JERRY OLTI ON and KENT PATTERSON
DUTCHVAN S GOLD
JAN, | THNK IT'S GONGto rain."

Jan Van der Hoff | ooked up to where his wife, Frieda, pointed to a mass of

bl ack

clouds boiling up in the western sky, blotting out the stars like a great fist
ri sing over the ragged Pananint Muntains. "It won't hit here," Jan said.
"We're

on the edge of Death Valley. It rains here about once every twenty years."

He gl anced around the canp. He and Frieda sat together on a double size

sl eepi ng

bag rolled out on the hard ground. A few feet in front of them a portable

st ove

sputtered, throwing off a flickering light and reeki ng of kerosene. Beyond

t hat,

Jan's brother Peter sat on an identical bag. H s new w fe, Sarah, firelight
gleaming red in her brown hair, rested her head in his |ap. They wore matching
red nylon jackets with the designer's logo witten two i nches high

Peter was thirty-six, already an established | awer, and the world' s biggest
smart ass. Sarah was thirty-one, not far behind Peter. At forty-two hinself,
hi s

bl ond hair thinning to nothing, and a bit of a paunch, Jan had a hard tine
renmenbering they were not children. Frieda, with both her outl ook and figure
nol ded by her job as an aerobics instructor, had nore patience.

Li ghtning fl ashed. For a split second, the Panam nts' barren sides blazed in
gold. Wnd whi spered down the dry gullies, throwing a blinding cloud of dust
into Jan's eyes. The wi nd was cool, and smelled of rain.

"I think may be this is that twentieth year,"Frieda said. "W'd better get
back
to the van pronto."

"What ? Becone the only people in history to be rained out of Death Valley?"
Jan
| aughed. "Not a chance.™

"It's the Curse of the Lost Breyfogle Mne." Peter made Twilight Zone noi ses.
"Face it, bro, you'll never find it."

"I"'mnot looking for it. I just happen to like canping in the desert."
“Uh huh."

"So what's this Breyfogle you guys tease Jan about?" Sarah asked. "You've been
buggi ng himabout it all day. Big famly secret? I'mone of the famly now. So
tell ne."

"Ch, Lord. Don't start a historian tal king about history."
hands

over her ears. Jan winced. Once she'd have listened to his historical research
for hours. But after sixteen years of marriage, what could you expect? The
fact

Frieda put her



that she wasn't putting strychnine in his soda made hi m way ahead of the
aver age.

So he gave Sarah the short version. "I'mwiting a nonograph on the | ost mne
nmyt hol ogy of the O d West. The Lost Breyfogle is the local variation of the
Lost

Dut chman M ne. "

"You nmean the one in Arizona?" she asked.

"Actually, 1've found | egends about ei ghteen Lost Dutchman mines, and |'m sure
there's nore. Every Western state has at | east one."

"Way is it always Dutchnen?" Peter asked. "I smell prejudice here. Trying to
make us Dutch fol ks | ook careless, like we're always |osing our mnes."

"I don't think Jan's ever lost a mine, but you should see the way he | oses
socks," said Frieda.

"\What about the Lost Breyfogle?" said Sarah. "lIs it a ghost story or
sormet hi ng?"

Jan smiled. "Sort of. More like a legend, really, but there are plenty of
di sappear ances and deat hs."

"Ch great! Let's hear it.

Jan | eaned toward the stove's flickering light. "Well," he said, "there's
dozens

of different stories, but with a few exceptions, they have a lot in comon.
First, there's a group going West. Then there's a fight, a storm a stanpede
some disaster which drives a small party off the beaten trail. Wth old man
Breyfogle, he and a couple of friends wanted to cut across Death Valley. The
others didn't.

"Anyway, the small group wanders around, totally lost, and finally stunbles
ont o

arich gold strike. Sometines it's nuggets the size of cherries, or ore so
rich

hunks of gold shine in the sun. The happy mners gather the gold and put it in
a

cof fee can, a blue bucket --never black, or white or red, always blue -- or a
Dutch oven. Here, Breyfogle was an exception. He was a giant of a man with
huge

feet, so he supposedly filled a boot with gold."

"We're going to get a boot filled with water if we don't get back to the van,"
said Frieda, sniffing the air. "I don't care if it is Death Valley. It's going
torain."

Jan, lost in his story, ignored her. "There's always a prom nent |andmark
whi ch

marks the mne; an old abandoned cabin or three tall trees. In Breyfogle's
case,

it was a twisted tree with a pool of water. Not nuch of a | andmark anywhere
el se, but a big deal in Death Valley."

Jan paused, noting that Sarah's face was rapt, her eyes sparkling in the |ight
fromthe canp stove. "So now the mners start back to civilization, carrying



their gold. They note another |andmark, a big one, usually a mountain with
twn
peaks. Sonetines they make a crude map, but that's optional. No sooner do they

get away fromthe nmne, there's an Indian attack. They fight Iike hell, but
t he
Indians kill all but one of them and knock the survivor unconsci ous. Dazed,
he

pi cks up the gold and wanders around, half out of his head, for a long tine.
Finally, soneone finds him conpletely delirious, ranmbling on about the

f abul ous

gold strike.

"Now cones the fun part. The Dutchman recovers, hires people to go back with
hi m

to find the lost mne. They do find sone of the |andmarks, but not the nine
That poor Dutchman is dooned, cursed to wander the rest of his life, trying to
find his lost gold. He goes mad, and finally di sappears into the hills
forever."

"Ww, " said Sarah. "So you're |ooking for the Breyfogle nine?"

Jan shook his head. "No. Hundreds of people have tried to find it. By now
every

i nch of this desert nust have been searched a dozen tinmes. If there were
real ly

any gold, they would have found it."

Al was silent except the hissing of the stove. Then smart ass Peter had to
spoil it.

"My inmpression of a Dutch nminer," he said. He turned his head, speaking with a
Dut ch accent bad enough to get himhanged in Ansterdam "Ach, Hans! Cone und

| ook at all dee nize golt. Yoost what we bin |ooking for." Now he turned back
"Hefans. Vo ist dee nize golt mne? It vas here yoost a second ago."

Sarah giggled. Jan was about to say something when a bucket of water hit him
in
the face.

O at least that's what it felt like. Driven by a screaming wind, rain hit so
hard it went right through his nylon w ndbreaker and bl ue jeans. The canp

st ove

sputtered out. The wi nd picked up the end of the sleeping bag and tried to

r ol

Jan and Frieda up |ike hot dogs in a bun

"I told you and told you . "
from her nout h.

Frieda screaned, the wi nd whi pping the words

"Hush! \Wat's that noise?" Alowrunbling rolled down the canyon.

Li ghtning flashed. In the sudden light, Jan saw a brown noving nmass at the
head
of the ravine. "Flash flood! Run for your lives."

A long tongue of water rolled through the canp. In seconds, it had grown big
enough to carry off the sleeping bags. Wth Frieda a step in front of him Jan
scranbl ed up the side of the slope. His shoes kept slipping in the nud, and he
felt like a cockroach clinbing a wet glass w ndow.



Lightning. In its glare, Jan saw that the water running through the canp had
become a frothing river, tipping over the canp stove and surging on down the
valley. In the distance he saw Sarah clinbing nadly up the side of the ravine,
and Peter running downward toward the nmouth of the valley where they had |eft
the van.

"Peter! You'll never make it! Get to high ground!" Jan shouted, but he
coul dn't
tell if Peter heard himor not.

Cimbing felt like one of those nightmares in which you run as fast as you can
but never nove. Jan shoved his feet and hands deep into the nmud, trying to get
a

solid hold. Each novenent sent a mniature nmud slide cascading down into the
wat er. Rain pounded his head and back, sending rivulets of cold water down his
arms and legs. In the dark, he could see nothing, not even Frieda, who he
hoped

was still ahead of him She taught aerobics. She was lighter and in better
shape

than Jan. She woul d be okay. He kept clinbing, the slope nelting under his
hands

as if it were made of brown sugar

A muddy hand struck himin the face. "Stop. W're on the edge of a cliffl"
Fri eda shouted, her voice strained over the howing of the wi nd.

Jan put his lips next to her ear. "Acliff? There's no cliff. |'ve been over
this slope lots of tinmes."

Li ghtning fl ashed. A few feet ahead, the land abruptly dropped into the night.
In the brief instant of light, Jan couldn't see the bottom

"I nearly fell over," Frieda said.
"I would have if you hadn't stopped ne." Jan put his arns around her and gave
her a hug. "Have you seen the others?"

"I think Sarah is only a little down this ridge. | don't know what happened to
Peter."

"Neither do I. Let's go find them"

They wal ked hand in hand, balancing on a ridge narrower than a city sidewal k.
Jan couldn't believe it. He knew everything | ooked different in the dark, but
surely he would have noticed this incredible cliff before.

When lightning flashed again they saw Sarah on all fours, peering over the
edge,
her face streaked with nud, tears, and rain.

"It's Peter," she cried. "He's fallen in."

Horrified, Jan | ooked over the edge of the cliff, but in the darkness he could
see nothing. Qusts of wind threatened to pick himup and throw hi mover.

"Peter!" he shout ed.

"Haay . . . aaayy . . . eeoo0.'
repl yi ng.

Jan's heart |eaped when he heard Peter's voice



"What did he say?" asked Sarah

"I can't make out a word, but at least he's alive. Let's see if we can get
down
there."”

"I could, if | had a rope," said Sarah.
There was a rope, a first aid kit, and desert energency rations back in the
van.

At the nmoment, they might as well have been on Jupiter

"Here. G ve ne your belts," Sarah said. She'd already taken hers off. Taking
Jan's and Frieda's, she fastened themtogether. "Now, Jan, you and Frieda hold

me. I'mgoing to |l ean over the edge and try to see the bottom™
"That's dangerous. You should let ne do it," said Jan
"No. I'mlighter than you, and |I've done rock clinmbing. Frieda, you hang onto

Jan and brace him"

Jan and Frieda clung to the belt while Sarah grasped the other end and | eaned
out over the edge.

"I think | see him" she yelled when lightning it up the sky again. "Let ne
out
just alittle farther -- yow"

Sarah screamed as the mud ridge coll apsed under their feet. Jan twisted in md
air, trying to reach nore solid ground. Frieda clutched at his clothes as al

t hree plunged over the edge and tunmbl ed down the slope in a nudslide.

Near the bottom a thick clunmp of bushes broke their fall. Jan |l anded on top
of

Sarah, then Frieda |anded on top of him nearly knocking his wind out. He
gasped

for breath.

"Anyone hurt?" Peter said, standing over them

"I guess not," Sarah munbled. "But | renenber now why | gave up rock
cl i mbi ng. "

"I"mokay, | guess. Only filthy," said Frieda.

Jan noaned in a positive manner

"I told you guys to stay away fromthe edge. It's overhung," said Peter
"We couldn't hear you in the storm" Jan said.

"What storn®? It's been gone since the second | fell into this ravine."

Ast oni shed, Jan | ooked into the sky. Stars shone bright and clear around a
quarter moon. Not a cloud, or a puff of wind, marred the perfect calm

G unsily,

he stood up.

Not only had the stormstopped in a split second, the ground wasn't wet. And
where did all this brush cone from? There was no brush this near Death



Val | ey.
It was taller than he was, and so thick the four of themcould barely force a
way t hrough.

When they finally got to a clearing, Peter said, "You' ve. been here before,
Jan.
Do you know where we are?"

"I"ve never seen this ravine." In the noonlight Jan could see two sharp peaks
proddi ng the distant sky like vanpire's teeth. Wiy had he never noticed them
before? He itched for a better | ook at them

Ri ght now, though, the nost inportant thing was to get warm The ground here
m ght be dry, but they were still soaked. In a few nminutes they gathered
enough

dry grass to make a pad, and lay on the ground, huddl ed together like kittens
in

the col d.

As Jan began to grow warner, the situation felt |ess desperate. They coul d not
possi bly have traveled nmore than a couple of miles fromcanp. Cone norning

t hey

could clinb out of this ravine and probably see the van in plain sight.

Lying on his back with Frieda breathing softly in his ear, Jan | ooked into the
sky. As a boy scout, he had | earned the major constellations, but now he
didn't

recogni ze anything. Well, anything but the fanpbus Southern Cross, which

coul dn't

possi bly be, because it never appeared in the Northern Heni sphere.

Sonet hi ng weird was goi ng on here. He wi shed he had his canera, but that was
probably buried under a yard of nud. He had to record this sonehow, though
Nobody woul d bel i eve hi m ot herwi se.

Careful not to wake Frieda, he eased the notebook and pen he always carried
with

himout of his shirt pocket. On a bl ank page he drew the constellations as
accurately as he could, including the horizon for reference. He checked the
tinme

and wote that down as well, then tucked the notebook back into his pocket.
Wien

he got back to civilization he would try to figure out what it all neant, but
he

saw no need to cause a pani c now.

He decided he'd better not nention seeing the Southern Cross even in the
nor ni ng.

Mor ni ng dawned foggy and cool. Not your typical Death Valley weather, Jan

t hought. During the night, he had convinced hinself he had been dreani ng about
t he Southern Cross, the vanishing storm and the shifting nmountains. Well, now
that day had cone, at |east the Southern Cross was gone.

On the other hand, getting back to canp | ooked tougher than he had hoped. A
rocky cliff barred the way down the ravine, so they could walk in only one
direction: up. Sarah, bless her, fished two crunbled candy bars from her

j acket

pocket, so they each had a handful of chocol ate crunbs.



By noon, they were intently | ooking for water and finding none. It could be
wor se, thought Jan. At |east the weather was cool, totally unlike the usua
furnace heat of Death Valley.

Wal ki ng ahead, Sarah and Peter rounded a bend, then shouted, "Water here! A
house! Come on, you guys!"

Jan and Frieda broke into a run and rounded the coner.

The ravine widened into a meadow. At the upper end, by a twisted tree,
sunl i ght

glittered off a pool of water. Sarah and Peter knelt by it, drinking noisily.
A

few feet away, nearly snothered by brush, an old | og cabin noldered into the
ground. Part of the roof had coll apsed, the door was gone, and nobss covered
t he

side nearest the pond. Perhaps fifty yards away, three tall trees swayed in
t he

slight breeze. On the horizon, the twin peaks Jan had seen | ast night |ooned
over the valley.

Jan felt an electric thrill pass down his spine. Full of dread, he knelt
besi de
Peter and | ooked into the clear pool

The nmud at the bottom gleanmed with bits of gold.
"Hey. What's this shiny stuff?" Peter said

"Fool's gold,"” Jan said quickly. "lron pyrites. Pretty, but worthless. Don't
pick it up."

Peter plunged his hand into the water and came up with a nugget the size of a

cherry. "Fool's gold my ass. Feel how heavy it is. Got to be the real thing."

He

handed t he nugget to Jan, who took it reluctantly, as if it mght bumhis

hand.

It was astonishingly heavy, and the dull yellow color was right. He dinted one
side with a finger nail. The indentation gleamed in the sun

"It's gold, all right," he said at I|ast.

"Here's nore," said Sarah. "Lots nore."

Peter threw his head back and howed like a wol f. In seconds, he and Sarah had
stripped to their underwear and were spl ashing about, frisky as young otters.
Soon they had a little pile of nuggets. Jan and Frieda watched in stunned

si | ence.

"Hey, why so glum bro?" Peter said as he and Sarah at | ast wore down enough
to
rest. "You scared of the Curse of the Lost Breyfogle?"

"Well. | think . . . Hell, yes. | feel like I've wal ked into one of nmy own
| ectures. This can't be real ."

Peter laughed. "So what's that?" he said, pointing to the gold. "A nyth?"

"W need something to put it in,
t he

sai d Sarah, getting up and wal ki ng over to



ol d cabin and peering into the doorway. "Hey. Here's sonething." She ran back

carrying a wooden bucket wapped with rusty iron bands.
A bl ue bucket.

Jan stood up. "That does it. This can't be happening. C nmon. | think we should
| eave this gold and get the hell out of here. Everything so far fits the story
exactly. If it runs true, all but one of us will be killed, and the |ast one
will spend his life searching for the mine. I want no part of that."

Peter ignored himand scooped the gold nuggets into the bucket.
"Jan has a point,"
nount ai ns

weren't there yesterday. It's Iike we stepped off the end of the world, right
into Jan's |l egend. Let's |leave the gold, break out of the story, and go hone.
| f

said Frieda. She pointed to the twi n peaks. "Those

we can."

"You crazy?" Peter said. "Hell, if we're going to be scared off by a bunch of
old stories, no wonder Dutchnen | ose their mnes. You scared of an Indian
attack?" He lifted the bucket. "Man, feel that weight. | don't know exactly
what

gold's going for now, but we must have over a hundred thousand bucks. Not bad
for ten mnutes skinny dipping."

Jan crossed his arnms. "If we accept it, we're buying into the nyth. Throw it
out."

"No way. Sarah and | are keeping our share. W'll keep it all, if you guys
don' t

want any. We gathered it."

Sarah, pulling on her pants, nodded her head. "You don't take your share, it
just nakes nore for us."

"Aw, |ook," Peter continued. "All last year you npaned and bitched because you
didn't get that piddling state research grant. Now, how much was that?"

"Twenty-five hundred," Jan said. The gold drew his eyes as if by gravitationa
attraction.

"Ckay. This bucket's got ten tines that much for you. And as nuch nore for
Frieda. God knows how nuch we could get if we had proper equipnent."”

"I't would be nice if you could have your sabbatical," Frieda nmunbled, as if to
herself. "I could use a break, too."

"Fifty thousand could make a hell of a second honeynoon," Peter said.

Jan realized he didn't have what it took to throw away that nmuch noney, not

j ust

for an old nyth. "Okay," he said at last, "but one thing: | don't plan on
becom ng the next Breyfogle. W're going to mark this mne so we'll know for
sure where it is. | propose we build a cairn every hundred yards or so, so we

can't possibly mss our way back."

"Yes, but let's get hiking," said Frieda. "lIt's after two now, and we rmay have
a
way to go."



They started wal king, with Peter and Sarah ahead. Finally the walls of the
ravi ne dropped off, and they began clinbing to the top

Al the way al ong, Peter hunmed to hinsel f, danced, bounced around, and in
general exuded energy.

"Way so glum big bro? Don't you like being rich?" he asked Jan while they
pil ed
stones for another cairn

"It's the story. | can't get it out of ny mind that we're courting disaster by
taking the gold." But when they finished the cairn, Jan took his turn carrying
t he bucket.

They had just about reached the ridgetop when Jan heard an arrow whi stl e past
his face. A gunshot blasted, and a bullet whanged by his head so close he felt
the wind. I medi ately ahead, dozens of Indians |eaped up from anbush. They had
greasy bl ack hair, painted faces, broad-bottonmed pants, and carried | ongbows.
Sone had guns. One had a bl underbuss.

"My god! Run for it!" shouted Peter. He turned to flee, but three arrows

sl ammed

into his back. Wth a | ook of intense surprise, he pitched face forward to the
ground.

"Peter!" Sarah knelt by Peter's body. The bl underbuss boonmed, sending a cloud
of
bl ack snmoke into the air. Sarah fell on top of him

"Behind you, Jan!" Frieda screaned. Jan turned to see |ndians surroundi ng
t hem
One grabbed Frieda, tw sting her arm

Jan stepped toward her, swi nging the bucket of gold in a long are with all his
wei ght behind it. It caught the Indian on the back of the neck. He sighed |like
a

deflating tire, dropped to his knees, then to the ground.

H s black hair stuck to the bucket.

Jan gagged. He'd scal ped an Indian! But no, the hair was a wig. Jan swung the
bucket again, forcing the other Indians to step back a few paces.

For a second, Jan and the Indians stared at each other. They seened rel uctant
to
cl ose in.

The Indians were all wong, |ike the ones in cheap Wsterns. Mst wore w gs.
Their face paint |ooked as if it had been applied by amateurs in the dark. Jan
had seen nore authentic Native Anericans in grade school Thanksgivi ng
pageant s.

A massive man with a full beard wobbl ed up, the other Indians giving him
pl enty

of room He had a wooden peg | eg which sank several inches into the ground
with

each step, making himcareen like a drunk. He bellowed a comrand, an
unintelligible phrase that sounded |ike "Dee vrou wen."



The voi ce reninded Jan of Great G andpa Van der Hoff, who had never | earned
English. "Vrouw' was Dutch for wonan.

As if shocked to life by the bellow ng voice, the phony Indians attacked. One
grabbed Frieda. Jan swung the bucket |ike a nmace, but another one grabbed it,
jerking Jan's armnearly out of the shoul der

Now t he peg-1|egged one sl apped Frieda, bringing blood to her lips. Jan junped
him driving his fist into the man's stomach.

It bounced off. Astonished, Jan struck again. Nothing. It was like hitting a
sand bag. The man made a slight gesture with one hand and instantly an unseen
force slanmed Jan to the ground. The force held him pinned |like an insect
whil e

an I ndian drew his bow, pointing the arrow directly at Jan's chest.

"No! Don't kill him" Frieda tw sted herself |oose and |lunged in front of Jan
just as the bow twanged. The arrow sl ashed through her body, jutting out in
back

like a bloody finger. She fell at his feet.

"God, no, Frieda!" Jan struggled violently against the nassive wei ght pressing
himinto the ground. Exerting every bit of strength, he forced hinself up to
hi s

knees.

Then a bl ow from behind sent himreeling down into darkness.

The sun was low in the sky when Jan awakened. At first he thought there were

two

suns, and that Heaven -- or was it Hell? -- nust be in orbit around a double

star, but gradually the two i mages coal esced and he saw a single sun above a
sparsely forested hillside. He was | eaning against a tree, and his head hurt

like fury. Cautiously, he raised his hand and felt for a wound, but nmet with

cloth instead. Exploring with his fingers, he discovered a T-shirt around his
head, tied in place with string.

Fri eda? Had she bandaged him after some kind of a fall? Then the nenory he'd
been struggling to hold at bay burst into clarity: Frieda |leaping in front of
the Indian's arrow just as he fired -- and falling dead at his feet.

Sitting up, he looked frantically for his wife, praying he would find her
still
alive. He didn't see her body, nor Peter's, nor Sarah's.

The bl ue bucket of gold lay in plain sight, though, its glittering contents
spilled out in a fan over the ground.

Afraid that he might call the Indians back, but nore afraid that his
conpani ons

m ght have crawl ed of f and mi ght even now be gasping their |ast breaths, he
called out, wincing with the pain it brought to his head. But no one

r esponded.

He forced hinself to stand and search farther, but with no better results. He
saw plenty of evidence of the attack-- boot tracks in the dirt and spl ashes of
bl ood on rocks--but no bodies. He should have found at | east Peter's. Peter
had

taken three arrows square in the back



Besi des, why, if any of them had survived, would they have bandaged Jan's head
and then abandoned hin? That nade no sense.

O course, being attacked by Dutch-speaking Indians didn't exactly nmake sense,
either, but leaving himdidn't seemli ke sonething Frieda and Peter and Sarah
woul d do. So nore likely the Indians had taken them or their bodies, for

pur poses unknown. Jan | ooked for tracks |eaving the scene, but he wasn't

pat hfi nder enough to follow any in the general confusion

The only evidence that they' d ever been there was the scattered gold. Know ng
he

was taking the next step in the same damed | egend, but not know ng what el se
to

do, he scooped the | oose nuggets back into the bucket.

He | ooked around, trying to get his bearings. There were two prom nent peaks
to

the east, one with an unm stakable cliff on the north face. Bel ow them |l ay the
valley with the cabin and the three tall trees and the pool full of gold.

Determ ned not to make Breyfogle's m stake, he took his notebook out of his
pocket, flipped to the enpty page behind the drawi ng he'd made of the night

sky,
and sketched the | andmarks that he could see fromwhere he stood. Then
putting

hi s not ebook away, he gathered up rocks and stacked theminto a hip-high
cairn.

When that was done he took a last, mournful |ook at the place where his wfe
and

brot her and sister-in-law had di sappeared, then began the | ong hi ke back to
civilization.

It was getting dark when he found the van, still right where they'd left it,
parked too high on the ridge to be touched by the flood. Jan unl ocked the door
and |lunged for the cooler in back, pouring half a bottle of now hot water down
his throat in one huge gulp, then pouring the other half over his head, which
t hrobbed with every heartbeat. Not caring about the bl ood and water stains he
was putting on the upholstery, he started the engine and drove down the dirt
road toward the main highway.

He was halfway to Ridgecrest -- the only town of any size between Death Valley
and Bakersfield -- when it occurred to himthat he wasn't going to tell the
police about the Indians. O the gold. If he told them about the Indians,
they' d

thi nk he was crazy, and if he told them about the gold they' d think he killed
the others to keep it all for hinmself. No, far better to blane their
di sappearance -- and his own injury -- on the flash flood.

He had his story fixed in his mind by the tinme he wal ked into the hospita
energency room He practiced it on the nurse behind the desk, who interrupted
hi m constantly for information about insurance, nedical history, and for his
signature on half a dozen |legal forms before she took himto an exami nation
room where the doctor asked himabout it again while he unwound the T-shirt
fromJan's head and exam ned his wound.

"Hey, you nmust be a scout master,"” the doctor said when he cut off the string
hol ding the shirt in place. "I haven't seen a bowline knot in years."

Jan realized the doctor thought he'd bandaged his own wound. He saw no reason



to

tell himotherwi se. "I wasn't paying nmuch attention to the knot," he said. "I
was just trying to get the damed bl eedi ng stopped.” He wi nced when the doctor
pul led the T-shirt | oose.

"I just started it again," the doctor said. "Lean over a little so it doesn't
drip in your eyes. (oh, yeah, that's a nasty whack there. Alittle deeper and
you' d be playing harp in the choir invisible."

A policeworman arrived just as the doctor finished stitching himup, and Jan
went

through his story a third tinme for her. She asked hima few questions about

t he

storm and how he'd managed to escape the flash flood when the others hadn't,
but

she didn't seemparticularly interested. Jan realized these people were so
used

to hikers getting lost in the desert and dyi ng of exposure that they couldn't
get worked up over three nore killed in a sinple flash flood. The news of the
gold m ne and the fake Indians m ght get their attention, but he'd already
conmitted hinself to the other story. Switching it now would only and himin
troubl e.

Jan felt grimsatisfaction in knowi ng that he'd broken out of the |legend. It
al ways included the survivors telling the whole tale.

On the other hand, he needed hel p searching for Frieda and Peter and Sarah
They

m ght still be alive up there.
He stopped the cop on her way to the door. "I drew naps of the area on ny way
out," he said. "I can lead the search party back to where it happened."”

She didn't | ook happy. "We'd love to help you, nmister, but that flood coul d' ve
carried themfor mles. It could take days to find 'era unless we do it by
air,

but with our budget we can't fly unless it's a national emergency. About al

we

could spare woul d be a deputy and a jeep for about half a day. Unless you can
pay for a chopper and a pilot yourself."

"That's nmy famly out there," Jan said. "I'lIl do what it takes. How soon can
we

get started?"

"You can't go anywhere with that head wound," the doctor said, but the cop
i gnored himand said, "If you' re serious, | suppose we could get in the air
first thing in the norning."

"But that neans they' |l be out there all night!"
She shrugged. "W can't see anything in the dark. It's tonmorrow or nothing."

"Al'l right then," Jan said. "I'll neet you at the airport at dawn."

The doctor tried again. "I told you, you can't --
"I'"ll make you a deal," Jan said. "You can put ne up overnight, but I'mout of
here first thing tonmorrow. Either that or you can just tie that T-shirt on ny
head again and I'Il go get a notel."



The doctor blustered for a few nore minutes, but
Jan might as well have stayed in the hospital al
map

for the cop and the helicopter pilot, the pilot--

in the end he gave in.
day. When he produced his

a wiry, mddle-aged guy with

hair as gray and skin as |leathery as a donkey --scratched his head and said,

"l
been up and down all these canyons 'round here,
| ooked like that. And 1'Il guarantee you there a
nei ther."

"

saw them " Jan insisted. "From where

peaks

around. And | was in that valley; | knowit's there.
cairns all the way out to the main trail, so al
them™

The pilot |aughed, and the cop | aughed with him

"What's funny?" Jan asked.

"Mster," the pilot said,

nmount ai ns for over a hun'erd years. You' d be bett

el se's

over and follow ng the path what ain't got any than
own. "

n O,]. "

The cop patted himon the back.
it
isn't hard to find evidence of a flood."
She was right; within mnutes of
But
t he canyon Jan had hi ked out of yesterday was not

found no forest, no cabin, no twi n peaks

or

Sar ah.

Until then, Jan had not believed he'd been caught

there was sone | ogi ca
he

could see the entire Panam nt range, and the val

Al the same, he couldn't give up wthout trying
in

the van and tried to follow his cairns,

ri ght.

He was able to followthemfor a mile or so, but

see

four others, none of which were his, and beyond t
began

to I ook unfanmiliar as well.
physically renoved and a different one put

VWhere did it go,
hal | uci nated the whol e thing? | nmpossible.
wat er .

t hen? he wondered on the [ ong hi

but |

"there's been prospectors

"It doesn't matter,'

reachi ng the Panam nt

He'd felt the rocks,

ain't never seen one

n't no twin peaks out there,

was they | ooked |like the tallest

Besi des that, | made rock
we've got to do is follow

maki ng cairns in them

er of f pushing everybody

bui I di ng nore of your

she said. "Fromthe air

range, they found it.

on either side of it. They

and no sign of Frieda, Peter,

in a legend. He'd assuned

expl anati on behind everything but fromthe helicopter

ey was sinply not there.

everyt hing, so he drove back

but the helicopter pilot had been

then at one point he could

hat the terrain suddenly

It was as if the canyon he'd been in had been
inits place.

ke back to the van. Had he
drank the



He still had the gold.

And the star map. When he'd drawn it, he'd thought it could help themlocate
t hensel ves; maybe it would. But for that he needed the hel p of an astrononer.

As the sun slowy set, Jan hi ked back to the van and drove honme to Los
Angel es.

Denni s Bi gel ow was the only astrononer Jan knew, and himonly because they'd
nmet

for a few mnutes at a faculty Christrmas party. He was a tall, gangly nman with
enornous gl asses, which he pulled off when he saw Jan waiting for himin front
of his office first thing in the norning. "Van der Hoff?" he asked, squinting.

"I'n person," said Jan
"\What happened to your head?"

"An Indian beaned nme with a tomahawk. And he took off with nmy wife's body. I
need your help catching him™"

"Me?" Blinking Dennis unlocked his office door and ushered Jan inside. He had
fewer books on his desk than Jan, but nore printouts. He dropped another few
i nches of themon the pile beside his conputer and sat down on the only
exposed

coner of his desk. "Howcan I. . . body did you say? Your wife is dead?"
"It's a long story." Jan pulled his notebook fromhis shirt pocket and flipped
it to the right page. "Basically, we were kidnapped and taken sonewhere we
didn't recognize, but | was able to draw this picture of the night sky before
I

got. . .put back. | was hoping you could tell me where | was."

"From a hand-drawn map?" Denni s shook his head. "I could maybe tell you which
continent you were on, but | assume you know that nuch."

"No, | don't, actually." Jan held out the map. "I think that's the Southern
Cross, but beyond that | can't even guess.”

Dennis took the notebook fromhim "Wat's this stain all over it?" he asked.
"Bl ood. My bl ood. "

"Ch." Holding it by his fingertips, Dennis exanined the drawing. "Hm¥m vyou
drew

in the horizon, that's good. | can probably give you the latitude within a few
degrees, then. If you knew the exact tine when you drew this, | could even
gi ve

you the longitude. Only accurate to within the limts of your observation, you
know, but it's surprising how precise the unaided eye can be on angles. D d
you

check it for accuracy after you drew it?"

"I did," Jan said with pride. "And that scribble there under the blood stain
says 10:53 P.M"

Dennis slowy shook his head. "You know, ever since those |Indiana Jones

novi es,

I've had to rethink my attitude toward you history guys. You really get into
your work, don't you?"



Jan shrugged in self-depreciation. "This really didn't have nuch to do with
wor k. We were just canmping out."

"OfF course." Dennis | eaned over and swi tched on his conputer

A few mnutes later, after |oading a star map program and playing with the

vi ew

until he approxi mated Jan's map on the screen, Dennis | eaned back in his chair
and said, "There you go. You were thirty-five degrees south latitude, and
about

seventy degrees west |ongitude. That puts you. He pulled an atlas out of
t he bookcase next to his computer and flipped through the maps. " .hmm  You
wer e somewhere south of Santiago, Chile. About on the 'N in 'Andes.'" He held
out the map for Jan to see.

Jan sat down on the coner of the desk Dennis had vacated. "Chile? How d we get
cl ear down there?"

Denni s shrugged. "That much | can't tell you."

Jan coul dn't believe he had been transported to Chile and back by supernatura
nmeans, but an hour in the library poring through the nmap secti on added anot her
argunent to the theory. There in the foothills of the Andes, about a hundred
mles south of Santiago, was a canyon the same shape as the one he'd drawn,
conplete with a likely | ooking double peak to the east of it.

Al'l he needed was a good expl anation of how a flash flood in Death Valley
coul d

send four people to South America, and how he'd gotten back while the others
hadn't. Everything he could think of sounded equally illogical: tine

travel ers,

UFO al i ens, even Cod.

He even considered the possibility that he had gone crazy and nurdered Frieda
and Peter and Sarah hinmsel f, then invented the whole bizarre story afterward
to

rationalize their nurders, but that made even | ess sense. In that case, where
had the bucket of gold cone fronf

Ghosts? The four of them had obvi ously been caught up in an old | egend; maybe
they had run afoul of some old-tiner's ghost up there in the nmountains, and it
had set themup to follow in his footsteps.

What ever the reason, Jan felt sure the only answer he was likely to get waited
for himin Chile, not in California.

Flying to Santiago turned out to be no nore difficult than flying to a mjor
city in the states. It was nore trouble to charter a helicopter, but Jan soon
di scovered that enough American cash could acconplish practically anything.
He' d

sold some of the gold before he'd left, so he wasn't sweating the price.
Wthin

two hours he was once again in the air, this tinme in an agi ng two passenger
chopper with no doors. Wnd swirled around himthe whole way; that and the
engine's roar made conversation with the pilot inmpossible, but they didn't
need

to talk anyway. Jan clutched a topo map in his hands and poi nted out the way,
and the pilot flew where he pointed.



At last the twin peaks swamtoward them fromthe horizon, and the valley bel ow
them t ook on shape. Jan's heart beat faster and faster as nore and nore

| andmar ks checked out. There was the bend with the neadow and t he pool of

wat er,

and beside it was the cabin. And in front of the cabin, working with picks and
shovel s, were three people! For a monent Jan felt sure it was Frieda and Peter
and Sarah, but when the helicopter drew closer he realized all three were nen.
Heavi | y bearded, ragged-cl othed nen.

"Set it down by that cabin!" he shouted to the pilot, pointing. The pil ot
nodded

and swooped the 'copter around in a turning dive that sent the m ners running
for cover. "Don't scare themoff, you idiot!" Jan shouted, but it was too

| at e.

Two of themran straight up the sides of the valley, while the third nade a
running dive right for the mddle of the pool

Jan | eaped out of the 'copter as soon as it touched down and ran toward the
man

in the water. The mner was just struggling out to join his conpanions in
their

flight when Jan caught up with himand grabbed himby a | oose shirt tail.

The man screaned as if he'd been shot, then fell to his knees and bowed his
head.

"Jeez, get a grip," Jan said. "I just want to talk to you."
The man babbl ed sonet hing that sounded |ike "Vader mvergif!" It took Jan a
monent to realize he'd spoken Dutch. He'd said, "Father, forgive nme."

Jan replied in kind, saying, "I"'msorry we scared you. | just want to talk to
you. Honest."

"Tal k?" the man asked. "You aren't taking ne to Hel I ?"
"What ? OF course not." Jan snorted at the idea, then curiosity made hi m ask,
"Why? Do you think you deserve it?"

The man turned his head to see his tornentor, then gasped. "You of all people
have to ask?"

"What, you know me?" asked Jan, but then the mner's face registered. It had
been obscured with streaks of war paint when he'd | ast seen it, but Jan was
sure

that this was the sanme "Indi an" who'd shot an arrow t hrough Frieda's heart.

"On second thought," he said as he grabbed a handful of the man's collar and
pulled himto his feet, "Maybe | will send you off to Hell. But not until |
get

some answers. Start talking."

The helicopter's engi ne wound down to an idle, and the swooshi ng bl ades sl owed
to a less distracting pitch. The nman | ooked nervously around, no doubt hoping
for help fromhis friends, but the other two were halfway up the ridge by now
and still receding. The helicopter pilot waited in his seat, an enornous

pi st ol

held casually in his lap, but he made no threatening noves with it. Jan
figured

he woul d probably only interfere to protect his 'copter



"I said, start talking,"'
do with my wife's body?"

Jan ordered. "Why did you attack us, and what did you

Trenbling like a leaf in the wind, the man stamered, "l--we--it was--it was
t he
price of our freedonm Vandervecken nade us do it."

"Freedon? Vandervecken? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

The man swal | owed. "Vandervecken is a ship's captain. He swore a bl asphenous
oath, and was cursed to sail the seas for eternity. He--"

Jan jerked the man's collar. "I know all about him Probably nore than you do.
What does--"
"Hah! | was bosun on the Flying Dutchman for over a hundred years." As if

renmenbering his pride for the first time, the man shook off Jan's hand.

Jan consi dered grabbing himagain, but the glint in his eyes deci ded him
agai nst
it. He said, "Hundred years ny ass. You're not a day over sixty."

The man shook his head. "Forty-eight | am and was when Vandevercken captured
ne

in 1852. |'ve sailed with himever since, frozen in time even as it passed ne
by."

Jan pressed his hands to the sides of his head, as if he could physically
force

his mind to make sense of the man's speech. Wien no answers came, he asked the
qguestion forenmost in his mnd: "Wat does Vandervecken have to do with ny

wi fe?"

But he al ready suspected the answer. Sonmehow he'd gotten caught up in not one
| egend, but two.

The miner confirmed his suspicion. "She was the price of ny release." Hastily,
he added, "not her in particular, but just another person. None of the crew
can

| eave the ship wi thout Vandervecken's permi ssion, and the price he requires of
us is a suitable replacenent. But suitable he neans sonebody we can snatch

wi t hout too much fuss, and who's abl e-bodi ed and Dutch. He wants no foreigners
on his ship. But he wanted even nmore fromne. He required a worman who mi ght
cone

to love him and thus end his curse.”

Jan renenbered Wagner's opera about the Flying Dutchman, how Vandervecken had
supposedl y been cursed to sail the seas until he found a worman who woul d be
"true unto death."

"Then Peter and Sarah were their replacenments?" he asked, nodding toward the
two

other mners, who had paused in their flight now that it |ooked as if Jan
wasn' t

goi ng to whisk their conpanion straight to Hell after all.

"That's right," the man said. "They're what we call 'inpressed |abor.' W were
trying for you instead of the other woman, but she got herself killed in the
fight so we didn't have rmuch choice. W had to | eave one of you alive."



"What kind of animals are you?" Jan asked, horrified. "Trading a total
stranger's life for your owmn. It's --"

"When you' ve spent a century on the Dutchman and passed up the opportunity to
get away, maybe I'Il listen to your little speech, but until then, don't start
getting all indignant on ne."

Jan's bluster died as quickly as it had come. A century at sea? He al ready
knew

what he'd do. "Wy didn't you just snatch themwhile they were sl eeping,

t hen?"

he asked. "Wy such an el aborate plan? Why the gold, and the Indian rai d? And
how did you know we were Dutch in the first place?"

The man shrugged. "Vandervecken told us you were the ones. He's got.

. powers.

The gold was payment for their service; Naval |aw denmands it when you inpress
a

man to sea duty. The Indian disguise was supposed to help you explain it away
to

your people. W didn't want you in prison; we wanted you out telling others
about the lost nmine and getting nmore Dutchmen out hunting for it. There's

ot hers

on the ship who're itching to | eave, too."

Jan didn't know how much of the man's story he could believe, but it did fit
remarkably well with historical facts. Except. . . "Indians are out of date
You' d have done better to inpersonate bikers."

The man shrugged again. "Maybe your nissus can set 'em straight before the
next
raid.”

"Frieda's alive, then?" Jan asked, hardly able to believe it possible, but
willing to grasp at any hope

"Aye," the former bosun said, "if you can call time on the Dutchman life."
"How can | get her back?"

"You can't. Unless you want to replace her, like she did nme. | told you,
Vandervecken won't |et anyone jump ship."

"We'| | see about that. Conjure himup for nme. | want to have a word with him"
The man | aughed. "Oh you do, do yet I'll reckon your tone'd change if | did,
but

we're cut off now, no nore able to reach himagain than you are. \Wich is why
we're here grubbing in this dammed pl ayed out nine; we've got to find us a way
to earn a living in this newfangled world of yours, 'cause we're on our own
now. "

"There nust be a way of finding him" Jan insisted.

"Ch, aye, there's ways. CGo get yourself |ost at sea. Vandervecken's
practically

the patron saint of the lost, '"specially lost Dutchmen. If your luck's with
you,

he'll cone to wave at you as you drown."



"And if my luck isn't with nme?"

"Then you drown on your own, | guess."

Jan | ooked in the man's eyes, but saw no hint of duplicity there. Jan could
hardly believe his story, but he didn't know if he had much choice. He had no

other leads to foll ow

"Al'l right," he said at last. "W'll try to catch up with Vandervecken on the
hi gh seas.™

"Not "we, "' the man said, his nostrils flaring in sudden panic. "I ain't

goi ng

with you."

"I say you are," Jan said. "You took my wife; you'll help ne get her back." He

reached out to grab the man's collar again, but this time he fought back; he
shoved Jan's arm asi de and punched himhard in the stomach. Jan staggered
backward a step, recovered his bal ance, and |lunged forward agai n, but checked
hi nsel f when he saw the glint of a knife.

"I'"d sooner go to Hell than back on that cursed ship,"” the man said. "And I'11I

take you there with ne if you press it."

Jan turned his head to | ook toward the helicopter. The pilot held his gun a
bi t

nore readily now, but it was clear he wasn't going to interfere in Jan's

di spute. Jan | ooked up the ridge and saw the other two sailors clinbing back
down. They no doubt would interfere, but not to Jan's advantage.

"At least tell ne," he said, backing off and | owering his arns, "where will |
nost likely find hinP"

The man kept his knife poised for action, but he said, "You ve got courage,
[

grant you that. Well then, 1'd | ook for himroundi ng Cape Horn, westward. He
keeps trying to get into the Pacific Ccean, but he can never nmake it. That's
part of the curse. The ship's always in a storm you see, and al ways gets

bl own

back. He tries the Cape of Good Hope for a few years, and the Northwest
Passage

once in a while, and the Horn when he ain't trying the others. My guess is
he' ||

keep at the Horn a while longer, now that he's got fresh crew and it's right
close for himto chall enge again."

Jan nodded. "Cape Horn, eh? Anything else | should know?"
"Well, you're supposed to keep a bible on board and nail a horseshoe to the

foremast to keep himaway, so don't go carrying either of those with you. And
i f

Vandervecken gives you any letters to mail, nail those to the mast, too, or
you'll never make it hone."

"If | catch the son of a bitch, I'lIl nail himto the nmast," said Jan

The man | aughed. "I don't think you'll find that as easy as you think. Mrtals

can't touch himunless he wants "emto. But all the same, | wi sh you luck."



"Thanks, | guess," Jan said, turning away and wal ki ng back to the helicopter
"Take me back to the airport,"” he told the pilot as he clinbed into the
passenger seat. "And put that dammed pistol away."

Three days into his voyage, Jan began to wonder if he was on a fool's errand.
The Tierra Del Fuegan who had sold himhis boat had certainly thought so. The
only thing Jan had attracted so far had been an al batross, an enornous white
bird that foll owed hi meverywhere he went, sonetinmes perching on the top of

t he

mast but usually keeping station just off the port bow Al batrosses were onens
of good luck, if Coleridge could be believed, but Jan didn't know if he wanted
luck. He'd tried shooing the thing away, but it wouldn't |eave, and he wasn't
about to shoot it. Coleridgeis Ancient Mariner had tried that and had been
cursed to drift, alone and becal med and dying of thirst, on the endl ess sea.

Even the thought nust have had sone effect, for on the afternoon of day three,
on an uncharacteristically cal msea on the Atlantic side of the Cape, Jan
couldn't get the engine to start. He'd been using the sail as nmuch as

possi bl e,
both to conserve gas and in the hope that the ol der technol ogy woul d sonmehow
bring himcloser to the Flying Dutchman, but now he was still mles fromthe

Cape and in this feeble wind it would take nost of the day just to make the
passage.

He'd just about worn out the battery, but the engine kept firing, |eading him
on

with the promi se that on the next try it would catch for certain. Jan resisted
the urge to hold his thumb on the starter button until the battery nelted

t hrough the hull, once again opening the choke and letting the intake nmanifold
air out before trying it again. The starter spun slowy, and the engi ne
coughed

once, then died.

"Dam you!" Jan swore. "Start, you son of a bitch, or I'll take you apart bolt
by bolt and feed you to the sharks."” He mashed down the start button again,
and

t he engi ne coughed once nore, then backfired | oudly.

"Arrgh!" Jan grow ed, yanking back on the throttle. "I'll start you, you
Codf or saken pile of pistons, if it's the last thing | --"

The boat pitched in a sudden swell, nearly throwing Jan fromhis pilot's
chair.

"What the hell ?" he asked, grabbing the handrail for support. The sea had been
cal mas a bathtub a nonment ago. He | ooked out to starboard; nothing there.

Not hing to port, either. But when he turned aft, his hair tried to stand on
end.

There, pitching and rolling as if in a gale, less than a hundred yards off and
closing fast, came a glowing four-master, its sails in tatters, its figurehead
etched by wind and waves until it resenbled a skeleton nore than the wonman it
had once been

Anot her wave reached out fromthe ghost ship and rolled Jan's boat. He could
see

the horizon through the hull, and if he squinted he could see flickering
shapes

on deck and in the rigging, but there was no hope of recognizing Frieda or
Pet er

or Sarah anong them



It was the Flying Dutchman. Jan was certain of it. \Wat had brought it now he
couldn't guess, until he renmenbered the angry words directed at the engine. He
shivered anew. He'd been that close to making the sane nistake Vandervecken
had

made.

Jan had never imagi ned how careful a person had to be about |egends and
bl asphenmous oat hs and the Ilike.

Now, faced with the real possibility of eternal damation on board a phantom
ship, his resolve nearly died. Frieda and Peter and Sarah were already dead;
what coul d he acconplish by joining them save conpoundi ng their tornent? Most
i kely Vandervecken would sinply add Jan to his crew as well. Jan would be
better off going back to Los Angeles and trying to contact Frieda through sone
kind of spiritualist or a Quija board.

Even as he thought it, he knew he could never live with hinself if he did

t hat .

Frieda had taken an arrow through the heart to save himfromdeath; could he
do

any |less for her?

The ship drew al ongside his boat, still pitching and rolling in its own

per sonal

storm Jan reached out and snagged one of the trailing lines as it swept past,
tugging on it to draw hinmself still closer. It felt like pulling on a thick
strand of spaghetti -- cold and clamy and stretchy, as if it weren't quite
substantial -- but the gap between the two vessels narrowed until he could
junp

across with a line of his owmn to the netting hanging fromthe side of the
Dutchman and tie themtogether with a real rope.

The rope held fast, but Jan nmight as well have been clinging to cobwebs. The
ship continued to buck in heavy seas, and now Jan felt the stormas well, but
when it pitched upward his hands would slip through the ropes as if they were
hardly nore than snoke, and he would drop downward a foot or nore before he
could catch another piece of the net and check his fall

He heard ghostly voices shrieking at himfrom above, and cold chills swirled
around him but neither the ship nor its crew would grow substantial enough
for

himto grasp or even to hear or see clearly. Sonmething still kept himfrom
crossing over into their world.

H s boat banged against his | egs, and he kicked it away. The net seened to

gr ow

firmer in his hands as he did, but only until the next wave cane to shake him
| oose. What was the problen? Wiy couldn't he get on board?

H s boat drew cl oser, and he slipped through another rung of the net. His feet
were only inches fromthe water now. He considered junping back and trying
agai n, higher up on the net, but when he tugged on the connecting rope the
ghost

ship grew fainter still and he | urched downward anot her notch

It was the boat. His last link with the real world kept himfromconpletely
joining the spirit world. That had to be it. Wthout letting hinmself hesitate,
Jan untied the rope and flung it away fromhim casting his boat free.

At once the wailing fromoverhead becane the cry of dozens of voices. The net



in

hi s hand becane solid and gritty with salt. Sudden w nd whipped his hair into
his eyes, and when he reached up to sweep it aside, a wave slamed himinto

t he

side of the barnacl e-encrusted ship.

A shock of pain shot through his head, exactly where he'd been injured before.
The barnacl es sl ashed at his clothes, ripping his coat and scraping his

shoul der. Wnd howl ed about his ears. At |east now the ropes felt solid.
Adinging as close as he could, Jan craw ed painfully up the ship's wooden

si des.

A bearded face | ooked over the ship's rail, staring down at him "Help ne,"
Jan

cried, using his last strength to pull hinmself above the water level. "Help
nel

pl ease. "

"You don't know, Amerikaner,
aboard dis ship."

the man said. "Far bedder you drown now dan cone

Rage flowed through Jan's veins. Wuld that idiot let himdrown? H s anger
gave

hi m new strength. Cdunsily, he clinbed up over the rounded hull and craw ed
through the railing, finally throwi ng hinmself gasping full |length on deck. The
ship plunged in the storm noving so abruptly Jan felt in danger of being
bucked

of f. Wnd how ed through the rigging. Yet whenever the deck fell, Jan could
see

t he boat he had bought in perfect calm bobbing along gently as a toy boat in
a

puddl e, al batross glidi ng overhead.

"Jan! Jan! Are you okay?" Suddenly Peter bent over him Peter's face | ooked
strained; his normally cl ean-shaven cheeks were black with stubble, and his
filthy clothes reeked with sweat. Jan had never seen anything so beautiful

"Peter.
t he
wi nd whi pped the words from hi s nout h.

He rose up and hugged his brother. "I found you." Even as he spoke,

Peter didn't snmile. "God, I'mglad to see you, Jan, but | w sh you hadn't cone
here. That sailor wasn't being cruel; he was giving good advice. Now that
you're

on the deck, you won't get another chance."

"There's al ways another chance. Were are Frieda and Sarah?"

"They' re bel ow. Captain Vandervecken's bel ow with them"

"Let's go get them" Jan struggled to his feet.

Peter grabbed himby the belt. "Not a good idea. You don't know this guy."
Jan glanced at the sailors who were gathering around.

"I'f we could get the crew behind us.

"Ha. If the crew could do anything, they'd have hung Vandervecken fromthe
yardarm and sailed this tub back to Amsterdam 400 years ago. The guy's not



human. "

Jan renenbered the force which had pushed himto the ground during the attack
of

t he phony Indians. "You might be right. But there has to be something we can
do.

Even a ghost nust have weaknesses. | mean, look at this ship." The deck's

pl anks

wer e shrunken and splintered, the sails threadbare, the rigging so worn the
ropes | ooked furry.

"Don't | et appearances deceive you," Peter said. "The curse will keep this
t hi ng
afl oat forever, and Vandervecken will be its captain no matter what we do."

Moodi |y, he stared off into the sky. "You were right, incidentally. Taking

t hat

dammed gol d signed us up for a termof seven tines seven years. Then God knows
how | ong searching for substitutes. | wish I'd listened to you."

Jan patted his back. "No matter. He'd have just taken you anyway."

"No. He can't. H's magic doesn't work that way. He has to followthe rules to
the letter. He has to pay wages in gold. You nust accept before he can take
you.

Only good thing about this ship; Vandervecken's as nmuch a prisoner as any of
us."

Jan shook his head. "That's his problem not ours. W have to rescue Frieda
and
Sarah and get the hell off this nightmare.”

"Cet off the Flying Dutchman?" a man | aughed. Jan turned. The man stood an
easy

six feet four and had the biggest feet Jan had ever seen unconnected to an
el ephant. "You hardly came on. Don't worry. They say the first hundred years
is

a snap." He grinned. "OF course the next few hundred get tedious."

"Ch, where's my manners?" Peter said. "Let nme introduce you. Jan Vander Hoff,
nmeet Charles Breyfogle, late of the Lost Breyfogle nine."

"Ah, the historian. Your brother has told ne so much about you," Breyfogle
sai d.

Jan gaped. Before he could respond, a high-pitched squealing nmusic and a drum
beat joined the perpetual how of the w nd.

"Al'l hands fall out for wedding drill,"
Behi nd

hi m another nman bl ew on a whistle, and a boy pounded on a drum "Captain
Vandervecken's orders. All hands on deck for the wedding."

shout ed a huge, thick-necked man.

"A weddi ng?" Peter said.

"You ain't heard? Vandervecken is going to nmake at |east one of the wonen
narry
hi m Maybe both," Breyfogle said.

Peter gave a sort of choking roar, and turned. Breyfogle grabbed him hol ding
himas easily as a boy mght hold a kitten. "Cal mdown, Peter. O Vandervecken



will whip you again."

"He whi pped you?" Jan asked.

"Wth a cat-of-nine-tails until you could see his ribs," said Breyfogle.

"God, |I'msorry, Peter."

"It healed at sunset. Can't permanently hurt the living dead. Dammed

unpl easant

at the tinme, though." He stopped struggling against Breyfogle. "W can't beat
magi c. Jan, what can we possibly do?"

"Al'l hands aft." The bull-necked man cracked his whip. In seconds, the entire
crew -- over forty men -- stood in two long lines facing the poop deck. At the
front of the poop deck, there were two doors and two stairways |leading to the
t op.

The nmen swayed with the plunging of the ship. Spray cascaded over the bow and
across the deck. Yet the sun shone brightly, and a few yards fromthe Flying
Dut chman, the waves | apped | anguidly.

The music, such as it was, reached a crescendo. Slowy, wth exaggerated
di gnity, Vandervecken stepped out a door, turned his back and ascended the
stairs to the poop.

In spite of his own circunstances, Jan couldn't hel p exam ni ng Vandervecken
with

the eye of a professional historian. He wore a thick blue coat with short
tails,

broad bottomed trousers, and a hat the size of a pizza pan. He had a bl ack eye
patch and a wooden | eg which thunped with each step, and a thick | eather belt
with several pistols thrust inside it, plus a cutlass, and a cat-of-nine-tails
whip. A cliche pirate, Jan thought, but then he realized this was the origina
from which the cliche sprang.

Now on the poop deck, Vandervecken turned to face the crew and bel | owed,
"Bring
forth the brides."

The door bel ow t he poop deck opened. Qut came a man tuggi ng a chain.
At the other end of the chain, dragged like a dog by a | eash, was Frieda.

"Frieda!" Jan shouted, running to her
"Jan! You cane for nme at last." She wore a |ong dress cobbled together froma
dozen different garnments. Her face was pale, her hair runpled and whipping in
the wind. She'd | ost weight. Her hands were chained in front of her. Behind
her,

al so chai ned, stood Sarah

The man jerked the chain, pulling Frieda face forward to the deck. Jan ki cked
himin the knee cap, then ripped the chain fromhis hands. Astonishingly, he
did

not resist, just stood staring as if thunderstruck. Jan hel ped Frieda up and
gave her the hug of her life.

"Who dares touch a bride of Vandervecken?" Vandervecken roared. He | eaned over
the rail of the poop deck, the cat-of-nine-tails in his hand.



"She's not your bride, she's nmine," Jan shouted back

"What ? This is true?" Vandervecken | ooked at Frieda. Frieda nodded.
"Ha. You told me you were a virgin."

Frieda shrugged. "You said you'd beat ne if | weren't."

"The bride of Vandervecken nmust be a virgin! You?" He pointed to Sarah
"Me? Hardly. I'"'mfrom Marin County," she said.

"You're plain out of luck, chum" Jan bent over to check the thick iron bands
and the crude | ocks of Frieda's chains. Antique stuff, nore rust than iron
e

good strike with a hamrer woul d shatter them

"Look out!" Frieda screamed. A sudden bl ow on the back of the head nearly
dazed

hi m Looki ng up, Jan saw Vandervecken grinning down at him Wth an expert
flick

of the whip, Vandervecken nade the balls at the end of each cat tail dance.

Jan grabbed at the whip. It flashed out of his reach, then caught himin the
face, slashing his cheek wi de open. Blood spurted down his neck and chest.
Scream ng, Jan ran to the steps and charged up. Vandervecken stood at the top
of

the stairs, grinning. The whip slashed open Jan's ot her cheek. Wen he threw
up

his hands to protect his face, the whip caught himfull on the testicles.
Shocked with pain, he instinctively |owered his hands. The next bl ow gouged
out

his eyes.

"Eggs or eyes," Vandervecken roared. "You can't hold them both."

Jan couldn't see. Blood spurted down his face. Now the cat slashed his tenple.
Dazed with pain, he stunbled, falling fromthe steps onto the nmain deck

I andi ng

on his left el bow. He heard the bone snap like a dry stick. Frieda screaned.

Now Vander vecken and soneone el se stood over him Rough hands plucked away his
cl ot hes. Soon Jan |l ay naked on the splintered woden deck. He coul d hear
Vandervecken bellow with | aughter and snell the stink of his own blood. Then
Vandervecken started working with the cat. Jan lifted his good hand to save
hinsel f, but the cat flicked here and there, always catching himby surprise.

Blind, snothered in pain, at long last Jan | ost consci ousness.

He cane to on a bunk deep inside the ship. The bunk heaved and | urched wth
every notion of the storm bound Flying Dutchman.

"Here. Drink this. It's not good, but it's hot." Peter held Jan's head in his
lap and pressed a tin cup to his lips. Cbediently, Jan gul ped down the hot
liquid, sone kind of broth. It stank like rotten neat.

Hangi ng on a chain fromthe | ow roof, a lantern swayed back and forth,
flinging
fantasti c shadows everywhere. A dozen other bunks lined the walls, each one



with
a sleeping man in it.

"l can see!" Jan said.
"Yes. Like | said before, the living dead heal at sunset. \Watever body you

had
when you cane aboard is the one you have when you leave. If you ever do."

"Thank Cod."

"Maybe. The bad news is that Vandervecken will do the same thing to you
tonorrow, and it will be all fresh and new "

"No. | can't possibly endure that again.”

"You have to."

"I can't. 1'll go nad. W have to get out of here.”

"There doesn't seemto be a way other than breaking the original curse.”
"And how do we do that?"

"We don't. Has to be a wonan. |If Vandervecken can find a woman who is true to
himunto death, the curse will be lifted. Fat chance. They don't make wonen

t hat

stupid.”

The ship's bell clanged.

"CGot to go. You get some rest," Peter said. He rose, and in a second, he was

gone.

When sleep finally canme, Jan dreaned of the last act of Wagner's the Flying
Dut chman. The over-rich, cloying nusic clinbed to a crescendo as a young
worran,

madly in love with Vandervecken, filled the concert hall with a voice like a
thing in pain. Pledging her troth, she conmtted suicide by diving into the
ocean. Stage left, the fake waves swept back and forth, while a ship the size
of

a canoe sank beneath the floor

Jan turned over and noaned. Sonething fromthat opera nagged at the corner of
his mind. Aline, maybe a bit of dialogue or a note in the program Sonething
i mportant.

"Up, up, you lazy dog." Jan woke to find Breyfogle standing over hi mlike a
bearded mountain. He clapped his hands together to make a | oud smack. "Take
that, worthless sluggard." He sl apped his hands twice nore. "That'll teach you
to be smart with ne," he roared. Then, in a whisper, he said, "Better you
start

scream ng now. "

Jan screaned
"Louder."

Jan screaned as |oud as he coul d.



"Touch ne, you dog! Let that be a I esson to you!" Breyfogle shouted. Then he
whi spered, "You' ve got to get up. Act hurt, or I'Il be in trouble.”

"Ch. Thank you. 1'Il be mserable. Wat's going on?"
"Vandervecken wants you on deck."
Involuntarily, Jan's muscles tightened. "I can't face that man."

"You must cone. O | nust drag you, and | have no wish to hurt you. But | have
even |l ess wish to be hurt nyself."

There was no choice. In seconds, Jan was up on deck, cold wi nd and spray

I'icking
at his face. @ ancing at the horizon, he was astonished to see the old boat he
had bought still floating nearby. He would have thought they would have sail ed

far beyond it during the night. But then, he realized, if this ship had been
trying to round the cape for nearly 150 years, it couldn't be goin anywhere
fast.

"This time, with the cat, don't fight it," Breyfogle whispered. "Lie down,

pul
your knees to your chest, and cover your face. It will all heal tonight."

Breyfogl e pushed Jan across the deck. The w nd whi pped his hair in his face.

Only then did Jan notice the squealing nusic. Vandervecken had all hands drawn
up in lines just like the day before. Frieda and Sarah stood in chains.
Vandervecken strode the poop deck, making the | ead beads of his

cat-of -nine-tails dance in the w nd.

"Ah, ha, ny friend. You need another |esson today?" Vandervecken cracked the
whi p.

Jan shrank back. Hi s stomach rose; he felt like vomting. He could not go
t hrough t hi s agai n.

Breyfogl e shoved himforward. Two other nen grabbed his arnms while others
stripped himand | ashed his wists to the stair railings. Vandervecken, taking
his time, hummi ng a tune, came down the stairs. The whip flickered here,

t here,

around Jan's body, anticipating but not touching.

"So where should ny cat have its first taste, ny friend?" Vandervecken said.
The

irritating tune he hunmed ricocheted through Jan's nind |ike an errant
cannonbal |. He'd heard it before.

The cat cracked in the air.

The sound cl eared Jan's mind. Now he renenbered the tune. Fromthe opera, of
course. And now he remenbered the Iine he'd been trying to recall last night.

"Don't touch me, Vandervecken," he shouted. "The curse is fulfilled. W are
al |
freel"

Vandervecken only | aughed. The whip slipped over Jan's shoul der, each | ead
bead
like a sharp nail against his skin.



"First, you nust find a wonan true to me unto death. Do you see any such?"
Vander vecken sai d.

"Yes! There's one in front of you. Frieda."

Vandervecken roared with | aughter. "That one? She true to nme? She fights like
a
tiger."

"No. That's not the condition of the curse. You nust find a woman true unto
death. Not hing about true to you. But she was true to me. She died taking the
arrow i ntended for ne!"

Instantly, the entire crew hushed. Vandervecken stood, his nouth open, the
whi p

swinging in the wind. Then suddenly the storm stopped, the Flying Dutchman
halting in md-plunge so abruptly it tossed everyone sprawing to the deck

"The curse is broken!" Peter shouted, leaping to his feet. He opened a clasp
kni fe and sawed away at the ropes binding Jan. Meanwhile, the crew staggered
like drunks, trying to regain their land |legs after centuries of perpetua
storm

at sea. Voices chattered in Dutch and English

Jan's ropes broke away. "Let's get Frieda and Sarah and get the hell out of
here," he said to Peter, running to where the wonen stood. He gave Frieda a
qui ck hug, then tugged usel essly at her chains. Wiy hadn't he thought to bring
sone tool s?

"Here is what you need," said the sailor behind him He produced an enornous
antique key and unl ocked the chains. Frieda and Sarah stood rubbing their
wists, trying to restore their hands' circul ation

"The ship is sinking!" soneone yelled. Imediately a dozen other voices took
up

the cry. Jan | ooked around. Now that the curse had gone, the Flying Dutchman
had

become just another old ship badly in need of mmintenance. As an historian, he
woul d have |loved to save it for a nuseum but at the nonent that didn't seem
to

be an option.

"Make for that boat over there;"
own

craft in the distance. Obediently the hel msman put the wheel about, and the
Fl yi ng Dut chman heel ed.

he shouted to the hel nsman, pointing to his

"No! I will not have it!" Vandervecken waved two | ong-barreled pistols at Jan
"The first man to desert this ship dies." He stepped to the railing of the
poop

deck, trying to cover everyone with his pistols.

The crew stood transfixed. Instantly, Jan realized what had happened. It
wasn' t

really the pistols that frightened them It was Vandervecken hinsel f. Years of
i nstant obedi ence could not be erased in an afternoon. He had to break that
spell. He | ooked around for sonething to distract the crew s attention, even
for

a second.



The al batross. Sunlight gleanming fromits | ong, snow wngs, it soared
over head,
a nere ann's length fromthe main nmast, blessing the ship and all its crew.

"Look. Up there! The al batross," Jan shouted. "The bird of good onen."

"He's right!" one man screaned, "it's a sign from heaven." The sailors shouted
i ke children, singing, shouting, dancing with glee.

"Ckay, we're out of here,"” Jan nuttered to Frieda, who had al ready peel ed out
of
her long skirts and was hel ping Sarah with hers.

"No. It is not a bird of good onen," Vandervecken shouted, his frustration
obvious in his voice. "I'll show you what happens to those who defy nme." He
rai sed both pistols, taking careful aim

"No! Don't shoot the al batross!" Jan shout ed.

Two spurts of smoke burst fromthe pistols, followed by twi n thunderclaps. The
al batross fell to the poop deck with a sickening thud, feathers fluttering
down

after it.

Vander vecken picked up the fallen body, then made the wings flap in a
gr ot esque
parody of flight.

"Now we're in for it," Jan said.
"What do you nmean? It's just a bird," Peter said.

"No, it's the enbodi nent of |uck, and Vandervecken killed it. Just like the
Anci ent Mariner."

Laughi ng heartily, Vandervecken draped the dead al batross around his neck |ike
a
feathery scarf.

"That does it!" Jan shouted, his voice cracking with sudden fear. "Abandon
shi p!
Everyone overboard now "

Jan hel ped Frieda, then Sarah, then Peter over the railing and into the sea.
Then he straddled the railing hinmself, hesitating just a second as he | ooked
down at the frigid water sweeping al ong under him Vandervecken pulled out
anot her pistol.

Jan | eaped. He cleared the ship's side and plunged into the clear gray-green
Antarctic water. Freezing, he swamw th clunsy but determ ned strokes.

He was only diny aware that others were swimrming as well. Wen he at | ast
reached his boat, his hands were so cold he could nmerely scratch hel pl essly at
the side.

A bearded face | ooked down at him "Ha. Mich bedder now you not drown," said
t he
sail or. The man grabbed Jan's arm and pull ed hi mover the gunwal e.



For a few seconds, Jan huddled with the others at the bottom of the boat.
Frieda. Sarah. Peter. He hugged themall, grasping their hands, pulling them
closer to his heart. The boat was packed with sailors, with Breyfogle already
bell owi ng orders to get the rigging unsnarled and the sail up

"So why the | ast-second pani c?" Peter asked. "The curse is broken. He couldn't
do nuch.”

Jan shuddered, and not fromthe cold. "One curse is broken. But what about
shooting the al batross? Didn't you ever read Col eridge?"

He pulled hinmself up to | ook over the side. Everywhere there was novenent.
Waves

sparkled in the breeze, seagulls fluttered around the mast, clouds raced by
hi gh

over head.

In all this animation, only the Flying Dutchman renai ned notionless, sitting
utterly and unnaturally still. . .as idle as a painted ship upon a painted
ocean.



