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DEDI CATED TO the nenory of famed astronaut

Col onel Janes Irwin, who wal ked on the noon in 1971.

His faith in Jesus Christ and the Bible caused him

to search diligently during the 1980s for the ever-elusive
Ark of Noah, which nmany believe will one day be found

high in the rugged nountain peaks of Ararat, where it has
been preserved in ice for about five thousand years—waiting
for soneone like himto | ocate what many expect will be
"the greatest archaeol ogi cal discovery of all tine."



FORWARD

Even before the Great Earthquake of 1810, which blew out close to a third
of the upper regions of Muunt Ararat, sightings of the renmains of Noah's
Ark had been reported. Scores of credible people claimto have seen it,
from mountain people who live in the area to professional explorers.
There is credible evidence that at |east one hundred fifty Wite Russian
sol diers saw and exanined it in 1917, just prior to the Bol shevik
Revol ution. The evidence for the preservation of that irrefutable proof
of the Bible story of Noah and his fanmily preserving hunmanity could well
be the nost inportant archaeol ogi cal discovery of all tine.

Yet when all the stories are assenbled there is a frightening thread
t hat weaves through them There nust be a sinister force that has opposed
all the searchers' valiant efforts up to the pres-ent from seeing the
light of day. But we believe the tenpo of exploration is heating up and
that we may i ndeed be the generation that will finally reveal Noah’s Ark
for all the world to see

M chael Murphy, noted archaeol ogi st of Babylon Rising fane, will, in
this book, The Secret on Ararat, |lead the nost perilous expedition to
date. One that could provide another exciting step in the fulfillment of
prophecies of the end tinme.which Jesus Christ predicted would be |ike
“the days of Noah.” Can anyone seriously doubt that society today is
very simlar to the pre-flood days of Noah?



BREATHE. He desperately needed to breathe. But he knew instinctively that
if he opened his nmouth to try and suck in a breath, he would die.
Gitting his teeth fiercely, Mrphy opened his eyes instead. And a pair
of yellow, animal eyes stared back. Then a wildly gaping jaw canme into
focus through the greenish gloom pointed teeth bared in a silent snarl.
Mur phy reached out, expecting the teeth to clanmp down on his hand, but
the dog face had di sap-peared, sucked back into the watery darkness.

It was no good. He had to get sonme air into his lungs before they burst.
He turned his face upward, toward the feeble Iight, and after an
agoni zi ng few seconds during which he had the horrifying sense that he
was sinking, not rising, his head broke the surface.

He sucked in a huge, spluttering breath, simultaneously grabbing on to
the narrow stone | edge that projected fromthe side of the pit. Resting
hi s head agai nst the jagged rock, he could feel sonmething warm ningling
with the freezing water. Blood. As the pain suddenly hit him a wld
carousel of thoughts started racing round his brain.

Laura. He woul d never see her again. She wouldn't even know he had died
here, in this renote, godforsaken place. She would never know his | ast

t hought s had been about her.

Then he renmenbered. Laura was dead. She'd died in his arnmns.

And now he was about to join her. Wth that thought, his body seened to
rel ax, accepting its fate, and he felt hinmself slip-ping back into the
surging torrent.

No! He couldn't give up. He couldn't let the crazy old man win at | ast.
He had to find a way out.

But first he had to find those puppies.

Clutching the | edge with both hands, Miurphy took a series of quick, deep
breat hs, hyperventilating to force as much oxy-gen as possible into his

I ungs. He'd done enough cave diving to know he could stay under a ful

two minutes if he had to. But that was under ideal conditions. Ri ght now
he had to contend with the effects of shock, blood | oss, and bone-shaki ng
cold—all the while trying to find two little dogs somewhere in a swirling
mael strom As he let hinself slip back under the freez-ing water, he
wonder ed—ot for the first time—how he man-aged to get hinself into these
nesses.

The answer was sinple. One word: Methusel ah.

Mur phy had been making his way carefully through the cave, fanning his
flashlight across the dank bl ack walls, when he found hinmself standing
not on | oose shale but what felt Iike solid wooden planks. Ever alert to
tricks and traps, Miurphy in-stinctively reacted as if he'd just stepped
onto a tray of burning coal s—but before he could | eap aside, the trapdoor
sprang open. As he felt himself plunging into the void, a famliar



cack-ling laugh shattered the silence, echoing crazily off the rock
wal | s.

"Wl cone to the gane, Murphy! Get out of this one if you can!"

As Murphy cartwheel ed through space, his brain was still trying to come
up with a suitable response. But all that cane out was a grunt as he
slamed into the ground like a bag of cement and the air was punched out
of his lungs, before the inpact flung himsideways and his head connected
with a boulder. For a nonent all was black, buzzing darkness. Then he

rai sed hinself up on his hands and knees and his senses re-turned one by
one: He could feel the danp grit between his fingers; he could taste it
in his nouth; he could snell stagnant water; he could dinly nmake out the
shadowy walls of the pit he'd fallen into.

And he could hear the fretful whining of what sounded |ike two cold, wet-
-and very scared—tittle dogs.

He turned toward the sound and there they were, shivering together on a
narrow | edge. A pair of German shepherd pup-pi es. Mirphy shook his head:
He always tried to prepare himself for anything where Methusel ah was
concerned, but what were a couple of puppies doing in the niddle of an
under - ground cave conplex niles from anywhere? Coul d they have gotten

| ost and sonmehow wandered this far fromthe surface? He didn't think so.
Much nore likely they were there because Methusel ah had put themthere
They were part of the gane.

Fighting his natural instinct to gather the bedraggled pups tightly in
his arms and tell them everything was going to be okay, he approached the
| edge cautiously. They | ooked so hel p-less. But that didn't nean

harm ess. Not hing in Methusel ah's ganmes was harm ess, and if he had put
themthere for Muirphy to find, then sonething about the dogs was out of
whack. He just had to figure out what.

Just then the steady dripping sound that had been naggi ng away at the
back of Murphy's consciousness since he landed in the pit started to get

| ouder. He turned in the direction of the noise and suddenly it becane a
roaring, as a huge wave of wa-ter surged through a narrow gap in the
rocks. In a second a frothing tide was tugging at his ankles, pulling him
of f bal -ance. Forgetting Methusel ah's m nd games, he pushed hinsel f back
toward the | edge, scooped up the puppies, and stuffed them under his
jacket. His eyes darted round the walls of the pit, |ooking for anything
that would help himfind a way out, as the rising water swirled around
his chest. The puppies were just a diversion, he thought bitterly,
fighting to keep his foot-ing. He hadn't spotted the real danger until it
was too late. "Don't worry, fellas, I'Il get you out of here," he assured
themwi th nore confidence than he felt. Then the torrent lifted him off
his feet and the pani cking dogs squirned out of his jacket.

Fighting to keep his head above the surface, he grabbed for them but his
fingers closed on icy water and then he too was engul fed, spinning out of
control like a bunch of wet clothes in a Laundromat washer.

He cl osed his eyes, and even as his lungs started hungrily de-mandi ng
air, he tried to find a calmplace in his nmind where he could think. He
checked through his options. The water woul d soon reach the | evel of the
trapdoor, which was no doubt se-cured agai nst escape. So, search for

anot her way out under the water, or |look for the puppies again before
they drowned? If he tried to find a way out on his own, the puppies would
be dead by the tinme he found it. If he tried to save the puppies first,
he'd probably wi nd up too exhausted to find a way out. |If there was a way
out.



So much for his options.

The only shred of hope he could cling to was the fact that this was a
gane. And a ganme, however deadly, still had rul es.

But there was no way he could figure themout while his |lungs were
scream ng and his thought processes were beginning to go fuzzy due to
| ack of oxygen.

CGet sone air. Then go after those puppies. If he was still alive after
that, maybe God would give himsonme inspiration

When Murphy wal ked into the | ab, he was greeted by the sight of a young
worman bent over a wor kbench, her jet-black hair, tied back in a ponytail
maki ng a stark contrast with her crisp white | ab coat as she scrutini zed
a sheet of parchnent. She didn't |ook up as the door clicked shut behind
him and he stood for a nonent, sniling at the expression of fierce
concen-tration on her face

"What are you grinning at, Professor?" she asked, her eyes never |eaving
t he parchnent.

"Nothing, Shari. Nothing at all. It's just nice to see soneone so
absorbed in their work, is all."
She gave a short "hnph," still not |ooking up, and Murphy's smle

br oadened. Shari Nel son was one of the top students in his biblica
archaeol ogy class at Preston University, and for al-nost two years she
had been his part-time research assistant. In that tine he'd cone to
appreci ate her passion for the subject, her linitless capacity for hard
work, and her sharp intelligence. But nost of all, he valued her warm and
generous spirit. She might be pretending to ignore himright now, but

t hey' d been through enough tragedy and heartache together in the past
year, with the deaths of his wife and her brother still painful every
hour of every day, for himto know that she would drop everythi ng—even a
fasci nati ng anci ent parchnment |ike the one she was studyi ng—+f he needed
her.

"So what's up, Shari? Did the results fromthe carbon-dating tests on our
little pottery fragnent cone in?"

"Not yet," Shari replied, returning the parchment to the clear plastic
contai ner on the bench. "But something has defi-nitely arrived for you."
She gestured toward a large white enve-lope with the purple and orange
lettering of Federal Express.

Shari watched eagerly as Murphy picked up the package. Cearly she'd had
a hard time containing her curiosity while she waited for Murphy to
arrive at the |ab.

"Strange," he mused. "No return address. Just Babylon. Doesn't |ook like
it went through the usual FedEx mailing process.” He heard Shari gasp.
Babyl on, she knew all too well, could only nmean one thing: a whole heap
of trouble.

Mur phy carefully opened t he envel ope and shook the con-tents—a smaller
envel ope with the words Professor Miurphy printed in heavy marker and a
xeroxed page froma nap—eut onto the workbench. He glanced at the map

t hen opened the second envel ope. Inside was an index card with three
words typed on it.

CHEMAR. ZEPHETH. KOPHER



He handed it to Shari while he exam ned the nmap. A route had been marked
in pink felt-tip from Ral ei gh, noving west, across the border into
Tennessee. Were the snaking |ine stopped, there were an X and four
barely legible words witten in a spidery scraw

"Cave of the Waters. Mean anything to you, Shari?"

"I't sounds |ike sonewhere you definitely don't want to go," she replied
firmy.

He wi nced. Exactly what Laura woul d have said. Sane tone of voice, even.

"It's coming back to me. |1've heard of this place. It's in the Geat
Snmoky Mountains . . . past Asheville, somewhere be-tween Waynesville and
Bryson City." If he remenbered it right, the cave was discovered in the

early 1900s but had never been fully explored, because the high water
table in the area—not to nmention at | east three underground streans that
ran through it—aused the chanbers to flood periodically. It was supposed
to contain a vast |abyrinth of passageways, but no one knew how far they
ext ended. Caving expeditions had been officially discouraged after three
cavers were lost without a trace in the early seventies.

"Ckay, so we've got directions to a cave. Now, what about the nessage on
the card? What do you nake of it, Shari?"

She repeated the words. "Chemar. Zepheth. Kopher. It's Hebrew. No probl em
there. But beyond that it's got nme stunped. Does it have sonething to do
wi t h Babyl on?"

"I't wouldn't surprise nme," he said, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "But
right nowit doesn't nean any nore to nme than it does to you."

"And there's no signature anywhere, and no return address. So how can we
find out who sent this?"

Mur phy gave a hal f-smile. "Conme on, Shari. A mysterious nessage in an
anci ent | anguage? A set of directions to a renote spot? Babyl on? He
didn't really need to sign it, did he?"

Shari sighed. "I guess not. | was just hoping . . . you know, that it

m ght be sonething el se. Sonething i nnocent. Not one of these crazy ganes
where you—

She could tell Mirphy wasn't |istening anynore. He was studying the map
intently, already hal fway there. Her heart sank as she realized there was
not hi ng she could do to stop him

Al she could do now was pray.

It had been a beautiful drive from W nston-Sal em past Lake Hickory. He'd
| eft before sunup and covered the 280 miles in good tinme. Now the bright
sunshine at his back was giving way to a sharp chill as he nade his way
farther into the noun-tains with their thick covering of najestic oaks
and pine. He stopped to check the map again and turned down a dirt road,
whi ch bunped al ong for a hundred yards or so before he reached a fork. He
stopped again. This tine the nmap didn't help. Frowing, he laid it on the
dash and stepped out onto the sunbaked dirt. He | ooked in both
directions. Both roads snaked into the trees in simlar fashion. Nothing
to choose there

What was it Yogi Berra used to say?

When you conme to a fork in the road, take it.

He shook his head. Thanks, Yogi. You're a big help. Then sonething caught
his eye in the thick weeds at the side of the road. He knelt down and
cleared away the foliage froma rusting sign. The yell ow pai nt was al npst



gone, but he could just make out the words. CAVE OF THE WATERS. Then
something else, in red paint this tinme. DANGER

He carefully raised the sign and stuck it firnmly back in the ground. It
seened to be pointing left. "I haven't even got there yet, and al ready
you' re playing ganes, old nman," he nuttered, getting back in the car and
sl amri ng the door shut. He revved the engine and turned up the narrow
track.

It took another half hour to arrive at the cave entrance. At first, as
the dirt track cane to an abrupt stop in front of a huge oak, Muirphy
suspect ed anot her of Methusel ah's tricks. Beyond the oak, the
nmount ai nsi de rose steeply, covered with dense un-dergrowh. There was no
sign to tell himhe was at the right place. Searching for a sign to

i ndi cate where he was supposed to go, he felt his scalp begin to prickle
as the reality of the situation struck him He was alone. Unarned. MIles
fromthe near-est habitation. At the invitation of a madman who had tried
to kill himon several previous occasions and who was probably watchi ng
himfrom some hi deaway on the nountain at this very nonent. He could

al nost feel the crosshairs noving over his heart.

When you put it like that it didn't sound good

But he'd conme too far now to think of turning back, and he trusted in God
that he was doing the right thing. After all, this mght be a gane, but
the stakes were high. For a biblical ar-chaeol ogi st such as hinself, they
couldn't be any higher.

He scanned the nountainside, |ooking for any irregularity that woul d

i ndicate the entrance to the cave, and his eyes caught a glint of netal
am d the rocks and scrawny bushes. He squinted into the glare and tried
to focus on the spot. There was sone-thing, definitely. Wether it was

t he cave was another matter, but what choice did he have? He hefted his
backpack and started up the sl ope.

Twenty minutes |ater he was standing on a horizontal out-crop, wiping the
sweat fromhis eyes and trying to catch his breath. In front of himwas a
tangl e of wire—what had clearly once been a chain-link fence designed to
seal off the gaping hole in the rock. This was what had caught his eye
fromthe bottomof the nountain. He crouched down and gi ngerly eased

hi nsel f around the wire, stepping into the nmouth of the cave.

He pulled his flashlight out of his backpack and switched it on. The two
cardi nal rules of cave exploration canme unbidden into his mnd: Never
cave al one, and never cave wi thout three sources of light. And, | guess
you coul d add, never enter a cave when you know there's a psycho | urking
in there somewhere, he thought.

Al t hough the cave entrance was relatively wide, it quickly narrowed, and
Mur phy soon had to crawl on his hands and knees over the floor of | oose
stones and grit. After a few nin-utes of gentle twi sts and turns, the
only light he could see was the beam of his torch, and the famliar
thrill, a unique mx of anxiety and excitenment that all spel eol ogists
experience on enter-ing a new cave system took over. It had been years
since he'd been caving, but the snell of danmp |inmestone and the instant
adrenal i ne surge rem nded hi mof caving holidays with Laura in Mexi co—and
particularly the extraordinary Flint-Manmpth Cave Systemin Kentucky. It
was said to be over 221 niles long—+the longest in the world—and while
they' d covered only a fraction of it, the sense of infinite depth was
awesore. |f you kept going, you could inmagi ne you m ght eventually reach
hell itself. But that wasn't the deepest cave. That distinction bel onged
to the Gouffre Jean Bernard in France, which wound its way 1, 600 feet



bel ow the earth. Every year they'd planned on mak-ing the expedition, and
every year they'd never quite nmanaged to find the time in their hectic
lives of teaching and digging for artifacts. And then .

Mur phy shook his head and refocused on the task at hand. He could fee

the humdity increasing as the tenperature in the cave plummeted. Drops
of water fromstalactites on the ceiling started falling onto the back of
his head and over his face, and he wi ped themaway with his sleeve. He
pushed hi mself on, despite the soreness in his knees and el bows, hoping
the cave wasn't narrowing further. After another ten mnutes, he decided
to take a breather, easing hinself onto his back. Energy conservati on was
a key element of survival in this kind of unfamliar environnent.

Sonet hing he'd learned fromLaura. "You' ve got to pace yourself, Mirphy,"
she used to tell him "It isn't a race, you know."

And he needed to keep his wits sharp. He wasn't just deal-ing with an
unmapped cave system where he m ght plunge off a sheer cliff into

fat hom ess space, or which at any nonent could narrow into a stone vise
fromwhich he'd never be able to ex-tricate hinself. At every step he had
to remenber why he was here. Methusel ah had planned it all. And that
meant there was sone artifact of great value for an archaeol ogi st—
especially a biblical archaeol ogist—waiting for himat the end of his
journey. But Methusel ah wouldn't be content to see himrack up a few
scrapes and bruises in search of his prize. For his own insane reasons,
Met husel ah required Murphy to risk his life. That was how you played the
gane.

And the gane coul d begin at any nonent.

Taking a deep, calmng breath, he rolled back onto his hands and knees
and craw ed forward. Soon the cave walls started to get higher and the
floor flattened and broadened out. After a few minutes he could wal k
easily w thout ducking his head, and then a sudden turn brought himto a
| arge chanber. Playing his flashlight over the walls, he | ooked for sone
sign that sonmeone had been here before him Sonething out of place,
anything that didn't |ook natural. But all he could seewas water
glistening on sheer black walls and a cluster of sta-lactites hugging the
roof over his head.

"No booby traps that | can see," he nmuttered to hinmself. "Nothing here
that God didn't create unless |I'mnuch ms-taken." So why was his scalp
beginning to itch? Wiy was his subconscious mnd telling himsonething
wasn't right?

Then it hit him It wasn't what he could see. It was what he could hear.
Just on the very edge of audibility. A nmuffled keen-ing, alnost a whining
sound. Li ke an ani mal -Aaybe nore than one ani mal +n di stress. But how
could that be? No ani mal coul d survive down here—except possibly bats,
and this was too deep even for them surely.

He noved slowy toward the sound, hefting his flashlight Iike a weapon,
every sense alert for danger. And that was when his feet first touched

t he wooden pl anks.

Hs lungs full of air, Murphy had difficulty pushing hinmself down into
the icy depths of the flooded pit, but after a few powerful strokes he
managed to grab on to a rock projecting off the bottom and took a noment
to get his bearings. He could feel the rush of water at his back as it
continued to power its way into the cave. He figured that nust be where
the Iight was conming fromthat turned what woul d have been pitch-bl ack



into a ghostly, greenish gloom And the puppies nmust have been swept in

t he opposite direction. He | aunched hinself forward, hoping for a glinpse
of thrashing |linmbs. Then suddenly he felt rather than sawthe two little
bodi es sweepi ng past him He reached out a hand but it was too |ate. But
sonet hi ng about the way the puppies seened to be pulled through the water
gave himhope. It was alnost as if they were in a giant bath and were
bei ng sucked down the plughole. I n which case water was goi ng out of the
pit as well as coming in.

Maybe there was a way out after all

He followed in the direction the puppies had taken, and af-ter a few
strokes he could see them their little bodies churn-ing in the water as
dirt and debris streanmed toward a narrow gap in the rock wall. He thought
of going back to the surface for another breath, then realized that this
was his only shot. Either they nmanaged to push their way out now or they
were done for.

Scoopi ng the puppies up and stuffing themback into the front of his
jacket, he could feel themsquirming in utter panic as the last nol ecul es
of oxygen di sappeared fromtheir lungs. Finding a handhold on the wall,
he braced hinself, then kicked his legs forward until his feet

di sappeared into the crevice. Every instinct told himto get hinmself back
out, to get back to the surface, knowi ng that he was probably doing no
nore than wedging himself into a fissure fromwhich there would be no
escape, but he grinmly forced hinself farther in, his feet now above his
head, the water pushing past himthrough the crack.

As his torso was squeezed into the fissure, he braced his arnms across his
chest, hoping he'd be able to protect the pup-pies from being crushed. By
now he woul dn't have been able to force himself back out even if he'd
wanted to. The force of the escaping water held himfast. There was only
one way to go, and that was deeper into the crack. Wth a twist of his

hi ps, he corkscrewed farther in, the jagged sides of the opening scraping
deep lacerations into his thighs. But he hardly felt the pain. He was a
machi ne now, with just one purpose: to get through to the other side.

As his head entered the fissure, he could feel his lungs about to give
out. In the next five seconds he would take a breath and they would fill
with water. For the puppies it was probably al-ready too late. Their
noverment s had becone | ess urgent. Perhaps it was just the flow of water
that made them seemalive. Wth his | ast scrap of willpower he kicked
forward, and a gi ant hand suddenly seened to be pulling himthrough from
the other side. Wth a violent wench, his head bunpi ng roughly agai nst
the rock, he was spewed out onto the floor of another chanber. As the
waters still surged over him he nanaged at |last to take a huge gul p of
air—along with a large nouthful of water—nto his |ungs.

Choki ng violently, he raised hinself onto his hands and knees, and for
the first time in what seenmed an eternity, his head was fully out of the
wat er, caressed by an icy blast of pre-cious air. And then it was being
caressed by two eager pink tongues, as the puppies struggled out of his
jacket, yelping with joy as they filled their little lungs. Mirphy found
he was gasp-ing, laughing, and crying for joy all at the sane tine.

Once he had managed to steady his breathing and regain his conposure, he
tried to take stock of his surroundings. Behind him he could hear the
water still pouring through the gap in the rock, but thankfully this
chanber was not filling up like the other one. The flood tide renmai ned
just a few inches deep and seened to be draining away t hrough a sinkhol e



at the other end. For now, at |east, they were safe, and Mirphy gave
silent thanks for their delivery.

That was when he noticed he was shivering uncontrollably. Hypothernia.
The chi ef cause of death anmong cave explorers. And the subject of a class
on w | derness survival he hinself had taught. He renmenbered the young man
at the back who had raised his hand at the end of the | ecture.

"How |l ong does it take for a person to die of hypotherm a?" he had asked.
"That depends,"” Murphy had replied, "on how fast your core tenperature
drops. Wien it drops to ninety-six degrees, you begin intense shivering.
Bet ween ni nety-five and ninety-one degrees the ability to think is
reduced. Your speech starts to slur and you becone disoriented. As the
core tenperature drops to between ninety and eighty-six, nmuscle rigidity
and amesia kick in. Pulse and respiration slow and you get a gl assy
stare. Between eighty-five and seventy-seven degrees, death will occur."
That had seermed to inpress the questioner. And it i mpressed Mirphy now
that he could remenber it word for word. So ammesia hadn't kicked in yet.
The good news was he was still in the intense-shivering stage. But it was
nothing to get complacent about. The next stage was when you coul dn't
think straight, and thinking straight was what he needed to do right now.
Especially since he didn't have a torch anynore and he sonmehow had to
keep control of two surprisingly lively pup-pies, who seenmed to have

al ready forgotten their near-drowning ordeal as they splashed and yel ped
happily in the shallow, nuddy water.

He gently pushed one of the pups away as it started gnawing at his
wristwatch. How coul d he think strai ght when—ef course! "You' ve got nore
sense than | have, you clever little pooch," he said happily, touching
the button on the side of the Special Forces watch. A small blue Iight
illum nated the chanber for a few feet around him He switched it off
again to conserve the battery and tried to think. The water was draining
out of the chanmber through one exit, but he'd had enough of water for one
day. He certainly wasn't going to risk diving into the sinkhole in the
hope that he'd enmerge into another air pocket. But sonething el se gave
hima sliver of hope. The right side of his body was a little colder than
the left, and that nmeant the air nmust be noving slightly. There was a
breeze comi ng from sonewhere and therefore maybe a route to the surface.
He switched the light on again and swng his wist in a slow arc around
his body. Hs eye was caught by a narrow pillar of rock in the mddle of
the cave. Sonethi ng oddly shaped was perched on the top. He crawl ed over
to it cautiously, herding the puppies in front of him Reaching up, he
ran a hand over the object. It felt like a chunk of sone kind of very
dense wood, the sort of sea-worn fragment you might find washed up on a
beach. Had Met husel ah put this here? Was this what he had cone for? Ws
his prize for risking his Iife a worthless piece of flotsanf?

There was no point specul ating about it now If Methuselah had finally
cracked, that wasn't such a big surprise, and if this was the booby
prize, then maybe Mirphy deserved it for agree-ing to play a nmadman's
gane by a madnman's rules. He slipped the piece of wood into a pocket in
his conbat trousers and turned his face back in the direction of the
gentl e breeze.

"Come on, you guys. Unless you' ve got a better idea, | think it's time to
foll ow our noses and see if we can get back hone."



T™O
Jerusalem A. D 30

THE LANKY STRANGER ELBOWED his way through the mlling cromd. Even though
he was taller than nost, the constant jostling nmade it difficult to see
who was speaking. But one thing was certain: Woever it was seened to
have the crowd's attention. Peopl e were pushing against those in front of
themto try and get nearer the front. Sone were even trying to stand on
baskets or bundles of cloth to get a better view A child pulled at his
nmother's skirts, desperate to know what was goi ng on, and the stranger
hoi sted himonto his shoul-ders with a smle. The boy cl apped his hands
in delight and the wonman nodded her thanks, shyly. The crowd seened to
quiet all at once, as if on cue, and a man began speaki ng softly but
clearly. Feeling the excite-nent of those around him the stranger
strained to hear....

It was his first visit to Jerusalem and he had never experienced any-
thing like it. In the marketplace the noise of people bartering with one
anot her was overpowering. Every now and then he woul d stop and watch
peopl e who were yelling at each other so vehenently he thought a fight
was about to break out—until suddenly they slapped palns and the deal was
done. It was a far cry fromhis sleepy village in the hills, where no one
ever seenmed to get excited about anything. And the nmulti-tude of stalls,
wi th produce so various and exotic he found hinmsel f-star-ing opennout hed
like an idiot, was truly incredible. Open baskets were filled with every
kind of fruit and grain inmagi nable. Sl aughtered car-casses of sheep,
goats, and cows hung from poles that held up the tent coverings over the
merchants, who cried their wares while lazily swat-ting at the flies that
swar ned over the freshly cut neats. Whnen selling brightly colored bolts
of cloth called to him gesturing to himto feel the quality of the

mat eri al -ene even grabbed his armroughly and tried to pull himinto her
stall. Shiny jewelry and polished daggers dazzl ed the eye, while the
raucous din of ducks and geese in w cker cages assaulted the ear.

He could quite easily have allowed hinmself to be pushed and pulled this
way and that through the market, |ike a |eaf caught in an eddy, for the
rest of the norning, but he'd been told by his cousin—el der and nore
experienced in the ways of the world—+that the city contai ned greater
wonders, things a man should see if only once in his lifetinme. Hs
jour-ney fromhis village to Jerusalem to offer the annual half-sheke

of sil-ver required of every adult male, might be the first of many.
Maybe one day he might even live in the city (though how a poor shepherd
woul d make a living there he didn't know). But it would be foolish to
trust the future in such troubled tinmes as these, when the Roman
occupati on nade everything uncertain. The wi se thing would be to see al
Jerusal em's wonders now, while he had the chance

He strode purposefully out of the marketplace, and the walls of the upper
city began to rise in the distance. As he clinbed the steeply as-cending
roadway, he passed the Parbar, where the sacrifice aninmals were kept, and
| aughed to hear a sudden burst of squealing. Then the huge stone sl abs of
the Dung Gate | ooned up before him and he felt his pul se qui cken as he
stepped through into the city proper.



What he saw made his breath catch in his throat. The huge walls
surroundi ng Herod's Tenpl e dazzled with their whiteness. Sone of the
foundati on stones were over sixty-five feet long and four feet high. He
couldn't imagi ne how nere nmen coul d have fashi oned such things fromthe
bare rock. Their very existence seened to speak of the majesty and
omi pot ence of Cod.

Then his eyes were drawn to the side, where the power of Rone boldly
showed itself under the shadow of the great tenple walls. A cen-tury of
Roman | egionaries, their oiled | eather body arnmor gl ean ng, swords and
spear points glinting in the sun, were marching toward the Fortress of
Antonia, where they were quartered. The clatter of their iron-shod
sandal s over the ancient flagstones sent a nonentary shiver through him
Then he pressed on eagerly toward his goal

He had heard that the tenple had seven entrances but that he nust go up
the arching viaduct ranp fromthe lower city. That was the nost

spect acul ar, his cousin had said. But what could be nore spectacul ar than
what he had al ready seen?

He wal ked through the arch to the courtyard, past the enornous bronze
gates that he had heard it took twenty nen to open and cl ose, beneath the
shadow of the great golden eagle Herod had placed there |est any forget
who rul ed here.

When he entered the tenple courtyard, the vastness of the market-pl ace
suddenly seemed cranped and feebl e by conparison. As his eyes ranged over
t he expanse, he tried to i magi ne how many people it could hold. A

t housand? No! Many thousands, surely. Mre than he could count! It rnust
have been 1,500 feet long and 1,200 feet w de, and he had been assured
that it could hold 250,000 people, but such a nunber nmeant nothing to an.
He coul d not inmagi ne what such a host would | ook |ike—if Pal estine even
cont ai ned that many peopl e!

In the center of the courtyard was the tenple itself, and for the first
time his imagination was stirred not nmerely by scal e but by beauty. No
wonder it had taken ten thousand nen and over sixty years for the temple
and its surroundi ng buildings to be conpleted. He had no words to express
what he was seeing, know ng nothi ng of harnony and propor-tion, but the
graceful forms neverthel ess spoke to sonething deep within his soul. He
found hinself giving thanks to God for the world and everything in it.
Suddenly he realized he was not alone. Many of the men nilling around him
were wearing prayer shawl s. Some had phylactery boxes containing the Ten
Commandnments tied to their foreheads. Qthers were | eadi ng sacrificial
sheep or carrying baskets containing turtle doves, the poor man's
sacrifice offering. Over to one side he could see npbney chang-ers
bargaining with travelers like hinsel f, while under the col onnades,
rabbis were teaching little groups of a dozen or so.

Movi ng through the throng, he saw a marble wall al nost the height of a
man, behi nd which he glinpsed priests attending to various duties. As he
drew cl oser he noticed a sign on the wall with an inscription

NO FOREIGNER IS TO ENTER WTHI N THE
BALUSTRADE AND ENCLOSURE AROUND THE TEMPLE
AREA. VWHOEVER |'S CAUGHT W LL HAVE H MSELF TO
BLAME FOR H S DEATH, WH CH W LL FOLLOW

He didn't think foreigner neant him but even so the words were
intimdating. He resolved to watch his step, to copy the behavi or of



those around himin case he transgressed sonme unwitten rule by ms-take.
Trying to remenber what else his cousin had told him he recalled that
the tenple itself was divided into three chanbers. The first was the
vesti bule. The second chanber was the Holy Place, containing the Altar of
I ncense and t he gol den candl estick with seven branches. The |ast chanber
was the Holy of Holies, separated fromthe Holy Place by a curtain that
hung fromthe ceiling and was said to be six inches thick. The Holy of
Hol i es housed the nost wondrous object of all-the ark of the Covenant. He
had heard so many different descriptions of it that the image he had in
his head was constantly shifting and blurring into the nost fantastic
designs. All he really knew for sure was that it was a wondrous piece of
wor kmanshi p covered with gol d.

He didn't need a sign to tell himhe was forbidden to enter the Holy of
Holies, or that sneaking a | ook at the Ark of the Covenant woul d be
taking his life in his hands—even if he was clever enough to do it. But
it sounded so incredible, so awesone, that he felt hinmself being drawn
to-ward the Holy of Holies Iike a noth to a fl ane.

That was when his attention was diverted by the growing crowd un-der the
col onnades, and he found hinself straining forward to hear what the
speaker was saying. Wth the boy on his shoul ders, people thought he was
a young father bringing his son to the city for the first tine, and the
crowd parted good-naturedly to let himnove forward-with the boy's nother
bringing up the rear—until he was standing at the front, just a few feet
away from the speaker

Seated on a bench under the col onnades was a bearded nan. He was wearing
an earth-col ored robe-the sort of rough wool en garment that nmight bel ong
to a beggar-with a white prayer cloth around his shoul ders. There was
nothing at all remarkabl e about his features, but |ooking at his face
somrehow made you want to listen to what he was sayi ng. He paused and

| ooked the stranger directly in the eye, as if he was address-ing him

al one, before continuing.

"No one knows about that day or hour, not even the angels in heaven, nor
the Son, but only the Father. As it was in the days of Noah, so it wll
be at the com ng of the Son of Man. For in the days before the flood,
peopl e were eating and drinking, marrying and giving in nmarriage, up to
the day Noah entered the ark; and they knew not hi ng about what woul d
happen until the flood canme and took themall away. That is how it will

be at the conming of the Son of Man. Two nmen will be in the field; one
will be taken and the other left. Two wonen will be grinding with a hand
mll; one will be taken and the other |eft.

"Ther ef ore keep watch, because you do not know on what day your Lord will
cone. But understand this: If the owner of the house had known at what
time of night the thief was coming, he woul d have kept watch and woul d
not have |let his house be broken into. So you al so nust be ready, because
the Son of Man will cone at an hour when you do not expect him"

"Who is that nman?" the stranger asked the person next to him "Do you not
know?" said a short, beady-eyed man with bad breath. "Were are you
fron®"

"I just arrived from Capernaum next to the Sea of Galilee. | cane to pay
the annual tribute."”

"That's a man naned Jesus. Sone people think he is a prophet. OQhers say
he is a rebel trying to start an insurrection against Rone." "What's he

t al ki ng about ?"



The short man scratched his beard. "I'mnot sure. It's sone strange talk
about judgrment for sin and the end of the world. It doesn't nmake all that
much sense to ne."

The stranger felt conpelled to question himfurther, even though the man
didn't seemto have the answers. "Wat is he tal ki ng about when he says,
"As in the days of Noah'?"

The man nerely shrugged. "Your guess is as good as mne. Perhaps the

weat her's going to turn nasty." He grinned.

The stranger persisted. W is this Son of Man he is tal king about? And
what does he nmean “So you al so nust be ready' ?"

But the short man with the beady eyes had slipped away through the crowd
and the stranger was left to ponder the nystery of the preacher's words
on his own. He gently lowered the boy down to the ground and whi spered
quietly to hinself, as if repeating the words woul d reveal their neaning.
" because the Son of Man will cone at an hour when you do not expect
him..."



THREE

MURPHY PULLED I NTO his reserved spot and got out of his car. The wal k
fromthe teachers' parking area up the wind-ing path to the Menori al
Lecture Hall always pleased him The tree-covered wal kways, beauti ful
flowers, and lush greenery of the South had a wonderful cal nming effect.
But this tinme the fa-mliar walk was nore agony than ecstasy, as the pain
fromhis various scrapes and brui ses began to kick in.

"What happened to you? You |ook terrible!"

Mur phy wi nced as Shari came bouncing down the path toward him Wth Laura
gone, Shari had taken up the post of chief worrier on his behal f, and he
knew she hadn't really be-lieved hi mwhen he told her he was going to

| ook up an ol d acquai ntance over the weekend. Well, Methusel ah was
cer-tainly old, and acquai ntance covered a nultitude of sins, so he
hadn't actually been Iying. He'd just neglected to add that this

acquai ntance happened to be lurking in a dangerous under-ground cave
systemin the Great Snoky Mbountai ns.

He had started to frane a reply that wouldn't get himinto nore trouble
than he was already in, when he was saved by the two pups playfully

ni ppi ng at Shari's ankl es.

"Who are these little guys?" she asked delightedly, bending down to |et
t hem nuzzl e her hand.

"Meet Shem and Japheth. Their owner wasn't really | ooking after them
properly, so | decided to bring themback to Preston with ne. |'m hoping
we can find thema good, loving honme. And in the neantine ..."

Shari finished his sentence for him "You want nme to | ook af-ter them
Now, |isten, Professor, if you think |'mgoing to baby-sit these pups
while you go off on some madcap advent ure—

Murphy held his hands up to interrupt her. "No madcap adventures, Shari

| pronmise. There's sonething | want you to take a |l ook at. | want your
pr of essi onal opinion."

He grinned and she scowl ed back to show himshe didn't buy the flattery.
Neverthel ess, it was hard to resist. "What is it?" she asked.

He steered her back toward the lab. "That's what | was hop-ing you woul d
tell nme, Shari."”

Wil e Shem and Japheth noisily enptied a large bow of water in the
corner of the |lab, Murphy pulled the chunk of weather-beaten wood out of
his briefcase. He knew that as soon as Shari had an archaeol ogi cal puzzle
to solve, she'd be so totally focused on it that she m ght possibly
forget to interrogate himabout his weekend activities. At |east that was
what he was hopi ng

"Well, it's definitely old," she said, putting the wood under a powerful
m croscope. "It's practically fossilized. But there's sonething el se—a

| ayer of something that's bonded with the surface."

Mur phy cl apped her on the shoul der, al nost upsetting the m croscope on
its stand. "I'mbeginning to think I know what that is."

"You do?"

"Chenmar. Zepheth. Kopher. Renenber?"

Shari | ooked up from what she was doing. "Were did you get this,

Pr of essor Mur phy?"

"Never mind that now, Shari. Chenmar nmeans to bubble up. Zepheth neans to
flow. And hop her means to cover or nake wa-tertight. Put themtogether
and they formthe biblical word for pitch."

"Pitch?"



"Biturmen. Asphalt. It bubbles out of the ground in liquid form and

shi pbuil ders used to spread it over planks to make themwaterti ght. The
Bible tal ks about tar pits in Genesis Fourteen: Ten. Apparently there
were a lot of tar pits near Babylon."

Shari folded her arnms. "Sounds |i ke you've been doi ng sonme serious Bible
study over the weekend, Professor. Anything el se you can tell ne?"

"Well, Shari, did you know that pitch was used to cover the papyrus
basket that baby Mdses was floating i n when Pharaoh's daughter found hinf
Exodus Two: Three."

"I al ways wondered how a basket nade of reeds stayed afloat."

"And the same stuff was used in the construction of the Tower of Babel

It says in Cenesis Eleven: Three that they used tar instead of nortar
bet ween the bricks."

Shari was w de-eyed now. He definitely had her attention. "Is this piece
of wood sonmething to do with the Tower of Babel ?"
Mur phy rubbed his chin. "I'mnot sure. The first thing we have to do is

find out howold it is. Which means we need the best carbon-dating
equi prrent we can lay our hands on."

"The Parchnents of Freedom Foundati on?" asked Shari ex-citedly.
"Exactly. If you wouldn't mind just handing nme the phone, Shari

Mur phy punched in the nunber and drunmmed his fingers on the workbench in
anticipation. He didn't even notice Shem and Japhet h chasi ng each ot her
excitedly round his feet.

"Yeah, hi. This is Mchael Mirphy at Preston University. Can | speak to
Isis McDonal d<+ mean, Dr. MDonal d? Sure, | can hold." He drunmmed his
fingers sone nore, wondering why he was so nervous. Was it just the
excitenent over a new archaeo-logical find? Then he heard a faniliar
voice in his ear, and for a nmonment he was transported back to the ancient
sewers of Tar-Qasir and the vision of a crazed fanatic coning at himwth
a but cher knife.

"Murphy, is it really you?"

He snapped back to the present, cal med by her soft Scottish brogue.

"Yeah, | think so, Isis. Long tine no speak. How have you been doi ng?"
"You know nme, M chael. Just poring over dusty old manu-scripts in ny
little office. | haven't been in a life-threatening situation since .
well, since the last time | saw you, actually."

He | aughed, picturing her up to her ankles in old books and papers,
pushing her red hair out of her eyes as she furiously scanned the chaos
for sone vital piece of parchnent. "I'mglad to hear that, Isis. And I'd
very nmuch like to keep things that way."

"But ?" she said good-naturedly.

"Well, | was hoping you could do ne a favor."

"As long as it doesn't involve traveling hal fway around the world and
doing battle with a murderous psychopath.”

"Absolutely. | promise." He | aughed nervously. "You won't have to | eave
the building, let alone Washi ngton."

"So what have you got for ne?"

"A fragment of wood. AOd. Very old."

"And you want to know exactly how ol d."

"That's right."

"And you want to know yesterday."

"If it's not too much trouble."



"OfF course. Not a problem Send it over and I'lIl get right onit."
"Thanks, Isis. | really owe you. Let nme know if there's any-thing | can
do in return."”

After a pause she said, "Next time, don't wait six nonths before you cal
me. And don't wait until you need a favor."

He started to think of howto respond, but the Iine was dead. He turned
to Shari with an awkward smle, suddenly feeling the need to get outside
the I ab again, to be doing sone hard physical work that didn't require
too nmuch thought. But Shari was gone.

He caught up with her in the cafeteria. She was sitting on her owmn in a
corner, staring at a nmug of coffee. Murphy slid in beside her and put a
gentl e hand on her arm

"Are you planning to drink that, or are you just seeing if you can turn
it to stone?"

She smiled wearily and brushed a tear from her cheek. "I'm sorry,

Prof essor Murphy. That wasn't very professional, run-ning out |like that.
| just needed to be by nyself, | guess.”

"Do you want ne to go? | don't want to intrude, you know that."

"It's okay. | guess | need to talk to someone, and who better, right?"

"Right. So what's been going on?"

"It's Paul. We had an argunent."

"What about?" He knew Shari and Paul Wallach had been seei ng each ot her
for a while, ever since Shari had nursed himback to health after the
bonb expl osion in the church. They seenmed to be very cl ose

"Somet hi ng stupid." She shook her head. "No, not stupid. | just nean it
wasn't about us. It was about evolution.”

"Evol uti on?"

She nodded. "I don't know who he's been talking to, but he's been reading
some books. He keeps quoting soneone called Dawkins. He had a copy of
Darwin's The Oigin of Species and wanted to show nme these passages he'd
underlined. Things about fossils and how they prove different kinds of
ani mal s evol ved from one anot her and weren't all created at the sane tine
the way it says in the Bible."

"I see. And what did you say?"

"I told him!l didn't have all the answers, but if God created the world,
and if God al so created science, then the two would be conpatible. |
mentioned that my research into the early pioneers of evolution showed
that many of themwere sinply trying to force science to fit in with
their preconceived viewthat God didn't exist. So they cane up with this
theory that species sone-how transformed thensel ves into other species,
in order to take God out of the equation. Yet not one valid transitional
fossil has ever been found, despite clains to the contrary. And with the
di s-covery of the DNA code, which actually prevents one organi smfrom
changing into another organism the theory of evolution to-day is in
shanbles. . . . Although | doubt you'll hear too many evo-lutionists
admt it, especially after all the trouble they' ve gone through to get it
taught in schools."

Mur phy nodded. "That's a great answer, Shari. Paul's still unsure of
where he stands. Knowi ng you has definitely brought himcloser to God,
but he's the one who's going to have to step over the threshold, and in
his owmn tinme." He smled. "But | think we just may have a little

somet hing that could help himon his way."



Shari | ooked up. "Wat do you nean?"

Mur phy tapped his nose conspiratorially. "Let's wait and see what Isis
McDonal d can tell us about our little piece of wood. If I"mright, it
could open Paul's eyes in a big way."

Over the next few days, Mirphy concentrated on getting up to speed with
his |l ecture notes, knowi ng that Dean Fallworth woul d be | ooking over his
shoul der, just waiting for an excuse to boot himoff canpus. Shari
meanwhi | e, was beconing so infatu-ated with Shem and Japhet h—who seened
to think the whol e canpus was their private playground—that she was

begi nning to hope an offer of a good hone wouldn't turn up. She and Pau
hadn't spoken since their argunent, and having the little dogs around her
apartment certainly made her feel less lonely. In fact, they had been so
successful in distracting her fromher prob-lens that when Mirphy burst
into the lab, waving a letter with the Parchnents of Freedom Foundati on
| ogo, she didn't at first understand what he was getting so excited
about .

"The carbon-dating results, Shari. Isis has confirnmed nmy theory. This
could be one of the nobst amazing archaeol ogical finds in the history of
wel |, the history of archaeol ogy."

"That does sound pretty exciting," she laughed. "So what did Isis find
out? How old is it?"

"Between five and six thousand years,"” Mirphy declared tri-unphantly.
Shari shrugged. " Meani ng?"

"Meani ng, " said Murphy, drawing it out, "that our little piece of wood
m ght just be a chunk of . . . Noah's Ark."

Shari junped out of her chair. "Are you serious? | was hold-ing a piece
of Noah's Ark?" She | ooked down at her hand as if it nmight be glow ng
wi th sonme special radiance

"I can't say for sure yet, but the dates seem about right and it
certainly could be a fragnent froma boat of some kind. So ..."

"So, where did you get it? | think you forgot to tell nme that part."
Mur phy held his hands up in nmock surrender. "Were did | get it? Ch,
sure. But listen, Shari, when | tell you, you ve got to renmenber that
this could be one of the nost inportant biblical artifacts ever

di scovered. And | think it says sonewhere in the Bible, "No pain, no
gain,' right?"

"Not in any Bible |'ve read," said Shari, folding her arnms. Mirphy
sighed. "There's no fooling you, is there? You re-nenber that FedEx
package?"

She frowned. "From Methuselah . . . the one with the map. Ch, ny
goodness—the Cave of the Waters! | thought you said you were—=
"I didn't want you worrying, is all. Listen," he continued, hoping to

di stract her fromthe unconfortable facts of his or-deal in the cave,
"the first clue was the three Hebrew words for pitch. God told Noah to
cover the ark with pitch, inside and out. The second clue was the Cave of
the Waters. After the Flood, of course, the face of the earth was covered
by water, |eaving only Noah and his famly to survive."

"Don't forget all the aninmals," said Shari

"Ri ght. Shem and Japheth. Two little dogs. God told Noah to take two of
every kind of animal into the ark so they'd be saved."

"But in case you hadn't noticed, Professor Mirphy, Shem and Japheth are
two little boy dogs," Shari said with a smle. "Didn't God ask Noah to
take male and femal e animals with hinf"



"You're right. Methuselah was cutting corners a little bit there. But he
made his point. He was trying to tell us that the biblical artifact at
stake had something to do with the ark. Which is why | naned our two
little friends Shem and Japheth—after two of Noah's sons."

"If it really is a piece of the ark, where on earth do you think

Met husel ah found it?"

"Not in Tennessee. | think we can be sure of that," said Mirphy.
"Traditionally, the ark is supposed to have finally conme to rest on Munt
Ararat, in Turkey. Plenty of people have | ooked for it over the years,
but no one's ever been successful. Mthusel ah seens to be telling us to
go get it."

Shari | ooked thoughtful. "Wich | eaves one nore thing: Wy did Methusel ah
wite the word Babyl on on the package?"

Mur phy put his hands on Shari's shoul ders. He couldn't hide the truth
fromher. They'd been through too nuch to-gether. Sadly, Shari knew as
wel | as anyone how evil was pres-ent and active in the world.

"I think it was a warning. He's telling us not to forget about the
Seven. "



FOUR

AS MURPHY DROVE into the church parking lot, the first thing he saw was

t he new sanctuary, gleam ng pristine white agai nst the blue sky. Its
physi cal beauty struck him but it was also a powerful synbol of
community and shared faith. And yet, looking at it, he couldn't help
renenbering that terrible night when a nassive expl osion had turned
Preston Conmunity Church into a vision of hell

He put his beat-up Dodge in park and stared off into space. He renenbered
with extraordinary clarity the nonent before the bonb went off. That | ast
fragile second of normality. He was sitting between Shari and Laura.

Shari was agitated because Paul Wallach, a transfer student from Duke,
was supposed to have net her at the church. She'd hoped it would be the
first step in bringing himto a personal experience of Christ, and now
she was worried that she'd frightened himoff, that she should have taken
things nore slowy. Little did she know that he was in the basenment of
the church, right under their feet, ly-ing injured. And there too was her
waywar d brother, Chuck. Already dead. But later found to have set the
bonb.

For some reason he could never recall the nonent of the explosion. Only
the aftermath the flames, the crashing tinbers, the snoke, the scream ng,
and then Laura collapsing and the paranedics rushing her to hospital. In
his mind he was there, sitting by her bed, surrounded by life-support
machi nes, pray-ing as hard as he knew how.

And then a word rose unbidden to his |lips and he found hinsel f

whi spering, "Talon."

The knocking at his window startled himout of his reverie. "Hello,

M chael . Adm ring the new buil di ng?"

The tanned face of Bob Wagoner was sniling down at him Wth his thinning
white hair and his slacks and polo shirt, he |ooked as if he bel onged
nore on the golf course than in the pulpit. And, in fact, Wagoner was
often heard to say that you could | earn as nuch about the frailty of
human nature and the need to put your trust in a higher power while
standing on the first tee with a driver in your hand as you could
listening to preachers in church. He'd often tried to persuade Miurphy to
take up the ganme, but Mirphy doubted he had the spiritual strength to
survive a round wi thout bending that driver round a tree. God designed
golf for saints |ike you, he joked to \Wagoner.

Mur phy rolled down the wi ndow. "Good to see you, Bob. Thanks for agreeing
to neet up. Are you hungry?"

Wagoner grinned. "lIs the Pope a Catholic?"

Mur phy hardly touched his chi cken sandw ch, but \Wagoner finished up his
cheeseburger and chili fries and wi ped his nap-kin across his nouth
before getting down to business. He waited until Roseanne, the gray-
haired waitress who'd been at the Adamis Apple D ner as |ong as anyone
could remenber, re-filled their coffee nmugs and went back to readi ng her
magazi ne by the enpty counter, then fixed a concerned gaze on his friend
"So, Mchael. What's on your mnd? You look a |little beat up, to be
honest. What's been goi ng on?"



Mur phy touched a finger to a |l aceration on his forehead. "Ch, that's
not hi ng, Bob. A few bunps and bruises are par for the course when you're
digging for artifacts. You know that."

Wagoner | ooked thoughtful. "I guess I'll take your word for it, M chael
So something else is troubling you. Wwuld it help to tal k about it?"

Mur phy had so wanted to unburden hinmself. To pour all his feelings out to
his friend. But now that the nonment had cone, he felt tongue-tied
uncertain how to begin

Wagoner let himtake his tinme. He knew the secret of good counseling was
not to be afraid of silence. But as the silence stretched out, he thought
Mur phy woul d appreciate sone gen-tle pronpting.

"I's it Laura?"

Mur phy nodded, then let out a deep sigh. "W've tal ked about all this

bef ore, Bob. And you gave ne the best advice any-one could give. To give
t hanks for the wonderful |ife Laura and | had, to think about that
instead of all the things we never got to do, all the years we woul dn't
be spendi ng together. And torenenber all the good she did, which |ives on
every day in this comunity. And | do, Bob, | thank God every day for
bringing Laura into nmy life and bringing me so nmuch happi ness. But the
truth is, at the same time | just can't believe He let her be taken away.
The pain and enptiness just doesn't get any |less, whatever | do."

Wagoner waited until Mrphy was finished, then he reached out and grasped

his hand firmy. "I don't have any easy answers for you, M chael. You
know that. But you know God will never |eave or forsake us. It may not
seemto be getting any easier now, but He will help you through this,

M chael . And you' ve got lots of friends praying for you too. Every night
Alma and | pray for you and for Shari and the others who were injured in
t he expl osion or who |ost |oved ones."

"I know you do, Bob," Mirphy said, tears welling up. "And | appreciate
it." He wiped a hand across his face and attenpted a snile. "Just don't
slack off, y' hear?"

"That's a prom se," said Wagoner, | aughi ng.

Murphy hesitated. "There is one other thing. Talon." Wagoner's face

dar kened. "The man who killed Laura. And all those others."

"I"'mnot sure you could rightly call hima nman," said Mirphy through
gritted teeth. "And calling himan animal would be an insult to rats and

cockroaches. I'll be honest, Bob. |I feel nothing but hatred for that
evil — He stopped hinmself from bl asphem ng. "Hatred and a burni ng desire
for revenge."

“I'"1l be honest too, Mchael," Wagoner said. "If it had been ny wife he
killed, 1'd feel the sane. It's only natural. But | will say this. Don't
| et the hatred overpower and control you. If we focus on those we hate,
we're in danger of becoming like them Easy to say, | know. But it's the

truth. The devil wants us to sink down to his level. W just can't et

t hat happen. You've got to leave the Almghty to deal with the |ikes of
Talon. | sincerely hope that's the last you ever see of him"

"I hear what you're saying, Bob. But I'mnot sure | can guar-antee our
paths aren't going to cross again."

"What do you nean?"

"I't's just a hunch. Maybe nothing. But |I'm planning an ex-pedition to
search for an inportant biblical artifact, and |I think sonebody wanted to
give me a warning. Alittle bit of a heads-up, if you know what | nean."
Wagoner knew exactly what he nmeant. Tal on. The church bonbing. Laura's
death. It was all tied up with the quest for the CGolden Head of



Nebuchadnezzar, which Murphy had di s-covered near the ancient site of
Babyl on. And sone very pow erful —and evil —peopl e had been determned to
get their hands on it.

"All | can say is be careful, then," Wagoner replied. "You ve never told
me all the details of how you found the head, but | knowit was a white-
knuckl e ride."

"Maybe one day |'lIl wite a book about it," chuckled Murphy. "But right
now | think I'monto sonething just as big."

Bob reached into his pocket and pulled out a card. "Then I'Il say no

nor e—except may God be with you. And you might want to take a | ook at
this some tinme. It's a quote froma fanous preacher. | use it as a

rem nder. The next tine you have a down nmonent, it mght help."

Mur phy slipped the card in his pocket wthout |looking at it.

Wagoner | ooked over to the counter and waved to Roseanne. She nodded and
reached for a pot of coffee. "Say, do you re-nenber that FBI agent Hank
Bai nes?" he asked.

"Sure. Wasn't he the one who worked with Burton Wl sh, the guy in charge
of the church-bonbing investigati on?" \Wagoner nodded. "That's the fella."
"What about hi n?"

"His fam |y has been attending church for the past nonth and a half. They
cone every Sunday. They seemquite inter-ested."”

"That's great. What about Bai nes, does he cone?"

"No, just his wife and daughter. | think their daughter has been in
trouble with the law. | asked Shari Nelson if she night spend sone tine
with her. Wat do you think?"

"That's a great idea. Shari's got her own problens with Paul at the
nmonent. But focusing on soneone el se woul d probably be good for her. It
must be hard to be a | aw enforcenment officer and have your own child in
trouble at the sane tine. If | re-nenber right, Baines was sort of soft-
spoken. He seemed gen-uinely concerned for people. Unlike his boss. What
an arrogant—W bucked heads on several occasions."”

"Welsh is no longer working with the FBI."

"What did they do? Fire hinP" asked Murphy with a smle. "No, | don't
think so. But | was told he's now working for the CIA "

"Good! Maybe | won't have to deal with himanynore!"

"Let's hope you have no reason to," said Wagoner. "Ch, by the way, |

al nost forgot. Back to Hank Bai nes. He gave nme his business card two
weeks ago. He asked nme to give it to you."

e

"Yes. He was quite inmpressed with how you conducted your-self during the
i nvestigation. He was even nore inpressed with how you handl ed things
with Laura. If you renenber, he canme to the funeral. He said he'd like to
talk with you if you could spare himsone tine."

"What about ?"

"I don't know. He didn't say. Here's his card. Wiy don't you give hima
cal I ?"

Wagoner gl anced at his watch

"M chael, | need to get going. Could you drop ne back at the church?
have a three o' cl ock appointnent."
"Sure. Thanks again for your time, and your advice. | really appreciate

it."

Wagoner t ook Murphy's hand in a strong grip. "Remenber what Paul the
Apostle wote in Ronmans: W rejoice in the hope of the glory of God. Not
only so, but we also rejoice in our sufferings, be-cause we know that



suffering produces perseverance; perseverance, char-acter; and character,
hope. And hope does not di sappoint us, because God has poured out His
| ove into our hearts."

Mur phy dr opped Wagoner at the church, waited for himto disappear inside,
then got out of the car and wal ked around to the little cenmetery. He
tried to think about the good tines he and Laura had had together. The

t hought of being near her overcane him Soon he was | ooking down at a

pl ague in the ground.

LAURA MURPHY—SHE LOVED HER LORD

Mur phy sat on the grass and began to weep. He wept until no nore tears
woul d cone. He was not aware of tine

It was the sound of a bird singing in a nearby willow tree that caught
his attention. He |istened.

Thi nk of the good tines.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the card that Pastor Bob had
given himat the restaurant.

If finding God's way in the suddenness of storms nakes our faith grow

broad—then trusting God's wisdomin the "dailyness" of living makes it

grow deep. And strong. Whatever nmay be your circum stances—however |ong

it may have | asted—wherever you may be today, | bring you this reni nder

The stronger the winds, the deeper the roots, and the | onger the w nds .
the nore beautiful the tree



FI VE

IT WAS 1: 50 A M when Shane Barrington clinbed the steps fromthe tarnmac
to his private Qulfstream|V. He was greeted at the door by the copilot.
Carl Foreman touched his hand to his cap, uncertain whether to say
anything. In the four years he had worked for Barrington, he'd learned to
read his noods pretty well. Barrington demanded obedi ence, but he was
irritated by obse-qui ousness. During those four years, Carl had seen as
many people fired for overt sycophancy as for inefficiency or

i nconpe-tence, and he put his own relatively |ong career as a Barrington
enpl oyee down to knowi ng just what was required in any given situation

Ri ght now, Barrington's default expression, an un-pleasantly cynical
scowl , had been replaced by a | ook that, on any normal person, Carl would
have interpreted as fear. But

Barri ngton was a man who didn't fear anything. Wich is why Carl was
nmonentarily wrong-footed.

And why he nmade the first—and | ast—i stake of his career as an enpl oyee
of Barrington Conmuni cati ons.

"Are you okay, M. Barrington, sir? You | ook kinda—*

Barrington whirled on him teeth bared like an animal's. "What did you
say?" he snarled, and for a second Carl thought Barrington was actually
going to grab himby the throat.

"I just . . . I'msorry, sir. It was nothing . . ." he stammered

"Correct me if I'mwong, Foreman," Barrington continued, nore measured
now, the initial inmpulse toward physical violence transmuted into a tone
of icy cruelty, "but | don't believe | pay you to | ook after nmy health.
Don't | pay you to fly a plane?" He smled. "O should | say |I used to
pay you to fly a plane. When we get to Switzerland, you're fired. But
don't worry, they're always | ooking for ski instructors out there. |I'm
sure you'll make out just fine."

Carl stood |like a statue as Barri ngton pushed past himto the interior of
t he plane. Four years up in snoke because of one stu-pid remark. Because
for a nonent he'd forgotten that Barrington was one of the world' s nost
rut hl ess busi ness operators and Carl had instinctively reached out to him
like a normal hunman bei ng.

As he made his way back to the cockpit, he wondered how he was going to
tell Renee. They'd have to change their plans about noving to that big
house in the hills, and maybe that would nmean she'd change her plans
about the two of them The twenty-grand di anond engagenent ring was
definitely out of the question now.

For a nonent he fantasized about deliberately crashing the plane into the
Al ps. That would show Barrington who was really in control. But he knew
he didn't have the guts to do it. No, he thought with a wy chuckle, the
only way the plane was going down was if the believers in Christ got
snatched up to heaven in mdflight, like in that book Renee kept telling
himto read, and the bad guys like Barrington were left to fend for

t hensel ves. Assuning, of course, that he and the other pilot got picked
for the angels' team And that the devil didn't decide to help his own
and take over the controls hinself.



Stretching out his nmuscular frame in a padded | eather seat de-signed to
fit his body perfectly, and to allow himto relax on even the | ongest
flights, simlar thoughts went through Barrington's nind. How foolish to
deliberately humiliate a key nmenber of the flight crew before they were
even in the air. The man's fate neant nothing to him but it was never a
good idea to have the pilot of your own plane plotting revenge agai nst
you, as he no doubt was at this very nonent.

Al t hough he had nmerely been exercising his ultimate power over the people
he commanded, Barrington knew that it had actually been a nonent of
weakness on his part. He had | ashed out at one of his enpl oyees because
he was scared.

No, terrified.

Terrified of the people he was flying to Switzerland to see. The Seven.
Because al t hough they had hel ped to nake himthe world' s richest and nost
power ful busi nessman, they could just as easily destroy him

And he doubted they had sunmoned himto that grimcastle of theirs in the
nmount ai ns because they were pleased with him

He spent the rest of the flight going over in his nmind every detail of
what he had been doing for the Seven, trying to find the weak points, the
signs of failure, anything that night be in-terpreted as di sobedi ence or

| ack of application. He refused all offers of food or drink—keeping a
chef he had snatched froma four-star Parisian restaurant standing idle
in the plane's luxu-rious kitchen—dntil he had exhausted every
possibility, but by the time the wheels touched down with a bunmp at
Zurich Airport, he was no nearer to knowing the truth

He woul d have to wait until he was sitting facing themand they told him
how he had nmessed up. And then they would tell himwhat they were going
to do with him

He | aughed. A sharp, nervous sound |i ke a dog barking. Carl Foreman woul d
get to fly the plane back after all. Barrington was the one who was goi ng
to be fired. And when the Seven fired you, they fired you good.

They' d probably have that murderous psychopath Tal on on hand to do the
deed.

Barri ngt on shuddered as he heard the door being opened. Then he stood up,
adjusted his tie, shot his cuffs, and tried to nmuster as nuch dignity as
he could. The linm would be waiting, he knew Wth that creepy driver
behi nd the wheel, no doubt. The roller coaster had started. There was no
way he could get off until the ride was finished

It was just a question of whether he had enough self-control to stop

hi nsel f from scream ng

Driving out of the city, Barrington tried to focus on what he could see
out the snmoked wi ndows. They crossed the Limmat River and passed the
stately Grossnunster Cathedral, built by Charlenagne in the 700s. The
Holy Roman Enperor. That was power, Barrington nused. In the Dark Ages,
the Enpire had been the nearest thing to a world governnent.

And if the Seven had their way, such a thing would be seen again. Only
this time they would truly control every corner of the entire gl obe.

He t hought of engaging the driver in conversation, just to see if he
could pick up any hint of what was on the Seven's m nd. Then just in tine
he renmenbered what was so odd about this particular chauffeur

He had no tongue.



And Barrington was sure he'd be happy to remind himof the fact by
openi ng his mouth in that awful, enpty grin that had so shocked him
during their first ride to the castle together.

Soon they were on tw sting nountain roads rising higher and higher. The
cl ouds on the nmountains were low, and flurries of snow were beginning to
stick to the tarmac. In such a |landscape it was possible to believe you
had I eft the real world altogether and were now entering some strange
fantastical real mof witches and denons.

"I guess we're not in Kansas anynore, eh, Toto?" Barrington nuttered.

The driver started to turn his head toward the backseat, and Barrington
qui ckly reassured him "It's okay. | know you don't speak. | was just
talking to nyself."

Barri ngton had his eyes closed when the crunch of the Mercedes's tires on
gravel told himthey were pulling up in front of the castle. He was gl ad
he hadn't watched it Ioomout of the nmist as they approached. The sight
of those gothic spires rising like waiths in a cemetery m ght have been
enough to weaken his resolve.

Remenmber he told hinself as he stepped out of the car and under the
chauffeur's waiting unbrella, get to the end of the ride wi thout show ng
fear. Then they haven't conpletely beaten you.

He | ooked at his watch. Right on time. Something about be-ing in

Swi tzerl and encouraged punctuality, he thought. He glanced at his
wor dl ess conpani on as the chauffeur ushered himtoward the giant w ought-
i ron door of the castle.

And sonet hi ng about working for the Seven, no doubt.

He had forgotten just how large the entry hall was. He was al one except
for several suits of ancient arnmor standing like sightless and lifeless
guards of the unknown in the flickering light of a dozen torches set into
the walls.

| guess they assunme | know the drill, Barrington thought. As if he could
forget.
Across the darkly lit hall, Barrington saw the | arge steel door, a sharp

rem nder of the twenty-first century amd all the nmedieval gloom He took
a breath and wal ked toward it. As he approached, there was a | ow hi ssing
and it slid open. He en-tered, and the door hissed closed again. He

| ooked at the two buttons in front of him He pushed the down arrow,
wondering if he would Iive to push the other one.

The sense of descendi ng was al nost inperceptible. Then the doors hissed
open and Barrington stepped into a |l arge, shad-owy room The only |ight
was a beamfromthe ceiling, which illumnated a famliar shape—an
ornately carved wooden chair with gargoyles on the arns. Twenty feet in
front of the chair was a long table with a blood-red cloth covering it
and hangi ng down to the floor.

Behind the table were seven chairs, occupi ed by six people—er, rather,
six silhouettes. The center chair was enpty

"Wl cone, Senor Barrington. It has been sone tinme since we have seen you.
Conme and sit in the chair of honor," said a silky Hispanic voice.

As Barrington noved forward toward the chair in the center of the room
he heard a shuffling in the shadows to his right. As he glanced in that
direction, he could see a figure energing fromthe darkness and wal ki ng
toward the center chair behind the table. Barrington and the darkened
figure sat down at the sane tine.

Barrington gripped the arms of the chair and waited for the man seated at
the center to speak. As the silence stretched, fear turned to



frustration. After everything he'd done for the Seven—every lie, every
crimnal act, every betrayal —eouldn't they treat himw th sone respect?
Only one thing gave himhope: If they were still hiding their faces from
him then maybe they weren't planning to kill him

Then agai n, maybe they were just nmessing with his nmind. That seened to be
their specialty.

At last the icy voice Barrington had been expecting broke the silence.
"You're a busy man, M. Barrington. And so are we— There was a fem nine
cough fromhis right.

"I beg your pardon. W are busy nen and wonen. |f you think we woul d have

wast ed your time and ours bringing you here nmerely to. . . elimnate
you, then you still underestimate the inportance of the great task we are
all pledged to accomplish. No, since we injected five billion dollars

i nto your com pany, you have perforned well enough. W are still a |long

way from our goal, but our control of Barrington Comrunications is a
cruci al weapon in our arnory."

A chuckl e cane fromthe speaker's left. "How el se would we be able to
fight the good fight?"

The voice resunmed, now with a trace of annoyance. "l|ndeed. But now we
need you to performanother task for us. One that will give full reinto
your worst character traits—er should | say skills."

Barrington started to protest, but the voice cut himoff. "You know who
M chael Murphy is?"

"OfF course,"” Barrington said. "The archaeol ogist. | seemto renmenber you
want ed hi mdead at one point. Until you thought he'd be nore useful

alive. So, has he outlived his use-ful ness? You want hi mdiscreetly taken
out? And you want ne to do it?" He said it as if it would be a routine
task. Just an-other itemon his busy to-do list.

"Not at all, M. Barrington," responded the voice, in a tone that
suggested he was speaking to a particularly dimwitted third-grader. "W
don't keep you around for that sort of thing. Although | suppose you
could say we want you to nake Professor Miurphy an offer he can't refuse."
Barri ngton was intrigued. "And what would that be?" "Wy, we want you to
of fer Murphy a job. A job with Barrington Conmunications.”

Barri ngton was confused. "He's an archaeol ogist, not a TV reporter. Wat
can | offer hinP"

"Money, of course," canme the reply. "Archaeol ogical digs are an expensive
busi ness, and Murphy's thinking is so far outside the mainstream he has
a hard time attracting funds. If he felt he was on the trail of something
huge—sonet hing irresisti bl e-he m ght take noney even fromyou, if it

meant the difference between suc-cess and failure. Wth your silver

tongue, |I'msure you'll be able to persuade himof the benefits of being
Barri ngt on Communi - cati ons' archaeol ogi cal correspondent."

Barri ngton stroked his chin. "Yeah, | think | could do that. |I m ght
need—

"You'll get the necessary funds," snapped the voice. "Another billion

dollars deposited in a special account should be enough to turn the whole
of the Mddle East into one huge archaeological dig, if that's what

Mur phy wants. "

Barri ngton whistled. "It sure beats thirty pieces of silver. But what's
init for you? Wiy do you want Murphy on the payroll?"

A femal e voice with sonme sort of European accent cut in. "Yours is not to
reason why, Barrington."

She |l et himconplete the rest of the quotation for hinself.



Yours is but to do and die.

"Quite so," agreed the icy voice. "But there's no harmin show ng our
friend here a little of the big picture. You see, M. Barrington, M chae
Mur phy has a knack for finding archaeo-1ogical objects that are of oo
interest to us. It might make life a little easier if we were all on the
same team Even if Mirphy doesn't know it."

There was an appreciative ripple of |aughter around the table. "Keep your
friends close, eh?" Barrington said, and this tinme it was their turn to
conpl ete the quotation

"And your enem es closer. Exactly," agreed the voice. "Now, get back to
your plane and start planning exactly how you're going to corrupt M chae
Mur phy's soul . "

Barrington rose to go, feeling the tension draining out of him

"One nore thing," barked the voice, freezing himin md-stride. "In case
you were worrying about that disgruntled enployee—er should | say ex-
enpl oyee—who m ght have sone interesting things to tell the authorities."
"You mean Foreman?" How t he heck did they know about hin? "He woul dn't
dare. He knows ny reputation better than to try anything."

"Just to be on the safe side, we took care of him" said the voice, and
just then Barrington noticed another figure, seated in a shadowy corner
of the room

O course. Talon. So Foreman woul dn't have to brush up on his downhil
skills after all. Barrington felt a chill go through his entire body, and
he qui ckened his step to the elevator doors. He was sure he could fee
those predator's eyes on his back all the way.

As soon as the steel doors had cl osed behind him soft light-ing

illum nated the faces of the six nen and one woman seat ed around the
table. As one, they turned to the man in the cor-ner, whose features were

still obscured by shadow yet seened to emanate a controlled ferocity.
"Wl cone, Talon. | trust M. Foreman presented no prob-Iens?"
Tal on sneered. "Swatting a bug would present nore . . . prob-lens." He

turned to the man occupying the central chair. "So we're now trying the
di pl omati ¢ approach with Murphy." He spat out the last word as if getting

rid of sonething distasteful. "You' re sure you don't want sonething nore
direct? Since | seemto be swatting bugs, | could easily squash this one
for you too."

"Easy, Talon," the |l eader of the Seven soothed. "I know you and Mirphy

have unfi ni shed business. And the tinme to con-clude that business nmay not
be far off. You recall our informer inside the Parchments of Freedom
Foundati on provided some intriguing i nformati on about a newly discovered
and very valu-able artifact? I'mbeginning to think it nay be nore

val uabl e than even they know. It could be vital to the unveiling of

Babyl on's dark power. And now, today, we hear fromour agents in the CIA
that there is sonmething very secret going on in Turkey. | wonder if these
two things are connected? What do you think, Talon?"

Tal on knew he was bei ng mani pul ated, skillfully deflected fromhis
natural murderous inpulses. But the Seven paid well, and he knew t hey
woul d want himto bl oody his hands again before too | ong.

"I guess |I'd better see if |I can find out," he said, rising to go. He

wal ked to the elevator with the fluid stride of a beast of prey, then
turned and grinned. "Wo knows, perhaps ny friend Miurphy is invol ved.
Perhaps we are fated to neet again. And this tine, | think, only one of
us will walk away."



SI X

"I'T MUST BE SOVETHI NG pretty inportant for an FBI agent to conme and tal k
to me in person,” Mirphy said warily. "Something you didn't want to talk
about on the phone. Let me guess—you' ve uncovered a plot to overthrow the
govern-nment, and you think it's all being planned fromour little
church. ™

Bai nes frowned. "Look, Professor Murphy. I'mwlling to admt the bureau
made sone m stakes during the investigation of the bonmbing." He saw

Mur phy rai se his eyebrows. "Ckay, sone big mstakes."

"And you' ve cone to apologize on behalf of the FBI? After all this tine?
How ni ce," Mirphy said.

Bai nes st opped and put his hands on his hips. They were wal ki ng on the
path at the edge of the canmpus, where the woods began to clinb up a
gentle hill, and the tension between them seenmed out of place in such a
tranquil setting. Miurphy faced himand crossed his arns.

"Prof essor Murphy, if there was anything | could do to nake up for the
pain the bureau caused you and your wife, | would. And if you want an
apol ogy fromne, you got it."

"But that's not why you wanted to see ne," Mirphy said.

"No. There's something else | need to talk to you about. Not bureau

busi ness at all. Look," he said, indicating the place under his jacket
where a shoul der hol ster would normally be. "I'mnot even wearing a gun.”
"So this is personal ?"

"That's right." Baines |ooked down at the ground. He was tall, a couple

i nches over six feet, with broad shoul ders and a rangy physique, but at
that nmonment he | ooked wei ghed down with cares. Mirphy decided to take

pity on him

"Ckay, Agent Baines. Bob Wagoner told nme you had sonme family problens you
wanted to discuss. I"'msorry if | gave you a hard tinme. |I'mnot proud of
it, but I still feel a lot of bitterness about what happened. Not that it
was your fault. I'mtaking it out on the wong guy."

"That's okay," Baines replied, visibly relaxing. "If | was in your shoes,
I'd still be churned up about a |l ot of things."

"So why did you want to see ne?" Mirphy asked.

"That's kind of the point," Baines explained. "The way you dealt with al
that stuff. The fal se accusations, when the FBI thought nmenmbers of the
congregati on had been involved in blowing up the church, and then

what happened to your w fe. However nmuch pain was thrown at you, you
seened to have an inner stability. Something was keepi nhg you goi ng,
stopping youfromgiving in to total despair like a |lot of people would
have in that situation.”

"Faith," said Murphy sinply. "Wen everything in your life goes wong,
that's all you've got. But it's all you need.”

"Right," said Baines, nodding. "Like | say, | was inpressed. So when
things started to go wong in nmy life, you were the person | thought of."
Murphy's initial antagoni smhad conpl etely evaporated now. Baines seened
sincere and was clearly willing to bare his soul. That kind of humlity
froma federal agent was rare enough to deserve his full attention



"Come on," said Murphy. "Let's keep wal king, since it's such a beautiful
norni ng. And you can tell me what the prob-lemis. If | can help you,
will."

"Thanks," said Baines. "You don't know how nuch | appreci-ate it. |'ve
been going crazy these past nonths, and | just didn't know where to
turn.”

They wal ked on in silence for a couple mnutes while Baines gathered his
t hought s.

"My wi fe and daughter have been going to Preston Corn-runity Church for a
while," he began. "It was ny wife's idea. She thought it would be good
for Tiffany, and since nothing el se seens to get through to her, |

t hought, why not give it a try?"

"So Tiffany's the probl enP"

Bai nes nodded wearily. "I'll say. The | ast straw was when she got
arrested with sone of her friends. They were riding in a car, drinking
beer and tossing the enpty cans at people on the sidewal k. For soneone
like me, who spends his time trying to catch crimnals, trying to keep
the streets safe for people like Tiffany and her friends, it's tough to
deal with. And like | say, that was just the last on a long list of
stuff—all sorts of m sbehavior."

Mur phy | ooked thoughtful. "So when did all this start? Wen did you first
think there was a probl enP"

"It sounds kind of trivial," Baines said. "But it started with her room
She woul dn't clean up, it was always such a nmess. And if ny wife

Jenni fer, took her to task about it, Tiffany would curse her out.

Overni ght she seenmed to becone a differ-ent person—oud, excitable,
argunent ati ve, always changi ng her mnd, never follow ng through with

anything, and angry all the tinme—alnost |like she was possessed, |ike that
girl in The Exorcist."
Mur phy | aughed and patted Baines on the shoulder. "I'mnot a priest, |I'm

afraid, so | can't help you with casting out denons. But | very nuch
doubt things have reached that stage. It sounds |ike you' ve just got a
somewhat strong-willed daugh-ter on your hands."

"Then how conme | can't get through to her? Wy does everything we do just
make thi ngs worse?"

"Let me ask you a question," Mirphy said. "Does your daughter do anything
right?"

He could tell the question knocked Bai nes back a little.

"Well, yeah, sure. | mean, she's creative, she does well in art at
school . And she gets good grades in English. Wen she can be bothered to
finish her assignnents,"” he added.

"And what about you?" Mirphy asked. "Are you the cre-ative type?"

Bai nes | ooked a little confused. This was supposed to beabout Tiffany,
not him "No way. Wiy do you think |I ended up an FBI agent? | like to
deal with facts, logic. Everything in its right place. Details.
Structure. Artistic people seemso nessy and undisciplined to ne. And
they let their enptions take over. | like to stay calm be in control of
nysel f."

Mur phy | aughed. "Well, Hank, | think you just told ne why you and Tiffany
aren't getting along. You're just two totally dif-ferent personality
types, is all. She's spontaneous and creative, lets her enotions run
free. You're logical and controlled. And | imagine you re a perfectionist
too. Only the best is good enough. You two are bound to rub each ot her
the wrong way."



Bai nes rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "So what should | do? |Is there sone
sel f-help book that's going to tell nme how to act around ny daughter?"
Murphy sniled. "There's only one book that's guaranteed to hel p—whatever
the problem And that's the Bible."

"The Bi bl e has stuff about parenting?"

"Sure. In the Book of Col ossians, Chapter Three, it says,

Fat hers, don't aggravate your children. If you do they wll becone
di s-couraged and quit trying. Do you think Tiffany has quit trying?"
"Yeah, maybe."

"And was your father a perfectionist? Was he critical of you, nagging al
the time?"

"As a matter of fact he was," Bai nes admtt ed.

"Well, you were able to respond to your father's perfection-ism by
becom ng a perfectionist yourself, by beating himat his own ganme, |'m
guessing. For Tiffany—because she's got a differ-ent personality—t's not
so easy. Maybe she gets di scouraged because your standards are so high
Whien was the last tinme you encouraged her, told her she was doi ng great,
that you liked her art or whatever?"

Bai nes | ooked crestfallen. "I don't remenber. Not for a while." He turned
to Murphy. "You' ve given nme a lot to think about, Professor Mirphy."
"Please, call me Mchael. And don't hesitate to give ne a call if you

want to discuss anything we tal ked about. Look, ny assis-tant, Shari

Nel son, she's great at reaching out to teenagers with problens. She's had
her share and she's wi se beyond her years. Pastor Bob suggested she m ght
i ntroduce herself to Tiffany and your wife next time they attend church."
"That woul d be great." Bai nes nodded.

"And rmeanwhil e, why not pick up the Bible and see what el se you can find
init that's relevant to your life? It's never too late to start readi ng
the Good Book. Start with the Book of Col ossians.™”

Bai nes shook Murphy's hand, his spirits lifted. "I will," he said. "Thank
you. Look, | won't take up any nore of your valu-able tine. You' ve got
classes to teach, artifacts to dig up, no doubt."

"Actually, | do," Murphy said. "But |'malways happy to help out if I

can. You' ve got ny nunber."

He wat ched Baines wal k toward the parking lot, feeling his ow spirits
lift. Nothing |ike focusing on soneone else's prob-lenms to get your own

i n perspective, he thought.

He didn't hear the soft clicking of a canera frombehind the trees. He
had no idea a pair of dark, feral eyes were watching him



SEVEN

IT WAS TEN M NUTES TO NINE and the Menorial Lecture Hall was beginning to
fill up. Wich for a Monday norn-ing was a sonewhat unusual occurrence
Preston University students tended to play hard on weekends and sl eep
|ate the next day. Hence the first lecture of the week was known anong
the teaching faculty as the graveyard shift. Depressing if you wanted an
audi ence that was going to eagerly soak up your words of wi s-dom A
relief if you were a little tired yourself and were glad the class wasn't
too alert.

But this |lecture was being given by M chael Mirphy, and sonehow the word
had gotten out over the weekend that he wasn't going to be speaking on

t he designated topic: How to nap out an archaeol ogi cal site.

He was going to be tal ki ng about Noah's Ark.

As the rows continued to fill up, sone of the students |aughed and joked
toget her. But nost were earnestly discussing the likely content of

Mur phy' s | ecture.

Wasn't Noah's Ark just a story fromthe Bible? Did it really exist?

One thing was sure: \Watever Professor Murphy had to say about it would
likely change the way they thought about it.

Shari Nel son had arrived early to set up the PowerPoint projector for her
boss. But she was as anxious as the rest to hear what he was going to
say.

Paul Wallach was in the front row, wearing his typical pressed slacks and
sports shirt. His dark hair was neatly trimred, as if he had just been to
t he barber, and he was wear-ing one shiny loafer. His left foot was stil
in a wal king cast, the explosion at the Preston Community Church having
severely damaged his leg and foot. Finishing up with the projector, Shari
left the stage and cane to sit next to him

She hadn't tied her hair back as she usually did. It was hanging | ong

its jet-black luster contrasting with the shining silver crucifix at her
throat. The way her sparkling green eyes seened riveted to himas he
spoke, it was easy to see that she cared for himdeeply. It was as if she
was trying with all her be-ing to bridge a chasm between them

Then, at exactly nine o'clock, Mirphy strode into the hall and the
chattering ceased alnost instantly. Hi s magnetic presence was such that
he never had to raise his voice or ask for quiet.

Mur phy wal ked to the desk in the center of the roomand placed his

| ecture materials down. He | ooked up at the silent crowd, quickly
checking to see who was there, and | aunched straight into the | ecture.
"Noah's Ark: Is it a fact, or is it a fable?"

For the next ten minutes Mirphy tal ked about the Fl ood story and about
Noah buil ding the ark, quoting the Book of CGenesis from nenmory and endi ng
with the rai nbow

"The rai nbow in the sky was God's pronise to Noah that He woul d never
again destroy the world by flood waters."

Mur phy then clicked on the PowerPoi nt projector



"As you can see fromthe followi ng slides, there are nany historians and
schol ars who, down through the mllennia, have nentioned the ark as an
actual stucture, and even tal ked of Noah. Keep in mnd, these are al
docunent ed, non-bi blical sources. So even without the Bible, there are
pl enty of pieces of recorded evi-dence in the historical record to

concl ude that a global flood did indeed occur on our planet nore than
five thousand years ago."

The Samaritan Pentateuch-5th century B.C
Tal ks about the landing place of the ark
Targunms—5th century B. C
Tal ks about | ocation of the ark
Ber ossus—275 B. C
A Chal dean priest: "It is said, noreover, that
a portion of the vessel still survives in Arnmenia
and that persons carry off pieces of the
bi tumen, which they use as talismans."”
Ni chol as of Damascus—30 B. C
"Relics of the tinmbers were | ong preserved
Josephus—-A. D. 75
"Rermai ns which to this day are shown to
t hose who are curious to see them”
Theophi lus of Antioch-A. D. 180
"And of the ark, the remains are to this day
seen in the Arabi an nountain.
Eusebi us—A. D. 3rd century
"Asmall part of the ark still remained in
t he Gordi an Mount ai ns. "
Epi phani us—A. D. 4th century
"The remains are still shown and if one | ooks
diligently he can still find the altar of Noah."

| sidore of Seville-A. D. 6th century

"So even to this day wood remains of it are to be seen.™
Al - Masudi —A. D. 10t h century "The place can still be seen.'
| bn Haukal —A. D. 10th century

"Noah built a village there at the foot of the nmountain."
Benjanmi n of Tudel a—A. D. 12th century

"Orar Ben Ac Khatab renoved parts of the ark

fromthe summit and nade a nosque of it."

Murphy let the words on the screen speak for thensel ves. The cl ass seened
stunned t hat what they had thought of as a Bible story was so well
docunented in other sources. Mirphy turned off the projector.

"Any questions so far?"

One hand went up. It was right in front of Murphy and be-1onged to Pau
Wal | ach. Paul had originally cone to Preston to take a busi ness-studies
course, but partly under Shari's influ-ence, he had becone an

ent husi asti c archaeol ogy student.

"I noticed on your slides, Professor Mirphy, that several dif-ferent
nmount ai n ranges were nentioned. There were the Gordian Muntains, the



Arabi an Mount ai ns, and the Muntains of Arnmenia. Doesn't that prove that
the informati on was nade up and no one really knows?"

There was nore than a touch of hostility and challenge in Paul's
guestion, and Shari was now | ooki ng at Paul with annoyance.

Murphy sniled, as he usually did, even when challenged in front of
others. You could have heard a pin drop in the silent lecture theater as
t he audi ence waited for his response.

"That's a good question, Paul. Thank you for drawi ng that to our
attention. Present-day Arnenia is just a few mles from Munt Ararat.
Turkey is located in the continent of Asia, and this part of the world is
often referred to as an Arabian area. Wth regard to calling it the
Cordi an Mount ai ns, you have to renmenber that these witers each came from
different areas and wote in different tine periods. The nanes of places
change over tinme. Istanbul, Turkey, was once called Constantinople. Munt
Ararat is also known as Agri Daugh, which means pai nful nountai n. Most
scholars believe that the witers were all referring to the same genera
area, calling it by the only names they knew at the tine."

Paul |ooked a little disappointed, as if the question had been desi gned
purely to needle Murphy and it hadn't worked. Another hand went up in the
back. It was O ayton Anderson, the class cl own.

"Prof essor Murphy? What did Noah say to his sons while all the animals
were entering the ark?"

Murphy could tell he was being set up

"I give up, Cayton. Wiat did he say?"

"Now | herd everything."

Sone of the class | aughed, nost groaned, and nore hands shot in the air.
"Terry!" said Murphy as he pointed to a tall thin student. "Professor
Mur phy? What did Noah say to his sons when they wanted to go fishing?"
"What, Terry?"

"Go easy with the bait, boys—there's only two worns!" Murphy didn't mnd
alittle hunor, but he didn't want to lose control totally.

"One nore question. Pam you're the |last one."

"Was Noah's wife called Joan of Ark?"

Mur phy rai sed both of his hands to qui et everyone down.

"The short answer, Pam is no. But if you're interested in who Noah's
wife really was, | think | can answer that. In the fourth chapter of
Cenesis there is the story of Cain and Abel. Cain had a son by the nane
of Enoch. Some Jewi sh scholars be-lieve that Cain was the inventor of

wei ghts and neasures and sone types of surveying equi pnent. They believe
that because of a great city he built and named after his son Enoch.
Enoch had a nunber of sons and one of them was Lanech.”

Mur phy could see fromthe blank faces in front of himthat he needed to
get to his conclusion fast.

"Ckay, hang on! Lanech had three sons: Jabal, known as the father of
those who live in tents and deal with animals; Jubal, the father of
nmusi ci ans, and Tubal -cain, the father of all netal-lurgy. Tubal -cai n had
a sister by the nane of Naanmah, which neans beautiful. Many ancient

Jewi sh schol ars believe that Naanah became Noah's wife."

It seenmed like a good tine to use the Power Point again. Mirphy waited a
nmonent or two and then turned on the pro-jector.

"We | eft off |ooking at historical docunments concerning Noah and the ark
The next slide gives you a list of a few other authors who have tal ked
about the ark and its location."

QO her Hstorical Authors Witing About



Noah and the Ark

H eronymus—30 B. C.

The Quran-A.D. 7th century
Eutyches—A. D. 9th century

W1 liamof Rubruck-A D. 1254

Qdori ¢ of Pordenone-A.D. 12th century
Vi ncent of Beauvai s—A.D. 13th century
lbn AL Md-A. D. 13th century
Jordanus—A. D. 13th century

Pegol otti-A D. 1340

Marco Pol o—A. D. 14th century
Conzal ez De Clavijo-A. D. 1412

John Heywood-A. D. 1520

Adam d eari us-A. D. 1647

Jans Janszoon Struys-A D 1694

A hand was raised in the back of the room

"Prof essor Murphy, | was told by sonmeone that they have found pieces of
the ark. Is that true?"

Mur phy took a deep breath. For a nonent he thought Shari had told soneone
about his adventures in the Cave of the Waters and his amazing find
there. But he knew she was the soul of discretion. Even under torture she
woul d have kept his secret.

"Wl |, there have been sone very interesting discoveries. Mouwunt Ararat is
about seventeen thousand feet high. Mst ark sightings have been
sonewher e between the fourteen-thousand -and si xt een-thousand- f oot

el evation level. In 1876, British Viscount Janmes Bryce clinbed Munt
Ararat in search of the ark. He didn't find it, but he did find wood
above the thirteen--thousand-foot level. Let me quote you what he said.”
Mur phy shuffl ed around on his desk and canme up with a piece of paper.
"Bryce stated the fol |l owi ng

Mounting steadily along the sanme ridge, | saw at a hei ght of over
thirteen thousand feet, lying on the | oose rocks, a piece of wood about
four feet long and five inches thick, evidently cut by sone tool, and so
far above the limt of trees that it could by no possibility be a natural
fragnent of one...

"The question is, could that piece of wood have washed down fromthe ark
whi ch was hi gher on the nountain? Along this sanme line, a man nanmed E. de
Mar kof f, a menber of the Russian |nperial Geographical Society, found
wood near the fourteen-thousand-foot |evel. Also, in 1936, a New Zeal and
ar - chaeol ogi st cal | ed Hardw cke Kni ght found waterl ogged rectan-gul ar

ti mbers protruding out of the snow. These pieces of wood were nine inches
to a foot square. The wood was very dark and extrenely soft. He concl uded
that they nust have been sub-nerged in water for a long period of tine."
Mur phy turned and grabbed anot her piece of paper off his desk.

"This represents probably the nost fanmpus wood find above the tinberline
It was discovered by Fernand Navarra. |In 1952, he and a search team were
| ooking for the ark. They were wal k-ing over a clear ice field near the
Ahora Corge when suddenly they saw sonet hi ng



In front of us was al ways the deep transparent ice. A few nore paces and
suddenly, as if there were an eclipse of the sun, the ice becane
strangely dark. Yet the sun was still there and above us the eagle still
circled. W were sur-rounded by whiteness, stretching into the distance,
yet beneath our eyes was this astonishing patch of blackness within the
ice, its outlines sharply defined. Fascinated and intrigued, we began
straightaway to trace out its shape, mapping its limts foot by foot: two
progressively incurving lines were reveal ed, which were clearly defined
for a distance of three hundred cubits, be-fore neeting in the heart of
the gl aci er. The shape was unnistakably that of a ship's hull; on either
side the edges of the patch curved |like the gunwal es of a great boat. As
for the central part, it merged into a black nass. The details of which
were not discernible.

"Navarra nmade two nore attenpts to di scover what was un-der the ice. One
in 1953 and the other in 1955. On the last ex-pedition they found wood.
In his own words, he says:

Once on the edge of the crevasse, | |lowered the equi p-nment on a rope.
Then | secured the | adder and cli nbed down nysel f, assuring Raphael

woul d not be | ong.

Attacking the ice shell with my pickax, | could feel something hard. Wen
| had cut a hole one and one half feet square by eight inches deep, |
broke through a vaulted ceiling, and cleared off as much icy dust as

possi bl e.

There, inmrersed in water, | saw a black piece of wood!

My throat felt tight. | felt Iike crying and kneeling there to thank God.
After the cruel est disappointnment, the greatest joy! | checked ny tears
of happi ness to shout to Raphael, "1've found wood!'

"Hurry up and conme back—+'mcold,' he answered.

| tried to pull out the whole beam but couldn't. It nmust have been very
| ong, and perhaps still attached to other parts of the ship's franework.
| could only cut along the grain until | split off a piece about five
feet long. Gbviously, it had been hand-hewn. The wood, once out of the
wat er, proved surprisingly heavy. Its density was renmarkable after its
long stay in the water, and the fibers had not distended as much as one
m ght expect.

"Navarra had the wood carbon-fourteen-tested, along with other tests for
lignite formation, grain density, cell nodifica-tion, growmh rings, and
fossilization. Hs results suggested that it was about five thousand

years old."
The bell rang and everybody junped. Murphy had |ost track of tine.
"Thanks for your interest, people. I'msorry we've got to end it there,

but next time we're going to look at the stories of ex-plorers who
clainmed to have actually entered Noah's Ark."

As he wat ched the students making their way out of the au-ditorium he
wondered if he would soon have a story of his own to tell



El GAT

| T WAS A BEAUTI FUL spring day on the Preston canpus. Mirphy had found a
qui et table near where the lawn and small pond nmet. He got away, as far
as he could, fromthe hustle and bustle of the students in the snack
area. He was sipping a strawberry | emonade and t hi nki ng about the hand-
si ze chunk of wood sitting in a | ocked cabinet in his |ab

Mur phy was an archaeol ogi st, not a biologist, by training. But lecturing
on the ark had made hi mthink about the incred-ible diversity of God's
creation—everything that Noah had saved fromthe Flood. As he | ooked out
over the lush green canpus, he could see the flowering dogwood with its
bl ossonms of four white petals. Interspersed were the maples and the tulip
trees with their yell ow bl ossons. He could al so see the deeply furrowed
ci nnarmon-red bark of the loblolly pine.

Hs interest began to focus on the azal eas surroundi ng the pond. The
fragrant snell of the trunpet-shaped flowers filled the air. The bees
were flying in and out, getting their fill of nectar. Then he spotted a
Venus flytrap. It was growing on the danp edges of the pond in the direct
sunlight. Its trap was lined with sharp bristles and was open, the
sensitive hairs ready for its prey to cone along and touch them Muirphy
did not have to wait long. A small fly Ianded on the outside of the plant
and began to work its way toward the center. Mirphy watched as it got
closer and closer to the trigger hairs. Then it happened. In a flash the
plant closed on its |unch.

Mur phy stroked his chin thoughtfully. Was soneone trying to tell him
somet hi ng? That beautiful things can also be deadly, perhaps?

Before he had tinme to figure it out, his solitude ended.

"Prof essor Murphy! Could we ask you a few questions?"

Turni ng, he saw several students from his archaeol ogy class. "Sure," he
said, notioning for themto sit down. It was sone-tines frustrating when
he wanted to just sit and think, but he couldn't conplain if his students
were interested enough in his subject to track himdown with burning
guestions. That was what being a teacher was all about.

"W' ve been tal king about Noah's Ark," said a skinny young man with | ong,
unruly hair. "Like, could it really have hap-pened the way it's witten
in the Bi bl e? How coul d Noah have gotten all the animals on the ark, for
i nstance?"

"Good question," Mirphy said as he reached for his brief-case. He opened
it and took out a folder. He | ooked through it and pulled out a piece of
paper .

"Here is a paper put together by Ernst Mayr. You may not be famliar with
his name, but he is one of Anerica's | eading taxononmists. He lists on
this table the nunber of animal species. Here, take a look at it."

Mur phy handed them the sheet, which read

Total Ani mal Species
Mammal s 3,700

Bi rds 8, 600
Reptil es 6, 300



Amphi bi ans 2, 500

Fi shes 20, 600

Tuni cates, etec. 1, 325

Echi noder ns 6, 000

Art hropods 838, 000

Mol | usks 107, 250

Wrns, etc. 39, 450

Coel enter ates, etec. 5, 380

Sponges 4, 800

Pr ot ozoa 28, 400

Total 1,072, 305

"Over a mllion species! No one could have built a boat big enough to
hol d that kind of number, could they? Especially if there were two of
everything, right?" said one of the students.

"It does seemlike a lot," admtted Murphy. "But, of course, many of

t hose species didn't have to be on the ark to survive the flood. The
fishes, tunicates, echinoderns, nollusks, coelen-terates, sponges,

prot ozoa, and nany of the arthropods and worns woul d have been better off
staying in the ocean. And many of the animals that did need to live on

the ark were small, |ike mce, cats, birds, and sheep. If you | ook at the
larger ani-mals |ike the elephants and giraffes and hi ppos, they are the
ex-ception. Most animals are small, and many experts in the field do not

bel i eve that there were any nore than fifty thousand | and animals on the
ark. "

"That's still a lot of animals!" said another of the students.

"True, but there was nore roomon the ark than you realize. Let ne see if
| can help you visualize it. The average train stock car has a vol une of
2,670 cubic feet. The ark was estinmated to be about 450 |ong, 45 feet
high, and 75 feet wi de. That woul d produce a volune of around 1,518, 750
cubic feet. Now, divide the 2,670 cubic feet of the boxcar into the
volume on the ark and it woul d equal 569 standard railroad stock cars.”
"That's a long train!" said one of the students, | aughing.

"Keep following the illustration. If you doubl e-deck a stock car, you can
haul 240 aninmals the size of a sheep. Now nulti-ply 240 animals tinmes 569
stock cars and you get approxi-mately 136,560 animals that coul d have
been put into the ark. Subtract the estimated fifty thousand animals on
the ark and you woul d have space for 86,560 nore aninals the size of a
sheep. Only about thirty-six percent of the ark would have to have been
used for aninmals. The rest could have been for food storage and living
gquarters for Noah and his fanmily."

"I had no idea there was so nuch math involved in biblical archaeol ogy,"
sai d the skinny student, shaking his head. But he wasn't beaten yet.
"Ckay, there's roomon the ark for every-body, but where did they get
water for all of those aninmals to drink? Wren't they on the ocean, which
was | oaded with salt water?"

The rest of the students nodded.

"You' ve got to remenber that nost of the Fl ood consisted of rain water
Wth water covering the highest nountains, the salt water of the oceans
coul d have been diluted enough to drink. They could al so have coll ected
rai nwater fromthe roof and stored it in cisterns on the ark."

They seened convi nced. But there was one nore question. "Professor

Mur phy, why haven't they found nore artifacts from Noah's Ark i f so many
peopl e have seen it?"



Murphy sniled. He liked the way his students chall enged his beliefs and
his faith. It neant he really had to be sure about what he believed and
able to defend it against all corners.

"W're not sure. One possibility may be tied to the Mnastery of St.
Jacob. "

"Where's that?" asked one of the girls.

"The Monastery of St. Jacob was | ocated on Mount Ararat. It is said to
have been established in the fourth century by a nonk named St. Jacob of
Ni si bis. The nonks of St. Jacob's took on the responsibility of guarding
the sacred relics of the ark. In 1829, Dr. J. J. Friedrich Parrot visited
the nonastery. Apparently he was shown ancient artifacts fromthe ark."
"What were they? And where are they today?" queried one of the boys.

"I wish | knew," said Murphy. "In 1810 a trenmendous earthquake hit Mount
Ararat. It caused a huge | andslide. Two thousand people were killed in
the village of Ahora bel ow the Ahora Gorge, and the whole community,
along with St. Jacob's

Monastery, was buried. Al of the relics were buried with them If Ed
Davi s's account of seeing the ark is valid, some of the artifacts are
still hidden in a cave on Ararat. They may even still be guarded by
peopl e of faith."

A heavyset student naned Morris spoke up and changed the direction of the
conversati on.

"Prof essor Murphy, you nentioned that Jesus tal ked about the days of Noah
and the days of Lot in Sodom What did he nean?"

Mur phy was gl ad he'd been given an opening to talk to them about nore
spiritual things. "He was tal ki ng about how w cked soci ety was. The Book
of Cenesis says: The Lord saw how great

man' s wi ckedness on earth had becone, and that every inclination of the
t houghts of his heart was only evil all the tinme. God was going to

judge man for his evil by the Flood. Wen Jesus said, As in the days of
Noah, He was referring to the fact that when He cones again in judgment,

it will be to aworld that is filled with people who do not care about
the things of God. Just like the people didn't care in Noah's, or Lot's
days. "

Sone of the students seenmed a little stunned by what he was sayi ng.

Mur phy sni | ed.

"Let me ask you a question, Morris. Do you think that soci-ety today
bel i eves in any absol ute noral s?"

Morris considered his answer carefully. He didn't want to get caught by
some sort of trick question.

"I guess nost of nmy friends and the people I know would say that there
are no such things as noral absolutes. They'd say that we should learn to
be tol erant and accept other people's points of view"

Mur phy nodded. "The traditional definition of tolerance is living
peaceably al ongside others in spite of differences. But that view of

tol erance has been twi sted today to nean that everyone mnmust accept the

ot her person's viewpoints w thout question because truth is rel ative.
What's true for one person may not be true for another person, right?"
"Right," said Mrris, alittle uncertainly.

"That was exactly what was happening in the days of Noah and in the days
of Lot. Everyone was doing what was right in their own eyes. And it's the
same today. Society preaches toler-ance of every viewpoint and everyone—
with one big exception: those people who have a strong religious faith.
That's where their doubl e-standard tol erance ends. |ncredibly, people of



faith are persecuted precisely because they do believe in ab-solute
truth, in absolute noral values. That's exactly what Jesus was talking
about." He paused and | ooked each student in the eye before continuing.
"I't makes me wonder if we are living in the days before the next coning
judgrment. That would be sonething to think about, wouldn't it?"

Mur phy was worried that he'd cone on a little strong, but he was a man of
conviction and faith and he wasn't about to hide it fromanyone. And what
could be nore inportant than getting people to think seriously about the
next judgnent? He did not want anyone to be |eft behind when they could
be on the ark of safety, and if he could do anything about it, he woul d.
Mur phy | ooked at his watch.

"Say, gang, it was good to talk with you. | need to head on to ny next
class. Keep thinking about all of this. It's inportant!" No one spoke as
he wal ked away.



NI NE

"I'LL TAKE A GAFFE MOCHA, pl ease."

The Starbucks next to the Preston University canpus was one of Shari's
favorite spots. It was always filled with faculty professors and coll ege
students, as well as many students fromthe nearby Hill sborough H gh
School, but Shari still felt some-how she was getting away fromit all.
Sitting at one of the unbrella-covered tables with her base-ball cap | ow
over her face, she could just watch the people and i magi ne she had no
troubles. O, as she was planning to do this afternoon, she could
concentrate on soneone el se's.

"Excuse me, are you Shari Nel son?"

Shari turned and | ooked into the face of Tiffany Baines. Wth her gol den
shoul der-1length hair and sparkling brown eyes, she |ooked like a

cheerl eader, not a delinquent. Dressed in her white sweatshirt with the
large red cardinal emblemon the front, the words Tar Heels under it, it
was hard to i magi ne her tossing beer cans out of a noving car

"You rmust be Tiffany." Shari stood and shook her hand. "Sit down and | et
me get you sonething. Wiat would you |ike?" "Thanks. A latte would be
good. "

Tiffany was so different fromwhat Shari had expected that, when Shari
returned with her drink, she wasn't quite sure how to begin. "Have you
been watching the Tar Heels this year?"

"Yes, | don't mss a gane—except | have a question."

" Shoot . "

"I was born and raised in Raleigh, and | watch ganmes all the time. And I
have a shirt on that says Tar Heels, but | don't know what Tar Heels
means. Can you believe that?"

Shari smled, not sure whether or not this dunmb but sweet persona was al
an act. "It all began back in the Gvil War. North Carolina was under
attack fromthe Union army. The Confederate arny w thdrew, |eaving the
North Carolinians to fight the battle alone. Those who remained to fight
threatened to put tar on the heels of the Confederate troops so that they
would “stick better in the next fight." Tiffany nodded and Shari asked,
"Are you sure you didn't know that?"

"Cross ny heart," Tiffany said with a snile, and for sone reason Shari
bel i eved her.

Havi ng broken the ice, Shari decided to get down to busi-ness. "I was
talking with Pastor Bob at the Preston Community Church. | know you' ve
been going there with your nromfor a while now Wth that hair you're

ki nd of hard to m ss—even across a crowded church.”

Tiffany sighed. "I guess | kind of stand out, don't |I? Believe ne, |I'd
rather just fade into the background sonetinmes." Suddenly she | ooked
serious. "Pastor Bob just said he thought | mght want to talk to soneone
nmy own age who attends the church, in case | thought it was all just old
folks like him But it's nbre than that, isn't it? |'mnot as dunb as |

| ook, you know. "



Shari nodded. "Pastor Bob said you had sone problenms at hone. And you

mght find it easier talking to me about themthan to, well, sone of the
“old folks," | guess. But if you don't want to, that's okay."

Tiffany took a long sip of her latte, then put the paper cup down on the
table. "No, | don't nmind talking. You look Iike a good listener."

"I do try to listen." Shari nodded. "And not to judge. But if sharing ny
experiences helps in any way, then |I'm happy to do that too."

"Fair enough," said Tiffany, and proceeded to tell Shari about her fights
with her father and all the trouble she was get-ting in from hangi ng out
with the wong crowd.

When she finally finished, Shari didn't offer any conment. "You know, |
used to be pretty rebellious too, when | was younger."

"You di d?"

"You bet. My father and | had a |l ot of confrontations. It got pretty bad
in my senior year of high school. | threatened to run away from hone a
nunber of tines. | even began to experinent with drugs and al cohol . "

Tiffany's nouth hung open in amazenent.

"I't was during ny first year of college that things turned around and got
better."

"How come?"

"Well, | met sonme col |l ege students who belonged to a Christian canmpus
club. They asked me if | was happy. | told themthat | wasn't. They then
told ne I could be.™

Shari went on to tell Tiffany how these students reached out to her and
becane her friends.

"One day they asked me if | believed in God. They shared with ne how
everyone does wong things and how our sins and wongs separate us froma
holy God. They went on to assure nme that God | oves ne. He | oved nme so
much that He sent His Son, Jesus, to die in ny place. Jesus paid the
penalty for ne and rose fromthe dead to prepare a place in heaven for
me. They asked if | would Iike to receive Christ intony life, and | did.
Fromthat day things began to change."

"What kind of things are you talking about?"

"Well, one of the first things | realized was that | had been hurt in my
relationship with ny father. | could never seemto please him And
wanted to, desperately. My hurt led to anger. | then began to experience
depression. | began to not trust peo-ple. Especially ny father. | |ost
respect for him and resentnment and bitterness replaced the hurt. That's
when | began to strike out in rebellion. | didn't realize what had been
going on until | came to know Christ."

"What did you do?"

"I asked my father for forgiveness for ny attitude. It was wong. Even

t hough he had done wong, | had too. | apol ogized for nmy part. He began
to cry and asked ne to forgive him" She brushed away a tear. "That was
quite a day."

"Are things good between you and hi m now?"

Shari took a deep breath. "My nother and father were killed in an
accident not too long ago. W had about a year and a half of great tines
before he was killed. | just |look back with such regret for all the
wasted time. Life is so short, and we seemto hurt the ones we really

| ove the nost."

Shari unconsciously began to fondle the silver cross around her neck. Her
father had given it to her as a renminder of their renewed relationship.



She sat there for a nmonment |ooking into space, not seeing the people

wal ki ng by. Another tear ran down her cheek, and this tine she let it.
Tiffany was silent. Wen she felt that Shari was able to tal k again, she
said, "Thanks for sharing that with ne, Shari. You' ve given nme a lot to
t hi nk about . "

Shari smled. "Any tinme. Do you want anot her coffee?"

"Thanks," Tiffany said, getting up, "but right now there's sonething I
have to do. | really need to go talk to ny dad."



TEN

MURPHY QUI CKLY SURVEYED t he audi ence. The amphitheater was filled and
all eyes were on him There were nearly one hundred fifty students in his
controversial class on biblical archaeol ogy.

Shari was in her usual spot in the front row Her black hair was snoot hed
back into the fam liar ponytail, but she didn't look |ike her perky self.
There was an air of sadness in her green eyes. The seat next to her was
enpty.

Mur phy' s eyes went from Shari back to the audi ence. He then spotted Paul
He was seated about seven rows up on Murphy's left, in an aisle seat not
far fromthe door. Wiy wasn't he sit-ting next to Shari? Had they had
another fight? Or was his imagination just working on overdrive? Maybe
Paul had arrived late and just took the nearest enpty seat. He nade a
mental note to ask Shari about it later—but subtly, the way Laura woul d
have done it.

"Good norning! It's good to see a full house. | guess | nust have said
somet hing interesting | ast week! Ckay, let's start right where we |eft
of f. Wien the bell rang on Monday, we were dis-cussing the various nen
who had di scovered wood on Mount Ararat. The last of the four nmen

menti oned was Fernand Navarra. The wood he discovered was very ancient.
W al so re-viewed twenty-six ancient and early witers who have witten
about Noah's Ark. Today, we will look at sone individuals who clainmed to
have actually seen or clinbed on the ark."

There was an audi bl e buzz of anticipation as Mirphy flipped on the first
Power Poi nt sl i de.

Those Whio d aimto Have Seen Noah's Ark

\Who:
Ceor ge Hagopi an and hi s uncl e.

When:
During the years from 1900 to 1906

G rcunst ances:
On two occasi ons—ence when he was ten
years of age, and the second when he was
twel ve years of age

"Geor ge Hagopi an' s grandfather was an Armeni an Orthodox mnister near
Lake Van in Turkey. He would tell stories about the holy ship on the



nmount ai n, and one day, when Hagopi an was around ten years of age, his
uncle told himthat he would actually take himto see the ark—about eight
days' journey away. He was told that the ship could be seen because it
had been an unusually mld winter on Mount Ararat. In his own words, he
says,

Wen we were there, the top of the ark was covered with a very thin coat
of fresh-fallen snow. But when | brushed sone of it away | could see a
green noss growing right on top. Wien | pulled a piece off ... it was
made of wood. This green noss nade the ark feel soft and nol dy.

On the roof, besides one large hole, | renenber small holes running al
the way fromthe front to the back. | don't know exactly how many, but
there nust have been at least fifty of themrunning down the mddle with
snmall intervals in between. My uncle told me these holes were for air.
That roof was flat with the exception of the narrow rai sed section
running all the way fromthe bowto the stern with all those holes in it

Mur phy paused and | ooked out over the audi ence. They seened spel | bound.
"The second tinme Hagopian visited the ark was when he was twel ve years
old. He was with his uncle again. In his own words:

| saw the ark a second time. | think it was in 1901. W were on the
mountain | ooking for holy flowers, and | went back to the ark and it
still looked the same. Nothing had changed. | didn't really get a good

look at it. It was resting on a steep |edge of bluish-green rock about
3,000 feet w de.

The sides were slanting outward to the top and the front was flat. |
didn't see any real curves. It was unlike any other boat | have ever
seen. It looked nore like a flat-bottoned barge.

"The next individuals to have clainmed to see the ark were five or six
Turki sh soldiers. They also clainmed to find wooden pegs that hel ped to
hold the ark together. Here is part of what their letter said:
Those Wo Claimto Have Seen Noah's Ark
\Who:

Five or six Turkish soldiers.
When:

1916, upon their return from Baghdad.
G rcunst ances:

They wote an official letter to the Anerican

Enbassy in Turkey offering their services as

gui des for those who wanted to see the ark.
When returning fromWorld War |, | and five or six of ny friends passed
by the Ararat. W saw Noah's Ark | ean-ing against the nountain. |
measured the length of the boat. It was 150 paces long. It had three
stories. | read in the pa-pers that an American group is looking for this
boat. | wish to informyou that | shall personally show themthis boat
and | request your intervention so that | may show the boat.

Those Whio d aimto Have Seen Noah's Ark

Who:
150 Russi an sol di ers.



When:
The sunmer of 1917.

G rcumnst ances:
The Czar sends two research divisions of
[ 150] arny engineers and scientists on an
expedition to Ararat to find the ark

"The next sighting is even nore interesting. A Russian pilot by the name
of M adi mr Roskovitsky was flying his plane around Ararat in the sumer
of 1917 when he spotted the ark. He reported it to his superiors, and the
Czar then sent research teans to investigate. |I'mgoing to ask Shari to
pass out two sheets of paper that relate their findings."

Shari started passing along a stack of printed sheets.

THE RUSSI AN EXPEDI TI ON

The Russi an investigators claimto have taken nmeasure-nments of the ark
It was supposedly 500 feet |ong, about 83 feet wide at the w dest place,
and about 50 feet high. These neasurenents, when conpared with a 20-inch
cubit, fitted proportionately with the size of Noah's Ark as described in
Cenesis 6:15. The entire rear end of the boat, the investigat-ing party
[sic] able to enter first the upper room a "very narrow one with a high
ceiling." Fromhere, "side by side to it, stretched roons of various
size; small and | arge ones."

There was al so "a very large room separated as if by a great fence
of huge trunks of trees,"” possibly "stables for the huge aninals," such
as el ephants, hippopotani, and others. On the walls of the roons were
cages, "arranged in the lines all the way fromthe floor to the ceiling,
and they had marks of rust fromthe iron rods which were there before.
There were very many various roons, sinmilar to these, apparently several
hundreds of them It was not possible to count them because the |ower
roons and even part of the upper ones—all of this was filled with hard
ice. Inthe mddle of the ship there was a corridor." The end of this
corridor was overloaded with broken partitions.

"The ark was covered frominside as well as fromout-side," the
story went on, "with some kind of dark brown color" resenbling "wax and
varni sh." The wood of which the ark was built was excellently preserved
except 1) at the hole in the front of the ship, and 2) at the door-hole
at the side of the ship; there the wood was porous and it broke easily.

Page 1
THE RUSSI AN EXPEDI TI ON'

During the exam nation of the surroundings around the lake . . . there
were found on one of the nmountain--tops the remains of some burned wood
“and a structure put together of stones,' resenbling an altar. The pieces
of wood found around this structure were of the sanme kind of wood as the
ark. "

An eyewitness is said to have stated

As the huge ship at last |ooned before them an awed silence
descended, and "without a word of command everyone took off his hat,
| ooking reverently toward the ark; and everybody knew, feeling it in his



heart and soul ," that they were in the actual presence of the ark. Mny
"crossed thensel ves and whispered a prayer."” It was |like being in a
church, and the hands of the archaeol ogist trenbled as he snapped the
shutter of the canera and took a picture of the old boat as if it were
"on parade."

Qur guide, Yavuz Konca, reported that an elder Kurdish tribal chief
renenbered just such a Russian dis-covery in the sunmer of 1917. At the
time, he was a young man of eighteen years of age. He recalled an unusua
event that sunmmer in which returning Russian soldiers canme into the
village throwing their hats in the air and shooting their rifles. Wen he
inquired as to the celebra-tion, he was infornmed that they had di scovered
Noah's Ark on Munt Ararat.

A detail ed account stating the description and neas-urenments of the
ark, both inside and out, together with photos, plans, sanples of wood,
were sent at once by spe-cial courier to the office of the chief
comrandant of the Army—as the Enperor had ordered."

Page 2

Murphy read out the story of the Russian expedition and |let the
incredible tale sink in. Once it did, he knew there'd be questions.

" Prof essor Mirphy?"

Mur phy | ooked into the center section of the anphitheater and sniled. Don
West, one of his nore serious archaeol ogy stu-dents, had his hand rai sed.
"Yes, Don!"

"What happened to all the pictures and neasurenents that were taken by

t he Russi ans?"

"Good question, Don. The answer is, we don't know for sure what happened
to them Many believe that they were de-stroyed during the Russian

Revol ution. But I'd like to think they m ght be gathering dust in sone
forgotten archive. And there's an intriguing story that backs up their
findings. One of the relatives of a nenber of the expedition worked as a
cleaning maid in the Czar's palace. She testifies to having seen the
pic-tures and reports. They were shown to her by the chief nedical

of ficer of the expedition. She says that the pictures show that the ark
was three decks high, and on top of the roof there was a catwal k that was
about knee-hi gh with openings underneath.”

Mur phy clicked the projector again

"There are a nunber of other people who have clainmed to have seen or even
clinbed on Noah's Ark, but | would like to discuss only one nore. His
name is Ed Davis."

Mur phy paused to gather his thoughts when the door to the | ecture hal
opened and he recogni zed the silhouette of Levi Abranms framed in the
light. Wat could have brought himhere, he wondered, before continuing.
Those Wio Claimto Have Seen Noah's Ark

\Who:

Ed Davis.

\When:

The summer of 1913.

G rcunst ances:

Wil e working for the Arny Corps of Engi-neers, friends take hi mup Munt
Ararat to see Noah's Ark.

"Ed Davis was working for the 363rd Arny Corps of Engineers. He was
wor ki ng out of a base station in Hamadan, Iran, building a supply route



way station into Russia from Turkey. Hi s driver, Badi Abas, pointed to
Agri Daugh, or Ararat, and said, "That's ny hone.'

"The conversation turned to Noah's Ark and Abas told Davis that he coul d
take himto see it. They drove to the foothills of Ararat and began

hi king. On the way they passed a vill age whose nane nmeant where Noah
planted the vine. Davis said that the grapevines were very old and so big
that he could not put his arms around them Abas then told Davis, "W
have a cave filled with artifacts that came fromthe ark. We find them
strewn in a canyon below the ark. W collect themto keep them from
out si ders who woul d profane them' Davis said:

That night, they show ne the artifacts. Gl lanps, clay vats, old-style
tools, things like that. | see a cage-like door, maybe thirty by forty

i nches, made of woven branches. It's hard as stone, |ooks petrified. It
has a hand-carved lock or latch on it. | could even see the wood grain.
W sleep. At first light, we put on nountain clothes and they bring up a
string of horses. | |eave with seven male nmenbers of the Abas fanmily and
we ride—seens |like an awful long tine.

Finally we come to a hidden cave deep in the foothills of Greater Ararat.
The cave was at about the 8,000-foot | evel near the western wall of the
Ahora CGorge. They told nme that T. E. Lawence [of Arabia] hid in this
cave. There's fungus there that glows in the dark. And they say Law ence
put it on his face to convince the Kurds he was a god and get themto
join himin his war against the Turks.

Eventually we run out of trail for the horses. After three days of
clinmbing we conme to the last cave. Inside, there's strange witing, it

| ooked beauti ful and old, on the rock walls and a kind of natural rock
bed or outcropping near the back of the cavern

The next day we hike for a while. Finally Abas points. Then | see it-a
huge, rectangul ar, man-nmade structure partly covered by a talus of ice
and rock, lying on its side. At |least a hundred feet are clearly visible.
| can even see inside it, into the end where it's been broken off,
timbers are sticking out, kind of twi sted and gnarl ed, water's cas-cadi ng
out fromunder it.

Abas points down the canyon and | can nmake out an-other portion of it. |
can see how the two pieces were once joined—the torn tinbers kind of
match. They told nme the ark is broken into three or four big pieces.

I nside the bro-ken end of the biggest piece, | can see at |east three
floors and Abas says there's a living space near the top with forty-eight
roons. He says there are cages inside as snmall as nmy hand, others big
enough to hold a fam ly of el ephants.

It began to rain. W had to return to the cave. The next day it was
snowi ng so bad that we could not clinb down to the ark. W were forced to
| eave the nountain. It took five days to get off the nountain and back to
ny base.

The lights were turned on and several hands were raised. Mirphy could see
Levi Abranms standi ng behind the back row smling that big Israeli smle.
Their eyes caught each other's and there was a barely perceptible nod of
heads.

"Yes, Carl!" Miurphy pointed to his right.

"Prof essor Murphy. In the Badi Abas story, Davis nmentions that the ark is
broken. In the other sightings the ark was all in one piece. Wy don't
the stories match?"



"W're not sure, Carl. It's possible the first sightings of the ark were
when it was on a cliff above the Ahora Gorge. The novenent of the glacier
and/ or an aval anche could have top-pled it into the gorge and the fal
broken it into sections. Ararat is known for earthquakes and aval anches."
Mur phy gl anced at the clock on the wall. He knew that the bell would ring
in a few noments

"W're al nost out of tine, but before the class is over, | want to give
you an assignment."

Those who had al ready cl osed their notebooks anticipating the bel

groaned and opened them back up.

"I want you to do a study and see what you can find in his-tory about
Noah and the Flood. Jesus even tal ks about Noah when He says in Luke
Sevent een:

Just as it was in the days of Noah, so also will it be in the days of the
Son of Man. People were eating, drinking, marrying, and being given in
marriage up to the day Noah entered the ark. Then the Flood canme and
destroyed themall. It was the sanme in the days of Lot. People were
eating and drinking, buying and selling, planting and building. But the
day Lot left Sodom fire and sulfur rained down from heaven and destroyed

themall. It will be just like this on the day the Son of Man is
reveal ed

"Noah's Ark is a testinmony that God will not |let w ckedness run
unrestrai ned forever."

"Prof essor Murphy, | have a question," said a student named Theron
W son.

"Go ahead, Theron."

"Do you think we will ever really find the ark?"

The question nonentarily stopped Murphy in his tracks. Finally he said,
"There's probably a reason it's been hidden all this tine. And God woul d
need a good reason to let soneone reveal it to the world again. It could
be that revealing it now woul d send a nessage, a nessage about how nuch
evil there is in the world and how we have to do sonething about it.
Maybe now woul d be a good time for soneone to go |ooking for it."

There was a pregnant silence as his audi ence pondered his words. And then
the ringing of the bell brought themall back to the present.



ELEVEN

VERNON THI ELMAN WAS SM LING to hinself as he took a deep breath of the
cool night air. It was Friday night and he was glad he wasn't working the
graveyard shift. He pushed the light button on his watch.

Ten-thirty. Al nost done and the night is still young.

The full nmoon was making his job as night watchnan a breeze. Fromthe top
of the roof of the Smthsonian, he could see anyone entering the parking
ot that flanked the back two sides of the building. As he noved

di agonal ly across the roof to the other corner, he could see 5th Street,
whi ch ran north and south, and M| ford Boul evard, which ran east and
west. The traffic was light for a Friday night.

After the violent death of two ni ght watchmen and the theft of one
secti on of Moses' Brazen Serpent fromthe Parchnents of Freedom
Foundati on, a security guard had been placed on the roof. Despite the
anxi ety the deaths had engendered, the roof duty was regarded as
relatively safe. Hs job tonight, after all, was to see and report, not
to confront anybody or put hinself in harms way. Gven that the security
staff had negoti ated extra danger paynments, Thi el man thought he had a
pretty good deal

It was hard to believe, but it appeared that the two guards had been
killed by birds. Peregrine falcons to be exact. Birds of prey that had
been trained to use their razor-sharp tal ons and beaks on nan, instead of
their usual quarry, pigeons and crows. It seened pretty unlikely that
such a bi zarre incident could ever happen again, but Thiel man was taking
no chances. Every time he heard a squawk or a flutter of w ngs, his hand
went straight to the security baton in his belt—+ready to beat off any
feathered attacker. And he had al ready checked the roof area several
times for any lurking fal cons.

Toni ght, happily, he hadn't seen so nuch as a sparrow.

He di d, however, see a dark-green Jeep drive slowy down 5th Street and
turn right onto MIford. The Jeep stopped across the street fromthe
foundation and a | arge man eased hinmself out. He | ooked in both
directions as if he were going to cross the street, but then just stood
by the Jeep. Then the man | ooked up at the roof and Thi el man had the
uncanny feeling he knew he was there. He couldn't see the nman's face, but
somet hi ng about the situation sent a shiver up his spine.

Thi el man stepped closer to the edge of the roof to get a better |ook, but
the man's face remained i n shadow.

Suddenly the man by the Jeep raised his hand, held it in mdair for a few
nonents, then snapped it down against his thigh. Instantly Thiel man heard
an earsplitting shriek behindhimand swiveled to see a dark shape
arrowi ng down toward his face. Funbling at his belt, he instinctively
took a step backward and tripped over a taut nonofilament |ine stretched
between two steel air outlets. Turning awkwardly, he nmanaged to break his
fall by gripping the guardrail surrounding the roof.

For a second he congratul ated hinmself on his swift reactions. Not so bad
for an ol d guy, he thought.

And then the rail snapped in two |like a stale breadstick and he was

pl umreting t hrough space, spinning crazily as the ground rushed up to
meet himin a crushing enbrace.



By the time the stranger had anbl ed over to Thielnman's body, with its
crazy arrangenent of linbs sticking out at odd angles, the |last nuscle
spasns had finished their grisly dance, and everything was still. He
paused for a nmonment to savor the pun-gent aromas of violent death, then
dragged the corpse around to the back of the building and heaved it into
t he bushes.

He | ooked up as a starling gently settled on his shoul der and began to
preen itself. He bared his teeth in a sickly smle. Starlings were

m schi evous birds and great nimcs.

"You seemto have scared our friend here out of his wits, little one."
The bird gave a trill, cocked its head once, and flew off. The man noved
silently to one of the |l arge wi ndows and renoved a handful of tools from
a backpack. First he held up what |ooked |like a TV renpote, pointed it at
the wi ndow, and pressed a se-ries of buttons. After a few seconds a red
light winked on and a single beep told himthe al arm system had been
neutralized.

Next, he applied a suction cup to the wi ndow and attached an armwith a
gl ass cutter.

Putting pressure on the glass cutter, he made an arcing circle around the
suction cup,

then tapped the circle once with a gloved hand and the gl ass popped out
with the suction cup still attached. He set it on the ground, put away
his tools, and slipped through the hole in the gl ass.

On the third floor of the building, another security guard nmethodically
checked the doors as he wal ked down the corridor. So far everything was
secure. Nothing out of place. Another quiet night.

He worried that maybe it was too quiet. He' d been experi-encing problens
with his hearing recently—his wife swore she had to shout to get his
attenti on—and when he found hinself wapped in total silence, he couldn't
be sure that he sinply wasn't registering | owl evel noise. The kind of
noi se that could be significant in his line of work.

That faint grunting sound, for instance, gone as quickly as it had cone.
Did he imagine that? O was it actually a shout—another guard in trouble
somewhere in the buil ding—and he shoul d be rushing to his assistance,
calling for backup, every lost second a matter of |ife and deat h?

He stopped. A thud. Definitely a thud. Like a bag of flour hitting the
floor. Followed by nore silence. But the silence was sonehow eerier this
time.

He quickly unl ocked the door to one of the offices, slipped inside, and
crossed to the wi ndow overl ooking 5th Street. Nothing out of place.
Still, better safe than sorry. He radioed to Thiel man on the roof.

No reply.

Not good. He felt his skin go clamry. Then he punched nore nunbers into
hi s wal ki e-tal ki e.

"This is Robertson to Caldwell. What's your location?" "This is Cal dwell.
I'"'min the basenent."

"Ckay. I'mgoing to the roof and see why Thielnman isn't an-swering. Wy
don't you work your way up and join me?" "lI'mon nmy way."

Robertson headed for the stairs. But slowy. He'd give Caldwell plenty of
time to catch up. No point taking nore chances than he had to.



Tal on heard the door to the basenent open and quickly slipped into the
shadows next to the stairwell. A few seconds |ater Caldwell jogged past
him Talon was nonmentarily startled by the security guard' s speed. In his
experience these rent-a--cops took their tine over everythi ng—especially
i nvestigating suspicious situations—but this one seenmed determ ned to get
to the source of trouble as quickly as he coul d.

In which case, Talon really ought to point out that he was heading in the
wrong direction.

"Excuse ne, sir."

Cal dwel I spun around, his hand instinctively going to the automatic on
hi s hip.

"I seemto be alittle lost."

Cal dwel I approached cautiously, unable to make out the fea-tures of the
man lurking in the stairwell. "You certainly are, sir. Can you cone out
into the light, please?"

"OfF course," Talon said, stepping smartly forward while si-multaneously
sweeping his right armacross Caldwell's throat. Before Cal dwell could
react, his larynx was severed, along with both carotid arteries. He
slunped to the floor as twin fountains of blood painted the wall a garish
red.

Tal on carefully wi ped the blood off his artificial index finger onto
Caldwel I 's jacket and sniled. "Thanks for your help. |I think | can find
ny own way now. "

When Robertson reached the roof, Thiel man was nowhere to be found. He

wal ked over to the corner overlooking 5th Street and MIford. Al was
qui et except for a green Jeep parked across the street. As he wal ked
along the MIford side of the roof, his flashlight illum nated the broken
guardrail. He | ooked over the edge and coul d see sonething on the
paverment that |ooked Iike a large oil stain. He then crossed to the
corner overlooking the two parking lots. He swept his flashlight in a
slow arc over the ground toward the bushes.

He gasped as he saw two bl ack shoes sticking out.

He pulled his automatic out of its holster, slipped off the safety, and
hurri ed back toward the roof door. He had one thought in mnd. Get to the
fourth floor and set off the alarm Seven mnutes |ater the place would
be swarm ng with cops.

Al he had to do was nake it through the next seven m nutes.

Isis McDonald's unruly nmop of startling red hair was spread out on her
desk, her pale face pillowed on a dusty copy of Seagram s d ossary of
Sunerian Script. The book |lay open at the page she had been readi ng when
she fell asleep. It was not so nuch that she'd been working for twelve
hours straight (that was a common occurrence when a phil ol ogi cal problem
remai ned unsol ved, and therefore a cause of ml|d but constant
irritation); it was nore that, since her sense of tinme conpletely
deserted her when she was i mersed in her work, she sinply laid her head
down for a nap whenever she felt tired.

She had been dozing softly for about twenty mnutes and normally woul d
have expected to renmain asleep for another half hour or so before awaki ng
refreshed, if alittle stiff, and ready to attack the problemwth
renewed vi gor.



But this time she was jerked awake by the sound of an al arm

She sat up with a start, trying to get her bearings. Was there a fire?
Had someone broken in to the foundati on? Then she heard a series of |oud
noises in the lab next to her office. It sounded |ike things were being
thrown about by a madman. Still not fully awake, she opened the door and
turned on the light.

A man with black hair and gray eyes set in a long, pale face turned to
face her. He gave her a look that chilled her to the bone.

She' d seen that | ook before. So had Laura Muirphy.

She stepped back fromthe doorway, ainming for her desk, where a .32
automati c—as yet unfired—nestled in a drawer anid a dutter of stationery.
She didn't even nanage a single stride before he caught her. He grabbed
her with his left armand whirled her around, and her forehead nade
contact with a solidly ained fist. Isis flew backward across her desk,
knocki ng the conmputer to the floor and spraying papers everywhere. She
didn't have tinme to scream before a nunbi ng bl ackness descended on her

Tal on qui ckly noved to her side and circled his hands around her delicate
throat. His thunbs began to nove down on her | arynx.

"Exquisite," he breathed.

There was nothing nore pleasing than a face-to-face kill. Especially if
one had the tinme to draw it out.

"Hold it right there!l"

Tal on knew wi t hout turning around that a gun was aimed at him but he
showed no sign of alarm He let go of Isis's throat, letting her slunp
uncerenoniously to the floor, and turned toward the renmmining security
guard.

"Put your hands up where | can see them"

Talon slowy raised his hands, |ocking eyes with the guard. The guard
took his eyes off Talon for a nmonent to look at Isis, and Talon instantly
appreciated his dilemma. |If she was badly hurt and needed i medi ate

medi cal assi stance, how was he going to do that while keeping Talon in
his sights?

In the split second provided by the guard' s indecision, Talon put a hand
behi nd his neck and slipped a throwing knife into his palm

"I said keep your hands up!" shouted Robertson, a nmonment before the knife
enbedded itself in his throat with a sound |ike a cl eaver chopping

t hrough ribs. He dropped his gun, and both hands cl osed over the hilt to
try and pull it out, but the life force was already draining fromhim He
sank to his knees in slow notion, then toppled al nost gracefully onto

I sis.

Tal on | ooked at Isis, then cocked his head at the sound of ap-proaching
sirens.

"Later," he said with a sneer

The phone jolted Miurphy out of a deep sleep. Shards of a shattered dream—
Laura | aughi ng on a nount ai nsi de, birdsong, the word Jasni ne—fell away

i nto darkness as he canme fully awake. The ringing continued. Finally it
registered that it was his phone.

"“Murphy. "

"Mchael, it's Isis. I'msorry if I've woken you."

During the ordeals they'd shared together, he'd seen the full range of
her enptions, fromelation to despair, but the sheer ter-ror he could now
hear in her voice struck a shocki ng new note



"Isis. Wiat is it? Wiat's wong?"

Isis started to speak, and then the words dissolved into crying. "Take a
deep breath."

Murphy waited until the sobbi ng subsi ded.

"Tell ne what happened. "

Haltingly, with several breaks for nmore crying, Isis related as much of
her ordeal as she could recollect, though the bl ow on the head and
subsequent concussi on had junbl ed the sequence of events in her nenory.
A chaos of different enpbtions swirled through Murphy's mnd. Sorrow,
guilt, but nost of all anger. "I'Il be on the first plane out of Ral eigh.
| shoul d never have gotten you involved in this. Are you sure you

shoul dn't be in the hospital? Did they discharge you, or was it that

st ubborn streak of yours—*

"No, Mchael," she interrupted. "It's not your fault. And |I'mokay. |I'm
just shaken up, that's all. The police asked me to go to ny sister's in
Bri dgeport, Connecticut. That's where I'mcalling fromnow They have a
patrol car guardi ng the house. They want nme to stay here until they can
figure out what happened. "

Mur phy gripped the phone so hard his knuckles turned white. "W know what
happened, Isis. W know who did this—who killed the guards, attacked you.

He woul d have killed you too if the police hadn't . . ." H s voice
trailed off as another thought struck him
"The fragnent of wood—s it still in the |ab?"

I sis | aughed through anot her sob. "1 thought for a nmoment you were just
concer ned about ne."

"I am Isis," he protested

"But there are other, nore inportant things to worry about, aren't there?
Don't worry, Mchael, | understand. But the an-swer to your question is
no. The wood is gone."

"So that's what he came for."

"Looks like it," Isis agreed. "But that's not all."

"What do you nean?"

"W did sonme further research. W discovered that the wood was not only
about five thousand years old, but that it con-tained radioactive

i sotopes and al nost no traces of potassiumforty in it. Wat do you nake
of that?"

Murphy's brain started to go into overdrive. "PotassiumiOis found in
just about everything. It's one of the things responsi-ble for the aging
process. For this piece of wood to have al nbst no traces of Potassi um 10
could nean there was very little of itaround in the pre-flood world.

Whi ch woul d make sense since it was normal for people to live for
hundreds of years prior to the flood. After the flood, however, people's
life spans were reduced to where they are today."

"How woul d you explain all this?"

Mur phy thought for a nonment. "There are sonme scientists who believe that
at one time, there was a layer of water surround-ing the earth called a
wat er canopy. This could have filtered out harnful ultraviolet rays from
the sun. That might account for the reduction in PotassiumQ It's also
bel i eved that when Noah's flood canme, the water canopy coll apsed onto the
earth and that's what contributed to the fl oodwaters rising above the

hi ghest nmountains. Wth the water canopy gone, Potassium 40 woul d be-gin
to increase.”



There was a long silence on the other end of the phone. Then Isis said,
"You want to find the ark, don't you, Mchael? You want to prove once and
for all that the Bible story is true."

"I do. No question. But maybe there are other reasons for finding the
ark. Maybe the secret of extending |ife. Maybe other secrets too." Mirphy
paused, lost in thought. Wen he spoke again, his tone had changed.

"I don't have to tell you how inportant this all could be, Isis. But

right now none of it matters. The only inportant thing is that you're
alive and safe. You know, | don't think | could en-dure a second | oss."
For a long time neither of them spoke.



TWELVE

LEVI SAT DOMN in one of the enpty chairs in the lecture hall and watched
as a handful of eager students plied Murphy with questions. He was amazed
at the patience of the man. Most acadeni cs regarded the teachi ng of
students as an annoy-ing interruption of their own studies, but Mirphy
clearly cared about his students as much as he cared about archaeol ogy.
Levi knew his presence nmust have intrigued Murphy, but Mirphy showed no
sign of wanting to hustle the students away. Eventually, however, the
last of themleft the lecture theater and Murphy wal ked over to his old
friend.

"I didn't know you were interested in Noah's Ark, Levi. If I'd known
woul d have saved you a seat in the front row"

"Maybe | know nore about it than you think," said Levi coolly. "Wen

was in the Mdssad there was always talk of the ark being on Ararat.
Apparently the Cl A took satellite pictures of the area. Very interesting
I"mtold."

Mur phy was hooked. "Did you ever see then®?"

"I't was all very top secret. | shouldn't really be tal king about it.
could tell you, but then . . . |I'd have to kill you."

He | ooked at Murphy with those intense, dark eyes, and Mirphy could
believe it. Then Levi suddenly | aughed and Mirphy realized he was j oking.
The killing-himpart, at |east.

"So, you haven't come for a lecture fromne, then."

Levi shrugged. "I was in the area on business and t hought | would drop
by. | brought ny workout gear. How about a little sparring? Then, if
you're still alive, I'Il buy you lunch,"” he said with a grin

"And if |I'm not?"

"Then you buy, of course."

When they had first met a couple of years earlier, Mirphy had forned an
al nost instant liking for Levi. They came fromdifferent backgrounds and
had different perspectives on the world in many ways, but at heart they
were both adventurers. They enjoyed testing each other, physically and
mental ly, and Murphy always felt he canme away fromtheir neetings having
| ear ned sonet hi ng—dsually sone new nartial-arts nove.

At the gym Levi and Murphy warned up with stretching exercises to ensure
no pulled muscles. They then both dropped into a "horse stance" and hel d
that position while throwing five hundred right and | eft reverse punches.
Murphy could feel the strain in his thighs alnpbst instantly, while Levi

| ooked as if he was relaxing in an arnchair in front of the TW.

"Are you ready for something new?" asked Levi.

"Bring it on," grunted Murphy.

"W will practice a kata that has twenty-seven noves to it. It is called
Hei an Yodan. It was taught by G chin Funakoshi, the master in Karate-do."
Levi was always the patient teacher, even in the mdst of a high-
intensity training session. He was a blinding conbi nati on of grace,
speed, and sheer power. Mirphy was al ways anazed at how qui ckly his
stocky body could nove—and with what |ethal force

Mur phy knew t hat Levi had taken a job as head of security for a high-tech
conpany in the Ral ei gh-Durham area. But he had suspicions that he stil
had strong ties to the Mossad and to other intelligence agencies in a
nunmber of countri es.



For an hour Levi dragged Miurphy through the unfamliar kata, until Mirphy
could feel sonething new had been pro-gramred into his aching |inbs—a new
way of moving and see-ing. Just at the point where he thought he was
going to coll apse, Levi clapped his hands and dropped into a relaxation
posture. Murphy gratefully followed his exanple.

He waited for his breathing to steady, then said, "Ckay, Levi. Thanks for
the | esson. But what's the real reason for your visit?"

"Your body nmay be slow but your mind is still sharp, | see," Levi

| aughed. "I got a call from Bob Wagoner | ast week. He was concerned about
how you were dealing with the loss of Laura." He |ooked his friend in the
eye. "How are you handling it?"

Painful as it was, Murphy didn't resent the question. Levi wouldn't have
made much of a di plomat, but his directness was sonetines refreshing.
Murphy hated it when people didn't nmention Laura's name in case it upset
him He wanted people to talk about her and remenber her, even if nade

t he heartache nore intense.

"Some days have been harder than others. |'ve been pouring nyself into
work, trying to do sonething positive and not dwell in the past. But
every day | think about her, try to concentrate on the good tines, try
not to focus on— He took a breath and tried to clear his throat, but the
words woul dn't cone.

Levi finished his sentence for him "On Tal on."

Mur phy nodded, glad he didn't have to say the name. Then he suddenly
realized that was why Levi had cone.

"Listen," said Levi. "I heard about the break-in at the Parchnents of
Freedom Foundati on. How your friend Isis was al nost killed."
"You' re always remarkably well informed," Mirphy said.

"I have my sources, as you know. Anyhow, | was turning it over in ny

m nd, thinking about the way the guards had been killed—

"And you thought of Talon. O course. | knowit was him Levi. He killed
Laura, and now he alnost killed Isis. It was a mracle he didn't."

He | ooked at the floor, suddenly overconme with enotion. "Don't worry,"
said Levi. "I believe Tal on got what he was | ooking for. He won't be

com ng back."

Mur phy was amazed at how rmuch information Levi already had. How rmuch nore
did he know that he wasn't sharing?

"Look, Levi. If Methuselah is involved, and Talon is involved, sonething
bi g must be going on. Something to do with the ark

| just wish | knew what it was. But | think there's only one way to find
out."

Levi scratched the iron-gray stubble on his chin thought-fully. "If the
ark exists, of course."

Mur phy | ocked eyes with his friend. "I think you know nore than you're
telling on that score.”

"Maybe, " conceded Levi. "And what if the ark does exist?"

"I believe it does," said Murphy firmly. He gripped Levi's forearm "And
| want to try and find it. But 1'll need help. The kind of specialized
help I think only you can give nme. If | set up a discovery team | think
t he Parchments of Freedom Foundation mght be interested in funding it."
Levi shook his head. "Fromwhat | know, Ararat is a very dangerous pl ace.
Not only do you have Turkish soldiers, Kurdish rebels, and wild dogs,
there are also many rock aval anches and snow aval anches on the nountain.
Even eart hquakes. |f you go to where everyone thinks the ark m ght be

| ocated, you will have to clinb in high-altitude snow conditions."



"I know. That's why |'m asking for your help. We would need you to train
us for all the kinds of problens we might en-counter.”

Levi continued to | ook doubtful but Murphy plowed on.

"I"'mgoing to the Cl A headquarters at Langley. | think they have

i nformati on about Ararat that they've been sitting on for sone tine."
"You rmay be opening a big can of worms, Mirphy. Are you sure that you
want to do that?"

"You know e, Levi. | love an adventure. And | don't nmind rattling a few
cages in the government. Especially when it involves the possible

di scovery of the nost inportant archaeolog-ical find in human history. If
we can find the ark, it would be the greatest blow that could be struck
agai nst the theory of evo-lution. It would be a confirmation that the
Bible is correct and that God created the world. And | have a feeling
there may be other anmzing things on the ark. Maybe then we could even
convi nce an old skeptic like you, Levil!"

Levi didn't smile. "You are getting into areas that you know little
about. There is nore danger than you think."

"Fromwhat? |'ve al ready encountered Methusel ah and Tal on. ™"

"Spooks," said Levi evenly.

"Spooks? Are we tal ki ng about ghosts?"

"We're tal king about freelance, unofficial government opera-tives.

They' re no joke, Murphy, if you get in their way. | should know. "

Murphy fixed himwith an intense gaze. "Then I'mgoing to need all the
help I can get, aren't |?"



THI RTEEN
50 miles fromthe great city of Enoch, 3115 B.C.

A SCREAM OF AGONY filled the night air.

Whirling around, eyes w de, Noah turned toward the noi se. Down bel ow the
wal I s, through the flickering light of the torches, he saw Ahazah. He was
st aggeri ng backward, both hands gripping the arrow that had pierced his
chest. He was gasping for air.

The nen at the post near himran to his aid. As Noah started to nove
toward his bel oved servant he heard a trenmendous noise, like a great wave
crashing on the shore-the rushing cry of Zattu's attacking arny.

"To your posts, nen, to your posts!" he yelled.

Turni ng qui ckly, he shouted, "Japheth, the archers!"”

Noah's archers began to take aim at shadowy figures on the ground bel ow,
some of whom were already clinbing up the |Iong siege | adders.

But the eneny archers were at work too, sending a blinding spray of
ar-rows up toward Noah's nen, killing or maimng many before they could

| oose their own shafts. But worse, nany of the arrows had been dipped in
pitch and set on fire to becone flying torches, lighting up the sky be-
fore landing on the roofs of the buil dings bel ow

Fire coul d soon be seen everywhere in the city, and no one could be in
any doubt that Zattu's arny was deternmined to capture or destroy it

bef or e anot her dawn rose.

On the walls, Ham and his men were pushing the | adders away with | ong

pol es, desperately trying to prevent the eneny from overrun-ning them
Everywhere there was shouting and yelling—a violent ca-cophony in which
it was inpossible to tell the screans of the dying fromthe bark of
orders.

On the ground, inside the walls, wonmen tended to the wounded as children
drew water fromthe last remaining wells, trying to slake the fighters
terrible thirst.

Now Shem and his nmen began to pour scal ding water on the attack-ers bel ow
fromgreat iron pots, while others toppled | arge rocks down on the eneny
hol di ng the | adders. Soon all the |adders had been smashed, and the
eneny's nmormentum seenmed to have been halted. Suddenly, there was a nighty
cheer fromthose lining the walls.

Zattu's men were retreating

Once he was certain that it wasn't a ruse, that the eneny truly was in

di sarray, Noah gathered his sons and his chief ears beneath the walls.
"Shem take sone of the officers and see how many men we lost in the
attack. See how nmany of the wounded can still fight. Japheth, gather as
many of the enenmy arrows as you can. Have your nmen nove nore rocks to the
top of the wall and to the towers. Ham have you gotten any signal from
Masser et h?"

"I sent himto the great city of Enoch for help, but he has not re-
turned. He may have been killed by the eneny. Four days have passed.”
Dawn was turning the horizon a nuted pink as Noah began to wal k through
the city to survey the damage. Many of the hones were just snoking ashes.
Sone of his men were gathering the dead and cart-ing themto the storage
bui |l ding next to the tenple.



Every now and then he would stop to talk with the wounded, trying to
encourage them and thank themthe best he could. Wnen and chil -dren were
crying. Some worren were sitting on the ground, rocking dead |oved ones in
their arns and staring off into space.

Noah stopped and closed his eyes for a nonment. How he hated war. How he
hated the taking of another nman's life. But a man nust protect his famly
agai nst those who threaten them He had no other choice. And in recent
years the threat of evildoers had beconme too nuch to ig-nore. Tears
streamed down Noah's face as he began to search the crowd for Naamah. He
wept for all the dead, for the wi dowed nothers, for the fatherless
children. But he knew if he had lost his own wife his heart woul d break
and he would not be able to carry on.

After an hour of increasingly frantic searching, Noah found her. She was
wi th Achsah, Bithiah, and Hagaba, his sons' wives. Their once-fine
clothes were filthy and stained with sweat as they tended to the wounded
as best they coul d. Naanah stood to get another jar of water, w ped the
hair out of her face, and turned to see Noah. They enbraced wit hout
speaking for Iong nmonents and then she began to weep.

"Have you had word from Tubal -cai n?" said Naamah finally, with a | ook of
desperation in her eyes.

"No," Noah admitted with a heavy heart. "But | am hoping that Massereth
was able to get through the eneny lines to your brother. He is our only
hope. Supplies will only last for another day."

"What if he does not cone in tinme?"

Noah | ooked away.

"Noah, what will happen to our people?" said Naanah with fear in her
vVoi ce.

Noah hel d her shoulders firmy. He couldn't lie to her. "Zattu and his
arny are wi cked nen. They will take no slaves. They will kill the women

and children."

Noah drew her into his arnms as she dissolved into hysterical sob-bing.
"God will sonmehow protect us. We have trusted in H msince the begi nning.
He will not let us down."

It was noon when Japheth canme to Noah with the bad news.

W have about ninety nen who can still fight. Qur supply of ar-rows is
low, and npst of the water is gone. Qur only weapons are rocks. W may be
able to resist one nore attack."

Noah sighed, then gathered his spirits as best he could. "Start

or-gani zing the nen and take all of our supplies to the walls. Heat up
the rocks in the iron pots. W nust prepare for their next attack."

"Yes, Father," said Japheth with determ nation.

"I will have Ham gather any of the wonen who can fight, along with the

ol der children. It is our only hope."

Noah mounted the wall and wal ked fromtower to tower. He could see
several thousand of Zattu's men spread out over the plain, readying

t hensel ves for another attack. They knew Noah was al nost beaten. This
time they would strike in broad daylight.

Noah called to his sons and officers, W do not have nuch tine left.
Their arny is beginning to formranks! Gather the people!" It was |ike
being in an ill-onmened dream watching the eneny nove slowy toward the
city. They were coning like a swarmof ants ready to devour a juicy date.



Noah knew that his people would not endure the next attack for very | ong.
He began to pray.

Ham Shem and Japheth, along with Naamah, Achsah, Bithiah, and Hagaba,
gat hered around Noah as they watched the approach of the array. No one
spoke. There was nothing to say and nothing to do until the fina

onsl aught began

Suddenly the silence was broken by a shout fromone of the towers.

Noah and his famly turned and | ooked in the direction the sol dier was
pointing. It took thema nonment to register the cloud of dust on the

hori zon and discern the glint of arnor in the distance.

Noah was infused with a new surge of energy. "Praise God! It is the great
arny of Tubal -cain! Massereth has succeeded! W nust hold on until they
arrivel™

The attack began in the heat of the day. Wnen, children, and even sone
of the elderly joined with the men. Sone gathered stray arrows fromthe
eneny, and the stronger ones dropped rocks. Everyone who could stand
gathered on the walls in the hope they coul d somehow keep their city from
bei ng destroyed. They knew that once the walls were breached, they were
as good as dead.

Zattu did not see Tubal-cain's approach until it was too late. Wth their
rear unprotected, the slaughter was great. Tubal-cain's fighters were
fierce, and they wi el ded weapons far nore deadly than the curved iron
swords of Zattu's arny. Their swords made a high ringi ng sound when they
cl ashed agai nst shield or hel net—+thus they were known as Tubal -cain's
"singing swords"—and the netal seened unbreakable and inpervious to rust
or decay. For many hours the swords did their deadly work, until, as the
light began to fade, Zattu's army had finally been reduced to a pile of
corpses. Tubal-cain's nen roaned the plain, strip-ping the dead of
anything of value. Their harsh laughter mngled with the groans of those
not quite dead yet.

Agai nst this grisly background, Tubal-cain was conforting his sis-ter.
"You and your fam |y al nost died," he said. "You nust nove out of this

pl ace. There is much w ckedness here. Zattu's arny of scaveng-ing dogs is
destroyed, but his brothers will seek revenge."

"But this is where we rai sed Ham Shem and Japheth," said Naanah

"What does that matter! |If you stay you will be killed. You have no arny
to protect you anynore. Many of your people are dead. The city of Enoch
is too many niles distant." He shook his head. "I tell you, this is not a

safe place for wonen and children. You and Noah and your sons and
daughters must | eave."

"But where should we go?" sai d Naanah.

"The forest of Azer," said Tubal-cain. "You would have everything you
need. And no one has settled it yet. You would be safe fromthe

evi |l doers. ™

"That is many mles distant," said Noah. "I need to stay here and

i nstruct the people about the G eat God of the Heavens."

Tubal -cain smled and said, "These people don't care about your God talk

They will kill you for a few sheep. Even | do not believe in your God,
Noah. | cane only to save ny sister, not to proclaima vic-tory for your
CGod. And the next time evil strikes at you, | nay not be able to help you
intime."

W& nust pray about this,” said Noah firmy.
"What is there to pray about?" said Tubal-cain, spitting in the dust.
"You either nove or you will diel"



During the followi ng nonths Noah and his famly repaired the city as best
they coul d. Many of the wi dows noved out of the city and went back to
their relatives in distant villages. Ohers wandered out into the

wi | derness, fearing another attack on the city nore than they did the
threat of starvation or the predations of robbers.

The city began to dw ndle before their eyes.

"Do you think Tubal-cain is right, after all? Should we nove to the
forest of Azer?" said Naamah one day.

Noah understood her anxieties.

"I have been praying about it. O course, | knowthat it is not safe here
any longer. But | do not know yet that God wants us to nove. | wll spend
time today to seek His will."

"Where is Father?" asked Japheth later. "I have not seen himall day."
"He will return for the evening neal," responded Naamah cal mMy. She

| ooked out over the plain. "See! Is that not your father com ng now?" But
her relief turned to fear as she saw that he was running. Soon the rest
of the fam |y had gat hered, awaiting Noah's return. Could it be that
Zattu's brothers were on the march? They cl utched one another in fear as
a breathl ess Noah finally entered through the gate and they shut the
great wooden door behind him

"Come, cone!" said Noah when he had recovered hinself. "I have sonething
| rmust tell you all."

Soon the sons and wi ves gathered around their table.

"God has spoken to nme today!"

A 1 ook of shock settled on their faces.

"No, no. It is true. God spoke to ne today. He said, "Take your wife
Naanmah, Shem and Achsah, Ham and Bithi ah, and Japheth and Hagaba, and
build an ark of safety. The world is filled with w ckedness and vi ol ence.

The peopl e have corrupted thenselves. | amgoing to destroy themwith a
flood. But you and your famly will be saved fromdestruction.""

As his family listened in astonished silence, Noah went on to de-scribe
how the ark of safety was to be built. "W will be noving to the forest
of Azer. W will need the trees there for the building of the ark of
safety. | will travel to the great city of Enoch and | et Tubal -cain know
that we will be Ileaving."

A few days later, Noah was sitting in the cool shade of Tubal-cain's
garden. "You have nade a wi se decision, Noah," Tubal-cain said. "The
forest of Azer will be a safe place for you and ny sister and your
children. | will send some of ny trusted nen to protect you during your
journey. Zattu's brothers may be lying in wait for you."

"I appreciate your kindness, Tubal-cain. You have protected us on nore
t han one occasion."

Tubal -cai n nodded. "I do have one suggestion, however. Don't tell anyone
about your ark of safety. O that God spoke to you. They will |augh you
to scorn. O worse."

"But it is true!”

"True or false, it will just stir up trouble. |I don't want ny sister
sub-jected to any nore danger."

Noah bowed his head. He was truly grateful to Tubal -cain, despite his
lack of faith, and he had no desire to antagoni ze him



Tubal -cain seened nollified. "Before you | eave, | have sone special gifts
for you. The first is one of ny singing swords and a dagger. They nmay be

of some protection to you in the future. |I also have a box with sone
things that may help you in your foolish plan to build the ark of safety
that you tal k about. You nmust promse that you will not share these

secrets with anyone.”

Noah nodded i n agreenment and bowed once nore. When God had first told him
what he nust do, he had not known how such a task could be acconpli shed.
Now, as Tubal -cai n expl ai ned the nature of his spe-cial gifts, Noah
believed for the first tine that it really could be done.



FOURTEEN

"JUST A M NUTE THERE, Mur phy!"

The harsh voice had an air of command in it, and M chael could feel a
hand grabbi ng his shoul der and grippi ng hard. Turning instinctively,

Mur phy faced Dean Archer Fallworth. He was as tall as Murphy and had

Wi spy blond hair, and his whitewashed face with his high eyebrows and

I ong nose was set in a famliar scowl. You didn't need to be a nind
reader to know he wasn't happy.

Mur phy mai ntai ned a bl and expression and willed hinself to relax. It was
a foolish and possibly dangerous thing to grab sonmeone |ike Mirphy from
behind |i ke that. Hundreds of hours of nmartial-arts practice had honed
his reactions to a ra-zor's edge, and the whole point of the exercise was
that your body woul d counter a threat instinctively, before your
conscious mind even knew the threat was there

Luckily for Dean Fallworth, Mirphy's sixth sense had told himthat he was
not about to be attacked. At |east not physically.

Real i zi ng that he had Murphy's attention, Fallworth cleared his throat.
"Got you at |last, Murphy! You can be a hard man to track down, you know.
And | have better things to do than chase around the canpus after one of
nmy professors because he can't stick to a tinetable."
Murphy sniled. "Then why don't you go do then?" Fallworth's pallor paled
even further. "Watch what you say,
Murphy. | think |'ve had just about enough of your disrespect."”

"But you just keep com ng back for nore, don't you?"
Mur phy teased, al nbst beginning to enjoy hinself.
Fal lworth realized he was |osing control of the situation. "Listen here,
Mur phy. We have an inportant issue to discuss. W could discuss it now,
or . . . at a departnental disciplinary nmeeting." He smirked. "Up to
you. "
Mur phy sighed. "I have things to do too, Dean. So why don't you just get
whatever it is off your chest right here and now?"
"Fine. | hear reports that you have been | ecturing about Noah's Ark,
telling the students that it's sitting on Mount Ararat, as large as life.
What next, Miurphy—a semi nar on Jack and the Beanstal k? Or are you going
to nmount an expedition to find the old lady who lived in a shoe?"
"I don't deal in fairy stories," Mirphy said, his tenper rising.
"I's that right? What would you call a tale of a big boat filled with two
of every animal in the world? It certainly doesn't sound like history to
me. | believe we have an agreenent," he continued, jabbing a forefinger
in Murphy's face. "You are at liberty to present your beliefs as just
that —beliefs. This is a rep-utable university, and we cannot have
ridiculous Bible stories presented to inpressionable young students as if
they are fact. Do you understand ne, Professor Mirphy? You' ve got to stop



preaching religion in the classroom This is a place of higher I|earning,
not a church!"

Murphy waited until Fallworth was finished, then started counting on his
fingers. "Number one, | amnot preaching. I'mgiving a class |ecture.
Nurmber two, many reputabl e scientists believe Noah's Ark is on Munt
Ararat. And nunber three, ny students are free to question ny
presentations at any tine. Nothing is being ramred down their throats.
And besides that, you were not in attendance and have no i dea what you
are tal ki ng about . "

Mur phy could feel his Irish tenper com ng on strong. Fallworth's

conpl exi on was reddeni ng too.

"Have you heard of the separation between church and state, Muirphy?"
"Hold on, Fallworth. Were do you come up with this church and state
stuff? Preston is a private university. It has nothing to do with the
state."

"It's in the Constitution!"

Murphy made an effort to get a grip on his enotions. "Really? Just where
in the Constitution?"

"l don't have it nenorized, but it is somewhere in the First Anendnent!"
"Well, Archer, that's interesting. | do have the First Amendnent

menori zed! It says, Congress shall nake no | aw respecting an
establishment of a religion or prohibiting the free exercise thereof, or
abridging the freedom of speech, or the press; or of the right of the
peo-ple to peaceably assenble and to petition the government for a
redress of grievances."

"See, what did | tell you? No establishnment of a religion!"

"I"'mnot Congress, in case you hadn't noticed. |'mnot estab-lishing a
religion. I'mexercising ny free speech rights. You be-lieve in free
speech rights, don't you, Archer?”

"Certainly, but Thomas Jefferson said there is to be a sepa-ration

bet ween church and state!"

Murphy could tell that Fallworth was now just rattling off a well-worn
phrase wi thout a decent argunent behind it.

"And in what context did President Jefferson nake that statenment?"

"He said it. That's the inportant thing," Fallworth blus-tered.

"Let me help you out, Archer. It was in a letter witten to the Danbury
Bapti st Association on January 1, 1802. The Baptists were afraid that
Congress mght pass a |law establish-ing a state religion. Jefferson wote
back and said there is a wall of separation between the church and the
state. In other words, the state could not break down the wall and
establish a state reli-gion. It had nothing to do with keeping religion
out of govern-nent. Mst of our founding fathers were deeply religious
men. If you read Jefferson's witings you will see nmany places where he
encourages the free exercise of religion. It's just the opposite of what
you are saying."

"There should be a wall both ways."

"You know, Archer, | gave a lecture to the Russian Archaeo-1ogica

Society last year in Mdscow | informed themthat certain archaeol ogi ca
di scoveries were made possible by information received fromthe Bible. |
went on to say, ‘| knowthat this used to be a conmuni st country and many

of you m ght be atheists and do not believe in the Bible.' The professor
in charge said to ne, "Everyone in this lecture hall has at |east a
master's degree. There are twenty-two PhDs listening to your lecture. W
are quite capable of hearing what you have to say and determning if it



is valid for us or not. Aren't the educators in the United States capable

of doing that?' | said, "Sadly, nany are not.' | think you have just
proven ne right."
Beat en back by Murphy's command of detail, Fallworth tried a different

tack. "You're always tal king about the Bible and Bi bl e discoveries. The
Bible is notoriously filled with nyth and | egend. How coul d Noah possibly
get two of every kind of animal on the ark anyway?"

"When | find the ark," said Murphy with a smle, "I'Il tell you."



FI FTEEN

MURPHY WAS DRUMM NG his fingers on the table as the phone rang

"Hello." Atentative femal e voice.

"I's Isis there, please?"

"I"'msorry, there's no one here by that name. You nmust have the wong
nurber . "

Mur phy was sure he had dialed the right nunber.

"Look, my name is Mchael Murphy and this is the nunber Isis gave nme. She
said that she was staying with her sister in Bridgeport."

There was a pause at the other end.

"M. Mirphy, I'mHecate. Isis's sister. She said you night be calling
I"'msorry for the deception. The police told us not to |l et anyone know
Isis was here. She's outside on the patio. Let ne get her."

Hecate. Murphy smiled to hinself. Ad Dr. MDonald sure had a thing about
t hose anci ent goddesses. What was nore sur-prising was that |sis had
never mentioned a sister before. Then again, there were plenty of things
he didn't know about Isis, and there was no reason for her to confide
every detail of her personal life to him was there? But for some reason
the fact that she had kept her sister's existence a secret nade him feel
alittle hurt.

He tried to put the idea out of his head as he waited for Isis to cone on
the Iine. Wien she did, he could tell from her rapid breathing that
somet hi ng was maki ng her heart beat faster.

"Mchael! I'mso glad you called."
"How are you feeling?"
"Still a bit shaken up. | feel so bad about the guards. The po-lice said

that | shouldn't go to the funeral s—+t's too danger-ous—so | can't show

support for the famlies. They nust be devastated. And | feel sonehow

it's wong | survived. It's ny fault they' re dead."

"That's crazy, Isis. O course it isn't. | got you into this. If it's

anyone's fault, it's mne."

"Al'l right, Mchael," she said with a deep sigh. "Let's just say it's no

one's fault. W were doing our jobs, that's all. W didn't invite this .
. this . . .

"Evil," said Murphy softly.

Murphy listened to the silence on the other end of the line. Since their

adventures with the Brazen Serpent and the Gol den Head of Nebuchadnezzar,

Mur phy had sensed a change in Isis's views about good and evil, and about

faith. He wasn't sure ex-actly what she believed, or how dose she was to

accepting Christ into her life. But no one could go through what she had

wi t hout asking thensel ves the big questions.

He just hoped she canme up with the right answers.

But he knew pushi ng her woul d have the opposite of the in-tended effect.

Not for the first time where Isis was concerned, he found hinmself tongue-

tied. Luckily Isis broke the awkward sil ence.

"Let's try and be positive, Mchael. I'ma little battered, but I'm

basi cally okay. And there is sonme good news. | got a call fromthe

foundation. They wanted me to let you know that they are willing to fund



an exploration teamto search for Noah's Ark. They want you to head it
up. Isn't that great?"

Mur phy was caught of f guard.

"What pronpted themto nake that suggestion?"

"Probably several things, | suppose. | think they want to fol-low the
link between potassiumforty and | ongevity. They also want to see if
there are any other scientific discoveries on the ark. And there is
somet hing el se.”

"What ' s t hat ?"

"They received a check froman anonynmous donor to cover the entire
search.”

Mur phy whistled. "That's a big chunk of change!"

"Yes. Harvey Conpton, the chairman of the foundation, called nme hinself
with the news. He said the check came from sone of fshore conpany that
he'd never heard of before. The check was signed, and he cashed it, but
he couldn't read the sig-nature. The anonynpus donor sent a note stating
that he wanted you to | ead the discovery team™

Met husel ah! What was he up to now?

Mur phy knew Met husel ah had to be wealthy to finance his el aborate ganes,
but if his guess was right, now he seermed to be willing to put all his
resources into finding the ark. Wy?

"There's even enough noney to get a totally upgraded com puter system M
ol d conputer seens to have given up the ghost after | went flying across
nmy desk. Frankly, |'d be happier to go back to just using pen and paper.
And pens with proper ink, at that "

Mur phy was hearing Isis but his attention was already niles away, on the
treacherous, icy slopes of Muunt Ararat. Then suddenly he had an idea.
"Whul d you |ike to go?" he interrupted.

"What ?"

"Whuld you like to be part of the discovery team searching for the ark?"
Isis was nmonmentarily stunned. Mirphy had seenmed gen-uinely distraught
about the attack. He even felt personally re-sponsible. For the first
time she was beginning to think he actually cared about her.

And now he was inviting her to go on an expedition to one of the world's
nost inhospitable if not downright dangerous places. Al for the sake of
a biblical artifact. Wich, of course, nmade perfect sense. Because
biblical artifacts were all he really cared about.

How coul d she have been such a fool ?

"What do you say, Isis? If the ark really does have nore se-crets, we

m ght well need sonmeone with your linguistic skills to deci pher the
ancient texts."

Isis didn't need any nore time to think about it. She'd show M chael
Murphy that she wasn't some softhearted female at the beck and call of
her enotions. Blast him

"Count me in. Apart fromthe skills you nmentioned, you night need an
experi enced nount ai neer along for the ride. My father and | used to spend
every vacation in the Hghlands, |I'll have you know. "

"Great. But you nmight need to start getting in serious shape once you're
feeling better. We're going to be at high altitude in difficult

condi tions."

"Don't worry about nme," Isis said sharply. "I've clinbed nore nountains
than you' ve had hot dinners. Anyway, you've got sone organizing to do
"Il let you get on with it."

Mur phy grinned as he put the phone down, then let out a sigh of relief.



Mount Ararat mght be a dangerous place, but at least if Isis came on the

expedition, he'd be there to protect her
They might find the ark. They might not. Utimately it was in God's

hands. But he was determ ned that he wasn't going to | ose Isis.



S| XTEEN

IT WAS 6: 00 A.M when Mirphy wal ked t hrough the doors of the Ral eigh
Health and Fitness Gym He liked to get an early-norni ng workout three
days a week if he could, not just to stay in shape, but because physi cal
activity gave himthe space in which to think. A step machi ne was one of
the few sanctuari es he knew where no student was likely to ask him about
an assi gnnent.

He changed and selected a nmachine. After forty-five mnutes he'd built up
a sweat and could feel his mnd beginning to let go of the inmediate
concerns of the day. He stepped off and ambled over to the free-weights
area to begin his routine.

He was working on the bench press when he heard a voice behind him
"Wuld you like ne to spot for you?"

Mur phy | ooked up as he pushed the two hundred pounds above his chest and
| et out some air. Hank Bai nes was standi ng behind his bench, dressed in
baggy gray sweats that masked his rmuscul ar physi que.

"Sure," he said as the bar canme down and went up again. Mirphy finished
his set and then sat up. He took a few breaths and turned and shook

Bai nes' s hand.

"I haven't seen you here before," said Mirphy.

"To be honest, thisis alittle early for nme," Baines admtted. "But |

t hought I mght run into you. | was hoping we could tal k."

"No problem But you're going to have to wait until | get through ny
routine. It's kind of hard to tal k when you're push-ing a coupl e hundred
pounds over your head."

Bai nes | aughed. "Ckay," he said. "Let's get to it."

Hal f an hour later, the two men were sitting on a workout bench, catching
their breath between sets. "You really like to nake it hard for yourself,
don't you," Baines said.

"You've got to be kidding. | was just trying to keep up with you." Muirphy
grinned. "So what's on your nind? How s Tiffany doi ng?"

Bai nes sniled. "Great. Just great. | wanted to say thanks for the advice
you gave nme. |'ve tried ny best to be less critical. To look for ways to
say positive things, and, well, it seens to be hav-ing an effect. Going

to church seens to have cal ned her down. And whatever your friend Shari
said to Tiffany, it's really changed her attitude. She actually
apol ogi zed to nme for her wild behav-ior." He shook his head, sniling.
"That | thought |I'd never see."

"That's great. You two obviously care for each other. You just needed to
realize it." Mirphy | ooked at Baines, and he could see he was stil
troubl ed. "And how s Jennifer doi ng?"

"Funny you should ask. As a father | seemto be doing better. As a
husband, not so good. Now that Tiffany and | have stopped shouting at
each other, | can really hear the silences be-tween Jennifer and ne."
Bai nes pi cked up sone dunbbells and began a set of curls. Mirphy joined
hi m

"You find it difficult to talk to each other?"



Bai nes shook his head. "Jennifer doesn't like any kind of conflict and
just clanms up and won't talk."

"What does her clanming up do to you?"

"I't drives ne nuts. | get so frustrated when she won't even yell and
shout at me if she's mad, | just |eave the house and slamthe door."
"What happens when she does tal k?" asked Murphy as he set the weights
down.

"We' | | be discussing a problemand I'Il explain to her why her way won't
work and why we should do it differently. | try to be real patient, to
show her how she hasn't thought it through conpletely."”

"Sounds |ike you might not be giving her a chance to dis-agree with you.
Maybe that's why she withdraws," said Murphy with a firmsmle.

Bai nes said nothing. Murphy could tell that he nmight have struck a nerve.
"How | ong has this been going on?"

"About a year."

Mur phy made a cal cul ated guess as he | ooked Baines in the eye.

"Are you seei ng anyone el se?"

Bai nes tensed and the color drained fromhis face. H's nod was al nost

i mper cepti bl e.

"I't'"s alittle difficult trying to make two rel ati onshi ps work, isn't
it?"

Baines's lips tightened and again he nodded his head sl owy.

"You know, Hank, it's been ny experience that peopl e who have gone
through a divorce end up with a ot of regrets. The biggest one usually
is they didn't try harder to make it work. The excitenent of an affair is
only a fantasy. One day you wake up to the fact that the new person has
just as many hang-ups and problenms as your present spouse. Believe it or
not, you can have comuni cati on problenms with themtoo. Besides having to
carry a load of guilt. It's just not worth the price."

Mur phy could tell Bai nes needed to think about what he'd just said. "Come
on, let's cool down with a jog in the park."

About fifteen minutes into the jog they began to wal k. Bai nes stil

hadn't responded to Murphy's plea for marital fi-delity, but Miurphy felt
he was receptive

"Tell nme sonething, Hank. Wiat do you do when you conme hone after a day
at work?"

"I usually change ny clothes and sit down and read the newspaper or watch
sone TV before dinner."

"I used to do that when Laura was alive too. Then one day | realized that
we weren't communicating. She wanted to talk at night and | wanted to go
to sleep. | decided that instead of put-ting ny feet up when | got hone,

| would spend that tine fo-cusing nmy attention on the nost inportant
person in nmy life. Wen do you and Jennifer usually have your tal ks about
heavy issues?"

"Well, | haven't really thought about it. | guess it's usually late at
night after Tiffany has gone to bed. Wiy do you ask?"

"You mght think this sounds crazy, but studies show that marital

di scussions after 9:00 P.M usually have a tendency to go downhill. Maybe
it would be good to choose a different time, when you' re both not so
tired."

"Sounds like very practical advice. Now can | ask you a question?" said
Bai nes.

"Sure."

"Did you and Laura ever have any big fights?"



"I guess we had our share. Being a Christian doesn't nean that you're
perfect. But you have spiritual resources to draw upon, like | nentioned
before. In the Bible."

"For exanple.”

"There's a verse | committed to nenory, because | wanted to be the best
husband | could. It says, And you husbands nmust |ove your w ves and never
treat themharshly. There were times that | have to admit | treated Laura
harshly."

Bai nes coul d sense the genuine regret in Miurphy's voice. He wasn't just
trying to make himfeel better about his own behavi or.

"I found that there were five things that were hel pful during those
times. The first was to learn to say "I'msorry.' That was hard for ne,
but the second thing was even harder. It was to ad-nit | was wong. That
meant | had to swallow ny pride. That was hard."

"Yeah. That's really hard for a perfectionist Iike me who al-ways has to
prove that I'mright."

"The third thing was to ask for forgiveness. That was hard too. There
were times when | didn't feel like it. But then | fol-lowed it up with
two nore things. Those were to say | love you' and that we would try and
Wi pe the slate clean with the words let's try again."

"That all makes sense. But getting past your own pride, that's the
hardest part."

"That's where being a Christian cones in. | couldn't have done all of
that without the help of God. He gives us the strength when we turn our
lives over to Hm"

They wal ked back to the gym toget her.

"Hank, you nentioned that you thought that church was hel pi ng your
daughter. Maybe you shoul d consider that it could help you."

Bai nes | ooked doubtful. "Mybe."

Murphy left it there. He'd planted a seed. Now it was up to Bai nes.



SEVENTEEN

THE THREE- HOUR ROAD TRIP from Ral eigh to Norfolk, Virginia, was one that
usual Iy brought back good nenories. Often he and Laura had traveled north
toward Wl don and then east past Mirfreesboro and Sunbury, where they
would find a place to eat. They would then drive up through the G eat
Disnmal Swanp to Norfol k and then over to Virginia Beach near Cape Henry.
As the famliar landmarks triggered little flash-backs to those carefree
days, Mirphy began to wonder why he wasn't feeling rel axed—why, in fact,
his gut was churning.

Was it because he'd told Hank Baines his marriage to Laura had been | ess
than one hundred percent perfect? Had that been a betrayal of her nenory?
No, that was ridiculous. He hadn't nmentioned Laura' s being in the wong,
only his own failings. And there was no nmerit in glossing over them-ot

i f another person was bei ng open and honest with hi mabout his own

marri age problens.

So what was bot hering hinf

Betrayal .

For sonme reason the little word stuck in his nind and woul dn't go away.
Then another little word joined it, and suddenly it all fell into place.
I sis.

He was feeling guilty because of his feelings toward Isis. Feelings he
was only this mnute admtting he even had.

He gripped the steering wheel tighter. Since Laura's death, the | ast
thing on his mnd had been another relationship. As far as he was
concerned, he'd found his soul nmate, his life mate, in Laura, and no one
could ever replace her in his heart. He would wait patiently, alone, his
achi ng heart nourished by nmenories, until they were finally reunited in
heaven.

He didn't want to fall in love with someone else. He couldn't fall in
love with soneone el se

Stifling a curse, he tried to concentrate on the noving | and-scape. St
Paul's Church caught his eye. He focused on recalling every fact he could
about the church. It had been built in 1739 and was one of the few
bui I di ngs that had survived the British bonbardnment of Norfol k during the
Revol uti onary War

Bei ng the headquarters for the Atlantic Comrand, Norfol k was definitely a
Navy town. Murphy saw shi ps and Navy per-sonnel everywhere. Wi ch
thankfully rem nded himwhat this trip was all about.

He headed to the west along the Elizabeth River.

It wasn't long before he turned in to the driveway of Vern Peterson's
house. Vern was out in front nmowing the | awn, and Kevin, his three-year-
old, was playing with a toy I awn nower, trying to imtate his father.
Kevin had Vern's red hair and green eyes, and seeing themtogether

bani shed Murphy's blues instantly.

Vern turned off the nower, scooped up his son, and gave Mirphy a nock

sal ute.

Murphy put the car in park and returned the salute with a snmle. Vern put
his son down and the two nen gave each other a bear hug while Kevin
hopped excitedly at Vern's feet, wanting to know what all the fuss was
about. Eventually Vern picked himup again with one brawny arm "This is



M chael Murphy. Professor M chael Mirphy. Can you renenber when you | ast
saw hi n?"

The boy | ooked confused and Murphy hel ped himout. "It was a long tine
ago, Kevin. But | remenber you. | seemto re-nmenber you were draggi ng an
old teddy bear around that was bigger than you were."

The boy giggled. "Tranps!"

"Those were the days," Vern | aughed. "Wen all he needed was a raggedy
old bear. Now it's video ganes and DVDs and goodness- knows-what."

Vern's wife, Julie, came running out the house and flung her arns around
Mur phy. She was a petite brunette with a pixie-like face that always wore
a mschievous smle, and Miurphy thought back to one of the last tines
he'd seen her. It had been his and Laura's weddi ng anni versary and the
four of them had been celebrating in a downtown Ral ei gh restaurant
fanci er than any of themcould afford, rem niscing about their wedding,
when Vern had been his best man and Julie had been Laura's maid of honor.
He gave Julie a hug and stood back to | ook at her. "Julie, you seemto be
the only person round here who hasn't gotten any bigger since | |ast saw
you. "

She grinned and put a hand to his cheek. "You say the sweet-est things,
Mur phy. Now, cone on inside the house. Dinner's about ready, and | know
you and Vern have things to talk about."

Murphy waited until the | ast nmout hful of apple pie had been washed down
wi th homemade cider and the di shes had been cleared before strolling out
onto the porch with Vern, where they settled into a pair of old rockers.
"Tell nme, Vern, when was the last time you flew a chopper?" Vern | ooked
sideways at him "I think you know the answer to that, Mirphy. Not since
Kuwai t . "

He didn't need to el aborate. Vern had been headquartered out of Kuwait
when General Schwarzkopf began the advance on the Republican Guard. The
Iragi arnmy had been crushed in about one hundred days. The thirty-eight-
day air canpaign had broken their norale. The Iragi troops were tired,
hungry, and weary after over a nonth of relentless bonbing. They had
surrendered by the thousands.

"I remenber the statistics,” said Muirphy. "W |ost four tanks and they

| ost four thousand. We |ost one piece of artillery and they |ost 2,140
pi eces. They lost two hundred forty planes and we | ost forty-four."

"W weren't so lucky with the helicopters,” said Vern. "W | ost seventeen
and they lost only seven. In fact, the ship | flew was hit tw ce but
didn't go down."

The tal k about war faded out and Peterson | ooked at Mirphy.

"M chael, you've got sonething up your sleeve, what is it?" "I need your
flying expertise. You have experience in flying at both high and | ow
altitudes."

"So you want ne to fly to Canada?" said Vern with a grin. "Alittle
farther than that." Mirphy paused. "I want you to join ny discovery team
to search for Noah's Ark."

Pet erson shot forward in his chair

"You want me to fly over Ararat? You' ve got to be kidding!"

"Ckay, Vern. Don't bite my head off." Mirphy went on to explain how he
needed Peterson to fly in supplies fromthe town of Dogubayazit, at the
foot of Ararat, to the base canp high on the sl opes of the nountain. He
m ght not be able to Iand on the snow due to the steep slope, and he



m ght have to air-drop supplies by cable. Peterson sat there and | ooked
at Mur phy.

"Well, 1've done crazy things with a helicopter, but this would top them
all."

Mur phy assured himthat the Parchnents of Freedom Foundati on woul d be
funding the entire trip. He would nake a very handsone sal ary and woul d
be honme in about three weeks after |eaving. Peterson just shook his head
in disbelief.

"You'll have to give nme sonme tinme to think about it and talk it over with
Julie. W haven't told you yet, but we're expecting another baby. |'m not
sure how she'll feel about ne |eaving."

"That's great news about the baby, Vern. Congratulations. |'ll understand

if you don't feel you can do it."
"Not so fast," Vern said. "The baby com ng neans we need every cent | can

lay my hands on. | could even build that exten-sion Julie's always
tal ki ng about. Anyway, Ararat's a pretty tough place to fly a chopper,
but it's not like Kuwait. | nean, there won't be anyone shooting at us,
right?"

"I hope not," Murphy said. "I hope not."



El GHTEEN

THE LUSH GREEN FOREST of Azer was a welcone sight after the |ong journey
fromthe city of Noah. And when Noah, his sons, and their w ves beheld
the clear blue lake in the center of the forest, tasted its cool
refreshing water, and let their livestock graze on the rich neadow grass
around its banks, nmany wondered why they had made so nany sacrifices to
defend the city in the dusty plain. Surely this was paradise, and this
was where God neant themto be.

Soon Noah and his sons began the process of cutting tinmber and erecting
shelters. The wonmen were busy with catching fish fromthe | ake and
preparing neals, as well as tending the horses, canels, sheep, goats, and
cows that munched contentedly on the gentle grassy sl opes.

During a time of rest, Noah at |ast opened the box that Tubal-cain had
given him Inside he found weights and neasuring devices and in-strunments
for surveying land. There were also three bronze plates with instructions
engraved on them But nost intriguing of all was a golden chest with
desi gns of |eaves around the edges.

Carefully, Noah opened the golden chest. It was filled with various
colored crystals, grains of what |ooked like sand, and small pieces of
metal . He reached his hand in and scooped up the naterial. Instantly, he
dropped the grains and pulled out his hand, which felt as if he had just
put it into a furnace. He slamed the lid of the golden chest and ran to
the | ake, plunging his hand in the cooling waters. The fiery pain

subsi ded gradual ly, but when he finally withdrew his hand, the skin was
red and t hrobbi ng.

Returning to the box, he took out the three bronze plates and began to
read. Each plate contained instructions for the use of the elenments in

t he gol den chest.

The first plate told howto identify rocks containing various types of
nmetal s. The second plate instructed how much of the el enments should be
used with each type of netal. And the third plate described the type of
fire that would be needed to produce various netals.

Tubal -cain had a reputation as an inventor of nmetal artifacts and

i mpl ements of warfare. And now, Noah realized, Tubal-cain had given him
the secret of his singing swords.

During the next few nmonths Noah and his sons built a forge and began to
experinent with the instructions on the bronze plates. They col -1 ected
various types of rocks and began a snelting process and added the

el ements fromthe gol den chest.

They were anmazed by the results.

Noah began to nake axes, saws, and other tools for working with wood. He
and his sons could not believe the strength of the nmetal and the keenness
of its edge, and soon they had built fine, solid houses be-side the |ake.
But Noah knew Tubal -cain's gifts had another, nore inportant use. One day
he decl ared, "Now we nust begin the ark of safety."”



The | oud snappi ng sound made Shem swi vel around. It only took a split
second to realize the danger.

"Look out! Run!"

Ham Japheth, and Noah had al so heard the fearful sound and had al r eady
started to nove before they heard Shem s words. Wth a quick gl ance
upward, they started running to the south.

It wasn't the first time they had heard the sound of a snapping rope

gi ving way under the weight of the heavy beans. The horses were strong
and could pull the weight, but the ropes woul d sonetines give out due to
heavy use. It was becom ng nore and nore difficult and dangerous to raise
the beans as the ark grew in size.

Noah and his sons had begun their construction project in the nmid-dle of
the forest of Azer. They had cleared a great space where the ark was to
sit but had left the larger trees standing around the perineter to use as
hoi sts. By stringing ropes fromtree to tree over the ark, and with the
use of pulleys and horses, they could lift the beanms into place.

But now one of the dark brown beans canme crashing down to the floor of
the ark. Besides putting a |arge gouge in the beans be-low, it knocked
over two | adders and broke sone of the bracing on the mddle floor. If
that weren't enough of a problem it also knocked over the large barre
of pitch that they were using to help seal the cracks. The sticky liquid
spill ed everywhere, covering sone of their hamrers and a stack of wooden
pegs that they used to hold the beans in pl ace.

Noah's sons | ooked forlornly at the scene of destruction.

"What are we going to do?" exclaimed Japheth, his head in his hands.

"A whol e day's work ruined!" joined Ham

Shem just stood there and shook his head.

Only Noah seened to be unaffected by the accident. "Wl |, sons, no one
was hurt. The Lord has protected us."

"At first | wondered why the Lord gave us one hundred twenty years to
build the ark," said Japheth. "But even with Tubal -cain's amazi ng tools,
it's going to be alifetime's work."

"That may be part of it," Noah said. "But the real reason God is giving
us such a long period to build the ark is to give us tine to get H s
message out to as many sinners in this wicked world as possible. They,
too, can be saved fromthe coning flood if they will only turn fromtheir
evil thoughts, their corruption, and their worship of false gods."

No sooner were the words out of Noah's mouth than the harsh sound of

| aughter reached them The forest of Azer was far from any major

settl enents, but the runors about the ark had spread far and wi de, and
many people had conme to see Noah and his sons laboring to build a huge
sea goi ng vessel over one hundred niles fromthe ocean in the niddle of a
forest. Sone sinply stared in awed anazenent, but npst entertai ned

t hensel ves by jeering at them or even physically harassing them

"You'll never get that thing built!"

"I't doesn't look like your God is hel ping you now Perhaps a dif-ferent
god woul d hel p you nore!"

More | aughter.

Noah waited until they had finished. "You can | augh now, but the day is
com ng when | aughter will cease. God will punish evil men and wonen with
a judgnent of water," he said calmy. "The sky will break forth with
rain, and wells of water will spring out of the ground. Every living
creature that has the breath of air will die. The only place of safety



will be the ark of God's protection. Please listen and turn from your

wi ckedness!"

The peals of laughter resumed and a few pieces of rotten fruit were ained
in Noah's direction.

One nman in particular decided to chall enge Noah. "You have been buil ding
that ark for years, Noah. You have been preaching to us for years.
Not hi ng has changed. People are born and people die. Living a life of
goodness does not pay as well as stealing for a living."

At this the laughter turned to cheers.

Noah turned his back on the hecklers with a sigh. "Back to work, sons. W
need to repair the danage and continue. Sone people only live for the
nmonent and do not think about the future, but we know better."

"I'mtired of their ridicule. 1'd like to give them sonme judgnment be-fore
fl oodwat ers come!" said Shem

"Like we did to Zattu and his arny," added Ham

Japhet h nodded i n agreenent.

Noah | ooked each of themin the eye and said, We will | eave judg-nent in
the hand of God. Wthin the next two weeks we nmust try to fin-ish the
structure for the third floor. W will then need to spend the next nonth
cutting down nore trees. W still have a long way to go. But God will
give us strength."

Naanah and her daughters-in-law had conme runni ng when they heard the
commotion of the falling beam Fear had struck all of their hearts, for

t hey knew the dangers of working so high off the ground. Had one of their
men been injured or killed?

They were relieved to see that no one was injured, but the sarcastic
conments of the spectators were deeply painful

Bithi ah broke into tears. "This is more than | can bear." The other wonen
gat hered around to confort her.

"Everywhere we go, people call us names and nmake fun of us. | can't go to
the market wi thout men maeki ng crude and suggestive comnents. |I'mafraid
that they mght attack nme as they do the other womren. My friends have
left me and tal k about nme behind ny back."

"I know it is hard," said Naamah as she gave her a hug. "Living a godly
life is not an easy task. But when the devastation cones, they will not
be | aughi ng anynore. Wereas you and your sons will be saved."

Bi t hi ah wi ped the tears fromher eyes. "But how nmuch nore will we have to
endure before the flood conmes? How | ong nmust we survive this tornment?"
Naanah | ooked at Noah before replying. "Do not w sh the day of
devastation to conme before its appointed tine. Even for us, it will be
nore terrible than you can inmagine."



NI NETEEN

WHEN THE BUS finally came to a halt at the end of the w nding nountain
road, Tiffany Bai nes and her friends Lisa and Christy practically

expl oded off it. "This better be good, Tiff," warned Christy, shaking out
her jet-black waist-length hair. Tiffany took one | ook at the | ake and
felt certain it was go-ing to be. The nile-long finger of eneral d-green
water was nes-tled in a small valley surrounded by pines and oaks, and
the nountains rose on all sides, making the setting incredibly dra-matic.
How coul d anyone not have a good tinme here?

But even though Lisa and Christy were her two closest friends, Tiffany
was begi nning to wonder if bringing themhere had been a good idea after
all. Wien she first told them about the retreat, she deliberately didn't
add the word church. She fig-ured there was no point in frightening them
of f before they got here, and she just trusted that once they did, the

experience would be so different fromtheir normal lives that they'd
qui ckly find thenselves caught up in it.
After all, a nonth ago Tiffany wouldn't have believed she could be going

to church regul arl y—but now she found herself | ooking forward to it al
week.

Di snmi ssing her doubts, she put her arnms around her friends and they ran
down toward the nmain building on the | ake shore. Finding their dorm they
unpacked quickly, then started ex-ploring.

"The cute boys you prom sed us nmust be round here some-where, right?"
said Christy with a grin.

Pretty soon they had teaned up with another busload of students and

t oget her discovered the recreation roomwith its table tennis and poo
tables. By the tine they heard the bell sumoning themto dinner, Lisa
had beaten just about all corn-ers on the pool table, and the girls high-
fived their way into the main refectory.

After the neal, a young nan in faded jeans and a gray sweat-shirt stood
up and introduced hinmself. "Hi, everybody, and wel conme to Lake Herman. My
nane's Mark Ortman and |' mthe youth director here. You probably all have
di fferent reasons for coming here today, but I'mgoing to tell you

somet hing that nmay surprise you. | hope it will also inspire you."

The tal ki ng and j oking faded out as everybody waited to hear what he was
goi ng to say.

"You didn't arrive here by accident. God has a purpose for our |ives—
whet her we've been paying attention to HHmor not—and | sincerely believe
He brought us all together nowin this place at this time so He could
reveal that purpose to us.

Bei ng young nowadays neans you've got nessages being beaned at you
twenty-four-seven fromevery direction. You've got TV, nmgazi nes, nmnusic,
vi deo ganes—all trying to grab your atten-tion. Sonetines it seens
there's no time and no place to just be quiet and tranquil and listen to
Cod's voice talking to you. Well, that's what Lake Herman is all about.”
Qui ckly he put his hands up, palns out. "Ckay, Okay, there's going to be
a lot of crazy fun stuff too. But in this beautiful setting, away from
all that noise, we're going to see if we can find the tinme to cl ose our
eyes and listen. Just listen. And see what God says to us. Because,
bel i eve nme, He has a nessage for you, and it's the nost inportant
nmes-sage you're ever going to hear." He clapped his hands. "Al'l right,



guys. Enough of listening to ne. Renmenber, |ights out at ten o' cl ock.
Breakfast starts at eight, and our first neeting is at nine. Looking
forward to seeing you all there."
Christy and Lisa turned toward Tiffany, and she could feel a death stare
directed at her from both sides.
"Ckay, guys. Maybe | forgot to nmention this was a church retreat, but—
"You didn't forget," Christy said, cutting her off. "You knew if you
mentioned the word church it woul d have taken a bunch of, like, totally
wild horses to drag us here. So what is it with you, Tiffany? What's
happened to you?"
Tiffany could feel herself blushing, and she suddenly felt conpletely
tongue-ti ed, but she really wanted her friends to understand what she'd
been goi ng t hrough.
"You know | told you nmy dad was naking nme go to church on Sundays with ny
nmon®"
"Uh-huh." They nodded.
"Well . . . he wasn't exactly nmaking nme. | nean, it wasn't ny idea at the
start, but after a couple tinmes | sort of got into it and started really
listening to what the pastor was sayi hg—this guy Pastor Bob—and actually
it was kind of, well, cool."
"Cool ?" they chorused in disbelief.
Ti ffany nodded. "Yes. Cool. About |ooking at the big picture, and what's
goi ng to happen in the future, and why we're here."

Lisa rolled her eyes. "The big picture. Have sone fun and then you die,
girlfriend. That's the big picture."
Ti ffany knew she m ght be |osing her best friends, but strangely she felt
nore sure of herself the nore they nocked.
"No it isn't," she insisted. "There's nore toit. Alot nore. And if you
don't listen, then you' re not just going to waste your life, but you're
ri sking everlasting dammation. | don't want that to happen."”
Christy and Lisa just |ooked at her, and Tiffany hoped agai nst hope they
weren't going to burst out |aughing. But they didn't. They both put their
arns around her and Christy said, "Listen, Tiff, just because we're best
friends and we | ove you, we're going to overlook the fact that you
brought us here on to-tally false pretenses, and we're going to tough it
out and stay here through the weekend and do this quiet listening thing,
and t hen, when we get back to Preston .

"Boy, are we going to get wasted!" said Lisa.
They all |aughed and hugged one another and Tiffany cl osed her eyes as
she felt the tears conme and she said a quick prayer that Christy and Lisa
woul d hear the voice before the weekend was out.
At the Saturday norning neeting Mark Ortman chal l enged everybody on their
relationships with others. Did they have anyone in their life that they
hat ed? Was there anyone that they needed to forgive? Wre they obeying
their parents and con-tributing to their fanlies? O were they just
t aki ng and never thinking to give back?
Tiffany was relieved that Lisa and Christy seenmed to be lis-tening
intently, and afterward neither of them nmade fun of what Mark had been
sayi ng. Even so, all three gladly took the opportunity of burning up sone
energy in physical activity for the rest of the day—kayaki ng on the | ake,
pl ayi ng vol l eybal |l on the beach, and hiking on the wooded sl opes.

By the time they' d showered and got ready for the evening neeting, their
m nds were open to new i deas and new chal -1 enges to the usual way they
t hought about thi ngs.



This time Mark Ortman delivered a stirring talk on how Jesus suffered and
died in our place. He did it because of Hi s great |ove and forgiveness
for all nmen and wonmen, Mark told them Sonething about the way he tal ked
of Jesus as if He was a real person whom Mark knew personal |y nade them
feel that He really had sacrificed H nself for each one of them
"Tonight, we are going to have a Discipline of Silence," said Otman
finally. "After the neeting, | want you to go outside and get al one for
fifteen m nutes. Just you and God. Wthout any of your friends. | want
you to ask yourself this question: Who is running your life? Either you
are or God is. Maybe toni ght you need to do sone business with your
Creator. Please |eave the building quietly.”

Everyone silently filed out of the neeting hall. Tiffany | ost sight of
Lisa and Christy as they wal ked into the woods besi de the | ake, found a
log by a stream and sat down.

This is not a hard question to answer, she thought as the quiet sounds of
the forest seeped into her consciousness. |'ve been run-ning ny life and
it's gotten to be a ness.

Hesitantly, feeling a little awkward even t hough she knew she was al one,
she began to tal k al oud.

"God, | don't really know howto talk to you. I'mnot really sure what it
means to ask you to come into ny life. But tonight, | want you to cone
intomy life. It is a mess. Please forgive me for ny sins. Change ny
life. Please help nme to learn to live for you. | believe that you died
for me. | believe that you rose fromthe grave to nake a hone for ne in
heaven. | invite you in. Please cone."

Tiffany couldn't say any nore. Suddenly she was overcome with tears. The
sobs shook her body. She cried until there were no tears left. For a few
m nut es she just sat there and stared at the magnificent star-studded
sky.

Then a thought cane to her. | need to call Mom and Dad.

She wal ked out of the forest and back inside the main build-ing to the

| obby area where the public phones were | ocated. She was surprised to see
it was filled with other young people do-ing the sane thing. Al of them
it seemed, had a burning need to talk to their | oved ones. After waiting
inline for about a half hour, she eventually got hold of her parents.
Her tears started all over again as she tried to tell them what had
happened and how she was feeling and how she wanted to change her life.
By the end of the conversation all three of themwere crying

But as she wal ked away fromthe phone booth, she felt hap-pier than she
had ever been in her life.



TVENTY

DEEP W THI N THE subt erranean vault, the Seven had nmoved to the cavernous
dining room An oversize crystal chan-delier hung fromthe ceiling with
the lights dimred, turning it into a place of shadows whose linits seened
to extend far be-yond the walls. A deep recess in one wall housed the
fireplace, where giant | ogs were crackling fiercely. In the surrounding
bl ackness it | ooked |ike the nmouth of hell.

The candl es on the large round wal nut table flickered on the seven faces
as they sat across fromone another. The nmain course of wild boar stuffed
with quail had been finished, and they were sipping wine fromcrystal
gobl et s.

Mendez was the first to break the eerie silence.

"Do we know any nore about what might be di scovered on Ararat?"

The sonber voice of Barthol omew r esponded

"Only that there has been sone di scovery regarding potas-siumforty and

t he possi ble extension of life. W do know that Murphy is planning an
expedition in search of the ark. Tal on knows what to do."

"And what will beconme of Professor Murphy?" asked the hatchet-nosed man
with gray hair.
"W are allow ng Professor Muirphy to do sonme . . . spadework for us,"

Bart hol onew replied. "OF course, when he has outlived his useful ness he
will be elimnated."

Everyone again lifted their glasses in a toast.

Bart hol onew surveyed the snmiling faces as they seened to float happily in
t he seni darkness and said, "Do not becone overconfident, ny friends.
There is still much to be done. Many steps yet to be taken on the road to
ultimate control. W nust institute a systemof universal conmerce, for
one thing."

Then the Englishman spoke. Sir WIlliam Merton | ooked Ii ke a harml ess,
slightly portly English cleric. Especially with the white collar around
his neck and his black shirt. But, as he con-tinued to speak, his English
accent began to disappear. H s voice becane deeper and echoed strangely
in the chanber. Those across the table could see a slight red glowin his
eyes in the flickering Iight.

"But rmake no m stake, progress is being made. Great strides toward our
goal . The leaders of 138 nati ons have joined together endorsing the
establishment of a World Court. The European Comunity gets ever nearer
to becom ng a single nation. The seeds for the transfer of the United
Nations to Iraq have been planted. Soon oil noney will be filling their
coffers. Al is nov-ing as planned!"

Merton's voi ce becane stronger as he warned to his thene.

"Christianity is under attack in Anerica and throughout the world.
Through our influence it will soon by a byword for intolerance and
cruelty. Its death knell has been sounded, | tell you. And our one world
religion will be ready to take over!"



Then a worman in a green dress spoke in a faintly Germanic ac-cent. "l
agree, WIlliam we are nmaking progress on all fronts. Through Barri ngton
Conmmruni cations and our access to cable-TV news channels, our agenda is
gai ning ground in the nedia. The evangelicals are in retreat, without a
doubt. And our plans to bring all comrercial activity under control of a
single authority are well advanced. One world governnent, one world
religion. It is all within our grasp." She nodded toward Bart hol onew.
"Though, of course, we nust take nothing for granted. W nust continue to
work at maxi mum efficiency toward the goal ."

She paused and contenpl ated her wi ne goblet for a nonent, seem ngly | ost
in thought. Then she turned back toward Barthol omrew.

"But |'msure | amnot alone anbng us in wondering about ... the one who
will come to lead us. You nust know, John. You must know sonet hing! Wen
is he coming? Were is he now?"

Even t hough t he woman was one of the nobst powerful bankers in Europe, a
worman used to making billion-dollar de-cisions without turning a hair,
she was begi nning to sound des-perate, alnost childlike. Barthol omew t ook
pity on her, knowi ng that indeed she was not alone in her desire to know.
He steepled his hands in front of him "I understand your eagerness, of
course. Each one of us yearns for the day when we shall see himface to
face and hear his voice. And that day will cone. Soon! But until that
time, we nmust possess ourselves in patient readiness.”" He sniled. "W
shall not know the day, nor the hour . . . but rest assured, his journey
has begun. He is on his way to us, even now"

He stood up, raising his goblet, and the others followed suit. They drank
a silent toast, each of them contenplating the word he had deliberately

| eft unspoken.

Antichri st.

Then they turned as one and hurled their goblets into the fireplace. The
echoes of glass shattering and wine hissing in the flames sounded |ike
the end of the world



TVENTY- ONE

SHARI WAS RIGHT in the nmiddle of placing an Egyptian papyrus scroll into
t he hyperbaric chanber for rehydrati on when the phone rang.

Carefully she laid it down on the worktable in front of the chanmber and
wal ked to Murphy's desk. "Hello, this is Professor Mirphy's office, may I
hel p you?"

There was silence on the other end of the line. "Hello, is there anybody
t her e?"

More silence. But Shari had the unconfortable feeling that soneone was
there, listening. As the silence |engthened, al nbst unbearably, the
feeling grew stronger. She found herself rooted to the spot, the phone
glued to her ear, unable to speak or to cut the connection

Then suddenly she knew, without a trace of doubt, who was on the ot her
end of the phone. Putting the phone down care-fully on the desk, she

wal ked into the next room and coughed to get Mirphy's attention.

"Was that the phone? Soneone | need to talk to, Shari?" She nodded.

"Who is it?"

She | ooked down at her shoes. "Un, he didn't say."

Mur phy gave her a qui zzical |ook, picked up a rag, and w ped his hands as
he wal ked to the phone.

"This is Mchael Mirphy."

There was a slight pause on the other end of the line. "Wll, well,
Murphy. Dried out yet? O are you still feeling a little danmp?"

"Met husel ah!'™ Murphy gri pped the phone tighter. "I al-npst died in that
cave! "

"Tsk, tsk. |I do wish young people would take nmore re-sponsibility for

their owm actions. It was your choice, Mirphy. You know the risks. You
know the rules." He chuckled. "But naybe | was a little harsh on you this
time. In fact, | was nore than a little surprised you nmade it out of that
pl ace—and with those two adorable little puppies too. Your soft heart is
goi ng to be your undoi ng one of these days, you know. "

"At least that's not sonething you have to worry about," Mrphy grow ed.
"Tenper, tenper, Mirphy. Were would you be if it wasn't for nme? You
certainly wouldn't be in possession of that rather interesting piece of
wood, now, would you?"

Mur phy didn't say anything, and Met husel ah began to chuckle that |ow,
raspi ng | augh of his.

"Don't tell me you've gone and lost it, Miurphy. After all the trouble you
went to. After all the trouble | went to!"

"I't'"s no joke, old man. Peopl e have been killed. A friend of mne was

al nost —=

"I know, | know," Methuselah cut himoff. "Mst regrettable. Mst
regrettable. Look, you fool, why do you think ['"mcalling? It's not to

check on your health. |'ve got better things to do. | heard about the
break-in at the museumand it didn't take a genius to put two and two
together. Qur little piece of driftwood is gone, and all its secrets.

Whi ch nmeans you might be in need of a little extra help. A couple of
extra clues to help you on your way."

The i dea of being hel ped on his way by Methusel ah was not a very pl easant
prospect, Murphy thought. But beggars can't be choosers, and right now



Met husel ah seened to have all the cards. "All right, Methuselah. Go
ahead. I'mall ears.™

"You could sound a little nore enthusiastic, Mirphy. Gateful, even. This
is a freebie, no risking of life and Iinb invol ved."

"You're all heart," grunted Mirphy.

"By ny watch it is alnost ten o' clock, Mirphy. You should be receiving a
FedEx delivery nonentarily. |If you want to get back on track, just foll ow
the directions. Good |uck, Mirphy."

Mur phy was determ ned to make Met husel ah tell himwhat was going on, but
the line was dead.

He | ooked up and Shari was at his shoul der. Her eyes were wi de and she
was nervously fingering the crucifix at her throat.

"What did he want ?"

Mur phy | ooked at his watch. "Hard to say with that ol d coot. But we
shoul d be getting another surprise package any mnute."

Shari had her arns folded. "I really don't think you shoul d—=

A knock at the door cut her off. Mirphy raised his eyebrows and Shari

si ghed and went to the door, where the FedEx guy was waiting. She handed
Mur phy the package with a frown and watched nervously as he opened it. A
three-by-five card slid out.

INACRCLE I S A SQUARE . .

THE ANSWERS YOU SEEK W LL BE FOUND THERE.
7365 EAST WATER STREET

MOREHEAD CI TY

Mur phy handed the note to Shari to read.
"What does it mean?" she asked.
"Only one way to find out," he said, grabbing his jacket.

It was about a 130-mile drive fromRaleigh to Newbern and then on to
Morehead City. During the two hours, Miurphy had tinme to think about

Met husel ah' s note.

Wiy woul d Met husel ah choose a place Iike Mirehead City?

Mur phy racked his nmenory of the history of North Carolina' s Crystal

Coast. He renmenbered that John Mtley Mrehead was governor in the early
1811 Cs. Mdrehead wanted to devel op the seaport town into a great
comrercial city. It was ideally situated where Shepherd's Point
intersected with the Newport River and Beaufort Inlet. However, the Cvil
War in-terrupted and destroyed his plans. Then Mirphy renenbered that
Morehead City had a section known as the Prom sed Land. It was settled by
refugees fromthe whaling conmunities on Shackl ef ord Banks.

The Prom sed Land! Hi s clue nmust have sonething to do with the dd
Testanment. Well, at least that's a start, Mirphy thought to hinself.

At about a quarter to two Murphy found the address. It was an old round
war ehouse building that | ooked as if it had been constructed around the
time of the Civil War. Set within the redbrick walls were a nunber of

| oadi ng docks with | arge wooden doors. Teans of horses with wagons nust
have backed up to the | oading docks before trucks were invented, Mirphy

t hought as he explored the cavernous space.

There were no cars or trucks in the deserted |oading area. The only |ight
that he could see was a single bulb hangi ng over a door with wooden steps



leading up to it. That lonely light in the mdst of darkness was his
invitation to enter.

Mur phy got out his flashlight and wal ked around the circular buil ding.
Not hi ng | ooked strange or out of place—ust old. He stopped before the
lighted steps and | ooked around. He then took a deep breath to let off
some tension and started up. Wth each step a | oud creaki ng echoed

t hrough the building. He reached down to the door handl e and turned it.
It was unl ocked.

As Murphy opened the door he found hinself in a |arge warehouse room In
the center was a boxing ring with a single Iight hangi ng above. Fol di ng
chairs were set up on each of the four sides. The rest of the room was
dar k.

Mur phy shined his flashlight around through the enpty darkness. No one
was there. He caught a glinpse of several doors that |ooked like they
must lead to sonme type of offices. The doors were closed

| guess they nmust be using this old place for illegal fights, he thought.
Mur phy approached the boxing ring cautiously. In the cen-ter of the ring
was an envel ope. He set his flashlight on the edge of the ring and
crawl ed through the ropes. Inside the envel ope was a delicate |ine
drawi ng of an angel with outspread w ngs.

Mur phy was pondering its meani ng when he heard a cough from somewhere in
t he darkness.

"Plenty of tine to westle with that!" Methusel ah's grating | augh
reverberated around the room

Mur phy then heard a noi se behind himand turned. dinbing through the
ropes was a huge man. As he stood up straight and took a step forward,
Murphy felt the vibrations under his feet. The huge man was dressed in a
formfitting striped leotard that showed off his inpressive muscul ature.
Wth his long, waxed nustache and shaved head, he | ooked |ike an ol d-
fashi oned circus strongman. As if reading Murphy's thoughts, he grinned
and flexed his biceps.

This isn't a boxing ring, this is a westling ring! Mrphy thought to
hinsel f. There's too nuch give in the platform

"You said this was a freebie, old nan!" Mirphy protested as the giant

t ook anot her step toward him

"There's no such thing, Mirphy! You should know that by now," Methusel ah
cackled. "TV is such a bore these days—we need to make our own

entertai nnment, don't you think?"

Mur phy was about to frame a sarcastic retort, when the gi-ant | unged at
him three hundred fifty pounds of nuscle and bone slamming into his
chest |ike a souped-up steanroller. Mirphy bounced into the ropes and
hung there for a nonent, gasping for breath, while the giant turned and
paced the ring with his hands above his head, as if acknow edgi ng ghostly
ap-pl ause fromthe enpty seats.

Mur phy desperately tried to think. How could he turn his martial-arts
training to account agai nst this behenoth? One body slamor bear hug and
he was a dead nan. If he let the gi-ant get close to him it would all be
over in seconds—but if he kept out of his reach, how was he ever going to
beat hi n®

Suddenly he didn't have any nore tinme to figure it out, as the giant |et
out a roar and all Murphy could see was a nmass of rippling stripes
hurtling toward him

Instinctively, Miurphy pivoted on his |eft heel and sent a roundhouse ki ck
flashing toward the giant's tenple. But as he braced hi nsel f agai nst the



i mpact, he felt his foot being swat-ted away by a huge forearm then a
hand grabbed the front of his shirt and suddenly he was spi nning through
the air like a rag doll.

As he | anded on the canvas with a thud, he coul d hear Methusel ah's
denented cheering. "Bravo! Bravo! Come on, Mirphy, on your feet. Gve ne
my money's worth! I'mafraid if you continue to lie there, ny supersize
friend will be obliged to squish you like a bug!"

Mur phy | ooked up, and the giant was swayi ng across the ring toward him as
if that was exactly what he had in nind. He staggered to his feet,
clutching his left shoulder as if it was bro-ken. The begi nnings of a
plan were formng in his mnd.

He just had to hope the giant would be content to spin it out for his
master's pl easure.

The giant grinned, like a cat eyeing a bird with a broken wing, and that
gave Miurphy sonme badly needed encouragenent. |f he thinks |I'mtoo badly
injured to be a threat, maybe he'll |ower his guard | ong enough?

Murphy had no tinme to finish the thought as the giant scooped himup
effortl essly and hoi sted hi m above his head. Hol di ng Murphy's body like a
barbell, he displayed his prize to the four sides of the ring and Mirphy
could al nost hear the raucous catcalls and jeers of a drunken nob ringing
in his ears.

Then the floor rushed up to nmeet himas he was slanmed nercilessly to the
canvas. Violent as it was, the inpact barely wi nded him since he'd

al ready prepared hinself, allowing his body to go as Iinp as possible. It
was a hard technique to put into practice, because instinct made every
nmuscl e tense agai nst inmpact, but it was one Mirphy was grateful he had
taken the trouble to learn

Five years earlier, on an archaeol ogi cal di g outside Shanghai, Mirphy had
befri ended a young Cantonese archae-ol ogy student nanmed Terence Li

Mur phy had been happy to share his know edge of the | atest archaeol ogica
techni ques with the young man, and to show his appreciation Li had taught
himhis famly's style of kung fu—a rare honor for a gweilo, a foreigner.
On their first day of practice, Miurphy had been surprised to see that Li
wasn't adopting the pose of a crane or a tiger but was staggering around
like a drunk as he invited Murphy to try to land a punch on him Mirphy
had been amazed to find howdif-ficult it was—and then was even nore
amazed when Li sent himcrashing to the mat with a well-ai ned heel strike
to the tenple.

The secret of drunken-man fighting, Li explained with a smle, is that
hi s opponent thinks he has al ready won before the fight has begun. Wen
the drunken man falls, he is soft, like a rag. He does not hurt hinmself.
When he stands up, he is hard to hit, like a sapling swaying in the w nd
And when he strikes, no one expects it.

Now Murphy was putting the drunken-man techniques to the ultinate test as
he swayed about the ring like a man who could hardly put one foot in
front of the other. And by rights the pounding he'd already had should
have turned himinto jelly. But by willing his body into total |ooseness,
he was surprised to find how easy it was to absorb the puni shnent the

gi ant was handi ng out.

"When you go out, get very drunk, you don't know how you get home. You
keep falling down, bunp into | anmpposts, walls, everything. But when you
wake up next day, everything fine! No broken bones! Maybe just a bad
headache. This is the secret of the drunken man," Li had told him



"I''"'mafraid I don't drink anything stronger than root beer," Mirphy had
responded. "So I'Ill just have to take your word for it."

But if | get out of this alive, Mirphy thought to hinself, din-ner's on
me next week, Terence, that's for sure.

Murphy got slowly to his feet, reaching out to grab one of the ropes to
steady hinmsel f, his other hand hanging linply at his side. The giant was
beam ng as he slowy circled the ring, striking bodybuil der poses and
wavi ng to the nonexistent crowd. Quite an act, Mirphy thought. Let's hope
he's bought mne. Next tine | figure he's in for the kill

As if reading Mirphy's thoughts, the giant spun round and fixed himwth

an evil leer. Miurphy swallowed hard. Away to his right, he could hear a
sl ow hand- cl ap.
This is it.

Mur phy groaned theatrically as the gi ant pushed back agai nst the ropes on
the far side of the ring, filled his lungs, and began his charge. One
two, three enornous strides and he was speeding |like a runaway train
Murphy held his breath, waited for the |ast possible split second, then
danced to his left and spun around, his right leg whirling in a wide arc
so that his heel connected with the back of the giant's head. Not
expecting any resistance, the giant was taken conpletely by surprise, and
the perfectly directed ki ck added just enough nmonmentumto his headl ong
charge to lift himoff his feet and out of the ring. As he sail ed over
the ropes, Murphy could tell that he'd already |ost consci ousness.

The t hunderous crash as he landed in a pile of chairs was just the icing
on the cake.

There was a screech as Methusel ah scooted away fromthe crash site and
made for one of the exits.

Wth his last breath Murphy shouted after him "These things are al ways
faked, Methuselah! Didn't you know?"

A door sl anmed and Murphy sank to the canvas. This tinme he wasn't
pretending. Note to self, he thought: The next tine one of Methusel ah's
packages | anded on his desk, it'd be Returned to Sender, Address Unknown.
He didn't know how nmany nore of the old nman's surprises his body could
take, but there had to be a limt. Especially since this tine he'd been
suck-ered into performng purely for Methuselah's entertainnent.

On the way back to his car, Murphy was amazed to find that the drunken-
man technique really had spared himany mjor injury. He knew he'd be
hurting for a day or two, but at l|east there were no actual dislocations,
just a few nmuscle pulls and bruises.

On the drive home, Murphy had plenty of time to think about the strange
westling bout. It did seemas if Methuselah had finally stopped playing
by even his own twisted rules. After all, Miurphy had won the bout fair
and squar e—sonet hi ng Met husel ah obvi ously hadn't been expecting since he
didn't hang around to give Murphy his prize. Wird. Very weird.

Unl ess Murphy had al ready been given it.

He started to go over every detail again in his mnd. The Prom sed Land.
So they were talking A d Testanent. Then what? O course—the sketch. An
angel with outspread wings. Ckay, an O d Testanent angel. That didn't
narrow it down ruch.

So what el se did he know?

He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel in frustra-tion. Maybe the
drawi ng meant sonething el se. He should have kept it, |ooked at it nore
closely. He'd gone ten rounds with a homicidal giant, and all the tine



That was it! O course! The westling match. Wo'd wes-tled with an
angel in the Add Testanent?

Jacob.
And what did Jacob have to do with Noah's Ark? Murphy's nmind was in high
gear now. Wiat else could it be but the Mnastery of St. Jacob, the one
at the foot of Munt Ararat?
Murphy pulled over at a gas station and called Isis on his cell phone.

She seened pl eased to hear his voice. "I've been training hard, Mirphy.
You better watch out when we get to Ararat. |'Il race you to the top—
| oser buys dinner."
Murphy grinned. "I seemto be buying everyone dinner now. "

"How come?"

"Never mnd. Listen, could you go over to the National Archives and the
Li brary of Congress and see what you can find out about St. Jacob of

Ni si bis and the Monastery of St. Jacob in Turkey?"

"No problem Wy?"

"I'"'mnot sure," Murphy replied. "But it could be inportant.”

When he got back to his office Shari had already |eft. Mirphy began to
pore over his books and manuscripts relating to Noah's Ark, searching for
any references to St. Jacob. He al-ready knew t hat the nonastery had been
destroyed by the earthquake of 1810. It had been buried by a | andslide
fromthe Ahora Gorge. Al of the ancient books and manuscripts, as well
as the artifacts, had been destroyed.

It was late in the afternoon when his phone rang.

"Mchael! | did a search on St. Jacob and the nonastery. There wasn't
much, |I'mafraid."”

Murphy's heart sank. Had he foll owed the wong clues?

"But | did find one rather interesting book on the travels of Sir
Reginald Calworth, witten in 1836. In one chapter he nentions visiting
the Monastery of St. Jacob and talking with a Bishop Kartabar. It seens
that the bishop allowed himto | ook at the ancient manuscripts in their
library. He also was taken to a special roomwhere what he calls the
treasures from Noah's Ark were kept. The book nmentions that there were
over fifty itens that the priests clained cane off the ark."

Mur phy whistled, trying to i magi ne what the itens coul d possibly have
been.
"But that's not the best part," Isis went on. "Calworth nmakes a passing
conment that caught ny eye. He says, and let me quote, After we left the
room of treasures, the Bishop told ne he had sent sonme of the manuscripts
and artifacts to the town of Erzurumin the care of priests.”

"Is that it? He doesn't say where in Erzurun®”
"No. Fromthere Sir Reginald goes back to describing the lo-cal flora and
fauna, the culture of the local people, the weather, et cetera.”
"Erzurum " Murphy repeated. "Maybe the secrets aren't on the nountain at
all."



TVENTY- TWO

"OKAY, YOU QUYS. Hand them over. And no funny business."

There was a ripple of laughter as the students filed past Mirphy and
handed in their assignments before going back to their seats in the
lecture hall. He was inpressed. Everybody seenmed to have witten
somet hi ng. Perhaps the subject of Noah's Ark and the Flood really had
stirred their inmaginations.

"Did any of you discover anything of interest that you would like to
share with the group?"

A hand went up to the right of Mirphy.

"Yes, Jerone!"

"Prof essor Murphy, | learned that Noah was the best finan-cier in the
Bible. He floated his entire stock while the whole world was in
l'iquidation!"

Mur phy sniled. Joking around was fine with him as long as they could
focus on the serious stuff as well. He was about to gently steer the
conversation in that direction when Clayton, the class clown, piped up.
If people were telling jokes, he wasn't going to get left on the

si del i nes.

"Prof essor Murphy, | found out that they didn't play cards on Noah's Ark.
That was because Ms. Noah sat on the deck!" The whol e class groaned.
"Well," Miurphy said. "If you spent as nuch tinme and effort on your
assignnent as you did on your jokes . . . we're in trou-ble!" He waited
for the laughter to die down. "Does anyone have anything on nore of a
serious nature? Yes, Jill!"

"Prof essor Murphy, | was amazed to di scover that around the world
scientists have found fossils of sea creatures high in the nountains.
This gives credibility to the concept of a univer-sal flood that covered
all the nmountains of the earth."

He nodded. "Sam you have a coment ?"

"Yes. In nmy research | found out, like Jill, that sea fossils were found
in the nountains near Ararat at the ten-thousand-foot |evel. That's over
three hundred miles inland fromthe Persian Gul f."

Anot her hand went up.

"I read that fossils of sand dollars and cl ans have been found behind the
Dogubayazit Hotel at the five-thousand-foot |evel. Dogubayazit is the
town at the foot of Mount Ararat. The arti-cle went on to say that the
mnisters of the interior and defense of Turkey say that fossils |ike sea
horses, and other fossils of ocean origin have been found as high as
fourteen thousand feet on Mount Ararat."”

"Prof essor Murphy! | found sone information that N cholas Van Arkle, a
Dutch gl aci ol ogi st, took pictures of fish and seashells near the ark rock
on the western rimof the Ahora Gorge on Munt Ararat."

Hands were beginning to be raised all over the lecture hall. Mirphy
nodded to hinself in quiet satisfaction. Their imagi-nations had been
stirred, all right.

Don West raised his hand.

"Prof essor Murphy. | tried to follow the various flood sto-ries that are
menti oned around the world. | was amazed to find that there are over five



hundred different stories about a worldwi de flood. | think that The Epic
of G lgamesh is the nost fanous.”

"You're right, Don, it is. It's amazingly simlar to the biblical account
of the Flood. In fact, | have prepared a paper for you that gives a
conparison.”

Shari passed out the sheet to the students.

Cenesi s G | ganmesh
Extent of flood d obal d obal
Cause Man's wi ckedness Man's sins
I ntended for whonf Al mankind One city & all mankind
Sender Yahweh [ God] Assenbly of "gods"
Narme of hero Noah Ut napi shtim

Hero's character Righteous R ghteous

Means of announcenent Direct fromGod 1In a dream
Ordered to build boat? Yes Yes

D d hero conplain? Yes Yes

Hei ght of boat Several stories Several stories

Conpartnents inside Many Many
Doors One (One

W ndows At | east one At | east one
Qutside coating Pitch Pitch
Shape of boat Rect angul ar Squar e

Human passengers Fam |y nenbers Family & few friends

O her passengers Al species of animals Al species of aninals
Means of fl ood Ground water / rain Heavy rain

Duration of flood40 days & nights Short 6 days & nights

Test to find | andRel ease of birds Rel ease of birds

Types of birds Raven & 3 doves Dove, swallow, raven

Ark | andi ng spot Munt Ararat Mount N sir
Sacrificed after flood Yes, by Noah Yes, by Utnapishtim
Bl essed after flood Yes Yes

As they read, Mirphy continued. "The Epic of G I ganmesh was di scovered by
a British bank clerk naned George Smith in 1872. In his spare tine he
transl ated four-thousand-year-old cuneiformtablets that were dug up in
the old Assyrian capital of Nineveh near the Persian @ulf. During his ten
years of |abor he discovered the G| ganmesh story about a character naned
Ut napi shtim As you can see, it was very simlar to the biblical story.
"Now, in addition to the G| ganmesh story, there are many, nmany countries
t hroughout the world where the story of a global flood has been passed
down from one generation to another. Wile the specific details of these
traditions may differ, there is no escaping that each of these cultures
holds to a belief in a global flood occurring at sone point in the past.
| have made a partial list of the countries and peoples and anci ent
witers where these flood traditions exist. Shari, would you pl ease pass
t his out ?"

M DDLE EAST & AFRICA  FAR EAST NORTH AMERI CA
Babyl on Bahnar a Acagchenens

Bapedi Bengal Kohl Al eutian Indians

Central Africa Benua- Jakun Al gonqui ns

Chal dea Bhagavata Appal achi an | ndi ans



Egypt Chi na Araphos

Hottentots C gpaws Arctic Eskinos
Jurmal a Tri be I ndi a At hapascans
Lower Congo Kar ens Bl ackf oot I ndi ans
Masai Tri be Mahabhar at a Cher okees
Q shi Tri be Mat sya Chi ppewas
Persi a Sudan Cree
Syria Tartary Mongols Dogri bs
El euts
PACI FI C | SLANDS EURCPE & ASI A Fl at heads
Al anbl ack Tri be Apanea G eenl and

Al foors of Ceram Apol | odorus | roquois
Am At heni an Mandans

Andaman | sl ands Celts Nez Perces
Australia Cos Pi mas

Bunva Crete Thlinkuts

Dut ch New Gui nea Di odor us Yaki mas

East |ndian Island Dr ui ds

Engano Fi nl and CENTRAL AMERI CA
Fal wol Tri be Hel | enucus Aztecs
Fiji Iceland Antilles

Fl ores Island Lapl and Canari es
For nosa Lithuania Cuba

Hawai i Luci an Mayas

Kabi di Tri be Megar os Mexi co
Kurnai Tribe Nor way Mur at os
Leeward | slands Qgyges Ni car agua
Maori s Ovid Panama | ndi ans

Mel anesia Perirrhoos Toltecs
M cronesi a Pi ndar

Nai s Pl ato SOUTH AVERI CA

New BritainPlutarch Abederys

G heite |sl and Rhodes Achawoi s
& - Danons  Romani a Ar anaks
Pol ynesia Russia Brazi |

Queensl and Sanot hrace Cai ngans
Rotti Tribe Siberia Car ayas

Sanpa Sit hni de I ncas

Sea Dyaks Thessal onica Macusi s
Sunmat ra Transyl vani a Maypur es
Tahi ti Wal es Ori noco | ndi ans

Tor adj as Pamarys

Val man Tri be Tamanacs

"As you can see, there are many groups around the world that have a fl ood
tradition in their culture."

As Murphy was speaki ng, several people entered the lecture hall. He
recogni zed two of his students, who were late and were entering

sheepi shly. The third person he thought he recogni zed. He was a tall nan
with very strong features. He was wearing a well-cut blue pinstripe suit.
Murphy followed the athletic figure as he noved to the back of the
auditorium He |eaned against the wall and faced the front. Wen he took
of f his sungl asses, Murphy could see his gray eyes even at a di stance.

I know him What's his name?



Murphy's attention was brought back to the front row Paul Wallach had
his hand raised. Shari |ooked a little apprehensive. "Yes, Paul."

"Coul dn't these different people have gotten simlar stories fromtheir
relati ves who nay have travel ed to another country? O perhaps, couldn't
sone m ssionary have told them about the Flood and that is the reason

t hey have fl ood stories?"

Mur phy nodded. "I suppose that could be possible, but that would be a
pretty big stretch, Paul. It is difficult to imgine that people from
say, the jungles of Papua New Qui nea, had relatives who travel ed very
far. There are over 860 | anguages in that country alone. M ssionaries
have translated the Bible into only about 130 of those |anguages, and yet
the newly discovered tribes still have a flood story.

"Let me give you an exanple. In the western district of Papua New CGui nea,
there is a tribe called the Sanp- Kubo. Wen the missionaries arrived at
this renote tribe, they found a flood tradition. The tribesnen believed
that if you make lizards mad, they will bring another flood and destroy
the world again. If previous nissionaries had been there, they cer-tainly
woul d not have taught the tribesnmen that |izards woul d destroy the world
with a flood."

Mur phy had Shari turn on the projector.

"Let me show you one slide of how the story of the Flood could have been
passed on. You will see the arrows running away fromthe M deast to al
parts of the world. It is believed that after Noah | anded on Ararat and

t he peopl e began to nul-tiply, they built the Tower of Babel. God then
confused their |anguages and the peopl e dispersed throughout the world.
They coul d have taken the flood story with them Over tinme, as the story
was passed down, it was changed in each location. This seens a nore

| ogi cal conclusion as to why there are over five hundred flood traditions
around the world. | believe that they came from one source. They had a
conmon origin."

Mur phy could see that Paul was trying to figure out the weak point in
this argument. He could also see that Shari was begin-ning to have a
difficult time with Paul. She | ooked unconfort-able as he frowned in
concentration beside her.

"I'f what you are saying about the Flood is true," Paul said at last, "it
contradicts the theory of evolution. They can't both be true."

"I agree," Mirphy said.

"So on the one hand we have a bunch of myths and stories,” Paul said.
"And on the other a proven scientific theory relying on fossil evidence."
He smirked unpleasantly. "I think I know which one | go for."

Shari | ooked as if she wanted the ground to swall ow her up, but Mirphy
snmled at Paul, trying to show Shari he wasn't fazed or annoyed by Paul's
argument .

"You have a point, Paul. Evidence is evidence. Do you re-nenber |ast
semester when | denpnstrated that there had been nore than twenty-five

t housand archaeol ogi cal digs that had unearthed evidence confirmng the
authenticity of the Bible? And that there had never been one single
artifact unearthed contradicting any biblical reference? I mght also
poi nt out that every one of your proofs for evolution, the so-called

m ssing links, have all turned out to be either fraudul ent,

m sidentified, or sinply a case of wi shful thinking. Even evol utioni st
Dr. Colin Patterson, fornmer head of the British Miseum of Natura

H story, has adnmitted there is not one single transitional fossil in

exi stence anywhere that could be used to prove the theory of evol ution



So tell me, Paul, what would you think if someone di scovered the renmins
of the Ark? You' d have to give up your theory of evolution then, wouldn't
you?"

Paul shrugged. "Sure. 1'd eat ny hat too."

Mur phy wagged a finger at him "Don't make any pronises you can't keep
Paul . 1'Il let you off eating your hat, as long as you prom se to | ook at
the Bible with an open mnd and think about what it teaches." He turned
to the rest of the class. "Let's inmagi ne soneone does find the remains of
the ark. It would be the nost inportant archaeol ogi cal discovery ever
made. But even nore awesone, it would be the proof that God did judge the
wi ckedness of the world with the Flood. And if the Bible was accurate in
predicting the flood judgnent, it nmust also be accurate in predicting the
next judgnent—+the judgnment of the Son of Man that Jesus tal ks about!"

Paul didn't seemto have an answer to that, nmuch to Shari's obvi ous
relief, and Murphy began to shuffle his notes into order. Then sone
instinct nmade himlook up at the stylishly dressed nan | eani ng agai nst
the back wall of the lecture hall. But he was gone.



TWENTY- THREE

MURPHY HURRI ED QUT of the anmphitheater, but all he could see were
students leisurely making their way to and fromclasses or the cafeteria.
No sign of the man in the blue suit.

He turned back to retrieve his notes, and there he was, standing by the
door, his hand held out. "Professor Mirphy, |'m Shane Barri ngton
Interesting |l ecture."

| knew the face was familiar, thought Muirphy.

"I just flewin to Raleigh,” he said, as if that explained every-thing.
"The search for Noah's Ark, eh? Interesting topic. Have you been
researching it |ong?"

"This is my third class on the subject,"” said Miurphy guard-edly. It
seened bi zarre to be having a conversation about Noah's Ark with the head
of Barrington Conmuni cations, one of the world's nost powerful

busi nessnmen. What did he want to do—buy advertising space on the ark?
He' d be di sappoi nted when Murphy told himit hadn't been seen for severa
t hou- sand years. "The students seemto be quite interested.”

"Yes, | can see that. |"'minterested too."

"You are?" said Murphy. "No offense, but |I don't think there's a | ot of
noney to be nade frombiblical artifacts like the ark. Wen they're
found, they belong to everybody. And their value is way beyond nere

noney. "

For a fleeting second Barrington's eyes darkened, then he suddenly

| aughed. "Excellent. | admre your passion, Professor Murphy. In fact,
that's why | want to talk to you. Do you have sonme tinme right now?"
Murphy was still suspicious, but it was hard not to be swayed by
Barrington's charm And it couldn't hurt to talk, whatever Barrington's
real motives. "You're in luck. | have half an hour before ny next

| ecture.™

Murphy |l ed the way across the canpus to the student cen-ter, where they
ordered iced teas and found a quiet table.

"First, let me say how sorry | was to hear about the death of your wife.
What a shocking, terrible event. Did they ever catch the man who was
responsi bl e?"

"Not yet," Murphy replied grimy. He wondered why Barri ngton had brought
it up, and Barrington seened to sense his curiosity.

"My son was al so nmurdered—around the sanme tinme as your wife."

Mur phy nodded. "I heard about that. |I'mvery sorry."

"Thank you. So, you see, Professor Mirphy, we have sone-thing in conmon
after all. W've both suffered the | oss of |oved ones. | know the | oss of
Arthur has given ne a different perspective on life—-en what's inportant.”
He smiled. "You' re | ooking skeptical, Professor Mirphy. Wll, maybe we

don't have exactly the sane outlook, but |I think it's true to say that
each of us, in his own way, is trying to use his influence to make a
difference in the world. And | think nmaybe we'd have an even bi gger

i nfluence if we worked together."

Hs well-rehearsed patter tripped easily off his tongue, but despite

hi nsel f, Barrington found he was transported back to the day when his son
had di ed—and when he had failed to save him But the truth was, he hadn't



loved Arthur at all, just as his own father hadn't loved him He really
didn't have anything in common w th Mirphy.

Except for one thing. Murphy's wife and Barrington's son had both been
killed by the sane man

Tal on.

And that was a fact he wasn't about to share.

"There's so much viol ence and disorder in the world," Barrington

conti nued. "So much crine and violence. |I'mtrying to use Barrington
Conmmmuni cations to fight that."

"How?" Murphy asked, sipping his tea.

"I nformati on. Conmuni cati on. The nore we know about the world, about one
another, the less reason there is for con-flict. Does that make any sense
to you?"

Mur phy nodded. "Sure. As long as what you tell people is the truth.
Sonetines truth does lead to conflict. Sonetimes truth is what you have
to fight about.”

Barri ngton | ooked thoughtful. "I see what you're saying. And what's your
particular battle in this great conflict?" "I try to prove the truth of
the Bible," Mirphy said sinply.

"And why is that so inportant?"

"For a nunber of reasons," Mirphy replied. "But let me give you just one
exanple. If we can prove that Noah's Ark really existed, then we know for
sure that God really did punish the evildoers in Noah's time. So when the
Bible tells us that there's another judgnent conming, it would be snart to
take it seri-ously and try to change our lives in accordance with His
will."

"Savi ng people's inmortal souls,” nused Barrington, stir-ring the ice in
his tea. "Wat could be nore inportant than that, right? So the nore
peopl e you can comuni cate that nmes-sage to, the better."

"OfF course,"” Mirphy agreed.

"Then | guess if you had the chance to utilize one of the world' s nost

i nfluential cable-TV channels to spread the word, that woul d be a-how can
| put it?-heaven-sent opportunity, wouldn't it?"

"I guess it would," Muirphy said.

Barrington grinned |i ke a poker player who had just scooped the pot.
"That's what | was hoping you'd say. You see, Murphy, 1'd like to offer
you a job. 1'd like you to conme to work for the Barrington Conmunications
Net wor k. "

Mur phy' s mout h opened but no words came out. He truly didn't know what to
say. Barrington kept on talking. "I want to devel op a new departnent of
special interest. | would like you to head up a teamto produce
docunentaries in the field of archae-ology. | think our nore scientific
and serious-ninded viewers would enjoy this discovery type of format. You
could select your own staff. W would provide the filnmng and editing
crew. You'd be conmpletely in charge. You can make any program you want —
any subject. Mpney's no object. How does that sound?”

The truth was, it sounded incredible. Instead of standing in a |lecture
theater, talking to a hundred students, Mirphy could talk to mllions of
peopl e, all around the world. And instead of battling with Dean Fallworth
on a daily basis over the content of his lectures, he'd have a free hand
to go in any direction he wanted.

"I"'mnot sure what to say. |I'mjust an archaeol ogist."



"Trust me," Barrington insisted, |eaning over the table. "You' ve got star
quality. Charisma. Call it what you will. That's why you're a great
teacher. People respond to you. Trust you."

And why should | trust you? Miurphy wondered. Wat's really going on here?
It was as if he'd suddenly snapped wi de awake after a par-ticularly vivid
dr eam

"I appreciate the offer, M. Barrington, but the answer will have to be
no. "

That dark | ook clouded Barrington's features again. CGearly he didn't

i ke people saying no to him

"Don't be hasty. Gve yourself time to think about it. If there's

somet hing el se you want, ask. |'msure we can figure it out."

Murphy could feel his tenper rising. He didn't |ike people assuning he
coul d be bought.

"The answer is no. Thank you."

"Wul d you do ne the courtesy of telling ne why?" Bar-rington asked, not
bothering to keep the venonobus edge out of his voice.

"Because | don't want to be a part of your sleazy organiza-tion. Your

| at e- ni ght shows are nothing but pornography. Your prine-tinme shows are
filled with sexual innuendos, distasteful |anguage, and an assault on
norality. Your conmedy shows nake fun of everything that is decent in
America. Your reality shows don't even touch reality. And you support
political |eaders who are corrupt. If |'ve left anything out, I

apol ogi ze. To quote a verse fromthe Psalns, | would rather be a
door keeper in the house of ny God than dwell in tents of wi ckedness."
Barrington sat quite still. Mirphy had a sense that Barrington wanted

very badly to reach over and grab himby the throat. But sonething was
hol di ng hi m back. Somethi ng nore powerful even than his own rage. Mirphy
wondered what it was.

Slow y, Barrington got up and straightened his tie. He snoothed the front
of his jacket and held out his hand, his ex-pression of barely suppressed
fury unchangi ng.

"Until we nmeet again, Mirphy. Until we neet again.”

Mur phy held his eye and renai ned seated, his hands on the table.

Barri ngton turned on his heel and wal ked qui ckly away.

Mur phy watched himgo. He still wasn't sure what had just happened. |
need to think about this, he thought. But at that no-nment his cell phone
began to ring.

“Mur phy. "

"Mchael, this is Vern. | was calling about our conversation. | told you
| was going to give you an answer about flying the discovery teamto
Ararat."

"Right. What did you and Julie decide?"

"The answer is yes."

"How does Julie feel about it?" Mirphy asked.

"I won't kid you. She's concerned. She doesn't like the thought of ne
bei ng gone. She knows that Turkey is not the safest place for Americans
right now. "

"She's right, Vern. You don't have to go."

"I realize that, but this will be an opportunity to help make a better
life for ny fanmily. Sometinmes you've got to take risks if you want to do
that. Besides," he chuckled, "you can't do this without me. |'ve seen you

in action, remenber. You need some-one smart to watch your back."



Murphy grinned. "And | can't think of anyone |I'd rather have do it. Good
to have you aboard, Vern."

He cut the connection and | ooked off toward the | ake. A cold shudder
passed slowy through him

He was sure Barrington's offer had been a poi soned chalice. Tenpting, but
dangerous. And now he'd just made his old friend Vern an offer. An offer
Vern had found equally tenpting. Tenpting, but possibly fatal.

And if it was, how would Miurphy feel about that?



TVENTY- FOUR

PAUL WALLACH WAS IN the library, deeply absorbed in taking notes froma
book about archaeological digs in the Valley of the Kings. He didn't

noti ce the man standi ng behind himuntil he reached for the chair next to
Paul and pulled it out.

"Do you mind if I sit down?"

Paul didn't look up fromhis notes. "Sure. Wiatever." Then sonethi ng rmade
himturn

"M. Barrington! What are you doi ng here?"

Barrington smiled and stuck out his hand. "I came to check up on ny

i nvest nent, Paul!"

"Your investnment is doing great," Paul gushed, closing the book. "Thanks
to you and the scholarship. It was a great honor to have you cone and
visit me in the hospital after the bonmb expl osion at the church."

Barri ngton waved a hand di sm ssively. "That was a tough tinme for

everyone, even me, Paul. After | lost Arthur | was dev-astated. Probably
li ke you were when your father passed away. | guess since | osing Arthur,
I've begun to think of you a little bit as a son. | hope you don't mnd."

Paul just smiled a puppy-dog smile, as Barrington knew he would. His
enoti onal buttons were easy to press.

"Coul d you possibly take a break from your studies and go for a walk with
me?"

"OF course. | was just finishing up here, anyway."

As they left the library, Paul was aware of the other students talking
and pointing. He concentrated on | ooki ng casual and re-Ilaxed, but inside
he was gl owi ng. One of the world' s npbst rec-ognizabl e busi nessmen had
cone to Preston to see him Paul Wall ach.

They found a bench shaded by azal eas and dogwoods and sat down.

"Paul , | would like to propose an idea. Sonmething for you to think about.
I want you to consider working for me when you graduate. You're smart,
you're a hard worker, and you're a teamplayer. That's a pretty rare
conbi nation."

Paul tried not to let his excitement show.

"I don't know what to say, M. Barrington. It would be an incredible
opportunity”

"You see, here's what | was thinking, Paul. | think you have rea
| eadership potential. | would like you to join BCN and work as an
apprentice. | would like to take you under ny wi ng and nentor you. |

think you can go far in our media organi zation. You al ready have a
background in nedia with your father's having been in the printing

busi ness. I'msure that you | earned sonme of his skills."

Paul just nodded.

"Here's what I'd like to see happen, Paul. | would Iike you to continue
to stay in school. I'Il take care of all of your school ex-penses. But

want you to begin to develop your skills as a witer. To begin with,
woul d like you to give me sanples of your witing on a weekly basis. For
exanpl e, take your class on biblical archaeol ogy. The one that Professor
Mur phy teaches. Let's start by having you give ne a four-page report of
what is taught in his class. I'll read your material and conme back to you
wi t h suggesti ons. Wiat do you thi nk?"



"That's one of nmy nost interesting classes. That would be great. |'msure
| could learn a lot fromyou."

"Good. Then we'll start with that. By the way, | forgot to nention, not
only will you have a scholarship, but it's only fair to pay you for the
tasks | assign you. How does twenty dollars an hour sound, is that
accept abl e?"

Paul couldn't believe his ears. His schooling was going to be paid. He
was going to get a part-tine job for twenty dollars an hour. And then he
was guaranteed a hi gh-paying job upon graduation. It didn't get any
better than that.

"Paul , before you give ne a final answer it is inportant that you think
it over. | wouldn't want to push you too hard or rush you into a
decision. |'masking you to take on responsibilities beyond your course
work. | want you to be confortable and happy. So you don't have to worry
about what I'll say if you turn ne down. Like | say, | think of you as a
son. | only have your interests at heart."

Paul was about to speak, but Barrington held up a hand.

"Ch, one other thing. Are you free this weekend? |I've got tick-ets to The
Phant om of the Qpera. How would you like to fly up to New York and join
me? You can stay at the penthouse."

"That would be great, M. Barrington. And | could do sone witing on the
pl ane. "

Barri ngton cl apped hi mon the shoulder and stood to go. "Excellent. 1"l
have nmy linmo pick you up and take you to the airport on Friday
afternoon."” He made a show of looking at his watch. "Wich is where |'ve
got to go right now Inportant neeting. Keep up the good work, Paul."
"Yes, sir. Thank you, M. Barrington," Paul called after him He sat back
in a daze, imaging hinself in Barrington's office in New York, [|earning
i mportant stuff about the business, being privy to confidential

i nformation, seeing multimllion-dollar decisions being nmade

"Sorry, Shari," he nmuttered. "I"'mgoing to have to take a rain check on
that Bible study neeting this weekend. You see, |I'mgoing to New York
Shane Barrington's personal —=

"Hey, Paul. Are you talking to yoursel f?"

Paul | ooked up, enbarrassed. "Ch, hi, Shari. Er, no, | was just going
over sonething in ny mnd."

She sat down next to him "Wasn't that Shane Barrington | saw you with

j ust now?"

Paul | ooked uneasy. He knew Shari was suspicious of Barrington. He knew
she felt his interest in Paul since the explosion had sonmething insincere
about it, but she could never quite say what it was. He didn't want to
have anot her one of their argunents about it. Especially now.

"Yes, it was," Paul said guardedly.

"What did he want? Did he cone here just to see you?" Paul had intended
to steer the conversation in another direc-tion, but Shari's tone was
getti ng under his skin.

"Why shouldn't he? He takes an interest in ny work, that's all

"Why shoul d the head of Barrington Conmunications be interested in your
work? You're a student, Paul, not a world-fanmous professor."

Paul felt hinself going red. "Ch, that's right. | don't have crazy ideas
about proving that fairy stories in the Bible really happened. Not I|ike
wor | d-fanpus Prof essor Murphy."



Shari felt her anger rising to match Paul's. "They're not fairy stories!
How can you say that? | thought you were interested in biblica

archaeol ogy. | thought you |iked Mirphy's cl asses.”

Paul realized the conversation was getting out of hand. "Ckay, okay.
Murphy's classes are very ... stinulating. |'mjust not sure he's living
in the real world, that's all."

Shari nodded, |ike she finally understood what this was about. "And
Barri ngton is? Wiy? Because he has noney? Because he's successful ? Look
how he nakes his noney, Paul. By peddling trash.”

"You don't even watch TV," Paul countered. "Maybe if you took your nose
out of your Bible once in a while, you' d get a different perspective on
t hi ngs."

"You agreed to join me in a Bible study group this weekend,

Paul . Are you telling me you're no |longer interested?"

Paul took a deep breath. He couldn't look Shari in the eye. "I was going
to tell you. Sonething's cone up. | can't go." "Sonething to do with
Shane Barrington?"

"Yes, if you nust know. He's invited me to New York for the weekend. To
show me around his business. It's a great opportu-nity, Shari. How could
| say no?"

Shari | ooked at him They had argued before. About the Bible and about
evol ution. Sonetimes bitterly. But at |east they had been honest with
each other. And however bad the fights got, she felt, if they could stil
be honest with each other, then there was still hope for them

But now Paul had told her a lie. She was certain of it. And for the first
time she felt himslipping awnay.



TWENTY- FI VE

"MCHAEL, THIS IS HANK BAINES. | hate to inpose on you like this, but I
need to see you."
Mur phy caught the undertone of anxiety in Baines's voice.
"I'"'mjust wal king out the door now. |'"mon ny way to the State Departnent
of Archives and History. | could nmeet you there around el even A M How
does that sound?"
There was an audi bl e sigh of relief on the other end of the line. "I'Il
see you there."
By the time eleven o' clock rolled around, Mirphy was so engrossed in his
research, he didn't notice Baines approaching. "Wat's so interesting?"
Bai nes asked.
Mur phy | ooked up and noti oned for Baines to sit down at the secl uded
table in the library section.
"The Lost Col ony."
"What ' s t hat ?"
"I'n 1587, Sir Walter Raleigh sent a group of one hundred seventeen
settlers to colonize Virginia. They | anded on Roanoke |sland on the way
to Chesapeake Bay. There were ni nety-one nen, seventeen women, and nine
children. The first English baby to be born on the continent was naned
Virginia Dare."
"I'"ve heard of her," Baines said, nodding.
"The supply ships for the colonists weren't able to return from Engl and
until 1590 due to the Spanish War. Wen they did return, everyone in the
col ony had di sappeared. No trace of anyone. The only thing they found was
atree with the letters CRO carved on it, and a second tree with the word
CROATOAN carved on it. No one's ever figured out what it neans or what
happened to them"
"So you think you'll have a crack at it?" said Baines.
Murphy sniled. "Solving nysteries. That's what rings nmy bell. But you
didn't conme all the way over here to talk about that. What's on your
m nd, Hank?"
"Have you heard about Tiffany?"
Murphy sat up in his chair. "No. Wat happened?"
"She was in a head-on collision with a truck two days ago.
The car rolled and the driver was killed. Her friend Lisa."

"What about Tiffany?"
"Just some scrapes and bruises. It seens |like a mracle she wasn't nore
badly hurt. But she's pretty cut up about her friend."
Mur phy coul d see Bai nes was close to tears.

"Tiffany alnpbst . . . That was a real wake-up call, | can tell you. I
don't want to | ose ny daughter and | don't want to | ose Jennifer. | don't
know, but | get the feeling sonebody's trying to tell ne sormething.
There's sonething | need to do. The trou-ble is, | don't know exactly
what it is.”

"Maybe you know nore than you think," Mirphy said.



Bai nes | ooked at himquizzically. "Wat do you nean?"

"You know how we were tal king about |istening? Hearing what other people
in your fam |y have got to say?"

Bai nes nodded. "Uh-huh."

"Maybe it's tinme to listen to that small voice within. You know, Hank, we
all have this yearning, this enptiness inside that can only be filled by
Cod. Pascal, the great French philosopher, taught that there was a God-
shaped vacuumin the heart of every man that could only be satisfied by
CGod Hinself through having a relationship with Jesus Christ, his Son."
Hank | ooked down at the desk. "Boy, it's hard to talk about this. But I
hear what you're saying. |'ve had a feeling the last few days that | need
to. . . make a commitnent. | just don't know howto do it."

"Well, the inmportant thing is you have to want to do it. Then it's I|ike
junping off the high board. You just close your eyes and go for it!"

Bai nes | aughed. "You nake it sound easy, M chael. But here's the thing.
never had much religious teaching. There's so much | feel | need to

know. "

"Li ke what ?"

Bai nes frowned in concentration as he tried to order his thoughts. "Ckay,
here's a for-instance. You talk about God, and Jesus, and the Holy
Spirit. Three different things. Wat's going on there?"

Murphy snmiled. "I know that sounds a little confusing. Let nme try to
explain. God is the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit. They are
three in one."

"Three in one?"

"I't's sort of like three responsibilities. For exanple, you have a wife
and daughter. As Hank Bai nes, you are a husband to your wife, a father to
your daughter, and a professional in the FBI. You display different
functions at the appropriate tine."

"Ckay, |I'mfollow ng you."
"Let me give you anot her exanple from nature. Water, H20, can exist as a
liquid, as a solid, or as a vapor, but it's still H20."

"Al'l right, but I've heard a lot of talk about Jesus Christ as a nan. How
can he be a man and God at the sane tine?"

Mur phy | aughed. "A lot of people smarter than me have wrestled with that
one over the |ast couple thousand years, but let me give it a try. How s
your Shakespeare?"

"I read sonme stuff in college. But | don't remenber a whole lot, to be
honest . "

Mur phy | aughed. "Me neither. But you renmenber who Macheth is?"

"Sure. The Scottish guy. Had a doozy of a wife."

"See, you renenber nore than you think. Anyway, could the character
Macbet h ever neet the aut hor Shakespeare in person?”

Bai nes | ooked confused. "I would say no."

"Ah, but he could neet him" Mrphy went on. "Shakespeare could wite
hinself into the play, as a character named Shakespeare, and introduce
himself to Macbeth."

"l guess."

"Wll, that's what God did. He is the author of the universe. He wote
H mself into the play of life in the bodily formof Jesus Christ. God
took on the formof a man. Jesus even said, | and the Father are one.'
Bai nes was silent for a nonent. Murphy let himthink about what he'd just
sai d.



Final ly Baines said, "I guess the inportant questionis, if | accept the
fact that Jesus is God in a human body, is it going to make a change in
my life?"

"You' d better believe it. Let's take this a step further. Do you know
anyone who's perfect?"

Bai nes shook his head.

"God is perfect. And He wants mankind to spend eternity with Hmin
heaven. There is, however, a problem W are not perfect. If we were to
enter God's presence in our inperfect state we wouldn't be able to endure
it. Why? Because CGod is Holy. Rermenber when you were a kid and you did
somet hi ng bad? You didn't want your parents to find out, right? |nmagine
your Creator forever being aware of every single bad thought or deed you
conmm tted during your lifetinme. You wouldn't want to spend five m nutes
in Hs presence, let alone eternity. But if your sins had been paid for
and erased by the accept-ance of Jesus Christ as your personal Lord and
Savior prior to your entrance into heaven, there wouldn't be a probl em
woul d t here?"

"That nakes sense," Bai nes agreed.

"God took on the formof the Son—Jesus—+to die for our imperfection, our
sins. He then covers us with the perfection of Christ, so that we can
enter H's presence. All a person has to do is to believe and accept this
great substitution."

"It sounds too sinple. Isn't there sonething el se we have to do?"

Mur phy held up his hands. "That's it. Anything else we would try to do
woul d be inperfect.”

"It seenms like it should be harder than that."

"Don't take it fromnme. Let nme quote you sonething fromthe Book of
Romans, Chapter Ten, Verses Eight through Thirteen: The word is near you;
it is in your nouth and in your heart, that is the word of faith we are
proclaimng; That if you confess with your nmouth, Jesus is Lord,' and
believe in your heart that God raised Hmfromthe dead, you will be
saved. For it is with your heart that you believe and are justified, and
it is with your nouth that you con-fess and are saved. Everyone who calls
on the nane of the Lord will be saved."

When Murphy finished, Baines was deep in thought. Mirphy had done all he
could, had explained his faith to the best of his ability. Now it was up
to Baines. He wasn't sure Baines was listening to himanynore, but he
wanted to add one nore thing.

"Rermenber, Hank, you can ask Christ into your life at any tine. Any

pl ace. You don't have to be in church. It could be while you are driving
your car. Wal king to the store. Anywhere. You just have to say a prayer
and ask Hmin. He will be there to answer you, | guarantee it."

Mur phy sl oWy gathered his books, laid a hand gently on Baines's

shoul der, and wal ked away.

He said his own silent prayer as he went.



TVENTY- SI X

WHEN | SIS REACHED the termnal, she stopped and | ooked at the arrivals
nmonitor for American Airlines. On tinme. She found a vacant chair by the
wi ndow of the arrivals hall and sat down to wait, hoping her heartbeat
woul d steady to some-thing Iike normal by the tinme he arrived. The | ast
thing she wanted to do was | et himknow the effect he had on her.
Mur phy spotted her, sitting demurely, hands in her lap, alnobst as if she
was nmeditating. It looked as if her eyes were closed. He stopped, draw ng
out the nmonment. As soon as he greeted her, it would be all business. That
was the way he'd de-cided it had to be. So this sight of her was an
unexpected gift. Her flame-red hair | ooked wi nd-tossed, even here, a
violent contrast to the porcelain serenity of her face, tapering to an
elfin chin he suddenly had an urgent desire to touch with the tip of a
finger.
As if she'd divined his thought, her |ids snapped open and her bl azing
green eyes found his across the hall. Then just as quickly she | ooked
away. He raised a hand in greeting, took a deep breath, and nade his way
t hrough t he crowd.
By the time he was standi ng before her, she'd conposed her features into
her usual sphinxlike half-smle.
"“Murphy," she said.
"Isis. You're looking . . ." He stunbled for a nmonment. Dressed in conbat
pants and a tight-fitting green T-shirt, sneakers, no nakeup, she | ooked
like a supernodel trying to blend into the crowd. And failing. Big tine.
She | ooked st unni ng.

well. You're looking well,"” he managed finally.
She junped out of her seat and started marching toward the taxi stand. "I
told you. I've been training."
Murphy trailed behind her. "Good," he said. "Geat."

In the cab Murphy was relieved to be able to concentrate on checking that
he had everything he needed in his briefcase, and Isis kept her eyes out
the wi ndow until they arrived at their destination, nestled in the quiet
community of MLean, Virginia. The original grounds had been purchased in
1719 by Thomas Lee. He had named the property Langley after his honme in
Engl and.

After passing all the security stations, they were soon wal k-ing on the
col l egel i ke canmpus grounds. The | andscaped court-yard, the |large grassy
lawn, and the flowering plants and trees added to the inpression of an

I vy League university.

It was only when they stopped in front of the Kryptos non-unment that they
renenbered that this was no idyllic seat of |earning. Mirphy renenbered
the first time he had stood before the S-shaped copper screen, which

| ooked |i ke a piece of paper com ng out of a conputer printer. Onit,
several enigmatic nmes-sages chall enged the reader to decode them He'd
tried and failed before, and gl ancing sideways at Isis, he wondered if
some nys-teries were never to be fathoned.

Soon they entered the nodern gl ass-encl osed headquarters and wal ked over
to the receptionist.

“"May | help you?"



"M chael Murphy and |Isis MDonald. W have an appoint-nment with Carlton
Stoval I ."

Murphy and |Isis were soon joined by a short, slightly over-weight, and
balding man with a bland snmle. He invited theminto his office.

Stovall waited until they were seated in front of his desk. "I mentioned
to you over the phone that | didn't really think | could be of nuch help
| hope you haven't nade this trip in vain."

"W'll see," Murphy said evenly. "As you know, |I'minter-ested in copies
of docunents relating to Noah's Ark."

Stovall's laugh was shrill. "I'"msorry, Professor Murphy, all our files
were damaged in the Flood!" He | aughed again. "You'll have to forgive ne.
W get a lot of crazy requests—you know, people wanting to see the file
on where Elvis is living, how the Secret Service nmurdered Marilyn Monroe
that sort of thing. But this! This really takes the cake. You're sure you
don't want the file on Jonah and the whal e?"

He took out a white handkerchi ef and began to dab at his forehead.

Murphy waited until he was sure Stovall had no nore jokes. "Maybe you
call it by another name. Let nme see . . . how about the Ararat Anomaly
File? That ring any bells?"

Suddenly Stovall wasn't |aughing anymore. The bl ood drained out of his
face. He began to stutter in reply, but Mrphy cut himoff.

"I know for a fact that on June seventeenth, 1919, a U S. Air Force pl ane
was meking a routine flight over Mount Ararat. | know that photographs
were taken and that an object was spotted at the 15,500-foot level. |'ve
been told that this object was called the Ararat Anomaly within the C A
| also know that in 1993, under the Freedom of Information Act, the
Anonaly File was finally declassified after over forty years of se-crecy.
How am | doi ng?"

Agai n, Murphy didn't give Stovall tine to reply.

"I am al so aware that Porcher Taylor, a scholar at the Washi ngt on-based
Center for Strategic and International Studies, nade sone interesting

di scoveries. He found out that a U-2 spy plane took pictures of the same
anomaly in 1956. Taylor also discovered that the Cl A snapped sonme shots
with their high-resolution KH-9 nmilitary renpte-sensing satellite in
1973. And not to be outdone, the KH 11 satellite photographed the sane
spot on Ararat in 1976, 1990, and 1992."

Mur phy paused, but Stovall seenmed to have nothing to say now.

"I'f I amnot m staken," Mirphy continued, "the | KONCS satellite even
identified the secret coordinates of the Munt

Ararat Anonaly at thirty-nine degrees, forty-two m nutes, and ten seconds
north longitude and forty-four degrees, sixteen mnutes, and thirty
seconds east latitude."

Stovall's eyes darted back and forth between Isis and Murphy. He | ooked
like a trapped rodent trying to find a way out. Finally he said, "I don't
have the authority to grant access to those files. I'll have to talk to
nmy superior."

"That's just fine," Mirphy beaned. "W have all afternoon, M. Stovall."
Stovall left the room and Isis grinned at Mirphy despite herself. "Ww,
you really gave himboth barrels. Was all of that true?"

"That's what we're here to find out," Mirphy replied

They were just settling thenselves in for a long wait when the door
opened and two nmen wal ked briskly into the room Stovall |looked a little
nore conposed. Behind himwas a man Murphy knew only too well.



Instantly Murphy was assailed by flashbacks to the bonmbing of the church
and t he aggressive investigations of an FBlI agent convi nced that
Christians |i ke Miurphy, Laura, and Pastor Bob Wagoner were responsible.
Agent Burton Wl sh.

The man Hank Bai nes had told hi mwas now working for the C A

Smal | world, Mirphy thought.

"Well, well, Professor Murphy." Welsh scowled. "It seens | can't get away
fromyou, however hard | try."

"Just what | was thinking," said Murphy. "But we'll be happy to | eave you
al one so you can get on with whatever it is you do here. Just give us the

files and we'll be on our way."
"I"'msorry, but that's not going to be possible,"” Wl sh said, not
sounding sorry at all. "You see, all of those itens have been

recl assified as secret docunents.”

"That's inpossible,” Mirphy said, getting out of his chair and standing
toe to toe with Wel sh. Isis put a restraining hand on his arm worried
that he was going to lose his tenper, but he didn't seemto notice. "A
of those materials come under the Freedom of Information Act. You don't
have the right to deny us access."

Wl sh stood i npassively, arns folded. "There's nothing nore | can tel
you. "

Mur phy jabbed a finger at him "You ve told us plenty, Wlsh. You ve told
us we're right. The CIA has all this infornma-tion but they don't want it
to get out into the public domain. It's a cover-up!"

Wl sh shrugged. "Wat can | say? Maybe you should wite to the President.
Take it up with him Have a pleasant trip horme." He spun on his heel and
wal ked out, slanmm ng the door behind him



TVENTY- SEVEN

MURPHY WAS STILL quietly fumng as they left the building and wal ked back
t hrough t he grounds toward the exit.

"That guy Wl sh. First he tries to smear Evangelicals over the bonbings,
now he turns up here, shutting the lid on the Ararat files. Wat's going
on?"

Isis put her armthrough his, telling herself she was just trying to calm

himdown. "I think you're being a trifle para-noid, Mirphy. | nmean, if
the CI A has evidence that the ark exists, why would they be trying to
keep it secret? You and Wel sh have a history. | just think he's

stonewal | i ng because he doesn't |ike you."

"Maybe you're right," Mirphy said. "Maybe | amjust get-ting paranoid."
"So what do we do now?" |sis asked. "Since the files thing has been a
bust, we have a few hours to kill before you have to be at the airport.
Do you want ne to give you a tour? See sonme of Washington's sights?”
Murphy wasn't really paying attention. "Sure. There's no way we're goi ng
to get those files now "

"Listen, if you don't want to, that's fine with ne. |I've got plenty of
work to do back at the museum " Isis pouted.

Murphy forced a snmile. "I'"msorry, Isis. Let's grab that cab and do the
tour. You lead the way."

"What a piece of luck. You don't usually see cabs waiting here," Isis

said. "W'd like to go to the Washi ngton Monunent," she told the driver
as they clinbed in.

The driver nodded and they joined the traffic. For a while they didn't
speak. Murphy was still going over his confronta-tion with Welsh in his
mnd, while Isis | ooked down at her hands resting in her |lap. She was
beginning to wonder if this was such a good idea.

After a while she | ooked up and was surprised to see unfa-mliar streets.
"Hey!" She tapped on the glass partition separat-ing themfromthe
driver. "l said we wanted to go to the Washi ngt on Monunment. This isn't
the right way!"

Murphy stiffened in the seat beside her. "Wat's the prob-lem Isis?"

"I don't know where we are. But we're definitely heading in the wong
direction." She rapped firmly on the glass. The driver didn't respond.
Mur phy could feel an adrenaline rush kicking in. This wasn't right. Not
right at all.

He shook the door handle, but it wouldn't budge. Then suddenly the cab
started to slow, and it looked as if the driver was going to let them
out. Isis sighed with relief as they pulled up to the sidewal k. Mirphy
took Isis's hand and they prepared to | eap out.

Before they could nove, the doors opened and two nen got in, squeezing
Murphy and |sis unconfortably between them Mirphy started to twist in
his seat, and found hinmself | ook-ing down the barrel of a silenced
automatic. The man was dressed in a dark suit with a white shirt and red
tie. Hs dark hair was slicked back and he showed even rows of teeth as
he snil ed.

"You want a tour? No problem But this is going to be a special one.

Pl aces the tourists never see. If they're lucky," he added with a smrk.



Mur phy turned his head and caught Isis's eye. She was shak-ing visibly as
the other man | ean and bl ond—pressed a similar automati c agai nst her
forehead. He wasn't smling.

As the cab noved off, the possibilities raced through Miurphy's m nd. Ws
this a carjacking? A kidnappi ng? A case of nistaken identity? The whol e
operation had a professional feel. A word Levi had used sprang into his

m nd.

Spooks.

Whi ch neant he would need to be careful. Professional or not, he felt he
had a reasonabl e chance of disarmng the man pointing a gun at him But
that would leave Isis. He couldn't risk it. They would have to wait until
t hey got where they were headed and see what opportunities presented

t hemsel ves.

There was a squeal as the blond man roughly stuck a | ength of duct tape
over Isis's mouth and then slipped a blindfold of dark nmaterial over her
eyes.

"Hey!" Murphy instinctively reached out, but before he could do anything
the butt of a gun whi pped across his fore-head. Mnentarily stunned, he
felt plastic cuffs pinning his wists together, then a Il ength of tape
bei ng fastened over his own nouth, and finally the blindfold.

Hi s world went dark.

He sensed the man on his left relaxing. "Just sit back and enjoy, folks,"
he said. "W'll be there before you knowit."

Unabl e to do anyt hing el se, Miurphy concentrated on neno-rizing every
detail about their assailants. Had the man on his | eft spoken with an
accent? Was there a hint of a southern twang? There was a faint snell of
aft ershave but Mirphy couldn't name the brand.

He shook his head beneath the blindfold. He knew he was clutching at
straws. For all he knew, he was about to get a bul-let in the brain. Isis
too. He strained against the cuffs, suddenly convul sed with anger, and
felt the gun being shoved hard into his ribs.

He slowed his breathing, trying to channel his anger into sonething nore
positive, trying to prepare hinself for whatever was going to happen when
they arrived at their destination. Trying to figure out the beginni ngs of
a plan.

It seemed to Murphy as if only seconds had passed since the two nen got
into the cab, but it nust have been | onger. They were slow ng again, and
t he sounds had changed. He coul dn'thear any other traffic. Then the car
stopped, and all he could hear was the click of the engine cooling, the
hamrering of his heart, and Isis's nuffled sobbing.

Strong hands grabbed himand pulled himout of the car, then a sharp prod
of the gun in the small of his back sent himlurching forward. Mre hands
took his arns and he stunbled down a flight of steps. He felt hinself
falling, then being shoved upright. As he regai ned his bal ance, the tape
was roughly torn fromhis nouth and the blindfold pulled off.

He found hinself standing alongside Isis in a long, bare, con-crete room
with a lowceiling. A single bulb hung down, illum -nating the only piece
of furniture, a gray steel table. The nman with the slicked-back hair was
| eani ng against it, his gun |l aying to one side

He | ooked at Murphy contenptuously. "Considering how many inportant
peopl e you've riled up, you don't look |ike nuch," he said.

"Whi ch inportant people would that be exactly?" Mirphy asked, trying to
keep his voice neutral



The man scow ed. "Correct me if I'mwong, but | believe I'"'mthe one with
the gun. That nmeans | get to ask the questions.”

Murphy forced a snile. "Ask away." Beside him he could see Isis
trenbling.

"I'n actual fact, there's only one thing | need to know," he said. "Wich
one of you wants to go first?" He picked up the gun and pointed it first
at Murphy, then at Isis. "I nmean, |'d understand if you didn't want to
see your girlfriend get a bullet in the brain. On the other hand, perhaps
letting her go first would be the gentlemanly thing to do. M. Enson

what do you believe would be the correct etiquette in this situation?"

In his peripheral vision, Mrphy could see the second gunman and the
driver standing a couple of paces behi nd.

The driver chuckled. "Hard to say. | reckon it all comes down to persona
choi ce. ™

"Tsk, tsk." The first man shook his head. "How can people find direction
in this godless world of ours if there are no proper rules of behavior?
It's a wonder our children don't all grow up to be savages. What do you
say, Mirphy?"

Murphy was trying to figure out a reply that would keep the conversation
goi ng, give himsone nore tinme, when he heard a choki ng sound. |sis was
bent over, having some sort of convul -sion. Then she took a step and
col l apsed on the floor, her eyes rolling back in her head.

For a second everyone | ooked in her direction. "I hope you' re doi ng what
| think you're doing," Mirphy nmuttered under his breath before turning to
his left, taking one quick step, and | aunching a powerful kick between
the driver's legs. He groaned and clutched his hands to his groin, and
Mur phy snapped a second kick that sent his gun skittering across the
floor. As the first gunman drew a bead on him Mirphy threw hinself into
a forward roll in the opposite direction and heard the phut of silenced
rounds behind him

Then there was a strangled screamas |sis sprang up and | ooped her

pl astic handcuffs over the second gunnan's neck. As the inprovised
garrote cut into his w ndpi pe, he dropped his gun and tried to pry her
hands away, but she hung on, snarling like a wolverine, forcing his head
farther back.

Mur phy knew he only had seconds to take advantage of the situation. He
scranbl ed past the prostrate body of the driver until his fingers closed
around the handle of the gun. Wth his hands still cuffed, it took hima
nonent to get a de-cent grip

It was a nmonment too long. The first gunman was crouching in a marksman's
stance, the barrel of his automatic pointed at Mirphy's chest.

"Don't even think about it," he warned.

Then he seened to flinch, and a spray of blood bl ossonmed fromthe side of
his head as he fell to the fl oor

Mur phy turned, incredulous, to see Isis holding the auto-matic, a wi sp of
snoke slowy curling out of the silencer. "Don't just stand there," she
said. "Help me out of these hand-cuffs. There's a penknife in the front
pocket of my trousers." Miurphy quickly found it and slashed through the
plastic cuffs around Isis's wists before doing the sanme for hinself.

He | ooked down at the body of the second gunman, who didn't look as if he
was br eat hi ng.

"Look out!" I|sis screaned.

Mur phy whi pped round to see the driver launching hinself at himlike a

I i nebacker. Wthout thinking, he dropped into a fight-ing stance and



powered his knee sharply up into the driver's jaw. There was a horrifying
crack, and a |inp body dropped at his feet.

For a nmonent they stood frozen, |ooking at the grotesquely splayed bodi es
on the floor. Then Murphy gently eased the gun out of Isis's hand and
said, "I think we should get out of here. There may be backup on the

way.

Isis |ooked as if she hadn't heard, then she shook her hair out of her
eyes and nodded. "You remenber | said you were be-ing paranoid? Wl|l—=
"Later," Miurphy said, steering her toward the door

They retraced their steps at a jog, up the stairs and into a garage.

Mur phy opened a door and then they were standing in the street, the
sunlight blinding themfor a nonent. At the end of the street they could
see cars, people walking, safety.

Wthout a word they started running.



TVENTY- El GHT

ON THE DRI VE HOMVE, Bai nes pl ayed the phone conver-sation with Mirphy over
in his mnd, trying to nake sense of what had happened. After flagging
down a cab-—a real one this ti me—Murphy and Isis had been driven to the
near est precinct house. Cops being cops, they'd been skeptical at first
but even-tually agreed to send two squad cars to the address where Isis
and Murphy had been held, while nore cops took detail ed statenents.

Mur phy was not entirely surprised when the squad cars re-turned and the
captain told themnot a single word of their story checked out. There
were no bodies. No weapons. Not a trace of blood anywhere.

Spooks, Mirphy thought. Boy, these guys are professionals. Eventually the
cops let themgo, but not without a | ecture about wasting police tine.
Isis was furious, but Murphy didn't see the point in arguing. Even if
they coul d convince the cops their story was true, what good would it do?
They were dealing with forces too powerful for ordinary |aw enforcenent
agenci es.

Which is why he'd call ed Bai nes. And why Bai nes was now turning over in
his m nd everything he knew about Burton Wl sh.

When he got hone, he was relieved to find that Jennifer wasn't hone. If
hi s suspi ci ons proved correct, he was going to have to send her and

Ti ffany away. Sonmewhere safe.

He took the sensor equi pnent out of his gym bag and began with the nost
obvi ous pl ace—the phones. Al three housed tiny silver-colored bugs. H's
conputer woul d be the obvious place to | ook next. Bingo.

By the time he'd swept the house fromtop to bottom he had quite a

col lection. And he couldn't even be sure he had them all

If they're prepared to bug the house of an FBI agent, they nust be
serious, he thought. He was going to have to be careful.

Murphy was driving in to the Preston canmpus when his cell phone rang.
"M chael, this is Hank."
"Hi, Hank, is everything okay?"
"Don't talk, Mchael. Just listen. Do you renmenber where we tal ked about
Jenni fer and nme?"

"Sure."

“I''ll call you there in about twenty mnutes.”

"Ckay. "
Mur phy punched of f his cell phone and turned the car around. Fifteen
mnutes |later he pulled up outside the Raleigh Health and Fitness Gym He
told the receptionist he mght have a phone call coming in shortly, and
she indicated an enpty desk. He didn't have long to wait. She picked up
the phone on the first ring and said, "Yes, he's here." She pointed to
the blinking Iight on the phone at Mirphy's desk.

"Mur phy. "
"Mchael. Sorry for all the cloak-and-dagger. | had to get out of ny
of fice and use a public phone in a shopping mall. Al of ny phones have

been bugged. Cell phones aren't secure either."
"Hank, is all this related to the spooks who attacked us in Washi ngton?
Are they targeting you too?"



"W can't tal k about it over the phone. Are you famliar with Mount Airy
Park on the south side of town?"

"1 know where it is."

"Good. Let's neet there, say, about 1:00 PPM I'll neet you by the old
carousel . "

“1"1'l be there."

"And, Mchael, try to make sure you aren't tailed."

Murphy called Isis at the Smthsoni an before he drove back to the
university. They' d agreed it was the safest place for her to stay, with
the extra security and police patrols following the break-in. But he
could tell she was never going to feel a hundred percent safe anywhere
ever again. And it was all his fault.

He felt a renewed determnation to get to Ararat and find what was there,
to get to the bottom of the nystery and con-front whoever was trying to
stop them

When he entered his office he found a very angry Shari Nel son.

"Look at this! Just |ook at this! Sonmebody's come in here and broken the
Egyptian papyrus manuscript | was working on. They nmust have knocked it
on the floor and put it back on the counter. | can see small pieces under
the table. Look, there's—

Murphy made a circle with his lips and placed a finger over them Shari
stopped in md-sentence with a quizzical expres-sion. He then went over
to the radio on the file cabinet and turned it on to a loud rock station,
and whi spered in her ear, "The place may be bugged." Shari nodded, though
t he ques-tioning | ook remai ned. Murphy tore a sheet froma pad and wot e:
Let's | ook around and see if anything is m ssing.

It didn't take Murphy long to find that all of his files on Noah's Ark
were gone. They'd even taken his class notes. Years of research—gone. He
| ooked at his watch. No tinme to do a thorough search if he was going to
make his neeting with Baines. He notioned to Shari to follow himoutside.

Murphy turned in to a parking lot that was filled with the burned-out
remai ns of a car, worn-out tires, cans, and trash. An old van covered
with graffiti was half on the dry lawn and half on the pavenent. It

| ooked as if it had run into a tree. Miurphy could see that the carouse
was in disrepair and hadn't been used in years. The park itself was run-
down, and there was quite a bit of graffiti on the slides and other

pl ayground equi p-nment. Many of the animals on the merry-go-round were
dam aged and pai nted oddball colors. Sonme of them had gang signs on them
As far as he knew, he hadn't been followed. He'd pulled over several
times to let any tail go past, but he never saw the same car tw ce, and
nobody foll owed hi mwhen he doubl ed back. He was certainly alone in the
parking lot. |If Baines was here he nust have parked sonewhere el se and
cone the rest of the way on foot.

Calmy, quietly, and gently, the silencer was screwed onto the Russian
Dragunov SVD gas powered sem autonmatic sniper rifle. Al ten rounds were
| oaded in the nagazine. Slowy, he focused the sights of his powerful

tel escope. It wasn't long before the crosshairs were hungrily | ooking for
the target.



"Pati ence, patience!" he whispered to hinself.

Mur phy got out and ambl ed through the debris. He | ooked at his watch. Ten
after four. He began to worry about Baines. "M chael!"

The voice had cone fromthe direction of the carousel. He turned to where
Bai nes was | eaning on a green and gol d horse. Bai nes notioned hi mover.
"Sorry about the setting. This is the only way we can get sone privacy."
They shook hands.

"How s Tiffany doi ng?" asked Mirphy.

"Great. She's out of the hospital —she's been honme for about a week."

Bai nes was rel axed, but his eyes never stopped roaning the park.

"And how about you and Jennifer?"

"W're doing nuch better, thanks to you. But listen, we may not have nuch
time. Is there anything el se you can tell me about what happened in
Washi ngt on—any details you may have | eft out?"

Mur phy thought for a nonment, then shook his head. "I pretty much told you
everything, | think."

He adjusted his sights one nore tinme. The barrel noved fromone target to
the other. The targets were in deep discussion and did not nove very
much. "Sitting ducks," he said to hinself. "Yes, sitting ducks in the

m dst of a stanpede of notionless horses.” Encased in its | atex glove,
one of his fingers began to gently squeeze.

Bai nes nodded. "Ckay. Well, | may have found out a couple of things.

used nmy FBI clearance to get into sone of the conmput-ers at Langley. They
can trace any inconmng requests, but | know a trick or two to cover ny
tracks. | got some information, but you have to have a special access
code to get into the main file on Ararat.”

"So what did you manage to find out?" Mrphy asked, try-ing to keep his
voi ce steady.

"As you know, in the 1980s, Apoll o astronaut Col onel Janes Irvin nmade
three trips to Ararat in search of the ark. He was convinced that there
was somet hing on the nountain.

There were references to that and to some other information he nust have
had access to. | also ran across a menp that said there was a boatlike
structure on the nountain. It went on to say that it |ooked like the
heavi | y damaged bow was sticking out of the snowin the photos taken. The
men who exam ned the photos said that the object was definitely man-nade
due to the ninety-degree angles. They were certain it was—

Murphy heard the bullet a split second after Bai nes had been driven back
agai nst the carousel horse by the force of the inpact. He nade a gurgling
sound, clutched at his chest with one hand, and slid down to the fl oor

| eaving a vivid splash of red agai nst the green-pai nted horse.

"Hank!" Murphy crouched down and cradl ed Bai nes's head. Hank was staring
ahead, trying to formwords, a horrible suck-ing sound com ng fromhis
chest.

Mur phy was frozen there for a second, then instinct kicked in and he
rolled to the side as another bullet clanged noisily off one of the
horse's | egs, sending up a shower of sparks. He worned his way under
another horse, trying to put as nany obstacl es as possi bl e between



hinsel f and the shooter. Trying to buy some time to think. He glanced
back at Bai nes and saw he had his automatic in his hand. Something nust
have warned himin the split second before the bullet hit. Mirphy craw ed
back and eased the gun out of Baines's grip.

Did the shooter think they were both hit? Or was he going to wait for
anot her clear shot? Murphy had al ready figured out where the shots cane
fromthe graffiti-covered van. He cramed a few yards to his left, away
from Bai nes. Taking a deep breath, he junped to his feet, braced his
shoul der agai nst a carousel pole, and squeezed off four shots before
ducki ng down again. A crash of glass told himhe'd hit one of the

wi ndows. No way of knowi ng whether he'd taken out the shooter, but at

| east he was maki ng himworry. He stood up again and sighted on the van,
but before he could get off another shot there was a squeal of tires and
it bunmped off the grass, onto the tarnac, and screeched toward the

parki ng-1 ot exit.

Mur phy | owered the gun and ran back to Bai nes. Mirphy placed the pal m of
hi s hand on the punpi ng wound and pressed down, trying to stop the fl ow,
but he knew it was hopel ess. Baines had already |ost too rmuch bl ood.

Bl ood seened to be everywhere.

"Hang on, Hank!" Mirphy yelled.

Wth his other hand he was reaching for his cell phone. Hi s bl oody
fingers were pushing 911.

Bai nes was trying to talk. Murphy put his ear close to his nouth to try
and catch the words.

"Tell Jennifer . . . I'msorry . . . wasted so much tinme. Tell her .
Murphy felt Baines buckle under his hand, his body spasming. Then he
fell back and everything was still. He was gone.



TWENTY- NI NE

STEPHANI E LOOKED AT HERSELF in the long mirror and sighed. The dress

| ooked good, no doubt about it. The ma-terial clung to her every curve,
accentuating her slimwaist and full breasts, but sonehow the cut was
stylish enough to keep it classy. It was the kind of dress you m ght see
bei ng paraded on Gscar night, the kind of dress you see only on film
stars or the ultrawealthy.

O the mistress of one of the world's nost powerful nedia magnates.

She carefully unzipped it and slipped it off, and prepared to put on
somet hing nore suitable for a crusadi ng TV-news re-porter—a creantcol ored
suit that buttoned up to the neck, still stylish but nmuch nore sober
allowing just a suggestion of the hot body beneath the cool exterior.

That was the Stephani e Kovacs her nillions of fans identified with. The
tough-as-nails journalist, fearlessly chasing down bad guys to get the
big story.

She | ooked in the mirror and saw the ol d Stephanie, the one who had
carved out a career in the dog-eat-dog world of TV news through tal ent
and guts and sheer determ nation. Before Barrington had called her to his
private suite on the thirtieth floor and made her an offer she coul dn't
refuse. Before she'd sold out.

Bef ore she'd sold her soul

She | ooked down at the shiny black material of the cocktail dress, lying
in a dark pool at her feet. It felt good to be a re-porter again, but the
truth was, it felt good to be Barrington's bedmate too. It nade her feel
nore powerful than any politician or filmstar. It nade her feel

unt ouchabl e. She coul d do what -ever she wanted, have whatever she wanted.
As long, of course, as she did whatever her master com manded.

And right now her master had conmanded her to forget about dinner at the
best table in the city's swanki est restau-rant, exchange her Qucci purse
for a reporter's notepad, and get down to Raleigh, North Carolina.

An FBI agent nanmed Hank Bai nes had been shot at a deserted anmusenent park
by a gunman who had fled the scene, leaving no clues as to his identity
or notive. Wth her detached re-porter's eye, she could see that it had
all the elenents of a prine-time story. An odd, slightly creepy setting.
A violent death. And a big mystery.

But nore inportant, it had Professor M chael Mirphy. And that was
undoubtedly the reason Barrington had broken their dinner engagenent and
ordered her to get to the scene as quickly as his private Gulfstreamjet
woul d al | ow.

Forty-eight hours later she was busy choosing the best camera position,
as close to the graveside as possible without upset-ting the nmourners too
much. As her canmeranman set up the live feed, she replayed her report from
the day before, the one that had once again given Barrington Network News
the junp on all the conpetition

"This is Stephani e Kovacs reporting live fromRal ei gh, North Carolina,
outside a Raleigh Police Station. Late yesterday afternoon, FBI agent

Hank Bai nes was gunned down in what seens to be a ran-domdrive-by
shooting. Police and FBI officials have been working all night to



i nvestigate this sensel ess nmurder. Baines, along with Professor M chael
Mur phy from Preston University, was in Munt Airy Park when the incident
took place. The police and FBI have not rel eased any information at this
point, but the police are said to be | ooking for an old Dodge van covered
with nulticolored graffiti. We will keep you up-to-date as nore details
become available. This is Stephani e Kovacs report-ing live from Ral ei gh,
North Carolina, for BNN "

St ephani e nodded to herself in satisfaction. Not bad, not bad at all. And
not anot her news crew had been in sight. As usual, Barrington seened to
know what was happeni ng before even his best reporters did, and Stephanie
had | ong ago stopped aski ng herself how that was possi bl e.

It nmade her | ook good, and that was all that mattered. Snoothing her
skirt and checking her hair, Stephanie was inpressed to see how nmany had
gat hered for Baines's nenorial service. Several hundred people filled the
chairs on the |l awn. Around the edges of the crowd she could see

pl ai ncl ot hes offi-cers wearing dark gl asses and earphones. Cearly FB
agents on high alert. There were al so dozens of uniformed police.

Were they expecting the person who killed Baines to nake sone sort of
nove at the menorial service?

O her news services were scurrying around preparing for their telecasts,
some checki ng Stephanie's team out nervously, wondering what scoop she
had up her sl eeve now to nmake them | ook foolish. She sniled. Let them
wonder, she thought, as Pastor Bob Wagoner wal ked up to the gravesi de
podi um and prepared to read the service

As he began to speak, she | ooked at the nourners seated in front of him
Baines's wife, Jennifer, was in the front row, sitting very still, her
expressi on unreadabl e beneath a black veil. Next to her was Tiffany,

wi pi ng her eyes with a handkerchief as a girl-friend beside her squeezed
her hand. Kovacs spotted Professor Mirphy and his assistant, Shari

Nel son, seated behind the grieving famly. She hadn't seen Mirphy since
the Preston Comunity Church bonbing, and she couldn't help noticing that
he was | ooki ng good, tanned and fit, with an air of quiet power about him
like a sprinter waiting on the bl ocks. She waited until he caught her

eye.

W neet again, she thought, and felt a little jolt of adrenaline. Pastor
Wagoner finished, and a police officer in full H ghland regalia began

pl ayi ng "Amazi ng Grace" on the bagpi pes. The eerie wailing sound of the
pi pes floated over the grass as an Amnerican flag was cerenoni ously fol ded
and handed to Jennifer Baines. It was inpossible to see her reaction, but
Tiffany was noved to fresh tears by the gesture.

As soon as the sound of the bagpi pes had faded away, Stephanie started to
work her way through the crowd. Jennifer Baines, with Tiffany clutching
her arm was maki ng for one of the waiting black Iinpusines, but

St ephani e was on course to cut her off, her caneraman trotting behind
her, ready to start filmng at a nonent's notice

Suddenly a dark shadow crossed Stephanie's path, stopping her in her
tracks. She | ooked up and Murphy was scow ing at her.

"Can't you | eave Ms. Baines and her daughter alone? They've been through
enough wi thout the press hounding them™

Stephani e sm | ed her sweetest reporter's snmile and put a m cro-phone in
front of Murphy's face. The canera was already rolling.

Murphy realized he'd fallen for her ploy. She hadn't been af-ter Jennifer
Baines at all. It was himshe wanted to interview, and now she'd got him



exactly where she wanted him There was no way out now wi thout making a
scene, and that would play right into her hands.

He gritted his teeth and waited for whatever was com ng. He didn't have
to wait | ong.

"Here at the nenorial service for FBI agent Hank Baines, |'mtalking with
Prof essor M chael Mirphy of Preston University. Professor Mirphy, you
were the last person to see Hank Baines alive, is that right?"

"I was present when he tragically lost his life, yes," he said. "Wuld it
be correct to say you were friends?"

"Yes. "

"Then can | ask you what you were doing neeting with your good friend
Hank Bai nes at an abandoned carousel at Munt Airy Park? Kind of a
strange place to neet up for a chat, isn't it?"

Murphy started to reply, but Stephanie ignored him

"Unl ess you were concerned that people shouldn't witness this neeting, of
course." She |owered her voice, the famliar sign to her viewers that she
was moving in for the kill. "Wt was it you and Agent Bai nes were

di scussi ng, Professor Mirphy? Have you told the police? Have you told his
grieving widow? Tell me, do you feel any sense of responsibility for his
death? Do you think it was appropriate for you to be here today? Can you
ex-pl ain why your fingerprints were on a gun found at the scene?"

Mur phy was nmonmentarily stunned. He'd seen her do the exact sane thing in
dozens of interviews, but that didn't nake it any easier to deal wth.
She'd fire a series of questions at the interviewe wthout pause, each
one nore provocative and outrageous than the last, until they were in
such a state of shock that they couldn't nuster any sort of reply.
Standing like a deer in headlights, they'd | ook just the way she wanted
themto | ook.

Quilty.

And then quick as a flash she'd cut back to the studio and they'd be |eft
hi gh and dry.

Mur phy was determ ned that wasn't going to happen. "I've conme here to pay
my respects to a fine man and a good friend. | think it would be

tastel ess and i nappropriate to specul ate about the perpetrator of this
tragedy at his graveside, don't you? | have given the police and FBI the
full est possible state-nment. Perhaps you should ask them Thank you very
much. "

He turned to go, satisfied that he'd ended the interview on his ternms,

but she had one nore round left and she ainmed it at his back.

"Prof essor Murphy, is it possible that Hank Bai nes's death had anyt hing
to do with the clandestine expedition you' re planning to search for the
remai ns of Noah's Ark on Mount Ararat? Wuld you |ike to comment on

t hat ?"

Now Murphy really was stunned. How had she found out about that? Had one
of the team| eaked the information? Did she have a source within the C A?
He tried not to | ooked fazed by the question. "Like nmany ar-chaeol ogi st s,
|'ve been fascinated by stories of the ark since | was a boy," he said.
"I't would certainly be a great adventure to try and find it. Now I'm
afraid I have to go."

He turned away again, wondering how St ephanie would wap up the interview
bef ore headi ng back to the studio.

"Good | uck, Professor Mirphy" was all he heard her say. "Good | uck






TH RTY

ONE THI NG STEPHANI E KOVACS had wong: During the nmenorial service Mirphy
wasn't thinking about Mount Ararat. He was thinking about Munt Rainier
in Washington. O to be exact, the Munt Rainier Muntain Clinbing
School .

It was the perfect place to train for the ordeal that |ay ahead.

Levi and Murphy had chosen it because Ararat and Rainier are both

vol canoes. Ararat is 16,854 feet high and Rainier 14,410. Both have
glaciers with |l arge crevasses and snow bridges, and both have steep
terrain.

Murphy and Levi flew from Raleigh to Seattle together. The rest of the
team menbers were to nmeet themat the school. Mirphy had sel ected Vern
Peterson and |sis—the rest were up to Levi, and Mirphy was keen to know
who t hey were.

"Picking a teamlike this, it's all about bal ance,” Levi expl ained as
they buckled in prior to takeoff. "You have to have the right m x of
skills. Personalities are inportant too. You have to renmenber you nay be
rel ying on one another for your lives." He glanced at Muirphy

di sapprovingly.

"Isis is going to nake a val uabl e nenber of the team" Mirphy insisted
correctly interpreting Levi's veiled remark. "We'll need her to translate
any witing we may find on the ark, and she's a very experienced
nount ai neer. "

And, he m ght have added, she's already saved ny life once.

Levi grunted. "First, security. Two guys, very highly recom nmended. The
first is Colonel Blake Hodson. Ex-Arny Ranger. The other is Conmander
Sal vador Val dez. Ex-Navy SEAL. Very tough, but he has a sense of hunor
too."

Mur phy nodded. "Sounds li ke security's covered. Wo's next?"

"Prof essor Wendel|l Reinhold. PhD from M T in engineer-ing. Knows al
there is to know about building structures. He'll be able to assess the
state of the ark and advise on all scientific matters. He's a bit of an
action man too. Good on mountains."

"I"ve heard of him" Miurphy said. "I read his book on the con-struction
of the pyramids in Egypt and Mexico. A brilliant man. It's great he's on
board. "

"I thought you'd approve," said Levi with a smle. "Now the political
stuff. The next two nenbers will be representing the governnents of

Turkey and the United States. Mustafa Bayer is a forner nember of the
Turki sh Special Forces. Since his retirenent fromthe mlitary, he's been
working with the government in the Departnment of Natural Resources and
Environment. He is al so an expert on Turkish history and archaeol ogi ca
artifacts. Hs counterpart for the United States is Darin Lundquist. He

presently serves as Special Assistant to the Turkish Anbassador." "You're
sure he doesn't work for the C A?"
Levi just smiled. "It's inperative we have a Turki sh nmenber on the team

and the Turki sh governnment insisted on an official U S. representative.



But Lundquist is no desk jockey. He's clinbed a |ot of nmountains in
Turkey. He'll be useful. The | ast nenber of the teamis Larry Wittaker.
He'll be your canmera-nman. He'll filmthe entire trip. You' ve probably
seen his stuff fromthe Gulf War. There's no one better at taking great

pi c-tures under tough conditions."

Levi handed hima slimfile on each nenber of the team and Mir phy
settled down to read. By the tinme he finished, they were touching down in
Seattle.

Twel ve hours later the teamwas clinbing a steep boulder field on the

sl opes of the nmountain, and Murphy was beginning to realize what the
training exercise was all about. Undoubtedly they would all |earn

val uabl e skills, or hone existing ones, but nore inportant, he woul d have
a chance to observe each nem ber of the teamin an extrene environnment,
under stress, and in difficult conditions.

It was the only way to find out who these people really were and whet her
he could rely on them

At the first team nmeeting Miurphy had introduced hinsel f and explained the
goal s of the expedition—as well as the risks. Then he asked for

guestions. Valdez was the first to raise his hand. The ex- SEAL was
solidly built, with a squarejaw and an iron-gray buzz cut. So far Muirphy
hadn't seen himsnile.

"You need someone who can clinb a thousand-foot vertical face in the dark
with a blizzard going, you' ve conme to the right guy. But sonmething tells
me you pi cked ne and Hodson for somnething besides our nountaineering
chops. Just what kind of bad guys are you expecting to find on Munt

Ar ar at ?"

It was a good question. And the bad news was that Miurphy didn't have a
good answer.

"Mount Ararat is situated in a dangerous part of the world, period. W
could be facing bandits, wild dogs, or just local tribesmen who are
suspi ci ous of strangers.”

Val dez narrowed his eyes. He didn't | ook convinced. "So take sone dog
chews and a few bucks to hand out to the locals. You don't need us." He
pushed his chair back and stood up to go.

"Ckay!" Murphy held his hands out in front of him palnms up. "You're

right. There could be other ... dangers. | want to nake sure the teamis
properly protected, and Levi tells ne you guys are the best. The problem
is, | can't tell you exactly what those dangers are."

Val dez remai ned standing, his thick forearms fol ded over his chest.
Murphy realized he'd have to I evel with himbefore he could go any
further.

"Look, you probably heard about that FBI agent, Hank Bai nes, who was
shot. He was standing next to me at the time. And the day before that,
Dr. McDonald and | were abducted and threatened in Washi ngton."

He could see Isis raise an eyebrow. Clearly she didn't think "abducted
and t hreatened" described their experiences accurately.

"The fact is," Mirphy continued, "somebody knows about this expedition
and doesn't want it to succeed. Right now!l can't tell you who that
sonmebody is. But | can tell you that they are ruthless and will stop at
nothing to get whatever it is they want."

"And that is?" asked Professor Reinhold. He was a surpris-ingly boyish
figure, with an unruly nmop of blond hair he was forever pushing out of



his eyes and ol d-fashi oned round specta-cles. Unlike Val dez, he al ways
seened to be grinning.

"W have to assune it's the sane thing we want—+the re-mains of the ark
and whatever's in it."

Rei nhol d scratched his chin thoughtfully. "If they're willing to kill for
it, it nust be something pretty awesone. Mre than a few fragnments of
soggy wood, I'Il bet." The prospect of sone-body trying to kill himfor a
biblical artifact seened to please hi minmrensely.

Hodson, the ex-Ranger, seened to |ike Miurphy's answer too. Wth his
mrrored shades and constant gumchewing, it was hard to read his
expression, but he was noddi ng vigorously, as if neeting sonme serious bad
guys was his idea of a great vaca-tion. He turned to Valdez and grinned.
"I"'msure me and the professors can handle any trouble, if you want to
sit this one out, Conmmander."”

Val dez sat down, but not before fixing Hodson with a steely stare. "I'm
in, " he grunted.

Mur phy breathed a sigh of relief. At least so far no one had wal ked out.
But the fireworks weren't over quite yet. At the back of the group
Must af a Bayer was | eani ng back agai nst his chair as he snoothed out his
dark rmustache with an elegantly nmanicured finger. He addressed Isis, who
was sitting next tohim her legs and arms crossed in what | ooked like a
fiercely de-fensive posture.

"Luckily also, M. Levi was w se enough to ensure a Turkish nmlitary
presence, so you will be safe, Mss MDonald, even if M. Valdez and M.
Hodson decide to start shooting each other."

Leani ng across Isis, Lundquist, a tall figure dressed in a well-cut
charcoal -gray suit, decided to join in. "Hey, Mustafa. Let's not forget
who foots the bill for all those planes and missiles you people are so
proud of!"

Mur phy junped in before things could escalate. "Hey, guys. Let's focus on
t he goal here. You have each been sel ected because of your very special
skills and acconplishments. But our only hope of success is if we pull

t oget her. Anybody has a personal beef, leave it at base canp or we're all
going to be in trouble."

No one spoke. Val dez, Hodson, Bayer, and Lundquist all glared at each
other, Isis glared at Bayer, and Reinhold just seemed anused by the whol e
t hi ng. Then Murphy noticed Wittaker, standing against the wall, aimng
his camera at the group.

cick.

Great team photo, Mirphy thought ruefully. He had two days on the sl opes
of Mount Rainier to turn these people into a tightly knit unit. Only God
woul d know if it was going to be enough.



THI RTY- ONE

THE DRI VE FROM ANKARA to Erzurum was |ong and dusty, and Isis had sl ept
nost of the way. Miurphy wasn't sur-prised. The trai ning on Munt Rainier
had been hard—even for the ex-Special Forces guys—and they all had the
sore nuscles and bruises to prove it.

He | ooked in the rearview mrror and caught a glinpse of her red hair,
fiery in the late-afternoon sunlight. Her mouth was slightly open, giving
her an innocent, childlike | ook. But he now knew it was an illusion. He

t hought back to their ordeal in Washington. She certainly hadn't | ooked

i nnocent or childlike with an automatic in her hand and a dead nman at her
feet.

And to think | brought her along to keep her safe.

The Land Rover bunped over a pothole, and Mirphy | ooked in the mrror
again to see if Isis had been wakened, but her eyes remmi ned cl osed. She
nmust be exhausted, he thought.

Ahead, the enpty road wound through | ow, dusty hills. On each side

bi scuit-colored fields stretched into the haze. It felt to Murphy as if
he were utterly al one. The sound of his own voice, barely audible over
the hum of the engine, surprised him

"You've got nme all confused, Isis, you know that? | thought | knew what |

was doing, but now. . . You know why | asked you to come on the
expedition, to help me find the ark? To keep you safe! That was ny stupid
plan. After Talon tried to kill you, | knew | had to protect you, but how

could | do that with you in Washington and ne in Preston? | had to find a
way to keep us together, even if it neant exposing you to nore danger. |
was dunmb enough to think that | could keep you safe. | guess | still felt
so bad that | wasn't there when Laura got killed ... | couldn't let it
happen agai n. Sone plan, huh?" He shook his head. "But you know what ?
After you shot that guy in Washington—after you saved ne—+ finally

realized |I'd been kidding nyself all along. | didn't want you with ne so
| could protect you. | nmean, | do want to protect you, but that wasn't
the real reason. | could have told Levi to keep a watch on you. No, the
real reason was because ... because | couldn't bear to be apart fromyou.
Because ..." Hys voice lowered to a whisper. " . . . I'min love with
you. "

Curled in the backseat, Isis's eyelids flickered briefly, but they
remai ned closed. A single tear slowy made its way down her cheek.

An hour later they pulled up at the shabby-I|ooking hotel Levi had
recomrended. "Here we are," Miurphy said, turning to Isis.

She sat up in the backseat and yawned, avoi ding his eyes.

"W better get a nove on, then," she said matter-of-factly. "The nmuseum
will be closed in an hour. Just enough tinme to shower and change."
Twenty minutes |ater they were standing at the front desk of the Miseum
of Antiquity and Ancient Relics. A young nan in a threadbare gray suit



greeted them "Wlcone. | take it that you are Professor Miurphy and this
is Dr. MDonald, yes?"

They nodded. "It's good of you to let us | ook around,” Mirphy said.

"I't is my pleasure." He stood up and gave a shal |l ow bow. "Now, what
exactly is it that you are |ooking for?"

Mur phy expl ai ned about the Mnastery of St. Jacob and Sir Reginald
Calworth's account of his travels there in 1836. The gui de knew not hi ng
about the witings of Calworth and little about the nonastery. As for
relics, he shrugged as if to say, "How would I know?" It seened an odd
attitude for a rmuseum gui de.

Then his face brightened. "Just a nminute! W have one of our forner
curators here today. He is eighty-three years of age, and occasionally he

cones and hel ps us out for a few hours. He is in the basenent. | will get
him™"

Mur phy doubted the old man woul d know any nore than the young gui de, but
when a frail, white-haired figure enmerged fromthe basenment a few ni nutes

| ater he seened sprightly and alert. The gui de expl ai ned what Mirphy and
Isis were looking for, and after a m nute's thought, the old nan nodded
vi gor-ously and spoke excitedly to the guide in Turkish.

"Cone!" said the young nman, and they followed the old man down a flight
of steep wooden stairs and into an Aladdin's cave of antiquities. In the
light of a single bulb hanging fromthe ceiling, they saw ranshackl e
pil es of boxes, papers, and objects scattered in all directions.

"How are we going to find anything in this ness?" Isis nuttered.

"He seens to know what he's doing," Mirphy replied as the old nman made
his way through the chaos toward the far end of the room Reaching a
tottering pile of antique trunks, he ran his fingers over the worn

| abel s, seeming to read what was wit-ten there by touch rather than

si ght.

Murphy and Isis held their breath and waited.

Eventually the old nman rapped on one of the trunks and smled broadly.
"This is the one! This is what you are looking for, | think," announced
t he guide, and they quickly noved the other trunks aside. Mirphy pulled
out a flashlight and Isis peered at the |abel

"Monastery of sonething," she said. The old man nodded sone nore
Openi ng a penknife, the guide slid the blade under the lid of the trunk
and pried it open. A puff of sour-snelling dust nade hi mlean back,
coughi ng.

Mur phy shined the light into the trunk. Then he reached in and gently
pul | ed out what | ooked |i ke an old copper kettle, blackened with grine.
He held it up to the light and Isis snorted. "Try rubbing it, Mirphy.
Perhaps there's a genie inside who'll give us three wi shes."

The old man didn't seem di sheartened. This was obvi ously what he had
hoped to find in the trunk. He jabbered sone-thing to the guide.

"Sir Reginald! Yes, it is his, | think," said the young man, grinning
proudly.

Murphy carefully placed the kettle back in the trunk. "That's it?" he
sai d. "Nothing el se?"

The guide conferred with the old curator. He shook his head sadly. "He
says that is the only relic we have | eft from Mount Ararat." He shrugged
fatalistically. "Thieves. It is the way of the world."



Back on the street, Isis and Murphy wondered what to do next. He was
surprised when she took his armand steered himdown a narrow street.
"Come on, let's find a cafe and get sone coffee. Al though a cup of tea
m ght be nore appropriate,"” she gig-gled. He let her |ead himpast rows
of dusty-Iooking shops, npst of which were shutting up for the day as the
call of the muezzin drifted down fromthe nminarets on the other side of
t he t own.

Sonet hi ng made Murphy | ook back, and he saw a | arge man duck quickly into
a doorway. "Don't |ook around," he said, "but |I think we're being

foll owed. "

Isis's lighthearted nmood changed in an instant, nightmare visions of
their ordeal in Wshington floodi ng her m nd

They qui ckened their pace and Murphy | ed her down a side alley. They
broke into a run, hoping to enmerge at the other end before their pursuer
could see which way they'd gone. The way was suddenly bl ocked by a

t hi ckset, unshaven man dressed in a shabby | eather coat.

He smiled broadly, showing a row of gold teeth. "Please. No need to be
afraid. | understand you are interested in relics fromthe Mnastery of
St. Jacob. Cone this way." He turned his broad back and started wal ki ng
down the alley.

Murphy and Isis | ooked at each other, then foll owed.

Ten nminutes later they were sitting cross-1egged on a thread-bare carpet,
sipping tea fromlittle glasses in which cubes of sugar slowy dissol ved.
The man in the coat held out a tray of pistachios and they each took one.
"How did you know who we were and what we were | ooking for?" Mirphy
asked.

The big man | aughed. "Erzurumis not so big place. Easy to know
everything."

Mur phy was about to press himfurther, but Isis knew they were wasting
time. "Have you really got relics fromthe nonas-tery? Things that canme
from Noah's Ark?"

The big man touched his hand to his chest with an offended | ook. "You

think I lie to you? Maybe it is better if you go. Perhaps sonebody el se
wi Il appreciate what | have."
"Forgive nme," Isis said quickly. "Please, will you show themto us?"

He grunted and went to a pile of carpets against one wall of the little
shop and reached behind them He lifted out an or-nately carved box about
three feet long and set it down in front of them

A rusting netal plate was inscribed in Turkish. Isis trans-lated for

Mur phy.

"Bi shop Kartabar," she said.

Murphy's heart started racing. "Kartabar was the bi shop in charge when
Calworth visited in 1836!"

They qui ckly opened the box and peered in. On the top were five booklike
manuscripts with anci ent |eather bindings. The | anguage seened to be
Latin. Underneath the manuscripts was a bronze plate with sone strange
markings on it that already had |sis puzzled. Below that were severa
smal | vases containing what | ooked |ike crystals, and sonme curi ous
instruments that | ooked sonmewhat |ike sextants or theodolites. Mirphy

pi cked one up. "Whatever these are, Calworth nmust have brought themwth
him They | ook too nodern to have conme fromthe ark."



Isis started reading through the Latin manuscripts. Mirphy continued to
exam ne the other contents of the box, while the big nan's eyes flitted
impatiently between his two guests as if he was trying to neasure how

i nterested they were—and how rmuch they'd be willing to pay.

Eventually Isis said, "This is relatively straightforward stuff. Latin

m xed occasionally with some Turkish and Armeni an. Mst of it describes
life at the Monastery in the fourth and fifth centuries. But this is
interesting—a letter addressed to the curator in Erzurumfrom Bi shop
Kartabar. It says the items in the box were taken fromthe sacred ark by
a nonk nanmed Cestannia in A D. 507. A very hot summrer had nelted snow
fromthe ark, and this Cestannia entered and took these itens and nany
nore. The rest of the itens are stored at the nonastery."

"What about the bronze plate? Wat did you nake of the narkings?"

"I've never seen anything quite like it," she adnmtted. "It |ooks a bit

| i ke Hebrew—perhaps sonme type of proto-Hebrew. Al | can tell you with
any confidence is that it's talking about netal and fire."

"What do you nean, "nmetal and fire'?" said Mirphy.

"It just tal ks about different types of nmetal and what kind of fire you
need to make them It doesn't nake nmuch sense.”

She flipped sone nore pages. "Hmm The bi shop nentions that Cestannia saw
large witings carved on the walls inside the ark, but that's about al

he says about it."

Murphy turned to the big man. "Is this everything you have?" Hi s of fended
| ook returned. "Is it not enough? Ah, perhaps you would |Iike sonme hairs
from Noah's beard!"

Mur phy | aughed. "That won't be necessary. This is all very interesting.
How much do you want for it?"

The big man stroked his chin. "One hundred thousand American dollars," he
said finally.

"What ? You have to be kidding!" Mirphy said, shaking his head. "I'm not
even convinced any of these itens came fromthe ark. Like | said, it al

| ooks too nodern." He got up, dragging Isis with him

Wth a panicked | ook, the big man put his hand on Murphy's arm "Ckay,
how much are you willing to pay? Maybe | give you a discount."

Mur phy pretended to think about it. "Ten thousand dollars. That's ny
final offer. Take it or leave it."

The big man scowl ed. "Ckay, | take it. Gve nme the noney now," he said,
hol di ng out a gri nmy hand.

"W don't carry that kind of cash around with us,"” Mirphy said. "W have
to go to a bank. W'Il be back in the norni ng—say, ten o' clock?"

"Ten o' clock," the big nman agreed. "Don't be late. Maybe | have ot her
customers, you know. "

Mur phy shook his hand and ushered Isis out into the street.

The big man sat down and carefully put the itens back in the box before
pi cking up a glass of tea and sipping the sweet, lukewarmliquid with a
satisfied smle.

After a few m nutes he looked at his watch and started to get up

Whi ch was when the high-velocity round punched a hol e through the w ndow
and entered his forehead at several hun-dred feet per minute, blow ng the
back of his head and mpost of his brain out in a cloud of bl ood and bone.



THI RTY- TWO

SHEM WAS BARTERI NG FOR [ anp oil when he heard a faint cry. He knew
instantly it was Achsah. He turned and began run-ni ng, pushing peopl e out
of the way.

Nei t her Shem nor Achsah had thought there would be any danger in the
crowded marketplace in broad daylight, but they were wong. He had |eft
her talking with a spice nerchant when he went to look for lanmp oil.

A group of three nen had spotted Achsah unacconpani ed, quickly grabbed
her, and were draggi ng her away fromthe market. She had started to yell
when one of them struck her across the nmouth and she fell. They ripped
her robe and exposed her as they lifted her off the ground. Some in the
mar ket pl ace turned and | ooked, then went back to their business.

Just anot her rape. Nothing out of the ordinary.

Wth a yell, Shem charged the three nen holding his wife. They turned to
see a W | d-eyed madman | aunching hinmself bodily into their mdst. Wth as
much force as he could nuster, Shemhit the nan to the right of Achsah
with his shoulder. He went sprawling into a stack of pottery.

He then struck the man on the left with his fist, and bl ood gushed as the
man st aggered backward, hol ding his hands to his shattered nose.

The man in front began to reach for his dagger. Shem saw t he nove and
started drawi ng his sword, but they were janmed too cl ose together for
himto use it effectively, so he jabbed the sword handle into the man's
nmout h, sending fragnents of teeth into the air. There was a cry of pain.
The three nen picked themsel ves up, cursing, and prepared to at-tack,
when they saw the glittering steel in Shemis hand. The thought of facing
an angry husband wi el di ng one of Tubal -cain's singing swords was too
much. They quickly ran back to the nmarket and di sappeared i nto the crowd.
Shem hel d Achsah, who was crying uncontrollably. He still clutched the
sword and kept one eye on the staring bystanders. He was filled with
anger. "Let the flood conme, O Lord," he said to hinmself, "so we do not
have to endure such things any |onger."

Japhet h was wal ki ng on the roof of the ark when it happened.

Suddenly, in the mddle of the norning, it was starting to get dark.
Turni ng around, he gasped. The entire eastern sky was filled with a vast
flock of birds, like a huge |Iocust swarm bl ocki ng the sun.

"Where are they going?" he wondered. Then the first birds started | anding
on the ark. First a lark, then an egret, a bright blue parakeet, a
nmour ni ng dove. Soon they covered the roof, birds of every size and shape
and col or.

Japhet h was speechl ess; he couldn't nove. He could only stare at the
strange sight. Birds he couldn't even put a nanme to were twittering and
cooi ng around him Even nore anmazing was the fact that the birds seened
not to be afraid of him He held out his armand a dozen fi nches,



sparrows, and hawks alighted on it as if it were the branch of a faniliar
tree.
Soon he found hinsel f wal ki ng anong the birds, looking at their
fan-tastic colors. These were birds he had seen only at a distance. Now
they were only a few inches fromhim He saw small birds |ike the canary,
thrush, and warbl er. There were woodpeckers, ows, and kinfishers. He was
amazed by the multicol ored toucans, macaws, and pheasants. Peregrines
brushed wings with pigeons as if they were the best of friends instead of
deadl y enem es. The ducks waddl ed around with the pelicans and the
flam ngos. He was overwhel ned.
It took a few minutes before the reality of what was happeni ng struck
hi m
For 120 years he had helped his famly build the ark. It had seened |ike
a never-ending task. Wuld there ever really be a terrible rain and a
great flood? Wuld all the aninmals really gather together and cone aboard
the ark?
H s snile of understanding began to fade. Wat about those who woul d be
| eft behind? They would be facing God's judgnent. They woul d be
destroyed. H s father's warni ngs were now comni ng true.
Japheth's thoughts were interrupted by a harsh yelling. He went to the
edge of the roof and | ooked down. H s brothers and Noah were shouting and
pointing toward the forest. As his eyes lifted, his breath stopped.
Coming over the hill, and through what was |eft of the forest of Azer,
were the animal s.
They were nmaking their way to the ark in a great herd, a mlling crowd of
beasts that was so huge he could hardly tell one animal from another.
Strai ning his eyes as his nouth opened in astoni shment, he coul d make out
bears, lions, an elephant amd the torrent of smaller creatures.

As they neared the ark, he could see wondrous animals he had no
nanes for and whose weird shapes he had never dreaned of —kangar oos,
rhi noceroses, giraffes. The deer and the nonkeys wandered with the
| eopards. The el ephants | ooked huge as they |unmbered anong the skunks and
por cupi nes, sonehow managi ng not to crush a single one.
"Come down and help us," cried Shem
Japheth clinbed off the roof to the wal kway and then to the third fl oor.
He went through the door and down the | arge Zigzagging ranp to the
ground.
"What should we do now?" said Ham
"God has brought the animals here. He will show us what to do," said
Noah. He clinbed up on part of the scaffolding supporting the ranp and
| ooked over the animals.
He began to notice that the aninals were sorting thenselves into pairs.
Soon they were standing next to their nmates. His heart |eaped with joy as
he realized what CGod was doi ng
W will begin taking themup the ranp into the ark. Lead the larger and
heavier animals in first. Take the el ephants, hippopotam, and

rhi noceroses down the inside ranp to the bottomfloor. It will help to
keep us from capsizing. Put the bear, noose, elk, and tapirs with them
W will bring in the large cats next."

They set to work, amazed at the docile way even the fiercest aninals |et
t henmsel ves be | ed aboard the ark and into their stalls. Noah and his
famly were too busy to notice the crowd of people who had gathered at a
safe distance to watch this incredible sight. No one spoke—either from



astoni shmrent or fromfear that the aninmals nmight attack them O perhaps
the terrible truth had finally dawned on them
The flood was coni ng.



THI RTY- THREE

"THEY WERE PROBABLY FAKES," Murphy said as he and Isis caught their first
gli npse of Dogubayazit. "I nean, that bronze plate—t's hard to believe
something like that was really on the ark. | think our man got cold feet.
He probably thought we'd show up with the police in the norning. That's
why he made hinmself scarce."

"Those docunents were genuine. |'msure of it," Isis coun-tered. "And ten
thousand dollars is a lot of noney. |I find it hard to believe he woul dn't
stick around to collect."

Mur phy sighed. "Well, we'll never know now. So let's just put it behind
us. What do you think of Dogubayazit?"

Isis snorted. "If you'd been prepared, if you' d had the nbney with you—*
"Isis, please!" Miurphy al nost shouted. "I've had a | ot nore experience
than you with these things. Trust ne, we wereabout to be taken for a
ride. And now we're within striking distance of Ararat. Let's | ook
forward, not back. Ckay?"

She snorted again, but didn't say anything. They continued in silence

al ong a highway running east on a large, flat plain be-tween two ranges
of desolate, craggy mountains. The road had slowy risen to an altitude
of 6,100 feet as it got nearer to the Irani an border.

Now t hey coul d see Ararat in the distance about fifteen niles away, the
top third covered in snow. It seened incredible that the resting pl ace of
the ark was there in plain sight, as it had been for thousands of years,
so clear they felt they only had to reach out to touch it. And the wonder
of it banished all thoughts of what m ght have been in Erzurum

They entered the town between clusters of shabby concrete houses and
headed for the Hotel Isfahan, a favorite anong clinmbing teans.
Dogubayazit had grown to a town of forty-nine thousand peopl e, and Mirphy
wondered what they all did for a living out in the mddle of nowhere. He
had been told by Levi that the main source of inconme for the town was
snmuggl i ng, which nmade sense.

When Murphy and Isis walked into the | obby, they could hear raucous

| aughter coming fromfarther inside the hotel. The receptionist, a thin
man with an outsi ze nustache, seenmed to know who they were before they
had a chance to introduce thensel ves and sinply pointed toward the dining
room They hefted their bags and foll owed his directions.

Inside the dining room the Ararat team seened to have pretty nuch taken
over. There was no sign of any other guests.

And Murphy wonder ed whether the sight of Hodson and Val dez—dressed in
arny fatigues and with handguns slung in shoul der holsters, loudly
downi ng shots of the | ocal raki—-had sent them scurrying for cover. They
certainly |l ooked like a dan-gerous crew, and Mirphy was very gl ad t hey
were on his side.

Also sitting at a long table spread with a red-checked tabl e-cloth were
Pr of essor Rei nhol d, hol ding a book in one hand and a breadstick in the

ot her, Bayer and Lundquist, engaged in a fiercely whispered debate over
somet hi ng, and Vern Peterson, who was chatting am ably with Wittaker.
Vern was the first to spot Murphy and Isis, and he quickly got up from
the table and intercepted them "Mirph, |'ve got some bad news. The
Turki sh government is giving us a hard tine about the helicop-ter. | was



able to fly it into Dogubayazit, but they say | don't have pernission to
go any nearer to Ararat."”

Mur phy | ooked over at Mustafa Bayer.

The Turk put his glass down and sighed theatrically. "I know | know |
amworking on it! |I got the permits to clinb the noun-tain, and we had
perm ssion to fly, but the man who was in charge of the nmilitary area was
reassigned to a different post. The new col onel does not know about our

arrangenment. It's just typ-ical Turkish bureaucracy. |I'msure | can clear
it up soon.”

"I hope we can by tonorrow evening," said Murphy. "If not, we'll need to
hire horses to carry our gear up to Canp One. Then we will have to carry

the other supplies to Canp Two and Canp Three by backpack. That won't be
fun."

Pet erson continued, "I sure want to get a chance to fly this thing,
Murph. It's a twin-engine, four-rotator-blade Huey. It'Il fly six people
and sone gear up to about twelve thousand feet.

If we go higher we'll probably have to drop it down to about four people.
The four blades will help in the thin air, but the higher we go the |ess

efficient we are.”

"What happens if it starts snowing while you're flying at a high
altitude?" asked Professor Reinhold, putting down a fork-ful of salad.
"That shouldn't be a problem The Huey cones equi pped with de-icing
equi prrent. | think wind would be nore of a problem Strong gusts are
difficult to deal with. Especially if you're too close to the nountain.
W wouldn't be the first plane to flip. But don't worry, you're in good
hands!"

"I'mrelieved to hear that," Reinhold said, sounding any-thing but.

Hodson spoke up. "lIsn't it possible that the wind from your blades coul d
start an aval anche?"

Vern shrugged. "It's possible. You'll have to be sure you' re not under a
cornice or a steep face when | pick you up. I won't be able to land on
nost of the nountain. It's too steep. W'll have to use the winch and
pul | you up."

The group was silent for a nonent, focusing on the fact that the
hel i copter pilot could be their savior—er could conderm themto an icy
grave.

Then Lundqui st waved Murphy and Isis over. "Conme on, you two. Have a
drink and sonmething to eat. It's not bad, you know, and it may be a while
before we see real food again.”

Mur phy decided it was tine to establish his authority. "No thanks. W
need to get things noving. | want you and Valdez to help me check all the
clinbing equi prent and supplies.” He nodded toward the other end of the
tabl e. "Hodson can check the first-aid equi pment and radios. Isis has a
list of food sup-plies we're going to need. | suggest Professor Reinhold
go with her to the market."

Pl ates were reluctantly pushed aside, drinks downed, and everyone got

novi ng. Bayer was left lounging in his chair. "And what would you like ne
to do?" he sniled.

Murphy didn't return his snmle. "W need that permission to fly over
Ararat. Who do we have to talk to?"

Bayer frowned. "Do not trouble yourself. Trust me, it will be done."
"Then do it," Muirphy insisted.

Bayer slunk off with a scowl. Whittaker watched himgo and gave Murphy a
wi nk. "Way to go, Mirphy. | hope you haven't nmade an eneny there."



Murphy turned on him "There's no roomfor prim donnas on this team

Wi ttaker. The sooner Bayer realizes it, the better."

"Then | guess | better go upstairs and check that all my filnms |oaded,"”
Wi ttaker said, making for the door. "I don't want to get chewed out by
t he boss. "

When everyone else had left, Miurphy sat down with Vern and reviewed their
plans, trying to make sure he had thought of everything. The way the rest
of the team had seened so rel axed was bothering him Two hours later a

di sconsol ate Bayer arrived back at the hotel

"I's he going to rel ease the Huey?" asked Peterson.

"I think so," Bayer said. "But it will not happen for at |east two days.
W will have to make other arrangenments to get the equi pnent to the
mountain. You will not be able to fly the teamto Ararat, but you will be

able to pick us up and bring us hone."
"Let's go!" said Murphy, slapping the table with his palm "W can't
waste tine here. W have to find soneone with horses who can pack us in."

It was 5:00 A.M the next day when the team assenbled in front of the
hotel and began | oading their gear into a truck. Valdez got in the cab
next to Bayer, while the rest of the teampiled into a van. Peterson
waved them of f.

"We' || keep in touch by satellite phone," Mirphy assured him w ndi ng
down the passenger-side window "God willing, we'll see you on Ararat!"
Vern sal uted and watched the van di sappear around the corner.

The back of the van was fitted with rough benches on each side, and as
the team settled thensel ves, Mirphy was rem nded of paratroopers waiting
to be dropped over eneny territory. "Last chance to bail out," he said.
"Next stop, Ararat."

"Next stop, Noah's Ark," Reinhold grinned

Up front, Bayer was talking. "W'Il head east on the main highway toward
Iran, until we cone to the Dogubayazit Commando Post. You will all need
to have your passports and clinbing permts ready for the mlitary
guards. About one kil onmeter past the post we will turn left and go north
toward Ararat. It is a fairly good dirt road. It should not take too

| ong. "

Isis watched out the wi ndow as the sun rose over two snmall villages. Some
of the early-norning shepherds were already out rounding up their fl ocks.
Soon they began to clinb the slopes toward a house. When they reached the
6, 600-foot | evel, they stopped and unl oaded their gear. The horse-packer
and his two sons were waiting, huddled around a fire. They |oaded the
equi prent onto the horses and the team began the trek to Canp 1. As the
sound of hooves on the rocky trail replaced the grinding of gears, and
goat - herder settlenents replaced villages, they began to feel they had
entered a different world—a world that still had Iinks with the ancient
past .

Mur phy dr opped back to watch his team as they progressed up the nountain
Val dez and Hodson had each taken a flank, scanning the trail ahead and
periodically turning one-eighty to check behind. Machine pistols were
slung round their necks, but their hands never |eft the stocks. Mirphy
didn't want to know how they' d got the weapons into Turkey. Bayer had
taken poi nt, no doubt an issue of pride, and was striding ahead up the



trail. Cccasionally he would slow and | ook up toward the snowine as if
he was waiting for sonething. Lundqui st wal ked behind him his eyes never
straying from Bayer's back, as if he was deternm ned to keep himin sight
at all tines.

In the mddle of the group, Reinhold was trying to read a book bal anced
on the back of one of the horses. Every now and then he would stunble
agai nst a rock, cursing, and the book would fall to the ground. Mirphy
shook his head. For a man who seened to share many of his own interests,
Rei nhol d was curiously uncommunicative. He was clearly as fascinated by
the possibility of finding the ark as Murphy was, but Mirphy suspected he
was put off by the spiritual underpinning of their quest and preferred to
keep his thoughts to hinself. Fair enough, Mirphy thought. Plenty of tine
for talking later.

Just ahead of Murphy, Isis was keeping up a good pace with her easy,
econom cal stride. She |looked as if she was on a Sunday norning stroll up
a gentle hillside, and Murphy marvel ed again at her reserves of strength
and endurance. He also marvel ed at her wild, natural beauty, which
perfectly conpl emented the awesone | andscape around them

And he wasn't the only one to appreciate it. For every shot of the
nmount ai n Wi ttaker took, he surreptitiously snapped off two of Isis.
Despite hinself, Murphy felt a pang of annoyance. Or could it be

j eal ousy?

It was m d-afternoon, and they seenmed to have been clinb-ing for hours
when the clouds grew dark and it began to rain. By the tinme they had
unpacked their rain gear, it had begun to pour. Thunder roared and
lightning flashed, and slippery nmud quickly nade the going treacherous.
But the horse-packer and his sons didn't slow down for the weather. They
trudged on until the clouds broke up and the sun peeked through.

At about ten thousand feet the teamreached a snall grassy neadow.
Streans of crystal water flowed from under a nearby snowbank, and the
hor se- packer and his sons hel ped to set up canp. Bright-col ored nylon
tents soon covered the ground, the horses were hobbled, and the evening
meal was bubbling in pots over a brushwood fire.

As everyone hungrily devoured the neal of rice and beans, Mirphy

expl ained the plan for the followi ng days, a series of treks up to Canps
2 and 3, ferrying supplies back and forth while they acclinated

t hemsel ves.

There was little conversation. Everyone had their own thoughts about what
was to conme, and there was a pal pabl e sense of energies bei ng conserved.
The easy part was over.

The sun had gone down and a breeze was picking up. The horse-packer and
his sons tied bl ankets over the horses and went to their tent, while the
rest foll owed suit.

Isis curled up in her sleeping bag and pulled the drawstring tight
against the cold air. In the darkness she could hear the nylon flapping
in the breeze. She couldn't help thinking that Murphy was only a few feet
away. Then exhaustion took over and she began to fall asleep, her mnd
filling with a junble of violent inages that would feed her dreans

t hrough t he night.

Murphy lay with his eyes open, listening to the sounds of the night. He
could hear the noise of weapons being field-stripped. And the rustle of



pages—probabl y Professor Reinhold studying his research materials on the

construction of the ark.
Then all he could hear was the sound of the wind on the nmountain.

He began to pray.



THI RTY- FOUR

"YOU RE SURE EVERYTHI NG wi | | be safe?"

It was early in the norning and Murphy and Bayer were standing on a patch
of ground away fromthe tents, by the horses. Behind them the rest of

t he t eam were busy maki ng breakfast and cups of hot tea.

Bayer touched his hand to his chest. "O course, | will watch over them
There will be no problem"™ He patted the automatic holstered at his
wai st .

"Ckay," Miurphy said. "W're going to cross the Araxes d acier and explore
the area around the Ahora Corge. |f nothing el se, Wittaker should get
some good footage on the glacier."”

Bayer sat down on a rock and Iit a cigarette, staring off into the

di stance, while Murphy went back to the tents to help pack the rucksacks
wi th ropes, carabiners, ice screws, cranmpons, and ice axes.

Leavi ng Isis, Reinhold, and Bayer, along with the horse-packer and his
sons, the rest of the team checked their GPS equi pnent and headed toward
the glacier, their plan being to traverse east at relatively the sane

| evel around the nmountain. They woul d save the strenuous upward cli nbi ng
for later.

The norning air was crisp and exhilarating. The sky was bright blue and
not a cloud could be seen. But as Mirphy knew, appearances on Ararat
could be deceptive. Wthin an hour a clear sky could deliver a raging
blizzard.

The team noved at a good pace across the rocks and occa-sional snow
drifts on the shady sides of the nmountain. Even though it was early in

t he norning, they began to unzip their jackets and open themup. It was
important to let out body heat and reduce the sweating to a minimumto
keep their clothes dry and reduce dehydration

W're getting closer, Mirphy thought excitedly, adrenaline surging

t hrough himas he entered a rock-strewn gully.

Isis watched the little group as they disappeared into the snowfield. The
ache in her legs felt good, and despite a night of feverish dreans, the
clear nountain air had invigorated her. She felt herself beginning to
relax for the first time in weeks. O was it sinply that she felt better
when Murphy was around? She | ooked for a sunny rock with a good view of
t he nountain where she could enjoy a few nore nminutes of |eisure before
cleaning up the pots and pans, and saw Professor Reinhold sit-ting on a
rock at the front of the neadow where it began to drop down the nountain
He, too, liked the sun, but he also liked the slight breeze. The only
thing he didn't like was having to hold the pages of his book down while
he read. The breeze kept trying to turn themfor him

Bayer was nowhere to be seen.



When the team reached the Araxes d acier, they unloaded their spiked
crampons and put them on. They each hooked on to a rope for safety, with
about forty feet between each clinber, and began to cross a sea of white
snow covering the glacier. Mirphy was |eading the team wth Val dez
behi nd hi m Next canme Lundqui st, and Hodson brought up the rear.

Wi ttaker had a separate rope tied to the main rope between Lundqui st and
Val dez, allowing himthe freedomto nove forward or back-ward to take

pi ctures.
Despite Val dez and Lundqui st's suddenly dropping to their arnpits in the
snow as they fell into small crevasses covered by snowdrifts, crossing

the glacier was relatively easy.

Descendi ng the east side of the glacier was nore difficult. The snow had
turned into ice. Mirphy was pounding in some ice screws when he slipped
and fell a few feet before catching hinself. He hooked onto the bel ay
ropes to drop the seventy feet to the rocks below, aimng to | eave the
ropes in place for the clinb back up on the return trip.

He hoped they'd still be there

"Beautiful, aren't they?" Reinhold said, pointing to the horses. The

hor se- packer's sons were feeding them hay and talking to them Isis
wonder ed whet her the horses understood Turki sh.

"Yes, they are. And the boys |look after themwell. You don't always see
that out here," Isis replied. "This is the first time |'ve seen you with
your nose out of a book," she |aughed.

Rei nhol d smiled. "You can never learn too much. When we find the ark—er |
should say if we find the ark, whatever's left of it—+ want to nmake sure
I know what we're |ooking at, how stable the structure is. And, of
course, if it really is the ark. There's been plenty of tine for soneone
to plant fake remmins on the nountain."

"You mean |ike the Turin shroud?"

"Exactly. Al though your Professor Mirphy probably believes that's

legitimate."
Isis was rather disconcerted to hear himreferred to as her Professor
Murphy. "I have no idea what he believes," she said airily. "But what

about you? | find it hard to believe you' d | eave your precious research
behind to take your life in your hands on Mount Ararat if you didn't
think there was sonme-thing here."

Rei nhol d kept his smle in place, but his boyish eyes had hardened. "On,
I think there's something up here, all right. The question is, what?"

Progress toward the Ahora Gorge was beconing nore diffi-cult as the team
entered a large boulder field. Some of the rocks were as large as a snal
house. d i nbi ng around the boul ders or over themwas beginning to eat up
time and energy.

"Let's rest for a mnute," Lundquist suggested, his face streaked with
sweat .

"Come on, Lundquist, we don't have the tine. W got a sched-ule here,"”
prot ested Hodson, |ooking to Murphy for confirmation.

Mur phy was about to speak, but Wittaker put a hand on his shoul der. Then
he put a finger to his lips. He seened to be listening for sonething.
"What is it?" Murphy whispered.



Whittaker didn't reply, but then Miurphy could hear it too. A faint
crackling in the distance, |ike waves draggi ng stones down a beach. He

| ooked up the slope, back the way they'd come, and suddenly he coul d see
it.

"Rock aval anche!" he yelled. "Take cover!"”

Mur phy and Val dez scranbl ed toward the house-shaped rock to their right.
Hodson and Lundqui st were trying to reach a simlar rock twenty feet

bel ow t hem

Wi ttaker for some reason started running toward the ava-lanche as if he
had sonme sort of bizarre death wi sh. For a nmo-nent Mirphy thought he was
going to have to turn around and pull himback. Then he saw t hat

Wi ttaker had spotted a per-fect nook scooped into the boul der field just
above them | guess he's done this nore tinmes than | have, Mirphy thought
as he hurled himself to the ground al ongside Valdez. He rolled just in
time to see Whittaker squeezing off one last shot with his canera before
t he huge wave of dust and rocks surged over his position and crashed into
the rock Murphy and Val dez were sheltering behi nd.

As the tremendous noi se overwhel mred them and the dust forced themto
close their eyes, Miurphy tried to picture Lundquist and Hodson's | ast
position. He had no i dea whether they'd managed to get out of the

aval anche's path in time. For several agonizing mnutes Mirphy dung to
the rocks, waiting for the dreadful grinding and crashing noise to stop
signaling that the danger had passed. Eventually he pushed hinmself to his
feet. Holding his scarf over his nose and nmouth agai nst the choking dust,
he noved down the boulder field, trying to locate the other nenbers of
the team Val dez and Whittaker were soon at his side.

"Hodson!" he shouted. "Lundquist! \Were are you?"

There was a muffled "Here!" and Murphy saw novenent in the rubble. Hodson
was staggering to his feet and then Lundqui st, too, began to energe.
Hodson put a hand to his forehead and it canme away bl oody. "I was maki ng
for that rock over there when this guy trips ne up. Luckily we fell into
a hole. Oherwi se that would have been it."

"You never woul d have made it," Lundqui st protested, brushing hinself
off. "You were lucky | grabbed you in tine."

Hodson glared at himand spat into the dust. "Whatever."

"Look, the main thing is we're all okay," Mirphy said. "Thanks to
Whittaker's sharp senses."”

"You never know who's going to save your life, do you?" Wittaker

gri nned, snapping off a shot of the dishevel ed and dusty nountai neers.
Then they heard another sound and their heads all jerked up at the sanme
time. Was it the sound of another aval anche start-ing? They |istened,
readyi ng thenselves to dive to shelter if they needed to. But it was too
far away. A steady pop-pop-pop back fromthe direction of the canp.
Qunfire.

The only ones to hear them com ng were the horses. Their ears went up
first. Then their nostrils flared as they began to sniff the air. They
snorted a couple of tines and whi nnied softly.

The noise of the horses made t he dozi ng horse-packer open his eyes. He

| ooked at his horses to see what was wrong. Could they snell a pack of
wi | d dogs?

The horse-packer sat up just intine to see a figure stepping out from
behind a rock. He had a rifle in his hand and a scarf covering his face.
He was headi ng for Professor Reinhold, back on the rock with his book



The horse-packer was about to shout a warni ng when he heard anot her
sound. The sound of a round being chanmbered. It cane fromhis left and he
turned to see another nmasked gun-man, his rifle pointing straight at the
hor se- packer's heart.

He raised his hands and slowy turned his head to see a third gunman
nmovi ng quickly toward Isis's tent. Beside him his sons were awake, and

t he horse-packer put his hands on their shoul-ders to keep themstill,
but they needed no pronpting. They had |ived | ong enough in these
nmountains to know that when a rifle was pointed at you, you sinply
trusted in Allah and waited to see what woul d happen next.

Rei nhol d was still deep in his book when he felt the hard jab in his
back. He turned and | ooked into the barrel of a rifle held by a man with
a scarf over his head. He slowy raised his hands. He could see Isis
enmerging fromher tent as another gunman grunted something to her in
Tur ki sh.

This doesn't | ook good, he thought. Not good at all

The gunmen herded everyone into the cooking area. One of the nen held
themat rifle-point while the other two searched the tents. They cane out
holding a few itens that they wanted.

The | eader of the gunmen spoke to the horse-packer in what sounded |ike
Kurdi sh. Reinhold couldn't understand the words, but his neaning,
enphasi zed wi th hand gestures, was dear enough. They wanted himto take
his horses and sons and | eave. As long as he kept his nouth shut and
didn't alert the authorities to what had happened, they wouldn't be
harmed. The horse-packer gave Reinhold and Isis a pitying | ook, then
began | eadi ng the horses back down the trail

The gunmen turned their attention to Isis and Reinhold, roughly tying
their hands with ol d pieces of nylon rope. Jabbing at Isis with the point
of the rifle, one nman was asking her sonmething urgently in Turkish

Rei nhol d real i zed he had an urgent question of his own. \Were was Bayer?
Just then there was a clatter of rocks farther up the mountain, and the
gunmen swung their rifles around instinctively. The | eader shouted a few
words in Kurdish, and he and one of the other gunnen started joggi ng down
the trail in the direction the horse-packer and his sons had gone,
dragging Isis between them Reinhold was |eft alone with the third
gunman. The gunman waved a finger at himand said sonet hi ng Rei nhold
didn't un-derstand, but he was sure it was something along the |lines of
"Don't try anything." He wi shed he knew enough Kurdish to be able to tel
him "You've got to be kidding."

Then there was another clatter of rocks and the gunman swung his rifle
around in the direction of the noise. Qut of the corner of his eye,

Rei nhol d coul d see a dark figure approaching fast. The gunman saw it too
but too late. H s head was jerked back by a powerful hand and a knife

bl ade flashed. He clutched his side, nade a retching noise, then
collapsed to his knees as Bayer pulled the blade out and wi ped it roughly
on his fatigues. He | ooked at Reinhold fiercely, pressing his finger to
his |ips. Reinhold nodded. Then Bayer jogged away in the direction the
other two gunnen had taken, and Reinhold was left staring at the bl oody
corpse as the last twitches of life left it.

After a while he wal ked a few feet away, toward the tents. He didn't know
what to do. Eventually he went back to the corpse and pried the rifle out
of the dead man's grip. He hoped he'd know how to use it if he had to.
Suddenly the canp had gone very silent. Even the w nd had dropped to a
whi sper. He strained his ears to hear the slightest sound. He thought he



heard a cry. Was it |sis? He dreaded to think what night be happening to
her. Then he heard a crack. Then another. A noise like rocks falling down
a steep slope. Then silence.

He waited, expecting at any nmonment to see the two other gunmen returning
to canp. Then he'd have to use the rifle. He suddenly realized how
foolish it was to be standing in the md-dl e of the neadow, a sitting
target. He started running toward the glacier, searching to find a

boul der | arge enough to hide be-hind, when he heard a shout.

"Prof essor Reinhold! It is okay, ny friend. No need for running!"

He turned and there was Bayer, grinning fromear to ear as he led a pal e-
| ooking Isis back into canp. She was clearly trenbling.

"What happened?” Rei nhold asked when they reached him

Bayer shook his head. "Very bad nmen. Very bad." Then he grinned again.
"But al so very stupid. And now very dead."

He et go of Isis and she col |l apsed into Reinhold' s arns.



THI RTY- FI VE

THE NEXT MORNI NG Murphy was sharing a nug of steaming tea with Isis while
the rest of the teamsat around the fire. It was all he could do not to
hug her to him but she seenmed to be happy he was sinply there. The high-
speed trek back to canp fromthe glacier had been brutal, as they pushed
t hensel ves to exhaustion, not knowi ng what woul d be awaiting them Now
that they were all together agai n—and alive—for the first tinme there was
a pal pabl e sense of brotherhood.

"So who were they?" Miurphy asked Bayer, realizing that, am d the euphoria
of Isis's safe return, he hadn't inquired about the identity of the
gunmen.

"PPK for sure," Bayer repli ed.

Isis |ooked at himquizzically and Lundqui st stepped in, happy to show
of f his knowl edge of Turkish politics.

"Kurdi sh rebels. The Worker's Party of Kurdistan, to be exact. They
recently discovered that they can get noney for their cause by ki dnapping
tourists and holding themfor ransom That is nost likely what they were
going to do with you."

Bayer nodded. "Exactly."

Mur phy | ooked thoughtful. "You' re probably right, but | want to be sure.”
Bayer | ooked affronted, as if Mrphy was questioning whether he really
had saved Isis. "Wat do you nean?"

"I want to exami ne the other bodies. See if there's any iden-tification."
Bayer shook his head, as if this was typical American crazi-ness.

"Rebels, that's all they were. Wat el se could they be?" He got up
suddenly. "But cone, if you want to see them | can take you." He
grinned. "I don't think they will have gone any-where in the night."

Mur phy, Val dez, and Bayer hi ked down the trail until Bayer notioned them
to stop and pointed into a side gulley. "There."

They wal ked to the edge and | ooked over. Before they even saw t he bodies
they heard the noise. Miurphy notioned themto approach slowy. Valdez
unsl ung his machi ne pistol and slipped off the safety.

They peered over the edge and Murphy gasped. A withing, heaving nmass of
shaggy brown bodi es was tearing at the corpses of the gunnen, the bl oody
remai ns of which were being tossed around |ike rags. A pack of maybe
fifteen wild dogs snarled and growl ed as they fought for the tastiest
norsels, but fromthe | ooks of the bodies, the best pickings were already
gone.

"Hol y—= Val dez spat and chanbered a round. Bayer put a restraining hand
on his arm but it was too late. As one, the dogs pricked up their ears
and turned in their direction.

Val dez shook off Bayer's arm "You think |I'm scared of a bunch of dogs?"
"You shoul d be," Bayer said quietly, backing away. "These are not Ilike
dogs in your country. These are beasts."

The wol fli ke dogs were now eyeing the three men hungrily and nosing the
air.

"Come on," Murphy said. "Animals that hunt in packs are basically
cowards—and |'I1 bet these pooches prefer their neat already dead."



He started picking his way through the rocks and down the sl ope, and the
dogs began to back off, snarling, snouts |owered to the ground.

Rel uctantly, Valdez and Bayer foll owed.

Val dez fired a round into the air and the dogs backed off a little
farther. The three men knelt over the bodies, and while Val dez kept an
eye on the dogs, Mirphy sorted through the grisly remains, searching for
anything that mght give thema clue to the gunnmen's identity.

"Hurry," Bayer whispered fiercely.

Val dez shot Murphy a pani cked | ook and got to his feet. Then suddenly two
dogs |l aunched themsel ves out of the pack, and Murphy heard the stutter of
t he machi ne pistol as Val dez cut them down. As the bodies lay twitching
at their feet, Mirphy hoped that the rest of the dogs would retreat.

He was wong. Their hunger was stronger than their fear.

Wth the instinct of true pack hunters, the rest of the dogs advanced as
one. Bayer drew his knife fromhis boot, cursing the fact that he had
left his pistol back at the canp. But at |east he had a weapon. Mir phy
had not hi ng

"How many rounds in that clip?" Bayer asked Val dez urgently. "Not
enough, " cane the grimreply. "And | think they knowit. If they rush us,
we're finished."

"And all because of what? To see if these nmen are KGB?" Bayer spat.

Mur phy picked up a rock and hurled it at the nearest dog, hitting it
squarely in the shoul der. The dog snarled contenptu-ously and took a step
forward. It seened to sense the nen's fear

Suddenl y, the unexpected happened. Fromthe other side of the gulley a
tall, slimman wal ked slowy toward them He was wearing a gray robe with
a wide leather belt around his waist, and Miurphy could see dark, piercing
eyes above a ragged gray and black beard. He carried a tw sted staff that
was al nost as tall as he was.

For a nonent the three nmen forgot their dil emma, watching mesnerized as

t he man approached the dogs, half of whomhad turned in his direction
The man seened to be deci ding on sonmething, then he took a step forward
and Murphy realized he was selecting the al pha mal e. The strange man
fixed his gaze on the |argest dog and the dog seenmed to accept the
chal | enge, eas-ing itself out of the pack so that it stood al one.

It let out a fierce bark and | eaped at the man's throat. Wth surprising
agility he pivoted and swung the staff around, crack-ing the dog across
the skull just as the jaws were about to close on his wist. The dog fel
to the ground but instantly snapped at the nan's ankle. But the nan was
too quick. He wheeled the staff in a blur of novenent, and they heard a
sickening crunch as it inpacted. The dog lay still.

The man raised his staff again and took a step toward the pack. As if
with a single thought, they turned tail and ran back down the gully,
yel pi ng as they went.

O course, Murphy thought. Kill the | eader. He hadn't been

t hi nki ng straight. They watched the dogs go out of sight, Valdez keeping
hi s machi ne pistol cocked in their direction. Then Mirphy turned to the
st range- | ooki ng man.

But he was gone.



THI RTY- SI X

MURPHY DI ALED THE NUMBER on his satellite phone and waited.

"This is Vern Peterson."

"Vern. This is Murph. It's good to hear your voice."

"How s it going with you and the teanP"

He hesitated. "We've had our share of excitenent. How s it going with
you? Any news on the pernmission to fly over Ararat?”

"Two nore days, it looks like," said Peterson. "They have to get fornmal
witten perm ssion fromthe commander in charge. He's in Istanbu
attending a neeting. They tell nme he's signed the forns and they're on
their way in a mlitary transport, but don't hold your breath. [|'l
believe it when | see it."

Mur phy knew Vern's tine in the nilitary had given hima fatalistic
attitude toward paperwork. It would happen when it woul d happen. But even
so, there was an edge to his voice. He wanted to be on the nountain,
where the action was. That was why Mirphy had spared hi mthe details of
the | ast couple days. It would only make Vern nore frustrated

"Don't worry, Vern. We'll nove the supplies up to Canmp Two by backpack."
"Where's that on the map?"

"On the East Pl ateau, at about thirteen thousand feet. Then we're going
to explore the area fromthe East Sunmit over to Abich Two, above the
Ahora CGorge. Sone of the sightings of the ark have been in this area."

"I feel guilty, Murph. I"'mstaying in a nice warmhotel while you guys
are freezing your tail ends off!"

"Don't worry about it. We'Il call you if there are any prob-lens or we

di scover sonething. Keep your satellite phone charged up. And, Vern, it's
not over yet. You'll get your fair share of the excitenment."

"Roger that!"

Mur phy cut the connection. Be careful what you wish for, Vern, he thought
to himself. |If Julie knew what was goi ng on, she'd skewer nme |ike a hog.

The rest of the day Murphy and the team began the tiresonme process of
haul i ng their equi pnent and supplies fromCanp 1 to Canp 2. The nountain
was so steep that the teamhad to rope together and zigzag their way up
the snowfield. In a cou-ple of places the wind had drifted nounds of soft
snow that they had to alnmpst literally swimthrough. By the end of the

t hree-t housand-foot clinb, they were all sweating profusely, despite the
col d.

Mur phy | ooked at Isis as she scranbled onto the plateau. "How are you
doi ng?" She nodded her head and gave a forced smile. She didn't have
enough air in her lungs to speak

The East Plateau | eveled for about two hundred yards until it began to
rise again toward the summt, alnost four thousand feet higher

Lundqui st, Reinhold, and Bayer began to set up the canp and anchor the
tents.



"I may be col der up here, but | feel safer,” Isis said to Murphy as they
| ooked up at the majestic snow sumit, framed by an azure sky. "There's
not hing for dogs up here."

"Except us," Mirphy said.

She | aughed. "Tenpting norsel though I may be, | don't think they'd clinb
three thousand feet through snow and ice for the privilege."

"More fools them" Murphy said, and she blushed despite the chill.
Suddenly Murphy didn't know what to say, and he was re-lieved when Hodson
signaled that he was starting back down for a second | oad of supplies.

Mur phy gave Isis an awkward smile and turned to join Hodson.

The trip toward the East Sunmit began at first light to allowa full day
of exploration. Miurphy had everyone put on their cranmpons and he took the
| ead with Hodson behind him Follow ng the col onel canme Bayer, Isis, and
Lundqui st. Professor Reinhold and Val dez brought up the rear. Whittaker
was anchored to the main rope and wandered around taking his pictures as
usual .

It was about 11:00 A.°M when there was a yell as the teamwas crossing a
ridge near the summit. They all turned in tine to see Wittaker

di sappear.

He had wandered toward what | ooked like the top of the ridge. The rest of
the clinbers were slightly belowin a straight line. But it wasn't the
ridge. It was a cornice, and he had dropped straight through and was
hanging in mdair over a two-thousand-foot abyss. For once he didn't seem
to be think-ing about taking pictures.

Al seven clinbers instantly dropped to the ground and dug their feet
into the snow. The rope played out and di sappeared down the hole in the
snow until it went taut. Miurphy yelled orders and the teamall began to
slowy back away fromthe ridge. Eventually the snow covered head and
shoul ders of Wittaker appeared. They kept backing away until he was on
the solid part of the ridge. Wiittaker sat there for a nonent, a little
dazed, but soon shook hinmself and stood up. Then he sat back down again
as his knees gave out. Hodson nade a square with his fingers and a
clicking sound. Whittaker |ooked over and scow ed, then his face broke
into agrin. "You still got the lens cap on, you big ape!"

After a brief break to check Wittaker over, they started up the nountain
again. Soon the clinb becane steeper and nore difficult. Valdez noticed
that Reinhold was weaving to the right and left as he was clinbing. Hs
pace was sl ow ng. Mirphy went back to see what the problem was.

"Altitude sickness," said Valdez. "He hasn't taken in enough water. You
and the teamgo on. We'll catch up once he's hydrated." Mirphy nodded.
"Just follow our tracks."

Twenty mnutes |ater, Val dez hooked a thirty-foot section of rope onto
the professor. "You go ahead and lead," said Valdez. "I'Il follow Go at
what ever pace is confortable. Use your ice ax like a cane if you need
to."

A light snow had begun swirling around the two nen, but the teaml s tracks
were still clearly visible. Reinhold turned his head into the wind and
started up the steep slope. They made good progress for half an hour,

t hen suddenly the professor took a step and the snow gave way underfoot,



catching himoff balance. He fell to the side, and his body began to
slide, quickly gaining nmomentum down the sl ope

"Use your ax!" yelled Val dez.

Rei nhol d tried desperately to turn his ax into the snow so he could dig
in with the wide blade, but before he could do it he hit the end of the
thirty feet of rope and it snapped tight, jerk-ing Valdez off his feet.
Now both of them were sliding dowm the steep slope. Valdez rolled onto
his stomach and put his body weight on the ax, instantly putting the
brakes on his descent.

By now Rei nhol d had done |ikew se and they both cane to a gentle stop.
For a full mnute neither of them noved, unwilling to | cosen their ice
axes' grip.

"Are you okay?" yelled Val dez.

"I think . . ." Reinhold took stock of his situation and real-ized he
couldn't feel the ground beneath his | egs.

"I'min trouble! |I'mhanging over a cliff!l"

Val dez shouted back. "Hold on! Don't nove! |'mgonna dig a snow seat."

Val dez ki cked one foot at atime into the snow with his cranmpons, then
slowy began to release his weight off his ice ax to see if his feet
woul d hol d his body weight. Nothing noved. He breathed a sigh of relief.
He began to dig a hole in the snow next to himwith the ax. It had to be
deep enough for himto sit in it like a bucket seat. He just hoped the
snowbank was solid enough to hold the weight of both nmen

When he finished, he again dug in his ice ax with a nmighty bl ow and put
his weight on it. It held. He slowy dislodged one foot and then the
other and rolled into the bucket seat. Again he slowy released his

wei ght while still holding on to the ax. Now the true test would corne.
Wuld it hold both of then®

"Val dez!" Rei nhold screaned frantically. "I don't think I can hold on
much | onger!"

"You can and you will," Valdez replied.

Val dez tied a prussic knot onto the rope and then hooked it into the
carabi ner on his harness. He began to pull on the rope tied to the

prof essor and slide the slack through the prussic knot for safety.

"Ckay, |'mgonna pull you up!" Valdez was now yelling | ouder against the
how of the wi nd.

The professor tried to help by pulling on his ice ax. He noved up a
coupl e of feet.

"See if you can kick your feet into the snow and stand on your cranpons."
The professor did as he was told, and they held.

"Now take out your ice ax and dig it into the snow above you and see if
you can start clinbing up.”

Rei nhol d got a new bite in the snow with the ax and began to step up the
steep slope. As he pulled out one of the cranpons and attenpted to kick
it into the snow, the one he was standing on broke out and he fell. He
dropped a couple of feet and then the rope went taut.

The full body wei ght of both nen pulling on the rope caused the seat

Val dez was sitting in to conpress about six inches. Val dez was sure they
were both going to go over the edge when the snow stopped conpressing. It
was goi ng to hold.

Val dez could feel the nunbness in his fingers fromcold and the effort of
hol ding on to the rope, but he knew he woul dn't have to hold on for much
| onger. Reinhold was clawi ng his way nearer to the snow seat ninute by

m nute. Just as Valdez felt the rope begin to slide through his fingers,



Rei nhol d reached himand was able to cling on while Val dez dug anot her
seat next to him In another ten minutes they were sitting side by side,
thirty feet above a cliff, in a snowstorm

"You all right, Professor?"

Rei nhol d nodded, too exhausted to speak.

"Ckay, Professor, here's the good news. About seventy feet above us is a
rock outcrop. I"'mgonna clinmb up to it and secure a rope. Then I'Il | ower
a rope down to you, you hook it onto your harness, and you can clinmb up."
Rei nhol d | ooked horrified. He clearly wanted to stay in their snug snow
seat as long as he could, and the prospect of another clinb didn't appea
to himat all

Val dez could see his will power was nearly gone.

"Don't worry. |I'mgonna be pulling you. You won't have to do nothing."
Rei nhol d nodded wearily and Val dez eased hi nsel f carefully out of the
snow seat and began to clinmb. In the driving snow, it took himtwenty
mnutes to reach the outcrop. He took the rope out of his pack and
attenpted to tie it to one of the rocks. H s hands were now very cold,
and he was having a hard tine tying the knot with his gloves on. He put a
glove finger in be-tween his teeth and pulled the glove off. The tie was
successful, but now his fingers were burning with pain. He knew frostbhite
was beginning to kick in, but there was no tine to warmthem He put his
gl ove back on, then tied onto the rope and | owered hinsel f about twelve
feet so he could get a better |ook. He be-gan to |lower the rope down to

t he professor.

He yelled to Reinhold, but there was no answer. The wi nd was too strong.

The professor was beginning to get cold just sitting in the seat. He
coul dn't understand what was taking so long. Had Val dez gotten into
troubl e?

Then somet hi ng caught Reinhold's attention. It was a bright orange rope
sliding down the sl ope about ten feet away from him

The knife was gently taken fromits hiding place. The hand slowy reached
out and the blade lightly touched the taut rope. The orange rope expl oded
and di sappeared. One frayed end blew frantically in the strengthening

Wi nd.

Rei nhol d wat ched the orange rope slowly descend and then suddenly pick up
speed. What was happeni ng? Then, horri-fied, he saw Val dez shoot by and
over the edge below, followed by a small aval anche of snow.

Rei nhol d's mind was whirling. He couldn't nove, couldn't believe what
he'd just seen. I'mgoing to die here, he thought.

"Val dez! Reinhol d!" Hodson yelled as | oud as he could, then |istened,
trying to pick up any reply. But there was only the keening of the w nd.
He continued down to the place where the teamhad | eft them

Maybe the professor was too sick and they went back to canp, he thought
to hinmself. I'lIl go back and get the team W shoul d head back

On the way back up the trail, Hodson noticed a slight de-pression in the
snow. As an Arny Ranger he had been taught to notice anything out of the



ordinary. Had soneone fallen here? Wiat if they had slipped and pulled
each other down the sl ope roped together? He yelled their nanes a coupl e
nore tines. Then he thought he heard a nuffled cry in reply.

Hodson began to slowly nove down the sl ope. He stopped and yell ed agai n.
It sounded |ike Reinhold. He | ooked around and spotted a duster of rocks
sticking out of the snow. Henoved toward themw th the thought of tying
on a safety rope and | owering hinself toward the sound bel ow.

Rei nhol d had heard soneone yelling. He cupped his hands together and
yelled up toward the sound. After about ten mn-utes he saw a red rope
descendi ng the sl ope about ten feet away fromhim where the orange rope
had appear ed.

Then he saw Hodson rappel ling down the rope. A sense of peace fl ooded
over him and he dosed his eyes.

When Rei nhol d regai ned consci ousness, Hodson was feed-ing hima glucose
drink and the rest of the team were huddl ed around.

Murphy was the first to speak. "Where's Val dez?"

"He's gone," said Hodson sinply.

"What do you nean gone?"

"He died trying to save the professor.”

Mur phy wi nced. "I don't know what to say."

"No, you don't understand,"” Hodson said, his voice choking with enption.
"Someone cut his rope. He was nurdered."



THI RTY- SEVEN

THAT Nl GHT, MJURPHY TOOK the first watch. Hodson would relieve himafter
an hour, followed by Bayer. Then they would start the cycle again. Mirphy
cradl ed Hodson's machine pistol in his lap, staring into the dark, the
icy wind biting his face. But he hardly noticed the cold. The treacherous
weat her on the nountain was proving to be the least of his worries.

At dawn the others struggled out of their tents. It didn't ook as if
anyone had had much sl eep. They slowy gathered to-gether in the cooking
area and shared nugs of steaming tea, waiting for Miurphy to address them
"Ckay, listen up. I've got sone bad news to share with you. Hodson thinks
Val dez's death was not an acci dent. Sonebody deliberately cut his rope.
He was nurdered."

There were gasps fromaround the canpfire. Lundquist dropped his rmug in
shock, splashing tea into the fire, where it hissed noisily. "But that's

incredible . . . | nean, who?" he spluttered

"Are you sure?" Wiittaker asked. "I mean, couldn't the rope have just
snapped?”

Hodson shook his head grimy. "I checked. It was sawed through with a
knife."

Whittaker turned to Bayer. "Rebels, do you think? Sonme sort of revenge
for the three you took out?"

Bayer shook his head. "I do not think they would clinb this far up the
mountain. And why just kill Valdez? It nakes no sense."

"None of it makes any sense!" exclaimed Reinhold, junp-ing to his feet.
"W're on a nmission to find an ancient histori-cal artifact. Wy would
someone want to kill us?" He was clearly in shock. Isis sat himback down
and made himdrink some nmore tea

"I told you before,” Miurphy said. "There are people who want to stop us
fromfinding the ark. O maybe they want us to lead themto it, and then
.o He trailed off. "Look, if any of you wants to stop right now and
call it quits, I'lIl understand. I"'mwilling to risk nmy life to find the
ark, but | have no right to ask you to do the sane. You all knew there
woul d be dangers to face on Ararat, but this is sonmething different." He
gl anced over at Isis, who was looking at himresolutely. "Dr. MDonal d
and | have had sonme experience of what | can only call evil forces at
work in the world. Powerful, ruthless people who will stop at nothing to
get what they want. | believe they could be responsi-ble for Valdez's
death. And | have no reason to think they'll stop there," he added
grimy.

There was sil ence around the canpfire as they all tried to process what
Mur phy had sai d.

"Let's take a show of hands," Mirphy said after a while. "Who wants to go
back to Dogubayazit?"

No one raised their hand. Mirphy was surprised when Rei nhol d spoke up
"You can count me in, Mirphy. It may sound corny, but a man died while
saving ny life, and I don't want his sacrifice to have been for nothing.



If we do find the ark, I'mgoing to take a piece of it and give it to

Val dez's famly."

Hodson | ooked at Reinhold as if seeing himin a newlight. "Wy to go
Professor." He turned to Murphy. "I'min too. | know Val dez would want it
that way."

Mur phy | ooked at the rest of the faces around the fire. One by one they
nodded.

"W've made it this far. Mght as well go the distance. W all want to be
famous, don't we?" said Lundquist with a forced | augh.

"Ckay," Miurphy said. "I appreciate it. But fromnow on we have to be
extra vigilant. W have to be on the watch for strangers.”

And maybe not just strangers, he thought.

The transfer of supplies fromCanp 2 to Canp 3 took nobst of the day. The
nove fromthirteen thousand feet to fifteen thousand feet could be felt
in everyone's lungs. It was a steep clinb in powder snow.

The team was about five hundred feet bel ow Canp 3 when they heard the
sound of the helicopter. In the distance they could see Peterson com ng
fromthe south. The sound of the ro-tator blades lifted their spirits.
They stood still and waved and yelled. As Peterson circled the group
Murphy's satellite phone rang.

"Hey, Murph. | flew over the coordinates that Hodson gave ne. | spotted
the cliff. Reinhold was right. By ny altinmeter, | estimate the drop to be
twenty-ni ne hundred feet. | couldn't see anything but fresh-fallen snow
at the bottom It would be inpossible to find him"

Murphy's heart sank. The last fragile hope of finding Valdez was gone.
"Roger that!"

“Murph, 1'mgoing to head back. There's not much | can do here. Keep in
touch. |I'mpraying for you guys. If you find the ark, let me know"
"Thanks, Vern. It's good to see you flying. We're looking for-ward to a
confortable ride home in a few days. Over and out."

The t eam wat ched as Peterson di sappeared into the brightness.

At Canp 3, Murphy left Isis, Reinhold, Lundquist, and Whittaker to set up

the tents. Along with Bayer and Hodson, he started down the hill for a
second load. Isis felt an ache see-ing Mirphy wal k away.
"You guys be careful!" she yell ed.

Mur phy turned and waved.

The wi nd had begun to pick up alittle as Mirphy, Hodson, and Bayer

fini shed packing the supplies. Qusts of powdered snow were swrling
around the tents left at Canp 2

Mur phy and Hodson were zi pping up the last tent when Bayer |et out what
sounded |like a curse in Turkish. He started pulling out his pistol
Turni ng around, they saw soneone trudging purposefully up the slope from
Camp 1.

He had a pack on over his robelike coat with the |eather belt. He was
wearing a fur-lined | eather hat with two flaps that hung down, covering
his ears, and snow was starting to collect on his beard.

No one spoke as they watched himgetting cl oser, but Bayer kept his

pi stol at the ready.



About thirty feet away he stopped and | ooked them over. Then he stepped
forward and began to speak in a deep, reso-nant voice. They were
surprised to hear himspeaking in broken English

"You go higher up the nmountain?"

"Yes, we are noving up about two thousand feet," Miurphy replied. "I'm
glad to see you. You saved us fromthe dogs the other day. | wanted to
convey our thanks."

The stranger nmade a slight bow "It is nothing. My name is Azgadi an.
live on the mountain."

Hodson had noved a couple of paces to the stranger's left, anticipating
any nove he might nake. The man no | onger car-ried his staff, but who
knew what else he had in that coat. Even if he had saved themfromthe
dogs, Hodson was taki ng no chances.

The stranger pointed to the summit. "You go there?"

"No," said Murphy. He paused, searching the man's face. "W are searching
for the Ark of Noah."

The stranger's dark eyes flashed for a nonment but he said nothing. He
hel d Murphy's gaze, as if weighing himin the bal-ance. Eventually he
seened to see what he was | ooking for, and | ooked away.

"Have you heard stories about the ark?" Mirphy asked.

The stranger nodded. "Since | was a small boy, ny father used to bring ne
here, on Agri Daugh. It is a sacred nmountain." H's tone suddenly
hardened. "And why do you look for it, the Ark of Noah?"

Murphy replied carefully. "It would be a great thing for our faith. Faith
in Jesus Christ. And the word of God."

The stranger seened satisfied.

"W were looking for the ark past the glacier over by Abich Two but had
no success," said Bayer, clearly beconing inpa-tient with the way the
conversation was goi ng.

Surprisingly, the stranger |aughed. "Ah, no—t is much higher up!"
"What!" said Murphy, with his eyes w de. "Higher up?"

"Yes, it is resting on the side of a valley. There is nmuch snow. "

"Then you've actually seen it?" said Hodson incredul ously.

"Ch, yes," said the stranger. "I have clinbed there many tines. It has
been a mld winter this year on the nountain. Alnost half of the ark is
there for you to see. The rest of it is in a glacier. Mst tines the
whol e boat is covered with snow "

Mur phy coul dn't believe what he was hearing. This nman was talking as if
the ark was an everyday sight.

"You rust | ook above the glacier to the northeast," the stranger
continued. "You will clinmb a ridge and then you will see it on the far
side of the valley by some rocks." He bowed. "I must return to ny hone
before nightfall. | wi sh you good for-tune in your quest." And then

wi thout further word, he started trudgi ng back down the sl ope.

The three nen watched himgradually fade into the distance. Wen he

di sappeared behind a rocky outcrop, it was as if they had just woken up
froma dream

"I's he for real ?" Hodson asked, hands on hi ps.

"Only one way to find out," said Mirphy.



THI RTY- El GAT

EVERYONE WAS UP before dawn preparing for the trek to the ark site.

Mur phy had instructed themto pack a three-day supply of food and water
and to take their polar bags. Hodson was al ready packed and studying the
maps, and excitenment was in the air. Everyone seened to feel that the
appearance of the man calling hinself Azgadian, so soon after they had
made their decision to continue the quest, was a good onmen. The ark
actually seenmed to be in their sights.

For Murphy, the excitenment was tinged with worry. Since Val dez's death he
had started to | ook at every nmenber of the teamcritically, with the
exception of Isis. They had all proved thensel ves by now, physically and
mentally. But he couldn't get rid of the nagging suspicion that at | east
one of themwas not what he seened.

Take Bayer. He had denonstrated all the deadly skills of an elite Special
Forces comando when dealing with the rebels who had taken Isis, and by
rights Murphy ought to have felt nothing but gratitude. So why did he
find hinmself wondering why Bayer hadn't been anywhere near the canp when
the rebel s had attacked? Had he known in advance that they were coming?
Was it all a setup of sone kind? He dismissed the thought. Wy woul d
Bayer let the rebels take Reinhold and Isis hostage and then go to the
trouble of rescuing then? It didn't nake sense

At | east Bayer couldn't have been responsible for cutting Valdez's rope,
sending himto his death. Only Hodson had had the opportunity to do that,
and despite their rivalry, Mirphy was certain Hodson woul d never have
done such a thing. Hs grief over Valdez's death seened utterly genuine.
As for Reinhold, he seermed to spend nost of his tine in near-death
situations hinsel f. Wich left Wiittaker and Lundquist. The hard-bitten
phot ographer was al ways at the edge of the group, never quite part of it,
but Murphy suspected that was just his professional persona. If you were
going to take pictures, you had to be on the outside | ooking in.
Lundqui st was the enigma. He seened to have the weakest notivation for
volunteering in the first place, and the nost rea-son to turn and run
after Valdez was killed. So why didn't he? Wat was it that drove him
onwar d?

Mur phy remenbered asking Levi whether Lundquist was CIA, and he tried to
recall Levi's reaction. He certainly hadn't denied it outright. So if
Lundqui st was CIA, what was his mis-sion? Just as Welsh had made it his
job to keep Murphy fromgetting his hands on the Ararat Anormaly File, was
it Lundquist'sjob to nake sure he didn't get his hands on the ark itself?
O was that paranoia? Was Lundqui st just an observer, making sure that
the Cl A ended up knowi ng everythi ng Murphy knew about the ark?

He closed his eyes, trying to still the chaos of thoughts in his head.
There was no way he could figure it out now He would just have to watch
everybody like a hawk. And from now on he wasn't going to let Isis out of
his sight. He put the last itens into his pack and fastened the straps.
Time to focus on what we've conme for, he thought.



By the time the sun was up it was clear it was going to be a perfect day
on the nmountain. Blue sky, no wind. And since Canp 3 was al ready at
fifteen thousand feet, the teamdidn't have to do any serious uphil
clinmbing. They only had to traverse the nmoun-tain and eventually drop
down about five hundred feet to get to their goal. For about four hours
they trudged slowy through the snowfields on alnpost a |level course. It
was only about ten-thirty when the sl ope they were crossing becane

st eeper and nore dan-gerous. Miurphy, in the lead, was the first to notice
that the soft snow was getting harder and turning to ice. Looking up, he
coul d see sonme exposed rocks. They were headed toward an ice wall. Water
dri pping fromthe rocks above had created large fluted ici-des that hung
above a straight drop of about a thousand feet. They couldn't clinb up
and they couldn't |inmb down.

They were going to have to traverse it.

The ice wall seenmed to stick out on a corner, and then it dis-appeared
out of sight. Sonewhere on the other side, Mirphy figured, they would
again neet snowfields. But they couldn't be sure until they reached the
out er edge of the corner.

Mur phy thought it best to break the group up into three smaller teans. It
woul d give themnore flexibility as they noved in and out of the icicle
flutings.

Mur phy took the |l ead team conprised of himself, Isis, and Wittaker.
Hodson and Rei nhold were second. Lundqui st and Bayer would be |ast. They
hooked toget her on shorter safety ropes with about ten feet between them
Mur phy began by hammering in an ice screw and attaching a carabiner and a
rope. He then pounded in his ice ax, getting a solid hold. Pulling his
wei ght up on the ax, he kicked the points of his cranmpons into the wal
and began to nobve side-ways across the ice.

About every fifteen feet Mirphy pounded in another ice screw for safety
and hooked in the rope. The team nmenbers fol-lowing held on to the rope
with their left hand and planted their ice axes with the right. Then they
kicked in the points of their cranmpons in the same way Mirphy did and
slowy worked their way in and out of the large ice flutings.

Murphy was the first to round the corner. He was right. The ice wall
ended after about fifty feet, where it nmet the snowfield again. The

st eepness began to taper to about thirty degrees, nuch safer than the
vertical wall they were on

Mur phy, Isis, and Wiittaker made it to the snowfiel d and unhooked from
the ice screws. Isis seened relieved to be off the ice wall and back on

t he snow.

Hodson was cl i nbi ng behi nd Rei nhold, gently encouragi ng him know ng that
after his nightmare experience on the cliff, the thousand-foot drop from
the ice wall would be preying on his mnd. Mirphy watched intently as

Rei nhol d eased hinself off the ice wall and onto the snow.

From around t he corner, they heard a sudden shout.

As Lundqui st swung his ice ax to get a new bite, his cram pon broke | oose

and he began to fall. Because he was reaching out at the tine, he
couldn't hold on with his left hand. Hi s en-tire body weight hit the end
of the ten-foot tether rope, jerking Bayer off the wall. Their conbined

body wei ght then popped the ice screw out of the wall behind Bayer, and
the two nen dropped another fifteen feet. For a nonent it | ooked as if



the second ice screw would stop their fall, but then it, too, popped out
and t hey dropped again

Lundqui st was screaming at the top of his |ungs when they canme to a
sudden stop. The third ice screw had hel d.

Bayer's carabi ner was hooked on to the safety rope and Lundqui st was
hangi ng ten feet below him Bayer was close enough to the wall to reach
it with his ice ax, but he couldn't focus properly. Blood froma
collision with an ice flute on the way down seeped into his eyes,
blinding him and he felt disori-ented. Both were dangling in mdair
above a di zzying drop.

Hodson, who was still hooked on to the safety rope, felt it go tight as
Bayer and Lundquist fell. He waited to see if he, too, would be pulled
off the wall, but all of the ice screws on his side of the corner held.

Qui ckly, Hodson unhooked the ten-foot safety rope that was attached to
Rei nhol d. He yelled to Murphy, who had already started to nove toward the
rope.

"Gve ne all your pulleys and an extra rope. |'Il hook a pul-ley on each
of the ice screws as | go back to the corner and run the rope through
them You guys dig snow seats and get ready to pull on the rope when |
give the signal. You can help Iift them | won't be able to do it by
nysel f."

Hodson t hen noved back across the ice wall toward the cor-ner, hooking in
the pulleys and rope. Now he could see them Lundquist was twisting in a
circl e bel ow Bayer, who had man-aged to enbed his ice ax in the wall just
above himand was try-ing to pull them both up.

He nust be crazy, Hodson thought. Nobody has the strength to do that.
Hodson yel l ed and tossed the coils of rope down to them Lundquist was
still twisting too violently to be able to grab hold. Hodson pulled it
back up and tossed it three nore tines until eventually Lundqui st nmade a
| unge and hel d on. Hodson then attached the end of the rope to his
harness. He could see the | ook of agony on Bayer's bl oody face. Hi's
strength was fadi ng.

Hodson hooked in the last pulley at the corner of the flut-ings. He then
drove in two nore ice screws for safety and hooked hinself on to them He
signaled to the rest of the teamon the snowto pull. He, too, grabbed on
to the rope and hel ped Iift Lundquist, easing sonme of the strain on
Bayer .

It took about five mnutes of pulling to get Lundquist to the point where
he could use his ice ax to help lift his own bodyweight. This all owed
Bayer to rise enough to kick his cranpons into the wall and help with the
clinb.

Lundqui st was the first to get to Hodson's position. He had to unhook and
rehook on the other side of the pulley. They then both hel ped to pul

Bayer up as the rest of the teamheld the rope tight.

Forty-five minutes after Lundquist had first fallen, they were al

resting, exhausted, on the snowfield, eating energy bars and drinking
water to restore their strength.

Lundqui st | ooked as if he now realized what a big nistake he'd nade,
agreeing to continue their journey. But it was too late to go back, and
he knew it.

"How far are we from where the ark's supposed to be?" he asked.

Mur phy was gazing across the snowfield with a strange | ook on his face.
"Can't you feel it? W're al nost there."



THI RTY- NI NE

ENERG ZED BY MURPHY' S SENSE that they were closing in on their goal, the
t eam began to nove forward across the snowfield. But there was anot her
reason for Mirphy's ur-gency. He knew they had to make qui ck progress
because the clouds were conming in and the tenperature was beginning to
drop sharply. Even if they didn't find the ark, they would need to get
off the snowfield and find a protected spot to canp for the night. They
were right in the mddle of aval anche territory, and the w nd was

begi nning to pick up.

Everyone zi pped up tight and buried their heads in their hoods. They
could feel the biting wind force its way into the small est openings. Soon
it brought with it tiny snowfl akes.

By late afternoon it had beconme very dark and the flakes had becone
larger, making visibility difficult. Murphy told the teamto break out
their headl anps, in case they |ost someone in the whiteout.

"W can't keep nmoving forward," Mirphy yelled to Hodson, the w nd taking
away sonme of his words. "W can't see what's ahead in this blizzard.
don't want us wal king off the top of some cornice. We're going to have to
dig snow caves. We're right beside a big drift. This is about as good a
spot as any."

Hodson and Rei nhol d began their cave i medi ately. Mirphy, Isis, and
Whittaker started to dig a cave | arge enough for three. Bayer and
Lundqui st nodded at each other and began theirs.

First they carved out a small doorway with their ice axes. Then one of
them began to dig forward into the snowbank and push snow out the
doorway. This carving and pushing of snow took about forty-five m nutes,
until the hollowed-out roomin the snowbank was | arge enough for two or
t hree sl eeping bags. To be sure there was enough air in their snow roorms,
a couple of holes were poked through the outer wall of snow.

The three groups then crawed into their hollows and laid out their

sl eepi ng bags. Each group set up a snall propane stove in the entrance
and started to make a hot neal. Before long they all felt surprisingly
cozy. After the neal, rucksacks were stacked in front of the entrance to
keep out the wind, and they crawed into their polar bags. Qutside, they
could hear the low runble of aval anches on the snowfield they had just
crossed.

Mur phy tossed and turned throughout the night, his mind filled with
strange dreanms. He dreanmed he was | aboring through a dense snowfield, but
the nore he struggled the |l ess progress he nade, until he was stuck,
unable to go forward or back, the snow reaching up to his chest. Then he
saw an angel descending. A slim red-haired angel with sparkling green
eyes. She hovered in front of himand held out a hand. He grasped it and
instantly felt hinmself being pulled free of the snow. Then he was
floating through the air, hand in hand with the red-haired angel, the

wi nd caressing his face, the | azy beats of her downy w ngs brushing his



shoul ders. Then she turned her face toward him smling, and he knew she
was going to kiss him

There was a |loud crack, like a rifle shot. She screaned. He felt her hand
bei ng plucked fromhis own. Then they were both falling.

He woke up, panting. For a nonment he didn't know where he was.

He saw the light filtering through the cracks in the entrance and pushed
t he rucksacks aside. He stepped out onto the snow, shielding his eyes
fromthe sudden brightness, and took a deep breath. Gadually his eyes
became accustoned to the glare, and he found hi nsel f | ooki ng down across
a shallow valley toward a cluster of rocks.

H's breath caught in his throat.

There it was.

The ark

He could see the prow, jutting out of the snow. It was un-m stakabl e.

Al t hough he was sniling—a big stupid grin he couldn't control —-he could
feel tears running down his cheeks. He felt a huge mx of enotions he
couldn't describe: joy, wonder, awe, gratitude, humlity. He fell to his
knees in the snow to give thanks, but he found he couldn't close his eyes
to pray. He couldn't bear to tear his gaze away fromthose anci ent
frag-ments of wood, sailing on a sea of snow. He thought of how many
mllions of nen and women through the centuries had i mgined the ark, had
seen it in their dreams, and now it was right there in front of him

Al he had to do was wal k over a few hundred feet of snow and he coul d
touch it.

He felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Reinhol d.

"My God, Murphy, you found it. There it is. Noah's Ark."

Rei nhol d began | aughi ng uncontrol lably, rousing the others fromtheir
snow caves. One by one they stunbled out into the light until they were
all there, huddl ed together, struck dunb by the sight that greeted them
Isis knelt down and put her arm around Mirphy. She put her head on his
shoul der. There was nothing to say.

Then the clicking of Wiittaker's canmera broke the silence

and peopl e started whoopi ng and huggi ng one anot her. Mirphy took out his
satellite phone and dialed a nunber. "Vern, are you sitting down? W
found it!"

"Are you kidding! I can't believe it! What does it ook |ike? Have you
been on board yet?"

"Not yet. |I've only just seen it. W're still sone distance away. Wen
you fly up, you can take a look at it. W'IlIl probably need you to take

away sone sanpl es, okay?"

"Roger that," Vern replied. "Roger that and God bl ess you."

Mur phy put the phone into a pocket of his parka. Everyone was waiting for
himto nake the first nove. He grinned. "Conme on!"

Instantly the whol e team was zi gzaggi ng down the sl ope to-ward the ark
while every few yards Wi ttaker stopped to take nore pictures. Lundqui st
fell and started rolling down the slope and everyone | aughed. Reinhold
threw a snowball at him evoking nore |aughter

It's like Christmas, Isis thought with a snle. And we've just been given
t he best present ever.

As they got |oser, Reinhold brushed hinself off and began to study the
outline in the snow He estimated that between one seventy-five and two
hundred feet of the superstructure was sticking out of the glacier. He



renenbered that the Bible said the ark was about four hundred fifty feet

| ong and seventy-five feet wide. It's incredible, he thought. | inagined
there would be just scattered fragnents. But it's here, the whole ark. W
are actually going to be able to go inside. He couldn't hel p imagining
how j eal -ous his university coll eagues would be if they could see him
now. He was about to becone the npst fanous scientist in the world.
Lundqui st wasn't thinking at all about science. But he was thinking about
fame. As one of the first people to actually stand on Noah's Ark, he
woul d becone the nost cel ebrated diplomat in Arerica. He m ght even
become t he anbassador. Perhaps he would wite a book about his adventures
on Ararat. Hey, not a bad title, he thought. Adventures on Ararat. His
terrible experience hanging fromthe ice wall was already beginning to
seem | i ke a great anecdot e.

Bayer strode toward the ark, his head held high. He was proud to be
representing his country on this historic occasion

Proud al so that he had saved the lives of two of his teanmates al ong the
way.

Isis wasn't sure what was nore thrilling—to watch Murphy's |ifelong dream
being realized or to finally come face to face her-self with a piece of
the Bible. A strange, unfamliar feeling started to seep through her. She
renmenmbered Murphy saying once that there is a vacuumin everyone, a Cod-

shaped vacuum that only He can fill. As she | ooked across the few yards
sepa-rating her fromthe ark, she began to feel that enpty space in her
heart filling.

But was it filling with | ove of God or just love of Murphy? It was al

t oo confusing.

But it was also incredibly exciting

Now t hey were all standing by the prow, its dark wood snooth and
glistening in the bright sunlight. They | ooked to Murphy, waiting for him
to step onto the ark. No one was go-ing to deny himthis special nonent.
He closed his eyes in prayer for a noment.

Cod, thank you for the privilege of seeing your great ark. May | be a
faithful teacher of right, living |ike Noah.

Then he reached out a trenbling hand and touched it.



FORTY

TRY AS HE M GHT, Noah couldn't sleep. God's words echoed and re-echoed in
his m nd. One hundred and twenty years ago he had started building the
ark. The thought of how many hours, days, nonths he and his sons had
spent on the task overwhel med him For one hundred and twenty years he
and his famly had been cursed by enenies, jeered at by strangers, and
made fun of by friends. For one hundred and twenty years he had war ned
everyone of God's com ng judgnent for their w ckedness. He had begged
themto turn fromtheir evil thoughts and i magi nati ons and cone to the
ark of safety.

Not a single man, woman, or child had heeded hi m

And now God had spoken directly to himonce nore.

"Seven days fromnow, | will send rain on the earth for forty days and
forty nights, and I will wipe fromthe face of the earth every living
creature | have nade."

Noah knew it was true. It was God's word, and it would surely conme to
pass as He had told him But he still couldn't quite believe it.

The next norni ng Naanah found himsitting alone. "Wat are you doi ng up
so early? Is sonething wong?"

"They have only seven days," Noah said in a troubled voice. "Wat are you
t al ki ng about ?"

"Seven days!"

She still didn't understand what he was tal ki ng about. "Wo?"

"Qur nei ghbors! Everybody! They have only seven days before God will
close the door to the ark of safety. | must warn themagain before it is
too late!™

Naanah si ghed. "You have warned them so nmany tinmes. They never |istened
before. Wiy woul d they |isten now?"
Noah stared at her with a wild [ook. "But they must! Tell Ham Shem and

Japheth to finish | oading the supplies. | nmust try one nore tine. Tel
them!| will return in six days."

Noah hurriedly put on his cloak. He packed a fewitens into a sack and
grabbed his staff. He bent over and hugged Naanah and kissed her. "I nust
go."

She sighed deeply. "I know. | will be praying for you."

She wat ched her husband di sappear out of sight.

Ham was wor ki ng on one of the wi ndow coveri ngs when he | ooked up and saw
someone in the distance coming toward the ark. It didn't take himbut a
nonent to recogni ze the strong, powerful, and determined gate of his

f at her.

"Father is comng!" he yelled down one of the large air vents in the

fl oor.

Everyone canme out to wel cone Noah back hone.

Japheth was the first to speak.

"Well, were you successful? Did anyone listen? W were all pray-ing for
you. "

Noah's nornmal ly bright and sparkling green eyes were dark with sor-row as
he turned to his fanmly. He shook his head. "No one. Not one would



listen. They just |aughed and jeered as they have in the past. | pl eaded
with themuntil they took up stones and started casting themat ne."
They coul d see sone fresh cuts and bruises on their father

"I told themthat tonorrow was their |ast chance. Then it woul d be over

for themall. Maybe soneone will cone."

"Did you see ny parents and fanily?" asked Bithiah with a tremble in her
voice. "I heard that they had conme to visit relatives."

Noah put his arm around her gently. "Yes. | told themthe time was short.
| told themto cone."

" And?"

Noah hugged her tightly. He couldn't find any words.
Bi t hi ah began to cry.

It was noon the followi ng day when Noah and his famly slowy wal ked up
the ranp and entered the ark, but it mght as well have been ni ght. They
had never seen the sky grow so dark before. Black clouds massed in the
di stance, squeezing out the light. Every minute seemed to bring them
nearer.

Their hearts were heavy with forebodi ng.

They lined the top wal kway, just under the roof, and | ooked out the

wi ndows. There was nothing to do but wait.

"Look," said Shem "People are comng."

They coul d see what | ooked like fifty or sixty people coming to the ark
They recogni zed sonme of their friends and nei ghbors. There were al so nmany
that they did not know.

"My parents and brothers and sisters!" cried Bithiah.

"Let us hope they are coming to the ark for safety,"” said Achsah with a
smle.

They all prayed that it was true.

Noah wal ked out the | arge door and stood on the platformat the top of

t he Ki gaggi ng entrance ranp.

"Wl cone, friends, I'mglad you' ve decided to cone. Please conme up the
ranp and enter before it is too late.”

In his heart of hearts he knew what woul d happen next. They began to

| augh. A few peopl e picked up stones and threw themin Noah's di-rection.
The rocks rattled off the side of the ark Iike hail

Bithi ah call ed desperately to her parents and brothers and sisters to
cone into the ark

"Don't be a fool, Bithiah! Noah is mad! Don't listen to this non-sense
about the end of the world! Cone back to us," they answered.

For a nonent she was torn. But she knew in her heart that she couldn't

| eave. She was overwhelned with tears as she turned to her husband. Ham
put his arm around her and drew her in.

Noah entered the ark and stood with his fanily at the w ndows, |ooking
out sadly at the crowd.

The next event shocked everyone. The huge door slanmed shut with
startling force and a deafeni ng noi se.

"What happened?" shouted Noah. "Did one of you renove the brace?”

"No!" they chorused back, but Noah already knew t he answer. God had shut
t he door.

It was tinme.



Noah and his famly couldn't believe their eyes. Water was falling out of
the sky. It had never rained on the earth before, and the sight was
awesone to behol d.

A streak of light/lashed in the sky and a great roar terrified them-the
first lightning and thunder. Then they saw springs of water shooting out
of the ground, making fountains to the sky.

By now the nood of the crowd gat hered bel ow had changed abruptly. They
were yelling and screanming and running in all direc-tions, seeking
shelter fromthe incredible storm A dozen or nore of Noah's neighbors
sprinted up the zigzaggi ng ranp.

Noah coul d hear them pounding on the |arge door.

"Noah! Let us in, Noah!"

"W believe you now, Noah!"

W were wrong, Noah! Please let us in."

Ham Shem and Japheth rushed to the door. They pushed and shoved with
all their mght. They were soon joined by Noah, Naamah, Achsah, Bithiah,
and Hagaba. Everyone was yelling and pushing and trying to open the door.
It would not budge.

Bi t hi ah could hear her famly yelling and pounding on the door. She
col l apsed on the floor, weeping hysterically.

Noah hel d her, sobbing hinmself. "The door that God cl oses, no man can
open," he said softly.

For several hours they could hear the screans and cries . . . and then it
was qui et, except for the rain



FORTY- ONE

PONERFUL EMOTI ONS FLOODED Mur phy when he clinmbed off the snowbank onto
the roof of the ark. It's true! It's all truel

He could hear in his mnd the words of Jesus: As in the days of Noah, so
will it be at the conming of the Son of Man. For in the days be-fore the
flood, people were eating and drinking, marrying and giving in marriage,
up to the day Noah entered the ark; and they knew not hi ng about what
woul d happen until the flood cane and took them all away.

He tried to i magi ne what it nmust have been like to build a boat with

t hese incredi ble dinmensions. What a sight it nust have been to see CGod
bring all of the animals to the ark. How awesone and terrifying to
encounter the rain for forty days and forty nights.

Then Murphy was sobered when he t hought about how Jesus Hinsel f war ned
that there was anot her judgnent coning.

Murphy's elation at the discovery turned to anxiety. How can | warn
peopl e? How can | convince then? Maybe this discovery will help the world
to realise that they need to turn to God and run to Hmfor safety from
t he conmi ng judgnent.

"Look over here!" said Hodson, who was down on his knees | ooking over the
edge of the roof. "It's a row of wi ndows about three feet high."

Rei nhol d cl anbered over. "Ventilation, | should think. Let's go in!" he
said with a grin.

"That's what we're here for!" responded Mirphy, tearing hinmself fromhis
sonber thoughts as he tied a rope to one of the w ndow posts. "This is
just for safety. W don't know if there are any steps or |adders on the
other side. | don't want anyone falling three stories after what we've
been through to get here.”

After tying on the rope and hooking it to his harness, Mirphy took out
his headl anp and put it on. "You all better put these on. The ark is a
mracle of construction, but | doubt there are any electric lights

i nside."

Mur phy then craw ed t hrough one of the wi ndows and shined his |ight
around in a slow arc. Directly below the wi n-dow was a wal kway. He
craw ed down on it and | ooked over the edge. There was an i medi ate drop
into the darkness. He shined his Iight down and could nmake out what

| ooked li ke three floors bel ow

The center of the boat seenmed to be open fromthere to the bottom
form ng a vast chanber.

Soon the rest of the teamwas clinbing through the wi ndows and down to

t he wal kway. Rei nhold began to i nmedi ately wander down its | ength.

"Be careful!" cautioned Mirphy.

"Look!" said Reinhold. "There's a ranp that goes down to the fl oor

bel ow. "

Mur phy took the lead, followed by Hodson. They stepped carefully,
checking out the safety of the ranp as they descended, but the wooden

pl anks seenmed sound. At the bottomwas a large room A railing was



attached to supporting beans to keep anyone fromfalling into the shaft
in the center of the boat. Here and there were bridge wal kways t hat
crossed over the shaft to the other side.

"Noah and his fam |y probably used this large roomas their neeting
place," said Isis. "Perhaps we can find their sleeping quarters."”

As they noved through the darkness of the ship, their head-Ianps began to
reveal cages and stalls of various sizes. Reinhold and Mirphy were anmazed
to find netal bars in front of the cages. "Incredible. How on earth did
they come by such advanced know edge of netal work?" asked Reinhold in
wonder ent .

Wi ttaker joined himand started taking pictures, the flash of his canera

like little bursts of lightning illuminating the in-credible scene.
"Look up there!" shouted Lundquist. He was pointing to what |ooked Iike
bi rdcages hanging fromthe ceiling in each stall. "This nust have been

how they were able to get so many aninals in the ark."

It wasn't long before the team encountered the ice and snow fromthe
glacier, making a wall that prevented them from ex-ploring any further
They turned back and crossed one of the wal kway bridges to the other side
of the ark. As they worked their way back toward the |arge room they
found nore cages and stalls. In many of the stalls were structures that

| ooked |i ke feeding troughs.

Near the large roomthey found what seened to be living quarters, with
beds and storage places with shel ves. Past the great roomwere nore roomns
contai ning remmants of broken pottery and damaged baskets. "I'll make a
guess that this is where they stored sone of the food," said Bayer,
hol di ng up a pottery shard under his headl anp.

After nost of the first floor was explored, they noved on to the second.
As they noved slowy through another | arge cham ber, Lundquist stopped
and yell ed

"Look!"

The six turned in the direction he was pointing and shined their

headl anps on the wall.

"There's sonething carved into the side of the boat."

Mur phy and Rei nhold canme runni ng down the ranp.

Isis stepped forward and ran her fingers over the synmbols. "It |ooks like
a story, witten in a formof proto-Hebrew Perhaps the story of the

buil ding of the ark." She gasped as the inplica-tion hit her. "This could
be the ol dest witing ever recorded!"

She dragged herself reluctantly away and they conti nued on. Soon they
were in a roomfull of tables—er perhaps work-benches—and shel ves. Under
a col | apsed beam was what | ooked like a chest. Wth a |lot of effort they
dragged it free, and Murphy began to pry it open with his ice ax. Wth a
| oud crack, the wood gave way and Mirphy opened the chest.

Mur phy peered inside and saw a cl oth-covered bundle. The cloth turned to
dust in his hands, revealing bright metal. Craning over his shoulders to
see, the others were anazed at the sight of an el aborately engraved sword
wi th a conpani on dagger. The netal shone in their headlanps as if it had
been forged yesterday. Mirphy then pulled out sonme bronze objects and
handed themto Rei nhold. "Wat do you nmake of these, Professor?"

Rei nhol d held themup the |ight and exami ned them from every angl e.
Finally he said, "I believe that these itenms together form sone type of
surveyi ng equi pnent. "

"That woul d make sense," said Murphy, nodding. "Josephus wote in his
book, Life and Wrks, that Cain determ ned prop-erty boundary |ines and



built a city with fortified walls. He also said that Cain noved into that
city with his famly and called it Enoch. My guess is that these
surveying instrunents were passed down from Cain to Tubal -cain, his son
It's thought that Tubal -cain's sister, Naanah, was nmarried to Noah."

Mur phy began to lift other items out of the chest. He pulled out an ax
and a short saw that seemed to be made out of the sane naterial as the
sword and dagger.

Rei nhol d was shaking his head in disbelief. "I would swear that this is
tungsten steel." He tapped the bl ade of the sword on one of the beans,
and it emitted a high-pitched ringing sound. "It has the highest nelting
point of all metals. It also has the highest tensile strength and nmakes
the netal nore elastic. The finest cutting tools are nmade with tungsten.
But it's sinply not possible they mastered that process in Noah's tine."
But if the tungsten bl ades astoni shed him there was nore to cone. Mirphy
was slicing open a pitch-covered cloth to reveal a curious-1ooking bronze
machine with dials, pointers, and in-terlocking gears and wheel s.

"This is inmpossible!" exclained Reinhold. "This bronze had to precede the
Bronze Age. Look at the extrenme precision of this instrunent!" They al
passed it around and examined it.

Underneath the machine were two nmetallic tablets inscribed with ancient
mar ki ngs. Murphy handed themto Isis to see if she could translate them
Wil e she examined the tablets, they took a box out of the chest
contai ni ng what seenmed to be wei ghts and neasures.

"Josephus nmentioned in his witings that Cain was the father of weights
and neasures and cunning craftiness,” nentioned Mirphy as he pi cked up
one of the bronze wei ghts.

"I think 1've got it!" said Isis, startling everyone. "I believe that
this first tablet describes howto use the bronze nmachi ne. These nmarKki ngs
|l ook Iike the positions of the stars and pl anets."

"That sounds right," said Murphy. "Josephus also said that Seth and his
children were the inventors of w sdom which was concerned with the
heavenly bodi es and their order. He al so says that the chil-dren of Seth
i nscribed their discoveries on a pillar of brick and a pillar of stone.
The stone was to remain if the Fl ood washed away the pillar of brick. He
said that the stone could still be seen in the land of Siriad. |I'll bet
that that nmachi ne was used to determ ne the notion of the sun, npon, and
pl anets. Probably even the novenents of the tides. This is incredible!
What about the second tablet?"

"It seens to be tal ki ng about Adam and how he predicted two destructions
of the world. One would be by flood and the other by fire."

Mur phy nodded, deep in thought. "The New Testament witer Peter, in his
second book, not only tal ks about Noah and the Flood but al so nentions
that the heavens and the earth would be destroyed in a judgnent of fire.
Josephus says al nost the sane thi ng when he says, Adam predicted that the
wor |l d woul d be destroyed one tine by water and another tinme by fire. God
nmust have al so reveal ed these judgnents to Adam”

A last box was pulled out of the chest and opened. It con-tained a

beauti ful gol den casket with designs of |eaves around the edges and two
bronze plates. There were also small sanples of various rocks, each
containing different elements of nmetal. The gol den box glittered in
Whittaker's flash. Again, the bronze plate was given to Isis to

transl ate.

Murphy carefully opened the lid to see various colored crys-tals,

el enents that | ooked |ike sand, and snmall flecks of netal.



"What is it?" asked Bayer, reaching a hand in to scoop up sone of the
crystals, before junping back, his fingers scorched.

"I don't know," | aughed Murphy. "But whatever it is, it still seens to be
wor ki ng! "
Isis pulled at the sl eeve of Murphy's parka. "M chael, | don't nean to

keep harping on it, but these bronze plates |ook re-markably Iike the one
t hat was supposed to conme fromthe Mnastery of St. Jacob. The one you
were so sure was a fake," she added pointedly.

"OfF course,"” Murphy admitted. "You're right."

"What are you both tal king about?" asked Reinhold inmpa-tiently.

Murphy's voice was grim "I believe there were originally three plates.
One ended up in the Monastery of St. Jacob in the 1800s. It was sent to
Erzurum for translation, and | think it was then stol en—possibly quite

recently. I'mpretty certain the three plates are separate pieces of a
puzzl e, and you need all three to figure it out."
He brought his fist down on the table with a crash. "I had the third one

in m hands—but | let it go!"



FORTY- TWD

MURPHY, HODSON, AND REI NHOLD wat ched t he helicopter di sappear down the
val l ey, then turned and reentered the ark. It had not been easy to
persuade the rest of the teamto go back, but Mirphy had been adanant.
They had achi eved what they had set out to do. They had all the evi dence
they needed to prove the existence of the ark, and rmuch el se besi des.
After all they'd been through, he was determ ned not to expose themto
any further risk.

The three nen made their way back to the room hol ding the | arge wooden
chest to figure out which itens to pack and haul out. Hodson's curiosity
got the best of himand he picked up one of the small vases. Looking

i nside, he saw sonme of the crys-tals Bayer had burned his hand on
Sticking out were two snall pieces of netal. While Miurphy and Rei nhold
were deep in conversation about Isis's translation of the bronze pl ates,
Hodson pushed one of the nmetal rods against a beamto see if it would
nove. As the rods canme cl oser together, there was a sudden burst of flane
and a bright light.

Mur phy and Reinhold turned to see Hodson backing away fromthe vase,

whi ch he'd dropped on the floor. An intense glow emanated fromit,
lighting up the whole room For a no-nent they didn't nove.

Murphy sl oWy reached out his hand and grabbed t he bottom of the vase,
then set it on one of the beans. They all put on their snow gl asses
because of the glare and to get a better look at it.

Rei nhol d was the first to speak. "Amazing! The conbina-tion of the
crystals and the nmetal rods are form ng sone type of battery energy
source. How on earth did they discover how to do that?"

Mur phy was silent as he studi ed the object.

"What do you think, M chael ?" asked Rei nhol d.

"I was just thinking about sone ancient history and nmythol-ogy. It's al
maki ng sense. Josephus nentions that Tubal-cain was the father of

metal lurgy. | wonder if he discovered sone se-cret process for working
with netals and various elenments |ike the crystals in the vases and the
chest. Sonme schol ars believe the name Vul can, the Roman god of fire and
father of netalsnmiths, canme fromthe name Tubal -cain. As the story goes,
Vul can was thrown out of heaven. Wen he | anded on earth he taught nen
met al | ur gy"

"I't sounds |ike the conmbined story of Cain and his son Tubal -cain," said
Rei nhol d. "Cain was cast out of God's presence. And Tubal -cai n becane the
father of the snelting process.”

Mur phy continued. "W get the word vol cano fromthe nane Vul can. The
anci ents believed that vol canoes were the natural chi meys of
subterranean smithies deep in the earth.”

"The light in that vase canme on when | pushed the two pieces of netal

t oget her," said Hodson. "I wonder what woul d happen if we separated

t hen®"

"Try it," said Mirphy.



Hodson found a small splinter of wood and separated the two netal rods.
The I'ight went out. He then pushed themto-gether again and the |ight
went on. "lIt's like a switch," he said.
"It all makes sense!" shouted Rei nhol d suddenly.
"What are you tal ki ng about ?" asked Murphy.
"The Phil osopher's Stone! Throughout history, nen of sci-ence have been
searching for the Philosopher's Stone. Ch, it's not really a stone as
much as it is a process. It was believed that all nmetals have or cone
fromthe sanme basic source. The bottomline is this: If you mx certain
chem cal s together, you can change any base netal into gold. In other
words, lead could be turned into gold if you had the right chem cals and
the right heat."
Rei nhol d was paci ng excitedly.
"One bronze plate tal ks about different types of rocks and netals.
Anot her nentions the anmount of crystals needed for each type of netal.
['l'l bet the bronze plate you saw in Erzurumtal ks about the type of fire
needed. Tubal -cai n di scovered the Phil osopher's Stone!" Reinhold started
rubbing his chin. "OF course, if soneone had the Phil osopher's Stone
today, they wouldn't waste their time turning lead into gold."
"They woul dn't?" said Hodson
"No, no," said Reinhold, shaking his head vigorously.

"Platinum That's the nost valuable netal in the world right now.
"Plati nun? Way?"
"To nmake hydrogen fuel cells work! Let me explain. Hydrogen is the nobst
abundant of all elenments in the universe. It's esti-mated that hydrogen
makes up ninety percent of all atoms. |If we could convert hydrogen into
energy, we could stop using fossil fu-els, which lead to pollution. And
hydrogen woul d never run out. By using the electrolysis of water,
hydrogen woul d create a dean-burni ng renewabl e resource."
"Ckay, I'mfollowing so far. Water can be turned into energy. But what
does that have to do with platinun?" asked Hodson.
"Ri ght now, Daimer-Benz, the Ford Mot or Conpany, Chrysler, Mdtorola
West i nghouse, Toyota, 3M and many ot h-ers are already working on
hydrogen energy cells." Reinhold continued, "Even the US. Arny is
bui | di ng a backpack-size fuel-cell generator. It will be able to power a
soldier's electronics gear. That woul d include |aptop conmputers, night-
vi sion goggles, and infrared heat detectors.”

"Yeah. | heard sonething about that before |I left the Rangers.”
"You see, Colonel, fuel cells have no noving parts. As hydro-gen feeds
into the cell, it passes through a thin layer of platinum The platinum

i nduces the gas to separate into electrons and pro-tons. The protons m x
wi th oxygen and produce water. The el ec-trons that cannot pass through

t he pl ati num menbrane are channel ed and harnessed to power an el ectrical
notor. Fuel -cell cars would be two-point-eight tines nore efficient than
the in-ternal conbustion engine. The Ballard Conpany is already in the
process of devel oping a two-hundred-fifty-kilowatt hydrogen generator. It
will be able to power a small hotel or a strip mall. Colonel, the only
reason the fuel-cell industry is nmoving slowy is because platinumis
rare and extrenely costly."

Mur phy was al ready way ahead of him "So if the Phil oso-pher's Stone
could convert base netals into platinum who-ever controlled it could
control the world's supply of renewabl e energy. They woul d have the power
to do whatever they wanted."



The two nen | ooked at each other as the inplications of what Reinhold was
sayi ng becane cl ear.

Murphy was the first to nove. "I'mgoing to pack sone of this stuff into
nmy rucksack and hi ke down to the pickup site. Then I'll cone back and we
can pack up the rest."

Hodson sal uted, and Rei nhold went back to carefully ex-amning the
crystals, while Miurphy collected sonme of the larger itens, hefted his
pack, and marched back up to the top of the ark.

After a few m nutes Hodson spoke. "Do you think once you had them you
could nake nore of those crystal s?"

"I think so," answered Reinhold. "Wy?"

"Because | think that's the first thing nmy controllers will want to know.
And | think you just gave ne the right answer."

"Your controllers? Wiat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I mght as well tell you, since you're not going to live to re-peat it.
' menpl oyed by certain people within the ClA who have believed for a
long tine that the ark m ght contain sone useful technology. Technol ogy
that nmust at all costs be kept in the right hands. W' ve been pl anning
our own clandestine ex-pedition to find the ark, but our information has
never been good enough to pinpoint it. Then up pops Mirphy, and we
de-cide the snmart thing to do would be to piggyback. Let himlead the
way. "

Despite the terror that had begun to grip him the profes-sor's brain was
still working swiftly. "You killed Val dez, didn't you? Wy?"

"He was pro. He was on to nme. | couldn't risk himfouling things up. So
when | saw the opportunity to get rid of him | took it."

Rei nhol d was starting to shake. "Wy didn't you kill me too? O just

| eave me there to freeze to death on the | edge?"

Hodson sniled. "Good question, Professor. | still needed your expertise
in case we did discover sonething on the ark. But in case you're
wondering, | did try to take care of Bayer and Lundquist on the ice wall.
| was ahead of them and | oosened the two ice screws. | thought their
conbi ned weight in the fall would pull themboth to their deaths.

However, | have to hand it to him Bayer is one tough guy. He really hung
inthere. So inthe end | had to go back and rescue themso that the rest
of the team woul dn't get suspicious."

"But they've already gone back!"

Hodson shrugged. "It's not inportant. Before they left, we'd discovered
not hi ng of inportance. The Phil osopher's Stone—that's the inportant

thing. Anyway, | still have plenty of tine to elimnate them Wen Mirphy
cones back, I'mgoing to have to kill himtoo. Then when Peterson arrives
with the heli-copter, I'll just tell himthat the both of you will cone
on the next trip. Wien we land, | will elimnate him "Il let Isis

freeze to death at Canp Two. That |eaves only Bayer, Lundquist, and

Wi ttaker. They shoul d be easy to dispose of. It's a fairly tidy package,
woul dn't you say, Professor?"

Rei nhol d had been using the time Hodson took to explain his plans to
figure out one of his owmn. He was confident he could handle hinself in
normal circunstances, say, a drunk getting obnoxious in a college bar

But these weren't normal circunstances. And Hodson was no drunk. He was a
trained killer, with no doubt dozens of scalps to his nanme. Killing

Rei nhol d woul d be no big deal ust as killing Valdez hadn't been.

Rei nhol d was going to have to be smart if he was going to |ive through
the next few m nutes.



They were about ten feet apart, the box containing the crys-tals on the
floor between them I|f Reinhold could distract Hodson | ong enough to grab
a handful of the crystals and throw themin his face, he could then grab
t he dagger on the table behind them and naybe

Wil e Reinhold was still calculating the tinmes and distances involved
Hodson took two quick steps forward and | aunched a vicious side kick that
caught Reinhold squarely in the solar plexus and sent himcrashing into
the table. He crunpled into a heap, knees drawn up to his chest, groaning
feebly. Hodson cane and knelt over him grabbed a handful of hair with
one hand and his jaw with the other, and tw sted.

There was a crack, and Reinhold went 1inp.

"I guess we could have tal ked all day, Professor, but | gotta keep things
novi ng al ong, you know?"

Hodson st ood up and | ooked around, figuring out if he could get
everythi ng he needed into one backpack.

Suddenly he heard a noise. It was the sound of sonmeone clapping. The
sound cane fromthe darkness over by the ranp.

He turned to see a nman in dark clothing junmping down froma beam He

| anded al nbst soundlessly, like a cat.

"What the—=

"Ni ce technique," the black-clad man said. "But it was all over a little
fast for nmy taste. | was hoping for nore entertain-nment, to be honest."
Hodson qui ckly went for his pack, but as he was still fumbling to get

hi s machi ne pistol out, the other man kicked it out of his grasp. Hodson
rolled to the side and cane up in a fight-ing stance, trying to ignore
the pain in his forearm

"Who are you? What do you want ?"

"My nane is Talon, and | want exactly what you want. And before | take it
I'd like to thank you for doing nmy dirty work for me. Once you and | are
through, | just need to take the crystals and the two bronze pl ates and
nmy job is done."

After the initial surprise, Hodson now had his focus back. Years of

i ntensive training had nade himreact instantly to changing

ci rcunmst ances, and he was even beginning to see an upside to this. Talon
had made no nove for the machine pistol and seenmed to carry no weapon of
his owmn. If he was one of those supernacho types who wanted to go at it
hand to hand, that was fine with Hodson. And if Hodson coul d defeat him
then Tal on woul d nake a handy-dandy fall guy for Reinhold and all the

ot her deat hs.

Perfect. The power of positive thinking. He sniled to hinself. Talon
caught the expression and gri nned back.

"I think this is going to be fun," he said.

There was a pause as each waited to see who would nake the first nove

t hen Hodson expl oded forward with a junping front kick ained squarely at
Talon's tenple. He felt his foot connecting with air and |landed in a
pani c, expecting a retalia-tory blow to his exposed back—but nothing
cane. He spun round to see Tal on standing casually, his hands at his

si des.

Ckay, this guy is better than | expected, Hodson thought to hinself. No
nore flashy noves. Let's see what he's got and try to re-act to that.

He resunmed a fighting stance and wait ed.

Talon didn't nove. Not a hair. Alnost |ike one of those guys pretending
to be robots. As the seconds grew into what seened |ike mnutes, Hodson
began to find it mesmerizing. He shook his head to nmaintain focus.



"You're a student of martial arts,"” Talon said suddenly. "I'msure you' ve
studied all that kung fuey stuff. You know, the way of the crane, the
tiger, the nonkey—whatever." As he spoke, he went through a rapid series
of nmoves whil e standing i n pl ace—kicks, blocks, punches—that seened to

m mc the novenents of different animals.

Hodson focused on Talon's eyes, trying not to get distracted. "All very
pretty," Talon continued. "But how nany ani mals have you ever seen that
could do this?"

Before the words were out of his nouth, Talon took two quick steps and

| ashed out with a reverse punch aimed at Hodson's jaw. Wthout thinking,
Hodson parried, raising both arns to make an X, which would trap Talon's
armand all ow Hodson to twist it around.

But Talon's armwasn't there anynore

I nstead, both of his arms shot forward again, palns out, to deliver a
doubl e bl ow to Hodson's exposed rib cage. Hodson grunted as the wi nd was
knocked out of him instantly knowing that several ribs had been crushed
as if by sone sort of hu-nman sl edgehammer.

He al so knew he was about to die.

He took up a shaky defensive stance through a blur of pain, pure instinct
maki ng hi s body take up the posture.

Tal on had stepped back, out of range, with a thoughtful ex-pression on
his face.

"I't would be fun to draw this out a little nore," he sighed. "But as you
said yourself, we've got to keep things noving. Sonetinmes we have to take
our pleasures in little sips, like a cat, don't you think?"

Hodson tried to speak, but no words would conme. He could feel a wave of
nausea rushing over him Not just nmy ribs, he thought. He's damaged sone
i nternal organs. |'m bl eeding inside

As his thoughts began to di sconnect, he wondered if Tal on would teach him
the nove. It would probably take a |lot of practice. But Hodson enjoyed
that. In fact, he was looking for-ward to it. He tried to picture how

Tal on had done it. | guess you pull the right armout of the punch at the
sane time as-

He sl unped forward onto his knees, then toppl ed sideways. He was dead
before he hit the floor.

Tal on turned and wal ked over to the wooden chest. He picked up Tubal -
cain's sword, swinging it slowy fromside to side as he approached the
cor pse.

"Now," he said, with a dark smle. "Let's see if this little beauty is as
sharp as they say."



FORTY- THREE

SIS HAD TWD OF THE six tents packed away when the wi nd began to pick up.
She zipped up her jacket and tightened the strings on her hood to help
keep in her body heat. Strong gusts bl ew powdered snow in her face.

She knew that she would not be able to take down the other four tents

wi t hout havi ng them bl own of f the nountai n-and maybe her with them She
decided to consolidate the equip-nment and supplies into two of the tents.
In just a couple of min-utes the wind had beconme so strong that she had
to stop hauling and sinply clinb into one of the supply tents for safety.
She noved the equi pment and supplies around the edges and cleared out a
place in the center of the tent for her polar bag. She clinbed in to wait
out the wi nd.

Her mind began to drift to the first time she met Murphy, in the
enmergency ward at Preston Ceneral. He was sitting in a chair next to
Laura's bed as she lay dying. He had | ooked so tired and grief-stricken.
Isis had come with a piece of Mdses' Brazen Serpent—effering the hope
that this nysterious artifact had healing powers.

But Murphy had rejected it. It would be a sin, he said. He put his faith
in God and God alone. Not relics or magical talis-mans.

And Laura had died

At the time Isis had not understood how Miurphy had just let it happen. If
you really loved soneone, wouldn't you try anything? Wiy did it matter if
it was a sin? He'd seenmed heartl ess—putting his faith before the life of
his wife.

But here on the nmountain, alone in her tent and surrounded by a raging
blizzard, she was begi nning to understand. She felt so isolated and
hel pl ess, so powerless in the face of the ele-nments, so utterly dependent
on forces beyond her control, that it was easy to believe her fate was no
| onger in her own hands. She felt herself give sonething up—the pretense
that she could control things, that she was in charge—and at the sane
time she felt herself inviting sonmething else in

She wasn't quite sure what it was, but in the cold and the dark, it was a
conforting presence

She found hersel f thinking about what they had discovered. Her mnd was
reeling fromeverything they'd found on the ark. And she still couldn't
quite believe that she had actual ly been standi ng where Noah had st ood,
on the very sanme planks of wood. But the excitement was slowy being

repl aced by differ-ent thoughts and deeper feelings. She knew that for
Mur phy, the discovery of the ark was nore than just a spectacul ar
archaeol ogical find. It was proof that the Bible was literally true. And
not just the story of Noah and the ark.

It was proof that one judgnent had cone.

And that anot her was surely coming soon

If it came now, she wondered, would | be one of the ones on the ark? O
would I be one of the foolish ones who stayed outside, jeering and

l aughing until the floodwaters swept themaway into oblivion?

As a wave of exhaustion overcanme her, her |ast thoughts were a prayer. If
t he judgnent cones now, God, please |ook kindly on Murphy. If | can nake
a difference by praying about it, please spare him...



Isis didn't know how | ong she had been asleep. It was still dark in the
tent. The wind had stopped blowing and it was eerily silent. She reached
around until she found her rucksack and opened it. She noved her hand

t hrough the various itens until she found her headl anp and turned it on.
She gl anced at her watch, but the hands weren't noving. The battery nust
have di ed.

She unzi pped the tent and a pile of snow fell in on her. About six inches
of fresh snow lay on the ground, and it |ooked |ike nmore would be com ng.
She realized that no one would be coming for her. Not in the mddle of a
snowst orm

Isis began to think back to the nmountain-clinbing training she received
on Mount Rainier. | nmust eat and drink. | have got to keep up ny
strength, stay hydrat ed.

She began to rummage through the supplies until she found a small cooki ng
stove and a bottle of propane. It didn't seemthat there was nmuch in the
bottl e. She scooped up sone snow from outsi de before zi pping the tent

cl osed again. Then she be-gan the sl ow process of nelting snow for
drinking water and some soup.

After her neal, Isis tried to busy herself by checking the equi pmrent and
preparing to spend a cold night on the nountain. She tried not to think
about how scared she was. She didn't want to inagi ne what woul d happen if
no one cane for her. Could she possibly get down the nountain by hersel f?
She really hadn't paid attention to how they got to Canp 2. She had just
foll owed the other nmenbers of the team Wat woul d happen if she had to
cross a crevasse by herself or fell through a cornice?

"Ch, no!" she exclainmed. The light on the headl anp was be-ginning to
fade. Her battery was going. Quickly, she laid out inportant itens where
she could find them

And then it went dark.



FORTY- FOUR

AS MURPHY Z| GZAGGED his way up to the ark, he was thinking about Noah and
how he nust have begged people to conme aboard and escape CGod's judgnent.
And yet, only eight people were saved in the Fl ood.

He was i magi ning the awesone sense of responsibility, and Noah's sadness
at his failure to convince nore people of the truth of his nmessage. And
he began to feel sone of the same wei ght of responsibility hinself. Wen
t he next judgnent cones, we have to nmake sure nore people heed God's
war ni ngs, he thought to hinself.

Mur phy clinbed up the snowbank next to the ark and stepped onto the roof.
He bent down and examni ned the wood, amazed at the preservative qualities
of the pitch.

He craw ed through one of the wi ndow openings to the wal kway, put on his
headl anp, and proceeded down the ranp to the middle floor. The ark was
strangely silent.

"Col onel Hodson! Professor!" he called out. But there was no reply. Just
a ghostly echo.

He continued down the ranps until he cane to the bottomfloor. He yelled
several nore tines. Were could they be?

Al of Murphy's alert buttons were flashing red. Slowy he entered the
roomthat contained the | arge wooden chest. He took a quick glance
around, his light following his turning head. He didn't see anything. He
was | ooki ng the other way when his feet hit something on the floor. He
shined his light down into the face of Professor Reinhold.

Qui ckly bendi ng down, he felt for a pulse. Nothing. Looking nore closely,
he noticed that Reinhold s neck seened to be at an odd angle, as if he'd
broken it.

O soneone had broken it for him

Suddenly things started to click into place. So Hodson had kill ed Val dez.
And now Rei nhol d. Hodson had seenmed ex-trenely interested in the

Phi | osopher's Stone. Wth Mirphy out of the way, he'd taken the
opportunity to get rid of Reinhold and take the crystals for hinself.

Mur phy | ooked around. The box seened to be gone.

So was Hodson al ready making his way down the nountain with his booty? O
did he have a rendezvous wi th soneone el se? Anot her chopper, perhaps?

O was he waiting in the shadows for Miurphy to return? Miurphy shined his
headl i ght around the roomin a wide arc. He couldn't see anyone. And
surely Hodson woul d have just taken himout with his machine pistol by
now, knowi ng that Mirphy was unarnmed. There was no reason to skulk in the
dar k.

Then the beam of his light caught sonething, and his breath stopped in
his throat.

Perched on a crossbeam was Hodson's head.

Before he could react, he heard a voi ce.

"You know, Murphy, these singing swords really live up to their nane.
That Tubal -cain was one smart guy. Poor old Hodson's head just dropped
like a ripe peach. Even if he'd been alive |'m sure he woul dn't have felt
a thing."

Suddenly one of Tubal -cain's crystal lights flashed on, and Murphy saw a
bl ack-cl ad man | oungi ng against the far wall. "Talon!"



"Got it in one," Talon said gleefully, stepping forward. "For a professor
of biblical archaeol ogy you' re surprisingly sharp.” And he swung the
singing sword in a wide, lazy circle in front of him Behind him Mirphy
coul d see a bul gi ng rucksack.

For a nmonent, Mirphy was too full of rage to register fear. Al he wanted
to do was close the distance between themand tear Talon apart with his
bare hands.

Then there was a flash as the sword was | aunched through the air like a

m ssile. Murphy ducked instinctively, but the throw had been ainmed in a
different direction. The sword point penetrated deeply into a wooden wal |
to his left with a noise |like a cleaver chopping through a carcass.
"Fair's fair," said Talon. "You don't seemto have your bow this tine,
and | really wouldn't want an unfair advantage." Hs bright teeth flashed
inagrin. "You know what a gentleman | amat heart."

Mur phy fought to control his enotions. Anger could |lead to bad judgnent.
He needed to be cool. He had to push thoughts of Laura out of his nind.

O herwi se, Talon was going to w n.

And it was inperative that Talon not win. He couldn't be al-lowed to wal k
off with the marvels of the ark

He | ooked into the eyes of the nan who had crushed Laura's throat

the man who had shot Hank Baines . . . the man who had tried to nurder
Isis. And who now had kil led Hodson and Rei nhol d.

And he felt nothing

As they began to circle each other, the Iight fromthe vase on the floor
made their shadows huge on the walls. It |ooked |like some weird dance. A
dance of deat h.

"After | finish with you, I'mgoing to bury your precious ark with an
aval anche. You will be able to enjoy it forever, as your tonb." Tal on
| aughed suddenly. "lronic, isn't it—+o neet your end on the ark of
saf et y"

Murphy didn't react to Talon's goading. He was filled with a pure, white-
hot intensity that was beyond rage, beyond enp-tion. He tried to i magi ne
he was a weapon being w elded by a force greater than hinself.

Then Tal on struck. He covered the distance between themwith a junmp Kkick
to Murphy's face. Murphy | eaned to one side w thout changing his stance.
He felt the wind of Talon's foot as it creased his face, and struck out
with a back fist to the shoul -der blades as he passed by, making Tal on
stunbl e when he | anded. He quickly recovered and turned to face Mirphy.
"My, ny, Professor. You've been practicing.”

But Talon's first attack had not been serious. He was just testing

Mur phy' s reacti ons.

The next nonment he dropped low with a | eg sweep, and Murphy found hinsel f
tunbling to the floor. He managed to turn the fall into a forward roll
but as he got back to his feet, Talon delivered a solid side kick to his
ribs, sending himcrashing against the table.

Murphy rose and deliberately held what little breath he had left. His
body screanmed for air. Slowy, he forced the rest of the air out of his
| ungs, closed his nmouth, and sucked air in through his nose. Both of his
feet were planted solidly on the ground. He didn't feel any pain

Tal on advanced, smling.

He | aunched a vicious spinning back kick. Mirphy waited until the | ast
mllisecond before ducking under the kick and driving a pal mheel into
Talon's jaw, sending himsprawling. Talon picked hinmself up, rubbing his
jaw and frowni ng.



"Perhaps |'ve been underestimati ng you, Mirphy. You're a | ot sharper than
| remenber. So let's stop nessing around and cut to the chase."

He reached behind himand pulled two throwi ng knives fromhis belt.

Tal on smirked. "Not exactly the Marquis of Queensberry's rules, but who's
to know?"

He raised his arms and in a single notion threw the bl ades. Mirphy had
time to register a silvery blur of notion, and then without thinking he
dived to his right, connecting with the safety railing guarding the
central air shaft. The ancient wood shattered |ike matchsticks and he
tunbl ed down into the dark-ness. Talon raced over to the edge to hear a
muf fl ed thud as Murphy hit the floor below. He shone the vase down the
shaft until he could see Murphy's body |ying crunpled on the wooden
floor. He wasn't noving.

For a nonent Tal on considered junping down after him but it was too

ri sky. Murphy clearly wasn't goi ng anywhere, and even if he wasn't dead,
he soon woul d be when the aval anche struck

Tal on grabbed the rucksack, went up the ranp to the top level, and
crawl ed out one of the wi ndows. He stood on the roof and | ooked around.
He wanted to survey his escape route after planting the expl osive charge
to set off the avalanche. He fig-ured that it was about fifteen hundred
feet of steep clinbing be-fore he could place the device.

He began to work his way up the hill behind the ark. "Good-bye, Mirphy,"
he said to hinself.



FORTY- FI VE

BAYER, LUNDQUI ST, AND WH TTAKER sat in the Huey and wat ched the snow
covered | andscape unfold below them It had taken three days of tough
hiking to get to the ark. The journey back to Dogubayazit-—where hot
showers, comfortable beds, and plentiful food awaited themwoul d take
only an hour and twenty minutes. For the first tinme in days, they allowed
t hemsel ves to rel ax. The hard work was over

"Hey, Vern, can you land this thing on that |evel spot next to the
gorge?" Whittaker was pointing dowmn to the right.

"What for?"

"I want a shot of the helicopter with Ararat in the back-ground. Al |
woul d need is a couple of flybys. Ten m nutes, nax."

"Sure. Not a problem That is, if | can have a nice big print for Julie
and Kevin."

Wi ttaker laughed. "I think that can be arranged. 1'Il take the other
satellite phone with me. 1'll call you fromthe ground and gi ve you
directions, so | can get the best possible shot."

Wi ttaker craw ed in back and expl ained the plan to Bayer and Lundqui st.
They nodded and smiled. \Wittaker rummaged through his rucksack, renoving
itenms he woul dn't need, while Peterson gently |anded the Huey on the

| evel patch of rocky ground.

"G ve ne about two minutes to set up and then nake a pass by fromthe
south at about a hundred feet off the snow |[|'Il call you and tell you
what woul d be the best shot after that."

"Roger!" said Peterson, giving Wittaker the thunbs-up sign as the

phot ographer junped out.

Wi tt aker wat ched the helicopter rise again, then sweep off to the south.
He waited until it was out of sight before pushing the buttons on the
satellite phone.

"Hey, Vern. Can you hear ne?"

"Loud and dear, Larry."

"Great. Make your first pass by, then go out about a half mle and turn
around and cone back. I'Il filmyou all the way." "Roger that!"

Peterson made the first pass with Ararat in the background. The air was
so clear, Wiittaker could see the smling expres-sions on the faces of
Bayer and Lundqui st. Both were wavi ng.

Wi ttaker took several nore shots on the second pass, then picked up the
phone agai n.

"Can you take her down into the gorge, out of ny line of sight, and then
cone straight back up? It would nake a spec-tacul ar shot, having the
heli copter rise out of nowhere with the sunmt of Ararat in the
background. Keep rising 'til | tell you to stop and then just hover."

"Pi ece of cake," Peterson repli ed.

The Huey turned and di sappeared over the Iip of the gorge. There was
silence, then Wiittaker could hear the sound of the bl ades getting | ouder
again. The Huey | ooked as if it were rising straight out of the snow
Awesone, thought Wittaker. That shot has award-winning witten all over
it. Such a shane no one will ever see it.

"Good- bye, Vern, thanks for the ride."



Pet er son sounded confused. "What did you say, Larry?" Wiittaker didn't
reply. He put the satellite phone back in his pack and pulled out a smal
control box.

He | ooked up and saw the helicopter turn in a tight circle before
droppi ng back toward the gorge.

"You got good survival instincts, Vern," Wittaker nmuttered to hinself.
"But not good enough."

He pressed the red button just as the Huey di sappeared into the gorge.
The t hunder of the explosion was foll owed a nmonent |ater by a nushroomn ng
orange fireball, and then bl ackened debris began raini ng down.

Wi ttaker jogged twenty yards farther away fromthe gorge until he was
out of range of the falling debris. He quickly packed his canera gear and
rearranged everything in his rucksack. He took out an energy bar and
chewed for a while as he |ooked at the beauty of the snowcapped sumnmt,
then tossed the wapper on the ground and watched it bl ow away in the
breeze.

He sighed. "It really would have been nicer to get a ride down to
Dogubayazit," he said to hinself. "But what the heck. Ajob's a job."
He di al ed another nunmber on the satellite phone. "Wittaker here. It's
done." He listened for a nonent. "Survivors? No way. That baby went up
like the Fourth of July."

As Wittaker started trudging down the trail toward Dogubayazit, the
charred remai ns of the Huey sank deeper into the snow lining the side of
the gorge, sending a cascade of rocks rattling down into the abyss.
Thirty yards away, Vern Peterson lifted his head and opened his eyes. He
tried to turn his head to see if Bayer or Lundqui st had managed to junp
intime, but he knew in his heart they had perished in the fireball. It
was the sixth sense of a conbat veteran that had saved himand only by a
hair's breadt h.

He fell back into the snow again and closed his eyes. His thoughts turned
to Vietnam He imagined he was lying in a rice paddy, trying to keep
still to conserve energy. Waiting for themto send anot her chopper to get
hi m

But this was Mount Ararat.

Who was going to save hi m now?



FORTY- SI X

AZGADI AN STOPPED IN HI' S TRACKS when he heard the noise. He had |ived on
Ararat fromthe time he was a snmall boy and had becone accustoned to the
sounds of the mountain. But that sound was different. It wasn't a rock or
snow aval anche. It was a sound he had never heard before.

Still, he instinctively knew what it was.

He | ooked in the direction of the echoing boom but coul d see nothing.
Then he caught sight of what |ooked |ike snmoke in the distance, toward

t he gorge.

He had seen the helicopter fly toward Canp 2 and then to-ward the gorge
as he was clinbing to the ark by a different route. Surely if it had
fallen into the gorge, no one could have survived.

Azgadi an qui ckened his pace. He wasn't far fromthe plateau at the bottom
of the valley below the ark. Soon he reached the | evel ground and | ooked
up at the ark. He could see no one, but sonething didn't feel right.

He was about halfway to the ark when his sharp eyes detected novenent in
the snowfield above it. He squinted at the sea of white. Then he saw
someone in a white polar outfit zigzagging up the steep slope. What is he
doi ng up there? An aval anche coul d be set off at any tine. He woul d not
survive, and the ark woul d be covered with tons of snow.

Soon Azgadi an reached the base of the ark and clinbed up the snowbank
before stepping onto the roof. He glanced up the hill above him The man
inthe white suit was still noving up the snowfi el d.

Azgadi an reached into his pack and pulled out a flashlight. He clinbed

t hrough one of the wi ndows and di sappeared into the ark. He paused for a
nonent and |istened. Everything was silent except for his breathing. He
wal ked down the ranp to each floor and | ooked about.

Rei nhol d' s body was cold when he found it. Hodson's was still warm as it
lay in a cooling pool of blood. Then he | ooked up and saw t he head.
Gaspi ng in shock, he nmade the sign of the cross and nmut-tered an ancient
prayer.

Did the man in the white suit kill then? Wat evil is this?

As he was hurrying fromthe roomhe saw the broken rail by the air shaft.
He approached cautiously and shone his torch down into the blackness. At
the bottom he could see another body. He was about to turn away when he
saw t he man's chest noving

He's still alive. |I've got to get himout of here before he freezes to
deat h.

Azgadi an clinbed down to the | owest | evel and exam ned the injured man
He recogni zed the man who had spoken to hi mabout the ark. Wth a huge
effort, he hefted Murphy onto his shoulder, then carried himup to the
top floor, shoving himgently out the wi ndow onto the roof. He then ran
down the ranps back to the roomw th the wooden chest. He found Hodson's
and Rei nhold's rucksacks and grabbed a sl eeping bag, a rope, and both ice
axes before hurrying back up the ranps.



On the roof, Azgadi an again searched the snowfield above the ark. The man
inthe white suit was still clinmbing intently, as if he knew exactly what
he was doi ng.

He was going to start an aval anche.

Azgadi an quickly tied the rope around Miurphy's chest, then tossed the ice
axes off the ark along with the sleeping bag. He dragged Mirphy over to

t he edge, grabbed the rope, and began |owering himto the snow bel ow
Azgadi an clinbed down the snowbank, took out his knife, and cut the rope
into two pieces. He cut a hole on each side of the sl eeping bag and ran
ends of the two ropes through before tying themto the bag. Then he took
the other two ends and tied each of themto an ice ax.

He dragged Murphy over to the sleeping bag and eased hi minside. He drove
the two axes into the snow and pushed Murphy to the top of the snowfield.
The sl eeping bag slipped over the edge and started sliding down the hill
When the bag hit the end of the ropes, the ice axes held.

Azgadi an then pulled one of the ice axes out and drove it into the snow
two feet below the other ax. He repeated theprocess with the second ax.
Gradual ly he began to | ower Murphy down the vall ey.

When Azgadi an had reached the plateau at the bottom he |ooked up at the
snowfield above the ark. The man in the white suit had stopped.

Azgadi an dragged Murphy across the plateau and began to | ower hi m down
the other side of the nountain. By the time they heard the expl osion and
the distant runbl e of the ava-lanche, they were safe.

He stopped briefly to listen to the | ast sounds of the aval anche. He

i magi ned the snow filling the enpty ark and piling on top of it. In his
heart, he knew he woul d never see the ark again.

It was growing dark by the tinme Azgadi an reached the cave. He lit his
torch and placed it in a holder on the wall, then be-gan to heat sone
soup on his propane stove. Soon the air in the cave began to warm He
unzi pped the sl eeping bag and checked Mirphy's body tenperature. He
couldn't detect any broken bones.

Azgadi an placed several thick furs over the sleeping bag be-fore eating
his soup and a hunk of dry bread. When he had fin-ished, his brow was
creased in thought. He had sone hard decisions to make. |f Mirphy

regai ned consciousness during the night, he needed to get sone warm
liquid into himor he would surely be dead before norning.

But he knew now t he sound he had heard had been the hel -icopter crashing
into the gorge. If anyone was still alive on that nountainside, they

woul dn't be able to survive much [ onger without help.

He put his hands together in prayer and asked for gui dance.

After a few nminutes he heard a noise at the entrance to the cave. As
quietly as he could, he took his staff fromwhere it was | eani ng agai nst
the wall and crept forward. Anyone coming in would have to bend down as

t hey squeezed through the narrow entrance, and that would give himhis
chance.

Azgadi an held hinmself in readi ness as soneone pushed aside the furs
sealing the entrance, then he raised the staff above his head. One nore
step and

As the staff whooshed down, he caught sight of a pale, pointed face
surmounted by a wild nmop of red hair.

The face | ooked up at him and screaned.

He diverted his swing just in tinme, the staff clattering harmlessly
against the floor. It was the wonan. He sniled reassur-ingly and hel d out
his hand. Still trenbling, Isis took it and followed himinto the cave.



Azgadi an poi nted down to Mirphy.

"It is good you have cone. God has heard ne and answered ny prayers."
Azgadi an briefly explained to Isis about the heli-copter crash and how he
had found Murphy. "I nust go now. Stay with him If he wakes, he nust
drink. There is soup by the fire. I will be back in the norning, God
willing."

He wrapped his cloak around himand hefted his pack. He turned before
slipping out of the cave. The wonman was kneel -i ng over the unconsci ous
man, a | ook of infinite tenderness on her face.

| f anyone can save him Azgadi an t hought, she can.



FORTY- SEVEN

| SIS SPENT THE NI GHT tal king gently to Miurphy, pray-ing that the sound of
her voice mght wake himfromthe conma.

"Il admit it, | was nore afraid of staying in that tent than of
anything. | thought |'d go mad. So when the wi nd di ed dowmn and the snow
stopped, | thought 1'd see how far down the nmountain | could get." She

| aughed. "Conpletely crazy, | know, but | probably had lost ny wits a
little by then. If another bliz-zard had come and |'d | ost ny way, |
can't imagine what | woul d have done. Anyway, it wasn't long before | saw

this light up on the mountainside. At first | was terrified. |I thought it
m ght be a cave used by nore of the rebels or . . . or, | don't know what
| thought. But sonething made me clinb up here." Isis | ooked at him as
his chest gently rose and fell, and she brushed away a tear. "lI'mso gl ad
| did."

"Me too."

"Mur phy! "

H s eyes were open and he was trying to smle.

| sis grabbed one of his hands and squeezed it tightly be-tween her own.
"You' re awake. Ch, thank God!"

She was | aughing and crying at the sane tinme, then she let go of his hand
and forced herself to be practical. He wasn't out of the woods yet. She
went over to the fire and brought back a canteen of soup.

Murphy started to rmunbl e and she put a finger to his lips.

"Don't talk. Just try to eat sonme of this. Azgadian told nme it has
healing herbs in it. He's the one who found you in the ark. He carried
you back here to the cave."

She started spooning the liquid into his nobuth but he waved her hand
away. "Were's Azgadi an?" he asked hoarsely. "Wy isn't he here?"

She sighed. "The helicopter—+there was a crash. He's gone to see if there
were any survivors."

Mur phy gr oaned.

"He has another cave, a bigger one, farther down the noun-tain nearer the
gorge. Wen you're strong enough we're going to try and get down to it.
Now shush. There's nothing we can do. Try and eat."

Murphy | ay back. He suddenly felt too weak to think, |let alone speak.

Gradual 'y, through the night, the herbs did their work. By norning,
Murphy felt as if he had a massive hangover and had gone ten rounds wth
M ke Tyson, but otherwise he felt re-markably good. He was determ ned to
get down to Azgadi an's second cave to see if anyone had survived the
hel i copter crash

Two hours of strenuous hiking later, Isis spotted a wide opening in the
nmount ai nside, thirty yards or so above the trail

"This has to be it," she said.

The cave entrance was only slightly | arger than the one where they had
spent the night, but inside it seened huge. It was also filled with
supplies. There was a small kitchen area with a propane stove, a roughly
made tabl e, and a couple of chairs. Furs were spread on the ground |ike
rugs, and a nunber of curious paintings hung on the walls. They were
ancient with grine but seemed to depict the building of the ark, then the



ark floating on the Flood, and finally the aninals being |l ed out onto dry
land, with a rainbow in the background.

"Azgadi an!" Miurphy called out. "Are you here?"

A fur was pushed aside, revealing a sl eeping area. Azgadi an stood,

sm ling.

"It is good you are here. Your friend, she has |ooked after you well."
Murphy took Isis's hand in his. "Yes, she has. But you are the one who

saved ne fromthe ark, | believe. | owe you ny life."
Azgadi an bowed slightly and said not hing.
"Were there . . . ?" Mirphy asked hesitantly.

Azgadi an gestured for themto cone. They wal ked over to the sl eeping area
and saw a figure curled up on a nattress of straw. It was Vern Peterson.
"I's he okay?" Murphy asked, kneeling down.

"He will be. He has sonme bad cuts, and a sprained ankle, | think. | do
not know how he survived the expl osion.”
"It's amracle," Isis said with a smle. "I think |I'mbegin-ning to

believe in them"

Just then there was a shout, foll owed by a peal of raucous |aughter that
ended in a sustai ned bout of coughing.

Azgadian snmiled. "I think your friend fromthe helicopter has woken up."
Mur phy was huggi ng Peterson, tears strean ng down his face. "I can't tel
you how relieved | amto see you, Vern, old buddy!"

"Li kewi se," said Peterson, before subsiding into another fit of coughing
Murphy waited until his friend was breathing easier. "So what happened,
Vern? Are you the only one who nade it?"

Pet er son nodded sadly. "W were on our way down the nountain and

Wi ttaker asked me to put her down so he could take sone nore pictures.
W were talking on the satellite phones, and sonething he said just
didn't seemright. Then he took out sone sort of control box and | guess

my instincts just took over. | tried to take the chopper down into the
gorge so an electronic signal wouldn't reach it, but | figured it was
going to be too late and | just junped." H's voice choked with enotion.
"There wasn't tine to explain to Bayer and Lundquist. | was hoping they'd
just follow ne out, but | guess they . . ." He couldn't go on

Mur phy's jaw was clenched in anger. "Wiittaker. | was | ook-ing in the

wong place the whole tine."

"What about the rest of then?" Vern asked, trying to sit up. "Were are
Rei nhol d and Hodson?"

"Dead," said Mirphy.

"How?" asked Peterson incredul ously.

Murphy had difficulty saying the word. "Talon. He's pure evil, and he
nmust have been tracking us all the way to the ark. He alnost killed ne
too. I'd be buried under an aval anche right nowif it wasn't for Azgadi an
here. Whittaker nmust have been working with Tal on. They were trying to

wi pe out the whole team" He turned to Isis. "Thank God you did | eave the
canp and nmanage to find the cave. Gherwise I'll bet Talon woul d have
cone | ooking for you too."

I sis pal ed, imagining another confrontation with Tal on

Peterson was trying to make sense of it all. "But | don't un-derstand,
Murph. Why did this Talon guy want us all dead? Wat was he after?"

"The secrets on the ark," Mirphy said sinply. "Reinhold fig-ured out that
the bronze plates we found were a set of instruc-tions—nstructions for
what he called the Philosopher's Stone."

Pet er son | ooked puzzl ed.



"A method for turning one elenment into another. Say, lead into gold. O
pl ati num Accordi ng to Reinhold, anyone who had the trick of nmaking
unlimted supplies of platinumwould be able to control the world's
energy supplies. That's a secret sonme people would be willing to kil

for, I'd say."

Peterson was trying to absorb what Mirphy was saying. "And this Tal on
character—he wants to take over the world?" Mirphy | ooked grim "I don't
know what notivates Talon, apart froma love of killing for the sake of
it. But the people he works for, yes."

"And who the heck are they?"

"I wish | knew, Vern. | wish | knew. All I"'mcertain of is that they're
evil and they have to be stopped."”

Mur phy stood up and turned to Azgadi an, who had been listening with an

i nterested expression. "Azgadian, you have saved ny life twi ce now, and
nmy friend Vern's too. W can never repay you for what you have done. But
tell me, why have you chosen this strange life on the nmountai n? Wiy are
you here?"

Azgadi an | ooked at them seriously. "It is right you should know. I am one
of the guardi ans of the sacred ark. For centuries ny fanly has been
doing this. It goes all the way back to a nonk nanmed St. Jacob. He
charged my Arnenian ancestors with the task of guardi anship over the Ark
of Noah. My relatives and friends fromthe village bel ow keep ne
supplied. I will watch the nountain for two years and then soneone wll
replace nme for a while. Then | will come back again."

Vern was shaking his head in disbelief. "Now |l really have heard it all."
"Have there been many who have found the ark and taken relics?" asked

Mur phy.

"A few, over the centuries," Azgadian replied. "But we were able to get
nost of the sacred objects back."

"Way did you tell us where the ark could be found? Wiy didn't you just
et us search like all the other explorers?" Isis asked.

Azgadi an turned to Murphy. "There was sonet hi ng about you and your
sincerity. Your strength of purpose. | could tellyou were not here to

pl under the ark. For sone years now we have been waiting for the right
man to cone seeking the ark. It is witten that there is a coning evil in
this world. It will be so wicked and ungodly that many will be |ed
astray." He nodded to hinmself. "This man you call Talon. | believe he
must be a part of it. W think that it is God's time to unveil the ark to
remnd the world of His judgnent agai nst wi ckedness. W think you m ght
be the man to do this."

M chael suddenly didn't have any words. He felt like Mdses when CGod told
himto lead the children of Israel. Mses had asked God to choose soneone
el se. At that nmonent Murphy very much wanted to beli eve soneone el se
someone better and stronger than he, could be chosen

"But the ark is gone, Azgadian, isn't it?"

Azgadi an shook his head sadly. "The aval anche buried it un-der nany tons

of snow. But its resting place was al ways unsta-ble. | believe the
remai ns may now be lost in a crevasse created by the glacier. Perhaps no
one will ever see it again.”

| sis gasped. "Then how will we prove it was there? What about the
artifacts?"

Mur phy groaned. "My rucksack! | left it near the ark where Vern could
pick it up. Maybe it's still there!"



He started to nake for the cave entrance, but Azgadi an put a gentle hand
on his shoul der. He shook his head. "It is gone," he said.

Mur phy put his head in his hands. "Then Tal on has the bronze plates. He
has the secret!"

"And the proof of the ark's existence," added Isis.

Mur phy thought for a noment. "Azgadi an, you have al ready done so nmuch for
us. |If you could look after ny friend Vern here until he is well enough

to return to Dogubayazit, you will have ny eternal gratitude. | wsh
could repay you in some way for your courage and your kindness."
Azgadi an waved hi maway. "It is the guardians' duty to |look after the

seekers if they are pure in heart. You owe ne nothing. But | would ask
one thing of you. Wen God calls on you to be H s nessenger, do not
di sregard Hm"

Murphy held his gaze. "I'lIl do ny best to do God's will, whatever it is.”
He turned to Isis, taking her gently by the shoul ders.
"You stay here too, Isis. |I'msure Azgadian could do with sonme help

| ooking after Vern."
She narrowed her eyes. "And what exactly will you be doing all this
tinme?"

Mur phy paused. "I'mgoing after Talon."

A cocktail of enotions flashed through her green eyes. "Bl ast you,

Mur phy. You think you can do everything on your own, don't you? Wll, not
this time."

"What do you nean?"
She had a defiant | ook on her face. "lI'mgoing with you, of course."



FORTY- El GAT

SHANE BARRI NGTON rai sed his antique crystal goblet and proposed a toast.
"To us. And to many nore nonents like this."

They clinked gl asses and each took a mouthful of the vintage chanpagne.
"Well, | must adnmit | was di sappoi nted when you cancel ed our di nner
engagenent, but | guess this makes up for it," Stephanie said with a
dazzling smle.

In fact, the setting Barrington had chosen was far nore i mpressive than
the nost glitzy of downtown restaurants. The top fl oor of the Barrington
Conmruni cations buil di ng had been transforned into a florist's fantasy.
Every surface seened to be covered with flowers. Huge sprays adorned
every corner, there were rose petals scattered over the floor, and the
whol e room was awash in their scent.

Barrington snmiled back. "I just wanted to show nmy appre-ciation for al
your hard work, Stephanie. And nore inpor-tant, for your loyalty. | know
how you like to ask questions all the time—+t's your job, after all. But

you never question any-thing | ask you to do. That's inportant. That's
why | can trust you."

St ephani e chose her next words carefully. "I'"msure there's always a good
reason for your decisions. | don't need to ask why all the tine. You're
t he boss, after all."

He raised his glass again and drained the rest of his cham pagne in one
gulp. "Right. But | know deep down you must find it tough to hold that
reporter's tongue of yours. So as a special treat tonight, I'mgoing to
| et you ask ne anything you want. And |I'Il tell you the answer."
Stephanie tried to keep her smle in place, but under the surface she was
worried. When she'd first agreed to becone Barrington's mstress and do
what ever he commanded, she'd naturally been curious about a |ot of

t hi ngs. Why was he pur-suing his aggressive canpai gn agai nst evangeli cal
Christians? Wiy was he so interested in Mchael Mirphy? And how did he
appear to know some stories were going to break before they'd even
happened? But she'd gradually learned to sup-press her curiosity. That
was the price she had to pay, after all.

But there was al so another reason for not asking questions. She was
afrai d of the answers.

She was smart and experienced enough to know that people |ike Shane
Barrington didn't get to the top of the corporate pile by playing by the
rul es. She had no doubt he had a few skele-tons rattling around in his
closet. Perhaps even literally. That wasn't what bothered her

What bot hered her was her grow ng conviction that Barrington was doi ng
somet hi ng nore than naki ng noney, nore than just accumul ati ng power for
hinsel f. He was doing sonething . . . evil.

She surprised herself by even thinking the word. It wasn't part of her
vocabul ary. Sure, she'd used it plenty of times in her nore sensationa
TV reports when describing rapists or serial killers, but she hadn't
meant it literally. It was just a word you used to spice things up.

But the nore tinme she spent with Barrington, the nore she thought it
really neant sormething

And the nore she wondered how she was going to ever get away from him



"Ckay," she said finally. "Here's a question. How did you know M chael
Mur phy was pl anni ng an expedition to find Noah's Ark? And how did you
know before any of the other networks that FBlI agent, Hank Bai nes, had
been shot ?"

Barrington's face darkened. "That's two questions, Stephanie.”

He | ooked at her intently, his eyes boring into hers, and she suddenly
felt she'd gone too far. But then his expression |ight-ened, and he

| aughed.

"Well, they're connected, so | guess | can count it as one question. But
before | answer, you have to prom se ne sone-thing, Stephanie."

She gul ped. "Sure."

"Pronmise me you won't do anything foolish, so |I'd be forced to ..

di spose of you. |'ve grown very fond of you, Stephanie. |'d hate our
relationship to end in tragedy."

Now she really was scared. "Look, if you don't want to tell me, that's

fine. I was just naking conversation."

"No, no," he insisted. "A promise is a pronise." He |laughed again. "Even
fromme. I'll tell you what you want to know. And then," he added

om nously, "you'll be part of the famly."

"Ckay," she whispered, hardly able to speak.

Abruptly, Barrington stood up and wal ked to the w ndow, |ooking down over
the brightly Iit streets many stories bel ow.

"I was going out of business," he began, still |ooking out the w ndow.
"My conpany had nassive debts, which |I'd nanaged to hide with sone
creative accounting, but | wasn't going to be able to do it for nuch

| onger. And there was sonme other stuff | could have gone to jail for too
i f anyone found out. Well, soneone did find out. And they put a gun to ny
head and nade ne one of those offers you can't refuse. They'd inject five
billion into the business to make it the biggest conmunications conpany
inthe world. To put ne where | amtoday. And all | had to do in return
was help themin their enterprise."

The words were out of Stephanie's nouth before she could stop them "And
what enterprise was that?"

He turned back to her and smled griny. "Why, to take over the world, of
course. "

He sat back down opposite her, filled his glass, and quickly drained it.
"And what has all that got to do with Mirphy and Noah's Ark? You see

t hese people | work for, these people who own nme, are hell-bent on
establishing a one-world government. A one-world religion too. And people
i ke Murphy, they see it all coming, in the Bible. So they have to be
stopped. Before they can persuade people to resist."

"And the ark?"

"Ah, yes, the ark. If the ark was found sitting on Munt Ararat, that
would be a blowto ny friends. It would show that the Bible was true. It
woul d make people think what the Bible said about the one-world

gover nnent was true too. You can see why they wouldn't want that."

St ephani e nodded, not sure what to say. Her brain was reel-ing from
Barrington's bizarre confession. Was incredible stuff like this really
happening in the worl d? And was she really caught up in the mddle of it?
"And Bai nes? What was their problemw th hinP"

"I'"'mnot sure. | think ny enployers had a connection inside the CIA and
Bai nes was about to expose it. So they dealt with him"
Stephanie felt as if she was in free fall, as if she was stuck in an

el evator hurtling toward the ground—except there was no ground. This



el evator was going to keep on falling until . . . until it reached hel
itself.

But then, unexpectedly, she started to hear a voice at the back of her
mnd. A voice of hope. Alittle voice telling her that naybe this was her
chance for redenption. Her chance to prove that she wasn't all bad. If
Barri ngton was going to trust her with his secrets, if she could keep his
trust so he didn't dispose of her, then maybe she coul d make a difference
after all.

Al ready she was formng a plan in her mnd. The first thing she needed to
do was to contact Murphy.

But where was he?



FORTY- NI NE

MURPHY STOPPED IN THE middle of a narrow street crowded with tiny shop
fronts and put his hands on his hips.

"They all look the same to ne, Isis. How are we ever going to find the
right place?"

"It can't be far away," she said. "W were near the museum when that guy
accosted us, and then we foll owed him for about five mnutes. It has to
be within a one-mle radius of the museum"

"One mle. That's a lot of alleys, a lot of buildings that |ook exactly
the same. It could take forever."

Mur phy suddenly wi nced.

"I's it your leg?" Isis asked, |ooking concerned.

"It's nothing," he said, rubbing his thigh. "I'mfine."

Isis tutted. "You nmust have fallen thirty feet, and onto a hard wooden
floor. It would be anazing if you didn't have sonme injury to show for it.
Wiy can't you nen just admit it when you're hurt?"

"That's a discussion for another place and another tine. Wen we' ve found
the bronze plate. And when we've found Talon.”

"Have it your own way," Isis said. She turned in a slowcir-cle. "This
way, " she suddenly pointed. Gitting his teeth as he linped after her
Mur phy fol lowed farther down the street.

"W were wal ki ng south, then we doubl ed back to try and shake him off,
then he took us off in another direction ... west. So . . ." She took a
hairpin left, Miurphy struggling to keep up, then a right into an alley
choked with carts |aden with oranges and |ines. They squeezed their way
t hrough and then they were in a wider street |ined with ancient-I|ooking
wooden doorways.

"This is starting to look fanmiliar," Mirphy said.

"I think so too," said Isis. "Wich neans round that corner should be an
archway, and through it

They hurried around the corner. There indeed was a | ow arch. They
exchanged gl ances and ducked under the arch, enter-ing a tiny courtyard
littered with rusting notorcycle parts.

"Did | ever tell you you're a genius?" Mirphy exclai med.

"Not nearly often enough," Isis replied with a grin. She pointed at a
door that had once, many years ago, been painted blue. "Conme on, this
must be the one."

Mur phy rapped on the door, then stood back and waited. He rapped again,

| ouder. Still there was no sound of anyone in-side the house.

Then he heard the unni stakabl e noise of a gun being racked and he | ooked
upward. A blond man with a thin beard was | eani ng out of a second-story
wi ndow, pointing a punp-action shotgun. Mirphy knew there was no chance
of escape. The field of fire was too wi de.

"What do you want here?" the man shout ed.

Murphy wal ked in front of Isis. If the man fired, perhaps he could at

| east shield her fromthe blast. "W're | ooking for soneone. A big man
Gray hair, wears a long |l eather coat."

"My brother, Amn."

"Yes, do you know where we can find hinP"

"Sure. But you'll need to take a shovel if you want to talk to him |
buri ed hima week ago."



I sis gasped. She had experienced too many deaths in the |ast few days.
"I"'msorry. We didn't know. "

"How do | know it wasn't you who killed hinP" asked the blond man. "Maybe
| shoul d take ny revenge now. "

Murphy held his hands up. "Look, if we'd done it, why would be | ooking
for himnow? W had no idea.”

The bl ond man thought about it for a nonment, then di sap-peared back
inside. A few nonents later the door opened and he beckoned them across
the threshold at gunpoint.

The room was exactly as they renenbered it. The only dif-ference was the
dull reddish stain against one wall. Isis tried not to think about what
it neant.

The bl ond man gestured for themto sit.

"Why are you | ooking for ny brother?"

"He had sone artifacts, some things he clained were taken from Noah's
Ark. They cane fromthe nuseum" expl ai ned Murphy. He was careful not to
say stolen fromthe nuseum "He offered to sell themto us, but when we
cane back the next day he was gone. Or that's what we thought.”

"Gone, yes, and to hell probably,"” said the blond man, spit-ting noisily
on the floor. "Sonmeone el se wanted these things, | think. Someone who
didn't want to pay for them"

"They' re gone?" |sis asked.

The bl ond man waved his arm "See for yourself."

Wth one eye on their host, Isis and Murphy carefully searched the room
There was no doubt about it. The bronze plate was gone.

"So now he has all three," Mirphy said forlornly.

"Who? You know the man who did this?" asked the blond man, his voice

ur gent .

Mur phy nodded.

"Can you tell me what he | ooks Iike?"

An image of Talon's long, pale face with its dark eyes sud-denly sprang
into Isis's mnd, as sharp as a photograph. "That won't be a problem"”
she sai d.

"But what good would it do?" Mirphy asked. "He isn't in Erzurum any

| onger, you can bet your bottomdollar on that."

"Qur famly, it is very big. | have cousins all over Turkey. |If this nman
is still inthe country, we can find him"

Mur phy t hought he knew what kind of "famly" the blond man was referring
to. "I understand. Let's nmake a deal. If we give you a description of
this man, you nmust promise to tell us if anyone in your ... famly finds
him | want to deal with himnyself."

The bl ond man stroked his chin for a few nonents, cradling the shotgun in
his lap. "Then you nust nmake nme a pronise. |If you catch him you nust
kill him"

Murphy bit his Iip, contradictory enotions flooding through him Isis

| ooked at him wondering what he was going to say. She knew how powerf ul
was the instinct for revenge when a | oved one had been killed, but could
he make such a promise as a Christian?

"I prom se,"” Mirphy said.



FI FTY

IT WAS EARLY in the norning when they first heard the sound. Dressing

qui ckly, Noah's fanily gathered on the wal kway above the third fl oor.
They forced open one of the wi ndows, only to be blown back by a fierce

wi nd. The wi ndow sl ammed shut in their faces.

"What is happening, Father?" asked Ham "The waters have been cal m ever
since the tops of the nountains di sappeared under the waves. |Is God angry
about sonet hi ng? Have we done sonething wong? W' ve worked hard to | ook
after the animals."

"I don't know," Noah answered. "W are in God's hands. Surely He wll

tell us if we have failed to do His will."

The whole famly closed their eyes in prayer as they listened to the w nd
how i ng outside the ark

The wi nds continued unabated, day after day. Then one norni ng Noah heard
Japheth call out excitedly, "Father, conme quickly. Look out the wi ndow.
Over there. Do you see the top of the nountain?"

Noah stroked his long beard and nodded. "I think I know why God has sent
the strong winds. He is drying out the sea. The waters are re-ceding."

As the days went by, nore |and energed fromthe waters, noun-taintops
peeking through in all directions. They began to hope that they would
soon set foot on dry |and again.

Then one day they heard a massive grinding sound, and the ark cane to a
hal t.

Rushing to the third floor wal kway, they crowded around one of the

wi ndows. The sight took their breath away.

"Look!" shouted Ham "W're not floating anynore! Look outside! W're on
a nountain." And indeed, the great boat was wedged at the bottomof a
gulley on a rock-strewn nmountainside. It seenmed as if they only had to
reach out their hands and they could touch things they'd only dreaned
about for so long: earth, rocks, dirt.

"The waters have indeed greatly receded," said Noah with a smle. He put
hi s hand on Japheth's shoulder. "But we must be sure the earth is ready
again to receive all the animals."

"How wi I I we know?" asked Ham i npatiently.

"W will send out a raven to see if it can find a resting place,” replied
Noah.

Japheth fetched one of the ravens fromits cage. He held his hand over
its eyes until he was leaning right over the deck, then flung it into the
air. The raven squawked loudly, as if it had forgotten howto fly, then
with a few strong beats of its wings it disappeared up into the sky.

They waited eagerly, some unable to take their eyes fromthe hori-zon
Then a few hours later the raven returned. It had not found |and.

A week | ater Noah sent out a dove, but it returned even nore quickly than
t he raven.

"W' ve been on this boat for alnost a year," cried Naamah. "How nuch

| onger nust we endure this?"

"Have patience," said Noah. He knew this was the nost difficult tinme,
when the end seemed so near.

Anot her week passed, and Noah again sent out a dove. This time the dove
returned with a freshly plucked olive branch in its beak.



Everyone | ooked to Noah. Was this the sign they had been waiting for? "It
won't be long now," he said. "Just a little longer, | amcertain of it."
The third tine Noah rel eased the dove, it Al not return.

"Now we can | eave the ark," he announced. "Try the door and see if it
will open." Ham Shem and Japheth eagerly put their shoulders to the
door and pushed. They were deternined to finally escape the con-fines of
the ark that had been their home for so long it now seened |ike a prison
To their surprise it opened easily. As the light flooded in, they could
see green trees in the valley below The fresh air was the nost
wonder-ful thing they had ever tasted.

As they | aughed and hugged each other, it was Shem who brought them back
down to earth. "We will have to rig up the pulleys and | ower each ot her
down, along with our tools," he said. "W are going to have to build
another ranp to get the animals out of the ark."

The days passed quickly as they worked at fever pitch, constructing a
ranp to the third floor. Then the incredible exodus began. Noah's sons
ran along the stalls, opening cages, and two by two the vast sea of
living things charged, scurried, flew, scanpered, wiggled, and slithered
out of the ark and into a fresh new worl d.

Only the sacrificial animals remai ned. Noah and his famly stepped out
onto the sweet-snelling earth and imediately built an altar. They

t hanked God that their ordeal was over at last and their new life could

begi n.
They wal ked around slowy at first, unused to having solid, unnoving
ground beneath their feet, not quite believing that it was real. "Wat's

that in the sky?" asked Achsah, pointing to the east. Everyone turned and
| ooked. Their nouths opened i n wonder as they
behel d the multicol ored beauty of a great arc fram ng the sky.

Noah smiled. "That is a rainbow It is a promise to us from God that
He will never again bring a flood to cover the earth. It will be a
rem nder to all of our generations of H's faithful ness and nercy."
"Father, should | bring the things fromthe chest?" asked Shem "No, son.
Not yet. W nust first see where we shall live. W need to explore the
new country below. But we will return sonmeday soon for the gol den box of
Tubal -cai n and the bronKe plates."”
"What shall we call this place, Father?" asked Japheth.
Noah t hought for a nonent, |ooking out over the majestic | andscape of
rock and stone, with trees and grass farther down in the valley. W will
call it Ararat."
Hagaba | eaned over to Naamah and whi spered in her ear
"W shall also call it the place where you found out that you will soon
become a grandnot her. "



FI FTY- ONE

JOHN BARTHOLOVEW KNEW he was breaki ng one of his own unwitten rules, but
the circunmstances seened to de-nand it. Mst of the tinme, each menber of
the Seven led a per-fectly normal |ife, whether as a banker, |awer,
churchman, or general. No one would guess that they were part of a
conspiracy that ained to destroy the word nonetary system the rule of
law, the Christian church, and the nmlitary power of sovereign na-tions.
When they cane together, it was only at the castle, and only their nost
trusted |lieutenants witnessed their neetings or even knew t hey were
taking place. It was inperative that no one associ ated these seven people
with one another. So outside the confines of the castle they were

forbi dden fromever neeting, un-less by chance their business brought
them together fleetingly.But they were getting so close to their goal, so
close to total triunph, he felt he could relax the rules a little. Surely
what - ever happened, no one could stop them now.

He planted his ski poles firmy in the snow and | ooked back down the
gentl e slope. General Li was quickly closing the dis-tance between them
with firmstrides, closely followed by Mendez, red-faced and sweati ng but
clearly determ ned not to be beaten by his nuch fitter fell ow
conspirator. Sir WlliamMrton's portly frame was unni stakable at the
back of the group, gliding effortlessly over the snow as if by sone

di aboli-cal magic. Another man and two wonen trudged along in front of
him conpleting the Seven.

Bart hol onew waited until they had all caught up with himon the ridge.
The thin-faced, red-haired woman was about to nmake a coment about
wasting valuable tine, not to nmention effort, when there were stil

i mportant things to be done—when she glinpsed the view

In front of thema vast glacier stretched down into the val-1ey bel ow,
and beyond that a towering fortress of dark stone thrust up into the
clouds, like a skyscraper built by an ancient race of giants.

"Magni ficent, isn't it?" Barthol omew i ntoned.

"Sure, sure," cane a harsh Brooklyn accent. "Very pretty. Now, what's
this all about?"

Bart hol onew smiled indulgently. "I have brought you all here because |
want ed an appropriate setting for what | have to announce."

There was a hush as they waited for nore. Then a heavyset worman with

bl ond hair broke the silence inpatiently.

"I't's true, then! They have found the potassiumforty. W have the key to
eternal life in our grasp!"

Bart hol onew shook his head. "lI'msorry to di sappoint you, nmy dear. | know
you were hoping to preserve those lovely fea-tures for future generations
to admre. And perhaps it shall be so. But that was not what Tal on found
on the ark."

"Then what did he find?" asked Merton, intrigued.

"Something that will be of incalculable value in the next phase of our
operation. A technology that will enable us to con-trol all of the
worl d's energy supplies—that will make oil a thing of the past. |nagine

the power that will give us. It could bring forward the achi evenent of
our goal by years!"”
"And this was on the ark?" said General Li incredul ously.



"I ndeed," said Bartholonew. "It would seemour friend Noah was nuch nore
than just a zookeeper. He was the master of some ancient but highly
sophi sticated technol ogi es. Processes that were | ost when he left the
ark. "

"And Tal on now has thenP" said Merton.

Bart hol onew nodded. "He is on his way back."

"How soon will he get here?" said Mendez.

"He is taking a cautious route. He cannot risk being inter-cepted. He was
forced to terminate one of our friends fromthe CIA W nust anticipate
that they will use all of their resources to track himdown." He turned
to the red-haired woman. "You will rendezvous with himin Romania."

She nodded. "What about the other nenbers of the expedi-tion tean? Wo
el se knows about this technol ogy?"

"Tal on reports that every nmenber of the team has been eliminated, with
one exception—+the woman, |Isis MDonal d. Butshe is no threat to us. He
will deliver the ark's secret to us be-fore tying up that particul ar

| oose end."

Merton | ooked thoughtful. "Mirphy's dead, then?"

"And buried. Under a thousand tons of ice and snow. Along with Noah's
little boat, | mght add. Tal on has done exception-ally well, don't you
t hi nk? The ark has been destroyed."

Merton smiled. "And the story of Noah will perish with it."

"Aren to that," the red-haired worman | aughed.



FI FTY- TWD

THE FAT MAN SCRATCHED hi s stubble and carefully unfol ded the crunpl ed
sheet of paper, revealing a pencil drawing of a long-faced man with thin
lips and intense, dark eyes. It was only a sketch, but the contained
ferocity of his expression burned off the page.

On the other side of the table in the snoky back roomof the bar, Mirphy
and Isis waited patiently.

The fat man | ooked at the drawing closely, then held it at arm s | ength,
as if it was one of those optical illusions that re-veal a different
picture if you |l ook at thema certain way.

Finally the fat man sl apped his palmon the table, alnost knocking over a
hal f-fini shed glass of raki. "My cousin has seen him And anot her man.
They travel together, | think. In a board-inghouse near the docks." He
peered again at the sketch. "This is a very dangerous man. It is best if
you let us take care of himfor you."

Murphy | ooked at himsteadily. "Anin's brother promnised that you would

| eave himto us."

The fat man shrugged, as if it was of no concern to him "As you w sh

But a man like this, he is like a wolf that nust be killed quickly. Show
himmercy and he will tear your throat out."

Mur phy nodded solemly. "W know what he is. And what has to be done. So
where do we find hin®"

"He will not be in Istanbul for very long," the fat man said. "He and his
friend have booked passage on the Arcadia sailing to Constanta, Romani a.
The ship is leaving this afternoon. It will sail through the Strait of
Bosporus and into the Sea of Marmara. It will eventually reach the Bl ack
Sea and sail on to Romania."

Isis was puzzled. "Wy is he taking a pleasure crui se? Wy doesn't he
just get on a plane?"

"Because that's what we'd expect himto do," Mirphy said. "Wwo would

thi nk of |ooking for himon a boat?"

"Maybe there's sonme significance about Ronmania too," she added.

"Maybe. Whatever it is, we have to nmake sure he doesn't get there and
hand over the bronze plates to his nasters." Mirphy | eaned across the
table. "How can we get on the boat?" he asked.

The fat man sniled, showi ng a nouthful of gold teeth, then pulled an
envel ope out of the pocket of his |eather jacket and put it on the table.
"Your tickets," he said. "Have a pleasant trip."

The sun was going down as |sis and Murphy approached the docks, turning

I stanbul into a romantic real mof mnarets and w nding all eyways. For a
nmonent, Isis inmagined what it would be like to spend tinme there al one
with Murphy. It would be a perfect place for them a city brinmng with
history, just ask-ing to be explored. They coul d di scover its treasures

t oget her, and then perhaps they'd be able to find each other too.

Seeing the ship suddenly looning in front of her, Isis snapped out of the
fantasy and back to the present. They were not about to go on a romantic
vacation. They were about to step onto a boat where two killers were

wai ting for them

The | ast passengers were hurrying up the gangpl ank, and Mirphy broke into
a jog. "Come on, Isis, we have to hurry."



As they stepped onto the deck, Isis brought her sun hat | ower over her
face. Her red hair was tucked out of sight and a pair of sungl asses
covered her eyes, but she was still desperately afraid that Tal on would
recogni ze her before they spotted him As for Mirphy, as far as she could
tell, he was trusting nostly to the fact that Talon was convinced he was
dead. "He's arro-gant," he explained to her. "He won't believe that he

m ght have nmessed up." Even so, she insisted he wear his baseball cap | ow
over his face until they got to their cabin.

Once inside, she bolted the door, then stacked a chair against it, just
in case. Murphy | ooked at her quizzically. "W're |l ooking for him
renenber?" he said, trying to brighten her nmood. But it didn't work. She
went and sat on one of the tw n beds.

"So what do we do now?"

Mur phy sat on the other bed and put his hands behind his head. She had an
awful feeling he was preparing to take a nap

"W wait," he said.

"WAit? Until when?" She could hear her voice beginning to sound slightly

hysterical .

"Talon's a hunter," Miurphy said quietly. "And |ike nost hunters, he's
nore at hone in the dark. | think that's when he feels nost confortable.
He's also a loner. Growds aren't his style. | think he'll stay in his
lair until nmost of the passengers and crew are asleep. Then he'll cone
out to play."

Isis | ooked at her watch. It was going to be a long wait. She watched as
Murphy pulled a battered | eather-bound Bible out of his rucksack, turned
to the front, and began to read

When she felt the hand shaki ng her, she had no idea where she was. The
gentle notion of the boat riding the swell had soothed her into a deep

sl eep, and she was currently imagining herself striding through the thick
heather with her father, on their way to clinb sone favorite Hi ghland
peak.

Then she saw Murphy's face, and his expression of icy deter-mnation
brought her back to the present.

To Tal on.

They opened the door of the cabin and stepped out into the corridor.
Apart fromthe noise of the engines, all seened quiet. They clinbed a
steep flight of steps leading up to the main deck and Mirphy poked his
head out of a narrow doorway. After a few nonents he notioned to Isis to
foll ow hi monto the deck

"No sign of them"

It was the middle of the night, but a few couples were strolling hand in
hand or | eaning against the railings and gazing out into the darkness. A
sudden | augh made Isis dutch Muirphy's arm One of the coupl es swayed
drunkenly against the railings.

Mur phy pushed her forward gently. "Still too crowded for Talon, | reckon.
Let's see if we can find a quieter spot."
They wal ked back along the rail, Isis starting at every little sound

until they reached the stern. The deck dropped down to a | ower |evel, and
a guardrail prevented passengers from going any farther. Mrphy peered
over at the | ower deck. Enpty. Isis breathed a sigh of relief. She prayed
that Tal on and Whittaker weren't on the boat at all, that sonehow t he



Turki sh mafi osi had gotten to themfirst. She didn't know what she woul d
do if she had to conme face to face with Talon again. Al she was certain
of was that she had to stay at Murphy's side, no matter what.

She was about to suggest that they go back to their cabin and nake

anot her plan when she felt Mirphy's finger pressing against her |ips. Her
eyes wi dened as she |l ooked in the direc-tion he was pointing.

Thirty feet above them perched on the very top of the ship's
superstructure next to a radio mast, a dark figure was crouched |like a
cat waiting to pounce on a bird.

Her heart beating furiously, she waited for her eyes to adjust to the
darkness. Gradually nore detail cane into view Talon was facing to
starboard, |ooking out over the sea. He didn't seemto have spotted them
Mur phy notioned for Isis to stay where she was. He pointed upward.

She shook her head vigorously. No! she wanted to scream her eyes wi de
with fear. Miurphy gave her an intense | ook, onethat seemed to penetrate
deep inside her, and she knew there was no point arguing. After a few
nonents she nodded. Tears welled up and she let themfall as she watched
himmoving stealthily around to the other side of the ship and

di sappearing up a | adder.

She dosed her eyes, trying to nake herself invisible, not dar-ing to nove
a nuscle in case a sudden noise alerted Talon to their presence. Leaning
back agai nst the guardrail, she could feel her whole body begin to shake.
Conme on! Get a grip! she told herself angrily.

She willed her eyes to open and | ooked up

Tal on was gone.

She gasped, then quickly put her hand over her nmouth. He nmust have seen
them She had to warn Miurphy sonehow. She thought of follow ng himup the
| adder but felt too shaky. Maybe she should just scream as |oud as she
could. O was that the worst possible thing she could do? She bit her
lip, drawi ng bl ood. She couldn't think

She heard a soft thud, |ike a cat landing on a carpet, and Tal on was
standing right in front of her, his gray eyes glinting in the darkness.
"WIl wonders never cease," he purred. "I was just trying to figure out

when | was going to catch up with you and shut your pretty nouth before
you tell any silly tales about Noah's Ark—and here you are. Al npst makes
you believe in mracles, doesn't it?"

He took a step forward, and a shiver travel ed t hrough her body.

"I'f you don't know al ready," he continued, "I have bad news about poor
old Murphy. He's rather nore than six feet under, |'mafraid. About sixty
feet under, | would say. Still, he got to see his precious ark in the

end, so perhaps he di ed happy. Let's hope so, eh?"
She swal | owed hard. \Where was Mur phy? Was he watching at this very

nmonent, waiting for his chance to act? O was he still trying to sneak up
on Talon's original position? If she screamed a warning, would it sinply
alert Talon to the fact that Murphy was still very much alive? Wuld it

put himin nmore danger?

She had to keep Talon tal king while she tried desperately to figure out
what to do.

"Where's Wiittaker?" she said in a trenbling voice

Tal on laughed. "Oh, | wouldn't worry about him | sent himon a special
assi gnnent. Underwat er photography.” He nar-rowed his eyes. "So you saw
our little accident with the heli-copter, did you?"

She gul ped, trying not to inmagi ne Wiittaker sinking down into the murky
depths. "Wat about the bronze pl ates?”



He gestured behind himwi th his thunb. "Up there. Safe in ny rucksack."
"Thi nk again!"

Tal on shoved Isis out of the way as he rushed to the guardrail and | ooked
down. Murphy was sitting on the rail at the stern, holding on with one
hand as he dangl ed a rucksack over the churning wake

"Murphy!" Talon grow ed. "I shoul d have known you'd come craw i ng back. |
shoul d have put one of those magi ¢ swords through your guts when | had

t he chance!"

He | eaped over the rail onto the deck bel ow and began ad-vanci ng on

Mur phy.
Isis craned forward, her hand to her mouth. What was Mirphy doi ng?
Murphy held his position, a confident smle on his face. "I guess your

enpl oyers woul d be pretty ticked off if you cane home enpty-handed,

woul dn't they? |I'd say that woul d be your end-of-year bonus up in snoke,
don't you think? Maybe they'd even term nate your enploynment." He shook

t he ruck-sack, and Talon coul d hear the bronze plates scraping together.
Tal on was just a few paces away now and advanci ng nore cautiously as

Mur phy | eaned back and dangl ed the rucksack farther over the abyss.

Tal on stopped and put his hands on his hips. "You woul dn't dare. You know
the significance of what's in that rucksack, and you aren't going to
throw it overboard. Not after all you and your friends went through to
get it."

"Try me," said Murphy. He | oosened his grip and the strap started to slip
from his grasp.

Tal on gasped. "No!"

He rushed forward. Mirphy turned his back on himand swung the rucksack,
as if he was preparing to hurl it overboard. Talon |eaped at Mirphy's
back, a knife suddenly in his hand

I sis screaned

Then at the last noment Murphy let go of the strap. Tal on changed course
and hurled hinself over the rail as the rucksack flew out of Mirphy's
hand. Tal on grunted as he got a hand on it, ready to haul it back. Then
gravity took over and Isis could see the | ook of horror on his face as he
realized he was goi ng over.

There was a rush of air, and Talon and the rucksack were gone.

I sis scranbl ed down a | adder and buried herself in Mirphy's arms, sobbing
uncontrol | ably. They were both shaking. He hugged her hard, overcone with
relief. They stayed like that for what seened an eternity, until
eventual ly she pulled away, smling through her tears.

"Were the bronze plates really in the rucksack? Are they really—=

"Yes," he said. "They're gone."

She stared at him eyes wi de with shock.

"There was no other way. He had to know it was for real. Look," he said,
gently brushi ng away her tears.

The first pink tinges of light were brightening the horizon. They stood
toget her, arms around each ot her, and watched t he new dawn.



