culhane like a 5.56mm— were coming from the nearest
of the motorcycles. Culhane peered up. It was an assault rifle. "He'sagood biker," he mumbled under his
breath. Culhane pushed up, snapping the .44 Magnum out to full extension and double-actioning the
trigger. The shot tore the biker from his machine, the assaullt rifle firing skyward. "Was, anyway," Culhane
remarked, ducking, more submachine gun fire exploding from the hearse. Culhane edged over farther
from Pamer's sdeto draw fire away from Pamer. He looked up. The downed bike had skidded aong
the street and into the front porch of asmall house. The porch and the bike were on fire.

Culhane ducked. Another gun was opening up from one of the two remaining motorcycles— apistol by
the sound of it.

Culhane pegged the shots as coming from the one on the | eft of the Mercedes. He pushed up, firing the
44 Magnum, missing, pulling the gun out of recoil and, on target again, double-actioning a second shot.
The biker's body snapped from the saddle and was impaled on a chain link fence running dongside the
curb. The bike spun out across the middle of the street, and the third biker tried to jump it, the bikein
midair as Culhanefired his sixth shot. The bike exploded, the gastank hit.

Submachine-gun fire from the hearse shredded the convertible top and its cover, thudding into the front
seat back behind Culhane. ™Y ou till with us, Scott?”

"Still withya"

Culhane snatched one of the Safariland Speedloaders from the bag at hisleft Sde, dumping the empty
brass from the Magnum onto the sest, ramming the |oader against the gector star, charging al six
chambers. The Speedloader shoved into his bush-jacket pocket, Culhane dammed closed the cylinder
and fired toward the windshield of the hearse— one shot, then another and then athird, hiswrist taking
it, hishand hurting. The Cadillac hearse swerved but kept coming. Before he ducked under ahail of
gunfire, Culhane noticed that achunk of glassthe sze of agrapefruit was out of the hearse's windshield
on theright-hand sde.

He could hear the roar of the Cadillac's engine now— louder.

"They're gpeeding up. | can just see'emintherearview mirror," Pamer shouted over the dipstream and
the gunfire.

""Helene— gimme the second gun— quick!™ Hisleft hand found the butt of the revolver. " Scott, when |



shout— no gasfor acount of ten, then give her everything she's got. Okay?"

Culhaneroseto hisfull height, standing now between the front and the back seets, the little snubby
revolver in hiswaistband. The Magnum wasin both fists. Culhane fired once, then again, then again.
Another chunk of the Cadillac's windshield was blown out. A headlight was gone.

Culhane very ddiberately took aim on the Cadillac afourth time, but he knew there wasn't another shot
[]8

"Now, Scott— no gas!"

The Mercedes started to dow, Culhane balancing himsdlf, the Cadillac shooting forward. The
subgunner's face was visble now, aleering grin, exposing yelowed teeth and black eyes.

Culhane threw the Magnum to the seet, raising hishandsinto the air. The Cadillac was beside them.
Culhane kept counting. "Ten!" The Mercedes dammed forward, Culhane throwing himself down across
the shredded convertible top, the little Colt .38 Specid in both fists, hisfinger pumping the trigger again
and again and again until there was nothing but aclick. The subgunner's body had crumpled back across
the moon roof opening, swaying from side to Sde, the subgun clattering to the street, the Cadillac
skidding, jumping the curb, crashing through awooden fence, and coming to astop.

Culhane dropped into the seat. "Drive like hell, Scott!" He remembered to breathe....

Chapter Sixteen

Manaus had seemed like a good-si ze town. Mulrooney made amenta note that after she found the
Amazon girl and located the lost Amazon city, she should stop there on the way back to do some
shopping.

But they were out of the city now, the obnoxious pilot just amemory, faithful Sebastiao at the whed of
the Ford Bronco, and high, grassy savannah on both sides of the well-paved road.

Sebastiao had dept aboard the aircraft, as had Mulrooney, and they had been driving since before dawn.
Mulrooney had noticed that the speedometer was printed in both miles and kilometers, and the

miles-per-hour figure was high. She saw another reason why Sebastiao got along well with Culhane; he
was also acrazy driver. The needle hadn't dipped below eighty for the past two hours.

"Would you, ah, like meto drive? I've got an international driver'slicense. Got aBrazilian license, too—
you must betired.”

"I know the roads, menina— it is better for me to drive. Soon we will leave the good road and be on
onethat isdirt and sometimes washes out. It is better that | drive, menina.”

"Remember— no more of this menina stuff, okay?"

"Yes, M.F— | remember."



She looked away from hislittle face and back at the Greek phrase book in her hands. "Hero pally,” she
sad out loud, reading the phonetic pronunciation.

"M.F.?'
"Hero polly— it means 'Delighted to meet you' in Greek. How about that?"
Sebastiao didn't answer.

* * %

It was nearly dusk when she opened her eyes and stared around her for amoment, trying to wake up.
Sebadtiao il sat at the whedl of the Bronco, and the dashboard lights were on now. She could fed the
roughness of the road. The speedometer hovered at seventy. "What timeisit, Sebastiao?"

"Nearly seven, menina.”

"We've been on theroad for... what... fourteen hours?' She remembered their last stop at around three
o'clock, Sebastiao on one side of the road beside a bush and hersdf off in the brush. "How much
farther?' shefindly asked, yawning, stretching her arms up to where her hands touched the roof of the
Bronco, her feet pressed out against the floorboards.

"Ouro is maybe another ten miles, M.F.— and the place of the man Sergio is twenty miles beyond the
town, | think."

Shelaughed, glancing a the speedometer. " Another five minutes or so then, huh?”

"There are no traffic police like you have," hetold her, smiling. She could barely see hisfacein the
reflected lights of the dashboard.

"You know, | haveto say this, Sebastiao— you're okay."

"Thank you very much, menina— you are okey-dokey, too."

Mulrooney laughed, feding around in her pursefor her cigarettes and lighter. She wondered if Culhane
had gotten to Belém yet and read her note. She dmost hoped he hadn't, but in away she hoped he had
and that he wasin hot pursuit. Hewould be angry. That was putting it mildly, she thought as shellit her
cigarette. But it would be nice to see him. She amiled.

"Y ou hungry, Sebastian?"

"Sm, menina. A little"

"Hang loose, pa." Shetwisted around in the seat onto her bruised knees, thefilter tip of the cigarette
clamped in her teeth as she arted fishing in the big orange container in the back of the vehicle,

Maybe Sebastiao was only alittle hungry, she thought, but she was starving.

* % %



The town of Ouro was like some of the smdler townsin Georgia; it could be driven through without
redly noticing it, especialy with darkness full and complete suddenly upon them. They had driven on,
resuming Sebastiao's breskneck pace for atime, and then, after turning on to what she would have
labeled aranch or farm road, he had dowed to fifty. Mulrooney could fed the vehicle dipping and
skidding dong the road's surface, but she said nothing.

Looming ahead of them just ingde the boundary of their headlightswas ahouse. It wastall, and grayish
looking in the shadowy light, and ornately Victorian, bedecked with intricately patterned woodwork.
Beneath the Bronco's tires she could now hear the crunch of gravel.

Sebastiao was dowing the Bronco. Mulrooney thought she could just barely detect alight in one of the
firgt-floor windows.

The Bronco dowed siill more, skidding alittle, Mulrooney hearing gravel flying and pelting at the
undercarriage of the Bronco, the vehiclefindly stopping.

"| think thisisthe place, menina. | do not likeit."

Mulrooney opened the Velcro tabs holding together the center compartment of her bag. Her right hand
touched lightly at the grips of the Ross revolver. "Itll bedl right, Sebastiao— don't worry,” shetold him.

He had aready gotten out of the car, his door open and the dome light on. He'd rebuckled the gun belt at
hiswaist, then walked around the front of the vehicle and to her side, opening the door.

"Thank you," she told him. She had worn asweater across her shoulders since afew minutes after
awakening and had |ft it there, the night air chill. Her purse hung from her shoulder beneath the swegter.
Sheleft her hat on the seet.

Sebadtiao wa ked beside her as Mulrooney pushed her shoulder-length hair back from her face. Another
light came on in the house, and then another in what was apparently ahalway.

Mulrooney and Sebastiao stopped at the foot of three concrete steps that led to the wide, long front
porch. The door opened.

A man was framed in the doorway, backlit so Mulrooney could not see hisface or festures. He said
something in Portuguese, and she looked at Sebastiao as he answered.

And then the voice from the doorway— she noticed the hand that belonged to it held some kind of big
gun, maybe a shotgun— said in English, "So you are the one Ba thazar knows."

"Knew," Mulrooney corrected Sergio Cdlini. "Hewaskilled afew daysago.”
"I should ask you why, no?" His English had an Italian accent.

"It had something to do with an ancient artifact he had acquired. There wasn't timeto ask any questions. |
jugt ranfor my life"

"And s0," Cdini said after along pause, "you cometo seethe girl? No?'

"Yes. I'm M.F. Mulrooney— well, | guessyou know that."



"Y ou write about thisgirl ?"

"Y es— maybe. If she'sgenuine. I've got to see her to know. Tak with her."
"Y ou spesk Greek?"

"l have aphrase book. I'll get by."

"I spesk Greek. | will help you. We go inmy car. If we drive through the night we will be there shortly
after dawn. Sheisonmy ranch.”

"Maybe I'm confused,” Mulrooney began, looking up a him across the porch. "But | thought thiswas
your ranch.”

"No— it ismany miles. Wewill go then quickly."

"Sebadtian, just get what well need.” Sheturned to Sergio Celini. "Unlessyou want usto dl goin
Sebastiao'scar.”

"He does not go. | told Balthazar Muhammed | would take only you— nobody else, signorina.”
"M.F—just cal meM.F., Mr. Cdini."

"Sergio, then.”

"Thank you." Mulrooney turned to Sebadtiao. "Why don't you wait for mein Ouro—"

"No, menina— Senhor Culhane— hewill..."

"'l bedl right."

"He can wait for us at the river station above the fork where the one-legged man Raphadl runs the bar.”
"l know the place," Sebastiao volunteered. "But | do not likethis."

Mulrooney reached out in the darkness, found Sebastiao's left arm and held it tight. "I'll be all right. Don't
you worry abit. And have adrink for me a the one-legged man's bar."

Sebastiao turned hisface toward her. Celini must have moved, shifted his position in the doorway,
because she could see Sebagtiao's face clearly in the ydlow light. "It isnot agood thing, M.F."

She dtill held Sebastiao'sarm. "I'll bedl right." She turned and looked at Cdlini. "Got a bathroom | could
use— to freshen up?'

He stepped out onto the porch. "Yes."

Sebastiao stepped onto the porch before she could say anything. "After the menina— me, too."

"All right.”



Mulrooney started up onto the porch. She paused at the doorway, in the light there till not seeing Cdini's
face but seeing his gun— a short double-barreled shotgun. "That looks like something out of aWestern
movie"

"Ross makesit," Sebagtiao said absently.

Mulrooney stepped inside. She regretted opening her mouth about the bathroom, but it wastoo late to
back out.

Copies of al the American tabloid newspapers she could think of were stacked against both walls of the
hallway, index cards sticking out periodicaly from each stack. Sheimagined it was some sort of
reference system.

"The bathroom is through the room on your right, Signorina Mulrooney.”
She turned around and findly saw Sergio Cdlini'sface. Hisface was dirty looking, asif perspiration had
turned to grease. And his black beard— there was some gray in it— was unkempt. The khaki shirt he

wore had large swest stains under the armpits, but they were not aslarge asthe salt stains where swesat
had dried. She estimated the shirt got washed as often as he shaved.

Turning to her right, she entered what was probably the house's dining room but which now served the
function of alibrary. Paperback romance novelslittered the tables and chairs, some of them decades old
from the clothes of the women on the covers. She waked past, and through asmall doorway.

It was the bathroom.

"I'll beright out,” she said, closing the door behind her, not touching the doorknob any more than she had
to.

"Ugh," Mulrooney murmured, and shivered involuntarily. She stood in the middle of the floor, mentaly
going through the motions of doing what she had to do. She wanted to be there areasonable time, and
had no desire to offend Celini. But she wondered if he were cagpable of being offended. Thetoilet tank
was covered with tabloid newspapers. She saw no toilet paper.

There was no soap on the sink, and she wondered if the sink had been turned on at al recently.

She decided she had been in the bathroom long enough. Shetried looking in the mirror, but it wastoo
dirty to return aclear image.

She balanced on one booted foot and worked the handle on the toilet with her other foot.
At least it flushed.

Carefully, touching it aslittle as possible, she turned the doorknob and let herself out.
Mulrooney put on abig smile. "l fed better now—"

Sebastiao walked past her and closed the bathroom door behind him. There were times, she reflected,
when being aman was a decided advantage.



Alonewith Cdini, shetried making conversation. "Bathazar was never too specific. How did you find the
gn?'

"Inthejungle
llBlJt_ll

" She had fought with some wild animal, | think. She was— how do you say the word— unconscious,
no?'

"Yes— | mean, that's how you say theword.”

"S— unconscious. Wetook charge of her, cleaned her up. She waitsfor you there. You think sheisa
real Amazon?'

"] don't know. It would be niceif shewere."
"S. How much you pay for story in papers?’

"If she'sthe genuine article, you'll bewell paid. But | have to see her, to talk with her. Did she recover
from her wounds?"

"Yes, very quickly. She heded.”

"How does shefed about..."

"About what?' Celini asked. Mulrooney eyed the shotgun he held casudly in the crook of hisright arm.
Josh Culhane wasn't much of a shotgunner, but she had always thought that to be safe the gun was
aways broken open. This onewasn't.

"Well— | mean— how did you get her to stay?'

"We havelocked her in acage— awild anima cage. Sheisawild animd. Y ou will see.”

Mulrooney heard the toilet flush through the bathroom door and heard the door opening.

Shelooked over her shoulder at Sebastian. "1 think | will come adong, Senhor Celini," Sebastiao began.
"Then nobody goes."”

Mulrooney stepped between them. " Sebastiao will wait for me at that bar you talked about.” And she
looked at Sebadtiao, into hiseyes. "If we get to Mr. Cdlini's ranch by early morning, | can meet the girl
and—" Mulrooney looked into Celini's black eyes. They were watching her. "How long adriveisit from
your ranch to the place on the river where Sebastiao will meet us?'

"Six hours, maybe saven.”

"Can you take me there by nightfal tomorrow?"



"§—yes. | candothisthing.”
Mulrooney looked back to Sebastian. "Then I'll see you tomorrow night. Wait up for me.”
Sebastiao nodded and she saw the look in his eyes. He understood. She knew he did.

"Wego then," Cdini said. Heturned on hished and walked past the litter of romance novels and into the
halway.

Sebhagtiao took her arm, " Menina— do not do this."

"If I'm not there tomorrow night, bring in the Marines, okay?' And she leaned up and kissed Sebagtiao
on the cheek.

Then she walked after Sergio Cdlini.

Chapter Seventeen

Culhane had showered and changed and dept along but uneasy night. A million dollarsingold intwo
suitcases beside his bed hadn't made for untroubled rest. And he was beginning to think he was as
attractive to women as he made Sean Dodgeto bein The Takers. Firg it had been theill-fated Mdissa
Burroughs. And now Helene Chavez. She had invited him into her room and he had declined.

Hewas avictim of the modern age, Culhane thought, walking back and forth on the verandain front of
his room, waiting for someone from the boat crew to come and help with hisluggage. No matter how
hard he tried— and he didn't try that hard— he could not convince himsdlf that it was acceptable for a
man to cheat on awoman and unacceptable for awoman to cheat on aman.

Fanny Mulrooney wasfaithful to him. Helit acigarette. And he was faithful to her. Goddammit.

Culhane heard footsteps along the veranda and he turned, expecting to see one of the boat crew. It was
impossible for him aoneto carry his pack, his stuff sack, hisrifle and the two suitcases.

But it was a priest— black shirt with dog collar, wrinkled black suit, afull head of dark hair, and aface
that looked very Mediterranean. The priest looked ridiculoudy physicdly fit.

And the priest looked up from apparently studying his shoes. He stopped. " Jeff— they said—"
Culhane swalowed hard. " Sergeant Santini?"

"Youre—"

"Josh— Josh Culhane. Damascus Santini?"

The priest jogged toward him, and in the next ingtant Culhane found the man pumping hishand. "My
God, and | redlly mean it when | say it, you look, well, just..."



"Jud likehim."

"You'rethekid brother—"

"By afew seconds— twins."

" Jeff ways said you were the last oneto get up. God. | can't believeit. Y our brother. I'm sorry, man—
he and I— we were, well, likethis™ And he brought the first and second fingers of hisright hand
together. "Y ou know?"'

Culhane laughed. "Y eah— | know." Heredlized he was smiling. "I talked with Scott Plmer. Hetold me
you'd become apriest. | had no ideayou were coming upriver."

"Missionwork." Santini kept shaking his head. Then he clapped his hands and threw hisarms around
Culhane. "God, | missyour brother."

Santini stepped away.

Culhane looked at him, into the degp-set eyes. "'l misshim, too."

"How the hdll did it happen?'

"Oh— he, ah— he burned to death. HE'd been shot. Some— some assholes— I'm sorry, Father—"

"It's Damascus. Y our brother was my best friend. Like my brother, only | never had one. But when | met
him1 did. And I'm your friend if you want me."

Culhane extended his hand to the man, and thistime it wasn't like being on the receiving end of apump
handle. It was ahard, firm, dry grip that somehow exuded something Culhane had found too rarely in the
world— trugt, honor, even strength. Histhroat wastight. "Do you drink?’

"Y eah— maybe too much.”

"Have afew drinkswith me before we get upriver. Then I'll tdl you dl of it."

Santini nodded. "Y ou got aded, my friend.”

Culhane was unable to talk for amoment. Helit aPall Mall, offering one to Santini. Santini took it and lit
it with hisown lighter. Culhane recognized the lighter. He had buried his brother with onejust likeit.

"Y ou met Scott. | was on that boat. Those terrorists— it was amassacre.”

Culhane looked into Santini's eyes again. He needed an ally— or he would. Fanny liked to talk about
sixth senses and things like that. But maybe she was right and there was one. " Guesswhat | got in that—
and inthat." Culhane gestured to the two suitcases.

"Aw, man— he got you?'

Culhane nodded. "He saved Jeff's life. What could | say? Anyway, | don't like terrorigts.”



"Sounds like something Sean Dodge would say.”

"Y ou read my books?"

"God help me, yeah."

Culhanelaughed. Then he got serious. "l got it— in there."

"What? Diamonds?'

"One hundred forty-six pounds of gold in ingots the size of house bricks."

"That must be—"

"A million bucks, Father."

"| told you— Damascus. A million dollars... !"

Culhane looked at Santini. "Y ou're supposed to be a shepherd to your flock, right?”
"y egh—"

"Help me shepherd this. Give me achanceto close my eyes oncein awhile. Kegp an eye on my back."

Santini's eyesflickered downward. Culhane could hear aparrot cal from off in therain forest beyond the
river-front hotel above Manaus.

"1, &, | don't have one of these anymore,” said Santini, tapping Culhane's full-flap holster.
"I've got asparein my pack."

"Y eah, but see— | can't, ah—'cause | might useit, you know, and—"

"Usng your eyesisokay, isntit?'

"My eyes" Santini said, squinting through acloud of exhaed cigarette smoke. "My eyes— they're your
eyes, man."

Culhanejust looked at him. His brother'sfriend. Now hisfriend.

Chapter Eighteen

He had called from the lobby after tracking Scott Palmer to Belém. Palmer had said he wastired. Pamer
had said many things, but Gunther Hoevermann had been insistent and Palmer had relented. Hoevermann
knocked again on the door to the hotel suite, and it opened under his hand.

It wasimpossible, perhaps, but Scott Pamer, Jr., seemed to have visibly aged sincether first meeting in



S&o L uis aong the docks when Hoevermann and his people had boarded the ship to interrogate the crew
of the freighter and the passengers who werefit to talk. It had been a brief meeting. Hoevermann had not
identified hims=lf beyond offering condolences. PAmer did not even remember it— that had been evident
when Hoevermann had brought Culhane to Palmer's hotel room— and Hoevermann had not mentioned
it.

"Good morning, Senhor Pamer."

"Good morning, Inspector. What can | do for you? I'm trying to run a business and make the telephone
company rich a the sametime here" PAmer said, amiling.

"Y ou own enterprises dl over the world?"

"Yes— more or less. Please comein.” Pamer stepped back from the door. Hoevermann passed him,
smelling the cigarette smoke and looking to Pamer's right hand where an unfiltered cigarette had burned
amost to PAmer'sflesh.

Hoevermann lit acigarette of hisown, Stting unbidden on one of the cushioned white wicker chairs by
the bal cony windows. The sunlight felt pleasantly warm in contrast to the air conditioning of the room.

"What did you cometo see mefor, Ingpector?’
Hoevermann looked up from his hat, flicking ashes from his cigarette into the ashtray on the glasstable
between the two chairs. "1 understand from the police reports that you, awoman whose last nameis

Chavez and the American writer Josh Culhane were set upon by robbers yesterday.”

"Y ou've read the reports with the local police. | can't tell you anything more. Y ou want more, talk to Mr.
Culhane when he gets back from upriver."

"Yes," Hoevermann said, "but by then it would be too late. Culhane carries your wifesransom. That is
clear. And everyone dong theriver knowsit. That isobvious.”

"Hewanted to help.”

"I'm sure. Whet did you smugglein?’

"You may aswell know. A large sum of money. They promised to return my wife."

"Evenif it wereamillion of your dollars,” Hoevermann said, "it would not guarantee her safety.”
Hoevermann noticed Pamer's cigarette. It was dead in PAmer'sfingers. "All any money paid these
terroristsswill do is guarantee more misery for the people of Brazil, more misery for peopleal over the
world. I wish to know their ingtructionsto you."

"l won' tll you."

"| can have you arrested.”

"Go ahead. | can close down every plant | ownin Brazil. Every shipment of components| sell into Brazil
can be canceled.”



"Y ou threaten to damage my nation's economy on one hand and to cause many innocent degths on the
other. Asapoliceman and not an economi<t, the deaths concern me more," Hoevermann declared. "If |
lock you up, if I confound your lawyers, & this stage it will yield nothing. If you will not talk to me here, |
doubt you will talk to me from behind bars." Hoevermann exhaed aloud sigh and stood up, stubbing out
hiscigarette ashe did.

He settled his hat on hishead. "But | will discover the exact nature of the ransom and where its point of
entry wasif it did not originate in Brazil— and | think it did not. And | will return and you will tell me
what | need to know. For | have never doubted that you are an honest man. Under the circumstances, |
would most likely do what you are doing were my wife— weve been married thirty-eight years— or one
of our childrenin jeopardy. Or one of my grandchildren. | would most likely do what you are doing.
Good day, senhor." He waked past PAlmer and |eft the room, going back toward the elevator.

He would probably do exactly what Pamer was doing. But somehow hefdt that what Palmer did was
unspeskable.

Chapter Nineteen

Culhane sat in the darkness beside Damascus Santini, the sounds of the river current lapping againgt the
boat the only distinct ones, but thousands of other sounds from the shore on both sides made a
background to the night.

Santini smoked a cigarette, molding atip from the ashes, thetip glowing againgt the plagtic ashtray
between hislegs.

Culhane leaned his head back against the gunwales.

Part of the quiet resulted from their relative a oneness. Helene Chavez was forward, talking with the
captain of the boat crew. He could hear her husky ato now and then. Aside from Santini, Helene Chavez
and himsdlf, only the captain and his crew had remained aboard, the other Six passengers going ashore to
theriver-gationinn.

Culhane had chosen deeping on the hard deck to a soft bed perhapsfilled with liceinsde aroom
possibly filled with roaches and flying insects. Not many people traveled the Negro tributary of the
Amazon much above Manaus. Those who could pay for plush accommodations were farther downriver
where ocean-going vessels could il travel.

"S0, you and this Fanny Mulrooney sound pretty tight,” Damascus Santini said finally.

"| checked with everyone could. She never stayed in Manaus. And the pilot returned to Belém. |
couldn't get hold of him. | have to figure she went out after this Greek girl she was so hot about.”

"Fanny sounds like quite awoman.”
"Sheis," Culhane said, laughing. "Good journalist. Good writer, you know— but, God— she'sdways

after this cockamamie weird stuff. Amazons— boy, | tdl you..." Culhane shook hisheed, lighting a
Cigarette.



"What are you going to do?'

"At the next river dation the boat captain saysthere's aguy who runsthe bar there— afellawith oneleg.
The captain says the barman knows someone in the interior who's probably the man Fanny was aluding
to. Cdini— Sergio Cdini."

"Y ou want me to watch the gold while you go into the interior after Fanny Mulrooney?"

"Y eah. The cagptain said he can dl thingsfor afew days. It'll get the rest of the passengers pretty ticked
off, but he can tdl thingslong enough. Scott gave him abundle to take me upriver, so the captain's eager
to please.”

"All right. I'll watch the suitcases. Buit like | told you— if push comesto shove, | don't know."

Culhane laughed. "Y ou're the best shot | have. And if Fanny's got Russianson her trall, | can't let her be
out thered| done.”

Helooked at Santini, and Santini nodded. "I'm going for awalk. Want to join me?"

"Naw," Culhane said, laughing. " Already saw the front of the boat— go ahead.”

Culhane looked up as Santini got to his feet. Helene Chavez was coming aft, down the ladder from the
cabin roof. She had changed from the bush shorts she had worn throughout the day into a short-deeved
blouse and loose-fitting midcalf-length skirt. She smiled at Santini and sat down in the spot on the port
Sde of the riverboat that Santini had vacated.

Culhane thought he caught Santini grin asthe priest waked forward.

"Y ou and Father Santini— how lucky for you to find afriend way out here.”

"Damascus Santini and my brother, Jeff, were in Specid Forcestogether in Vietnam."

"What does your brother— oh, Scott mentioned it. HE's dead, isn't he?”

llYall

Hefelt her hands on hisleft forearm as he stubbed out his cigarette. " Sometimes, well, things are eesier if
you share them," she whispered, and he felt her handsleave hisarm, felt her hands on his cheeks. He
turned to look at her, and in the darkness he could barely see her face. But he could fed her mouth press
hard againg his. Hisleft arm closed around her waist. Her mouth left hisand he could fed her hot breath
on hisface. "l share the cabin with the other woman. But sheis ashore tonight. Come share my bed with

meso | am not done”

Culhane could seelittle of her face in the shadow. "I'm not going to. And don't tell me I'm stupid— |
know | am."

She pulled away from him. "Y ou spesk Spanish— no?”’

"YS,"



"Hijo de puta.” She was up, running across the deck, then she disappeared in the shadows heading aft.

He guessed she had aright to call him what she called him. He knew what Sean Dodge would have
done. And maybe that was who Helene Chavez redlly wanted....

* * *

"Josh— wake up.”

Culhane opened his eyes. He'd been dreaming. He shook his head. The face above him was Damascus
Santini's. Culhanelooked at hiswrigt. It was dmaost four in the morning.

"Something on shore— | heard something. Men moving in the jungle. That'swhat it sounded like."

With amost anyone else, Culhane would have asked if he were sure it wasn't just an anima or something.
The stlandard jungle adventure-movie question. But his brother had survived in North Vietnam, fought in
the jungles, been hunted— and made it home. And Santini had been with his brother. So he didn't ask.
"Any idea how many?'

"Can't tell. The sound of the water around us getsin the way."

Culhane sat up, swesting from being under the lightweight deeping bag. Not having any mosquito netting
to cover him, he had dept under the bag despite the discomfort. He pulled the zipper down and did his
legs up and out. "All right. Y ou keep an eye on the suitcases and Helene Chavez. I'll get the captain up
and some of hismen. We can strike out toward the riverbank. Well have to use those duminum
rowboats we've been towing; there are too many gators, crocs and piranhato swimiit." Culhane buckled
his gun belt around hiswaist, falling back onto his butt as he shook his combat boots and socks, and
Sarted putting them on.

"Bandits after the you-know-what?" Santini said.

"Maybe," Culhane rasped. "Maybe the terrorists and they redlly don't want me getting it upriver. This
route crap they gaveto PAmer— | don't likeit. Never did.”

One boot was tied. Culhane began working on the other one. "Get the gold down below with Helene,"
Culhanewent on. "Then if the boat gets scuttled, it'll makeit just that much harder to fish up thegold.” He
was tying the second boot now. "And just in case things really get bad and you need it to save
somebody's life— not the suitcases— there's another Smith 629 in my backpack.” And he looked at
Santini as he garted forward, Santini heading for the portsiderail, Culhane for the starboard. "Hey, aren't
you supposed to say something religious and inspirationd ?"

"Congder it sad, okay?'

"You bet." And Culhane half tripped over thefirst of the boat crew, but it was agood way to start
waking the guy up.

* % %

They held the oars near the blade portion of the shaft, using them like paddies. Thisincreased the risk of



something sticking its mouth out of the water and grabbing for ahand, but it aso reduced the noise.
Culhane had set abook in Brazil once, and he remembered some of the Portuguese phrases he'd had
Sean Dodge use on acommando raid. Under his breath he started reciting them to be ready when they
beached the two rowboats and headed inland to the river station, which was about an eighth of amile
back from the riverbank.

He had heard no noisesin the jungle, but Santini had stopped hearing them aswell.

When Culhane had awakened the captain, the captain had said that perhapsif there were meninthe
jungle, they were theriver pirates of José Maria de Jesus, a murderous butcher.

Theirony of the name was not lost on Culhane. Joseph. Mary. Jesus.

Culhane's rowboat beached, and he jJumped from the rowing thwart and waded through the water and up
onto the mud, the others with him, tugging the boat onto the land.

The second boat beached, and Culhane signded " Slénciol ™ in alow whisper.

There was no noise now from the jungle. He could see the captain's eyes alittle in the intermittent light.
High clouds were scudding overhead. A pae hint of dawn glowed downriver.

What had Sean Dodge told the Brazilian commandos when they had prepared to penetrate the secret
Nazi chemicd-warfare plant? He remembered, and hoped he pronounced it right. He must have,
because to aman, each of the six crew members and the captain drew their blades: cane knives,
meachetes, flashy-looking Bowies, and Arkansas Toothpicks. Culhane unsheathed the Gerber from his

belt, ready. He whispered for the men to follow, and he started ahead toward the river gation, the men
close behind.

* * %

Mary Frances Mulrooney, despite her ready-to-burst bladder and her gut-leve fear of Sergio Cdlini,
redlized she had been adeep. Cdini wastaking to her.

She shook her head. "I'm sorry. | must have dozed off."
"Itisnearly dawn, signorina— thet isal | said. Soon wewill leave the Land Rover."
"| thought we were driving to your ranch.”

"We have been on my ranch for the last two hours, signorina, but sheisnot &t the ranch itself, but at a
mine at the north corner. That iswhere we keep thiswild girl. Friends protect her there.”

"What kind of amine?' Mulrooney asked him.

"Themineisnone of your concern, signorina. Y ou want to see the Greek girl and you will see her, and
then if you want story you will pay very much money to me beforeit goesin your paper.”

"] write books."

"A woman who writes books? Y ou write romance novels, then. So why do you want to see the Greek
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"Didn't Bathazar tell you? And besides— alot of women write other things besides romance novels™
Thisguy was apig in more ways than one, Mulrooney thought. She took a deep breath. "Why do we
haveto leave the Land Rover?'

"Thereisasmal mountain, signorina. If we drive around it, it takes three hours. If wewalk over it, it
takes one hour. If you must be at theriver by nightfall, then we must walk over it. We will be there before

full light."

"What about animas? | thought animals were on the prowl at night in the jungle.”

The Land Rover lurched to ahalt, and Celini bounded from behind the whedl. He caught up a bolt-action
rifle and dung it on his shoulder. There was atelescopic sight on therifle. "Wewalk now."

Mulrooney climbed from the Land Rover. "I'll be right back." Shetook her purse and started away from
the Land Rover. The night was clear enough to see well, except when some of the high clouds blew past
and darkened the sky. It felt good to get away from Cdlini for afew minutes. He made her skin crawil.

* % %

They had worked their way dong the riverbank, Culhanein the lead, the captain beside him and dightly
behind.

Culhaneraised hisleft hand to Ssgnd a halt, the crunching of branches and the doshing of the sticky
riverbank mud stopping as Culhane held his bresth to listen. He could hear movement in the jungle aheed:
carelesswoodsmen, like the men he traveled with. Perhaps more careless. If they had heard him and the
boat crew, they would have stopped.

Culhane checked the luminous black face of hiswatch againgt the widening line of pink and gray
downriver. It was nearly dawn.

He edged forward, sgnding the otherswith hisleft hand to stay back, the knifein hisright fist held likea
repier.

I nsects buzzed around his head, and there were little noises of the jungle night that still clung to theland.
Thewater of the Negro River was shimmering in the palelight.

Culhane stopped at the edge of the heaviest vegetation. He looked inland along the runwaylike clearing
cut in the jungle that led from the riverbank to the single-story, peaked-roof river station: ahotd,
restaurant and bar— al of it under one partialy sagging roof.

Six passengers from the riverboat were insde: aBrazilian girl named Magde ena, and five men, two of
them engineers heading to the recently discovered mountain chain deep in the jungle, well beyond even
Culhane's degtination. There was gold there.

His attention wandered from the night and whatever moved about in the jungle. In acountry full of gold,
why was he carrying two suitcasesfilled with it? PAlmer Industries owned mining facilities elsawhere. Did
they own any in Brazil? Was there something Pmer wasn't—



Theroof of the restaurant and hdf of the river station blew away in huge chunks, fire belching through the
picture window that opened off the restaurant and bar onto the river. Culhane shouted over the roar of
the explosion for the boat crew to follow him, and he started to run. If bandits— this José Maria de Jesus
and his men— were attacking theriver ation, it was for one reason only: the gold. And it was Culhane
they were after.

Gunfire from the jungle erupted from both sides of the clearing.

Culhane saw aman rushing out of the undergrowth and racing toward the steps of the hotel porch. Inthe
man's hands was an assaullt rifle, long tongues of flame spitting from it into the night. Culhane stopped,
bringing hisrevolver up in both hands and settling the muzzle againgt the sllhouette of the man. He
double-actioned the .44 Magnum once, and the body fdll through the flames that poured from the
blown-out picture window and was gone from sight.

Culhane started running again, smaller explosions deafening now as either grenades or ticks of dynamite
exploded on both sides of him. He kept running for the river station. There was nowhere e se to take
cover, nowhere to hide and return fire,

Asheran, he kept glancing behind him. The boat crew, rifles and pistols and shotgunsfiring, were
sorming dong the dearing behind him.

A figure darted from the hotel. It was awoman, her clothes on fire. Another figure jJumped from the
steps, tackling her and bringing her down. The second figure rolled the burning woman acrossthe
ground, then tore away her clothing as Culhane got closer. The man had aknife in histeeth. Culhane
sngpped the muzzle of the 629 on line and fired, the body of the man blowing back.

Culhane ran the few more yards and fell to the ground on his knees bes de the woman.
She was dead, burned, blood dripping from agunshot wound in the chest across her scorched blouse.
Culhane was up, jumping to the level of the porch, flipping the railing on hisleft hand.

A figure stepped from one of the doorways, an knees an assault rifle opening up as Culhane dropped to
both d fired the .44 Magnum, gut-shooting the man.

Culhane stabbed the revolver into the holster and grabbed the dead man's assaullt rifle. It was an AK-47.
Russan. Therewas an interesting story in that, he thought, running the length of the porch, hisfootfalls
loud like hammer gtrikes, the crackle of flames from the building itself louder still. He heard a scream
from one of the rooms. Culhane stopped, whedled toward it, took a half step back and, with adouble
tae kwon-do kick to the lock, sent the door smashing inward. A woman— the riverboat passenger
Magdel ena— was on her knees at the feet of one of the river bandits, the man'sright hand locked in her
dark hair, hisleft hand ripping her nightgown from her as she screamed and stabbed hisleft thigh with
something that looked like aboot knife.

Culhane didn't know the Portuguesefor it, but he ydled, "Hey— asshole!”

The man wheded, letting go of Magddends hair. The girl fell back, clasping the shredded nightgown
over her bressts. Asthe bandit went for the revolver in his belt, Culhane pumped the trigger of the
AK-47, a3-round burst, cutting into the chest and abdomen and the body of the bandit, and damming
him againg the burning wall.



Culhane was across the room in three strides. He hadn't spoken to Magddena at all during thetrip.
"Spesk English?'

"Yes. Do you speak Portuguese?”

Helooked at her and smiled, then set down the AK-47 and unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it from his
shoulders and placing it across hers. " Get into that and stay with me.”

"YS,"

The AK-47 in his hands again, Culhane was up and moving to the door. The bandit's pistol had been on
him when the body had fdleninto the flames.

Culhanelooked at the Brazilian girl. He couldn't give her his .44. "Use arifle much?"
"Yes. A little. Isit like ashotgun?”

"Moreor less," he said, and handed her the AK-47. "When you pull thetrigger, let go immediately or
you'll blow the whole magazine avay. Understand?"

llYall
"Ever say much of anything besidesyes?'
llYall

"Stick with me. When | tell you to runfor it, doit. Let'sgo!™ Culhane was through the door and onto the
porch, the smoke thick now. The 629 in hisright fist, he edged aong the porch.

The door to hisright smashed open. Culhane dammed the girl againgt the wall and stabbed the .44
Magnum into the doorway, double-actioning the trigger, abandit faling through, a .45 automatic
clattering to the porch surface. Culhane picked it up. He pointed the .45 toward the bandit and pulled the
trigger. It wasloaded dl right. A pistal in each hand, he kept going.

Assault-rifle fire came from inddethe hotdl. "They arekilling everyone!” the girl cried, her English good
but heavily accented.

"They'll kill us, too, if we don't get outta here. Come on!" Culhane vaulted therailing, followed by the girl.
"Stay with me!l" Culhane shouted. The fire was crackling loudly; the roof would collapse any second.

On the ground afew yards ahead, he recognized the body of one of the boat crew.

Culhane kept going. From the jungle shadows, the sky a pinkish-gray now, afigure jumped for him.
Culhanefired both pistols smultaneoudy. The dide of the .45 waslocked back, empty, and Culhane
threw it down; he had no spare ammo for it.

He saw the captain of the riverboat and shouted, " Captain— takethe girl!"

The captain turned, running toward him, asingle-action Army Colt in hisright hand, amachetein his|eft.



"Two of my men dead here."

"Take her and get your remaining men back to theriverboat! I'm going back inside!” Culhane rasped,
reloading the 629. "Did you see any of the other passengers?”

"| think behind the station, Senhor Culhane. The bandits have some they maketo talk.”
"Did you seethisde Jesus guy?'

"In the fighting— but not now. Heistall— he has— how you say it—" He tugged at his chin asthough
stroking a beard.

"Gotchal Runfor it!" Culhane turned to run back, but felt Magdelenatug at hisleft arm. He looked down
at her, and both her ams circled his neck and she kissed him hard on the mouth. Then sheran after the

captain.

Culhane smiled as he sarted to run. Fanny Mulrooney would understand, he told himself.

Theroof of the hotdl portion of theriver station fell in as he reached the porch. Smoke was billowing
around him now, the heat of the fire intense againgt his bare chest and back. At least the smoke would
keep the bugs away, hetold himsdif.

He edged ahead, the 629 up and ready.

Culhane threw himsdlf acrossthe corner of the porch in aroll, gunfire ripping into the aready smoldering
timbers of the porch, Culhane's 629 firing once, then again, the body of the gunman thudding hard against
acorner of the building, then sprawling back.

Culhane was standing, snatching up the AK-47 from the dead man, moving ahead, taking no timeto
search the body for spare magazines. Culhane looked skyward. The sky was more pink than gray now,
with broad stregks of blueinit.

He kept moving.
He reached the far edge of the porch.

He edged off from the corner, toward the rail, stepping ahead, the AK-47 ready to fire— but there was
no guard. At the edge of the jungle, perhaps twenty-five yards behind the river station, he could see
them.

He saw atall man with abeard. As Culhane watched, the man wielded a machete downward, hisface
and the blade of the machete washed the color of blood by the flames of the burning river Sation.
Culhane saw the head of one of the riverboat passengersroll away into the jungle, afountain of blood
spraying from the severed neck.

Culhane raised the AK-47 to his shoulder, the 629 holstered now. He sighted on the bearded man,
whose name was a mockery, and screamed, " Son of abitch!™ He pulled the trigger, but the bearded man
had thrown himsalf down, Culhane's bullets thudding into the headless corpse.

Culhane vaulted the back porch railling now, therifle at hisright Sdein an assault postion. A bandit with



ariflefired into the group of hostages and missed. Culhanefired, the bandit going down. The
Russan-made rifle was empty and Culhane threw it down, drawing hisrevolver. He ran toward the
hostages, firing at athird bandit with hisrevolver. The hostages hands were bound behind them, their
eyes blindfolded.

Culhane ripped away the blindfold of the nearest man— one of the engineers— and spun him around.
His hands were wired together, hiswrists bleeding. “They killed Murphy," the man said.

"Wasthat the other engineer?’

"Yes. All of uswere pulled out into the bar. They killed Murphy when he went for his gun. The three of
usarethe only ones|left.”

"Y ou take one and I'll take the other. Hurry it up,” Culhane snapped.

One of the blindfolded men— a Japanese— was shouting in good English, "Wheat is happening?”

"Relax, you're okay." Culhane took the Japanese and pulled away the blindfold, then started to work on
thewrigts. He glanced at the engineer; the third hostage, the British chemist, was nearly free. "Find
yourselves weagpons! We have to get to the riverbank. Isthere anybody aive left insde— does anybody
know?'

"Thereisno one," the Japanese grunted, ripping his hands clear of the wire.

Culhane began reloading the 629 to have afull cylinder. "Who are these killers?' asked the Japanese.
"River bandits— at least that'swhat they tell me."

"TherewasaBrazilian girl with us" the Englishman said suddenly.

"Magded ena something,” the American engineer added.

"She'swith the captain,” Culhane said quickly. "Welost two of the boat crew, so once we make it weve
got some work ahead of us. Let'smoveit!"

If it had been one of the Sean Dodge books, even now the bandit leader would berallying his men to
pursue themto theriver.

Culhane hoped life didn't imitate art.

Heran thewidth of the river station on the ground beside the porch, glancing behind him. The Japanese
was coming, aknifein each hand, the American engineer had an AK-47, and the Englishman held a
revolver of somekind. Culhane waved them past as he dowed, looking back. There was no gunfire now,
only the crackle of the flames. But the bandits would come— hefelt it.

He threw himsdlf into adead run for the riverbank, the Englishman outdistancing the Japanese and the
American. Culhane caught up to the Japanese. "When we hit the riverbank, there should be one boat | ft.
Y ou're gonnabe last into it, SO once you're half aboard, start shoving off— but don't leave without me!™

“All right!”



Culhane dowed hisrun, looking back. From the sides of the river station two men were coming, and at
their head in the dawn light Culhane could seethetall bearded leader.

Culhane stood his ground, raising the 629 in both hands. The distance was one hundred yards and
dropping fast. He aimed and fired, but the bearded man dodged. One of the river bandits behind him
stopped in midstride, his hands flying out from his sides, his arms spread wide, the body snapping back.

Culhane looked over his shoulder. The bandits were coming up fadt, rifles blazing, awhine of bullets
around Culhane's head now, plowing the ground on either side of him and behind him as he looked back.

Hethrew hisbody into the run, his hands at his sides, his head thrown back as he gulped for air.

Culhane looked back. The Japanese had turned off by the riverbank. The bandits were coming from the
jungle on both sides now, closing in. Hefired the 629 behind him, throwing himsalf forward.

At the riverbank he skidded on his heds, hurling himsdlf toward the d uminum rowboat that was aready
shoving off. "Wait for me, guyd"

The boat was getting into the current now, Culhane running from the bank into the water. He threw
himsdlf over the gunwae, rolling onto his back, shouting, "Row like your lives depended onit!" Then he
was up on his knees, three shots remaining in the 629.

Thefirst of the bandits to break from the clearing and run aong the riverbank— Culhane shot him dead.

Three more appeared, their assault rifles blazing, causing the water on both sides of the boat to churn
furioudy. "Down!"

Culhane ducked for an ingtant. Therewas aloud ping and he looked to hisleft. Therewasaholeinthe
gunwale and in the boat's bottom, the gunwale-side hole jagged, the one in the bottom negatly rounded.

Culhane sngpped hisrevolver up and fired, then fired again. Another of the banditsfdl, thistimeinto the
water. Thewater suddenly seemed dive. The snout of a crocodile grinning hideoudy, and the body, was
dragged under.

Culhane looked into the river. The riverboat had started up, the captain and one of his crew on the port
sde now, rifles blazing shoreward.

"Row for it!" Culhane ordered, using hislast loaded Speedloader to replenish the 629. When held
reloaded, hefired toward the riverbank. More of the bandits, some of them running out into the shallows,
werefiring their assault rifles. "My God— my chest—" shouted the Englishman, and his body snapped
back and into the water. Culhane reached for him, but the eyes were wide open and staring upward as
the face sank beneath the water.

Culhane returned their fire, killing another of the bandits, the 629 coming up empty now.
He had more loose ammo but no time. The rowboat was close now to the riverboat, and Culhane

reached out as aboat hook was extended. He caught the boat hook and pulled, the rowboat a most
dipping from beneath him, the water ankle-deep now as he stood.



At the riverboat's starboard rail was Damascus Santini. Culhane reached out, Santini's hand locking on
hisright wrigt. Culhanés right foot hit the deck planking and he was up and over therail, Santini reaching
for the others. Y our rifle— it's by the bench therel™

Culhane saw the gun Fanny Mulrooney had had made so fancy for him.

Culhane hurried across the deck into the stern, facing the riverbank, therifle at hiship, locked there. His
right hand held the lever, hisleft wasfirmly over the front stock. "Eat lead! Eat it!" Culhane started
snapping the lever— down and back, down and back, down and back— the .44 Magnum lever action
bouncing in his hands, the first two shots walking the water onto the targets firing from the shore. And
then men started to fall ashe emptied therifle.

He stood there, the riverboat making good time now, the engine loud and protesting, but the riverbank
and theriver pirates were vanishing behind them.

Culhane took hisrifle and sat down on the bench under the canopy and stared at the receding riverbank.
"You left your cigarettes and your lighter in the shirt, senhor," said asoft voice at hisside.

Heturned and smiled histhanks as he took the offered cigarette. But his hands were shaking, and
Magddenalitit for him.

Chapter Twenty

Mary Frances Mulrooney didn't know the lega status of submachine gunsin Brazil. Culhane had
explained the difference between submachine guns and regular machine gunsto her once, but somehow
shedidn't think these men had them legdlly.

"It must be somemine,” she said, walking beside Sergio Cdlini.

"Itisagood mine, signorina. It isworth protecting.”

"Right,” Mulrooney said, smiling.

Therewas alow house that looked as though it could have been aranch housein avery loose sense, but
the windows were boarded up. And well beyond this— and beyond till another man with asubmachine
gun who saw them and waved to Celini who waved back— was adark hole leading into ahill.
"That'sthe mine, right?’

"Thatisthemine g."

He kept walking. Shewasn't going to tell him her feet hurt. Not yet.

It had been less an hour'swalk than an hour's climb, the jungle lingering up the mountainside, some of the

trees thick-trunked enough that she had used them to help her navigate the rocky trail they had followed.
Sergio Cdini was dways ahead of her, hisrifle bouncing up and down off his shoulder as he walked.



Shetook off her hat. It was stained with sweat around the band and she put it back on. She guessed her
hair looked just marvelous.

"How old isthe girl?* Mulrooney asked, kegping up with him, trying to make conversation.

" About twenty-five perhaps, perhaps younger or alittle older. Sheisvery tal and very strong. She amost
killed two of my men when they weretrying to help her."

"After the encounter with the anima?"
"No, ah, later. It was after that, signorina.”

"Right. Well, | hope she'sup thisearly.” It was just after dawn, the sky very pretty overhead, Mulrooney
thought.

"I think thisgirl never deeps,” he said as though speaking some ultimate truth to her.

Mulrooney's eyes were glued to the mine entrance. She didn't like holesin the ground, especialy when
she was supposed to go inside them.

The man at the entrance to the mine— blond and wearing awhite shirt— stiffened dightly asthey
approached, but it was nothing like a soldier coming to attention— just, she guessed, to show hewas
dert.

Cdini cdled to the man and he answered, shouting back something that, to Mulrooney, didn't sound
good even though she couldn't understand the words.

"We had better hurry," Cdlini said to her, and he broke into ajog, holding hisrifle at the butt againgt his
sde, Mulrooney shaking her head, trotting after him.

"Hey— what's the big rush about?’

"The Uruentes," Cdlini called back.

"Uruentes... Uruentes— what are—" Then she remembered. The headhunters.

Sheran fadter.

At the entrance to the mine, the white-shirted guard was talking animatedly to Cdlini, dinging his
submachine gun under his right arm so he could use both hands to gesture. Celini began what Mulrooney
guessed passed for arunning trandation. " Two Uruente warriors were killed. Apparently they let us pass
insde here. The mine and the house are surrounded. He says that the Uruentes are in the trees out there.”
Celini gestured beyond the mine and then back the way he and Mulrooney had come.

"Oh, wonderful— they do thisdl the time or isthis something specid 7"

"One of my men— theidiot!l— saw some of the Uruentesin the jungle beyond the mine and shot at them
with his submachine gun. Hekilled two of them.”



"Oh, greet," Mulrooney said, closing her eyes, shaking her head. " Do these Uruente guys have guns?’
"What— | am sorry?'

"l said," Mulrooney repeated, "do these guys have guns— the Uruentes?”

"No, no— only spears, and bows and arrows, and poisoned darts from their very accurate blowguns.”
Mulrooney leaned againgt the timber that supported the right-hand side of the mine opening. Celini was
gill talking with hisguard. Shefinaly pushed hersdf away from the timber and interrupted him. "L ook, |
gather we're going to have ared problem getting out of here dive, right?'

"That is correct, signorina. Thereisno radio, and the telephone line has never comethisfar.”

"Great. At least let me die happy. | want to seethe girl. That'swhat | camefor. Right now."

Cdlini looked at her, scratching his beard and then looking off into the jungle. " S— as you would say,
why not?'

He said something el se to the guard, but the guard only nodded. Celini picked up alantern from just

ing de the mine entrance and raised the mantle. He struck amatch on the butt of hisrifle, put it under the
mantle, and lit thewick. "Walk thisway," hetold her.

Mulrooney followed him into the mine, and the guard followed them, carrying a second lantern.
Reflexively, Mulrooney ducked her head. "Y ou keep her down here dl thetime?”

"Itisthe only safe place, signorina,” Cdlini's voice echoed back to her.

"Thepoor girl."

IIHaII

They walked on in silence. Mulrooney pulled the long-deeved khaki bush jacket closer around her. It
was damp and chill in the mine. Or perhaps it was nerves, she thought, as they made their way along the
shaft, which angled steeply downward.

Cdini gill made her skin crawil.

"Wewill turn off from the main shaft now. Itislikearoom,” Cdini said, taking aright. It wasthefirgt
turnoff she had seen, Mulrooney decided. She was memorizing the route, just in case.

All wasin darkness as they stopped for amoment, black except for the cones of yellow light from the
lantern in front of her that Cdini held and the lantern behind her held by the mine-entrance guard. But
coming from the darkness was a hissng sound— not like agasleak, but like acat, abig cat.

The cone of light behind Mulrooney moved and she sucked in her breath, but the guard was lighting other
lanterns hung about the walls of the room. Gradualy the cavern took shape out of the shadow, and
Mulrooney could see something at the farthest end that reminded her of the picture of tiger cages she had
seen in Vietnam War footage.



Vadtly longer than it was wide, constructed of something like bamboo, the cage extended from the cinder
blocks that supported it eighteen inches above the floor to perhaps six feet in height.

The last lantern came on, the one nearest the cage. At the farthest end of the cage, cramped back into the
corner, legs st like coiled springs, arms at right angles, palms up, claws bared, hissing through brilliantly
white, clenched teeth was anaked girl. In thelight of the lanterns, Mulrooney flipped through the Berlitz
phrase book she had taken from her purse. She had touched the butt of her gun before removing the
book, just for reassurance.

"Kahleemerah,” Mulrooney said, reading carefully.

The girl wasvery pretty. She had atangle of waist-length black curls, the hair partially covering her
breasts. She wastdll, her body beautifully tanned. Mulrooney decided to try something besides " Good
morning.”

"Poseesthech?'

"How areyou?' was pretty dumb, too, she reflected. Mulrooney flipped pages as Celini started closer to
the cage, undinging hisrifle. Mulrooney tried something e se. No response. Sheflipped pagesagain. ™
Eestheh endahksee?’

Thegirl dill said nothing, then Cdini rammed the barrdl of hisrifle through the cage and into her

abdomen. The girl screamed, but more like awounded animal than awoman, clawing a him ashe
withdrew hisrifle. The girl clawed a the air with both hand, sounds coming from her that somehow
sounded the samein any language, dmost like a stream of curses. But Mulrooney recognized some of the
sounds from studying her little book. Celini laughed. ™Y ou see, | told you she spoke Greek!™

"Holy shit. A rea Amazon..." Mulrooney whispered under her breath.

Mulrooney stuffed the Berlitz phrase book back into her purse and undung the bag from her shoulder.
"L et her out of the cage, Cdlini."

"I cannot. Shewould attempt to kill usdl. | told you how sheinjured my men."

Mulrooney glared at him, stripping off her bush jacket. She redung her purse and approached the cage,
dowly, taking off her hat, shaking her hair loose. Mulrooney fdt that the more feminine shelooked, the
lessof athrest she would poseto thisgirl.

Thegirl edged back. She seemed more afraid of awoman than of the men. Mulrooney couldn't
understand it.

Mulrooney took the bush jacket and stuffed it between the bars, using gestures to show the coat being
put on. Thegirl did not touch it.

Mulrooney noticed the smell in the cage— and saw the reason why benegth it. She turned to Cdlini. "You
let her out of here. Y ou can't keep ahuman being like thig™

And then she noticed that the man with the submachine gun had |eft the room. "Wheresyour friend?



"He has resumed his post— to guard for the Uruentes.”

"Guard againgt," she corrected.

"S," he murmured, hisvoice very low, asif he wastrying to sound sexy. "We aredone.”
"No, we're not— we've got the woman here. Now let her out.”

"Maybe | will let her out. Later, eh?' And he leveled therifle toward Mulrooney's abdomen. "Put down
your purse, signorina. | think maybe you haveaguninthere.

"Y ou messwith me and you don't get paid agoddamned dime, Celini!"

"Somethings, signorina, are more important than money. Y ou have agood strong body— | can tell.
Y ou havelong legs. The auburn color of your hair... the green eyes... you are very beautiful. Now set
down the purse." He gestured with therifle and she set down her purse.

"Look, Cdini, you're agreat-lookin' guy, but you're not my type." A flash of inspiration. "I've got
herpesl”

"Sodol, signorina.”

"Aw, shit," Mulrooney moaned. "Would you bdieve there are six divisons of Isragli commandoswho
have this mine surrounded?’

"No."

"How about six Green Berets and a pack of attack dogs?'

"No."

"Ah— three Green Berets and a particularly vicious French poodie?!

He started walking toward her. "I like it when you remove your jacket. Now take off your blouse,
signorina.”

"It's cold down here."

"Takeit off— or | shoot the woman in the cage.”

Mulrooney looked at his black eyes. They looked dirty like the rest of him. Shelooked at the Greek girl,

then back at Celini. He was working the bolt handle of therifle. Culhane had arifle that worked like thet,

and she knew what Celini was doing. He was getting ready to fire.

"All right,” Mulrooney said nodding, stepping between Cdini and the girl in the cage. Sowly, asdowly as
humanly possible, Mary Frances Mulrooney started to undress. She wished the shirt had more buttons.

"I'm terrible with buttons. My mother—"

Cdini cut her off. "Perhgps we die— the Uruentes. But we will have these beautiful moments together,
signorina.”



"If you're going to ragpe me, we may aswdl be on afirst-name basis, Sergio,” shetold him. All the
buttons were open now, but mercifully the shirt stayed closed together in the front. "My nameisMary
Frances."

", Mary Frances," he repested.

Where was Culhane when sheredly needed him? Another flash of inspiration. Cdlini wasvery close
now, holding therifle dmost cardlesdy in hisright hand a hisside, hisleft hand reaching out to her. He
touched the front of her shirt. "Culhane! Thank God you got herel" she screamed.

Cdini's eyesflickered, and he turned his head toward the entrance to the subterranean room.
Mulrooney'sright knee smashed up hard, and she hooked her eft fist acrosshisjaw. But Cdini, therifle
dropping from hisright hand, grabbed at her, and she felt hishands at her waist and throat.

Celini dragged her to the floor, his eyes bright with lust and anger, and rolled on top of her. Mulrooney
reached up with her free right hand; the | eft was pinned between their bodies.

Shots exploded from outside the subterranean room.

Many shots. Bursts of submachine-gun fire.

Celini looked up. Mulrooney picked up arock from the floor of the cave and dammed it againgt Cdlini's
right temple. Cdini'sbody fell to the left, and Mulrooney rolled over onto her somach, then got to her
feet, her shirt wide open. She reached for her purse, falling as Celini swept hisleft leg out.

But she had the purse. She reached inside, thanking God, Milt Sparks and Josh Culhanein that order as
she grabbed the Ross revolver free of the holster in the specid center compartment. God for letting her
reach her purse. Josh's pa Milt Sparksfor creating the purse. Josh Culhanefor giving it to her.

Cdini was on his hands and knees, blood dripping from his |eft temple, his body lunging toward her.
Mulrooney pulled the trigger.

A splotch of red gppeared on hisleft shoulder and Celini fell back.

More gunfire from outside the subterranean room.

"Itis—" hewas panting, breathing hard "— the Uruentes. | go— to fight them.” He reached out dowly
for hisrifle, Mulrooney holding thelittle Ross revolver in both hands, aimed at his head, the muzzle
following his head as he dowly picked up hisgun.

He got to hisknees, then to hisfeet, holding the rifle away from him. He backed toward the entrance to
the subterranean room— and then he was gone.

Mulrooney remembered to breathe.
She looked at the girl in the cage.

Holding therevolver in her right hand, she found her phrase book with her |eft. She flipped to the
dictionary in the back. The word for friend. She pointed to hersaf and then to the girl. "' Feel oss— feel oss



And then Mulrooney pointed to the padlock on the cage. She read off another word: " Elefthereeah
According to the book, it meant freedom.

She saw something in the girl's eyes— or thought she did.

She had the purse over her left shoulder and dropped the book inside. Mulrooney raised the revolver in
both hands and aimed at the padlock, just likein the movies.

Shefired.

Therewas aloud ringing sound and she remembered to open her eyes.
The lock was hanging loose, shattered.

"Way to go, M.F.," Mulrooney congratulated hersdlf.

She went to the lock and tapped it free of the hasp with the butt of her revolver. It would be hot, she
guessed.

Thelock fell, and Mulrooney amost fell, sumbling back as the Greek-speaking girl jumped from the
cage, their facesinches gpart.

Mulrooney till held her gun by the barrdl.

She tried remembering the Greek word, but she couldn't, so she said it in English. "Friend— friend.” She
gestured to hersdf, thento the girl.

"Fred— fred,” the girl said.

Mulrooney figured that was good enough. She reached past the girl and into the cage, picking up the
bush jacket. Shetossed it to the girl. "Fred.”

"Fred." The girl nodded and took it. It looked for asecond as though she didn't know how to put it on,
but then she had it, pulling her hair free of it, tying the belt at the waist as one would atrench coat. The
girl'swast wasincredibly dender.

Mulrooney opened her purse and found the loose cartridges she had poured into it from the box
Sebastiao had given her. Shefound two, opened the Ross's cylinder, plucked the empties out with her
fingernails and replaced them with |oaded rounds.

Shelooked at the Greek girl and grinned. "Let's see Sean Dodge top this," she said, and grabbed one of
the lanterns and started for the door |eading from the chamber into the main shaft of the mine.

The Greek girl wasrunning essily beside her.

Mulrooney dowed and stopped, reaching out to the Greek girl, the girl stopping. "What isyour name?"
Mulrooney hissed.



The girl'sface looked puzzled. "Name." Mulrooney said it dowly, gesturing to hersdlf. "M.F.— me,
M.F."

The girl nodded, the light of comprehension in her eyes as she gestured broadly toward her magnificent
chest. "Fred."

"Fred. Okay, you wanna be called Fred." And she looked into the girl's eyes, pointing to her. "Fred."
Thegirl smiled, nodding, saying, "Me-em-€f."

"Shit," Mulrooney snarled. She started ahead, the gunfire louder, but whooshing sounds audible now,
too. Suddenly Mulrooney fdt the girl grab a her arm.

"What?'
"Uruente"
"Right— Uruente."

"Fred." She pushed Mulrooney back and, crouched, moving like the cat whose sounds she had imitated,
went ahead, Mulrooney behind her now.

"Me-em-ef—" And Fred turned around and touched Mulrooney's chest. Mulrooney stopped again.
"Uruente”

"Uruente.
"Fred— Me-em-ef—" Then the girl said something Mulrooney didn't understand.
Mulrooney tried to show puzzlement in her face.

Thegirl nodded, smiling. With her fingers, she made awalking motion— but very fast. Mulrooney did the
same. "Run?’

"Fred— Me-em-ef— run!"

Mulrooney nodded. Culhane had taught her not to cock arevolver, just useit. She held it tight, her right
fird finger hard againgt the trigger guard.

"Run!" Mulrooney sad.
Fred started bounding forward. Mulrooney set down the lantern and ran after her, daylight visbleina
growing hole asthey dashed dong in the darkness of the main shaft, the gunfire louder, the whooshing

sounds louder, too.

At the mine entrance, the air around Sergio Celini and the guard who had accompanied Mulrooney into
the mine shaft was thick with flying arrows and spears.

Celini whedled, screaming as hefired hisrifle, the rock and dirt near Fred powdering. And then hewas
up and running, an arrow embedded in the stock of hisrifle as he cut laterally from the mine entrance and



toward thejungle.

The guard with the submachine gun was up, running after him.

Fred reached to the ground now, picking up a spear that wastaler than shewas.
"Run?' Mulrooney asked hopefully.

"Fred— Me-em-ef— run!" The Greek girl started after Cedlini and the guard, Mulrooney right behind her,
running, clutching the pistal in her right hand, holding on to her purse with her |eft.

She heard sounds— inhuman sounds— and she looked toward the house. It wasin flames, and running
from the jungle were men, nearly naked, red bands around their heads, white necklaces that looked like
they were made of teeth around their necks, musclesrippling under cocoa-colored skin glistening with
swest. The fronts of their bodies were painted with red designs. Spears were held high in their hands.
Arrowsfilled theair.

As shelooked back, perhaps a half dozen of them stopped and raised long skinny poles at least twice
the length of the men holding them to their mouths. Blowguns, Mulrooney reslized.

"Hey— Fred!"

Mulrooney threw hersdf into arun, wishing she were wearing track shoes rather than the heavy boots
Culhane had ingsted she have. Suddenly Fred turned, her right arm hauling back, the spear sailing from
her hand. Mulrooney's eyesfelt asif they were popping from their sockets. The spear passed over
Mulrooney's head and Mulrooney followed its path. One of the Uruente warriors had been lessthan a
dozen yards behind her and the spear wasin his chest now.

"Hey, Fred, way to go!"

And Mulrooney ran for her life, Fred waiting for her, wresting a spear from the ground that had been
hurled at her, then running. To Mulrooney, she didn't even look as though she were bresathing hard.

Chapter Twenty-One

The bandits had taken pot shots at them from the riverbank until the boat had gotten out of range.
Culhane, Santini, the American engineer and the Japanese had helped the captain of the boat and three of
his crew members, and Helene Chavez and Magddenahad cared for a crewman with ableeding
shoulder wound.

Magdeena de Cunha sat with Culhane for atime while Culhane manned thetiller, the putting of the
engine so incessant it was dmaost hypnotizing. She thanked him again for saving her life, and apologized
for kissing him. He told her he had been happy to save her life— and that it was agood kiss and no
apology was needed. He thanked her.

Since reuniting with Fanny Mulrooney, Culhane had discovered something el se that was amost equally
disturbing asthe truism that if women were expected to be faithful, men were, too. It was that aman and



awoman could actualy speak as friends— and be friends.

And Culhane and Magde ena spoke as friends. She told him— apol ogetically— that she read very little
in English and had never read his books, or even heard of them. And then she had told him about hersdif.
She was alawyer who worked for the Brazilian government. She had been assigned to travel upriver and
go out to the new mining sites where the American engineer and the Japanese were bound for, to
determineif fair labor practices were being adhered to concerning the employment of Indians.

Culhane stood now in the prow of the riverboat, the boat really a huge rowboat in terms of design, with a
cabin built over the center section, and small living quartersfor the captain and storage for goods being
shipped upriver beneath the deck planks. But thistrip there was much cargo and the boat traveled low in
the water, the captain had explained— supplies for the misson of Father Santini donated by Senhor
Scott PAlmer. Some of the larger items were lashed down and stored on deck.

He watched across the bow as the riverboat glided noisily, duggishly toward the bank.

Unlike the previousriver station where rowboats had been necessary to get back and forth to shore, a
well-built floating dock was available, and the riverboat aimed toward it.

Santini stood beside Culhane, the suitcases between them. Culhane held hisrifle over his shoulder, the
chamber empty, the screw set to fire when the lever was worked.

Santini held the forward mooring line, the Japanese held the &ft line, and the captain was at the tiller and
the controlsfor the engine. On the dock Culhane saw afamiliar face. For amoment it brought asmileto
hislips. But the face was done. It was Sebastiao, but Fanny Mulrooney was not with him.

* * %
"Why did you let her go, Sebastian?'
"She told methat she would be safe, Josh Culhane.”

"I don't give ashit what shetold you," Culhane snarled, waking away along the dock. He turned around,
glaring a Sebadtian. "Whereisshe?'

"Thereisaproblem, senhor..."
"What! Y ou don't know where sheis?"

"The one-legged man in the bar, senhor, he knowswhere sheis. He knows this man Sergio Cdini."
Sebastiao spat into the water.

"Let'sgo talk to him." Culhane picked up hisrifle and thumbed his hat back up from hisforehead. He
started past Sebastiao, but Sebastiao wasn't coming. Culhane stopped. " There's something else you
haven't told me," Culhane murmured without looking at Sebastiao.

"The Uruentes. When | arrived herelast night there was much talk of them. They kill— they fight now."

"The headhunters?"



"Sm, senhor . They arekillers— they fight like demond”
"Fanny— M.F., | mean— shée'sin Uruente country?'

"Sm. | found two dead men— without heads— on my way between the house of Celini and the river
detion here”

"The Bronco gassed up and ready?' Culhanelooked at it parked on the far side of the dirt street that ran
pardld to the floating dock.

"Sm."
"Supplies?’
"m."

"Come on— we're going to go see this one-legged man." Culhane pulled his Stetson low over hiseyes
and shifted the rifle back into hisright hand as he walked.

He crossed the dirt street. There was only one building large enough to be a bar, and he aimed himself
toward it, backing off the set screw on therifle as he walked. He might need the drameatic effect of
working the lever but might not need to fire. He wanted information, not afight, but lifewasrarely that
easy, Culhane thought, mounting the single low wooden step, then the plank sidewalk. He glanced back
once. Sebastiao was behind him, the flap of his holster open, hisface grim.

Culhane pushed through the bat-wing doors and stepped inside. It was indeed the bar. He squinted his
eyes, adjusting to the vastly lower light. The street was bright, the bar in semidarkness.

The doors opened and closed behind him. Sebastiao. "I am here, senhor .

Culhane nodded. "Y ou know this one-legged guy?'

"N&o."

"Know what he looks like except for theleg?’

"Nao."

Culhane nodded again. Perhaps twenty men and two women patronized the bar, some leaning aong the
rall, othersStting at the small dingy tables. "1'm looking for the one-legged man,” he announced in aloud
voice.

No one turned around. " Sebastiao— tell them in Portuguese.”

Sebadtiao said that the American was looking for the one-legged man to ask him an important question.
No one turned around or looked up. "Must cater to deaf people here," Culhane muttered. HE'd seen
John Wayne do it a hundred times. Culhaneflicked therifle out of hisright hand and roll-cocked it under

hisarm. It was dangerous and you could shoot yourself in the armpit or worse, he knew, but it had the
desired effect. Facesturned, staring at him.



"Tel them what | want again— nice and loud, Sebastiao,” Culhane whispered.

Sebastiao repeated the request in Portuguese.

A voice— in English but heavily accented— came from behind the bar. Culhane looked to the source. "l
have oneleg, senhor." The frame wasimmense; the shoulders hunched over the bar at least ayard from
tip to tip. Culhane lowered the hammer on the Browning lever action and started across the room toward
the bar itsdlf. "I want to know how to find the ranch of Sergio Cdlini. | have afriend out there. My friend
might be in trouble. The Uruentes are on the warpath.”

Culhane stopped at the bar, resting therifle acrossit, hisright hand on the small of the stock, hisright
thumb near the hammer, hisright first finger againg the trigger guard.

"Heisaprivate man, senhor. Celini isavery private man.”

"| don't care. Where's his place?’

"I cannot tell you. Heismy friend, and hewould be very angry if | told anyone how to find hisranch.”
"Thereisaminethere, no?" It was Sebadtiao.

The big one-legged man said nothing.

Culhane thumbed back the hammer on therifle. "I want to know. My woman— she's out there. | want to
get her back before some Indian warrior chops her head off."

The big man laughed. "They rapewomen firg, | think.”

Culhane moved the muzzle of the rifle— fast. He touched it againgt the big man'sthroat, the Adam's
apple bobbing up and down crazily. Culhanés finger touched thetrigger. "All | haveto do istwitch my
finger, pd— whereis Cdini'sranch?"

"Y ou will never reech it. The Uruentes are everywhere."

"Y our concern touches me deeply. Tell me, and tell me the truth, or you'd better hope | don't make it
back." Culhane stabbed the muzzle of the rifle harder againgt the one-legged man'sthroat.

The man swalowed hard, the Adam's apple moving very dowly and then very fadt.

Culhane decided the one-legged man could be an € oquent speaker if given the opportunity and the right
amount of persuasion.

Culhane moved therifle. " Sebagtiao, get to the door and cover my back."

"Sm, senhor." Culhane could hear Sebagtiao's feet on the board floor, and then Culhane started backing
aay....



Culhane had let Sebagtiao drive. He remembered the man's driving from his other timein Brazil, and
Sebadtiao if anything drove even more recklesdy, the needle never dipping below eighty.

The needle on the speedometer finally dropped, and Sebastiao turned off and went up into the
mountains. Santini had agreed to baby-gt the two suitcases, and the riverboat captain had pledged to pull
out upstream to a point aong theriver roughly paralel to Celini's minein the event he and Sebastiao were
pursued by the Uruentes.

"How much isthis car worth in American dollarsin its present condition, Sebagtiao?’

"Perhaps four thousand dollars, senhor "

"If anything happens, I'll give you four grand toward anew one. Ded?"

"Y ou are not angry anymore?"

"Angry at mysdf. | should have gotten on to her more quickly, then none of thiswould have happened.”
"If you do not mind meto say it, Josh Culhane, M.F. isafinewoman, | think."

"Areyou saying she can take care of hersdlf?"

"Yes— | think."

" She probably can. But where's she going to go? Y ou said yourself this Celini guy seemed pretty rough.
And the Uruentes. | can't seethisguy laying down hislife to save Fanny. Her only chanceistheriver.

And were her only chance of getting there."

Culhane snapped his head right, toward the jungle growth beyond the even narrower roadway climbing
into the mountains. " Stop the car. Cut the engine! Ligten!™

The brakes screeched, dirt and rocks flying from beneath the tires, then the engine stopped. Culhane
jumped from the Bronco, therifle in both hands, listening.

It had sounded like a child, but the voice was too deep.

"Bang— bang— bang-bang! Bang!"

Culhane turned and looked into the dense rain forest. Sebastiao was beside him.

Culhane, using therifle to bat away the broad leaves of avine, Sarted in. "Keep an eye out behind us,”
Culhane whispered hoarsely. The voice was getting louder, Culhane homing in on it. "Bang— bang-bang!
Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang!" Culhane stepped over atermite-infested deadfall log. The voice was so
loud now he redlized whoever belonged to it was close. He heard the familiar sound of asubmachine gun
bolt being drawn back and he froze, therifle down to hiship.

But there was aclick. "Bang! Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang!"

Culhane pushed aside a hanging plant with yellow petals forming the shapes of stars, then stepped into a
amdl dearing.



A man— agrown man, hiswhite shirt drenched with blood and swest, hisblond hair matted across his
forehead with perspiration— held a submachine gun in his hands. Culhane saw thelook in the man's eyes
ashe"fired," but the man wasn't seeing them. "Bang! Bang-bang-bang!"

"Do you spesk English?" Culhane called softly.

The man did not answer. He did not seem to notice them. Culhane walked acrossthe smdl clearing and
stood beside the man who knelt there. " Sebastiao— ask him if he knows Sergio Cdini."

But the face turned up toward Culhand, the eyesflickering. " Sergio— him run away— far away—
hah-hal"

Culhane dropped into a crouch beside the man. "Well help you."
"Uruentes help Sergio and the Amazon and the American girl— hal"
"What American girl?'

The man only laughed again. Culhane grabbed the man's shoulders and shook him. "What American girl?
A journaist— awriter? Mary Frances Mulrooney?'

"Mulrooney— ha"

The man fdll back onto the matted leaves that covered the ground. He aimed the submachine gun
skyward. "Bang— bang— bang-bang-bang!"

"Thisisbad, Josh Culhane."

The man started shouting, thistime in Portuguese. Culhane couldn't follow and looked at Sebastiao.
"What's he saying?"

"He saysthey are coming— the Uruentes. They will never get— Culhane!™

Sebastiao lunged toward the ground, Culhane whedling around, but the neck of the blond-haired man
pumped blood and the eyes stared up at the sun.

Sebastiao fell back to his knees and crossed himsdf.
The blond man who had lost hismind had taken hisown life.

If Sergio Cdini had madeit clear of the Uruentes, if Mulrooney and the Greek-speaking girl had madeit,
they would head for theriver.

Culhane, hisvoicelow, hisleft hand resting on Sebagtiao's shoulder, told him, " Cut off toward theriver as
fast asyou can. Were going to try and head 'em off. If it'sjust this Sergio Cdlini character, Fanny and her
Amazon, Cdini at least should know hisonly chanceisto try for theriver."

Sebastiao nodded. "Y es, the only chance, Josh Culhane." He got to hisfeet and walked to the edge of
the clearing, then turned and looked at the corpse. He climbed a rubber tree, and began hacking down



some of the large leaves. Culhane reached to hisright shoulder, drawing the machete from its sheath, and
began doing the same. They would cover the dead man. And Culhane, as he cut at the stalks, found
himself praying that Fanny lived. Or if they caught her, that she died very quickly....

* * %

Mary Frances Mulrooney was hot, tired and out of breath.

Two Uruente tribesmen had cut them off shortly after the women had entered the jungle, and Mulrooney
had shot and killed one of them. The girl who spoke Greek killed the other with a spear. Fred picked up
the bows and arrows of the two dead Uruente warriors, took their knives— Mulrooney was surprised
that the knives seemed perfectly modern abeit sort of flashy— then dit their throats.

They had run on. And run and run and run.

From the sun being directly overhead, Mulrooney assumed it was about noon, but as they were so close
to the Equator, she wasn't sure.

She had not seen Sergio Celini, but once she had heard arifle shot. He was somewhere ahead. She had
no wordsto ask thetall, muscular and very beautiful girl where they were going— or if they were just
running. Logic dictated that they head for the river. Were they doing that? Or were they doing that only if
Cdini headed for the river? Was the Amazon girl on ablood hunt for Cdini?

Mulrooney shook her head, her hat down low over her eyesto absorb the sweet and shield her eyes
from the blazing sun. Her khaki shorts were grass stained, leaf stained and sweat tained, and the
Uruente she had killed had been so close that her shorts were bloodstained, too.

"Me-em-¢f!"

Mulrooney looked up. Fred had stripped away the khaki bush jacket and had somehow cut and tied it
into abreechcloth, her breasts bare. Somehow it looked perfectly naturd.

"Yeah?'
"Uruente!”

Mulrooney jumped to her feet, her revolver in her right fist. She gestured into the jungle. "Fred and
Me-em-ef— where do we run?' She had given up on straightening out the girl regarding names.

"Fred— Me-em-ef— run." And the girl pointed in the direction they had been going before Mulrooney
had forced them to stop.

Fred started into her long-strided trot, Mulrooney running beside her, knowing Fred was intentiondly
dowing the pace to avoid outdistancing her.

And now Mulrooney heard what Fred had heard moments before.
The Uruentes.

There was a blood-chilling scream, and arrows filled the air around them as Fred whedled, the bow in



her hands, and shot an arrow into the sky.

Then Fred shoved her ahead and |oosed another arrow. Mulrooney aimed her little revolver into the
jungle and fired at one of the cocoa-colored, red-painted bodies, ablowgun at hislips. The body fell
acrossthe path.

Mulrooney ran for her life, Fred right behind her.

Chapter Twenty-Two

The Ford Bronco skidded in the mud alittle, Culhane jumping out before it stopped, nearly dipping but
stepping clear. He tossed therifle across the hood of the mud-spattered Bronco to Sebastiao, Sebastiao
neatly catching it. From the Norwegian army engineer's bag at hisleft sde he took the compass, opened
itand let the did settleto leve. "Check your map.”

"Thisiswhere the boat should meet us, senhor "

Culhane closed the compass. They were at roughly the same coordinates but pardld to Cdini'smine.

"Let'sgo." He secured the compass in the bag. Sebastiao handed back the rifle, and Culhane shouldered
into his pack. He had picked a distant peak barely visible across the jungle canopy to shoot his azimuth
on. He drew his machete from across his back and pointed it out to Sebastiao. "We're about paralld to
the Uruente village if the captain knows his stuff. If we don't intercept Fanny, we go there. If they capture
her, they'd take her there if they're like most other headhunters— for the ritual murder.”

"Sm, senhor .

Culhane looked into Sebastiao's eyes. He deeply respected the little man. There wasterror written there,
and yet Sebastiao had not wanted to stay behind.

Culhane started to run.

* % %

There were drumsin the jungle. Mulrooney tried pretending that she was starring in an old Hollywood
B-movie: headhunting natives pursuing her through the jungle, an Amazon warrior by her Sde, thejungle
drums signaling death—or worse. Only thiswas no fantasy.

She kept running, not deluding hersdlf that the Uruentes had been lost.

There was no choice but to follow Fred.

And then Fred stopped. She dropped to one bare knee and was examining aleaf. Mulrooney saw red
gpots on it, the spots bright and wet looking. "Blood,” she whispered, and tapped the girl's shoulder.
"Fred—" She pointed to the blood on the leaf. "Cdini?

"Cdini!" And Fred was running, Mulrooney shouting after her, "No— we can use hishelp! Fred!"



The drums seemed louder now. Mulrooney told hersdlf it was her heart pounding in her chest.
Mulrooney kept running, leaves and branches dapping at her, tearing at her shirt, at her flesh.

Fred wasjust visble turning abend in thetrail they had followed through the jungle.

And then Mulrooney saw him as she hersdlf rounded the bend. Celini was on hisknees, trying to raise his
rifle to his hip from the ground beside him. His|eft thigh was bleeding where the shaft of an arrow
protruded, hisleft shoulder soaked where Mulrooney had shot him in the cave.

Fred stood towering over him, her bow up, the arrow ready to fly.

"Fred!" Mulrooney screamed.

Fred remained motionless, then twisted left, firing into the jungle. Therewas acry of pain, and abody
tumbled from one of the higher branches: one of the Uruente warriors.

Mulrooney swung her revolver on lineinto the treesto fire, but there was no target.
Sergio Cdini screamed and Mulrooney whedled toward him.

His body looked like a pincushion. Tiny darts protruded from his chest and his cheeks and hisleft eye,
more thudding into him.

Blowguns

And then she saw them. Uruente warriors stepped from the treesinto the small clearing, surrounding
them.

Fred had another arrow ready. Mulrooney, her gun leveled at the Uruente, moved dowly toward Fred.
"Fred?'

"Me-em-€f."

"Run?'

Fred shook her head.

Mulrooney closed her eyesfor an instant and licked her dry lips. She needed water. She needed rest.

Fred lowered her bow for an instant, drew one of the two knives she had taken from the dead Uruente
warriors, then aimed the bow again. The knife wasin her left hand beneath the tip of the arrow.

Mulrooney understood what Fred wanted her to do. She took the knife.

Theknifein her balled |eft fist, the gunin her right, she placed hersdlf against Fred's back. The other
woman towered over her.



"Y ou're agood woman, Fred. Y ou don't understand me, but you're agood woman.”

"Fred— Me-em-€f."

Mulrooney understood that Fred understood.

No blowguns were raised. No bows were drawn.

The Uruentes began to close the circle, spears held like quarterstaves out of a Robin Hood movie.

There was the twang of abow. Mulrooney didn't look. At that range, Fred could not miss. Another
twang. Another and another.

There was a shout from one of the Uruente warriors.

And Mulrooney noticed that the drums had stopped.

A scream. A war cry. The Uruentes rushed forward.

Mulrooney'slittle revolver bucked in her hand— once, then again and again and again and again, and
then it was clicking empty. The Uruente warriors were clambering over the bodies of the men she had
shot, and Mulrooney clubbed the revolver into the face of one of them. Hefdl back. The gun waslost.
She rammed the knife forward blindly. There was a shriek of pain and the body fell and then another
hurtled at her.

Mulrooney turned. She was shoulder to shoulder with Fred now, who held her bow in one hand likea
club and was hammering a skulls and necks, her knife dashing from the other hand. Mulrooney caught at

agpear asone of her attackersfell to her knife, and she tried hammering at one of them with it.

Fred was on her knees, a spear crashing down across her shoulders, then shefell facedown to the
ground. Mulrooney stepped over her, fighting them away from the girl.

A spear....

Mulrooney couldn't close her eyesin time, but there was darkness anyway and her ssomach churned and
she closed her eyes.

Chapter Twenty-Three

Culhane dowed his run. The drums he and Sebastiao had heard had stopped ten minutes ago.
He had run toward the sound, shooting an azimuth on the origin of the drums.

Culhane handed hisrifle to Sebastiao and checked the compass again. He was going in the right
direction. He closed the compass, took hisrifle, picked up his machete and they continued ahead. Few
twentieth-century men had fought Indians. But in movies and books when the drums stopped... He
sucked in his breeth, forcing the thoughts from hismind.



The jungle undergrowth thinned, and he sheathed the machete, holding the rifle in both hands now.
There was a clearing and Culhane aimed toward it.

Sebadtiao murmured, "Be careful, senhor !"

Culhane nodded, his eyesflickering left to right, then helooked straight ahead.

There was something in the clearing, and Culhane started toward it as he broke from the foliage, looking
up into the trees, theriflés muzzle held out like awand. Magic againgt desth?

He saw the headless body.
"Sergio Cdlini," Sebadtiao whispered hoarsdly. "Uruente— they are here.”

Culhane saw something flash in the sunlight, and he dropped to one knee beside it. Bloody fingerprints
covered most of atwo-inch-barreled stainless-steel Ross .38 Special. He picked it up.

"Jesus..." Culhane looked up into Sebadtiao's face. The man was crossing himsdf. "That isthe gun of
M.F., senhor."

But there was no telling whose blood it was.

Heforced himsdf to think clearly. If they had killed her, he would have found her decapitated body. And
he would follow the Uruentes to the ends of the earth until he'd killed every one of them.

But there was no body.
They had taken her dive.

Culhane closed hiseyes, il holding her blood-smeared revolver: I'll find you—so help me. I'll find
you. Believe in that sixth sense you talk about— hear me. I'll find you, Fanny.

Chapter Twenty-Four

Hoevermann lit another cigarette with the burned-down buit of hislast one. "And so, senhor, how much
money did they giveyou?'

"It... my family... weare..."

"Then don't tdl me how much, tell your superiorsin the customs office. But money was exchanged. That
isknown."

"He said it was something very innocent... to help ayoung girl..."

"Y ou aremost noble," Hoevermann remarked, inhaling the cigarette smoke deegp into hislungs. "Did you



ascertain how much they helped thisyoung girl?"
"Bricksof gold— ingots.”

"How many?

"I did not count them, Senhor Inspector. |..."

"How much do you think they are worth? In U.S. dollars.”

Sweat dripped from the customsinspector's face, and his hands shook and hisright eye twitched.
Hoevermann imagined it was not the first time the man had taken abribe, just the first time held been

caught.
"How much gold did the agent of Senhor Palmer smuggle into this country?*
"l think— amillion dallars, | think."

"Only amillion dollars? That is odd. Perhaps, my friend, you can act as a sounding board for my
suspicions— if you do not mind?' Hoevermann stood up and began to pace the white-walled,
soundproof interrogation room, staring at his own reflection in the two-way mirror dominating the far
wall. "Senhor Pmer isvery rich. To him, amillion dollarsisvery little. | think | reed somewhere that
ransom payments are deductible on U.S. income-tax forms. Why did they not ask him for more? A
million dollarsin gold must be very heavy. Those two suitcases Senhor Culhane seems wedded to, hmm?
But why not fill those suitcases with diamonds? And if smuggling isto be done, why not smugglein cash?
Thereisgold aplenty in our nation, no? It is estimated that we have dmost seven and ahdf billion U.S.
dollars worth of metallic gold scattered about Brazil." Hoevermann didn't wait for an answer. "Why
smuggleit in?' Hethought of the English colloquidism, carrying codsto Newcadtle. "Why gold? If you
were me, would you ask Senhor Palmer about this, my friend?”

The customs ingpector said nothing.

Hoevermann shrugged. He was glad he had the man flown to Belém for questioning. Somehow he felt
that he was running out of time....

* % %

Pamer had not wanted to speak with him, but Hoevermann had suggested that if Palmer did not agreeto
aninterview in hishotd suite, suitable accommodations could be arranged at the municipd jail of Belém.

So Hoevermann sat in the same cushioned white wicker chair, beside the same glasstable, filling the
same glass ashtray with the remains of his cigarettes. "Y ou are fortunate they asked for something that
you havein such abundance— gold.”

"Ah," Pdmer said, amiling, lighting a cigarette. Hoevermann noticed that his hands trembled dightly. "Y ou
know, then."

"Yes, but | can't understand something. Itisfor thisreason | came. A trividlity perhaps. But why, when
you own some of the most prosperous gold interestsin Brazil, did you smuggle gold illegdly into our
country?'



Hoevermann made a smile gppear on hisface.

"Ah— |— | didn't want, well, | suppose| can trust you."

"Y es— oh, yes, indeed.”

"I wastrying to keep the ransom payment secret so there would be a better chance of getting it upriver.
And then, too, | didn't want you to try and stop me. I'll gladly pay whatever finesI'veincurred. | can
have my lavyers—"

"How about the customs ingpector who was only ten years from his penson?”

"I'll providefor hiswelfare.

"Will you pay for added police and military forcesto counteract the help your ransom payment will give
these terrorits?

"If thereisanything | can do—"

"Y ou are so public-spirited, senhor .

He watched Palmer's eyes narrow, the handsome brow knit as PAmer bent forward, stubbing out his
cigarette. PAmer rose from the chair opposite Hoevermann at the glasstable. "I am avery rich man— as
you seem s0 obsessed with reminding me. And terribly rich men have terribly influentia friends.”

"My job?'

"| didn't say that."

Hoevermann laughed. "1 have been exceedingly fortunate throughout my career, senhor . Integrity is
something | have never disavowed. | shall not disavow it now. Y ou can have my job— I shouldn't think
youwould likeit a dl. The hours are bad; the pay isworse. It isfortunate for me that asmall inheritance
has helped sustain me dl these years. | havelived frugdly but well. Were to lose my position tomorrow,
neither my family nor | would want. And | would not give up. | would remind you of abasic fact relevant
to those relatively few career police officers who specialize in counterterrorism. One usualy does not
take such ajob becauseit isthe safe route.”

Hoevermann stood, stubbing out his own cigarette. | shdl pursue the reason why, senhor, you smuggled
gold needlesdly into this country. And when | find out the reason, rather than you harming me, there may
be preciouslittle | can do to avoid harm coming to you."

Hoevermann settled his hat on his head.

Hedidn't bother to say good-day. It wasn't one.

Chapter Twenty-Five



Damascus Santini peered over the gunwale. Bandits, but thistime by boat. To attempt to flee would only
yield arunning gun battle, and staying at this point on the river wasimperativeif Culhane, hisguide, Fanny
Mulrooney, and any other survivors of the Uruente attacks Culhane might bring with him wereto be
saved.

Hethought of Vietnam.

"Captain, we have company. Get your men ready.”

"Yes, Father!"

He closed his eyes. There should be aprayer for people who were about to sin.

He would not surrender the gold. Evil could not win smply because it was unafraid of violence.

"Hurry!"

A savo of automatic wegpons fire came from ariverboat dmost identica to theirs except for the
camouflage paint job. Santini estimated it was about 150 yards away. A voice floated over the water,
launched from abullhorn: "Give to us the ransom— and the two women. And you will live."

Santini, low behind the gunwales, had counted perhaps twenty guns. He looked beside him. The captain
had dropped to his knees behind the gunwales, his deeply tanned stubbled jaw set, his eyes pinpoints of
fear. Santini knew thelook well. He had worn it on his own face many times.

"What'sit to be?' Santini asked him.

"Theransom. | would give that to save the lives of my passengers. But he would kill them anyway. And
he does not get the women.”

"Good man. At thisrange, dl they can lay over usisharassing fire. But harassing fire can kill just aseasily
asaimed fire. Keegp everybody down. Use the packing crates and keep everyone behind them.”

"If they shoot into the hull and the boat should Snk— there are piranhain these waters.”
"When they get in range, open fire on my signal.” Santini's mouth was very dry and his hands perspired.
"Y ou cannot—"

"It'smy conscience. Let mewrestlewithit. And they won't go for putting holesin the hull. Aslong asthis
boat's afloat, they've got achance of getting their money."

"Thethings Senhor Culhane carries— what isin the cases? Diamonds?
"l promised him | wouldn't tell anybody, but they'll snk if we go down."
The boat captain laughed. "Wefight them!"

The voice of the bandit leader came over the water again, echoing from the jungle on both riverbanks.
"Youwill die—dl of you! | promisethig”



Santini thought back to the hal cyon days when he could have visibly shown his answer with an upraised
middlefinger....

They were usng asmall boat now, along tiller off the outboard, the boat low in the water asit raced
toward them.

Santini shouted, "L ook out— firebombd "

Gunfire came afusillade from the pirate riverboat. Santini's force— the boat crew, the two male
passengers and Helene Chavez and Magdel ena— were too pinned down to fire.

Santini watched through a crack between two packing crates of suppliesfor the misson'skitchen. The
small boat was heading right for them, the man at thetiller on hiskneesto keep hishead low. A second
man wasin the prow, an AK-47 assault rifle firing, and a third man was standing, awine or whiskey
bottlein hisright hand, aburning wick at its mouth.

Beside Santini, the Japanese shouted, "No, Mr. Archer!"

Santini wheeled on hisknees. The American engineer was on hisfeet, the captain's bolt-action riflein his
hands. Santini started to reach for it, but the rifle discharged, and Archer collapsed into the cabin
bulkhead, bullets from enemy fire damming into his chest and neck, hiswide-open eyes staring in death.

Santini looked to theriver. The man with the Molotov cocktall wasfdling over the sde of thelittle
boat— and suddenly the water's surface was dive.

All gunfire stopped, and a scream more hideous than any Santini had ever heard pierced the air.
The water seemed to boil and then it stopped.

A skeleton of human bones floated to the surface for amoment and then was gone.

Santini stared.

"Piranha," the Japanese beside him whispered.

Santini turned to the dead American and began the last rites. And the gunfire began again, too.

* % %

Therifle clutched in both hands— the rifle Fanny Mulrooney had had dtered for him— Culhane ran.
Chanting was audible in the distance, and smoke rose out of the jungle. And a scream— awoman's
scream.

"Senhor— there are many of them! If you runinto the village al will belogt!"

He kept running. Werethey killing her? Wasit the other girl— Mulrooney's Amazon— who had
screamed?



His heart beat so loudly, the noise of it filled his ears and drowned out the chanting that he knew was ill
there.

He stopped running, gasping for breath. "Sebagtian... we get up there... we haveto create... adiverson.
Get the layout of the villagered quick. I'll create the diversion— whatever it takes. Y ou go for Fanny
and the other girl."

"If they are dead, Josh Culhane?’

"Then—" Culhane stared at hishands. They trembled. It was not fear. It wasrage. "Then you run like hell
for theriver and tell them al to get out of here. Ask Father Santini to take care of the suitcases for me—"

"Suitcases?"

"Hell explain. You hdp him."
"And you, senhor ?'

"l won't be coming.”

Culhane turned the set screw back in, ready with therifle. And he started running again, taking an indirect
routeto the village.

There was another scream. He prayed— for Fanny and for himsdlf.

* % %

Massive cauldrons of blackened cast iron boiled, the smell sickening, swest, nauseating. The cauldrons
were mounted over flaming logs, and above each cauldron was an inverted V' of wooden poles, the apex
of the V fitted with a heavy rope. She had seen things like this before in artists conceptions. Read of
them. The dance, the ceremony, the chanting, the stares in the eyes of the Uruentes— it was all
preparatory to boiling them, Mulrooney redized. And she couldn't help it. She screamed again.

Suspended from woven sashes at the waists of the Uruente warriors were shrunken human heads—
tsantsas. The tsantsa was no mere trophy, Mulrooney knew. Shrinking the head of afoeisthought to
prevent the muisak, the avenging soul of thevictim, from killing the dayer.

Thework isbegun on thetrall, starting with acut up the back of the neck, and the scalp is carefully
peded off the skull. Then the skinis carefully stitched up and soaked in hot water. When dried, it shrinks
to the sze of aman'sfigt and isthen blackened over asmoky fire, preservingit.

Mary Frances Mulrooney just couldn't stand to think of those toucan feathers decorating her hair for the
rest of eternity.

Buit first the body would be killed.
Her body.

They would behead her, but only just prior to the moment of death. The water could not be hot enough



to kill her ingtantly. She knew that her suffering would last an eternity in her mind. Tears streamed down
her face and she fought them back, trying to hide her weakness from the Uruente tribesmen who danced
around her, prodding at her with their spears, her hands bound behind her around a stake the thickness
of atelephone pole, her ankles bound aswell, her body weight sagging down, her kneestoo weak to
support her.

She thought of Josh Culhane. She wanted to be in hisarms, to have him awaken her from this bad
dream, to have him kiss her, to fed hislipsat her lips, at thetip of her nose as heliked to do, to fed his
hands on her bodly.

She stared past the Uruente warriors. Ten or twelve feet from her was Fred. She wastied as Mulrooney
wastied, and one of the Uruentes— a shaman, perhaps, judging from his dress— was coming up to her.
Shebit at him, snarled at him. Her head was tied back to the post, a cord bound around her forehead.
The shaman worked on Fred's face. Painting it. Red. Black. Stripes. Symbols. A smal sar.

And then the shaman wasfinished.

He started toward her, and Mulrooney screamed at him, "No! No!"

The shaman dipped hisfingersinto asmal wooden jar, the fingers emerging smeared with red.
Mulrooney told hersdlf it wasn't blood. It wasn't blood. It wasn't blood. He smeared it across her face

and she remained motionless. It was blood. She could fed it and she screamed, "Josh!" But no one could
save her. M.F. Mulrooney knew that. No one.

Chapter Twenty-Six

He had found her pursein thejungle dong thetrail, found the lipsticks and the comb and the brush and
the pens and the other things he had aways gently ridiculed her for lugging around everywhere. He had
picked them up and put the purse into his backpack.

He had found spare ammo for her gun littered aong thetrail, aswell. He had loaded the revolver, and
now he gave the revolver and the few remaining |oose rounds to Sebastiao. "If you get her out— give her
her gun. It won't do ahell of alot of good considering the way she shoots, but it'll bedl right at close
range. And if you get cornered, and if shewon't useit on hersdlf... Please?' Culhanelooked into
Sebagtiao's eyes.

"Yes, Josh Culhane. This| promise my friend."

Culhane nodded.

He edged forward now, Sebastiao beside him. He could hear screaming.

He parted the feathery leaves of afern and looked into the village, dong the single semicircular street to
the center of the village. He saw two cauldrons. And flames legped up beneath them.

There was a half-naked woman tied to astake.



The Greek girl?

And Fanny Mulrooney was being dragged toward the side of one of the cauldrons. She was kicking and
screaming, and swearing like afoul-mouthed sailor. Her hands were raised over her head, and arope
swung beneath two polestied to her wrigts.

They were going to lower her into the boiling cauldron.

"Good luck, my friend," Culhane said to Sebastiao.

"And to you, my friend." Then Sebastiao was gone, running soundlesdy aong the village perimeter, his
bolt-action rifle ready in both hands.

Culhane stood up to hisfull height and stepped from the foliage. He started walking down the street
toward Fanny Mulrooney....

* * %

Mary Frances Mulrooney butted her head toward the face of one of the Uruentes, but his head dodged
back and she thought she heard him laugh. "Y ou son of abitch— gottatie up awoman just to kill her?
Biteit— dl of you! Take your goddamned ceremony and shoveit up your—"

And she sucked in her breath amoment as the rope that bound her wrists was drawn up and suddenly
her feet were off the ground and she was swinging over the cauldron of the foul-smelling boiling weter.

"Culhane!" She screamed for him.

And shelooked to her |eft— at the end of the village Street. Shetold herself she was dreaming. ™
Culhane! "

Shewasn't dreaming.

He held therifle skyward— therifle sheld had fixed just for him— and fired more shots than she could
count.

"If any one of you understands English,” she heard him shouting, "dl | want are the two women!™
Therewasacry. She had heard it before: the Uruente war cry. Suddenly al the dancers were running,
their spearsheld highin the air, blowguns being fetched up from the ground around her, bows, arrows—
they were al running toward Culhane. "Get out of here! | loveyou!" she screamed, but she knew he
could not hear her.

And she looked down to her feet. The shaman held aknifein his upraised hands, aknife not like the ones
the warriors carried, but carved, very old-looking, the blade long and curved, and he was driving the
knife toward her abdomen.

Mulrooney tried swinging her feet againgt the knife to block the thrugt, but it wastoo late. " No-o-0-0! "

Suddenly the shaman's body froze like a child in a schoolyard playing statues. And his knees buckled and



the knifefd| to the dirt from limp fingers.

She knew it couldn't be Culhane: the natives were charging down the street toward him. Mulrooney
looked to her right. " Sebastiao— | could kissyou, Sebastiao!" she cried.

Hisfacelit with asmilefor an ingtant as he stepped from between two huts, dinging hisrifle, hisknife
going into histeeth as he grabbed at her ankles, dragging her back from where she was suspended
partidly over the boiling cauldron. He hugged her legsto his chest and hacked at the rope that was hung
over the poles shaped like the inverted V. Shefelt the line snap and she sagged forward, across his
shoulder. Sebastiao lowered her to the ground. " Menina— it isgood you are dive. We must go quickly
now." He settled her over onto her back and cut the ropes binding her wrists. She wondered if sheld ever
have the feding back in her hands. He cut her ankles free.

Mulrooney looked at him. "Gimmethat knife, Sebastiao!" She took the blade and used it to cut away one
of her shirttails. She rubbed the fabric over her face to wipe off the awful colors. Then shethrew it to the
ground and put her arms around Sebagtiao's neck and gave him the biggest first kiss she'd ever given any
man.

"You'reagood kisser, you know that?' She didn't wait for an answer. She was up on her feet, almost
losing her balance, haf running, half lurching toward the stake where Fred wastied ill.

She cut the ropes binding Fred'swrigts.

She dropped to her knees and cut the ropes binding Fred's ankles.

She stood up and hacked away the other front shirttail. "Fix your face," she said and handed it to Fred.
She turned to Sebastiao. "What's his plan? He's lways got a plan. Sean Dodge dways has aplan.”
Sebastiao gave her the Ross .38 Specidl.

Automaticaly she checked the cylinder. He handed her five more loose cartridges. "We will meet him at
the river— hurry!"

"Fred— run!"

Mulrooney started into the jungle, looking back once to check that Fred was behind her. In Fred's hands
were abow and arrow. Mulrooney ran; Culhane would bein trouble. She could senseit....

* % %

Culhanewasin trouble. He stopped his headlong lunge from the village street and whedled, pumping the
lever of the Browning, machine-gunning it, hisleft hand burning from the heet of the barrel where hispam

grasped therifle to steady it.

Four Uruente were down; dozens more were coming. Culhane turned and ran, ahail of arrows and darts
filling the ar around him. The shaft of agpear brushed at hisleft shoulder.

Behind him, at the far end of the village, he could see the cauldrons and the ceremonia square, but Fanny
Mulrooney was nowherein sight. He kept running.



Out of the village now, into the jungle, Culhane jumped adeadfdl tree. Hisrifle empty, Culhane switched
it into hisleft hand and snatched the four-inch 629 from its holster. He looked behind him, then fired once
into the center of the path. An Uruente grasped his chest with both hands, the body collgpsing. The spear
he held clattered to the ground.

Culhane kept running.

The sun was beginning to set. The river wasto the southwest, and he adjusted his direction accordingly.
War criesfilled the air around him. Culhane snapped off another shot from the .44 Magnum. He didn't
look to seeif held hit anyone. Hejust kept running.

His hat was low over hisforehead. Sweat poured down his face from benegth the hatband, dripping into
hiseyes.

He kept running, the war cries getting closer.

Culhane snapped off athird shot. Something was nagging at him, telling him he wasn't going to make it
thistime....

"Hurry, M.F.I"
"We haveto head him off," Mulrooney announced, hands on her hips, Fred standing beside her.

Sebadtiao turned to look at her. Sheredlized he was pleading with her. "But Senhor Culhane... hetells
me that we must meet him at theriver. These are hisorders.”

"You follow hisorders, Sebadtiao. | just know he'sin big trouble and if we don't help him, helll never
makeit! | know it. | fedl it."

Sebastiao muttered something in Portuguese.
They heard ashot. It had to be Culhane.

"Let'sgo! Thisway, Sebastiao!" And over her shoulder M.F. Mulrooney yelled to the bare-breasted girl,
"Fred— run!"

* % %

Culhane fired two more shots from behind the trunk of arubber tree. The revolver was empty. He swung
open the cylinder, punched out the empties, and reloaded. The Uruentes would be fanning out, and they
would encircle him if he waited much longer. Hisrifle reloaded, the set screw il turned in, Culhane
rammed the revolver back into its holster and took up hisrifle from beside the tree trunk.

Hefired two shots aong the route hed come and started to run again. He tugged his Stetson over his
forehead with hisleft hand, dodging alightning-struck stump, running, tripping. He spotted aclearing
ahead and ran for it, jJumping atangle of vines. Oncein the clearing, he picked up his pace.



Culhane jumped over ahuge deadfall, half eaten away, landing on the mossy carpet of rotting leaves
behind it, stabbing therifle over thetop of thelog, hisfingers automaticaly backing off the set screw. He
waited.

Heworked the lever.

Uruente warriors streamed into the clearing, and he let them come. Closer. Closer.

Swest glistened off their dark bodies. The red ceremonid paint gleamed in the sun.

Culhane squeezed off hisfirst shot.

One of the Uruentes dropped. Culhane worked the lever again and fired, another Uruente going down.
He was going for wounding shots, the old combat principle his brother had told him: wound the enemy
and it takes two of them to cart him away. Culhanefired again and again and again, the Uruente warriors
faling back.

Culhanerolled onto his back and reloaded the rifle, then set it down against the log.

Hisright hand found the flap of the holster, and he drew the six-inch-barreled .44 Smith. More waiting.

The Uruentes were coming again, their war crieslike the cries of fierce birds. Culhane ducked down as
the air was suddenly filled with darts and arrows and spears.

He stabbed the revolver up, firing once, then again and again. He sighted on one of the Uruentes, the
man's bow poised to fire. Culhanefired firg, the man dropping.

Culhane double-actioned the revolver, the gun bucking in his hands with recoil, and another Uruente went
down, chunks of the rotted log exploding upward as a spear struck within six inches of his head. Hefired
the last round from the revolver a a Uruente who was grasping for hisleft arm. The warrior spun away
like an out-of-control dancer.

And Culhane was up, the revolver rammed back into the holster, theriflein hishands.

He nudged the lever closed, and theriflefired, hisright hand working the lever down and up, down and
up, each time the lever closed, the set screw contacting the trigger, therifle discharging.

He swung the muzzle I eft, then right, Uruente warriors faling with each shot— and then theriflewas
empty.

Culhane turned and ran for the jungle again, ahail of arrows around him as he threw himsdf into the
underbrush. He had to try to make theriver. He reloaded therifle as he ran. It was tougher than it looked
inthe movies, hethought.

* k%

"How far to theriver, Sebagtiao?' Mulrooney could hardly breesthe any more let onetalk.

Sebastiao's voice panted from beside her. "Two kilometers, perhaps less— about amile, menina.”



Culhane would be behind them. She could hear his shots; she had heard them asthey ran. The new rifle
apparently worked. It sounded like amachine gun going off acrossthe jungle.

Mulrooney stopped. A clearing opened before them, afew trees were scattered in the center around a
long deadfdll log.

"Well make our stand here," she declared firmly. "Isthat al right?' Shelooked a Sebastiao.
"It isasgood as any place, menina.”
Mulrooney nodded, then looked at Fred. "Me-em-ef-do you understand?’

Fred smiled. She had gorgeous teeth. "Uruente!™ And Fred raised the bow over her head, twanging it
into the jungle without firing an arrow.

Mulrooney nodded. "Uruente." And sheran her right index finger |€eft to right, ear to ear across her throat
inwhat she hoped was auniversal gesture.

Fred was running into the clearing now, to onetree, then to the other. And then Fred was climbing, the
bow clenched in her teeth, the arrow quiver across her back.

"| fight from behind the other tree," Sebagtiao told Mulrooney.
Mulrooney nodded. "I'll fight from the ground behind the log. When Culhane jumpsit I'll get him to drop.”
"What if he does not reach this clearing?"

"It's big enough, and the shots keep getting closer.” She heard another volley. "HEIl come. | know it."
She hoped. Mulrooney and Sebastiao ran into the clearing, Sebastiao positioning himsaf behind one of
thetrees, hisrifle coming up, the flap on hisholster open.

M.F. Mulrooney threw herself down behind the deadfdl tree. "Y ecch!™ Bugs crawled al over it, and she
picked up aclump of leaves and brushed them away, aworm faling from the leaves. Then she braced
the pistol on thelog. Shelooked up. Bardly visblein the lush foliage, Fred stood ready in alarge notch,
her bow ready.

Mulrooney turned her attention back toward the far end of the clearing. She heard more shots. Hewas
coming. She knew it would be Culhane.

"Don't shoot until Culhane jumpsthelog,” she whispered loudly so that Sebastiao and Fred could hear
her. "Then let 'em haveit. Fred— Me-em-ef—" Mulrooney gestured with her revolver and held up one

finger.
"Fred— Me-em-€f," the girl rasped back.

Mulrooney waited....



Culhane had fired out the rifle, and there was no time to reload it now. The ground dropped suddenly,
seeply, Culhane's momentum carrying him forward and down more quickly than he wanted.

Uruente war crieswere behind him, arrows and spears flying everywhere.

The ground broke a hundred yards ahead. Heavy undergrowth rose from the depression; perhapsit was
astream course when the rains were very heavy. High trees rose, the trees intertwined with vines.

He could see the higher ground beyond the deep cut. If he went down into the cut, shooting at him would
be piteoudy easy. He considered running to theright or |eft, but if the cut broadened or steepened he
would be stranded. And if heran pardld to the cut, his pursuers would close on him, cutting the distance
to where their spears and arrows would not miss.

Culhane took therifleinto hisleft hand and wrenched his machete clear of the case across his back. He
hurled the machete behind him as he ran, hoping it would hit somebody. He stabbed therifle muzzle-first
into the machete shegth, leaving both hands free as he reached the lip of the divide. Vineswere
everywhere. It was grabbing the right one that was the trick.

Culhane looked behind him as he stopped. The Uruente warriors were less than a hundred yards back.

Culhane grabbed avine. "Edgar Rice Burroughs— | hope you knew what you were talking about!" On
the last word Culhane jumped, hurtling himsdf out over the cut, swinging from the vine.

He couldn't resist it. He did hisbest Johnny Weissmuller Tarzan yell. The ground on the far Sde of the cut
was coming up fast, and it was |ower than the height of the opposite side from which he had come.
Culhane let go as he swung over it, faling to hisknees, rolling facedown.

His motion stopped. He looked up and smiled. "Hot damn— 1 did it!" Culhane pushed himsdlf to his feet
and started running, Uruente darts peppering the ground near him, arrows springing into tree trunks as he
ran past. He turned once. The Uruentes were storming up the near side of the cut.

Theriver couldn't betoo far, he told himself, and the chase he had led the Uruentes on would have given
Fanny Mulrooney, Sebastiao and the girl achanceto get to theriver ahead of him.

Culhane kept running, spotting alarge clearing up ahead. The Uruente warriors— bowmen, spearmen,
blowgunners— were dmost at his hedls, and he knew he'd be an easy target there. As he drew closer,
he could see amassive deadfall |og, the tree trunk enormous.

He propelled himsdf toward it. If he could jump the log, then hide behind it and fire at his pursuers, it
would give him achance to catch his bregth for the find run to the riverbank.

If the boat were not there and close to the bank, he was a dead man.

He kept running, seeing something for an ingtant behind atreeto his|eft.

But there was no time to worry abouit it. If it were some new danger, hed meet it when it met him.
Culhane looked back, the leading wedge of the Uruentes into the clearing now.

Thelog was coming fast, Culhane pouring on hislast speed, using hislast strength, jumping up and over



thelog, rolling onto the ground.
He looked up. "Hi, Josh. What's happening?'
Stunned, he looked into Fanny Mulrooney's face, but then she turned away.

Her revolver discharged, and from Culhanes right he heard the sound of arifle. Helooked to hisright,
behind that tree. Sebastiao.

A bow twanged, and he rolled onto his back, stabbing the 629 Smith skyward, but it was no Uruente. It
was an impossibly beautiful, impossibly tall girl, naked except for abreechcloth. She wasfiring an
Uruente bow asrapidly as most experienced shooters could handle aturnbolt rifle.

He shook his head. Bellying closer to the log, Culhane shifted the four-inch revolver to hisleft hand and
snatched the six-inch from the holster at his hip.

"Hold your ears" he shouted to Fanny Mulrooney as he opened fire.

The Uruentes were charging, their spearsfilling the air, the air aready thick with arrows and poisoned
dartsfrom their blowguns.

But Uruente warriorswere faling now, the hail of lead from the .44 Magnum revolversin each of
Culhan€e's hands hammering at them. He kept shooting, Mulrooney beside him reloading her revolver.
Both 629s empty, Culhane set them onto the log and hauled the rifle from the machete shesth. Hisleft
hand already had what remained of the box of Federal .44s, and he started loading the rifle, rasping to
Fanny Mulrooney, "Take some of thisammo and load up my revolvers— fast, kid!"

The Uruente charge was close now, very close. Culhane rammed the last round into the tubular
magazine, and he stood up, working the lever of the B-92 down and up, down and up, swinging the
muzzle from left to right, firing at the leading edge of the Uruente charge.

Sebagtiao's rifle boomed again and again.

Arrowsfdled Uruente warriorsfrom the girl up in the tree.

And then Mulrooney was knedling beside Culhane, her revolver firing again and again.

Culhanesrifle was empty.

He put it down and snatched arevolver with each hand, emptying the gleaming stainless .44 Magnums
into the Uruente charge.

Most of those who were till standing turned back, but afew kept coming. Culhane's revolverswere
empty now, and he put them down, drawing the Gerber fighting knife with hisleft hand, flicking open the
Bdi-Song with hisright. The Uruentes closed in. Culhane blocked a spear thrust with hisleft forearm,
knifing the Bdi-Song forward into his attacker's abdomen. He hacked with the Gerber, practically gutting
him.

Mulrooney had hisempty rifle and was swinging it like a baseball bat. She'd seen too many John Wayne
films, he thought, but so had he.



Therewas ablur of motion to Culhane'sleft astwo Uruente warriors closed in on him, then one of the
Uruentes ripped away. It wasthe nearly naked girl, the spear in her hands used more like ariflewith a
fixed bayonet, her glistening body moving like adancer's, the point of the spear hacking at her
opponents, the base of the shaft pounding at their bodies and heads.

Another shot exploded from Sebagtiao's rifle, and then Sebastiao was beside him, his knifein one hand,
hisrevolver firing from the other.

Mulrooney was holding Culhane's six-inch .44 Magnum and suddenly Culhané's earsrang and
Mulrooney screamed and the Uruente nearest Culhane was done.

Culhane hacked at another. The boom of the .44 Magnum sounded again, and another Uruente went
down.

And suddenly there was no onelft.

Culhane looked at Fanny Mulrooney. They would have to run for theriver. The Uruente warriorswould
return— and soon.

Mulrooney held the 629 in both hands. She smiled. "Y ou aways said the recoil with thisthing was such a
big deal. Hal" And the revolver dmost fell from her hands as she sagged to her knees beside the body of
one of the defeated Uruente warriors. "It'sagood thing | don't have any loose fillings, though.”

Culhane pulled her to her feet, using his Speedlioadersto recharge both revolvers. Mulrooney had only
gotten two rounds into the 629.

He could no longer reload therifle. There was no more ammunition.

Sebastiao reloaded hisrifle. The nearly naked girl was gathering up arrows and spears, and she had two
knives compressed between the breechcloth's waist and her abdomen.

"We should run, senhor!"

Culhane nodded to Sebastiao. Then he looked a Mulrooney. Still holding hisrevolvers, he drew her into
hisarms and kissed her harder than he had ever kissed her.

Asthekiss broke, helooked into her face— dirt-stained, dripping sweat, streaks of what looked like
black and red paint. She looked dl set for a Georgia Bulldogs game, he thought absently, or at least the
colorswereright.

"Did | ever tdl you that you're beautiful ?"

Shelaughed. "Y ou're pretty beautiful, too." And she punched his chest lightly.

Culhanejust shook his head. But Mulrooney was calling to the stunning girl, and Culhane couldn't redlly
understand her. "Fred— Fred, Me-em-ef— run!"

"Fred— Me-em-ef— run!"



The girl— festooned with bows and quivers taken from the dead, spears in each hand— gtarted to run,
Sebadtiao beside her, the girl outdistancing him dmost instantly.

Mulrooney looked a Culhane. " Josh— Me-em-ef— run!”

Side by side, Culhane's empty rifle in the machete sheath across his back, arevolver in each hand, they
ran. And behind them, Culhane could aready hear Uruente war cries. They were coming....

* % %

Thedensty of therain-forest canopy wasincreasng now, the light dimming. Culhane and Mulrooney
were barely able to keep the fleet-footed girl in sight. Sebastiao would drop back from timeto timeto
check that the Uruentes were not too close.

They had run for some ten minutes, Culhane figured. Heimagined he could smdll the water, but it was
only hisown swest, he knew.

And suddenly the girl ahead of them disappeared. It was asif she had dropped into a hole. Despite the
darkness of the rain-forest floor, Culhane increased his pace, the revolvers clutched tightly in each fist.

And then he saw theriver.
But no boat.
"Christ— where are they?" he panted.

Sebadtiao came up behind them. " Senhor , we are perhaps two kilometers— maybe amile below the
position where the riverboat was to meet us."

Culhane nodded, trying to get his breathing closer to normd.

He heard the voice of the girl Mulrooney called Fred. "Me-em-ef—"

"Why the hell does she cdl you that?'

"It'salong story. Don't worry about it now."

"Me-em-¢f!"

Mulrooney started in the direction of the girls voice, Culhane and Sebatiao following. A tiny spit of land
jutted into the river. Culhane watched for crocodiles or gators as Mulrooney jumped onto it, Culhane
right behind her, Sebastiao staying on the higher ground as Culhane looked back.

And then Culhane saw the girl. And he blinked. She was standing beside six dugout canoes.
"Me-em-ef!" Thegirl wasamiling.

"Fred!" Mulrooney clambered over to stand beside her.

Culhane just shook his head.



"Josh Culhane— they come! The Uruentewarriord™

Culhane snapped his head around. Sebastiao had jumped onto the spit and was running toward them.
And Culhane heard it, too, now, the war cries— and very softly in the distance, the drums. He started
shoving one of the dugoutsinto the water. " Sebastiao— get in!l" Therewere carved paddiesin the
bottom of each canoe. "Take the girl with you!" Culhane turned to the powerful-looking girl, trying to
keep hiseyesoff her magnificent chest. "Get in with him!™

Fred looked at him, puzzled. He shrugged, then repeated the command in Greek.

The girl'sfacelit up. She nodded her head and bounded into the canoe. Culhane thought for amoment
shewould upend it. Once in, she shouted something to Sebastiao.

Sebastiao turned and looked at Culhane. "What did she say, senhor ?'

"Shetold you to hurry up— in Greek." And Culhane turned and looked at Mulrooney. "'In Greek!"
And Mulrooney doubled over with laughter. "Eureka— an Amazon— ha!"

"Modern Greek," Culhanetold her. Her faceféell. "Some of the letters are pronounced differently from
ancient Greek, and some of the grammar's different, too. Fred knows modern Greek. She'sjust a
Greek-gpesking, giant-sized girl who runs around more than half naked and livesin the Brazilian jungle.
She's no Amazon, Sveetheart.”

"Shit," Mulrooney hissed, looking like adisappointed little girl.

"Get in the other canoe. Hurry it up, kid!" Then Culhane shouted across the water to the Greek girl and
Sebastiao, not knowing the Greek word for spear. He swung hisarm asif he held one.

One of the spearsthe girl had placed into the bottom of the canoe sailed back toward him, Culhane
catchingitin hisright hand. Hisleft hand held the four-inch .44; the six-inch was holstered.

"What the hell are you doing?'
"Letting theair out of their tires. Get the canoe ready to move!™ Culhane rammed the second revolver
into his belt. Hearing the war cries even louder now, he plunged the spear into the floor of one dugout

after another, puncturing each severa times so the boats could not be used.

Two more to go— and the war crieswere louder. Culhane wheeled toward the water, shoving
Mulrooney's dugout out toward the current. "I'll catch up to you— go on!™

"No!"
"Start paddling!" Culhane shouted, turning to the next dugout and attacking it with avengeance.
Thewar crieswerelouder.

Three down, one to go, then the shaft of the spear broke. "Damn!" Culhane drew his revolver and fired
into the bottom of the canoe twice, then kicked at the Sde, gouging athird hole.



He looked toward the river. Mulrooney's canoe was caught in the current now, and Sebastiao sat in the
other canoe, the Greek girl standing, abow in her hands, an arrow ready to fly. Culhane whedled toward
the jungle. The Uruentes were coming at him.

Sehagtiao'srifle cracked.

Culhane emptied the four-inch revolver into four bodies, then ran downriver, paralleling the canoes. The
crack of Sebastiao'srifle echoed again.

Ahead he could see rgpids aong theriver. "Wonderful," he snarled to himsdlf. The reason there was no
riverboat was because they were on afork of the river and not on the Negro at al. He knew there were
no rapids aong the Negro here. "Rapids ahead— watch out— turn back!" Culhane shouted as he ran
aong theriverbank.

Mulrooney nodded and began paddling fiercely, Sebastiao paddling, too, now, aternately firing his pistol
shoreward.

Culhane kept running, trying to parald Mulrooney's canoe. She was sill headed into the rgpids. "Lousy
canoe paddler!" He kept running, drawing his six-inch .44 and snapping off a shot behind him, downing
one of the Uruentes.

Mulrooney findly had the canoe holding its own. Culhane looked up. On the higher ground above the
riverbank was atree, the main trunk and athick branch extending out over the water forming a'Y -shape.

Culhane ran toward the tree, the six-inch back in the leather. He jumped, hisfingers grabbing the
low-hanging, long-reaching branch. He swung hislegs up and rolled up onto the branch. Therewas no
time now to crawl aong itslength. He was over the water and the dick rocksthat fed out into the rapids
from the riverbank, Uruente spears and arrows and darts zinging through the leaves around his body and
head. Culhanefired the big .44 Magnum, then again and again and again. He had one bullet |ft, but four
more Uruentes were dead.

Hetook advantage of the [ull in the Uruente charge and crawled aong the branch. He was nearly to the
end of the thickest portion, perhaps thirty feet out over the river, Mulrooney at least another twenty feet

avay.

The canoe was holding back from the rapids, but Mulrooney seemed powerlessto get it from the white
water. Suddenly an dligator came toward the canoe, and Mulrooney raised the canoe paddie to best it
off.

She wasn't going to makeit, he redized.

Culhane stabbed the revolver toward the dligator and fired— hislast shot. The gator's body wrenched
and twisted, coming haf out of the water, then vanishing beneeth the surface.

Culhane crawled another two yards, then jumped, ahail of Uruente arrowsfilling the air around him.
Culhane's feet touched down onto the dick rocks, his hands going out, dmost losing the revolver ashe
splayed out hisarms and legs, dowing himself, stopping. He looked back to the riverbank. Uruente
warriorsfired arrows and hurled spears.



Therockswere asdick asice. Culhane half ran, half skidded over their surface, stuffing the revolver into
the leather, jumping the last three feet for Mulrooney's canoe. He redlized now why it was not moving: it
was wedged againgt the rocks. The upper haf of hisbody inside the canoe, he dragged hislegs after him.
Something moved in the water around him as he pulled his body the rest of the way up and into the
canoe.

He was soaked from midthigh down— and he was out of ammunition.

Uruente spears plunged into the water.

Some of the Uruente warriors were moving cautioudly out onto the rocks.

Culhane grabbed Mulrooney's other paddie. "Do what | do but from your side of the canoe— and pray
alot!"

Culhane started shoving the butt of the paddle shaft against the rocks, trying to free the boat. One of the
Uruentes had madeit out along the rocks.

Culhane drew his empty gun and stabbed it toward the Indian. "Bang-bang, you bastard!” The Indian
legped into the water. Culhane guessed the Uruente preferred gators and piranhato abullet. But thetrick
wouldn't work again.

The canoe lurched, and Culhane nearly lost his baance. "Paddle— fast— thisway!"

Hedidn't look at Mulrooney, only heard her grunted agreement.

Gunfire blasted from Sebagtiao's canoe, and more arrows sang from the nearly naked girl with him.
Sebadtiao and the girl had crossed to the far Side of the river, and they were beginning now to pole their
canoe dong the opposite riverbank with their paddles to escape the power of the downstream current.
Culhane was hoping to do the same. "Paddle faster, Fanny!"

"I'm paddling asfast as| can!”

And then they were out of the strongest part of it, Culhane fedling the res stance change againgt his
paddle, againgt the dugout itself, the water quieter. They were nearing the opposite bank. And they were
out of range of the Uruentes.

Sebadtian and the Greek girl were moving out from the riverbank now, paddling upstream.

Culhane reached the far bank and dug his paddle into the mud, the dugout holding.

"Youdl right?'

"| think so. Y ou're gonna get yoursdlf killed someday and make me awidow before I'm abride.”

"Yesh, well..."

"Yeah, | know, Sean Dodge doesthis stuff before breakfagt.”



Culhane laughed, and grabbed her face with hisright hand. He kissed her hard on the mouth, and then
sheburied her head againgt his chest. I thought those Uruente guys had me— had us."

Culhane only nodded, il alittle out of breath. "L et's go and catch up with Sebagtiao and Fred." He
shrugged out of hisbackpack and started to rifle through it, findly finding Mulrooney's blue canvas purse.
"Thought you might like this back."

"They pulled dl the Suff out.”

"I found some of it. Hairbrush, lipstick—"

"Lipgtick! Let meat it!" She started rifling through the bag. "Hal" She opened it and pursed her lips.

"Y ou redlize how ridiculousthis looks— you're a strange broad.” But meanwhile he had found the spare
box of ammo that was in the bottom of the pack.

Closing the pack, he arted poling them upriver againg the current, telling Mulrooney, "When you get
through getting gorgeous, load my revolver and my Speedloaders, okay?"

"| can load therifle, too. Isthiswater safe to wash my face with?"

"Watch out that nothing nips off the ends of your fingers. Better till, take the canteen off my pack and
use some of that."

"And pass over the canteen when you're through. There's plenty of fresh water on the boat.”

But he heard something as he poled them away from the bank and back into the deeper water. He heard
gunfire, and asthe roar of the rapids decreased, the sound of the gunfire became even louder.

The gunfire was ahead, beyond the bend in the river perhaps amile away.

He closed his eyesfor amoment, telling Mulrooney, "Y ou might try and hurry up on those guns. And
thanksfor therifle. So far, thefield testing's going just great.” And the gunfire ahead grew louder. It
sounded like automatic wegpons. Theriver bandits?

Asthey drew closer to the bend, Culhane could see the color of the water. It was the Negro, theriver's
color darker than the water in which they now traveled. He kept paddling. Sebastiao and the Greek girl's
canoe dowed, and Culhane was nearly besideit now.

"The pirates, senhor ?'

"Yes— | think so," Culhane called back.

"What do we do?'

"Tin aftoh?" asked the Greek girl.

Culhanelooked at her. He couldn't think of the word for bandits. Then he looked at Mulrooney. She was



doing some sign language, something like agun being shot. A frown on her face. Her handsto her neck
as though she were being strangled. Snatching her purse as though it were stolen.

The Greek girl amiled. " Kl eftiss!”

"Charades" Culhane muitered.

Culhane looked downstream. The Uruentes had it fires near the riverbank opposite them.
"What are they doing?' Mulrooney asked him.

Culhanetook a pull from the canteen, then answered her. "Burning down trees. They can use vinesto
lash the trees together. The trees are small enough to burn quickly. Five or six together make a decent
raft. They'll befollowing us as soon asthey can.”

"How long, senhor ?'

"I don't know. I've never built araft that way." But asif punctuating his words, there was a sudden
snapping sound that could be heard above the gunfire. A treewasfaling. "Thisiswhat they cal the horns
of adilemma." The Greek girl looked worried. He told her not to be. And Culhane smiled. Hewas

worrying enough for everybody.
They began to paddle, thistime to make headway rather than merely to counter the current.

The bend in the river was growing in the distance, the gunfire more sporadic now. Culhane looked to the
other canoe. Sebastiao was checking hisrifle. He and Mulrooney paddied hard in silence.

They were nearly at the bend now, the darker waters of the Negro forming adownstream current. He
was gtill trying to figure how they had gotten so far off pogition. He remembered fording a stream with the
Bronco. Wasthat it... ?

Culhane stopped his musing. He saw ahead of them a camouflage-painted riverboat about the size of
their own riverboat, gunmen hanging over the gunwales, firing, then diving down to cover. Pardld with
them, off the nearer bank, was their own riverboat, guns popping up and firing, the white Ford Bronco
parked by the bank.

It was no longer necessary to paddle except to steer asthey turned into the bend, the current snatching
the canoes like the claws of aravenousanimd.

Culhane drew the six-inch, ready.
Behind him, he heard Mulrooney working the lever of the Browningrifle.
Almost beside them and alittle behind, he heard the bolt of Sebastiao'srifle being worked.

He glanced toward the second canoe. Sebastiao's face was set, grim. Behind him, poised on her knees
with one of the Uruente spearsin an upraised arm, was the Greek girl, the modern-day Amazon.

Therewasanovd in her, Culhane thought. Maybe he could get Fanny away from her crazy occult books
to do some serious fiction. He thought about his own books. he was afine one to lecture somebody



about doing some serious writing.

"All right, Sean Dodge, let's see you top this!" Culhane rasped under his breath.
Behind him he heard Mulrooney's voice. "Hey— if we die or something, | loveyou."
"l loveyou, too, but we won't die. We're too tough.”

"Surewe are." He heard her force alaugh.

The bandits boat was anchored dightly upstream of the second riverboat. It meant that until Culhane and
the others were very close, their canoes would not be seen. He judged the speed of the current. They
would be sitting ducks for gpproximately three minutes— maybe four.

The current pulled them dong. Two small motorized skiffs pulled away from the camouflaged riverboat,
armed men firing from them as they made wide arcs, coming up on Santini and Helene Chavez and the
others from both sides. Someone from Santini's boat fired, and one of the river bandits went down into
the water, the water foaming with piranha. The second boat came aongside, the three men with guns
jumping fromi it to the gunwales of the riverboat, one of them shoved into the water. Again therewasthe
flash of white foam, then a scream.

But there was fighting aboard Santini's boat now. The second skiff came aongside and two men jumped
to theriverboat, both skiffs then pulling back to their own boat. Culhane was tempted to snatch therifle
from Mulrooney's hands and fire at one of the skiff pilots, but it would have been ahard shot and given
away their presence. He kept guiding the canoe instead.

The skiffs set out again from the bandits boat as soon as they touched her port and starboard sides.
More men were aboard. They were taking the fight to the deck of the riverboat.

Culhane steered the canoe and waited.

Their distance from the pirate vessel was perhapsfifty yards. At any moment they would be spotted by
one of the bandits.

"Get ready, Fanny!"

"Bereckless"

llRigI,]t_ll

Culhane shot a glance toward the second canoe. Sebastiao still looked grim. The Greek girl'sface
seemed oddly at peace. He wished his Greek was better, so he could talk with her more. Culhane
waited.

He saw aface by the portsde gunwae of the bandits boat, and saw an assault rifle leveled. Culhane
stabbed the six-inch .44 Mag Smith outward and double-actioned the trigger. The bandit's body
jackknifed, then snapped back and disappeared beneath the gunwale.

Culhane shoved hisrevolver back into the holster and shouted to Mulrooney: "Usetherifle. And keep
down!" He started paddling, dternating his strokes from port to starboard to port again, Sebastiao'srifle



cracking, another of the bandits down, the body toppling into the water. The Greek girl worked the
paddle of the dugout. She could have rowed in the Olympics, Culhane thought.

Port. Starboard. Cut the paddle in. Knife it through the water. Port. Starboard.

Gunfire sprinkled the water around them, ahole now in the prow of the dugout. Culhane kept paddling,
hearing the crack of the .44 Magnum riflein Mulrooney's hands, earsplitting so closeto him. The
riverboat deck was a battleground. And he could see Santini, the priest who had been a Green Beret,
taking on two of the banditsin unarmed combat on the roof of the cabin. Sean Dodge was supposed to
be good at tae kwon-do. Santini, as Culhane watched, was better. He had the grace of a ballet dancer,
the speed... Culhane was awestruck.

Hedug in his paddle, the distance to the riverboat narrowing to twenty-five yards.

Mulrooney fired therifle again from behind him, then again and again. One of the bandits splashed down
into theriver as Culhane looked back.

Lessthan twenty yards now. He dug in his paddle. Port. Starboard. He kept going.

The crack of Sebastiao'srifle again, then again and again.

Culhane looked to the stern of the riverboat. One of the bandits was raising an assault rifle to fire at them.
Culhane pulled in the paddle, drew the six-inch from its holster, double-actioned it once, then twice
more, the bandit's body rocking with the last two rounds, faling.

Culhane holstered the revolver and dug in the paddle, the dugout moving faster now, Culhane aiming for
the starboard side amidships.

In the prow of the riverboat was another bandit. " Fanny— the front of the boat!" Mulrooney'srifle
cracked, then cracked again, the bandit'srifle discharging into the water on full-auto, the body crumbling,
tumbling overboard. After what seemed like only a second, the bones floated to the surface.

"Jesus! What's that?*

"Aranha”

"Aren't they the fish that eat people?'

"They're not that picky. They eat anything.”

Mulrooney'srifle cracked again, but the direction sounded different to Culhane. She would befiring
toward the pirate boat, or perhaps at one of the smdl skiffs.

Ten yards now. Culhane dug in, propelling the dugout toward the portside gunwales. A face peered up,
blood-smeared, a pistal in the right hand. One of the bandits. Culhane drew his revolver and emptied the
last two rounds toward the face above the gunwales, at the same time hearing the rifle crack once, then
once again in Mulrooney's hands.

The face wasn't there anymore, but there was a smear of blood on the gunwales.



Culhane pulled the paddie once more and they were beside the riverboat. Culhane drew his second
revolver and shouted to Fanny Mulrooney, "Y ou're gonna have to go firs— | have to hold the canoe
here. Hurry— and be careful!”

Mulrooney, her purse dung across her body like Culhane wore his Norwegian bag, started clambering
over the edge of the canoe, theriflein her hands.

Sebastiao and the Greek girl were coming. "Hurry!" Culhane shouted it in Greek; after dl, the girl was
doing the paddling.

Culhane grabbed up his backpack and canteen, heaved them onto the riverboat, then got up, letting the
canoe drift from under hisfeet as herolled over onto the deck planks. He heard Mulrooney'srifle
discharging, and he whedled to his knees, the four-inch stabbing outward. Mulrooney had killed one of
the bandits, the body flopping back and over the gunwaeinto theriver.

Culhane was up and moving, firing the revolver as armed men rushed for him.
And the revolver was suddenly empty.

Culhane stabbed the usdess revolver into his belt and found the Bali-Song. He grabbed Mulrooney, and
dragged her toward the cabin bulkhead. " Stay here— herel™ Culhane gave her the engineer's bag and
both revolvers. "Load 'em up— use thisuntil you do." He handed her the big Gerber.

"But Jos+—"
"Stay here, dammit!”

A man came a him with arevolver turned backward to be used as a bludgeon. Culhane blocked the
blow, ramming the Bali-Song in under the armpit and into the chest, wrenching it out, kicking the manin
the crotch and throwing him over the gunwale,

More of the bandits were coming now in the skiffs. Culhane shook his head, turning to the cabin roof.
Santini was |ocked in combat with a man with amachete; two others were hammering a him with their
figs.

Culhaneflipped up to the cabin roof.

"Damascud!” Culhane hurled himsdlf at the nearest of the bandits, prying the man away from Santini,
ramming the knife into the man's kidney, kicking the body over the side of the cabin roof. Culhane
wheeled to one of the others, but apistol raked down across Culhane's right wrigt, the Bali-Song
clattering to the roof, skidding down acrossit.

Culhane's | eft foot snapped up and out, catching his attacker in the groin, hisaching right hand damming
acrossthe man'sface, hisleft fist hammering up into the bandit's Adam's apple.

Santini's man flew past him, screaming as he skidded off the cabin roof, across the companionway and
over the gunwaesinto the water.

Culhane's|eft hauled back and plowed into his own assailant's face. Santini‘s right shot forward, Culhane
seaing it inablur, both of them connecting on Culhane's man, forcing him down.



Santini crossed himsdlf. " God forgive me— | caused that man's deeth.”

Culhanejust looked a him and blinked. He felt his balance going and steadied himself. The riverboat was
underway, the captain at thetiller, apistol in one hand, blood streaking down from hisright temple.

And Culhane saw why. The banditsin their camouflaged boat were dmost alongside now, the two boats
lessthan ten yards apart.

The bandit boat to starboard, Culhane jumped from the roof to port.
"Losethis?" It was Mulrooney and she had his Bai-Song.
Culhanetook it and smiled. "Weve got trouble.”

"Why didn't you write romance novels? We could just stay at home and make love to research them
and—" Then she noticed Santini and actually blushed. "Oh— hi, Father!"

"Y ou must be Fanny. I'm pleased to meet you." He offered his hand as he crouched besi de them behind
the cabin exterior bulkhead.

"Y ou're the military expert,” Culhane said to Santini. "What now?"

"Wait. If they crossto this boat, we fight them— but | don't think they will."
"The suitcases?' Culhane asked.

"The suitcases? Y ou're worried about your luggage?' Mulrooney squesaked.
"The suitcases" Santini said, smiling, gesturing bel owdecks.

"Right,” Mulrooney said. "Don't anybody tell me anything.”

"Y ou should talk about the books | write. If it weren't for your crazy books, we wouldn't be in this mess.
Wewouldn't even bein Brazil. | would have gone back to Miami after the Russians sank Seacutter .

"Sank Seacutter ?'

"Tdl you later."

Culhanetook his revolversfrom Mulrooney, and his other knife. He took the bag, leaving her therifle.
Theriverboat shuddered, but there was no gunfire.

Culhane peered over the cabin roof. The bandits boat was |ocked beside their starboard side, pushing
them, its engines evidently more powerful. Culhane looked forward. Theriver split again, forming another

downstream fork. And there were rapids.

"We're going to work again," Culhane snapped, pushing past Mulrooney.



The rain poured down now, washing off the wide brim of Culhane's Stetson in rivulets. Mulrooney was
soaked, her blouse clinging to her breasts and dmost transparent.

Culhane heard a scream. He ran from behind the cabin bulkhead, and behind the packing crates aft,
Magded ena was bandaging the Japanese, hisleft arm and bare chest smeared with blood. "L ook—"

Bandits were poised by the gunwale of their own riverboat. The gap had closed to lessthan six fedt.
Culhane started to go for hisgun, but he didn't makeit. A hail of gunfire peppered the bulkhead near him,
Culhane throwing himself down beside Magdelena and the Japanese. There was more blood now: the
Japanese man was dead, shot through the head. The Brazilian girl was screaming. "Thisis crazy— this
Is—"

Culhane pulled her closeto him, shielding her body with his. " Santini— get somefirelaid down to cover
lﬂ"

He couldn't hear aresponse; he could barely hear himself. The deck shuddered violently under him, and
he looked up. The gunfire dackened, then stopped.

Both riverboats were |ocked together, jammed somehow or perhaps lashed together by the bandits.
Culhane looked ahead. They had gotten into the other stream, both boats now sucked aong in the
powerful downstream current, spray lashing over the bows, the rapids ahead.

There was ashouted curse and Culhane looked to the bandits boat. They were boarding. Culhane
grabbed Magdelena and dragged her back around the corner of the cabin. Fanny Mulrooney was still
there, dutching therifle.

"Whao's she?’

"Magddena. A passenger. Take care of her, Fanny.” Culhane ran past them, searching for Santini. A wall
of packing crates had been built to shield the captain and histiller in the stern, histwo remaining
crewmen. Thethird lay dead on the deck, flanking him, guns drawn.

Santini and Sebastiao were completing another wall of packing crates.

Culhane raced back aong the deck, grabbing Mulrooney by the forearm, hustling her &ft, then
Magdelena, aswell. Where was Helene Chavez, he wondered.

Gunfire ripped through the air from the prow where a half-dozen bandits had come aboard and from the
stern where the captain and his two crewmen were returning fire. He heard the crack of Sebagtiao'srifle.

Culhane gtarted &ft.

"Fanny!" He couldn't see her anymore, the rain and the spray of the river water combining to make agray
veil covering the boat. Theroar of the rapids was degfening. "Fanny!"

Santini was at hisarm. "Below! | sent her below with Magdelena— Helene Chavez is down there—
she's scared to death!”

"She's more sengble than | thought.”



Culhane edged aong beside Santini, bullets peppering the packing crates and the cabin bulkhead, skid
marks from spent dugs marking the deck planks, the deck itsdf ice-dick with spray and rain.

Culhane held hissix-inchin hisright fist, settling between Santini and Sebastiao behind the first pile of
crates, the captain and histwo crewmen behind the second. The crates were higher behind Culhane,
Sebadtiao and Santini, and the captain's two crewmen were firing over them from standing positions.
Sebadtiao put down hisrifle and drew hispistal.

"They'rerushing ugl" Santini shouted over the cacaphony of gunfire and the roar of the water.

The boat rocked and swayed and bounced. Culhane leveled the six-inch, firing asthe first wave of
bandits came over the cabin roof, hurtling themsalves down. Culhane caught one on the fly, and then the
fighting was hand to hand, Santini locked in combat with one of them, gunfire coming from behind
Culhane as he wrestled one of the bandits on the deck between the packing crates.

Culhane heard the boom of arifle and felt the body over him go limp.

Mulrooney held hisriflein the cabin doorway. "L ook out!" From the cabin roof another of the bandits
was aming apistol toward her. She started to turn. Culhane snatched up hisrevolver from the dick deck
and fired twice, the bandit's body flipping back, out of sight and gone.

Culhane holstered hisrevolver and ran to Mulrooney, shoving her back through the cabin door, giving her
hisfour-inch revolver. "Take this— just in case—"

"I know. Save three roundsfor the other two women and mysdlf. Where's Fred?”

Asif on cue, Culhane saw her. She had carried the fight to the bandits boat itself and was surrounded by
ahaf-dozenriver pirates.

"Stay herdl™

"Bullghit!"

Culhane shook his head, took back his four-inch, and holstered it.

Heran, half skidding, toward the locked-together gunwales, jumping like ahurdler, crashing downinto a
knot of bandits on thefar deck, hisright fist hammering out into aface, hisleft losng itsdf in an enemy
abdomen, hisright knee smashing upward into agroin.

There was a shot, and aman with amachete collapsed inches from Culhangsright side.

Mulrooney was on the far deck of the riverboat, therifle to her shoulder.

Culhane jJumped from the cabin roof, grabbed on to one of the bandits, and wrestled the man to his
knees.

Culhan€e's right knee smashed into the man's mouth, knocking him to the deck.

Fred whedled, her spear hacking across the neck of one of them.



At least eight of the bandits still remained. The camouflaged boat waslike the very tiny car in the clown
act at the circus: more and more men kept coming out.

Culhane grabbed at the girl. "Fred— Me-em-€f!" He pointed to Mulrooney. The Greek girl nodded and
jumped from the cabin roof, using the spear like a club over the head of one of the bandits as she legped
over the locked-together gunwales.

Santini, Sebagtiao, and the two crewmen, one of them wounded now, were fighting more of the bandits
on the riverboat deck between the walls of packing crates.

From his vantage point atop the cabin roof of the bandits craft, Culhane could see the full extent of the
rapids ahead. Walls of rocks, like massive tombstones, rose from the foam and spray, and in the distance
he could see horizon only, asif theriver dropped away from sight. "Holy Jesud" A waterfall.

Culhane jumped down to the deck, dmost losing hisfooting. One of the bandits charged him, but
Culhane drew hisrevolver and fired into the man's chest.

Grappling hooks locked the two vessalstogether at the bows. The hooks were secured to the deck of
the camouflaged riverboat with massive lines. Culhane drew the Gerber and hacked at the nearest line,
but hacking did no good. He began working the sawtooth edge over the rope, the blade biting through it
now, one of the ropes nearly cut, and then it snapped, the rope snapping back and cutting hisright sde.

Culhane reded, staggering back against the cabin bulkhead. He shook his head, a cascade of water
rolling off the brim of his Stetson.

He dragged himsdlf from the cabin bulkhead, gunfire sporadicaly hitting the deck.

If he was hurt, he was hurt, he told himself, but he had to finish the job. Locked together, both vessals
would be powerless to avoid going over the falsto certain death. Culhane began working at the second
rope holding the second grappling hook in place. One strand snapped, then a second, then athird.
Culhane stepped back as he hacked at the last strand, the rope whipping past his face inches from him.

The boats were gill wedged together, but if he could cut the last rope and get the captain to give the
riverboat al it had, they'd break clear. They had to bresk clear, Culhane told himsdif.

He began working the third rope.

Behind him he heard the bolt of a submachine gun, the click barely audible, and he spun around. It was
the bearded man, the one named José Mariade Jesus. "Y ou die, senhor!"

Culhane reached out hisright hand with the knifeinit, asif for athrust, but he wheeded left, dropping to
the deck to hisleft hand and left knee, hisright leg sngpping up and out, the Uz submachine gun flying
upward, discharging in along ragged burst. Culhane's foot again sngpped out, smashing into the bandit
leader's crotch, the bandit leader crashing back aong the deck, his head colliding with the cabin
bulkhead, the body sagging. Culhane was on his feet, the knife ready. The bandit leader was out cold.

Culhane sawed and hacked franticdly at the third and last rope, the rope nearly cut through.

Onefina swing with dl his strength and the rope snapped, Culhane reding back, the rope flying past his
face. And the two boats began to separate.



"Culhane!" Fanny Mulrooney lay spread-eagled on the cabin roof opposite him. "Culhane!™

Culhane sheathed the knife and started into adead run for the prow. He threw himself over the prow of
the bandits vessd, his hands reaching out, grasping for the gunwale of the riverboat, but hisfinger dipped
and hisleft hand lost its grip. He hung there, dragged through the water now, but the water was too rough
herefor piranha, he kept telling himself. He got hisright hand up, spitting water asit washed over him, his
hat brim dropping low over hiseyes. He pulled his body up and got hisright arm over the gunwale. He
hauled himsdlf up, rolling onto the deck planking.

One of the bandits sood above him, an assault rifle in his hands, the barrd aimed at Culhan€e's head.
"American!"

But the bandit's body trembled, shuddered, then fell forward, therifle discharging over Culhane's head.

A single patch of red appeared dead center in the man's back. Culhane looked to the cabin roof.
Mulrooney wasthere, holding hisrifle.

"Thanks, kid!"

Culhane gtarted aft to warn the captain that the fallswere only afew hundred yards ahead now.

Fighting was till hand to hand on the riverboat. The Greek girl was wedged between two bandits, Santini
ripping one of them from her, punching the man in the face, sending him sprawling across the deck. Both

crewmen were dead on the deck. Sebastiao was hitting another of the bandits with the butt of hisrifle.

Culhane could not see past the packing crates to the captain. He had to get to the captain and get him to
ater courseif he could, or hed haveto take thetiller himsdf.

"Culhanel”

Culhane whedled. One of the two bandits Santini and the Greek girl had fought was rushing Culhane with
amachete. Mulrooney fired, but the machete-wielding bandit didn't stop.

Culhane reached to the deck, picked up apacking crate— it was heavier than he thought— and
launched it againgt his attacker. Asit struck the man down to the deck, Culhane read the nearly
washed-out stenciled labdling on the crate: KITCHEN SINK.

Hed aways wanted to throw in the kitchen sink.

The captain was shouting in Portuguese, and Culhane raced to thetiller to help. The rapids were straight
ahead.

The captain, blood pumping in tiny spurts from a head wound, wrestled thetiller asthough it werean
enemy. He was shouting over the roar of the water, "1 cannot control the heim!™ Culhane reached for the
whesd!, fighting it now as the captain did. The captain was sagging.

From behind him, Culhane heard Sebastiao shout, "The boat isamost & the waterfal!"

Culhane ran forward. "Damascus— get Fanny below! Hurry!"



"Rig]t!"
Thetiller wasn't responding.
The fallswere lessthan ahundred yards ahead.

The pirate vessd, being somewnhat lighter, had shot ahead. It was going over, the underside visble for
one sickening ingtant and then the vessel was gone.

Asthe captain sank to hisknees, he shouted, " Bandidos... Malditos! "

And histongue lolled out, his eyesrolling open and back. He died cursing the bandits who had brought
himtothis.

Culhane threw hisweight againgt thetiller. There was no speed control, but he might be able to guide the
vessd into therocks. If he could, there might be a chance to abandon her and get to safety.

Fifty yardsto thefdls.
Culhanefdt new weight on the tille— Sebagtian. Thetiller was starting to move.

Santini was soon beside him. Then, inserting hersalf between Sebastiao and Culhane was Mulrooney.
"Get bdow!"

"I can die herejust the same. Anyway, I'm with you. So shut up and push!™

Culhanethrew hisweight againgt thetiller. It could snap and then dl would be logt. But it moved, the four
of them pressing their body weights againgt it, the prow turning.

"Wewill not makeit, senhor!" cried Sebastiao.

"Like Fanny said— shut up and push!™ Culhane gritted histeeth, fedling the tendonsin his neck
distending. The prow was turning. "Damascus— when we hit those rocks— if we do— you and
Sebastiao get the other women and any gear you can salvage.”

They weren't going to makeit, Culhaneredized. Thetiller had not moved enough.

And suddenly it did move. Culhane looked to hisright. Beside Sebastiao stood the Greek girl Fanny
Mulrooney called Fred, her well-devel oped muscles straining, her face set. And beside Fred was
Magdelena, her teeth gritted, her lips drawn back over them.

Culhanethrew himsdf againg thetiller, shouting, "All together— now!"

Thetiller moved hard to port, and the prow turned to starboard with ajerk.

And the riverboat crashed toward the rocks. Culhane loosed thettiller and took Mulrooney in hisarms,
throwing their bodies to the deck. " Sebastiao— get Fred!”

There was a shudder and the sound of cracking timbers.



And the boat stopped.
Culhane looked up, then got to his knees. Ahead lay the falls, some ten yards away.

Culhane hauled Fanny Mulrooney to her feet. "Damascus, you and Sebastiao get Helene and the gear!
Fanny, tel Fred with your Sign language to take Magddenaand my pack and my rifle. And hurry!"

Culhane was up, rushing toward the cabin. The cabin was awash with water afoot high. Culhane found
Mulrooney's gear he and Sebastiao had stashed aboard before setting out after her. He threw her pack
over one shoulder and her stuff sack over the other. Sebastiao was|loading sacks on his body. Helene
Chavez was screaming, and Culhane dapped her. She looked around her quietly, then fainted.

Culhane held a suitcase in each hand. Sebagtiao, laden amost beyond belief, followed him. Santini was
gtill packing gear.

The boat was breaking up. Culhane helped Mulrooney over the smashed gunwale and onto the rocks,
throwing gear and the suitcases after her.

He picked Helene Chavez up in hisarmslike arag doll and put her over onto the rocks.
Sebastiao was throwing gear over the sSide, then he clambered over.

Culhane looked to shore and saw Fred and Magdel ena picking their way on hands and knees along the
rocks toward the riverbank. Fred was |oaded with gesr.

Culhane helped Santini with his gear, then Santini flipped the rail one-handed and landed beside
Sebastiao. The two men divided their burdens and started out aong the rocks.

Culhaneflipped therail. If Santini could do it, so could he, he told himself. He dmost lost hisfooting, but
Mulrooney wasthere beside him.

Culhane grabbed up the two suitcases. Mulrooney had her things and some other gear. They started
along the riverbank. The rocks were dippery, and to navigate them it was necessary in some spotsto

crawl. Behind them there was amighty groan and then aroar. Theriverboat brokein haf and
disappeared from the rocks where it had been wedged. Over thefalls. Gone.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Culhane had cleaned his three guns and Mulrooney's revolver aswell. The captain's gun had been a.38
Specid, and among the gear Santini had grabbed when evacuating the vessal had been abox of
158-grain Round Nose Lead Remingtons.

Mulrooney sat beside him, wrapped in a blanket from head to foot.

"A million bucks?'



"Yegh—ingold."
"Canl seeit?'

Culhane looked at her and smiled. "That'swhat Santini and | buried while Sebastiao and you and Fred
and Magdelena set up camp.”

"Laer?
"Yeah— later."

"Why does Helene Chavez just Sit there— staring? She didn't do adamned thing to help on the riverboat.
And she didn't do anything once we reached the riverbank."

Culhane looked a Helene Chavez acrossthe fire. Mulrooney wasright. The woman just sat and Stared.
"Some people, well, you know— some peoplejust can't handle acrisis of any kind. They fall to pieces. |
guess she's one of them. Poor character trait for adoctor out here, though.”

He looked up from the holster he was polishing, and started to work on the belt with the leather cream.
Mulrooney smiled, saying, "Give her her due. Maybe she's hdl on whedsin amedica emergency.”
Culhane only shrugged. He looked at Mulrooney's face. What he could see of her hair was nearly dry
and she was clean again— and so was he. The soaking they'd gotten had taken care of that. Shewasa
pretty girl— the prettiest, he thought.

Sebadtiao interrupted histhoughts. "'l have been trying to remember, senhor .

"What, Sebastian?'

"The girl— the one the menina cals Fred?'

"What about Fred?' Mulrooney asked.

"Twelve— maybe thirteen years ago... How old you say Fred is?

"Twenty-five— maybe twenty-sx," Culhane volunteered.

"Try twenty-one or twenty-two," Mulrooney said. "I've been around her alot more than you. And | had
atwenty-one-year-old woman's body once. Neither of you guysdid."

Culhane gtarted to laugh. "Depends on how you use the word 'had,’ kid—" And he felt her elbow ram
himintherib cage.

"I'm serious— she'sjud little more than ateenager.”

"If the menina isright, senhor," Sebadtiao said, cleaning his revolver's bore with abrass rod and a patch,
"then Fred isthe one.”

"The onewhat?' Mulrooney asked, leaning closer to Culhane, Culhanefeding her breath againg his



cheek.

"The onefrom the crash. Twelve or thirteen years ago— | do not remember exactly— thisvery rich
Greek businessman— he owned mining properties and was avery famousflier—"

"Ah... wait aminute,” Culhane cut in, trying to recall the name. "Name's on the tip of my tongue.”
"Zorba?' Culhanejust glared at Mulrooney and didn't answer her.
Sebadtiao suddenly said it, "Archimedes?'

Mulroony shouted, "Lindy Archimedes! That'swhat they called him ‘cause he did al those long-distance
loflights”

"Y es— and his plane crashed in the jungle on the way to one of his mining propertiesthat was not yet
developed. He had hiswife and daughter with him. The little girl waseght or nine.”

"And she's hisdaughter,” Culhane murmured, looking acrossthefire at Fred. She had put on ashirt
Sebastiao had given her and had helped Santini as he sorted through the medical supplies. Santini spoke
some Greek; a Greek family had lived next door to hisfamily when he was growing up and he'd picked
up afew phrases.

"Then she's one of the richest women in the world, isn't she?' Culhane looked back to Mulrooney.

"She'sagood girl— I'm amost happy sheisn't areal Amazon,” Mulrooney said after amoment. "It's
gonna be tough for her to get used to civilization."

"She's going to need afriend most of al,” Culhane said, putting hisleft arm around Fanny Mulrooney's
shoulders. "And she's dready got that." Mulrooney rested her head againgt his chest, content.

Magdel ena had been preparing dinner, boiling the water to be added to the freeze-dried meals Sebagtiao
had stockpiled for Culhane and Mulrooney's originally planned upriver trek. Magdel ena had gathered
together firewood with Mulrooney's help and then volunteered to handle everything. "It'stimeto edt,” she
announced.

"Sounds good to me," Culhane said.

"Hey, Fred, let'seat!" And Mulrooney stood, pulling her blanket around her more tightly and doing her
sgnlanguage again.

Culhane could havetold the girl in Greek. So could Santini. But Culhane looked at the smile on Fanny
Mulrooney's face as she gestured, and said nothing.

* % %

Culhane had eaten the beef stroganoff and the chicken tetrazini. He leaned back on his elbow now,
popping ahandful of M& Ms, washing the chocolate down with a canteen cup a quarter filled with rum
that he and Mulrooney shared. M& Ms had been invented during World War 11 to provide G.l.'swith a
candy that would not melt under tropica conditions. The guy who had invented it, Culhane decided,
knew his stuff. Culhane had stashed the Myerss rum among his socks and underwear insde his pack,



and was pleased to discover that the bottle hadn't shattered.

Mulrooney took a handful of M&Ms and through amouthful of candy said, "The one advantage of being
an adult isyou get the chanceto act like akid and you don't have any parents around to tell you not to."

"Very profound,” Culhane said. He picked up the canteen cup and took another swallow of the dark
rum.

"I'm serious," she said, Culhane lighting a cigarette for her. "Here we are— stuffed— and now were
egting candy.”

"L ater werre going to makelove."

"Right. Later werre gonna—" And suddenly he could see her teeth sparklein thefirdight as she shifted
closer to him. "Later we're gonnamake love."

He folded hisarm around her.

Intheyears of pursuing hisresearch, in the years of missing deadlines because of it— whether fighting a
human adversary or a page count for a manuscript— Culhane had learned that if you worked hard a
whatever it was you were doing, you had to relax hard, too.

Over dinner, Santini, Culhane and Sebastiao had worked out awatch schedule. Mulrooney had
complained, but not too vigoroudy, that excluding the women from taking atour on guard was
chauvinigtic. Culhane had agreed with her and told her to be quiet. Sebastiao had the watch now, Santini
would be next, and Culhane would take the last shift from four until eight.

They would set out then, eat along thetrail as needed, and head upriver to the mission station near the
smal town of Ontem. Culhane was not yet late with the gold, and despite the setbacks, ahard day's
travel would bring the two suitcases to their rendezvous amost ontime.

To have set out on the trip at night— there were painted jaguars, margays and snakes roaming the
jungle— could have been insanity. And al of them were exhausted.

Culhane stubbed out his cigarette and started to reach for the cup of rum.
"Do not move!”
The English was good. The accent was Russan.

Culhane started for his four-inch 629 beside him. Hdlene Chavez screamed, and there was aburst of
assault riflefireinto the air. "Do not move or the women diefirst!"

Culhane didn't move. Helooked at Mulrooney. ™Y our Russans?’
"l guess 0."
"Aww, nuts—"

The riverbank campsite was ringed now with men stepping from the shadows. But Culhane didn't fed so



bad being taken totaly off guard, because he recognized the fatigues— and even some of the faces:
Soviet Specid Forces. These were the same people from the freighter, some of them the same people
who had attacked Seacutter and killed Jake and Melissa Burroughs.

"What do you want here?' Santini asked.

The man who had spoken— Culhane had seen the face before. He stepped forward moreinto the light,
no wespon visible except apistal in aflap holster at hisright hip. "I am Mgor Fyodor Kruglovitch. The
identity of the unit that | command isnot for your consderation at thistime."

He looked down toward Culhane and Mulrooney. "And you, young lady, you must be the bothersome
American journdist Miss Mulrooney."

Mulrooney said nothing.
Themgjor stared a Culhane. "And who areyou?”'
"Josh Culhane. How areya?"

"Wdll, sr— quite. Y ou are gpparently the gentleman who wasto be aboard Seacutter . | wonder how
we missed you.”

"Don't blame yoursdf— you tried red hard."

"Thank you very much.” The mgor bowed dightly. He strode across the campsite to where Fred stood.
"And you must be the Amazon girl Miss Mulrooney was |looking for."

Fred spit at his boots.
"She'sno Amazon. | thought she was, but—" Mulrooney began.
"Quiet!"

"No, dammit— you be quiet and hear me out. She's the daughter of a Greek hotshot whose plane
crashed in the jungle adozen years ago—"

A voice Culhane had not heard before— the English excellent, the accent Greek or Armenian—
interrupted Mulrooney.

"The missing daughter of Lindy Archimedes. The plane wreckage was found, as were the bodies of
Archimedes and hiswife, but never their daughter.”

Culhané's eyes flashed toward Fred. At the mention of the name Archimedes, tears began to roll down
her cheeks.

"It appearsyou are both right," the mgjor said.

"We dtill have the map," the gray-bearded, gray-haired man who had mentioned Archimedess name
sad. "Sheknowsof this"



"What map?' Mulrooney snapped.

One of the Soviet troops took the revolver from beside Culhane, snatching up hisgun belt and hisrifle, as
well. "Where's the man who was on guard?’ Culhane demanded.

"He had adight accident and hit his head. Probably fatd.”

Culhane started to get to hisfeet. "Y ou son of abitch—" But the muzzle of an AKS-74 was jabbed
toward hisface, and he sat back down beside Mulrooney.

"Professor Xanthos—" the mgjor began.
Beside him Culhane heard Mulrooney hiss, "Xanthos Hes—"

The mgor was il talking. "Y our estimate is that this Amazon capitd isaday or aday and ahdf's
march. We will take these people with us. They can be disposed of later.”

"What are you after?' asked Santini.

The mgjor turned to him. "That question is more properly addressed to Professor Xanthos.”

Culhane looked at Xanthos. "Gold? Archeologica treasure? What?'

Mulrooney laughed. "I know what he's after. He's searched for it al over the world. Before he became a
Communist hewas all over the Forida Everglades. When he gave up on that, he wasin Africa. He

doesn't want gold or anything like that. He's after one thing. The Fountain of Y outh kinda fizzled on him,
and he thinks the Amazons live forever and he wants to know how come— so he can, too."

Chapter Twenty-Eight

He had spent the early evening hoursin Miami, Florida. He had been there before, but he had never been
to Chicago and he sniffed the air— crisp and cool, much likethe air in Argentinain the wintertime.
Mounds of snow were piled in the distance beyond the runways, and as he walked toward the gray car
waiting some distance away, the American FBI agent said to him, "Watch your step, Inspector. It can get
alittle dippery out here on the runways."

"| shall endeavor to do s0."
"l dontimagineit getslikethisvery oftenin Brazil, right?"

"Wrong, senhor . It never getslikethisin Brazil." Hoevermann chuckled and clapped the man on the
shoulder. He shivered in his khaki trench coat. He hoped it would be warm in the car.

"| bet you've got the giant jet lag that attacked the earth,” the FBI man said, and smiled good-naturedly.
He was under thirty, red-haired, and scrubbed looking, like so many Americans aways seemed to beto
Hoevermann.



"No— but | will tomorrow or the next day. Assoon as| conclude my affairs here, | must return to my
country with al possble speed.”

"We have been briefed, sir. The Forida Department of Law Enforcement transmitted copies of the
gatement from the PAlmer Industries pilot regarding his cargo.”

"There was a second plane— asmall one. It landed in the Keys— your customs authorities assumed
them to be smugglers of drugs. Y our federal drug people discovered that the cargo was machine tools
from aPamer factory. Thisiswhere the Pamer pilot picked up his shipment— not at its supposed point
of origin. Thisiswhat worriesme."

"Then you think Palmer was too chegp to come up with the million dollarsin gold for the ransom of his
wife?"

Hoevermann stopped walking, looking &t the FBI agent. "Agent—"
"Summerfidd, Sr. Robert Summerfield.”

"Senhor Summerfield. | do not doubt Senhor PAmer's sincerity in the dightest. | am sure hefulfilled the
demands of the terrorist kidnappersto the letter.”

"But you just sid—"

"What they demanded, | fear, was— if you will forgive a mixed metaphor— a pearl of far greater price.
Andif he gaveit to them—" He sighed. "The story of Pandorafrom Greek mythology— do you know
it?'

"Yes—yes, | do."

An arcraft wastaking off at thefar end of the field and neither of them spoke for amoment. Hoevermann
stared at the deek business jet he had been provided with to fly north. Asthe aircraft noise died, he said,
"Pandora opened abox and loosed evil upon theworld. | fear it will be the same with Senhor Palmer's
suitcase— his Pandora's boxes, asit were." He was very cold now, and he walked more quickly toward
thewaiting car.

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Culhane had told Mulrooney where he and Santini had buried the gold. Asthey moved through the jungle
now, darkness gtill upon them but their way clear, bats, giant moths and birds fluttering a the massive
hand-held spotlights of the Russians, Helene Chavez came up beside him. "Where did you put the gold—
in casewedont dl makeit."

"Father Santini knows. | know. That's enough.”
It was actualy easy enough walking. The floor of the rain forest was brighter than it wasin daytime with

the artificid lighting. And al of his gear and his wegpons had been taken by the Russians. Even hiswatch
and his belt had been taken. They had |eft him his cigarettes and hislighter. But they had dso left him



something else; Soviet Specia Forces needed to upgrade their prisoner-search techniques, Culhane
thought happily. Before leaving the United States he had made a smal purchase. It was agtainless-sted,
razor-sharp knife the size and shape of aballpoint pen, and looked totaly innocent. And it was till in the
left breast pocket of hisarmy-surplus olive drab shirt. The blade was long enough to be damaging ina
fight. But the question was how to useit— if he could useit at dl.

He kept walking, holding Fanny Mulrooney'sright hand in hisleft. Helene Chavez fell back behind them.
"Why didn't you tell her I know?' Mulrooney whispered.

"l don't trust her to hold up if the Russians get rough. Somehow | don't think she likes you too much.”
Mulrooney wore faded blue jeans much like Culhane's and anew khaki shirt, her hat aswet ashisand
looking it, but pulled down over her eyes. "Just hang loose," Culhanetold her.

"I'm loose dready. What are you going to do?"

"Why do you awlays expect me to know what to do?"

"Y ou write adventure novels. | write about the occult and the supernatura and unexplained
phenomena— right?*

"Right," hetold her, lighting acigarette, then taking her hand again.

"Fine. If we bump into one of these bats and it turnsinto a human vampire, | know just what to do. That's
my department. We run into Russian army bad guys, that's your department.”

"Oh," Culhane said, and nodded.

"I've till got my copy of themap. | put it in aZiploc bag and sewed it ingde the lining of my hat."
"So let's escape from the Russians and find the lost Amazon city, right?"

"Wl

Culhane gtarted to say something, but he stopped himself. They walked on.

* * %

Mary Frances Mulrooney judged they had been waking for nearly two hours, and her feet hurt in her
wet boots. But Culhane still held her hand.

Things could have been worse, she reminded hersdlf.

All the Russans would do when they killed her waskill her, not boil her first to torture her. She shivered
at the thought, remembering the Uruente village.

At least she and Culhane would die together. She felt sorry for Fred who would never redly know her
own background, her own identity. And asfor Sebastiao... such agentle, good little man. And now
dead.

She heard some animal noisesin the jungle beyond the glow of the lights, and she held Culhaneshand a



little tighter. Sheld ask the major before he had them shot, and maybe he'd be decent about it. Could she
hold Culhan€'s hand. A last request.

Under her breath shetold hersdlf, "All right, M.F., don't give up.”
Besde her, Culhane said, "Y ou say something?”
"No, just thinking out loud." She smiled a him.

Hewould think of something. He dways had in the past. Or she would think of something. And there
was Father Santini. An ex-Green Beret, ajungle fighter. Hed think of something. And Fred, shewasa
warrior, afighter. Maybe Fred would think of something. Even Magde ena, who now walked aongside
Helene and Fred, might think of something.

Her spiritsrose. Somebody would think of something.

Then her spiritsfell. A spear suddenly impaled the Russian guard just afew yardsin front of them. It went
through the chet, nailing him to the ground, his body wriggling, gurgling sounds coming from hislips.

It had to be the Uruentes. Maybe...

Culhane pushed Mulrooney into the underbrush and out of the light. " Stay low— get outta hereif you
can, Fanny. | loveyou!" And shefdll and rolled into the darkness and he was gone. When she looked up,
Culhane had the guard's assault rifle and wasfiring into the trees astall, leggy, beautiful brunets wearing
glittering gold breastplates and golden bracel ets swung down from the trees, screaming war cries she
could not understand.

These had to be Amazons, shetold herself. Real Amazons. The Russians opened fire and some of the
women went down, but spears and arrowsfilled the air, Culhaneé's assaullt rifle firing until it was empty.

She garted for him, but Culhane threw himsdf between Helene Chavez and one of the Amazonswielding
amassive war club. Culhanesrifle butt cracked and broke away, and the war club struck him down.
Mulrooney pushed herself to her feet but felt something tackle her.

Sherolled back into the undergrowth. 1t was Fred, and Fred's voice hissed in her right ear: " Amazonas!"

Mulrooney tried to move, but Fred pinned her arms and legs. She could only watch. The word Amazon
meant "breastless,” because according to legend they would cleave off their right breastsin order to
better firetheir bows. But from their low-cut armor one thing was clear: they dl had unbelievable figures,
everything intact. She tugged againgt Fred, trying to free hersdf to go to Culhane.

Santini was fighting with his hands and feet. A club smashed down across his back and hefell. Some of
the Russian soldiersran off into the jungle. The older man Josh Culhane had said was most likely some
kind of sergeant was stabbed through the heart with a spear. Dead.

Mulrooney stared at one of the women whose armor was set with jewels. She wore agolden collar that
covered the front of her neck and looked centuries old. She was astdll as afashion mode, but strong
musclesrippled as she moved, her hair wild asif it had alife of its own. Mulrooney wished her hair would
do that.

The statuesque woman— their leader, Mulrooney decided— swung her war club and downed the



Russan mgor.

Three of hismen were gill standing, the rest dead, wounded or gone. Ringed now by Amazon women
armed with bows and spears and clubs, the three men lay down their weagpons. Outside the circle,
crumpled inabdl, blood running down her left arm, was Magdel ena.

Mulrooney sagged against Fred. She wanted to weep. And she wanted to Kill.

Santini wasrolled face up. The Amazon leader bent over him, touched at his hair, then ripped the clerica
collar from his neck. One of her women drew back on her bow, but the leader pushed the arrow from
the bow and threw down the collar. They walked from Santini to the Russian officer. Again, shefdt the
man's hair and turned hisface from sdeto sdeasif sudying it. She bent over him and forced open his
mouth. The Russian stirred, but a spear was put againgt histhroat and he didn't move anymore. The
Amazon leader nodded, and the Russian was hauled up to his knees, his arms drawn behind him, his
wrigts lashed together.

Mulrooney noticed the three remaining Russian soldiers who had surrendered. Their teeth and hair were
ingpected. One of them— very dim, dmost effeminate looking— was held by two of the Amazons and
his trousers and underwear were cut away. One of the Amazons pointed at his genitals and laughed.
Then she drew her knife and dashed it across the Russian's throat. Mulrooney sucked in her breath to
scream, but Fred's hand covered her mouth and she could not. Mulrooney nodded, and the pressure
eased.

The Russian boy's body sagged to the ground and hiswrists were unbound. Mulrooney guessed that the
rope was not to be wasted.

She had seen Professor Xanthos fall when aclub was smashed againgt hislegs. Hishead bled, and his
left leg seemed twisted and bent. The women dragged him to a standing position, and the man screamed
with pain. The Amazon leader laughed.

Histhroat was dit, blood spurting like— Mulrooney didn't know like what. It was the sort of thing
Culhane described so graphicaly in his books. Fred's hand was over her mouth again, but Mulrooney
made no attempt to scream.

Culhane.

Culhane was dragged to hisfeet, his hands bound behind him by two of the Amazons, Culhane shaking
his head as though trying to cleer it.

Asthe Amazon leader approached, he was pushed down to his knees. She stood before him.
"Biteit, lady!" Culhane snarled.

The Amazon cuffed him across the face and a knife was pressed to his throat. Mulrooney fought against
Fred to bresk free, to do something, anything. But Fred's hand was till over her mouth.

She could not break free, could not scream.
Culhane was not killed.

The Amazon leader forced open his mouth, two more of the women holding his head. She checked his



teeth. She knotted her hand in hishair and jerked his head back. There was laughter from the leader.

For amoment Mulrooney felt shame for him— to have women do thisto him. Would they cut awvay his
pants aswell?

They did not. He was dragged to hisfeet and shoved beside the Russian mgjor, then forced down to his
knees again. The two Russian soldiers were placed beside them.

The Amazon leader kicked at the body of Helene Chavez and rolled it over. She placed her hands on her
impossibly dimwaist and laughed out loud. She bent over Helene Chavez and tore a her blouse, ripping
the fabric away. The knife came out, but she only cut away Helene Chavez'sbra. The leader called to
some of the others. Severa of the other women came and stood around Helene Chavez, laughing at her
body. One of them spat on her, and they al walked back to the four male prisoners.

A longer rope was taken from one of the other women, the leader handing it to gtill another of the
Amazons. The rope wastied into nooses that were placed around the necks of the four men: first the
Russian mgor, then Culhane, then the two others.

Spears prodded them to their feet, and the Amazons, dinging their own dead and wounded over their
shoulders, dragging their mae prisoners, disappeared from the light of the falen floodlights and into the
junglenight.

It was severa minutes before Fred eased the pressure over Mulrooney's mouth.

"Y ou can let go now, Fred. Let go, dammit!™

But Fred did not et go for what seemed to Mulrooney like at least fifteen minutes, perhaps longer,
holding her immobile. Fred was saving her life, Mulrooney knew, and she could not hold anger for it.

But there was another life to save. Shewould get him back, she vowed as she stared into the night.

And then Fanny Mulrooney saw something that almost made her heart come to her mouth. Creegping into
thelight, hishat gone, norifle, no pistal, only alargerock in hisright hand was Sebastiao, the right side of
his head at the temple clotted with blood.

"Sebadtiao!" Fred let go of her now and Mulrooney— stiff, muscles cramped— half crawled from the
shadowy underbrush into the light.

"What did this?"
"Amazons," Mulrooney said. "Not like Fred here, but the real McCoy."

Santini was awakening. Fred was bending over Helene Chavez, who was still unconscious. Mulrooney
told Sebastiao, "L et metake alook at your head.”

"I anfine, menina— Senhor Culhane?"

"A prisoner of the Amazon women. But I'm gonnafix that." She walked over to Santini. He was Sitting up
now, holding hisclerica collar in one hand and rubbing his head with the other.

"Were, ah, they what | think? Ohh, my heed.”



Mulrooney knelt beside him and examined the back of his head. He winced as she touched it but did not
move away. "Amazons— the red thing. They took Josh, the Russan mgor and two of hismen. Their
leeder”

"The one with the jeweled breastplate?’ Santini began.

"Y eah— thelooker. She dit the throat of one of the Russans, then did the same thing to Professor
Xanthos. Therest of the Russians escaped into the jungle, running like hell. Some of the ones here might
il be dive. Helene Chavez is unconscious. But Sebagtiao's dive, see?

"Areyou okay, Fanny?'

"Y ou know, only Josh callsmethat. But I'll give you aspecia dispensation.” She smiled as Santini
laughed alittle.

"Thanks, Fanny." Hetried standing up and sagged back. "I don't work too well yet. We haveto get these
people looked after and go after Josh.”

"No," Mulrooney told him. ™Y ou speak enough Greek— ask Fred if shelll guide me through the jungle to
the city. I've till got the map. If these are real Amazons, then the map should bered, too. Fred can stay
outside, but I'm going in after Josh. Y ou're the only one of uswith enough medical training to maybe save
afew lives here, consdering Chavez is out of commission.”

"You're crazy, Fanny."

"No, I'm not crazy. Who better to penetrate acity full of women than another woman? The Russans | eft
al their gear when they ran. Culhane's stuff should be here— hisweapons, my gun. I'm doing it. The guy
awaysrescuesthe girl from afate worse than death in Josh's books. Wdll, thistime it's the other way
around. Well start anew trend maybe, right?”

Mulrooney stood up. To no onein particular she said, "I'm getting him back. So help me | am.”

She started looking at the bodies on the ground to separate the dead from the wounded. She found
Culhane's Rolex on the wrist of the man Culhane had labeled the sergeant.

Sheremoved it, opening the flip-lock clasp.

She hedit tight in her fit. It would be back on her man'swrist if she died getting it there.

BOOK TWO

PRISONER OF THE AMAZON WOMEN

Chapter Thirty



The net was pulled over the top of the massive two-whedled cart. The horsesin harness ahead of the
wagon were pawing the earth and the wagon shuddered with their false Sarts.

Culhane, his hands bound behind him, had been shoved into the wagon between the Russian mgor and
the two Russian enlisted men. Two planks were lashed across the top of the cart and secured at the rear.
One of the Amazons stood on the two planks, a spear at her side.

Kruglovitch whispered beside Culhane, "I cannot believe this happens.”

"Y eah, wdll, it wouldn't have happened as easily if you and your guys hadn't killed Sebastiao our guide
and hadn't kept the Greek girl from scouting ahead and hadn't taken dl our wegpons. And if we hadn't
walked through the jungle a night with those damned floodlights.”

"Thisisno timefor recriminations.”

"Thisisnotimefor recriminations,™ Culhane mimicked. "Okay, fine. Whenit'stimefor recriminations, tell
me so | cantel you what an assholeyou are.”

"Wemust bedliesat least for the moment if we wish to get ourselves from the clutches of these bitches.”
"Good thing for you they don't speak English. Speak any Greek?”

"No."

"How about your two buddies?' Culhane asked, nodding at the enlisted men.

"Anton spesks only Russian. Ivan spesks Russian and Lithuanian.”

"That'sgoing to help usalot. | agree— we have to work together to get out of hereif we can. But sincel
gpeak some Greek and understand more, it looks like you and your guys do what | say or don't do

anythinga dl."

"But there arethree of us," the mgjor murmured.

"And who knows how many of them." Culhane nodded toward the warrior sanding over them.

"What do they plan for us?'

Culhane sghed loudly. The wagon was moving now. He could see through the crack in the boards that
comprised thewagon'ssides. "1 think you can kiss off the immortality routine with our charming
hostesses. They need men. Why do you think they were checking our teeth? It was like buying hedthy
breeding stock."

"You areinsane." Kruglovitch began to laugh.

The warrior above them struck the shaft of her spear against the boards on which she stood. "We're
disturbing her," Culhane rasped.



"These women intend to—"
"Rapeus,” Culhanetold him.
"A woman cannot—"

"Wannabet? Y ou think about it. Mulrooney told me what that stuff Xanthos found was concerned with.
The Amazonstraveled from Africa due west and found this place. They traveled inland and found acity.
Pretty smart people... they had to be to crossthe ocean like that. It was logical for them to assume that
they'd need men here. What if thisland were devoid of human life, or theracid composition waswrong
for them? Do any of them look Indian to you?'

"Wédl, no, but—"

"So they brought men with them," Culhane said. "Probably over the centuries explorers, soldiers—
missionaries who've disappeared— have added to the gene pool. Fresh stock for breeding.”

"Why didn't they take the Catholic priest?’

Culhane smiled. "Cathalic priests are pretty tough guys sometimes. They take their vows serioudy. Why
take aman prisoner for one reason only when you know he won't cooperate?’

"The one who isthe leader— she pulled off his collar, then threw it down and left him. That must be

"Too bad Damascus didn't have enough clerica collarsto go around for dl of us™"

Kruglovitch laughed again. "1 am good with women. We shdl bedl right. | will teach whatever Amazon |
make loveto how it fedlsto be with area man. | will get her to our Sdeto help us escape, and we can
take her with us."

Culhane just looked at the man, then shook his head. As obviousto him asthe fact that the four of them
had been taken only for sexua purposes, was the fact that the Amazons viewed men as necessary only
for this. Death after procreation? Or would they be penned up like animals and executed when their
healthy dayswere gone? Culhane closed his eyes. Perhgps Kruglovitch saw some kinky fantasy in this,
but Culhane did not.

And hethought of Fanny Mulrooney. He had not seen Fred after the fighting had started. Perhaps Fred
had gotten Fanny away to safety. He prayed she had.

But he thought of thetitle of Fanny's book, Warrior \WWomen.

Culhane settled back as comfortably as he could. It would have been possible to work with Kruglovitch
to get their hands free. But to what purpose? Amazons rode on horseback on al sides; others walked,
their burnished golden armor gleaming in the moonlight. They wereincredibly beautiful, incredibly tall for
women, muscular, fit, raven haired, deeply tanned. Therewas alook in their eyesthat too few women in
the outside world held. Confidence, strength. Culhane had never found it an unpleasant look. Fanny
Mulrooney had it.

And these women were tough. He had seen them in battle. They were from another age, an age where



surviva depended on fighting skill done. An age where ditting a man's throat was not consdered
barbaric. It was smply theway.

He thought of his brother's stories of Vietnam, and he knew why Santini had become a priest and till had
to wrestle with his conscience.

He had listened to these women speak. To the best of hisknowledge, it was ancient Greek.

Culhane heard water splashing, and he peered through a crack benegath the cart. They traveled dong a
rocky stream bed, the Amazons who had been walking now clinging to the sdes of the wagon inwhich
he rode and the wagon ahead of them. The dead and injured Amazon women were in the first wagon.
They had not counted on assault riflesin the hands of their prey.

Culhane consdered the possihilities, letting his mind wander. The Amazons were so close beside him
through the walls of the wagon againgt which he leaned, he could smell their bodies, the distinctively
unwashed femininesmell of them.

If these women had modern weapons, he wondered how they could be thwarted. They fought without
mercy, with total efficiency. They wereraised for battleif the legends held any truth.

Civilized barbarians, they had their own totdly distinct, totally untouched culture.

He thought of Fanny Mulrooney again. What abook thiswould make for her! At the moment he
doubted the chances of getting back with notes. But it was part of hisnatureto try.

One of the Russian enlisted men beside him shouted something Culhane could not understand. He
assumed it was Lithuanian.

And from above, the Amazon shouted, cracking awhip over the net.

"What did she say?" Kruglovitch asked Culhane.

"She sad for the daveto be quiet or be whipped for hisinsolence."

It sounds like aline out of abad movie, he thought. But accuracy was the burden of agood trandator....

* % %

Culhane stared ahead through a crack in the boards and over the rumps of the horses. A waterfall

divided into amain cataract and severd smdll ones, the water seeming phosphorescent in itswhiteness
againgt the pinnacle of black rock over which it cascaded. It was nearing dawn, and the water beneath
the cart was streaked with gold. Rapids churned beyond the fallsto the | eft of the wagon. On either shore
there was deep rich green— thejungle.

Culhan€'s attention was suddenly drawn back to the waterfal. A raven-haired woman, the dim light
reflecting on her gold bracelets, dived nude from one of the lower cataractsinto the foam-flecked pool at
the base of thefalls.

The beauty of what he saw amazed him.



Culhane peered beyond the falls. What appeared to be a cavern was carved out of the foliage and the
rock. Beyond the cavern opening, he could see treeswashed in agolden light, the light reflected in the
water that flowed from the cavern.

There were cascades of water beyond the cavern mouth, the water dripping amost lazily into the foliage
that surrounded it.

They were past the falls now, crossing beneath the cavern roof. The water was higher here, splashing up
between the cracks in the base of the wheeled cart.

And everywhere there was gold.

Massive veins of it streaked the black rock itself, and as some of the water splashed between the boards,
Culhane saw flecks of the shining yelow metdl.

The cart moved up out of the stream, along black rocks worn smooth, Culhane surmised, by the
centuries and by the women who had trod them. The ride was even bumpier now.

One of the young Russian soldiers was making sounds as though he were about to throw up.

Culhanedidn't fault him; he himself wasterrified, aswell. An dien landscape populated by an dien
people. But perhaps it was awriter's detachment, the ability to step away from oneself and be the
observer. Culhanetold himsdlf that if he survived, he would write about this place. At least he promised
himsdlf thet.

Hismind was like acamera. It dways had been. Photographing the detail beneath the microscope of
observation and intelligence.

Thewagon moved at a steep angle now, Culhane saying what he could in Russian to calm the boy but
not hearing his own words, watching instead. The wagon leveled off, the black rock smoother till, and
then he heard the clatter of hooves and wheels on wood. Ahead of them was a drawbridge, and Culhane
strained to get hisface closer to the crack in the boards to see more. Fortifications cut from the living
rock— jagged, grotesque, beautiful, streaked with gold— rose on both sides, towering beyond the point
where he could see.

The wagon in which he rode crossed onto the drawbridge now, the clatter of hoof and wheel and wood
amog deafening where he lay.

Gold was everywhere.

On the bodies of the warriors guarding the entrance from the pinnacles of the fortifications, adorning their
sun-bronzed flesh, sparkling in their hair.

And the bracelets. He remembered the legend of Hercules. Hercules had defeated the Amazons and
forced them to wear the braceletsto calm their savagery.

Culhane smiled. "Where's Herculeswhen you redlly need him?' he murmured.

Thefirgt cart stopped, and Culhane shifted his position as the cart in which he rode stopped, aswell.



Thewarrior above cracked her whip again and spoke.

"Wheat did she say?'

Culhane looked at Kruglovitch inthe glinting yelow light that filtered through the dats of the wagon. The
major's face was crosshatched with the shadow of the net over the wagon top. "We are to get out of the
wagon and stand on the right with our heads bowed, facing the draft animas. Or we will be punished.”
"Shecangoto hdl."

"You tdl her that.”

The boards were worked away, the net withdrawn. Culhane stood, his muscles aching from the cramped
position the ride had forced him to assume. He tried swinging hisleg over the side but could not, and the
Amazon hauled Culhane up by hishair and the collar of his shirt, dragging him bodily over the sde of the
cat, letting him tumbleto the ground.

Culhane shook his head to clear it and stood up. A whip cracked in the air once and then across his
back, Culhane gritting histeeth againgt the pain.

One of the warriors shouted for him to turn his eyes down. He did.
Something e sefilled him now besides curiosity and the desire to escape: the desire for revenge.
Kruglovitch tumbled from the wagon.

Then after him came the young Russian who had been so afraid. Culhane watched from the corner of his
eye, hisback stinging where the lash had struck.

Thethird Russan was down, struggling to hisfeet.

And then the boy who had been terrified screamed something incomprehensible and started to run.
Culhane shouted after him, " Nyet! Nyet!"

But it wastoo late. A haf-dozen arrows penetrated the boy's back, and his body sagged to the rock.

Culhane looked into the gray eyes of the Amazon leader, her bgjewe ed armor shining as she walked
toward him.

She grabbed Culhane by the hair and jerked his head back. He didn't know any insultsin ancient
Greek— only in modern— but being a smartass, he thought, could get him killed. Hed wait. He said
nothing.

The woman laughed to her guards and shoved Culhane ahead, Culhane barely keeping hisfooting. He
was stopped and lined up with the two remaining Russians. The noose of rope was placed around his
neck again, and as he glanced back, saw one on the neck of Kruglovitch and on the other Russian.

Culhane |ooked into the Amazon |eader's eyes again as sheraised hishead. She was amiling. It was his
fatal charm with women, he guessed, laughing inwardly. He smiled back. She dapped hisface hard. The



Amazon leader took hold of the rope and started leading him ahead, the other two men behind him.

It was the same scene held seen in countless movies, read in countless books: victorious military leader
enters city with prisonersin total subjugation. He considered kicking her in the rear end. He decided not
to.

They were definitely entering acity. And what acity.

Gold was everywhere, trimming every wall and every roof. Jawels sudded every ornament and statues
of what gppeared to be solid gold, the sculpture finein its detail. Women— fighting men and conquering.
Women— fighting animals and conquering. Women— fighting huge anacondas and conquering.
Women— gitting at the feet of another woman, learning.

The Amazons were born propagandists, Culhane decided, walking behind his captor.

Women lined the main street on both sides, the Street paved— and not just proverbially— with gold.
The structures towered asfar as he could see with his head bowed.

He sneaked a peek upward once and saw spires rising toward the height of avast cavern, the cavern
with hundreds of openingsin the roof, the early-morning sunlight filtering through.

A whip cracked. In full daylight, the sun would dapple the streets and the buildings and the occupants.
Thewhip cracked again, and hefdlt it across his back. He lowered his head.

A city that had never been seen from theair. A city where plants grew dong the sides of the streetsin
ornamenta boxes and gardens. Sunlight without sky. A city truly of gold, the rock itself seamed with it.

Culhane kept waking, glancing up more surreptitioudy thistime. He saw more of the women, these not
dressed aswarriors, but dressed like women in ancient-Greek sculpture, draped, hair carefully arranged.
They watched dispassionately, it seemed to Culhane.

Culhane kept waking. The woman with the whip— held wring her neck with it, he promised himself.

The rope around his neck was jerked down, and Culhane stopped.

He looked ahead. The Amazon leader dropped the rope carelesdy into the street and walked ahead,
ascending aflight of seemingly endlesslow steps.

Hefollowed her with his eyes. She was breathtakingly beautiful, he had to admit.

A spear was shoved a him, againgt his neck, forcing him to hisknees. But he dtill followed the Amazon
leader's steps with hiseyes.

At thetop of the sairs, before aclassc Greek temple, stood atal, exquisitely beautiful woman. Culhane
somehow redized thewoman wasin her late forties or early fifties, but the years had not tarnished her
looks. Her black hair was streaked with silver and the robes she wore were of gray cloth trimmed with
gold and interwoven with gold thread.

Surrounding her were other women, dressed lesslavishly, younger by at least twenty years but somehow



not as beautiful.
It was clear, Culhane thought. She was their queen. The younger women were her attendants.

That regency and religion would be intertwined did not amaze him. The Amazons according to legend
had worshiped Artemis.

They were her cult— forever, it appeared.

The Amazon military leader stopped three steps below the queen, dropping to one knee, raising her right
hand in something amost identical to aNazi salute.

The queen touched the leader's shoulder, and the leader arose, falling in beside the queen and dightly
behind as the queen descended the steps, her attendants walking dowly behind her, one of them carrying
thetrain of her robe.

Culhane watched as they descended the steps.
They approached. Culhane looked down. The woman's sandals were trimmed with gold.

Culhane felt ahand knotted into hishair. His head was snapped back and he was pulled to hisfeet. He
saw the queen full face, but it was the leader of the miltary party who held him. He saw the resemblance
intheir faces. mother and daughter— it was obvious. The older woman tugged at his chin, and Culhane
let hismouth fall open. She wasingpecting histeeth. He knew now what ahorsefdt like at aclaming
race. Hisjaw was|let go, but the leader still held his head back by his hair.

The older woman ripped open his shirt, Culhane hearing the buttons as they clattered to the stone Street
benesth him.

Hefdt her hands on his chest, fdt as she twisted his shirt down from his shouldersto his ebows. Her
hands kneaded at his muscles.

And then he felt her hands at his crotch, kneading. And there was laughter and then shelet go, and the
hand that held hishair twisted harder in it and he was pushed to his knees.

Helooked up quickly once. The queen was smiling to her daughter. Culhane didn't smile.

* % %

The ropes on hiswrists had been replaced with chains, his hands now in front of him, and ameta collar
had been placed around his neck. A chain with something like alock was attached to the collar, and he
had been led away by the chain, the two Russans taken, aswell, up beyond the temple, the city following
the natura formation of the immeasurably huge cavern.

Therewere private dwellings, girl children in evidence playing near them but no boys. Perhapsthose
legends were true: maeinfantswerekilled, only the femaesraised to adulthood.

How they had perpetuated their racein the centuriesthat lay between their arriva in Brazil and the
eventud arrival of Europeans whom they could kidnap and use he did not know and could not guess.
Perhaps as an emergency measure they had et the fittest of the mae childrenlive.



They traveled upward, the leader gone now, one of the warriorsleading him, other warriors ringing them
with bows poised and spears ready. They went up past the houses and into the rough and rocky area
near the height of the cavern.

Then down into arock pit. Init were metal cages, and in the cages were men. Culhane counted perhaps
fifty of them.

Hewas led past severd of the cages, the Russian mgjor taken away, then the young Russian soldier,
Culhane dtill being led on.

He was stopped, and the chain dropped. He stood before a cage larger than the others, avery old man
gtting smiling in the farthest corner.

"Do you speak English?' the old man asked.
Culhane nodded.

"They will not strike me, but they will strike you. So be quiet until they leave. Y ou are a once lucky and
unfortunate.”

The cage was opened, and Culhane was shoved toward it, the chain removed from the collar around his
neck. He was pushed inside, and he stood there on the closely barred cage floor hearing the cage door
closed behind him. He closed hiseyes.

"So the queen's daughter hasfinaly chosen. It wastimefor Litra"
Culhane opened his eyes. "What do you mean?"

"Y ou seg, I've made quite astudy of them. They mate twice only, at the age of twenty-one and at the age
of twenty-eight. Litraistwenty-eight. Sheisvery beautiful. Y ou have someinteresting nightsin store for
you. Seven nights precisaly. And then, like al the other used men of the roya house— except for me and
| never could discern for what reason they keep me alive— you shal die. But do not despair, gir. If you
sarvicethe princesswdll, it will beaquick death. But if you fail to perform... well, it's most unpleasant.”
The old man laughed. "Perhaps they keep me dive because | sired the princess. Who knows? But that
was along time ago. It was 1957 when | came here. And the queen, | found out later, was having trouble
bearing. At her twenty-first year— nothing. Poof! So be of good spirit, and get some degp. Y ou won't
get any oncetheritua begins. She'sademanding girl. Seven years ago... the poor fellow.”

Culhane sat down and closed hiseyes.

Chapter Thirty-One

Santini had trandated, and Fred had agreed to guide Mulrooney to the city of the Amazon women. But
Fred had warned her that no one ever returned from that part of the jungle— ever . Fred had also
ingsted she would guide Mulrooney only on one condition: that she be dlowed to penetrate the city with
her if they found it. Mulrooney was her friend. She had saved her from Sergio Celini who had kept her



caged like awild animal for weeks, his men repeatedly trying to rape her, the anima sounds, the clawing,
the scratching dl that had saved her.

She remembered the horrible crash. She remembered her mother and her father's mangled bodies. She
had stayed with the plane until there was no food and no water, and she had set off into the jungle to
survive. Fred had learned the ways of the hunters, watching them from the treetops but avoiding the
natives, avoiding al human companionship after agroup of natives had found her once and tried to
assault her. She had killed two of them, injured severa others and escaped.

Until being discovered by Cdlini— she had fought with agiant anacondaand nearly died— she had had
no red human contact. And though Cdlini had saved her life by killing the anacondaand feeding her while
she had recovered from the giant snake's embrace, he had treated her like no human being should treat
another, or even trest an animal.

It wasfor this reason sheinssted that if she accompanied M.F. Mulrooney, shewould aid her in
recovering Josh Culhane. Mulrooney had taught her that friendship could exist, had shown her that
love— thelove Mulrooney displayed for Culhane— was not just some distant memory from the days of
her parents.

She did not understand the concept of being rich, of being the heiress to the Archimedesfortune. Fred
did not even remember her own first name.

Mulrooney had gathered up Culhan€e's belongings— his guns, his binoculars, his engineer's bag, his pack.
She had sat holding his hat while Santini had smultaneoudly trandated and worked to help the wounded.
Santini had commented that it was easy for him to speak with Fred in Greek, although he had not used
Greek to any red extent since his childhood and had spoken only with children. And Fred's
understanding of Greek was &t that level, her vocabulary the same.

Few of the wounded had survived; only three of the Russian soldierswere dive. AsMulrooney and Fred
hed started their trek, Helene Chavez had started coming around. Mulrooney had not waited to talk with
the woman. Magdel ena aided Santini now, her left arm bandaged from the spear wound, her spirits
better. Magdelenawas dl right, Mulrooney had decided. But Helene was something else again.

Fred jogged through the misty grayness of the jungle, Mulrooney keeping pace with Fred as best she
could.

From agreat distance Fred had seen the outer reaches of the Amazon capitd— ahuge cave open to the
eadt and to thewest, afast-moving stream running through it, awaterfal cascading over it and joining the
stream. The cave was apparently a hollow mountain, pockmarked on the top, the holes admitting
sunshineand rain.

Mulrooney conjectured that such aformation would render the city invisible from theair. As Mulrooney
ran, shetried to focus her attention away from the weariness of her body, the heaviness of her burdens.
For ahollow mountain to have such holes at itstop and not to be volcanic... Nothing Fred had said
indicated that, nor had anything in the retelling of the Amazons migration by Bathazar Muhammed. For
the cave to be that way, perhaps ages before the Amazons had come, there had been ameteor shower
that had hit with such force... Mulrooney smiled. Maybe Culhane was right and she should try anove.

She kept running. Forming a plan. There would be guards around the city. Fred had recounted that this
was the way she had seen Amazons the one time before, guarding the exterior of the city. They roamed



the rocks and the jungle, patrolling.

Fred wasthe right height and the right build. She even spoke Greek. If they could overpower two of the
guards— which would not be easy— they could take their clothing and wegpons and walk into the
Amazon city.

Mulrooney considered her own build and wondered if the Amazons kept around the runts of their litters.
But they could enter the city that way. Leaving it would be another question.

Once, when they stopped for arest after following the wagon tracks for ahalf hour, Mulrooney had
noticed something clearly indentifiable to her. A hoofprint. She liked riding and seeing the hoofprint
further fed her plan. The Amazons had horses. The animals would be descendants perhaps of horses
brought to Brazil by early explorers. Culhane was aredly good rider. She didn't worry about Fred—
Fred would learn quickly enough. Horses could be stolen for their getaway.

They stopped again, Mulrooney searching for away with hand signasto convey to Fred that there was
no timeto rest.

Fred walked ahead dowly, her bow poised tofire.

Mulrooney held Culhanéstrifle, following after her through the dense vegetation. Fred disappeared for an
ingtant, and Mulrooney felt panic. Mulrooney broke through the undergrowth, ingtantly dropping to a
crouch, then flattening herself out dong arocky promontory. Below them wasavaley, and Fred was
stretched out along the rock nearly to its edge.

Mulrooney set down therifle and took up Culhan€'s binoculars, focusing them.
What she saw looked like paradise, but it was the Amazon capital and could well be hell insteed....

* * *

Asthe sun rose, Culhane watched the Amazon city take on atill greater glow. From the cage where he
was imprisoned, he could seeto the lower ground, to the city itsdlf, shafts of brilliant light filtering through
the holesin the cavern celling. He redlized that the mountain was hollow— perhaps once volcanic but
aeons ago. The holes could have been caused by some bizarre geologica happening, but he doubted it;
they were too evenly spaced. Too even in Sze. He credited Amazon engineering instead— and labor.
Perhgps the labor of men like himsdif.

Culhanewondered.

The old man— his name volunteered during another spasm of conversation as Dr. Jules Sutton— began
to Speak again. "Y ou see, therest of the Amazonswill sharetheir mates. Someoneis dways coming into
Season— twenty-one or twenty-eight— and then amate is needed at the precise time. That'swhy these
other men are here. Some of them have been here for maybe a dozen years. Pretty soon some of them
will begintofail. I'll regret that.”

Culhane looked at the man. Hiswhite hair was shoulder length and surprisingly clean looking; his beard
flowed to hiswaist, dso white. He wore a knee-length shift of some coarse cloth, and he was barefoot.
The old man kept talking. "The ones selected to mate with the princess are killed. Lucky you." Sutton



cackled. Culhane imagined the old man had gone bonkers after al the years of imprisonment. ™Y ou see, |
think they don't want to risk another woman being born who has hdf the blood of the princess— a
pretender to the throne. That may be the rationale. The others are kept, fed, bred with, and eventually
executed when they are no longer sexudly useful.”

"What's the greatest number of men you've ever had here?"

"Fifty— like now. They don't let the numbers get too high."

"That meansthey're afraid of rebelion.”

"Rebdlion?Be serious, lad...”

Culhane looked away from the old man, studying the city, the entrances on the east and west. "What's so
crazy about rebdlion?!

"Y ou could never get out of your shackles, for one. thing. The woman who claimsyou hasthe key on a
chain around her waist. Princess Litra has yours right now. When they take you away, they strip you
naked. Even if you were able to make some kind of aweapon, they'd find it. When they have you, you're
chained to the bed. There's never achance.”

"Then the best chanceiswhen they come for you— right?"

"Best chance— but you're crazy, lad.”

Culhane nodded. He wanted a cigarette. The Amazons had not searched him. His cigarettes and his
lighter were il in his shirt pocket. He reached up with both manacled hands and got them— and he felt
hislittle knife. Y ou ever smoke?'

"Usad to. Y ou offering?’

"If you want."

"No, you keep them. It'sthe last pack you'll ever see. Smoke 'em redlly dowly, lad.”

"What kind of doctor are you? Medicine?"

"A dentist, would you believe that? Maybe that's why they keep me around, cometo think of it. They
take me out of the cage sometimesfor that. The captain of the queen's guard lost most of her tethin
battle once and they cause her some pain. | do what | can with homeopathic remedies and some crude

tools. If | had ared lab..."

"If we get out of here, you'l find dentistry has changed alot in twenty-eight years." Culhane looked away,
shaking hishead. "If we get out of here...”

"Y ou'l bring the whole world in on them, won't you? Destroy dl this?*
"Maybe— but maybe not. They have anything liketria by combat?'

"Oncel saw it. Took awoman prisoner. The woman was somekind of police officer, | think. Shekilled



acouple of them with her gun— that's the rumor that went around in the wash pits."
"Wash pits?"

"Once aday you get out of the cage and get taken down to the wash pits and strip and clean yourself,
and once aweek you get anew tunic to wear."

"Soundslovey," Culhane said. "What about the woman cop?"

"Cop— haven't heard that word in years, lad. Anyway, since she fought them, they had to give her the
right to trial by combat. It wasthe only time | ever saw the queen without her bracelets— that was
maybe fifteen years ago. The queen and thislady policeman werefighting, and the lady cop knew some
tricks, you know?"'

Culhane nodded.

"That's when the queen removed her bracelets. Shewaslikean animal. | saw it dll, ‘cause when therésa
fight they haul out the davesto watch— to scare us| guess. But the queen— sheripped the lady

policeman gpart.”

"How about if | kill one of them— trid by combat?"

"Execution— they won't fight aman. Had aman here oncewho tried it."

"They can't be afraid they'll lose, not the way they're built,” Culhane conjectured.
"That isn't it, lad. A man doesn't deserve to be fought. It isathing of honor."
"The world turned upside down," Culhane remarked.

"But for them it'sthe way it has been for thousands of years."

Culhane reached into his pocket, finding hislittle pen-shaped knife. He didn't let Dr. Sutton seeit. He
didn't trust the man after dl these years of confinement.

Culhane waited, watching the movement of the city, observing the daily life from hisvantage point in the
cage. He photographed it in hismind.

The old man had not spoken for sometime. Culhane did not care, smoking through his package of Pall
Malls; it was apsychologica thing with him, smoking the cigarettes rather than hoarding them. In hismind
he figured that he would get out into the real world again and live, and if he wanted more cigarettes he
could just hop in the car and drive to the store and buy some.

There was arattling sound on the bars behind him and he turned around.

Litra, the princess, the military conquerer. With two other warriors she was opening the cage door.
Culhane stood up, letting his cigarette fall through the bars benesth hisfeet.

Litra stepped into the cage, holding a coiled bullwhip of braided leather in her right hand, dapping it



againg her thigh like amilitary man might carry aswagger stick.
She touched the coiled whip against Culhane's cheek.

Culhane looked up and smiled, then swept her leg with hisright leg, causing Litrato lose her balance. He
started opening the knife, to put it to her throat as shefell.

But the old man shouted in Greek to the guards, "He has aknifel"

Culhane tried to move as the two Amazon guards rushed him, but Litrawas up now, the guards pinning
Culhane to the cage Sde, hishead and shoulders aching where he had been struck with the club during
the battle, Litrawrestling the knife from hisright hand. It was open and sheflicked it past hisface, then
snapped off something in Greek too fast for Culhane to follow. And suddenly before he realized it, one of
the Amazon guards had her knife to histhroat. His pants were pulled down, and hefdt the cold of his
own stedl againgt histegticles.

"Sutton, you bastard!”

"Shel's my daughter, lad!"

Litrashrieked for silence. Culhane didn't breathe, fedling the knife there at his crotch.

Litrasgray eyes stared up at him. She was nearly astdl ashewas.

She said nothing, but she started to laugh, Culhane fedling the pressure of hisknife gone. Litralooked at
the blade, laughing. Then suddenly she stopped laughing and dapped him acrossthe face. Shefired off a
command, again too rapid for Culhane to make out clearly. The two warriors released him and he sagged
back. Litrawaked from the cell, her warriors behind her, and the cage closed. Culhane stood there,
watching as she waked away.

Sutton laughed. "Have to get up pretty early in the morning to get the better of her. My daughter's tough!”
Culhane gtarted breathing again. Somehow, hetold himsdlf, held get his hands on her neck and wringit....

* % %

Mulrooney wasterrified. She had seen how the Amazon women fought. Thiswas great materia for
Warrior Women, but she could have lived without it. Armed with her revolver and Culhane's Bali-Song
knife, she moved ahead, immediately behind Fred asthe Greek girl staked the Amazon guard.

Culhane's gear and weagpons were cached near the promontory from which she had first seen the
Amazon city's shell. With Fred, Mulrooney had worked her way down into the valley out of which the
hollow mountain rose.

Fred reached behind her, sgnaling Mulrooney to stay. Mulrooney obeyed. Fred moved ahead, alasso
she had made of cregping vines coiled in her hands, the loop ready to swing. Mulrooney watched,
huddled in thefoliage, holding her bregth.

The Amazon guard wastal and exquisitely beautiful. And suddenly Fred was standing to her full height,
the lasso making awhistling sound as the Amazon whedled toward her. The loop snaked out,



Mulrooney's heart in her mouth for an instant, thinking Fred missed, but the loop dropped to encirclethe
Amazon woman's neck. Fred jerked the lasso tight as the Amazon made to raise her spear. And
suddenly Fred was shinning up into atree, holding the vine lasso as she jumped toward the ground.

The Amazon's body was hauled skyward, the neck cracking with an audible, sickening sound. The body
hung there, lifdless. Fred smiled.

Mulrooney swallowed hard.

Fred et go of the vine, and the Amazon warrior fell to the jungle floor, Fred immediately beginning to
gtrip the woman of her armor and wesgpons and clothing.

They needed to kill one more, the shortest one they could find, Mulrooney reflected. And the most
flat-chested one.

Chapter Thirty-Two

Something called a court order— Hoevermann had broader powersin Brazil in emergencies— had been
needed to have a search warrant issued against Pamer Industries.

It had taken into midmorning to get the judge to hear the request, Hoevermann catching some degp on a
couch inasmdl waiting room in the Dirksen Federd Building in downtown Chicago, changing into fresh
underwear and aclean shirt in the men'sroom.

Robert Summerfield, the red-headed FBI agent who had met him at the airport, had offered to buy him
breakfast, and Hoevermann had opted for McDona d's. He had never been to one.

They were Stting in abooth eating when Hoevermann began hearing abeeping sound. Summerfield,
looking quickly from right to left, opened his coat and took a pager from hisbelt. A voice crackled over
thedevice, "Wevegoat it." Summerfidd smiled, hisblue eyesflashing. "Another American custom,
Inspector Hoevermann— egting on the run. They've got the court order. Let'sgo!”

The men got up, and Hoevermann followed Summerfield past the preschool -age children, the shoppers,
the workers on a break, past the trash receptacle— Summerfield pausing there to discard the things from
the table— and into the street.

The FBI man looked up along the street. " There— that's the car. Come on— and drink some of that
coffee down, Inspector. Special Agent Cashman is doing the driving, and he watches too many cop
showsontdevison.”

"What do you mean?' Hoevermann was barely keeping up with the considerably younger man, and now
he was trying to swallow some coffee through alast mouthful of food.

"Fast accelerations— fast turns— you know." Summerfield stepped out into the street, a car narrowly
missing him, and agray Ford stopped for them, blocking traffic behind it. Summerfield held open the
right-hand rear passenger door for Hoevermann, then climbed in the front.



"Ingpector Hoevermann, thisis Roger Cashman, Special Agent. Watch the coffee, Ingpector— hit it,
Roger!"

* % %

Other FBI Specia Agents, representatives of the Illinois State Police, and officers from the Chicago
suburb in which Pamer Radionics was located were waiting for them. It was Saturday, and Palmer
Radionics was closed. The company's director, Arthur Dzikowski, had dready goneinsde, arriving there
an hour earlier, before the court order had been issued and search warrant given. Hoevermann shook
hands with the state policeman and walked past severd uniformed officers and into the building. There
was areceptionist's desk beyond the glass doors, but today there was no receptionist. The state
policeman had indicated that the executive offices were on the sixth floor. Summerfield led the way to the
elevators, and a state policeman stood beside the open eevator doors.

"What sort of manis Arthur Dzikowski?' Hoevermann asked the policeman as the eevator doors closed.
"No crimina record— not even atraffic violation. That'sal | can say.”
Hoevermann nodded. As soon as the elevator doors opened, he lit a cigarette.

On the sixth floor the reception desk was & the far end of the hallway to hisright, and Hoevermann and
the FBI agent started toward it, the state policeman staying by the elevator doors.

"l imagine he'singde. I'll knock," Summerfield volunteered.

Hoevermann studied the reception area. It was very plush, very modern, very efficient looking.

"No answer," Summerfield said, turning the knob.

Hoevermann followed him inside, making note of everything. Theinner office was panded, and awilted
carnation sat in aglass vase on the secretary's desk. The typewriter, computer terminas and telephone
switching equipment— it al looked bafflingly efficient to him. Hoevermann tapped Summerfied onthe
shoulder. "You are armed, just in case?!

"Yes, gr, | am. But | doubt it will be necessary.”

"Those have been the last words of somefinelatefriends," Hoevermann remarked.

Summerfidd knocked on the inner office door. Hoevermann heard the faint sound of atoilet flushing.
"Open the door!" he said to the young man beside him.

"But, Inspector—"

"Open the door— now!" Hoevermann pushed between the red-haired FBI agent and the door, and tried
to knob. The door was |locked. "Force the door, Senhor Summerfield— I'll assume full responsibility.”

"But, Inspector—"

"Obvioudy you have not been fully briefed. We are talking not about gold ingots, but something vastly
more important. PAmer Radionics— think, senhor! Nuclear materid!"



Summerfied's blue eyes went wide, and he stared at Hoevermann for an instant. Then he threw his
shoulder to the door, twisting at the knob. "Mr. Dzikowski— thisisthe FBI! | have a search warrant for
these premises. Destruction of any materid vitd to our investigation could result in crimina prosecution,
ar"

The door did not budge.

"While traveling from my country to yours, | read through various publications and reports. | believe
Scott PAmer is paying off the terrorist kidnappers with asubstantial amount of nuclear materid— enough
for abomb. We cannot wait!"

Summerfield stepped back from the door and kicked at it once. "Alwaysworksin the movies..."

The gtate policeman had come from the devator to the inner office. "What's the racket?!

"Gimme ahand here. The Ingpector thinks were talking about nuclear materials being transferred to
terrorists, and Dzikowski may be destroying evidence in there. Come on! I'm respongible!”

The policeman and Summerfield threw their shoulders to the door together, but it didn't budge.
Hoevermann cleared histhroat. "Have you ever shot thelock off adoor?’

"No, gr."

"And you, Officer?'

"No, 5r."

"l have. Would one of you kindly give me your wespon, please? Millions of lives depend on what we are
doing. Thereisno timeto waste now!"

The FBI agent drew his wegpon. Hoevermann enjoyed firearms and shooting, and recognized the
firearm. A Smith & Wesson Mode 13, standard FBI issue. "I'll doit. Should | aim for the lock plate or
the doorjamb?' Summerfield asked.

"The doorjamb should do with thistype of lock. Hurry!"

"Stand back!" Then Summerfidd raised hisvoice, "Mr. Dzikowski, | warn you again. Thisisthe FBI. If
you do not open the door I'll be forced to shoot off the lock!"

There was no response from insde, but Hoevermann thought he smelled smoke. "'Flushing apparently
didn't work. | smdll something burning, | believe" Hoevermann said calmly.

Summerfield nodded, clutching the revolver in both fists, arms outstretched, hisbody in acombat crouch.
"I'll befiring at the count of five, Mr. Dzikowski. Stand well clear of the door for your own safety, Sir!™

Summerfield looked at Hoevermann, then leveled hisrevolver. "One. Two. Three" He steadied the
revolver. "Four— Mr. Dzikowski, I'll be forced to fire— fivel" The wegpon discharged, Hoevermann's
earsringing with it in the confined space, the sate policeman drawing hisgun.



"Kick the door and it should open,” Hoevermann snapped.

The FBI men stepped to the door and kicked at the lock plate, damming himsdlf againgt the doorframe
asthe door opened inward. "Please have your hands where | can see them, Mr. Dzikowski,"
Summerfield shouted as he went through the door. "Holy shit!"

Hoevermann went through the door ahead of the state policeman.

Dzikowski lay back in hisleather executive chair, pams upturned on the chair'sarms, blood spurting
from theleft wrist like a garden hose under full pressure that had suddenly sprung aleak.

"Get an ambulance!" The state policeman grabbed at the telephone on Dzikowski's desk. Summerfield
bent over the man, trying to staunch the blood flow, but Hoevermann knew it was useless. He kicked
over the dtill-flaming metd wastebasket instead, somping on the flames with the soles of his shoes.
Something caught his eye— a piece of paper not quite consumed. He bent over and picked it up,
blowing on it becauseit was till smoldering. It was gpparently amemo, and acrossthe top he read the
words "Dynamic Plat." The rest was burned. He turned to the FBI agent. "Summerfield, the man is dead
or about to be. Nothing you can do will change that. Instead of standing there, check through his
Rolodex and seeif thereis mention there of a Dynamic something.”

The FBI agent looked at Hoevermann. "He just—"

"Killed himsdlf. Yes, | know. And that means my suspicions are confirmed.”

The police officer who had called for the ambulance set the telephone receiver down and began flipping
through the Rolodex. "Dynamic Plating?" And he read the address.

"Will the search warrant cover Dynamic Plating?’

"No."

"We have to go there anyway— now!"

Summerfield nodded. Hoevermann could see thewords "'l am losing my job™ written in the young man's
eyes. He hoped it wouldn't be true. Hoevermann started for the door. Y ou told me this Cashman fellow
drivesfast?'

"Yes. A maniec.”

"Y ou memorized the address?'

"Yan

"LaISgO!”

Chapter Thirty-Three



Fred used asmilar techniqueto kill the second Amazon guard, but lassoing her from a position in one of
the trees made the taking of the second guard easier. Mulrooney looked down the front of her burnished
golden breastplate. They had picked the smalest of the Amazon guards they had seen that could be
gotten easily. Mulrooney il felt asflat chested asaboy. Sheinhaed, trying to fill the armor more. It was
hopeless.

She looked at Fred and grinned.

Fred looked the part: tdl, big breasted, muscular, raven haired, the bracelets on her wrists gleaming dully
inthelight.

Mulrooney looked at herself. She could not see her hair but knew it was the wrong color, several shades
too light. She had a decent tan but |ooked white as a ghost compared to Fred and the real Amazons. She
was als0 severa inchestoo short, and though she considered hersdlf as strong as most women, she had
no rippling muscles. She was soft, which was the way she had been raised to think she should be.

And her breasts...

She shrugged, and the breastplate almost became didodged. Making a mental note not to do that, she
bent over to pick up her spear and dmost fell out of the breastplate doing it. "Thisisn't going to work,
Fred,” shetold her strapping companion. Fred's eyes|ooked puzzled. Mulrooney smiled at her, then
gestured across her upper body and inhaled. Fred laughed. "Thanks, you'reareal pal," Mulrooney
muttered. The breastplate was so big for her that she had secured thelittle revolver and Culhane's
Bali-Song knife between the armor and her upper abdomen; the redlly rotten part abouit it, she thought,
was she could have hidden alarger gun just aseaslly.

Fred gestured toward the cavern entrance, and Mulrooney nodded. Even the bracelets on her wrists
weretoo large. The sandd sfit, but the golden armor for her shinswastoo large. It clanked when she
walked, and she forced herself to awider stride, carrying her spear in her |eft hand as she had seen the
Amazons do, her quiver of arrows across her back, the bow sheathed beside it, her curved-blade knife
at her waist on athin belt of gold-colored metal. Amazons wore pierced earrings, and she had removed
her own small gold balls and inserted the ones taken from the dead guard. The necklace around her
throat seemed positively heavy with gold. And talk about skimpy clothes, Mulrooney thought. No top
was worn under the breastplate, and the panties were like the bottom haf of astring bikini.

Shefdt horribly self-conscious. But her hair, even though it wasn't the right shade, was about the right
length. She wondered what the Amazons used on their hair. When she had removed the dead warrior's
earrings, the hair had seemed so dive, sofulll.

Mulrooney followed Fred into the cavern mouth. There was gold everywhere, veins of it in the black
rocks. The sunlight that glittered on the stream beside which they walked made the water itself appear

gold.
An Amazon warrior on the other side of the stream waved ahdllo to Fred, Fred answering it, Mulrooney

nodding, but sure the guard had looked at her strangely. She kept walking aong the stream, the
fortifications|ooming ahead now, toward the drawbridge— and more warriors....

Culhane had dozed off, and he heard the old man hissing at him as he opened hiseyes.



"What?'

"It'syour time, lad. Those are Litra's persond guards. They'll take you to the temple after they take you
to the wash pits."

Culhane looked behind him, through the bars, and watched as the two women— both enormoudly tall—
strode past the cages, once stopping to shake the bars of one of the cages and frighten the men inside.
He watched as the women laughed.

Culhane tested the length of chain between his manacles. A wegpon?
He stood up.
"Dont try it, lad."

"Look, Doctor— I'm not like you. | don't like it here, and if what you say istrue, I've got seven glorious
nights ahead of me and then the ax fdls, right?'

"Yes, that'strue, lad."
"Don't get in my way," Culhane advised.

The two warriors stopped at the entrance to the cage, watching him. Neither carried a spear. He smiled.
They smiled and the cage door opened.

He started for the cage door, hoping to catch them off guard, but each drew her long, curved blade. In
English hesaid, "Y ou wouldn't cut me— Litrawouldn't likethat." Culhane swatted the chain downward
againg the nearest knife blade, thrusting his body weight against the woman, but he could dmost fed it
coming, and he doubled forward and rolled to the ground.

The two warriors were laughing, Culhane's hands grasping his crotch. They got him hard enough to
momentarily cripple him and stop the fight, but not hard enough to do any permanent damage. They
knew their stuff, Culhane thought bitterly. Apparently he wasn't the first male prisoner to try rebellion.
They hauled him up to hisknees, aknife going to histhroat, then threw him forward, laughing again.

Culhanerolled onto hisback. "Up your ass, lady," he growled at the one who had kneed him. One of
them kicked him and he got to hisfeet. They gestured beyond the cages and he started walking.

As hewalked past the cage where Kruglovitch was, the Russian magor waved and laughed. Culhane was
not amused. He kept walking, turning higher up into the rocks as directed, then clambering down toward
astream with awaterfal. He assumed these were the wash pits. One of the Amazons grabbed at him and
he stopped. She gestured to the waterfall— anatural shower. Culhane shrugged. He could stand a
cleaning up. He raised his manacled hands and made a gesture of futility. One of the knife blades flashed,
and his|eft shirt deeve was dashed, then hisright, the shirt tugged up over hishead and ripped away.
Culhane started for them, but the blade flicked past his face and he snapped his head clear of it, ahand
knotting into hishair, another hand at his neck, his body numbed under the finger pressure and he could
barely breathe. He could hear ripping sounds; his pants and shorts were being cut away.

The pressure was eased. He stood there, naked except for his combat boots. One of them gestured



down to hisfeet. Culhane shook hishead. Again the hand in the hair and the pressure at his neck and he
was forced to hisknees, then into a gtting position. One of the knives dashed and then dashed again.
The pressure was released, but the hand was still knotted into his hair. His combat boot laces had been
cut. He kicked off the boots, then he was dragged to his feet and shoved forward, down and toward the
waterfdl.

Thewater wasicy cold as he stood in it. He would wait until he was alone with Litra. It would be hisonly
chance... Or was he deluding himsdlf... ?

* * %

They had followed the other warriors, Mulrooney wondering if the old gphorism about safety in numbers
held any truth to it. And they approached now what was clearly a Greek temple, atemple to the goddess
Artemis. After entering through the cavern mouth and traveling up toward the fortifications and over the
wooden drawbridge, Mulrooney had planned that they hide and wait until nightfall, but agong had begun
to sound and smoke had begun to rise from the templ€e's entrance, and Mulrooney had falen in with the
Amazon women, Fred beside her. There seemed to be severa thousand of them, and Mulrooney
imagined that except for the most important guard posts, everyone would go to the temple. She planned
to break away from the group then: it would be the optimum time to find Culhane and set him free.

But that hope died as she neared the temple. Incense burned in a brazier, the smoke having a very sweet
smdll toit. And standing beside the brazier, naked, manacled at the wrigts, around his neck agolden
collar with achain leading from it that ended in the hands of the woman who had led the Amazon attack
in the jungle, was Josh Culhane. Mulrooney muttered, "Oh, boy." Some of the women standing near her
and Fred looked at her oddly. She focused her attention on Culhane. He looked kind of sexy naked and
al chained up likethat. Thewarrior leader who held Culhane's chain in her hands began a chant and
Mulrooney, although she did not understand aword, knew its meaning. Culhane's chain was tugged at
and the two warriors flanking him pushed a him. Culhane didn't move. Good for you, Mulrooney
thought. Then one of the warriors knotted her free hand into his hair, the other putting her hand to his
neck. It was some kind of nerve pinch, Mulrooney redlized, but it didn't make Culhane pass out. He fell
to hisknees and the hand was removed from his neck, but the one who had knotted her fingersin hishair
gill held him that way, forcing hishead down.

The press of women around her grew. Mulrooney estimated that as many as two thousand warriors
crowded the steps before the temple.

Behind the brazier, her pams raised toward the cavern ceiling and the sky above it, sood awoman,
srikingly beautiful but older than the warriors. Mulrooney guessed that the woman— gray streaking her
black hair, her pale-violet robe not hiding a spectacular figure— wastheir ruler.

The queen took up the chant now, the Amazons surrounding Mulrooney raising their palms skyward in
prayer. Mulrooney had read of rituas such asthis. She raised her hands, aswell, and Fred did the same.

Mulrooney cast her eyes down, bending her head forward, looking down her chest to her feet. In her
research for Warrior Women she had uncovered an obscure reference to Artemesian ritual. And she
frozefor an ingant. At the conclusion, Culhane would be ritualy joined to the woman who held his chain.
Because as Mulrooney sneaked a peek toward the dtar, she could see the woman kneeling beside
Culhane, palms upraised like those of the queen.

Mulrooney felt tearsin her eyes, but she could not move her hands to brush them away without drawing



attention to hersdlf. She sniffed. She was watching, powerless, while the man she loved was being joined
in marriage to an Amazon warrior. Shit, she said to hersdf.

The chanting continued, the smell of the smoke sweeter, and Mulrooney heard the clapping of hands by
the queen who was also the high priestess. Ingtinctively she lowered her hands and raised her head and
stared ahead.

Culhane was to hisfeet, and the warrior woman who was his bride held the chain close to her, Culhane
closeto her. And around the woman's neck was the strange necklace she had worn in battle. Asthe
queen stepped from behind the brazier, the smoke of the incense disspating, Mulrooney could see that
only she— the queen— wore the same necklace. Culhane was the husband of the princess. And
Mulrooney was terrified. Another obscure reference she had found to amatriarcha society that had
flourished for atime in Asa centuries ago came to mind. The mate of the princess was brought to her
chambers, and after the marriage was consummated the mate waskilled. Like the praying mantis,
Mulrooney thought. Since entering the Amazon city, she had not seen one man.

Culhane, flanked by the two warriors now, their spears poised on either sde of him, was led away by the
princess. Mulrooney knew for what....

* % %

Culhane walked behind her. He understood enough Greek, despite some of the archaic pronunciations
and vocabulary, to redlize he had just been married to Litraat atemple of Artemis. He had never been
married. He had of |ate planned on someday marrying Fanny Mulrooney. He had never planned on being
led in chainsto the nuptia chamber with armed guards flanking him, hiswife wearing jeweled golden
armor and holding hisleash. Culhane shrugged. Lifewasfull of surprises.

And he had asurprisefor Litra.

Litrastopped and so did Culhane to avoid bumping into her. One of the guards stepped forward and
opened the double doors. They were in the paace now, on the upper floor, and Culhane looked to his
right. He could see the thousands of Amazon women returning to their duties from the temple steps. He
wondered flegtingly if Mulrooney had made it to safety.

Hefdt the pressure at his neck as he turned away from the view over therailing. Hewasled ahead and
stopped for amoment at the double doorsto Litras suite. A low platform about twice the size of a
king-size bed dominated the far wall between the window openings. Cushions were scattered about the
huge bed, and at the headboard was alarge golden-colored ring. Hefelt ajerk at his neck and moved
forward, the guards flanking him again.

Litrahad moved off now, and Culhane checked out the guards. Asif they had read his mind, the hair
again, fingersknotting in it, the pressure at his neck, the pressure heavier now as he collgpsed forward.
The pressure was not released, and hefelt himsalf being dragged. He was on the bed. He heard the
sounds of metal scratching metal, and suddenly the pain on his neck eased and hisbody felt aive again.
The warriors stood on each side of the bed, laughing. Culhanetried Sitting up, but his body would not
raise up, and heredlized that the collar around his neck had been chained to the ring on the headboard.
Hiswrigts were gtill manacled together. The warriors started spreading hislegs, holding hisankles, and
Culhane looked down aong the length of his body. There were manacles near the foot of the bed on long
chains, and the manacles were closed around his ankles but not locked. He tugged at them. He could not
pull free, could not close hislegs.



Culhane swallowed. He was about to be raped.

He heard a door close and looked to hisright. Litra. Her armor was gone. She was nude except for her
bracelets and agolden chain at the walt, alarge golden key there. She clapped her hands— one of them
clutched a coiled bullwhip— and the two warriors bowed to her and left, Culhane watching her eyes
now, hearing the giggling of the two guards, then doors closing.

"My nameis Josh Culhane. D'you come here often?”

Litracracked thewnhip, thefdl of it stinging a hisleft thigh.

She wasn't interested in small talk, he decided. It would have been a perfect Situation for someone into
kinky sex, Culhane reflected— whips, chains, al that was missing wasthat Litrashould have been
wearing high boots. But it wasn't something hewasinto. A plan suddenly formed. If he could keep
himself from getting an erection, shewould either kill him or call the guardsto have him removed. A
fifty-fifty chance.

Litrasat on the bed beside him, and he looked down the length of historso at her hands as they began to
explore him. And he felt something happening. There went hisplan....

But what she was doing to him hurt now, and she was laughing. He promised himsdlf that when he had
the chance he would wring her neck. He closed his eyes, imagining his hands around Litras neck, closing,
tighter and tighter, the fingers gouging into the arteries, the thumbs closing the windpipe.

He opened his eyes. She had stopped kneading his crotch and was dipping her body over his, her mouth
coming down over his, her tongue penetrating his mouth.

Hedid it. He hit her, hard.

Litrascreamed and jumped back to her feet, taking up the whip into her hands, snapping it back, hauling
her arm forward, Culhane shouting at her in English, "Go fuck yourself, lady— not me!”

The whip stopped. There was noise outside the doors leading to the long ba cony and the doors suddenly
burst open.

Standing there, dwarfed by the doors, the golden armor impossibly big for her, aspear poised in her
hands, was Mary Frances Mulrooney.

Litraspun toward the doorway. Behind Mulrooney, Culhane could see two Amazons|ocked in combet,
but he recognized one woman'sface. It was Fred.

Mulrooney shouted from the doorway, "I'm here to rescue you from afate worse than death!™
Culhanelooked down at himsdlf. "Couldn't have waited another five minutes, huh?'
The whip cracked, the spear in Mulrooney's hands sailing through the air and across the room.

Mulrooney ducked back into the doorway and reached under her breastplate, the little stainless-stedl .38
appearing in her right hand.



The whip cracked again, and the revolver flew from Mulrooney's right hand and landed on the bed,
between Culhan€é'slegs. He was powerlessto reach it. And the hammer was cocked and the muzzle was
pointed at his crotch.

Mulrooney murmured, "I think werein trouble, Ace.”
"The key, Fanny! Around her waist on the chain! The key!"

Mulrooney drew the curved dagger from her wais, then clumsily opened the Bdi-Song knife from
beneath her golden breastplate. A blade in each hand, she advanced on Litra.

Litralaughed, throwing down the bullwhip, letting Mulrooney come. "L ook out, Fanny! She'sfast and
she'sas strong as| am— maybe stronger!”

Mulrooney kept coming, dowly, crouching. Litra sprang forward and Mulrooney was thrown to the
floor, one knife sailing across the room, the Bali-Song still in Fanny's|eft hand. Litrasright hand locked
on Mulrooney's | eft wrist asthey rolled across the floor, Mulrooney's head snapping back as Litra
punched her acrossthe jaw, Mulrooney's body going limp for an ingtant, the Bali-Song faling from her
fingers. Litrahauled Mulrooney up into her arms, then over her head, balancing Mulrooney over her head
inagraight-armed lift like awrestler. She spun, hurling Mulrooney across the room. She landed across
Culhanéslegs.

"Thegun, Fanny! Get the gun!"

But Litralunged as Mulrooney, still dazed, rolled onto her back. Then Litrawas on her, Culhane'slegs
feding asthough they would break. Mulrooney'sright knee smashed up into Litras somach, and Litra
rolled back, Mulrooney on top of her for an instant. Culhane's |eft foot was beside Litra's head, and he
twisted histoesinto her hair, kicking at her abdomen with hisright foot.

Mulrooney gave Litraaright cross, the Amazon princesss head snapping back, Culhane knotting histoes
tighter into her hair, hammering hisright heel down into her midsection.

Mulrooney tore at the thin gold chain around Litraswais, breaking it. "I got the key!"

Litras|left hand flashed up, punching Mulrooney in the throat, then she snapped a backhand dap across
Mulrooney's face, sending Fanny redling back to the floor, the key falling from Fanny's|eft hand.

Clumps of Litra's hair pulled out as she snapped her legs out and down, standing. She grabbed the key

from thefloor, but Mulrooney was up, throwing herself againgt the Amazon like ahigh-school freshman
charging atackling dummy. Litrawas thrown off-balance for an ingtant, the key faling from her grasp to
the bed.

Litrawheedled, backhanding Mulrooney across the face. Mulrooney did aong thefloor and cameto a
stop againg the far wall, atable overturning, abowl of fruit spilling to the floor.

Litragtarted toward her, fingersflexing, muscles rippling along her naked body.
Culhane could see the key on the far right of the bed. He tried reaching for it, but it was inches beyond

the farthest extension of hisright hand. His hands were still shackled and separated by only eighteen
inches of chain.



Mulrooney was on her knees, hurling pieces of fruit from thefloor at Litra, apear smashing asit struck
Litralsface.

Litrastopped in midstride. Her right hand reached to her left wrigt. Litraflicked away the bracelet that
was there, then her |eft hand moved to the right bracelet. "Fanny! Get outta here! Now!"

The right bracelet was thrown to the floor.

Culhane blinked. Therewas no physical change except perhaps for atightening of the musculature, a shift
in balance. But Culhane could fed it, senseit. Litracrouched now, amost on al fours, aloud hissing
issuing from her throat, her lips drawn back, her teeth bared, snapping as she advanced on Fanny
Mulrooney. A furious she-cat.

"Culhane! Do something!"

Culhane swung the eighteen inches of chain toward the key and missed.

Litra, her nailslike claws at thetips of her fingers, poised to rip and tear, lunged. Mulrooney sprang to
her feet and threw hersdlf to theleft. Litralanded like acat on al fours, wheding toward her, hissing,
Sitting, dashing the air with her claws, her teeth snapping.

"Fanny! Get the hell outtahere! Do it, dammit!"

"No— not without you!"

Litrawas getting ready to spring. Culhane swung the chain and it looped the key. Slowly so he would not
loseit, he started dragging the key toward him. Another few inches....

Helooked up for an instant. Mulrooney had the spear again, thrusting toward Litra, Litrarecoiling,
swiping at it with her claws, swatting at it. Mulrooney grasped it now like abar between both hands, her
arms upraised.

Culhane had the key. He dropped it onto his chest. He snatched at it, tearing some of the hair from his
chest that had caught in the dender gold chain.

Litragorang into the air and crashed down, both feet against the spear shaft, snapping it, Mulrooney
fdling to thefloor.

Culhane had one manacle opened.
Mulrooney inched back. The second manacle.
"Culhang!”

Culhane's hands were free. He reached to the collar around his neck and twisted the key into the lock
hole. Then he undid the shackles around his ankles.

Free, a last, Culhane sat up, thelittlerevolver in hisright fist.



Litra sprang and Culhane was about to shoot, but Mulrooney dodged between him and histarget.

He lowered the hammer and dropped the revolver to the bed, crossing the room in three strides,
grabbing Fanny by the arms and throwing her aside. Litraleaped toward him now, Culhane bunching
both fists together as though he held an invisible basebal bat in adegth grip. AsLitras body hurtled
toward him, his bunched-together fists dammed into the left Sde of her face at the jawline, the heed
snapping around. Culhane hauled both fists back across hisleft shoulder and hammered them out again
againgt thetip of Litras chin and up, her head snapping back, her body back-flipping through the doors
into her changing room, crashing down upon a couchlike piece of furniture, thelong, low settee smashing
under her force and her weight, blood trickling from the left side of her mouth as her head lolled back
agang thewall.

Shedidn't move.

Culhane whedled toward the doors leading to the long bal cony, stepping through the doorway. Fred was
gtill battling the Amazon guard. Culhane reached out, grabbing the guard by her hair, dragging her head
back with hisleft hand, hisright fist punching forward, Sraight-arming her in the jaw, his own body
shuddering with the impact, the Amazon's legs buckling under her. She garted to reach for him as she
fdl, but Culhane's |eft hand was still knotted into her hair. He jerked her head back, backhanding hisright
acrossthe Amazon's face, hammering her down.

Shelay unconscious a hisfeet.

He turned around and ran back into Litra's apartment, Fred right behind him.

M.F. Mulrooney was picking herself up off the floor. She smiled. "Hey— talk about finding your
boyfriend in acompromising postion, huh?!

Culhane, naked and streaming swest, folded her into hisarms. Even if she didnt fill the Amazon armor
very much at dl, she waswoman enough for him. "I love you," he whispered.

Chapter Thirty-Four

If he lived athousand years, Culhane thought, he would never understand Fanny Mulrooney. Despite
what Litrahad tried doing to him, despite what Litra had tried doing to her, Mulrooney had carefully
replaced the Amazon princess's bracelets on her wrists, explaining to Culhane as he shackled Litraonto
her own bed, "Without these, she would bein awild rage until she exhausted herself and died.”

"It's psychological— that's dl it is. The brace ets symbolize self-control, and when she removes them, she
letshersdf gointo therage.”

"Whatever," Mulrooney answered.

Culhane posted Fred outside the doorway, having dragged in the two unconscious Amazon guards. He
tied one of them with Litraswhip. "Y ou didn't bring me any pants, did you?"

"l didn't think you'd be naked in bed with some princesswhen | got here. | mean, | saw the wedding



ceremony. Y ou made abeautiful groom.”

"Thanks, you're sweet, too. Tie up the other one, okay? Use my knife and cut up some of the bedding or
something.”

"She's got clothing in this changing room. | can twist some of that into ropes.”

"Right,” Culhanetold her, hog-tying the Amazon warrior, drawing the ankles up dmost to thewrists. He
was tempted to put a Capone noose around her neck but didn't. He had always prided himself on not
being vindictive,

Mulrooney was binding the other one with the twisted-up sarilike robes the women wore over the
ankle-length deeveesstunics. "Areyou surethat's sturdy enough?'

"I'm sure”

Culhane only nodded, going back to the bed. Something like a thin sheet was across the bed under
Litra's unconscious body. Culhane started pulling &t it, tugging it from under the princess and free of the
bed. It was awhite, linenlike material. Culhane dragged it across the room to where his Bali-Song knife
had fallen. He cut asection dightly larger than a bath towel, then dropped the rest, holding the knifein his
teeth ashewound it around hiswaist like akilt.

"Ohh, you look cute,” Mulrooney said, stlanding up from the Amazon warrior she had just tied. "Nice
knees" she added with asmile.

"Knock it off," Culhane said through the knife in histeeth. Finished, he took the knife and closed it
one-handed. "Now, rescuer person, have you and Fred there figured out how we're getting out of here?

"Yup," Mulrooney said, grinned. "Y ou gtill have that key?"

"It's over there at the foot of the bed." Mulrooney nodded and walked toward the bed.

A jewelry box had fdlen to the floor during the fight, its contents spilled. Culhane saw his pen-shaped
knife among the items and bent to pick it up, closing it. He clipped it a hiswaist, then watched as
Mulrooney undid the collar and its chain lead from the head of the bed. "What are you doing?'

"Y ou are going to be our prisoner. Well walk you right out of here.”

"l don't think it'll work."

"Got abetter idea?"

"No," he admitted. He raised his chin as she came toward him, feding the coldness of the meta around
hisneck again. "Don't lock it."

"I won't, don't worry. Fred and | saw where they keep their horses. We can make abreak for it as soon
aswe get to the corrals.”

"Little detour, Fanny. We have to get up to where they keep the rest of the prisoners.”



Mulrooney's jaw dropped. "Those Russian guys? They would have killed ud™
"Areyou ready to leave them here?’

She shrugged. "It's rough being one of the good guys. Heavens, no— we couldn't mistreat those guysjust
because they planned to kill usand got usinto this messto begin with.”

Culhane smiled a her. "There are about fifty other guys up there. If we spring them dl, it'll just make
things that much more confused, and give us a better chanceto get away.”

"Who'reyou kidding?' Mulrooney smiled. "Y ou'd never leave those other fifty guys up there. Our getting
out of hereisjust abonus after our good deed of the year."

"All right, so I'm transparent...”

Mulrooney laughed. "Don't stand with your legs spread gpart. That thing around your waist is pretty
trangparent too." Shetugged at the chain. "C'mon, let's get this show on theroad.”

* % %

They had improved on Mulrooney's plans, taking the shackles from the still-unconscious princesss wrists
and tying her ingtead. The shackles were now back— unlocked— on Culhanes wrists, Mulrooney
holding the end of the neck chain, walking dightly ahead of him, carrying her spear, her bow and quiver
across her back. Fred walked beside him, smilarly armed. He had given Mulrooney her gun, and it was
hidden again under her breastplate. Clutched in hisright fist, Culhane held the Bali-Song, the lock
disengaged for afast, one-handed opening.

They left the paace and began to make their way through the city, Culhane keeping his eyes down, trying
to look the mode! prisoner, Mulrooney walking quickly, but to Culhane, not quickly enough.

They passed the temple, the sweet smoke of the brazier fill inthe air. When he had first smelled it he had
thought they were planning to drug him. But he had dismissed theideajust as quickly. Drugging someone
into submission wasn't the best way to heighten sexual prowess.

They kept walking, past the temple now, turning up into the rocky area above the city and toward the
prisoner compound and the cages. No one looked at them. He guessed maybe there really were afew
shorter, blonder Amazons. It was funny watching Mulrooney. Looking down to the ground as he was, he
could do little e se but watch her feet. She was walking on her toes, asif wearing invisble high heds, to
make hersdf appear taler.

Asthey turned off toward the prisoner compound, Mulrooney whispered hoarsdly, "What's the plan?’
"They don't keep too many guardsthere. | noticed two, sometimesthree. But alot of the warriors seem
to liketo stroll around the place, checking out the stock. If we're lucky, just the guardsl| be there. Then
we get up as close aswe can and start bashing heads. Don't use the gun unless you haveto.”

"Noise— gotcha"

"Canyou tdl Fred?'



"Shell follow my leed.”

"I cantell Fred. | just remembered that." Under his breath he started assembling the right words in Greek
to tell her the plan, Fred grunting her understanding when he was through.

They were at the edge of the compound now. Culhane stole alook up: two guards. Their luck was
holding.

"Steer me close to the two warriors. Y ou and Fred take the one on the left, and I'll take the one on the
right,” Culhane said in astage whisper. They kept moving, Mulrooney waking him right up to the
Amazon guards. One of the women turned. She seemed to be staring at Mulrooney. Fred stepped
beside Mulrooney and stopped. Mulrooney dropped the end of the chain and rammed her spear down
on theinstep of the guard nearest her, Culhane reaching up and out, swinging both manacled wristsina
tight arc, the manacles smashing the Amazon nearest him on the side of the head. He stepped back, and
Fred'sfigt shot into the first Amazon's jaw, the woman kedling over. Mulrooney was shaking her right fist.
"I dugged her in the ssomach— forgot about the damned armor!”

Culhane undid the manacles and threw them down at hisfeet. He worked open the collar around his
neck, snatching back the rest of the chain as he removed it. "This could be ahandy little wespon.”

"They don't have any keys."

"Litras guards had the keysto the cages. | never saw what they did with them. Each of you grab abig
rock and hand it to the biggest guy in each cage. Have him smash the lock, then use your spearsto pry it

apart.
"Right."

"Meet you back here." Culhanetook off at atrot toward the cage and the old man.

He ran past Kruglovitch who shouted, " Culhane— free usl" He waved but kept running.

When he reached his cage, the old dentist was dtill Sitting in his corner. Culhane stopped at the cage
door. "What about it?" he asked, catching his breath. "Coming back to the rea world?"

The old man stood up, walked over to Culhane, and handed him his cigarettes and lighter. Culhanelit a
cigarette.

“No."

"Why?" Culhane asked, but he thought he knew.

The old man laughed. "Because in my heart, lad, | do love the queen. Here, | can see her now and then
from adistance. Once in awhile she stops by my cage and smiles at me. Who knows? Maybe someday,
well..." And therewasalight in the old man's pale eyesfor an ingtant. And then the light faded. " Out
there— hell, here I'm asex symbol, lad. And here | can see her. Y ou didn't kill my daughter, did you?"

"No, Doctor, | didn't kill her. Shelll have asore jaw— and might even get you sprung to check out her
teth.”



The old man extended hisright hand through the bars. "Good luck, lad. Hell, that girl you camein with—
not the tal one— the girl too puny to be an Amazon. Sheyour girl?"

"Y eah— and she'sjudt right for me," Culhane said. "Good luck to you, Sir.”

"One more thing. Don't send the Brazilian army in hereto destroy all this.”

Culhane smiled, inhaing on hiscigarette. "Y esh, well, | don't think the Brazilian army would stand a
chance againgt these broads anyway." Culhane shot the man awave and ran for the cell with Kruglovitch

and the young Russian soldier.

* % %

Of the fifty-three men imprisoned, only eighteen had chosen freedom. There was abest-sdller in this
somewhere, Culhane mused.

They ran down from the cages where the men had been penned, Mulrooney chattering to him between
breaths. "And so Fred kept me pinned down, and | couldn't do anything to help you out and then
Sebastiao cameaong.”

"He'sdl right then?'
"Father Santini'staking care of him. He had a nasty head wound, but hell be okay."
"How're Santini and the others?’

"Helene was hit on the head, but she was coming around. That girl isredly usdess, Josh. And Magdelena
isfine— wounded in the left arm but okay."

Culhane raised hisright hand, signaling a stop to hisragtag army. The men behind Culhane, Mulrooney
and Fred were armed with rocks and sticks from the firewood pile.

Viewed from the edge of the compound, the city shimmered below them. Torches had been lit, the
sunlight now gone from above, and the city was nearly as bright as day, the gold veinsin the rock and the
gold trim of the buildings and the gold Statuary glittering in the torchlight.

No, Culhane decided, he wouldn't betray the presence of the city. He had learned something. And the
men with them— however many survived— would not ether, he knew. What man would admit to being
held prisoner by Amazon women and used as a sexud dave? And what man— if he said it— would
even be believed? Culhane laughed. Another experiencetotaly uselessfor Sean Dodge. But not for Josh
Culhane. He reached out and placed hisright arm around Mulrooney, holding the Bali-Song in his right
fist, the chain and the collar that he would be ableto use asaflail in his|eft.

Some of the men spoke English, some Spanish, most Portuguese.

He said the English word that was nearly the same in Spanish and Portuguese—"L iberty"— and he
gestured toward the corrals on the far edge of the city.

He started jogging easily, Mulrooney at his side, Fred behind them, then the elghteen freed prisoners, the
Russan mgor and hisyoung soldier bringing up the rear.



They were at the edge of the city proper when Culhane heard the shouted war cry that he had first heard
less than twenty-four hours ago in the jungle before the battle.

Culhane whed ed toward the sound. Amazon warriors were on the roofs of the flanking buildings, their
bows poised. "Runfor it!" Culhane shouted.

Arrowsfilled the air, spears hurtling downward, Culhane grabbing at Mulrooney, hisknifein histeeth
now, open, Fred pausing, turning, firing. Culhane glanced back, one of the Amazons felled with an arrow.

Culhane grabbed at the Greek girl. "Moveit, Fred!" Culhane dragged her by the arm, running now,
Mulrooney stopped ahead, edging back, Culhane running up beside her. Where the street curved, awall
of Amazon warriors stood, their clubs poised for battle.

"Josh?'

"Yeah, yeah, | know." Culhane |ooked behind them. The Amazons on the rooftops had ceased firing. But
their bows were poised.

Culhane held the Bai-Song in hisright fist. "All right," he shouted. Some of the men could understand,
some couldn't, he knew, but he hoped they'd follow the others. "If we stay, they'll daughter the two
women— and probably kill us, too. That'sif we surrender. | won't." He stepped in front of Mulrooney.
Thewadl of Amazon women broke at the center, and walking through the opening in her jeweled armor,
theleft side of her face puffed, discolored and swollen, her hands holding her spear in front of her
horizontdly, wasLitra

Culhane watched her gray eyes. They focused on Fanny Mulrooney and then she laughed.

"Bitch,"” Mulrooney hissed under her breath.

"Why are you whispering? She doesn't understand English.”

"Why is she whispering to her mother? 1 don't understand Greek."

Mulrooney was right. Litra had been joined by the queen. The queen, wearing white robes trimmed with
gold, was staring a Culhane.

Kruglovitch called out, "We shdl attack— go down fighting like men!™
"Wait," Culhane said. Something strange was happening here.
The queen stepped forward, speaking dowly. "What's she saying?' Mulrooney hissed.

Culhanetried trandating. "That, oh, that sheisamazed. No man has ever defeated an Amazon for
thousands of years."

"Whét the hell does she mean?' Mulrooney snarled. "Y ou just hel ped—"

Culhane held her hand, squeezing it. He shifted the knife to hisleft hand with the chain. " She's saying that



Litrals honor must be served.”

"Oh, no," Mulrooney moaned.

"She's saying that—" He looked at Mulrooney.
What?"

"She's saying that the skinny girl and the tall woman who looks like she should be an Amazon are
welcometo stay and live as Amazons, even though the skinny woman..." Culhane fought back alaugh.

"What'd she say?' Mulrooney demanded.

"Even though the skinny woman has breasts the size of grapes and legslike twigs.”

Mulrooney started to step forward, but Culhane held her back. " She's saying that all three of us have
proven ourselves aswarriors and must be treated aswarriors, or Litra's honor will never be restored.”
And Culhane watched as the queen reached to Litraand started to take Litrals spear. Litradid not et go.
The queen dapped Litraacross the face.

Litrareleased the spear. The queen snapped the spear as effortlessly asif it were atoothpick. She threw
both ends to the ground.

The queen began to spesk again. "We are all free to go— including the rest of the men who have chosen
to go with us. But we must raise our hands to the sky and pledge to Artemis never to reved the city.”

Slowly, Culhane bent to set down the chain, closing the Bali-Song and securing it at hiswaistband. He
raised his hands palms upward to the sky. Beside him, Mulrooney put down her spear and raised her
hands. He looked behind him. Fred had done the same, and dowly, one by one, the eilghteen men began
to throw down their rocks and sticks.

Kruglovitch and the other Russian soldier had taken up the weapons of the two falen prison compound
guards. Kruglovitch did not throw down his wegpon.

Culhane caled to him. "Kruglovitch— put down the spear!™

"They will kill ug"

"We can trust them and maybe get out of here, or bekilled. If they cross us, then we fight."

"No! A man doesnot trust hisenemies!”

"Kruglovitch!”

"Nyet!™"

Culhane smiled at the queen, lowered his hands and walked toward Kruglovitch, the young Russian

soldier holding fiercely to his spear, aswdll. "Please— do this. We don't have anything to lose. Honor is
important to these people. The queen pledged before her warriors that well be freed. Shelll stick withiit.”



"Thisiswhat | think of your trust in thisfemae barbarian!" And Kruglovitch hauled the spear up to throw
it, Culhane shouting a him not to. Culhane hurled himsdlf toward Kruglovitch, but the Russan's eyes
suddenly glazed, and blood bubbled up from his mouth. Kruglovitch tumbled forward, the young Russian
beside him casting down his spear. Kruglovitch's back had at least a dozen spears protruding skyward,
the Russan mgor facedown in the dirt.

Culhane raised his palms upward, standing beside the young Russian now and reciting with the queen the
pledge to the goddess Artemis.

Chapter Thirty-Five

Mulrooney had been allowed to keep the bracelets. She had changed into her own clothing and sat ona
flat rock studying them in her hands, Culhane near her, changing into the things from his backpack. His
combat boots had been returned, and he sat down beside Mulrooney, threading his spare boot lacesinto
them. "What are you going to do?' Culhane asked her.

"Y ou mean about the Amazons?"

llYa,].ll

"Well," she answered, looking at him and smiling, "1 took that pledge, didn't 1?7 Just like you did.”

"That you did."

"Sol can't very well—"

"No, you can't. Not very well."

"No."

Culhane put hisright arm around her and drew her close. "Do you think the Russian will tell?" she asked
him.

"No. | talked to him about it while we were walking. He very much respected Mg or Kruglovitch.
Kruglovitch died in battle and was never taken prisoner. Kruglovitch died so that he— the kid— could
get away. Whoever it was that attacked the column last night— well, they were just ordinary nativeswith
long hair and flashy wegpons. There are no such people as Amazons. The guyswho ran off into the
jungle won't be specific— they'd face court-martid. They had arendezvous point set and hell make his
way toward it. He's sticking with the rest of the guys we sprung from the cages until he gets downriver
near Manaus. All the Russians had Brazilian money, |D— counterfeit ID of course— and civilian clothes.
Hell makeit."

"What about you?' Mulrooney asked, her voice very low, soft.

"We haveto get that ransom delivered. That'swhat | came herefor in the first place. Then let's go home,
okay?'

Mulrooney buried her head againgt his chest. "L et's go home," she whispered so softly that he could



barely hear her.

After awhile he returned to lacing up his combat boots. Mulrooney used her cigarette lighter to burn her
copy of the map to the Amazon city and the original she had taken from the body of Professor Xanthos.

As Culhane, Mulrooney and Fred finished digging the hole to bury the Amazon armor, Mulrooney
whispered, "I wonder if thisistheway al legendsdie," and very gently she placed her Amazon bracelets
into the hole and mounded dirt over them with her hands.

BOOK THREE

THE GOLDEN DEATH

Chapter Thirty-Six

It was called forcible entry, with or without the accompaniment of an FBI agent, Hoevermann reflected.
The president of Dynamic Plating, aPalmer Industries subsdiary, inssted that it wasillegal. Hoevermann
and Agent Summerfield stood in the underground executive garage with the corporate officer Ryan Burns
and the two state policemen who had invited him to the facility for questioning. And with Ryan Burns
stood hislawyer, aMr. Ashton. "My client needsto tell you nothing, Sir. Y ou represent no officid
interestsin this country. And asfor the FBI, entering Dynamic Plating without awarrant issmple
burglary, and | shdl ask for both of your arrests, and prepare criminal and civil charges.”

Hoevermann looked at the lawyer. He was cold standing on the concrete floor of the underground
parking lot. "Arthur Dzikowski took his own life after flushing and burning evidence. Part of the evidence
was amemo from Dynamic Plating. We are talking about thousands of livesthat may belost involving
nuclear materid originating at PAmer Radionics”

"We have nothing to say,” Ashton said grimly.

"What about you, Senhor Burns?' Hoevermann looked directly at Dynamic Plating's president. The chin
waswesk, the hair thinning, but the body |ooked lean and fit. It went with the expensive jogging clothes
the man wore, Hoevermann supposed.

"My client will tell you nothing,” Ashton answered for Burns.

"What | have to say should not be said in front of these two gentlemen from the state police.”
Hoevermann lit acigarette.

"Wait outsde" Summerfied said.
The men nodded and walked off.

After along moment, Hoevermann, Summerfield, Burnsand hislawyer Ashton stood donein the parking
garage. Hoevermann spoke to Summerfield. "Do you trust me? | mean, based upon our limited



knowledge of each other since we met at the airport?’

"Yes gr."

"Givemeyour gun.”

"Wait just adamned minute," Ashton snapped.

"| can't giveyou my gun, Sir!"

"I will fix everything, senhor— trust me." Hoevermann looked long and hard at hisyoung American dly.
"I will say it again: thelives of thousands of my people hang in the balance. If the Situation were reversed,

and you werein my country pursuing nuclear terror, | would trust you. | fed that."

Summerfield swallowed hard. "What the hell— | can kiss off my job anyway. And | guessI'm looking at
jal dready. Why not?' The FBI agent shrugged, his eyes suddenly smiling. He reached under his coat.

"Just agoddamned minute," Burns Sarted. "Ashton— do something!”

"My dient—"

Ashton fdl slent as Hoevermann took the gun and pointed it & Burns, the muzzle less than two feet from
the man's head. " Senhor Burns, you received nuclear materia from Palmer Radionics, then shipped it
from here. How much and how wasit disguised?”’

"Y ou're bluffing," Ashton snarled.

"The gunisnot pointed at your head, senhor, but at the head of Senhor Burns." Hoevermann inhaled on
the cigarette in the left corner of his mouth, waiting. He was not bluffing. There would be no hope of
prosecuting Burns after doing this, and if Burnsfailed to reved the information, Burns had to be punished.
"Theword that will be doneto meisthat | will be deported and forced into early retirement. | am quite
well off, and being deported to Brazil— my family homeisin alovely spot— ishardly being exiled, isit?
| have nothing to lose." He started to squeeze the trigger, very dowly, so Burnswould see the cylinder
start to rotate.

"Y ou wouldn't kill an innocent man—" Burns sammered.

"I hardly consider someone who knowingly cooperates with nuclear terrorism innocent,” Hoevermann
sad, smiling good-naturedly.

At the very measured rate of the trigger pull, he calculated Burns would be dead in less than a second.
"Walt!"
IIYS?I

"Fifty pounds of plutonium. It was encased in lead ingots the size of building bricks when— for God's
sake, put down that gun!”

Hoevermann stopped the trigger pressure, but he didn't move the muzzle from Burnss head.



"We made up lead ingots that were hollow inside. The stuff wasinside. And then we plated them with a
five-hundredths-of-an-inch-thick layer of gold. When the process was compl eted, they weighed one
hundred forty-six pounds. That'sal | know. They were picked up and taken away."

Hoevermann lowered the revolver. "Enough, from what | have read, to construct athermonuclear device.
Thelead will shidd those near it. But if theingots comein contact with water, the shielding will be
insufficient if the exposureisfor asufficient length of time. There could be aradiation burst. Or an
uncalculated blast. These lead ingots are currently being brought upriver along the Negro, abranch of the
Amazon. An American who thinks heis merdy ddivering an ordinary ransom carriesthem. One of my
agents— avery lovely young woman— accompanies him. Asdo, | am told, severd other innocent
people. Now | must order them to be stopped at al costs from delivering thisransom, even if it means
killing them. My country will pressno charges. Y our involvement in the incident, Senhor Burns, will be
swept under the rug— in exchange that no charges be brought againgt thisyoung man.” Hoevermann
returned the revolver to Summerfield.

"I don't know about that—" Ashton began.

"Shut up,” Burnswhispered, hisvoice hoarsg, tight. ™Y ou want to do something, Ashton? Draw up a
letter of resgnation for me." And Burnsturned and walked away.

Hoevermann only watched for amoment. "It istime," he told Summerfield, "for your friend Cashman to
once again exhibit hisdriving skills— to the airport. | will need to be put in contact with my country's
ambassador and | need transportation arranged. Can we do that on your police radio?’

"Yes, gr, | think we can."

Hoevermann nodded and clapped the young man on the shoulder. He was very tired and felt very old.

Chapter Thirty-Seven

The Russanswho had not died in the jungle attack had only had superficial wounds. Santini had treated
worse, seen worse, hismedical training in Special Forces comprehensive. They had drifted away from
the battle site, and he had made no attempt to stop them. He had prayed over the graves of their dead
comrades, prayed for their souls. And a dawn, with no sign of Culhane, Mulrooney or the Greek girl, he
had announced his decision to take Helene Chavez and Magdelenaand return to the original campsite by
theriver and dig up the gold in the two suitcases. The ransom needed to be paid, or Amelina, Scott
Palmer's bride, would bekilled.

Santini had seen enough death. He would keep his promise to Culhane. He would ddliver the ransom
himsdlf.

It had taken severd hoursto reach the campsite, Santini taking a different route to avoid any further
complications. Therewere dill theriver bandits to consider: some could have survived. And the
Uruentes. With Sebastiao on the drag spot, guarding their rear, Santini had forged hisway ahead, a
machete from one of the dead Russansin his hand, one of the AKS-74 assaullt rifles dung across his
back. He had no ideaiif he could useit and kill intentionally again. But he had removed hisclerica collar.



Sebadtiao and Magdel ena watched while he dug, Helene Chavez showing no interest. She sat at the far
edge of the campsite, looking out into the water.

He raised the suitcases from the hole in which he and Culhane had buried them. Already the damp soil
had begun to attack the metal on the cases. Each case carried acombination lock, and Culhane had
shared the combinations with him. Damascus Santini opened one of the cases.

Helifted back the materiad benegath the case lid and stared. Gold ingotsthe size of bricks. Hetook onein
his hand. He had no ideawhat gold should weigh.

"My God," Magdelenamurmured.

"Some peopl€e's God, yes." And then Santini began to laugh and couldn't stop.

"Father— there is something wrong?' Sebastiao asked.

Magddenacrouched besde him. "What isit, Father?' she dmost whispered.

Santini finally controlled hislaughter. "That cheap bastard— Scott— too cheap to pay hiswifesransom.”
"What do you mean, Father?"

Santini looked up from his knees. Sebastiao stood beside him, holding the bolt-action rifle, staring out
into thejungle. "Areyou Cathalic, Sebastian?"

"Yes, Father, | have dways—"

"A Catholic priest handles gold, right? Altar vessels, candlesticks, cups?’

"But, of course, Father."

"And gold doesn't tarnish, doesiit?"

IINO_II

Santini took the bayonet for the AKS-74 from the utility belt he had taken off one of the dead Russians.
He picked one of the more corroded spots and scratched at the ingot with the blade of the bayonet. A
dark substance— it was soft to the knife edge— was beneath the gold. "L ead. Weve been risking our
lives— causing other peopleto die— all for abunch of lousy lead bricks because Scott wouldn't cough
up thered gold to ransom hiswifel” Santini threw the ingot into the suitcase, then bent hishead to his
chest and closed hiseyes.

Beside him, he heard Magdel ena murmur, " Perhaps we should take the suitcases to the meeting with the
kidnappers. Perhaps we can fool them and save Amdina.”

"To Ontem?"

"Yes, Fether."



Santini looked at her. "Y es— we can do that. I1t's her only hope now."
"Wewill pray, Father. Will you lead us?" Sebatiao asked.

"I, ah, | can't do that, Sebastiao. I'm sorry— more than you know," Damascus Santini got to hisfeet and
stared for awhilelonger at the suitcases. He decided that the ingots with the most obvious tarnish should
be packed into the bottoms of the suitcases. He could add deception to his other sins.

And lying. Hetold Sebastiao and Magde ena, " Say nothing about thisto Helene Chavez. If she asks, let
metake care of it."

"But, Father—" Sebastiao began.

"Justdoasl say."

Chapter Thirty-Eight

When he had been aboy, he had wanted to be apilot. He became a policeman instead. But he could
close his eyes and then open them and suddenly he was aboy again. The controls were in front of him.
Red. Glowing. Heflew the SR-71 instead of the American whaose flight uniform showed no rank or unit
and was the same black color as hisplane.

The clouds were endless. He was free of the earth. But then he returned, the pilot's voice coming into his
headset: " Ingpector Hoevermann, your government has been patched into our radio network. | have a
message. I'll not monitor it if you like."

"No— your government has been more helpful than | could haveimagined,” Hoevermann said into the
microphone near hislips. It had been impossible to find aflying suit that properly fit him, and instead of a
standard high-altitude suit, he wore atwo-piece astronaut suit that had been waiting for him in Miami
after the conventiond military-jet flight out of Chicago.

And the voice camein, but he could barely recognize it. "I nspector— can you hear me? Thisis Manod
do Reis"

"Yes, Manod— | hear you."

"We have arrested Palmer. Repeat— arrested Palmer. He has admitted that the ingots contain plutonium.
His engineersindicate enough for abomb. Our scientists agree. He has told us that one of the members
of the party who travelswith the American writer Culhaneis an agent of the kidnappers. He will not say
who. Over."

Hoevermann made amental note to correct his counterterrorist people on their rather doppy radio
procedures.

"Manod. About Culhane— where arethey?"

"Our observation helicopters haven't picked them up yet, senhor



"If they can land, they areto dert Senhor Culhane to the Stuation and solicit hishelp. If they cannot land,
they areto usetheir loudspeskers. If thisfails, they areto stop Culhane at al costs. Kill him if necessary.
Are the subgtitute ingots being prepared?

"Sm, senhor "

"If Senhor Culhane can be intercepted and the ingots substituted for the ones he carries, perhaps at least
Senhora Palmer can be saved.”

"Senhor Hoevermann?'

"Yes, Manod?'

"Severa bodies have been washed ashore since the storm. One of the bodies was partially devoured by
ashark, but enough remained of the left hand to get a print check. Interpol was contacted in your
absence, senhor . The fingerprints match those found on afragment of abomb planted by terroristsin
West Germany. The man has been identified as Angelo Guttierez, a Cuban who is suspected to have
been trained by the Soviet KGB in terrorism. Guttierez aways works with awoman. Her nameis not
known, but it is assumed she dso is Cuban or from one of the other Central or South American nations.”
"That could be the person traveling with Culhane. If that isthe case, we must be doubly cautious. She
could activate the nuclear material— she would know more about it than we. | should belanding in
Manausin an hour. Have my helicopter ready. Dispatch our strike force by floatplane to Ontem. It isthe
only logica placefor the ransom to be delivered.”

"Sm, senhor ."

"Hoevermann out.”

Try ashe could, Gunther Hoevermann could not return to hisfantasy of flight.

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Culhane looked up, hearing the rotor blades overhead. It was the sort of thing he would do in hisbooks:
Sean Dodgein terrible trouble, racing through the Amazon jungles with two women, afortunein gold
buried somewhere up ahead, arendezvous with terrorists to attempt to free aterrified kidnapped
woman. Because the good guys awayswin.

But the helicopter wasredl.

Fred crouched low to the ground, raising her bow asif tofire,

"What do we do?' Mulrooney shouted over the heightening noise of the rotors.

"It be Hoevermann, but we don't have any choice. The ransom wasto be paid in Ontem this morning.
Let medothetaking!"



"Who the hdll isHoevermann?"'

Culhanetried to answer, but the PA was braying, the English heavily accented, " Stay right where you are,
Senhor Culhane, or we will be forced to open fire. The ransom you carry isin redity fifty pounds of
plutonium. Stay right whereyou arel”

The hdlicopter hovered. Ropes were let down and armed men in jungle fatigues started rappelling down
on either side of the chopper.

"Put my rifle down on the ground, Fanny," he shouted as he walked over to her and put hislips beside
her right ear.

She set therifle down and then dropped to her knees beside Fred, using her hand signals again to get
Fred to lower her bow. Culhane just stared up at the men descending from the chopper. "Nuclear
materiad— plutonium— oh, shit," he murmured....

* * %

Damascus Santini carried one of the suitcases, Sebastiao the other, the two women between them.
Santini led the way as they walked within ahundred yards of the river toward the rendezvous with the
terrorigts. Santini wondered what he would do. He would stay at the mission— if he ever reached it—
until another priest could be sent out to replace him. And then... his bishop had told him once that he was
too worldly for the church. Santini had inssted that he fought to curb hisimpulses.

But the bishop wasright.

Santini considered why he had joined the priesthood. To retreat, he wondered. He pondered thisas he
heard Helene Chavez's voice from behind him. " Father?”

"y e
"| think we had better stop for amoment.”

Santini stopped, turning around to face her and setting down his suitcase. It wasincredibly heavy. "Y es?!
"You wishto ddliver the ransom?"

"We don't have any choice if were going to save Scott PAmer'swife."

Helene Chavez amiled. " Sebagtiao,” she cdled without looking at the guide. " Check your map and take a
compass reading if you need to. We should be very close.”

"Sm, menina. Closeto what?'
Santini sat down on his suitcase. He started to laugh. "All dong— you aren't adoctor, are you?"
"No," Helene Chavez said, and smiled.

Magded ena grabbed her by the shoulder and swung her around. "Y ou—"



Helene Chavez pushed Magdelenas hand away.
"Closeto what, menina?' Sebastiao inssted.

Damascus Santini answered for her. "We aren't going to Ontem. We never were. That'swhy Helene was
sent to accompany Culhane. Get him close to Ontem, then tell him the redl rendezvous site, right?”

"Yes"" Shegmiled again.

"And you're one of them."

"es"

"Why don't | kill you?'

"Becauseyou are apriest.”

"I took my collar off back there, remember?”

"If you kill me, the ransom will never be paid, and Scott Pamer'slovely wife Amdinawill be raped and
then besten to degth.”

Helene Chavez till smiled. Damascus Santini siood up from his perch on the suitcase, then backhanded
her across the smile. She staggered back, atrickle of blood from the right side of her mouth. ™Y ou make
up your mind, priest," she sneered. "Right now. Y ou play the hero dl that you wish— and Amelinadies
theway | said shewould die."

"Give Sebagtiao the map references. Let's get thisthing over with."

Despite the blood till dribbling from her mouth, Helene Chavez smiled again.

* % %

Josh Culhane stared at the hole.

"What now, Ace?' Fanny Mulrooney whispered.

Culhane turned around to face the cunterterrorist force group leader. "Well, it was here— honest.”
Culhane, Mulrooney and Fred had been led ahalf mileto aclearing for pickup by the chopper, which

had landed them on the river near their origind campsite. Informed aboard the aircraft that substitute
ingots were being prepared, Culhane had decided to cooperate rather than attempt to commandeer the

helicopter.
He now reconsidered. "What's the plan, guys?'
"If Father Santini has the plutonium, that is regrettable. He must be near to the point where theransomiis

to be paid,” the counterterrorist leader told him. The leader held no submachine gun; he carried only a
pistol holstered at hisbelt. The other two had submachine guns dung under their right arms, the bolts



closed. The fourth man wasthe pilot, and he lounged beside the chopper, standing on the starboard side
float, smoking a cigarette. Culhane began to calculate. "But the ransom cannot be paid, | am afraid. We
shall attempt to stop him aswe did you. If we cannot—"

"But Father Santini has one of the terrorists with him— you said that," Fanny Mulrooney interrupted.
"Santini will bekilled either way."

"It cannot be helped, menina. The plutonium cannot be surrendered to the terrorists.”

Culhanelit acigarette. He walked over to stand beside Mulrooney. Fred sat on alog some distance
away. "He'sright. We can't | et those terrorists get their hands on enough plutonium for abomb. Hell, they
wouldn't even need adetonator if it's encased in lead ingotslike they say." Sean Dodge had fought
nuclear terrorists more than once, and Culhane had done alot of reading on the subject. "I don't even
want to think about it." Mulrooney waslooking at him strangely now. "Y ou see, water retards the natura
and very necessary neutron radiation, and with dl the plutonium in two suitcases— hell." He sucked in his
breath. "Just tie the two suitcases together— and drop them from an aircraft into areservoir or ariver,
and instead of aradiation burst, you'd have enough for the plutonium to go critica— and explode.”
Culhaneflipped his cigarette into the chest of the counterterrorist strike force leader, then whedled, his
right foot snapping up and out into the man's abdomen. "Fred!" he yelled.

Culhane whedled right as one of the officerswent for his submachine gun. Culhane took one long-strided
step and crossed the man's jaw with hisleft, hard. Fred had pinned the third officer to the ground and
was strangling him with the ding from his submachine gun.

Culhane snatched up the fallen man's Uzi and threw it to Mulrooney. "Pull the bolt back and point it a
‘em— don't let Fred kill that guy." Then Culhane was running toward the riverbank, the pilot clambering
back into his machine, Culhane jumping from the muddy bank and almost missing the pontoon, hislegs
into the water. He grabbed at one of the support struts, wrenching himsalf up, the helicopter's rotor
gpeed increasing, Culhane throwing himsalf into the machine through the open doorway, wrestling the
pilot from his seat, Culhane's right arm snapping out, crossing the pilot's jaw, hammering him back.
Culhane cut the power, the pilot coming for him, Culhane's|eft moving pendulum fashion into the pilot's
groin. Culhane rasped, "Sorry, pd," and as the man doubled up, the knife edge of Culhane's right hand
chopped him lightly behind the left ear.

Culhane moved from the cockpit into the fuselage. The pilot had been wegponless.
Culhane opened the chest by the portside of the fuselage. Emergency flares and rappelling ropes and
other items were stored there. So were his guns and Mulrooney'slittle revolver. There was athird Uz,

and he grabbed it and one of the loaded magazines, ramming the magazine up the well.

Helooked to the riverbank. Mulrooney had her subgun aimed at the three men, one of them holding his
throat, doubled over. Fred stood over him holding the submachine gun like aclub.

"All right, ladies, let'sget rid of our friendly pilot here, leave these nice gentlemen agun and ahand-held

radio, and get on our way." Culhane didn't quite know what he was going to do, but it was the sort of
thing Sean Dodge would have said.

Chapter Forty



"We cannot go there, Father."

Santini turned to look at Sebastiao. The man's eyes were pinpoints of fear, and then he looked down into
the dish-shaped vdley. It looked like an ordinary cave except for the markings on the stone near the
entrance. The cave was st a the top of arise at the center of the smal valey. "Why not? What do those
markings mean?'

Sebastiao made the sign of the cross. "It isan Uruente burial cave, Father."

"And itswhere the ransom will be paid," Helene Chavez said. "We had trouble with the Uruentes. They
don't like submachine guns. Y ou'll be safe— from them."

Santini looked at her and nodded, saying nothing. Then he turned to Sebagtiao. Y ou take Magdeena
and get her upriver to Ontem.”

"But, Father, | cannot—"
"He'sright,” Magde ena volunteered, Santini looked &t her. "I'm going with you, Father.”
"Me, too!"

Santini looked at both of them and smiled. "All right! Let'sdo it, then!" He picked up the suitcase and
darted down theinclineand into the valey.

Santini stopped at the bottom of therise.
"Y ou must bring the gold ingde," Helene Chavez said beside him.

"No," Santini told her softly. "They bring Amelinato the entrance of the cave. | assume they're waiting for
lﬁ"

"That isnot theway it isto be done.”

"I'm getting alittletired of following their ingructions. Josh Culhane probably lost hislife over this. Fanny
Mulrooney and that Greek girl, Fred— they're probably al dead. Theriverboat crew, the captain. The
American engineer, the Englishman. The Japanese. All the others. Those bandits. No. You tell your
buddiesthat if they want the gold, | seethe girl firs— and then we make atransfer. And don't be too
heavy on me being apriest.” Santini set down the case and moved the AKS-74 forward onitsding. "Tell
them | took off my collar when | picked up this. Tell them | got ninety-two registered killsin Vietnam
shooting scum like them. Tdl them they can havetheir gold, but only when | get the girl.”

He caught Sebastiao's eyes, then looked away. There was no gold— but Helene Chavez didn't know
that.

Helene started up toward the cave mouth, up theincline from the valley floor, Santini calling after her,
"Far enough, lady— you cal from there.”



Besde him, Magdel enawhispered, "1 will pray for you, Father."

"Dont," hetold her. He held the assaullt rifle tight in both figts.

Helene Chavez cdled from the midway point between Santini and the cave mouth. "Theransomis here!™
He was surprised that she was using English, but heread it as denoting an internationa force. He
wondered if he would again see the Frenchman who had set the charges aboard the cruise ship, causing
the death of all those people.

Santini remembered seeing Captain Porter in the water. Why had he seen him? He asked himsdlf what
was God's purpose. The captain of the ship had already been dead, yet Santini had seen him in alifeboat
that was not there, beckoning to him so held keep swvimming alittle longer. He had racked hisbrain to
think how the ransom demands had been placed in his pocket. When had the captain done it? He could
not understand how they had gotten there.

What was his own purpose? Why was he here?

And then he saw the Frenchman standing in the cave mouth. He recognized the voi ce as the Frenchman
spoke. "Priest— | remember you."

"And | remember you."

"Did you pray for my immorta soul, priest, sncel am such asnner?'

"No. But if the girl'sharmed, I'll kill you— you can bank on that.”

The Frenchman laughed, reaching out of sight, then dragging awoman in atattered and stained wedding
dressinto the entrance. A cloth sack was over her head, achain around her neck, her wrists handcuffed
infront of her. "Here sheis, priest. Wherés my gold?'

"Amdina" Santini caled. "Areyou dl right?

"We gagged her, priest. She kept moaning al night and robbing us of our much-needed rest.” The
Frenchman laughed. " She can talk to you dl she wants, but only after the gold is up here— with me."

Santini looked at Sebastiao. " Sebastiao, take one suitcase up to Helene. Leave it beside her and return.
Doit!"

"Yes, Fether."

Sebadtiao started forward, Santini shouting up to the cave mouth, " Sebastiao is bringing up half of the
gold. Y ou bring Amelinadown to where Heleneis.”

"Areyou threatening me, priest?"
"l promiseyou,” Santini said.

The Frenchman laughed, then started down from the cave mouth with the hooded and chained girl in the



tattered wedding dress. Santini watched the man. He had adways prided himself on never bregking a
promise.

Chapter Forty-One

The headphones not only served as speakers for the radio, but they muffled the sound of the helicopter.
Hewas glad of that. Hoevermann adored fixed-wing aircraft, reading about them, flying in them
whenever possible. The experience of flying in one of the American SR-71s, perhapsthe fastest jet in the
world, certainly in the Free World, was something he would forever dream of.

But Hoevermann hated helicopters with a passion. They went up and down and sideways too much.
They made incredible noise.

Manod's voice came through his headphones, "Caling Inspector Hoevermann. Calling Inspector
Hoevermann. Comein, Inspector.”

Hoevermann spoke into his teardrop-shaped microphone: "What isit? Word of Culhane?!

"Y es, Inspector. After Culhane and the two women were picked up by group leader de Rochaand his
men, thingsdid not gowdl."

Hoevermann shook his head. "What did not go well, Manod?"

"The gold was not where it was supposed to be buried. Culhane and the two women took group leader
de Rocha by surprise, disarmed him and his men, then stole the helicopter. Group leader de Rochathinks
they plan to warn theterrorists.”

Manoe's voice ended. Without proper radio protocol, Hoevermann noted again. "De Rochaisinsane.
Tdl him| said so. Whereishe now?"

"Culhaneleft him aradio and a submachine gun. De Rochaused theradio to cal us. They raised another
of the helicopters. Uruente raiding parties have been sighted on their side of theriver, and they never
crosstheriver unlessfor buria ceremonies—"

Again, Manod'svoicejust cut off. Hoevermann said into the microphone, "Try to locate Culhane and the
golen helicopter. Heisalucky manif heisdive so far. He may be lucky enough to find the plutonium. |
doubt he would have stolen the helicopter otherwise. He knows the contents?

"De Rochatold him, Inspector. But de Rocha became suspicious. The North American Culhane seemed
to know agreat dedl about nuclear materias.”

The voice died again. Hoevermann spoke into his microphone. "Heis not with the terrorists. He writes
adventure stories. That is how he knows about such things. Find him! We are proceeding toward

He gtared at the jungle canopy beneath him. Where was Culhane? And where was the plutonium?



Chapter Forty-Two

Amdinastood trembling, Helene Chavez holding her by the shoulders but not comforting her. Santini
dared at Amelina. There was something wrong. The Frenchman flanked Amelina on the other Side,
Sebastiao moving down now, stopping at the base of the incline from the cave mouth. *And now what,
Father?'

Santini considered the question. He didn't want to lose the initiative. "Now— you send her down, and I'll
bring up the second suitcase mysdlf.”

"How can | trust you, pries?"

"You can't,” said Santini. He didn't wait for further conversation. The AKS-74 in hisright hand, he
picked up the second suitcase with hisleft. As he waked between Sebastiao and Magdelena, he rasped
under his bregth, "Oncethe girl isdown, get her away— quickly! Very quickly! Remember— thisisnt
gold."

Sebastiao murmured, "God be with you, Father.”

Santini said nothing, walking. Theincline was aramp, built to reach the cave mouth, built of hard-packed
dirt and stone. On either side it dropped off to the leve of the natura terrain, in places quite steeply. He
redlized that dense ground cover and heavy tangles of vines obscured thered leve of the ground. He
kept walking, the AKS-74 aimed ahead of him.

The Frenchman was taunting him. "With dl this priest business, I'll bet you do not even remember how to
fireagun.”

"If you think I'velost my flair for this sortathing, gimmeatry." Santini kept walking. He could seethe
woman in the wedding dress more clearly now. He blinked; he remembered the dmost lily-whiteness of
Amédinas hands when Scott PAlmer had placed the wedding ring on her finger. The ring was there, but
the hands were dark brown. The dresswas so long he could not see her feet.

But the hands... it was not Amdlina. Santini stopped.

"What isit, priest?’

"Thegirl'san Indian. Wherés Amdlina?'

"Right here, Damascus.” Santini |ooked to the cave mouth and saw Amdinain jungle fatigue pantsand a
tight-fitting T-shirt. She held an AK-47 aimed right a him. She laughed. "Y ou're very sharp, Father, very
sharp. The color of her hands, right?'

Santini stared at her. The bound-and-hooded girl, whoever she was, would bein acrossfire now if there
were gunplay. "That'swhy the Uruentes are on the warpath, right?"

"You are good,” Amdinasaid, smiling. Therewasapistol at her right hip, athin, short cigar in the left
corner of her mouth. "We needed someone to give back when we got our little shipment from my
husband Scott. How is Scott?*



"Ohh— hé'sterrific," Santini told her. But it sickened him. Amelinahad betrayed Scott. And Scott had
betrayed her by substituting lead ingots for the gold. Life sickened him. ™Y ou sure fooled Scott, didn't
you?"

"Yeah, didnt | though."

"IsAmdinayour rea name?'

"Good asany."

"Y ou've certainly improved your English since the wedding.”

"| used to hop up to the States al the timewhen | studied in Havana.™
"Areyou redly Brazlian?'

"Y eah— that'show | got theideafor dl this. | grew up out here. My father—" she moved the cigar from
her teeth and spat on the ground "— was amining engineer— ared capitalist pig. But that's how |
learned about explosives.”

Santini looked at the suitcase beside the Indian girl, then to the onein hisleft hand. " Scott didn't—
didnt—"

"Did some of the gold rub off?" She laughed.
"Amdinal Fermez |la bouche!"
Santini shouted to the Frenchman, "Why should she keep quiet? What is she going to tell me?”

"You aren't leaving here alive, Damascus, so we may aswell tell you. Y ou are the proud bearer of fifty
pounds of American plutonium that is going to wind up right under the main hal of the Latin American
Economic Conference. American plutonium, Damascus, supplied by an American capitalist pig who
doesn't want the people of Latin Americato determine their own economic destiny. He smuggled the
plutonium in from Americato agroup of right-wing mercenaries. Troubleis, Damascus, dl the
mercenaries get away after the explosion, and poor Scott— | don't know what they'll do to him.”

If the devil wereared forcein the physical world, like an old priest had told him once and he had
thought was superdtitious nonsense, the devil stood in the entrance of the cave, and shelaughed at him,
the priest, who had just delivered to her an instrument of unspeskable evil.

He started walking, still carrying the suitcase, saying nothing but getting closer to the trembling Uruente
woman. "What have you got up your deeve, Damascus?' Amdinacalled down to him. "Gonnarescue
the Indian dut there and take the plutonium off into the jungle and bury it? What are we gonna do while
you're doing al that? Hmm?Wewon't let you. And plutonium like thet is pretty bulletproof. What are
you gonnado, Damascus? Pray for God to open the clouds and destroy us with thunderbolts or some
other crap like that? Or maybe God'l throw some impenetrable shield around you and the man and
woman down there? And the Indian girl ? Bull shit— on you and your God!"

Santini stopped. He was nearly beside the Indian girl now. He set down the suitcase. He knew now why



he had not drowned, why the ransom note had been placed in his pocket.
He knew more than he had ever known in hislife.

And hefelt greater peace than he had felt since the killing had started bothering him and entering his
dreamsback in Vietnam.

He st down hisrifle, letting it fal to the ground.

He dowly reached into the right-hand outside pocket of his ripped and mud-stained black suit jacket. His
clericd collar. With hisleft hand, he released the buckle of his utility belt, letting it and the bayonet there
drop to the ground at hisfet.

He started to put the collar on.
Hewould die. But for thefirg timein hislife, death meant nothing to him.

He walked the few stepsto the girl and undid the wire binding the chain around her neck. He undid the
chan.

Hetugged at the hood on the girl's head, pulling it off. He looked into her face and smiled. He made the
sgn of the cross over her and whispered even though she understood no English, "Go down there, my
child— you'll be safe.” And he started her toward the foot of the incline where Sebastiao stood beside
Magddena

Magddena spoke. "Ingpector Hoevermann of the counterterrorist strike force has been monitoring our
movementsthrough thejungle. Hell becdlosingin.”

Helene whedled toward Magddena. "You! | knew Hoevermann would put aspy on the boat— you!"
"Hell never let you get away withit!" Magdelenashouted now. "Never!"

Santini just ood, summoning energy from al parts of hisbody into his center, where he could contral it.
"Magdelena, take the Indian girl, and you and Sebastiao go from here. Go from this place— now!"

Santini had set his suitcase right beside the firgt suitcase. He stared at the Frenchman. "I hated you.
Forgiveme."

The Frenchman laughed. Santini shrugged. "Can't win 'em dl," he said, and in hismind he released the
energy that he had cdled into his center, shouting, "Run, Sebastiao!" He sprang up, hiseft foot smashing
into the two suitcases, driving them over the edge of the incline and down. Hisright arm shot out, the hedl
of hishand hitting the base of the Frenchman's jaw, snapping the head back. As hisleft foot settled, his
right leg came up in aside kick that knifed into the Frenchman's groin, hisleft hand hammering forward,
graight-arming Helene Chavez in the chest, his right elbow snapping up into the Frenchman'sface asthe
Frenchman doubled over forward.

And Santini jumped over the side of the incline, into the underbrush, the AK-47 rattling death from the
mouth of the cave.

Santini landed and rolled, hisleft shoulder striking something hard, one of the suitcases. He snatched it



up. The other suitcase was besideit. He started to run, tripping, catching himsdlf, the underbrush around
him shredding under the impact of assaullt rifle fire and submachine guns now, too.

He kept running, on the level of the valey floor now, into the savannah, running.

He could hear Amdinaghriek after him, "Goddamn you!"

Santini kept running. All those timesin the school gym, al those times he had run in the streets. Running.
He stared ahead of him. Thetrick wasto focus the mind away from the running, away from the two

suitcases that pulled hisarms from their sockets, away from the gunfire. Run— but don't think of it. Just
run.

Ahead of him. A shrieked war cry. Uruentes.

He wanted to cdl out to them that their woman was safe. But he ran, veering left now, running, the
Uruentes closing in, gunfire and arrows flying through the air around him.

Running.
Running.

Hewaslost now in fantasy, unaware of hislegs moving, unaware of his burdens, unaware of it dl. He
was back in Vietnam for some reason. He could hear the rotor blades churning in the air dmost
overhead.

Running. Santini focused on the rotor noises. Running.
Running....

* * *

"That'shim! And | see Sebagtiao— and that must be Amelinal Y ou said she was wearing her wedding
dresswhen they took her."

"Anybody ds2?' Culhane cdled.
"Magdelena. But | don't see Helene."

"That's good enough. Do it right, Fanny— cut aline behind Damascusto let the terrorists or whoever
they are know we mean business. The chopper should frighten away most of the Uruentes, especialy
once you open fire on the terrorigts. 'Grest bird from sky spits desth'— that routine. Let'sdoit!" Culhane
started taking the chopper down for apass, glancing behind him once. Mulrooney was strapped in, half
suspended out the open fuselage door, one of the Uzi submachine gunsin her hands, ready. Beside her,
strapped in, aswell, he could see Fred, amost blocking Mulrooney from view, the bow poised in Fred's
hands, an arrow ready. Culhane wondered if the downdraft would deflect the arrows.

He leveled off, crossing perhapsfifty feet over the ground, the savannah grass blowing asif ahurricane
were upon it, Santini running, terrorists and Uruente tribesmen exchanging fire a one another but running
behind him.



"Now, Fanny! Now!"

He heard the rattle of the subgun. She had never fired a submachine gun before. A wild zigzag ripped
across the savannah grass, dirt flying, the Uruentes dowing their charge, Mulrooney firing again, two of
theterrorists going down, faling to their knees, then lost in the high grass.

Santini was il running.

Mulrooney fired again as Culhane finished the pass, another terrorist going down, assaullt riflesraised
toward them now, Culhane shouting, "Fanny— you and Fred— duck back insde! Fast!”

Bullets pinged off the fusdlage, a spiderweb appearing suddenly where the cockpit bubble was hit. The
machine wasn't crashing, so Culhane assumed nothing vita had been hit. As he came up, turning the
chopper afull 180 degrees, he saw them coming over the horizon. Helicopters.

Culhane looked to hisright. The river was visible below, and floatplanes were landing there now.
"Hoevermann! Way to go, Hoevermann! Right on!"

Culhane gtarted into his second pass, finding the radio switch. "Thisis Culhane. Can anybody hear me?
Over."

"Thisis Hoevermann. Go aheed. Over."

"Father Santini has the plutonium in the two suitcases. He's down there running himself into aheart attack.
Uruentes are chasing him, but most of them are breaking off. Terrorists are dtill after him. Our guide,
Sebastiao, and Magdelena, one of the passengers, have Amdinaover by therim of thevaley. Over."

"Magdelenais one of my agents. We're closng in on the terrorists now. My ground forceswill be moving
up from the river to cut them off if they reach the rain forest. Stay clear. Hoevermann out.”

"Bullshit, Ingpector! Y ou stay clear yoursdf! Santini was my brother's best friend. Culhane out!”

Culhane shut off the radio, coming in for the pass, shouting to Mulrooney, "'Fanny— go for the ones
closest to him thistime. Hear me?”

He had displaced one earphone so he could hear her.
"Y esh— what the hell do you think | was doing last time, Josh?"

Culhane leveled off, hearing the chatter of Mulrooney's submachine gun. One of theterrorists fell with an
arrow in his chest, those around him going down.

Santini was il running.

Threeterrorists were close a his heels now. Hoevermann's half-dozen helicopters were closing, aswell.
Culhane shouted, "WEe're going down— hang on and stay back!" Santini was into the jungle now, the
three terrorists entering behind him, Culhane setting the chopper down between Santini and the other
terrorists. From the seat beside him, he grabbed his specid rifle, rotating the set screw as he cleared the
pilot's seat and framed himsdlf in the open doorway of the cockpit. He started working the lever, hosing



the .44 Magnum toward the remaining terrorists, hearing Mulrooney opening up with her submachine
gun, Fred's arrows finding targets faster than he would have thought she could have shot.

Theterroristis were falling back. Culhane grabbed up hisfour-inch revolver from the seat behind him,
ripping it from the holster he hadn't had timeto put on, firing it out at the fleeing terrorists. Hoevermann's
strike-force teams were rappelling from their choppers now, a PA system blaring in Portuguese, " M&os
ao alto! Maos ao alto!" Theterrorists obeyed, laying down their weapons, surrendering, hands over
their heads.

Culhane threw down his empty revolver to the cockpit seat. He started to run with only the six-inch
revolver and hisknives. Santini was out therein the jungle— and three terrorists were, too. One of them
looked like awoman.

Culhane jumped adeadfal and thrashed into the brush, running, hearing a shouted pleafrom behind him,
"Wait for me, Josh!"

He looked back. It was Fanny Mulrooney. Culhane stopped and drew hisrevolver, the barrdl catching a
ray of thesun, glinting brightly.

In an instant Mulrooney was beside him. "What the hdll'swrong with Damascus? Why didn't he stop?”
"He knowswhat he'sgot! Come on!" Culhane brokeinto arun, looking for sgns of Santini'strail, his
eyes moving about the rain forest, the sun bright in patcheswhere it penetrated the shadowy darkness.
Mulrooney was beside him.

Culhane kept running. Santini was somewhere out there. He heard gunfire and veered right, swatting
adde alow-hanging branch. "Watch your face, Fanny!"

He kept running, Mulrooney panting from dightly behind him now. "Did they get him, d'you think?'

"If they did, I'll kill them with my bare hands— so help me!" Culhane kept running, more gunfire ahead
now. He almogt tripped over the body. Hefdll to hisknees, Mulrooney crashing into him.

Culhanerolled the body over. It was one of the terrorists. He pushed himself to hisfeet, running. He
heard more gunfire and ran in that direction now, Fanny crashing through the underbrush beside him, his
revolver in hisfig.

There was ashout, and Culhane's Portuguese was just good enough to understand what was said. He
froze, Mulrooney crashing into him again.

"What did they say?' Mulrooney gasped, breathless.

"From over there— the priest isdying." Culhane started toward the sound of the voice.

It cameagain, " O padre esta morrendo! "

Culhane broke through awall of broad-leafed foliage into asmall clearing. Damascus Santini lay inthe

armsof one of the jungle-fatigue-clad counterterrorist strike force team, his face white, blood pumping
from hisneck. The Brazilian soldier sarted for hispistal.



Culhane rasped, "I'm not aterrorist— relax! I'm the American who stole the helicopter. Hear of me?
Josh Culhane?'

"Y es— the man Inspector Hoevermann trusted.”

Culhane crossed the clearing and dropped to his knees beside Santini. Santini opened his eyes. "Hey—
Josh—"

"Dont talk, buddy."

"They got the suitcases... heading for theriver... Ameinaistheterrorist leader... Maybe..." And hishead
fell back.

Hewas il bresthing. Culhane asked the soldier, " Are you Catholic?!
IIYSII

"Pray for him." And Culhane was up, running toward gunfire from theriver beyond the jungle, Mulrooney
besdehim again.

The gunfire grew more intense, closer, and then came the sound of rotor blades amost overhead and
Hoevermann's voice over aPA system, saying in English, "Lay down your wegpons! Y ou haven't got a
chance! Lay down your wegpons!” Culhane broke from the jungle, Mulrooney beside him,
Hoevermann's helicopter landing, and on the river armed helicopters were hovering over the surface.
Two of the terrorists— a man and awoman— were poised on the float and in the open fuselage door of
one of the floatplanes Culhane had seen landing.

The woman— it had to be Amelina, Culhane figured— held apistal to the head of aman dressed in the
uniform of the counterterrorist strike force.

Rifles were swung toward Culhane, submachine gunsleveled at him and Mulrooney. But he heard
Hoevermann's voice over abullhorn, telling his men that Culhane and the woman were not terrorists.
Culhane broke into arun toward Hoevermann, Mulrooney till beside him.

Hoevermann stood at the edge of the riverbank. HE'd taken cover behind atree trunk, and men of his
strike-force team were positioned around him.

Hoevermann was on the bullhorn again, "' guarantee that if you release the pilot and throw down your
weagpons you will not be harmed!”

Culhane edged over to Hoevermann. "Y ou know what you've got out there— they've got the suitcases
from Father Santini!"

"l know that."
"Do you know what hagppensif those things go into the water anywhere near each other?
Hoevermann looked at him. "They can explode, can't they?"

"V gporize thiswhole section of theriver and uswithit.”



"I told you | read one of your books. That sounds like the sort of thing your Senhor Dodge would say.
And then the police ingpector looks at him meaningfully and asks, 'Do you have aplan?"

Mulrooney laughed.

Culhane nodded, till catching his breath. "Y eah, | got aplan. They're going to take off with that plane—"
And asif punctuating hiswords, the propd ler started to turn.

"That was obvious, senhor .

"I'm taking one of the other aircraft. | canfly it, but I'll need apilot for what I've got in mind. Once they
dtart their takeoff, order your choppersto fly over them. Keep that plane from getting airborne! I'll jump
from my planeto theirs. | can get aboard— maybe. And | can kill them and stop the plane. If they keep
the pilot, so much the better— he can stop it faster.”

"That isinsane, but it might work. Take that plane there— Fuentesis my best fixed-wing pilot. Take my
submachinegun.”

"No, thanks— | couldn't hold onto it and get across. | got this." Culhane tapped at the holster at hiship
with the Six-inch .44 Magnum.

"We have asaying in my country— but you wouldn't understand it." Hoevermann extended his right
hand. Culhane took it, starting for the aircraft, hearing Hoevermann shouting from behind him, "Fuentes—
do exactly asthisman tellsyou!”

Culhane realized Fanny Mulrooney was beside him. "Get behind some cover, will you— please?!

"Bullshit! You go upintheairplane, sodo . I can cover you. And if the bomb goes off, we both go
together."

He stopped and looked at her, Fuentessaircraft prop starting to turn. "All right," hetold her. "All right."
And hetook her hand in hisand started for the aircraft.

The hdlicopters were going airborne now as Culhane made the jump out to the float, small rubber boats
dotting the river surface, armed men in them, the captured plane Sarting to taxi dong theriver
downstream. He caught Mulrooney as she jumped.

"What are your orders?' the pilot asked Culhane.

"Get as closeto that plane asafleaon adog. I'm jumping from this oneto theirs, and Hoevermanniis
using the helicopters to keegp them on the river, from getting airborne.”

"You are crazy, senhor "
"He knowsthat," Mulrooney sad.

Culhane did into the copilot's seat; Mulrooney got into the seat behind. The pilot was dready strapped
in.



Culhane stripped off his bush jacket and hat, passing them back to Mulrooney, the aircraft Fuentes
piloted starting into the stream.

The helicopters were making low passes at the terrorist-occupied craft, the floatplane making dow
progress over the water. Through a bullhorn, Culhane could hear awoman's voice shouting from the
open fusdlage door, "If these helicopters are not recaled, | will detonate the plutonium immediately!"”
It was Amelina. Scott Palmer's bride. Santini wasright.

Culhane rasped to Fuentes beside him. "Hurry! Were running out of time!"

But Culhanés aircraft was dready dmost parale to the hostage aircraft now, running dightly behind it.
"Give her more speed!”

Hefdt Mulrooney'sarms around his neck for an ingtant. "Y ou die, you'rein big trouble, Culhane!™

Helooked at her. "Loveyou, too." Already, Culhane began wrenching open the starboard-side fuselage
door. "Keep down— they'll start shooting as soon as they figure out what 1'm doing, so be careful "

Culhane twisted the handle and started out, the wind lashing at him now, river spray blown back by the
propeller thrashing his face and hands as he balanced hisfeet in the doorway frame, his hands knotted to
the wing strut midway out from thewing stem.

Amdinawasin the fuselage door of the larger floatplane. Therewas apistol in her hand. Culhane edged
out asfar ashe could, hisfeet swaying free now, his hands grasping the frame of the wing, ashot pinging
off thewing over him as he edged outward. Another shot sounded, then there was gunfire from the
starboard door he had just |eft. Culhane looked down and back. Mulrooney wasfiring her little .38.

"Get back insde before you get shot, Fanny!”

Shedidn't do what he said. Sherarely did, he reflected, edging farther dong the wing. Gunfire again,
Culhanefedling heat and pain and then numbing cold dong hisleft rib cage. He kept moving, hand over
hand, nearly to the wing tip now, thefloat for the larger plane perhapsten feet away. Another shot, then
answering firefrom Mulrooney.

Culhane sivung himsdf outward, the fire again by hisrib cage, letting go, in midair now, then hislegsand
torso crashing againgt something, his hands groping out—

Hislegs were dragging through the water, but his hands grasped the float. Gunfire perforated the float
beside his hands now, more answering fire from Fanny Mulrooney.

Then aclicking sound, barely audible. She was out of ammo.

Culhanelooked at hislegs, dragged through the water now, skimming the surface, the water around his
legs foaming white, Culhane feding something tearing a hisblue jeans. Thewake of the aircraft asit
changed direction dightly made the water clear for an instant. Piranha.

Culhane reached out with hisleft hand to get a better grip on thefloat.

There was blood on the water— his own from the wound in his sde. Culhane dragged himsdf up onto



the float, throwing hisweight forward, haf collgpsing there.

In the fuselage doorway now, Culhane could see Amelina. There was a submachine gun in her hands.
Culhane sagged back, hislegs barely out of the water, hisright hand finding the flgp of hisholster,
unsnagpping it as she leveled the subgun tofire.

The butt of the revolver in hisfist, chunks of the float were spraying upward as the submachine gunin
Ameinas handsfired. Culhane's revolver fired again and again and again. The gunfire opped. Amdinas
body twitched, then fell forward through the doorway into theriver, the river white with foam asthe
piranha surrounded her.

Culhaneturned to hisleft, till perched upon the float, the plane veering wildly. He could see through the
windshied. The maeterrorist had pushed the pilot aside, and the pilot was struggling with him, the
arcraft out of control. Culhane looked ahead. The aircraft was heading for the opposite riverbank, on a
collison course.

Culhaneraised hisrevolver, the plane vibrating maddeningly.
The pilot and the terrorist were locked together in combat in the pilot's chair.

Culhanefired. Theterrorist's head was suddenly no longer visible, theinterior of the cockpit was washed
with red—

Culhane rammed hisrevolver into the holster and shouted toward the cockpit, “Turn her!™

Culhane looked to the water at the piranha. Culhane jumped from the float, reaching, hisleft hand finding
the fusdlage doorframe, his body dragging through the water. His right hand groped up, getting agrip,
Culhane wrenching hisbody upward, faling through into the fusdlage, sumbling forward. The pilot's body
had fallen forward over the controls. Culhane threw himsdlf toward the man, sumbling over the nearly
headless body of theterrorit.

Culhane jerked the pilot from his seat and threw himself down, the controls sticky with blood under his
hands, the interior of the windshield smeared with it. Culhane throttled back, turning the craft to port,
feding it, hearing it— atearing sound as the craft dragged bottom. The starboard wing snapped and was
gone, the aircraft spinning out, Culhane throttling down.

And suddenly it stopped.

Culhane sagged forward onto the floor. The pilot was till breathing, and Culhane smiled. He was, too.

Hetried lighting acigarette, but his hands shook too much and he gave up. "Bad for your hedth,”
Culhane murmured.

Chapter Forty-Three

Culhane stood holding Fanny Mulrooney's hand. He turned and looked at her. She had a better tan than
he'd ever seen her have. And the white sundress and the white shawl around her shouldersredly set it
off.



He looked back to the hotel driveway.

A cool breeze blew over the white sands from the river Negro. In the driveway, aMercedes was
parked, the trunk open.

He heard the voice from behind him and turned around to match the voice to the face. It was
Hoevermann, and walking beside him, tal, lovely, her hair up, gold hoopsin her ears, agold bracelet on
her right wrigt, her left arm through Hoevermann's right arm, was Fred.

Sheworeapink suit. It looked like linen and looked very expensive.

Because of the high hedls she wore, shewastaller till, and when they stopped afew feet before them,
Culhane realized he was |ooking up into her eyes.

"Fred," Culhane said, smiling, extending hisright hand to her. Sheleft Hoevermann's arm and stepped
closer to him, not taking his hand but folding her arms around his neck. She kissed him full onthelips.

And she stepped back. She looked at Fanny Mulrooney, and then the two were in each other'sarms.

Culhane watched, smiling, astheir embrace broke and they began to talk using their improvised sign
language, not aword spoken.

Helooked away from them to Hoevermann. Hoevermann said, "1 will personally put her on the plane at
Belém. But arepresentative of the Archimedes family will be there to meet her. Then shewill be on her
way to her new life" Hoevermann amiled, lighting acigarette, cupping his hands over hislighter against
the breeze.

Culhane looked again at Frederica Archimedes. She had remembered enough of her name to draw the
name"Fred" from Mulrooney's saying theword "friend." Mulrooney had explained to Culhanethe origin
of "Fred," and after returning to Manaus, Mulrooney took her on ashopping spree adl afternoon. The
morning of the next day, acommunication from the Sster of Lindy Archimedes had arrived. Themissing
girl, Frederica, was amillionairess many timesover.

Culhane wondered absently how come his charge cards had paid for Fred's clothing when she wasthe
multimillionaire and he was not. He was certain Fanny Mulrooney would explain thelogic of it al to him.

"We must be going, I'm afraid,” Hoevermann began, extending his hand. Culhanetook it. "And don't
worry about your friend Scott Palmer. Life has punished him more than the Brazilian government ever
could. We are smply deporting him. The American authorities won't prosecute— the publicity in the
world presswould be murderous.”

Culhane nodded, searching the pockets of hiskhaki suit and lighting acigarette of his own.

"The Frenchman you shot— the man aboard the aircraft? He was wanted for bombing a synagoguein
Paris— not anice man. Y ou did the world afavor by killing him."

"It's4till killing somebody. It'salot easier for Sean Dodge than for me," Culhane said laughing, suddenly
remembering hisrib cage hurt whenever he laughed where he had been grazed by Amelinas bullet.

"An admirable way of thinking, Senhor Culhane." And Hoevermann turned to Fred. "Menina



Archimedes?'

She smiled, nodding. And then she looked a Mulrooney once more and laughed. "Fred— Me-em-ef—"
And Mulrooney burst into tears and hugged the girl.

They had stood by the driveway until the Mercedes was gone from sight, and then started back into the
Tropica Hotedl Manaus, past the jungle plants where the tropical birds made their strange chattering
sounds and into the lobby. It was atwenty-minute ride from the hotel to the airport. Soon Fred would be
on her way to Rio, and from there to Athens. Mulrooney hugged hisarm.

"What's the matter, Fanny?'

"Oh, nothing."

"How about we take a vacation in afew months— I'll promise you not to chase down anything for a
Takers book and you promise me not to chase down weird legends and unexplained phenomena.”

"Whereto?' Shelooked up.
"How about Greece? Maybe take in the Greek idands, and while were there, we can visit Fred.”

Mulrooney leaned up to him and kissed his cheek asthey walked. "I'd like to see Fred again. She'sa
nicegirl— sheredly is”

"l know that."

Mulrooney smiled. They turned into acorridor and walked toward their room. "And I'll makeyou a
ded." Mulrooney laughed alittle, still hugging hisarm. "We can come down to Brazil and go upriver past
that town with the funny little name that means yesterday—"

"Ontem?' Culhane interrupted.

"Uh-huh— and we can spend some time with Damascus.”

"I've been thinking about that. | make pretty good money. How about | get a chunk of royalties set
asde— from the next Takers, maybe— and funnd it into that misson Damascusis running?'

"Well, now that you mention it,” she said, walking dowly beside him, "Warrior Women should do pretty
well— and I'm getting into akind of strange tax bracket.”

"I know what you mean,” Culhanetold her.

They stopped at the door to their room. Culhane took the key from his jacket pocket and turned it in the
lock, Mulrooney entering and Culhane following her. The afternoon sun flooded through the windows
overlooking the centra garden. Culhane set the key down on the dresser top, then took hiswallet, his
money clip and hisknife from his pockets.

Mulrooney stood beside him and Culhane turned toward her. Hetook her in hisarms, drawing the shawl
tight around her, holding her close againgt him. "One day," she whispered, "well haveto try what that
Amazon princess was going to try with you."



"Hmm," Culhane murmured, kissng her neck.

Shelooked up at him, the shawl falling to the floor. Culhane bent over to pick it up, and he threw it
across the bed on top of Mulrooney's blue purse. "Make loveto me," she asked.

"Likethe Amazons... 7'
"No— not likethat at dl." And Culhane enfolded her in hisarms.
Sundresses were wonderful garments, Culhane mused. They came off women very easlly.

The bathrooms at the Tropical Hotel Manausin the heart of Brazil were very unique. Specialy made
glazed tiles bore the motifs of Amazon plants and flowers. They were very pretty.

But as Josh Culhane leaned Fanny Mulrooney's back against them, the warm water splashing acrosstheir
bodies, her hands doing thingsto him that the Amazon princess had never imagined, he thought flestingly
that nothing was as pretty to him as Fanny Mulrooney. And she stood on her toes in the water, Culhane
supporting her with his hands as their bodies became one body.

Asshehdd him tightly, their bodies moving, she whispered in hisear, and he could barely hear her over
the running of the water. "Y ou know, ohh, if we get to Greece, on one of the idands there, there's—
ohh— a cave— and when the wind blows just right, they say you can hear human voices speaking in
ancient Aramaic— | loveyou."

He knew she did.
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