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24 September 1947

"You've got to bejoking?' President Harry S Truman stared at the document on his desk with
undisguised surprise. Helooked up from it at the men gathered in the Ova Office and knew the Situation
at hand was no hoax, given the power that was concentrated in the room.

"Even the information about the atomic wegpon& mdash;” Truman began. He stopped to gather his
thoughts. After Roosevelt's sudden death on April 12, 1945, Truman had received numerous briefings on
matters he had been kept ignorant of, the most shocking of which was the development of thoseterrible
weapons he had subsequently made the decision to use against Japan. He'd told reportersthat he "felt
like the moon, the stars, and dl the planets had fallen on me.”

Now it appeared they literaly had.

Truman looked at the document once more. " July eighth? That was two months ago. Why wasn't | told
ealig?

"We've been evaluating," Sidney Souers said. He was the man Truman had appointed as the director of
the newly formed Centra Intelligence Agency. There were three other men scattered about the room: Dr.
Vannevar Bush, Chairman of the Joint Research and Development Board; James Forrestd, the first man
tofill the newly developed dot of Secretary of Defense; and Genera Vandenberg, now Chief of Staff of
the Air Force, but Truman knew him better as Chief of Military Intelligence during the world war. The
man who knew dl the secrets. The man who had been part of the small group who shocked him with the
news about the development of the atomic bomb shortly after Roosevelt's passing.

"And your concluson?' Truman demanded. He shook thefolder. "Y ou're telling me we have adamn
craft of some sort that crashed in New Mexico, and it wasn't made by us, wasn't made by the Russians,
indeed you say it was made by& mdash;" He peered through hisreading glassesfor theline.

"& mdash;nonhuman, non-Earth entities. What the hell does that mean?”'

Vandenberg's deep voice echoed through the Oval Office. "Aliens, Mr. President. Creatures from space.
We bdlieve this craft might have been on areconnaissance misson. Small ship and asmdl crew
numbering only three."

"Reconnaissance for what?' Truman asked.

"Invasion," Vandenberg smply said.

Forrestd cleared histhroat. "Now, Generd, we don't have any evidence of that."

Vandenberg's large head swiveled toward his civilian superior. "What the hell else do you send arecon
for?"

"Tofind out information,” Forrestd said. "To explore.”

Vandenberg's snort of derision indicated what he thought of that. "Whilethisisthefirgt craft with crew
we've managed to recover, thisdien activity isnot an isolated incident, Mr. President. Throughout the
war and severd times since, Allied pilots& mdash;and from what our spiestell us, Russian

pilots& mdash;were often trailed by dien craft.”



Truman removed hisreading glasses. "What kind of craft?"

"Smal glowing bals, about threefeet in diameter,” Vandenberg said. "No visible propulson sysem.” He
pulled afolder out of his briefcase and did aphoto out. "Thiswas taken by agun camerain aP-47
Thunderbolt in 1945 over the Rhine River in Germany. Thisisthe only picture we have, but there are
amod fifty other reports of pilots who saw something likeit.

"The pilots nicknamed them 'foo fighters." At first we thought they were German or Japanese. Secret
weapons. And because they were suspected to be Japanese and German, all information concerning
them was classified. The reports on these things started in late 1944. They were described as metdlic
spheresor bals of light. Since the aircrews that reported them were usudly veterans, and agun camera
recorded one, giving factua support to those accounts, the reports were taken serioudy.”

Vandenberg took the photo back out of Truman's hands, which irritated the President. The Air Force
genera was like many othersin Washington who saw him as an interloper, apoor replacement for the
President who had led them through the war.

"It was serious," Vandenberg continued. "Welogt eight aircraft to these things when they challenged them
and fired at them. After the war we found out from going through their records that the Japanese and
Germans had the same encounters and didn't know what the damn things were either. So we knew then
that they didn't make them, which made uswonder who the hell did."

He dapped down another photo. Truman put his glasses on, and his eyes widened at what he saw.

"They did," Vandenberg said, tapping afinger on the alien body laid out on an autopsy table. The generd
leaned over the President's desk, putting both fists on it. The photo wasn't the clearest, but the gray figure
on the table was obvioudy not human. "I don't think their intentions are good. When the Enola Gay flew
the first atomic mission toward Hiroshimaon August sixth, 1945, it was accompanied the entireway by a
foo fighter. The mission was dmost scrapped when the sphere appeared, but the commander on the
ground at the departure airfield at Tinian decided to continueit. There was no hostile action by the foo
fighters, and the Situation was repested severa dayslater during the mission to Nagasaki."

"Why wasn't | informed?’ Truman demanded.
Thelack of any answer wasinsult enough.

"But you say they did nothing to stop the mission, so why do you bdlieve their intentions are not good?”
Truman asked.

"I'd ask the dead men who flew those eight planes the foo fighters took out that question, Mr. President,”
Vandenberg said.

Truman sighed and leaned back in his chair, rubbing his eyes and putting more distance between himself
and Vandenberg. "What now?"

Vandenberg backed off dightly, removing hisfigts from the desk. "We want to form aspecia committee
to oversee everything to do with these dliens. And to prepare countermeasures and emergency plansin
case of invasion. We want you to authorize the formation and the funding of this

committee& mdash;which will haveto be extensive, Mr. President. This might be the gravest threat
mankind has ever faced.”



Truman glanced over a Forresta, the only man among the three facing him that he trusted. It was hard to
judge the Secretary of Defense's face. " James?"

Forrestd looked left and right, at the other two men, and then nodded. "1 think it makes sense, Mr.
President. Always better to be prepared.”

Truman turned back to Vandenberg. "What exactly are you talking about doing?"

The Air Force genera pulled out a piece of paper. "Thisisan overview. We plan on caling the oversight
group Majestic-12, composed of nine other men besides the three of us. Our headquarters will be set up
inavery isolated site in the Nevada desert on the Nellis base range a a place called Area 51."

Truman was staring & the paper. "Y ou're asking for six billion dollars?'

"Most of it will come from the Black Eagle Trugt," Vandenberg said, "not the taxpayers.

What we need is authorization to use Defense Department assets to support this."

Truman scanned down the page. "What's this about a second base? And in Antarctica?’

Vandenberg glanced over his shoulder at Dr. Bush, who fielded the question. "Sir, we dso think thereis
aneed to establish an emergency base, sort of abastion of last resort for the human race.”

Truman looked up from the document. "My God, you redly bdievethe threet isthat serious?’
"It has the potential to be," Bush said. "If these diens can travel acrossthe stars, we have to assume they
have incredible wegpons, the likes of which we mogt likely can't even comprehend, never mind defest.

That iswhy we want to set up this Citadel in Antarctica.

Shaking his head, Truman pulled out his pen. He scrawled his signature on the bottom of the document.
"Where isthe copy for my records?’ he asked.

Vandenberg took the signed paper out of the President's hands. "Sir, it's better if there is no paper trail.
We need this'& mdash;he held the paper& mdash;"to get things going, but the only eyesthat will set sight
on it arethe members of Mgestic-12."

"l want acopy,” the President said smply.

"Sr&mdash;" Vandenberg began, but Truman cut him off.

"Areyou saying you don't trust me?' Truman said in aleve voice.

Vandenberg's face flushed red.

"Give him acopy, Generd," Forrestd said.

The room was il for severd moments. Reluctantly, VVandenberg pulled a copy of the order out of his
briefcase and handed it to Truman.



"Andif thatisal,” Truman sad, "I have other businessto attend to.”
Vandenberg siffly saluted and led the other men out of the office.

Findly done, Truman stared at the paper in his hand. He began to put it in his classfied out box, then
paused. He folded the paper in half, then in haf again, and did it into his suit pocket.

Astheir car exited the East Gate, Vandenberg turned to Dr. Bush. "Is he going to be a problem?”

Bush frowned at the question. They had |eft Forrestal at the drive, the Secretary taking his own car back
to the newly built Pentagon. "Are you referring to Truman or Forrestal ?"

"Good question,” Vandenberg said. He flipped up the left Iapd of his suit jacket, reveding afindy
worked small brooch. It consisted of an iron cross overlaid on acircle of slver. Heran hisfingersover it
lightly. "Neither are of the Organization, but we need them.”

"And if either become problems?’
"They'll be teken care of "
"And the Organization?' Bush asked.

Vandenberg nodded. "As we discussed. We tell Geneva about Area 51. But not about the Citaddl. It's
our aceinthehole. Just in case.”

Bush looked uneasy. "Thisisadangerous ploy.”

"It'sadangerous world."

Washington, D.C.
22 May 1949

"I'm not crazy, you know." The twitch under James Forrestal's left eye seemed to contradict that
satement.

"Of course not," the young doctor said. The smdl nameplate on his white coat indicated his name was
Lansde.

Thislate at night, just before midnight, the normal sounds of Bethesda Nava Hospita were muted. A
corpsman came by every fifteen minutes and peered in the smal window set in the sted door of
Forrestal's room. " Cell" would have been a better term, but no one used it out loud, at least not around
the former Secretary of Defense. The occasional sound of acar on the road outside was muted thishigh
up on the sixteenth floor.

"It's been abad year, two years," Forrestal said, taking Lansal€'s agreement as an indicator to keep
talking. HE'd been denied visitors for months and he was desperate to share with anyone, even this new
night shift psychiatris.

"The goddamn Air Force," Forrestal began. "Money. Money. Money. That'sal they want. And Truman



wants adamn balanced budget, yet he kegps signing alocations pouring the money out. And they hate
me. The Joint Chiefs. They hate me. They have me followed. Followed meright to the doors of this
place.

"Men. Dressed in dark suits. They were everywhere. Watching me. And then when Truman removed
me, fired me, replaced me. They werein the car after the ceremony. Waiting. Drove with me back to the
Pentagon. They told me."

Forrestd fell slent, and Lansale waited with the patience of aman who was working the graveyard shift
and had nothing better to do. But after the silence stretched into severa minutes, hefindly bit. "Told you
what?'

"Thetruth," Forrestd said smply.

Lansdefired up acigarette and offered Forrestal one. He shook his head. Lansaleinhaed. "About?"
"Mgedtic-12."

Lansd€'seyesnarrowed. "What?'

"They wanted to scare me, and they did. | wasaloyd fellow. Loyd."

"I'm sureyou were," Lansde said.

Forrestal snorted. "Aliens. That's what they used as a smoke screen. Even Truman bought into it. Fool."
Lansale glanced down at the medica folder. "It saysyou tried to kill yoursdlf not long ago.”

Forrestd's head snapped up and he stared at Lansale. "That'swhat they said. But | didn't. Never. | was
aloyd fellow. Alwayswill be. No matter what they're planning on doing out there.”

"Out where?'

"In the desert,” Forresta said. "And in theicy wastdland.”

"Thisaso saysyou tried to jJump out of the car severd times on the ride over here last month.”

"l wasaprisoner,” Forrestd said. "I am aprisoner. They won't let my family see me. My friends."
"You'reapatient, not aprisoner,” Lansde sad. "Y ou have involuntiond melancholia”

"I have amind that knowstoo much," Forrestal countered. "My brother told me that Truman's men took
my diaries. They've been reading them."

Lansde became very ill. "When wasthis?!

"On the phone yesterday.”" Forrestal smiled. "My brother is coming tomorrow. Hetold me that so. He's
getting me out of here. I've been better. They know I've gotten better. Tomorrow | leave this prison.”

"We know about your brother coming,” Lansale said. He closed the file and stood. "Would you like to



go with me and get somefood in the diet kitchen across the hall?!
"A last med?' Forrestal joked as he stood up. He tightened his bathrobe around hiswaist with its cord.
"Yeah," Lansadle said as he pulled out his key ring and unlocked the door.

They crossed the halway to the smal kitchen that served the floor. Lansdelet Forrestal go infirst, and
then locked the door behind them. As Forrestal went to the small cabinet near the window, Lansade
reached out and pulled the cord from the small loops of the bathrobe. Forrestal turned, confusion on his
face, one hand holding the robe closed, the other holding a can of soup.

"What are you& mdash;" Forrestal never finished, as Lansale looped the cord around his neck and
stepped behind him, back-to-back, and bent, lifting Forrestal off hisfeet with the cord. The former
Secretary of Defenseflailed about, gasping for air. Lansae had already prepared the room: the window
was wide open, and he hauled Forrestal like a sack of potatoes on his back toward it.

Forrestal grasped at the edge of the window and managed to get amomentary grip as Lansae spun
around trying to toss him out. The former Secretary of Defense tegtered in the window, haf unconscious
from the cord around his next, one hand holding on.

Lansaelet go of the cord, stepped back, and then snap-kicked Forrestd in the somach. With a
strangled dhriek, Forrestd flew out the window and into the darkness, armsflailing. Seconds later there
wasthe dull thud of hisbody hitting the ground sixteen stories below.

Lansale exited the room and briskly walked down the corridor, removing the white coat as he did so. He
pocketed the small nameplate and tossed the coat in atrash bin. He went down the fire stairs, al sixteen
floors. Heignored the growing commotion and walked over to adark sedan that was waiting, engine
running, across the street from the hospitd. He did in the backseat and the car pulled away.

"Any problems?" the man in the front passenger seat asked without turning around.

"Noneinthemisson," Lansde sad. "But he said that Truman hashisdiaries. And | think he'staked
about both Area 51 and the Citadd in there."

There was just the sound of the car's engine and tires on asphdt for severa minutes asthe man in the
front seat considered that. "Area51 isaready on the radar. The whispers are out. We've got an excellent
cover gory for it." Hefdl slent once more, and Lansdle waited in the backseat. "But the Citadd . That
we cannot even alow whispers about.”

Lansaeleaned forward. "The plan was dways to make the Citadd 'disappear.”
"Yes," the man agreed, "but the plan was for that to happen six months from now."

"l will acceleratethe plan,” Lansde said. "All linksto the Citadel will be severed within seven days. I'll
persondly take care of it."

Antarctica, Approximately 575 Miles
East of High Jump Station
28 May 1949



"Thelast load," the young captain in the gray parkaremarked.

"Amento that,” Captain VVannet muttered. Through the scratched Plexiglas windshield, he glanced at the
frozen runway splayed out in front of hisplane. To hisleft rear, a staircase descended into the cargo bay
of the massive Martin JRM-Mars transport, where hisloadmaster was securing the few pallets of luggage
the passengers had carried on board. Along thewalls, soldiers bundled up in cold weather gear were
seated on red web seats, ready to get started on the long journey out of herein the world'slargest
segplane, which had been converted for use in the Antarctic by replacing the pontoons on each wing with
large skis.

Capable of carrying over sixteen tons of cargo or 133 people, and with awingspan over two hundred
feet wide, the JRM-Mars was aworkhouse that had allowed them to haul more cargo back and forth to
this spot than a squadron of smaller planes.

Vannet couldn't blame the soldiers crowded in the cargo bay. HeE'd brought them here four months ago
viaHigh Jump Station set up near the Ross I ce Shdlf, then spent the intervening time flying back from the
dtation every opportunity the weather gave, bringing in equipment and supplies to these men for whatever
they were building here in the frozen wastdland of the Antarctic. A week ago that process had hurriedly
been reversed with an emergency order, and he started bringing equipment and people out. The outflow
in equipment and supplies had been consderably lessthan the inflow.

The sky was clear and the wind had died down. The weather report from High Jump Station written
down by his copilot looked good, but Vannet had long ago learned that the Antarctic was one place
where weather reports could be counted on about asfar as the report itself could be folded into a paper
arplane and thrown. The only constant in the wegther here was change& mdash;and the change was
usualy for theworse.

Vannet wasn't sure who the captain& mdash;Whitaker was his name& mdash;worked for. All he knew
was that four months ago he had been ordered to do whatever the man said. Captain Whitaker had been
here waiting to receive their cargo every time they'd landed at the Citadel & mdash;the code name they
knew for this unmarked location. Today even Whitaker was going out with them. If anyone was
remaining behind, Vannet knew not and cared even less. It wastheir last flight from the Citadd, and
successtully completing it was hisonly concern.

Vannet shifted his gaze back to the "airdtrip.” The plane sat in alarge bow! of ice surrounded on three
sSdesby iceridges and intermittent, towering mountains punching through the thick polar cap; the strip
pointed toward the one open side. The bulky MARS with four turboprop engines mounted on itswings
was apowerful aircraft, and Vannet felt confident in its abilities. Bracketed over the plane's pontoons
were sets of skisthat alowed them to negotiate the 2,000 meters of relatively level ice and snow that
these people cdled arunway. He would be damn glad to never seethis place again.

"Closing theramp," the loadmaster announced in Vannet's headset. In the rear of the plane the back
ramp lifted from the thin, powdery snow as hydraulic arms pulled it up. Descending from the top of the
cargo bay came the top section of the ramp. Like jaws closing, the two shut againgt the swirling frozen air
outsde. The heaters fought alosing battle against the cold asthey pumped hot air out of pipesinthe
ceiling of the cargo bay, ten feet overhead.

Vannet turned to Captain Whitaker. "Wered| s, sr."

Whitaker smply nodded and clambered down the steps to take his seat in the rear.



"Let'sdoit,” Vannet told the copilot. Carefully, they turned the nose straight on line, due south. As
Vannet increased throttle, the plane moved, dowly gathering momentum asthe propellers and skisthrew
up aplume of snow behind.

Vannet waited until he was satisfied they had enough speed, and then pulled in the yoke. The nose of the
MARS lifted, and the plane crawled into the air. Once he reached sufficient dtitude to clear the
mountains, Vannet banked hard right and headed west. In the distance, out the right window, theice
pack that hugged the shore of Antarctica could be seen as atumbled mass of broken seaice that
extended to the horizon.

Vannet turned the controls over to his copilot. Four hours and they'd be at High Jump Station, the
temporary sprawling base established under the auspices of exploring Antarctica; they would refuel, and
then he and his crew and passengers could begin the long stop-filled flight back to their home basein
Hawaii. After four months down here they were more than ready to see loved ones and bask in the sun.

The whole mission had turned strange after theinitial order to support Operation High Jump, amassive
exploration of Antarcticaby the military. Almost their entire squadron had received the tasking and
deployed south. But on arrival at High Jump Station, acluster of Quonset huts set next to another ice
runway on the shore of alarge ice-covered bay, their plane had been detached from the others and given
this strange mission to support Captain Whitaker and the Citadd . They'd been warned, in no uncertain
terms, that they were not to discuss the mission with anyone.

"I've got the beacon clear,” the copilot informed Vannet.

Aslong asthey kept the needle on the direction finder centered, they'd comein right on top of High Jump
Station. That was another odd thing. They'd flown every mission on instrumentsin both directions, never
once using amap, not that there were any maps available. As any good pilot would, Vannet had arough
ideawhere the Citadd was located, usng both flight time and azimuth, but he certainly couldn't pinpoint
it, and if it weren't for the radio beacons, they could easly become lost.

Satisfied al was going well, he kicked back in his chair to take aquick nap. He was going to need the
rest snce hewasthe primary pilot for the longer ten-hour leg from High Jump Station to New Zedland.

Three hourslater he was awakened by the copilot. He could feel the plane descending, and looking out
of the cockpit, saw the cluster of huts and tents and mounds of supplies that was the land-based hub of
the Antarctic High Jump Expedition. Out the right window he could see the massive form of Mount
Erebus, an active volcano dominating the horizon. Below lay the Ross | ce Shelf, the edge more than five
hundred milesfromits origin at the foot of the Queen Maud Mountains.

The copilot siwung them around on approach. As soon as the skis touched the ice runway, he reduced
throttle and used the flaps to break the plane. It was along dow process as they did down the strip, and
Vannet watched carefully as his copilot struggled to keep them on asiraight line. They finaly dowed
enough so the copilot could taxi the plane over to where severa other smaller C-119 aircraft were
parked dong with acluster of fuel trucks.

Asthey cameto ahdlt, the copilot kept the engines running, which was against norma regulations during
refuding, but they had dl |earned that regulations developed outside of Antarcticarardly worked well in
thisforbidding climate. They needed to keep the engines running to keep heset flowing to the cargo bay,
and more important, to prevent them from seizing up if alowed to cool too much.



Vannet looked out the window as anonymous figures in bulky cold-weether clothing hooked hoses up to
the fuel points and began pumping the preciousliquid in.

He noted aman dressed in ared parka standing in the shadow of aparked C-119, smply staring at the
plane. For some reason, Vannet felt uncomfortable with that. He turned his head upon hearing atap a
the cockpit door. Captain Whitaker stuck hishead in.

"Anxiousto get home, | suppose?' he asked.
"Damnright,”" Vannet replied. "In two dayswell be back in the sun and surf.”

Whitaker nodded. "Have asafeflight. Y ou and your men did agreat job. My superiorswill be
forwarding letters of commendation for you and your crew to your headquarters.”

That wasthe least they could do, Vannet thought, to pay them back for spending four monthsliving
isolated in adamn Quonset hut buried under the snow a High Jump Station and flying aload every time
the weather cleared. "I appreciate that.”

Captain Whitaker disappeared down the stairwell, and the loadmaster dammed shut the personnel door
behind him. Vannet |ooked out the window. The man in the red parka was gone. He looked about and
then spotted the man walking next to Whitaker, heading toward a C-119 whose engineswere lso
running.

Vannet turned to his copilot and navigator. "Do we have clearance to go?!

The navigator's face split in awide grin. "We have clearance, and the westher looks good al the way to
New Zedand, ar."

"All right. Let'sgo home."

They turned their nose into the wind and powered up. Soon the seaplanewasin the air and over the
ice-covered Ross Sea. New Zeaand was ten hours away, due north.

Vannet piloted the first three hours, asthey dowly |eft the whiteice behind and finaly madeit over clear
ocean, specked with small white dots far below, indicating icebergs. At that point, Vannet turned the
controls over to his copilot and got out of his seat. "1'm going to take awalk in back and get stretched

Vannet climbed down the stairs. The loadmaster and his assstant were lying on the web seats strung
aong the sde of the plane, deeping. The eighty engineersthat they had supplied for four months were
stretched out in every available spot, everyone trying to catch some deep.

Vannet walked al the way to the rear, where the ramp doors met, rolling his head on his shoulders,
shaking off the strain of three sraight hoursin the pilot's seat and carefully stepping over dumbering
bodies.

Hismind was on hiswife and young daughter waiting for him in Honolulu, when the number two engine
exploded with enough force to shear the right wing at the engine juncture,



The MARS immediately adopted the aerodynamics of arock, rolling over onto itsright Sde. Vannet was
thrown up in the farthest reaches of the tail as the plane plummeted for the ocean from 25,000 feet. He
blinked blood out of hiseyesfrom acut in hisforehead and tried to orient himsalf. Men were screaming
and there were jumbled bodies everywhere.

Vannet's primary thought wasto try and crawl back up to the cockpit, but hislegswouldn't obey his
mind. Therewasadull achein hislower back and no feding below hiswaist. He scrambled at the cross
beams aong the roof of the aircraft with his hands, trying to pull himsdlf forward, climbing over other men
atimes

Vannet was twenty feet from the front of the plane when the surface of the water met the aircraft with the
effect of adedgehammer damming into atin can. Vannet was crushed into the floor, and was dead well
before the remains of the aircraft began snking under the dark waves.

Area 51, Nevada
28 May 1949

The man who had been in the front seat of the car outside of Bethesda Naval Hospital picked up the
phone on thefirg ring. "V andenberg here."

The voice on the other end was distorted by both distance and scrambler. "Thisis Lansde. Thefina link
has been severed. The Citadd is secure.”

"Did you receive the last package?"

"Yes, gr. A ground convoy brought them in, but | don't understand why& mdash;”
The man cut him off. "It's not your place to understand. Did you secure them?”
"Yes, gr. They'rein the base."

"Themenin the convoy?'

"Taken careof "

"Excdlent.”

CHAPTER 1

Oahu, Hawaii
The Present

The woman gasped and the man stopped what he was doing.
"Youdont likeit?' he asked.
"Likeit?' Ta reached down and unstrapped her leg from the weight he had attached to her ankle. "It's

killing me." She dowly stretched out the bandaged limb. She looked at the Ve cro strap with the two
weights attached and then added a third. She strapped it back on her ankle.


ch_01

"| thought it waskilling you," Vaughn noted.

"No pain, no gain,” Tai said as she got to her feet and looked down the beach. VVaughn stared with
respect at the dender woman of Japanese descent. Her short dark hair was plastered to her head with
the swesat from her efforts. They were on the north shore of Oahu, far from the touristsin Waikiki. The
first day Ta had been released from the hospital she ingisted on hitting the beach, managing to walk about
twenty yardsin her casts before collapsing. Now she was running five miles. With weights on her ankles.
They had just come one way over three miles, so he knew it was going to be even farther today asthey
turned to head back. She had switched the weights from her hands to her ankles, as was her routine.

With asigh, Vaughn set out after her as she began to lope down the beach. Three inchestaler than her,
a dightly over ax feet, Vaughn al'so had adender build. His hair was beginning to turn prematurely gray,
flecks appearing here and there, the result of living in the covert world for too many years.

Now he and Ta were so degp under, he wasn't sure where they were. Their handler, Royce, wasn't even
surewho he worked for. HEd reported them killed in action three months ago when they'd stopped the
Abu Sayif terrorist group in its attempt to attack Oahu with nerve gas sprayed from the deck of an old
World War Il submarine.

Vaughn kept pace with Tai, but when they got within ahaf mile of the bunga ow they werelivingin, he
picked up the pace. She spared him a glance as he went by, then lowered her head and churned her legs
harder. Vaughn felt dightly guilty for passing awoman who was only three months removed from
intensive care, but over the time they had spent together, he'd learned she wanted no dack cut, nothing
but his best effort. He saw the small path through the jungle that led up to the bungaow Royce had gotten
for them and turned onto it. He came to an abrupt halt as soon as he saw Royce standing there, waiting,
leaning againg hisold Land Rover with a baitered leather briefcasein his hand.

"Beenawhile" Vaughn said.

"Where's Tai?' Royce asked.

Vaughn jerked athumb over his shoulder. " Shelll be aong in asecond.”
"So you two are bonding?'

Vaughn wasn't sure how to take that, given the deadpan way Royce said it. "We're getting back in
shape.”

"Good. Because something just happened.”

Vaughn turned and looked over his shoulder as he heard Tai coming down the path. She dowed to a
walk when she saw Royce. Hed only stopped by acouple of timesin the three months, judging their

improving condition but not saying anything.

Neither Ta nor Vaughn had been anxiousto press Royce for more information about the mysterious
Organization he worked for, not after it had tried to kill them severa times after using them on a covert
mission againgt the Abu Sayif terrorigts. They didn't know if the Organization was working for the U.S.
government, asthey were told when initialy recruited, or some other government or entity. Thered
problem had been learning that Royce didn't know either. He worked through cutouts, alink that only



knew thelinks on either side but nothing further. And Royce was now their cutouit.
"So what happened?' Vaughn asked, now that Tal was present.

"l just received aletter from adead man," Royce said, holding up the briefcase. "Actually aletter from a
man who was murdered by the Organization. The letter directed me to a package. And there was more
than just aletter in the package." Royce nodded toward the cottage. "Comeinside. I'll explain and show
you."

They followed him in. Royce placed the briefcase on the smal kitchen table. Through the surrounding
trees, one could catch glimpses of the ocean and the surf pounding the north shore. " The man who sent
me the letter& mdash;he used to live here," Royce said. "'For many, many years. Although hewas
traveling most of the time. Doing Organization business.

"Hewasyour Hawaiian cutout,” Tal said. A statement, not a question.

Royce nodded. "His name was David Lansale. Hed been in the OSS in World War 11. He recruited me
into the Organization. | worked for him dong the Pacific Rim for many, many years. Then he decided it
wastimetoretire.

Vaughn glanced a Tal. He sensed what was coming. He could tell by her face that she could too. And
Royce noted the exchange. He smiled wanly "Yes, | know. A bit foolish to think one could retire from
thislife. But you do it long enough, get burnt-out enough, when someone dangles acarrot in front of you,
you just might jump for it, even though you know better.”

"Lansdejumped?’ Vaughn asked.

Royce shrugged. "Jumped might be abit strong of aword. | think he knew histime was up and he took
the chance that maybe, just maybe, what the Organization was offering was red." Royce reached out and
tapped the briefcase. "But obvioudy he also had strong doubts or he wouldn't have led meto this."

"Tell uswhat happened to him," Tal said as she wiped the sweet off her face with atowd.

"Short versgon,” Royce said. " Three months ago& mdash;while we were in the midst of our little operation
against the Abu Sayif& mdash;David 'retired.' He got on a private, unmarked jet with a group of other
retirees out at Kaneohe Marine Air Station. Thejet took off heading west, for their idand paradise
retirement. It went down in the ocean, no survivors. No one was supposed to know about it, but |
managed to track it through Space Command's eyesin the sky."

"Some retirement your group has," Vaughn said. He stared a Royce. "No wonder you got us on your
sde. Y ou don't have much to look forward to, do you?'

"l sugpected as much,” Royce said. "Neither of you have much to look forward to either, especidly
considering you should be dead.”

"Was he your friend?" Tai asked, which earned her asurprised look from both Royce and Vaughn.
After amoment's reflection, Royce nodded. "Yes."

Tai continued. "And his death was part of the reason you kept us aive and want to use usto find out



what the Organization redly is."

Royce nodded once. "Yes. That's partly it. It was probably the thing that pushed me over the edge. But
there have been many things over the yearsthat just haven't added up. And even David was suspicious of
ital. Mogt of the time we seemed to be doing theright thing, but oncein awhile& hdlip;" Roycesvoice
trailed off.

Vaughn had been recruited by Royce right after he led a disastrous hostage rescue misson with his Delta
Forceteam in the Philippines. A mission where his brother-in-law was killed under his command. Ta had
a so been recruited in asimilar manner& mdash;except she'd been sent undercover by the Defense
Intelligence Agency to try to infiltrate the Organization to learn more about it, amove that had almost cost
Ta her lifewhen she was uncovered. Both of them now existed in avoid. Thought to be dead by al
except Royce.

"Theletter?' Vaughn asked, trying to get him back on task.
"It was sent FedEXx, but gpparently held by abank until yesterday to be delivered today,” Royce said.
"Why thedelay?' Ta asked.

Royce sghed. "l think David had it ddayed in case heredly did end up on that idand. To give himtime
to cancel it being sent and cover hisass." He tapped the briefcase. "The letter directed me to asafety
deposit box at the same bank where | found this." He opened the top of the case and pulled out severd
folders. Royce shook his head as he placed them on the table. "The funny thing is, | got most of this
material for him. He sent meto . Louis, to the Nationa Personnel Records Center, a couple of years
ago to do some digging. Hedidn't tell me what he wasredly looking for, just the bits and pieces.” He
indicated the table. "Which we now have here. A puzzlethat | think we should solve to get a better idea
of who and what the Organizationis."

Vaughn sat on the open windowsl|, feding the dight ocean breeze stir.
"It'sastrange place," Royce said absently as he stared at the material on the tabletop.
"What is?' Tal asked, confused by the sudden shift.

"The Records Center," Royce said. "Did you know they had afire therein 1973 that destroyed the top
two floors of the old Records Center? Which a so conveniently destroyed the personnel records for
those men involved in the government's nuclear testing in the late forties and thefifties, and aso the
records for those troops that had been exposed to Agent Orange in Vietnam.

"Sort of put the crimp in al those lawsuits the government faced from all those same personnel who had
come down with various allments they claimed were aresult of those two government actions.”

"Convenient indeed," Ta sad.

"| got acrash coursein the place when | went," Royce said. "I naturdly had the highest clearance, and
they assigned me afull-time research archivigt. In the new archives, you have seventeen acres of paper
hidden underground with an eight-story office building housing other federd agencies above it. Papers
tucked away in the building run from old socia security recordsto the origind plansfor Fat Man, thefirst
nuclear bomb. As both of you know, the U.S. government runs on paper, and the National Personnel



Records Center isthe temporary storage place and clearinghouse for every imaginable type of
government record. Even the Organization can't keep alid on everything.”

Vaughn was growing a bit impatient with Royce's recollections, but Tai gave him alook that indicated he
needed to listen, so heforced himsdlf to say nothing.

Royce continued. "Unclassified records are in folders placed inside cardboard boxes, which are stacked
on rows and rows of shelves. The secure 'vault' contains dl the classified records. Every scrap of paper
produced by the numerous organizations, and every piece of paper relating to any person that ever
worked for the government, are al kept in the Records Center.”

"So theresalot stuff there," Vaughn said, unable to hold back.
"Yeah," Royce agreed, "alot of suff, including this." He indicated the desk.
"And that Suff is?'

Royce picked up afolder on top. " Organizationa record. Every Army unit kegps them. Regulation. Most
are just boring recitations of factsfilled out by some second lieutenant as an extraduty.” He held up the
folder. "But this one& mdash; L ansale sent me looking for a specific type of unit. Engineer units, 1949.
That served in acold wegther climate. And thisonefit the bill: it had photosinit.”

He opened it and spread out twel ve photos showing a desolate winter landscape and bundled-up men
working on some sort of structure dug deep into the snow. Severa of the photos were obvioudy posed,
the men aware of the camera, but others showed them hard at work. One photo caught Vaughn's
attention and he picked it up. About fifty men were gathered around a crude, hand-lettered sign that read:
A COMPANY: THE CITADEL.

"That's doesn't make sense,”" Vaughn said.

Tai looked at the photo. "What?"

"The Citadd isthe military college of South Carolinain Charleston. That sureisn't Charleston.”

"| think they're referring to something besidesamilitary college," Royce said.

Vaughn looked closer. Right behind the men was ametd shaft with ahatch onthe sde. Inthefaint
distance were three massve mountainslooming out of the snow-covered landscape. He turned the

picture over. Printed in neat lettering was: 12 MARCH 1949. 48TH ENGINEERS. LIEUTENANT
MACINTOSH.

"| asked the archivist who was helping me," Royce said, "about what that Citadel thing could refer to.
She sad it was probably some unit nickname.”

Vaughn shook hishead. "A company wouldn't be called the Citadd ."

"That'swhat | thought,” Royce said. "They've been trying to put as much as possible into digital form at
the Records Center, so | had her do a search for the term in the unclassified data base, accessng armed
forcesingallations. We started with the Army. It didn't take uslong to learn there were no listings for
Citaddl. We then moved on to the Air Force and then the Navy with the same negative results. We even



checked the Marines. Nothing. What that meant was that this onefile folder of photos was the only
record in the entire Records Center of such an ingtallation. Or at least in the unclassified records.”

Ta frowned. "Why did Lansde send you after this?"

"Therésmore," Royce said. "Thisunit history was just the start of what | dug up there. The photosthere
cover afour-month time period from February through May 1949. It's obvious they were taken in avery
cold place, so we checked Alaska. Nothing. Greenland. Nothing. Iceland. Nothing.

"So we checked the unit, the 48th Engineers. Went into the stacks where every unit in the military has
their records shipped eventudly. We found a box from the 48th Engineers from 1949 through 1950. It
wasfull of the usua stuff: copies of orders, promotions, citations, operations plans, and the various other
forms of paperwork that Army units churn out in the course of business. | learned right away that the unit
had been ationed right herein Hawaii a Schofield Barracks.”

"That isn't Hawaii," Ta sad.

"No shit," Royce said. "I found orders detailing two platoons, heavy congtruction, from the battalion to
support Operation High Jump in late 1948."

"What was High Jump?' Vaughn asked.
"WEelIl get to that,” Royce said.

"And what does this have to do with the Organization?' Tal asked. "Besidesthe fact Lansae sent you
after this stuff and then put it together for you to get three months after his death?”

"Have ether of you ever heard of Mg estic-127" Royce asked, instead of answering the questions they'd
posed.

Vaughn shook his head, but Tai spoke up. " Something to do with dliensand Area 517"

"That's the cover gory,” Royce said. "It's dso sometimes called Mgic-12." Royce spelled it out.
"Mgegtic-12 was formed by presidentia decree, this one'& mdash;he pulled out a copy& mdash;"which
was buried deegp in the archives among Truman's materia s that weren't sent to his presidentia library. He
sgned it into existence in 1947. When he did, he a so authorized the building of two classfied
ingtalations. One a Area51. The other was called the Citadd.

"Magestic remains one of the most highly classified groupsin the United States for the past sixty years."
Royce picked up another piece of paper. "The origina roster consisted of thefirst Director of Central
Intelligence; the Chairman of the Joint Research Board, Dr. Vannevar Bush; thefirst Secretary of
Defense, James Forrestal; the chairman of the precursor to NASA, and others. A lot of the power of the
military-industrial complex waswrapped up in Mgegtic.”

"What does Mg estic have to do with the Citadd, whatever it is, and the Organization?' Vaughn asked.
"Areyou saying Mgegtic-12 is the Organization?'

"I think Mgestic was either part of the Organization or used by the Organization," Royce sad. "Mgestic
actually had a previous operation severd of its members were part of. One that was formed as World
War Il wound down."



Royce paused and then pulled out achair and sat down at the table. He stared at the folders from the
case. "It'satenuous thread I'm weaving for you right now, but David wouldn't have made me get dl this,
then put it together and send it back to me like this, knowing | would get it if held been killed, unlessthere
was somevdidity toit."

"All right," Vaughn dlowed. "Weaveit for us

"Operation Paper Clip," Royce said. "A rather innocuous name for avery deceitful operation. Asthe
Second World War was ending, the United States government was dready looking ahead. There wasa
treasure trove of German scientists waiting to be plundered in the ashes of the Third Reich. That most of
those scientists were Nazis mattered little to those who invented Paper Clip.

"Paper Clip used OSS operatives dong with Intelligence officers from the Joint Intelligence Objectives
Agency to go after what they wanted. In some cases they were actually snatching Nazi scientists away
from Army war crimes units. Both groups were hunting the same men, but with very different godsin
mind. This happened despite the fact that Presdent Truman had signed an executive order banning the
immigration of Nazisinto the United States.

"Paper Clip brought in alot of German physicists and rocket experts& mdash;the V-1 and V-2 men.
NASA got its start through them. Also brought in were those most haven't heard about& mdash;the
biologica and chemica warfare specidists. With plenty of human beingsto experiment on, the Germans
had gone far beyond what the Allies had even begun to fear. While the Americans were still stockpiling
mustard gas as their primary chemica wegpon, the Germans had three much more efficient and deadly
gases by war's end: Tabun, Soman, and saring& mdash;the last of which the American military immediately
appropriated for its own use after the war."

"And the Black Eagle Trust?" Tai asked.

Royce nodded. "Paper Clip did more than just gather scientists. They grabbed alot of loot. Everything
the Germans and Japanese had plundered, Paper Clip went after. When M gjestic was formed, Paper
Clip came under its control.”

"Wedth and knowledge," Tai said. "That'swhat Mgjestic-12 went after and controlled.”

"And they appeared to have been headquartered in Area 51, on the Néllis Air Force range,” Royce said.
"Thedienplace" Vaughn said.

"Good migdirection cover story," Royce said.

"Whet the hell doesthat have to do with these guys standing in the snow?" Vaughn held the origina photo
inhishand.

"Because Mg estic sent them there," Royce said smply.
"To dowhat?' Vaughn asked.

"That'sthe critica question, isn'tit?" Royce asked in turn.



"Tofind something?' Tal wondered.
Vaughn was dill staring at the photo. "Maybe to build something& mdash;they were engineers after dl.”

"That isn't al that wasin the packet,” Royce said. He pulled out afolder with TOP SECRET stamped in
red letters across the cover. "The U.S. military ran another operation in Antarcticafrom 1955 to 1956.
Called Operation Deep Freeze. They went back to the site of the origina base camps that supported
High Jump and found most had been destroyed by the weather. Once again they established amain base
at McMurdo Sound& mdash;which has remained to this day the primary research facility in Antarctica
Again, | believe Deep Freeze was a cover for the Organization to go back to the Citaddl "

"And dowhat?' Ta asked.

Royce opened the folder. "I don't know what was put in the Citadd in the forties during High Jump, if
anything. But thisis some of what was put in it during Deep Freeze." He did photos across one at atime.

Vaughn stared for severa seconds at the bulky object set on atrailer behind alarge snow cat. "A big
bomb?"

"Literdly and figuratively," Royce said. "Y ou're looking at aMark-17 thermonuclear wegpon. After the
first Soviet nuclear test in August 1949, President Truman authorized the development of bigger
thermonuclear yield bombs than had previoudy been contemplated.”

"Bigger isbetter, right?' Ta said with sarcasm.

"Back then it was," Royce said as he looked at a piece of paper in the folder. "The scientists had severa
problems back then. Thefirgt, asyou can see, wasindeed the large Sze. But as difficult, if not more so,
wasthat thefirst typesthey designed used liquid deuterium asthe fusion fuel, which needsto be kept a a
congtant freezing temperature to remain viable. Ivy Mike, thefirst onethey built, in 1952, was so big it
filled an entire warehouse, weighing over seventy-four metric tons, and the entire warehouse had to be
kept freezing. Itsyidd, though, waslarge: ten point four megatons.”

"What good is awarehouse-sized nuclear weapon?' Tai asked.

Royce continued. "They worked on making it smdler and lighter, and eventudly they ended up with the
Mark-17, which to this date remains the most powerful nuclear weapon ever built by the United States.
Even in the classfied documents David uncovered, the yidld wasn't quite certain, as none of them were
ever tested& mdash;they were just too powerful. Estimates range around twenty-five to thirty megatons
of blagt.”

"Damn," Vaughn whispered. "That would take out an entire city.”

"Yeah," Royce said dryly. He glanced at the old paper. "The Mark-17 was rushed into production as
‘emergency capable weaponsin 1954. Each weighed eighteen point nine metric tons and was over
twenty-fivefeet long. Officidly, al the Mark-17swereretired in 1957 in favor of smaller, lower-yield
bombs that could be carried by avariety of airborne platforms.”

"Officidly"?' Ta noted.

"According to these documents David sent me, four Mark-17s were unaccounted for in the final



decommissioning taly. A fact that was made highly classified and swept under therug.”

Vaughn looked at the photo of the massive bomb on thetrailer. " So they were sent to the Citadd .
"l believe 0," Royce sad.

"That'salong timeago,” Tal said. "Surely the wegpons can't be viable anymore?’

"They're cryogenic,” Royce said. "Aslong asthe bomb is kept below freezing, it could till beviable.
What was adesign flaw could turn out to be a design strength if the bombs have been sitting in Antarctica
al theseyears.”

"Okay." Vaughn said theword dowly. "But why isthis an issue now, today?'
"Because of something | noted on the FedEx form when | received it.”
"And that is?' Vaughn asked.

"I'm not the only person David Lansale sent thisinformation to."
Hong Kong

The penthouse suite commanded one of the best views of Hong Kong's harbor and was empty most of
the year. Only when amember of the dite group that owned the building was in town were the rooms
occupied. The present occupant had been there for what was arecord: three months. Shewasa
middle-aged Japanese woman with adender build. She aways dressed in black pants and turtleneck and
often wore along black leather coat.

She was adways accompanied by two hard-looking men who never spoke and whose eyes were hidden
behind wraparound sunglasses. The bulges under their coatsindicated they carried heavy wesponry. The
fact it was so obvious also meant they did so with the tacit support of the government, which meant this
woman was not only rich, but carried considerable politica clout.

For Fatima, these things only confirmed what she had come to Hong K ong suspecting: the Japanese
woman, who went only by the name Kaito, was an emissary of the Organization. Fatimawas adight
Filipino woman with long flowing hair that she kept bound in aponytail that siretched down her back.
She moved softly and quietly, so much so that the old couple from whom she was renting a room across
the Street from the office tower rarely knew when she came and went.

They aso would never have guessed that she was now the head of one of the most infamousterrorist
groupsin the world& mdash;the Abu Sayif. She had assumed that mantle upon the degth of her "uncle,”
Rogelio Abayon, three months ago. Which had coincided with the death of her father during the failed
attack on Oahu.

Whileit appeared those deaths could be laid at the feet of the United States, Fatimadid not buy into such
an easy explanation. Abayon had always suspected that there was something darker and deeper at work
in the world. Something that was even bigger than the United States. Some force that sought to oppress
the mgority of people while benefiting its own members.

And Fatima believed this woman she had been watching for aweek was one of those on the other side.



Abayon had sent atrusted lieutenant here to Hong Kong three months ago with ordersto sdll atreasure.
Part of the Golden Lily. A dice of the plundered wedlth the Empire of the Rising Sun had devoured
during its expangon across the Pecific Rim during World War 11.

Her organization till had the gold hidden in various places. But her "uncle’ had sent Ruiz hereto sdll off
much of the art. He had been half successful. Thefirst night's auction was arousing success, bringing in
many millions of dollarsto the hidden accounts of various organizations the Abu Sayif was dlied with. But
there had been no second night as planned.

Ruiz had disappeared. Along with the rest of the art he planned to sdll.

And Fatima knew thiswoman had been the cause of the disappearance and the theft. Her contacts had
traced the sale of some of the objects set for the second night's auction back to her.

Abayon had believed that the Golden Lily had been a cover for the Organization's own desires. That the
Japanese looting had been sanctioned internationally. And that al those other dices of the Golden Lily
that the Abu Sayif had not taken during the war had been coopted by the Americans and others, al il
stooges for this Organization.

Today, she planned to learn more about the Organization, if she could. If she couldn't achieve that, at the
very least she could achieve revenge for Ruiz. She had thousands of men and women under her
command. Many ready to diefor her. Y et shewas hereaone.

She knew Abayon would have approved. To those thousands, she had to prove her ability to command.
In the week she had been watching, Fatima had picked up only one pattern to Kaito's day: shewent to a
locd dojo to work out at the same time every morning. It was commendabl e discipline but bad for
security. Thismorning, Fatimawas dready at the dojo, waiting. Kaito worked out in a private room set
off to the rear, the outer door protected by her guards.

Fatima checked her watch. Kaito had been in there thirty minutes; she usually worked out for forty-five.
Fatimawalked in the front door of the gym, flashing the membership card shed paid for with cash three
days earlier. She turned down the corridor leading to the private workout rooms, shutting the double
doors behind her and diding the bolt. The two guards watched her gpproach without much concern
considering that combined, they were over four times her weight. She wore |oose pants, a swesatshirt, and
carried atowd in her hands.

When shewas within Six feet of the door, one of them held up his hand and spoke in Chinese: "Private.”
"Yes" Fatimareplied in the same language without hating.

Asthe men were exchanging confused glances, Fatimafired, the suppressor on the gun making adight
puff asthe first round left the barrdl. It hit the left guard directly between the eyes. Shefired again asthe
second guard was reaching for his own wesgpon. Again the shot was straight on, right between the eyes.
Both men did to the floor, dead before they were down.

Fatima pulled the door to the private room open and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. Kaito
wasin themidst of a kata& mdash;the formalized movement of amartia art exercise. She didn't even
pause, continuing through to the end, bringing her fists dowly together in front of her, bresthing out, then
turning to face Fetima.



"Areyou the masseuse?' Kaito asked.

Fatima dropped the towd, reveding the gun. "No."

Kaito stared at her. "Do you know who | am?"

"I know your name," Fatimasaid. "I know whereyou live. | know you killed one of my men, Ruiz."
A lifted eyebrow wasthe only reaction. "Y ou are Abu Sayif." It was not a question.

"Yes. Whereisthe rest of the Golden Lily? | believe you owe us payment.”

Kaito shook her head. "Y ou received payment enough, especialy consdering the Golden Lily wasours
to beginwith."

"Thereyou arewrong," Fatimareplied. "The original owners of everything in it would disagree with you
onthat."

Kaito shrugged. "It is not even worth discussing.” She pointed at atowel and indicated the swest on her
brow. "Might 17"

Fatimanodded. Kaito walked to the rack and took the towel.

"Y ou haven't asked about your guards,” Fatima noted.

"| assumethey are dead. If they are merely incapacitated, they will be dead shortly for failing.” Kaito
looked at her. "It was anice atempt by Abayon to try to attack Hawaii, but hefailed. Asyou will fal in
whatever foolish thing you aretrying now."

"The Golden Lily," Fetimasad.

"Whet of it?"

"Thereisgill much that ismissing.”

ll&?l

Fatima noted that Kaito was dowly moving, taking small stepswhile talking, getting closer to thewall
where various swords and spears were racked. Fatima reached inside her sweatshirt pocket and pulled
out apicture. She held it up. AsKaito paused to peer at it, Fatimalowered the barrel of the gun and
fired.

Kaito cursed asthe round tore into her thigh, knocking her to the ground. She put both hands on the
wound, trying to stop the bleeding. Y ou bitch!™

Fatimatossed the picture toward Kaito. It showed agroup of men in winter gear standing in front of a
sgn: A COMPANY: THE CITADEL.

" received that from an anonymous source,” Fatimasaid. "Along with other information. Therewasa
note in the packet. It said this Citadel was connected to the Golden Lily. That important pieces of the



Golden Lily are hidden there. Whereisthe Citadd 7"

"I will never& mdash;" Kaito began, but her words changed to ahiss of pain as Fatimafired around into
her other thigh.

"l will seeyou dead for this" Kaito said between clenched teeth.
"Whereisthe Citadel?' Fatima demanded. She aimed the gun at Kaito's ssomach.
Kaito stared at the barrdl. "1 have never heard of this place.”

Fatimawas tempted to pull the trigger, but held back. "Who would have heard of it? Who exactly do you
work for?'

Evenin her pain, Kaito smiled. ™Y ou would not survive five minutes going up againg them.”

"I'm standing here with agun and you're lying there bleeding,” Fatimanoted. Sheinwardly sighed,
knowing that Kaito actudly knew very little. It was the same pattern that Abayon had faced over the
decades as he tried to penetrate the Organization. She had received the package from FedEx through
one of her cutoutsin Manila. Who sent the package was unknown. How that unknown had aso known
the Abu Sayif cutout was aso troubling, asit indicated ahigh leve of accessto inteligence informationin
both directions: about her own group, the Abu Sayif, and about the Organization.

"Who do you report to?"

"I will never&mdash;" Once more Fatimafired, the round hitting Kaito in the elbow, tearing the bone and
nerve junctions. The Japanese woman screamed in pain, the sound echoing off the padded walls. Fatima
went over to Kaito and ripped off her training gi, leaving the woman naked and bleeding on thefloor.
Fatima's focus was on the tattoo in the middle of Kaito's back. It was an intricate design of an octopus
centered at the base of her spine, the tentacles spread across her back, two of them trailing down her
buttocks and one even between her legs, indicating complete dominance. Fatima had seen it before and
knew what group it represented, so she had the next step in her quest.

"I gave Ruiz an honorable deeth,” Kaito hissed through her pain. "He died with asword in hishand. |
request the same.”

"Ruiz, who probably had ahard time figuring out which end of the sword he was supposed to hold?”
Fatima asked. "I'm surefighting against you was most fair." She walked over to the weaponsrack and
withdrew a samurai sword. She tossed it to the bleeding, naked woman, who caught it in her one good
hand.

Then Fatimafired once, the round hitting Kaito in the left eye. The small bullet shattered inside her skulll,
tearing her brain up and killing her. She dapped back on the mat, asmall trickle of blood seeping out of
the socket.

Fatima pocketed the gun and |eft the room.

CHAPTER 2


ch_02

Oahu, Hawaii

"The Citadd isin Antarctica, asyou can tell from Truman's document, which David included in the
packet,” Royce sad. "Where, exactly, though, isthe problem. Antarcticaisavery large place."

"Why isthis Citadd so important?' Vaughn asked. "Besdesthefact it might hold four hydrogen bombs,
each capable of destroying amgjor city?"

Royce stared at him. "Majestic-12 built two bases when they were established. One was Area51. Do
youwant to try to infiltrate it?"

Vaughn shook his head.

"And the other," Royce continued, "is the Citaddl. Since no one has heard of it, perhgpsit might be alittle
eader to approach, at least in terms of security. I'll grant you the terrain and weeather are probably the
most bruta in theworld." He paused. "But the main reason isthat David Lansae sent me& mdash;and
someone & se& mdash;thisinformation. From the equivaent of his death bed. Actualy from beyond his
death. So I'm going to take alegp of faith and think it'simportant, very important. And that David wanted
to poke a stick into the ant's nest that the Organization is and see what happens.”

Poke a stick? Vaughn dtirred irritably, not thrilled with being the stick.
Tal reached up and put ahand on Vaughn'sarm. "Let's hear him out.”

"Antarcticaisice-covered,” Royce said. "The actua extent of the land underneath theiceisabest guess
to acertain extent. A lot of people don't realizeit, but the North Poleisice on top of the Arctic

Ocean& mdash;not alandmass. Antarcticaisatrue landmass, and it holds ninety percent of the world's
ice and snow. And, interestingly enough, it isthe only continent not to have its own néative population.”

Vaughn looked at the picture once more and the mountainsin the background. "How well-mapped is
Antarctica? | mean how could this Citadd, if it'sthere, have remained hidden for dl these decades?’

Royce didn't seem to gppreciate the "if it'sthere" qudifier. "If you wanted to hide something, the best
place in the world would be Antarctica. Plus, according to the photos, it was built under theice and
buried. Although Antarcticaisthe size of Europe and the United States combined, less than one percent
of it has been seen by man.”

Vaughn was kepticd. "Even with overflights?!

"Even with overflights. From 1946 through '47 the U.S. Navy ran amission called Operation High Jump
using over five thousand men, thirteen ships, and numerous planes and helicopters. They took so many
pictures that some of them haven't even been developed yet. Despite dl that equipment and manpower,
their coverage of theinterior was very limited. With all that manpower, they managed to photograph
about sixty percent of just the coastline.”

"And build the Citaddl," Tal said.

Royce nodded. "1 think High Jump was just a cover to put the Citadd in placein Antarcticaor it was
used as a convenient cover once the exercise was planned. And it looks like they put it under theice. The



war was just over and the materia and men were available. The government made no secret of the
operation. Y ou can look the mission up. It was well-documented. However, what no one seemed to
wonder was why the government was so interested in Antarctica. And why did they dispatch dozens of
ships and airplanes to the southernmost continent so quickly after the end of the war?!

"To hidethings" Tal said. "So much of what was plundered by the Japanese and the Germans during the
war has gill never been found. Maybe that's where some of it went."

"It'slikely," Royce said. "High Jump was avery extensve operation. The largest exploration operation
launched in the history of mankind up to that point. The officia expedition took so many pictures of
Antarcticathat they all haven't even been looked at to thisdate. Like | said before, the expedition
surveyed over sixty percent of the coastline and looked at over haf amillion square miles of land that had
never before been seen by man. | found boxes and boxes of reports and pictures from High Jump in the
archives

"Antarcticaisapretty amazing place. Theice cap isthree milesthick in places. The current dtitude of the
land underneath theiceisactualy below sealevel in many places, but that's only because the weight of
the ice on top depresses the continent. If the ice were removed, the land would rise up. Even today with
all the subsequent explorations, only about one percent of the surface area of Antarctica has been
traversed by man.”

"What about satellites?' Vaughn asked. "They should have complete coverage.”

Royce shook hishead. "Satellites are either in synchronous orbits, which means they move at the same
speed asthe rotation of the earth, thus staying relative over the same spot, or they have their own orbits.
Asfar as| know, there are none in a synchronous orbit above Antarctica& mdash;no reason for oneto
be. There are no weapons alowed down there by internationdl tresty, thus no military presence.”

"No wegpons at al?' Vaughn asked.

"None," Royce said. "Some satdllites run the north-south route and cross the poles, but two factors work
againg their picking up much. Firgt, quite smply, no one has been that interested in Antarctica, so they
samply aren't looking asthey pass over that part of their orbit. Secondly, the weather isterrible down
there, and it'srare that the sky is clear enough to get a good shot of the ground.”

"You just said there are no weapons allowed down there,” Tai noted. " So, | assume four big nukes
would be abit of aviolation?'

"A bit," Royce dlowed.

Vaughn had some experience working in cold westher climates during histimein Specia Forces. Hewas
beginning to get astrong sense of where thiswas heading. "What's the weether like down there, besides
cold?'

"Bad," Roycesaid. "Usudly very bad. Antarcticaisthe highest, driest, coldest, windiest continent. Wind
gusts of ahundred and fifty milesan hour are not unusud.”

"What do you mean driest?’ Ta asked. "It's covered in snow."

"That's a misconception,” Royce said. "It hardly ever snows or rainsthere. But you do have alayer of



snow covering theice that gets blown about alot, causing whiteouts and blizzards. But thereés very little
actud precipitation.”

"All thisisfineand well,” Vaughn said, "but as you've made abundantly clear, Antarcticaisalarge place.
How do you propose we find this Citaddl down there?”

Royce held up the picture of the men holding the sign. ™Y ou ask the man who took this picture.”
Manila, Philippines

As shegot closer to the designated place, Fatimafelt more and more asif she were back in Japan. Very
strange, cong dering she was less than two miles from her new headquarters hidden in the heart of the
Filipino capitd city.

It was a section of Manila, approximately ten blocks, with aconcentration of Japanese who lived there,
along with al the trappings for tourists to get ataste of the Asian homeland. It was bordered on the south
by afive-acre mdl that contained various shops, restaurants, galeries, and Japanese gardens. At thistime
on aFriday night it was well lit and packed with people. Not exactly what Fatima desired in a covert
meeting place, but she had no other choice.

She checked the directory for the center and found her destination. The Sensel Bookstore contained the
city'slargest collection of booksin Japanese, so it was not strange at al when she walked up to the
register and made her request in Japanese, naming a specific book shewaslooking for.

The response of the young woman standing behind the counter, however, was not normal. Her eyes
flickered back and forth, then she lowered them.

"Y ou must go to the Kawasan restaurant,” she said in alow voice. "Down the stairs directly acrossfrom
the door you camein. Turn right. One hundred meters. On theright. They will expect you."

Fatimaturned and departed, glancing over her shoulder as she pushed open the door. The woman was
on the phone, but till avoided looking at her. This piece of information had cost Fatima over $25,000.

She followed the ingtructions. The Kawasan was darker than the bookstore, and there was a queue of
people outsde. Fatima bypassed theline. A thin Japanese man in avery expensive suit stood next to the
maitre d', watching Fatima approach. Hetook her right elbow in hishand. "Thisway," hesaidin

Japanese.

Fatimafelt the man'sthumb pressinto the nerve junction on theinside of her ebow, effectively pardyzing
her right hand. They wove their way through the darkly lit bar, then through a swinging door. Another
man sat on astool in the small corridor, araincoat folded over hislap. The two men nodded. Fatima
heard adistinct click, adoor unlocking. They passed the second man, going through another door. It
swung shut behind them with another click. Two men stepped forward, and Fatimas guide let go of her
arm. They werein ashort corridor with walls of some dark materia that Fatima couldn't quite make out.
Thelighting was dso strange.

"Handsout."

One of the men ran ametd detector carefully around Fatimals body. The other man then patted her
down, double-checking, doing nothing sexua at dl as he ran his hands over her breasts and between her



legs. Then, with one on ether Sde, they escorted her to a set of metal stairs. Their shoes clattered on the
sted asthey went up. A door opened, and Fatima blinked. They were on thetop of themdll ina
glass-enclosed room about sixty feet long by thirty wide. It was dimly lit by the reflected light from the
surrounding city and the sky overhead. A dozen tables were spread out on the roof, and the two men led
her to one separate from the rest, where several men dined.

Fatimawas brought to a hat facing an older Japanese man who sat at the head of the table. She could
see that the man's skin was covered in various tattoos, the signs of his'Y akuza clan. Serpents
disappeared into the collar of hisgray slk shirt and dragons peeked out from his shirtdeeves. Hisfingers
were covered with gaudy gold rings, jewels sparkling in the streetlights. Fatima shifted her gaze, checking
out the roof.

The old man laughed. "The glassis specidly made. It can take up to afifty-cdiber bullet. If my enemies
wish to use something larger than that, then nothing much will stop them. It isaso one-way. We can see
out. Those on the outside see only black, making it also rather difficult for asniper.”

Fatimaturned her eyes forward and waited.

"l am Takase, Oyabun of al that you see. | received amessage from your servant,” the old man said.

"l have no servants”" Fatimasaid. "Only comradesin ams.”

"Noble" Takase said with asneer. "I understand you had ameeting with Ms. Kaito."

"YS."

The old man ran ahand across his chin, stroking histhin beard. " She did not come out of the meseting
feding very wel."

"Shedid not."

"Thereisno love lost between my clan and the Black Tentacle clan.”

"That iswhy | amn here.”

Takase leaned back in his seat. "What do you need?!

"Information.”

Takase's hand dapped the tabletop. "Thisis my part of the city. Y ou show me respect.”
Fatimastood ill.

"I could have you killed and no one would ever hear from you again.” The old man gestured, and the
guards grabbed her arms,

"I would very much gppreciate your assstance& hdlip;Oyabun,” Fatimasaid as one of the guards placed
ablade across her neck. Thelast word rolled off her tongue with difficulty. Showing any sign of repect
for such aman distressed Fatima. But she needed him now.



He smiled as he dug his chopsticksinto hisfood. "The grest leader of the feared Abu Sayif. Except
Abayon failed and is dead. And now agirl takes his place.”

"l annogirl,” Fatimasad. "If | do not leave here unharmed in thirty minutes, this entire block will be
destroyed. You arein my country. Oyabun."

"Y ou attack me," Takase said, "then there will be war between our groups.”

"A war youwill losein my country,” Fatimasaid.

The sticks poised. "What do you want to know?'

"Kaito was Black Tentacle. Who does the Black Tentacle work for?"

"No Y akuzaworks for& mdash;" Takase began, but Fatima cut him off.

"Have your man remove the knife from my neck and have the others release me.”
Takase gestured, and the guards backed off.

Fatima continued. "Y ou are not a stupid man or ese you would not be dive. Y ou know thereisan
Organization out there that is bigger than the Y akuza. Bigger than any government. That uses others. That
has been around for avery long time.”

Fatimawaited. Takase put down the chopsticks. He gestured, and those at the table with him left. The
guards backed up out of hearing distance. "And if | knew of such athing?' he asked, athough he did not
wait for an answer. "If such an Organization existed it would be so powerful | would not want to do
anything to incur itswrath.”

"That isindeed smart,” Fatimasaid. "But | just want to cut atentacle off, not take on the entire
Organization. To do so, | must know whereto find thistentacle. And as you indicated, thistentacleis
something that is not friendly to you."

Takase consdered this. "Why are you so concerned about this Organization? Y ou fight the Chrigtians,
the Americans. Arethey one and the same?”

"Wefight therich, who are gluttons," Fatimasaid. " Those few who keep the mgority of the world's
wedlth and resources to themsalves while millions starve and die of disease.”

Takase laughed. " Such nohbility from terrorists. The dog ischasing itsown tail. Politica gamesdon't
interest me." He stuffed food in his mouth and chewed. "I will inform you when | have something to
inform you of. My menwill find you. Do not come back here."

Fatimaturned and followed the two guards back to the Sairs.

Behind Fatima, Takase waited until the woman was gone, then the old man stood. He quickly walked to
an elevator, apair of guards surrounding him as he moved. He stepped in, leaving the guards behind. It
whisked him down over 150 feet, through the Japan center to aleve four floors belowground. When the
door opened again, Takase stepped forward into alarge room, then bowed toward afigure behind a
desk twenty feet in front of him, hidden in the shadows cast by large halogen lamps on the far wall.



Takase spoke, while bowing, hiswords echoing off the heavily carpeted floor. "The new head of the Abu
Sayif was here. She has asked for information about the Black Tentacle. It goesasyou said it would,
Oyabun. What should | do?’

The man seated behind the desk lifted awrinkled and liver-spotted hand. When he spoke, his voice was
s0 low, Takase had to strain to hear him. " Sheisreaching out into darkness. It is a dangerous thing to do,
but Abayon would not have picked her if she were not specid.”

"Shedid kill Kaito," Takase noted.

Therewas only the sound of amachine pushing oxygen into the old man's lungs for severa moments
before he spoke again. "L et her know about the Black Tentacle and the 1-401 submarine. That should
keep her occupied and cause both the Black Tentacle and the Organization to remain busy.”

Takase bowed his head in compliance. "Y es, Oyabun.”

* % %

Two blocks away a man on adark rooftop fiddled with the controls on asmall Igptop computer and
listened to the voices from the top of the building through the headphones hewore. In front of him a
black auminum tripod held what looked like acamera. Actually, it was alaser resonator. It shot out a
laser beam that hit the black glass on the top of the Japan center. The beam was so delicate that it picked
up the dightest vibration in the glass. Reflecting back to areceiver just below the transmitter, acomputer
insgdeinterpreted the sound vibrations into the words that caused them.

It had not taken the man long to tune out the background noise and get the computer to pick up the
voicesingde. HEd heard the entire exchange between Fatima and Takase. Satisfied that Fatima had |eft
the room, he quickly broke down the laser and placed it into a backpack aong with the compuiter.
Within thirty seconds he was gone from his perch.

* % %

The room Fatima was renting was on the second floor of asix-story hotdl. She had picked it, as she'd
been taught in the terrorist camp in the Middle East so many years ago, for itstransent and illicit clientele,
mostly prostitutes and drug addicts. She hadn't even had to say aword when getting the room. Sheld
shoved two hundred-dollar bills at the clerk and recelved akey in return. Very convenient and
inconspicuous, just as sheld expected.

Abayon had been her godfather, and his best friend, Moreno, her grandfather. Abayon had died in the
explosion of his Jolo Idand mountain lair at the hands of the Americans, and Moreno had gone down
with his submarine during the failed nerve gas attack on Oahu. She had thousands of loyd "soldiers’
ready to do her bidding, but felt completely isolated with the passing of the two old men who had taught
her so much.

Fatimaunrolled her prayer mat and then knélt on it. She faced toward Mecca and began her prayers, but
her mind kept diding among the various issues confronting her. Her body was till tense from the
encounter with theloca Y akuzawarlord.

These were the times she had doubts. When she wondered if this Organization her godfather had fought
againg was nothing more than the shadow of the western world looming over the third world, or even a
religious schism: the Vatican had wielded tremendous power and controlled great riches for many



hundreds of years. Although Abayon had tried hard not to make the Abu Sayif's battle to be against
Chridians, it seemed inevitable at times. Surely there were many in the western world who viewed Idam
asthe equivaent of terrorism.

Even as she prayed, she continued to consder the factor religion played in dl the divisveness. There
were many of her followerswho believed their battle, as devout Mudims, was againgt Christians. And
they believed that battle had been forced on them by the western world through various actions, most
particularly the unprovoked invasion of Irag by the United States and its cronies. But in private, Abayon
had awaystried to steer her away from seeing thingsin that manner.

Abayon had fought beside Chrigtiansin World War 11 to free the Philippines from the hold of the
Japanese. In fact, he believed that Christians and Mudlims shared acommon path and should be closer
to each other rather than fighting. It was an opinion he had not shared loudly, particularly when deding
with other Idamic groups the Abu Sayif was|oosdly affiliated with.

For Abayon, and now for Fatima, it was awar between the haves and the have-nots. Between those
who controlled the world's economy to further their own aims and those who suffered because of that.
Fatima had no doubts that the large gap existed, she just wondered if it was being controlled by one
organization, as her great-uncle had claimed, or smply the result of capitalism run amuck.

Fatima had to admit that Abayon had had solid reasonsfor his suspicion that thisinternational
Organization existed. He had become aware during the early years of World War 11 that as the Japanese
expanded their empire around the Pacific Rim, their front-line troops were followed closely by lements
of their secret palice, the Kempetai, which began the systematic looting of the landsthey conquered. The
gpoils were given the innocuous code name Golden Lily.

Whilefighting with the guerrillas, Abayon was captured along with hiswife and sent to the infamous Unit
731 concentration camp in Manchuria. It was a horrible place where the Japanese tested chemical and
biologica wegpons on living prisoners. Surprisingly enough, in this place of death, Abayon raninto an
American, aman who had been part of a secret mission into Japan using Doadlittle'sraid as the cover for
their parachute infiltration near Tokyo.

The American had been briefed that his three-man team’s mission as part of the OSS& mdash; Office of
Strategic Services, the American precursor to the CIA& mdash;was to parachute into Japan and make
their way to auniversity where Japan's only cyclotron was located. He thought they were going to help
destroy Japan's nascent nuclear weapons capability.

But the American had been shocked to be met at the drop zone by members of the Kempetel. One of
the three was executed on the spot. The true surprise for the captured American who told this story to
Abayon was that the third American, aman named David Lansae, was greeted by the Kempete not
only asif they expected him, but asif he were aguest.

All this Abayon had told her & her last meeting with him, before he sent her away, asif hewere
anticipating his coming degath. After his escgpe from Unit 731 and the end of the war, Abayon tried to
find out who this David Lansale was, who was greeted by the Japanese while the two countrieswere
locked in alife and death struggle.

Supposedly he was an operative of the OSS, but Abayon found out that was just a cover. Abayon found
information suggesting that Lansale was an envoy sent from the Organization's American branch to the
Japanese representatives of the Organization, to coordinate the course of the war and the disbursement



of the Golden Lily when thewar was over. He found out that Lansale met with Emperor Hirohito's
brother, Prince Chichibu, to coordinate the Golden Lily project. The deal made was that the Japanese
could continue the Golden Lily, unopposed by the Allies, but that none of the oot was to be sent back to

Japan proper.

Most of the riches were sent to the Philippines, some to other places, but none to Japan. It was atrade,
Abayon had explained to her: by putting the Golden Lily in placeswhere the Allies, particularly the
United States, could recover it easly after the war, the Allies agreed to leave the Japanese Emperor in
position after the war, arather remarkable thing in hindsight.

As hefinished tdling her this, Abayon had laid on her another piece of startling information, thisin regard
to the agent David Lansde: that he was photographed in Dallas on November 22, 1963, the day
President Kennedy was nated.

And now Lansale had risen once more, aspecter in her life, in the form of the FedEx package she had
received just the other day, containing the information about the Citadd .

Fatimabelieved that Kaito& mdash;and the Black Tentacle& mdash;were just an outer ring of the
Japanese representatives of the Organization. And now she waited to find out if she could delve deeper.

At aknock at the door, Fatimaturned her head. She drew the silenced pistol and stood in the corner, in
the shadows. "Comein," she called out.

A man entered, just adark figure. He took two steps and halted, hands well away from hissides. "I bring
amessage from the Oyabun. He says you look in the wrong direction. Japan is not where you want to
go. TheBlack Tentacleis significant in its dedings with this Organization for the thingsthey do for it. For
one of those things that connects with what you seek, you want to follow the path of 1-401."

Fatimawas confused. "What is[-4017'

"A World War 11 Japanese submarine,” the man said. ™Y ou can learn about it easily enough doing basic
research. What you cannot learn easily enough isits last misson. And whereit ended up. Even we do not
know that. But if you do, then you will learn of this Citadel you seek.”

"Who would know?" Fatima asked.

"Someone a the docksin the old American nava base. Thereisan old tug captain named Shibimi. Heis
amember of the Black Tentacle. Wewill let you know where and when you can meet him.”

With that the man turned and was gone, shutting the door behind him.

Fatimadowly lowered her pistol. Her grandfather had just died on board aWorld War 11 era submarine.
And now she must find the whereabouts of another one. Thisdid not bode well.

* * *

A block away, the man who had been ligtening to Fatimas Y akuza meeting lowered the lid on the metal
case that held the laptop computer. He had picked up the conversation in Fatimas room quite easily from
his position in the windowless rear of ablack van. He did through a curtain to the front of the rental van
and drove to the hotel where he was staying. It was much nicer than Fatima's. He parked in the garage



and retired to hisroom.

Then he opened up a state of the art satellite radio and sent a coded message.

CHAPTER 3

Switzerland

Lake Geneva, or Lac Léman, asit islocaly known, stretchesin anorthward arc from Geneva at one
end, in thewest, to Montreux at the other end, in the east. Built atop arocky outcrop on the shore of the
lakeis Chillon Cadtle, just south of Montreux.

As cadtles should be and usually are, Chillonislocated at astrategic point, controlling the narrow road
that ran between the lake and adjacent mountains. This road had been amajor north-south thoroughfare
dating back at least to the days of the Roman Empire. It led to the Great St. Bernard Pass, the only
connection between northern and southern Europe for hundreds of milesin ether direction, east or west.

Ontop of the origina Roman outpost, a castle had been built in the ninth century A.D. to guard the road.
The counts of Savoy razed that rudimentary structure and began building the current castlein the middle
of the twelfth century. It was modified and rebuilt numerous times over the centuries that followed.

The castle has aunique design because of the spot on which it sits. The side facing the road and
landward isatypica fortresswall, designed for military purposes. The Sdefacing the lake, however, has
the air of asummer residence for very rich people, which it has been over the centuries. It wasvery
unlikely that an enemy would come over the Great St. Bernard Pass hauling boats with them, which
determined the unique congtruction of the castle complex.

During the Romantic Era of the nineteenth century, the castle gained fame throughout theworld in
narratives by writers and poets such as Victor Hugo, Rousseau, Shelley, Dumas, and most notably, Lord
Byron. The Prisoner of Chillon by Byron revolved around the legend of the imprisonment of Bonivard
in the castl€'s dungeon in the Sixteenth century.

All thisisthe known higtory of the castle.

The unknown history is much more interesting, for it was here that the Organization, whose name was
always kept secret, established their headquartersin the Y ear of our Lord 1289. It was from Chillon that
the High Counsd who oversaw the destruction of the Knights Templar and the burning of Jacques De
Molay at the stakein 1314 rode forth, and it wasto Chillon that he returned from Paris.

The Organization understood the concept that their headquarters had to be both secure and accessible,
asthey had dedings around the world. Long before The Purloined Letter waswritten, the Organization
decided that the best place to hide their headquarterswasin plain Sght. At that time Switzerland wasin
the center of the known civilized world. Thelords of Savoy owed their good fortune& mdash;as did
amog dl the great familiesin Europe& mdash;to the Organization, so it was not difficult to have two parts
to the castle: the part that even today atourist can go and see, and the part that no one except those who
are part of the Organization's highest ranks can enter or even know exists.

It isnot by chance that Switzerland has gone to extreme lengthsto maintain its neutrality through
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numerous wars, including both world wars, an amazing feat consdering its central location in Europe. Itis
aso not by chance that Switzerland is the banking center of the world. The Organization did not dedl in
chance. They dedlt in logic, power, and control. In essence, much like Vatican City is run by the Pope
and Church, Switzerland has been controlled by the Organization for centuries.

In the early days of the castle, the Organization met in a secret room adjacent to the dungeon, where the
sound of the waves of Lake Genevalapping againgt the ssone walls could be heard intermingled with the
moans and cries of the prisoners, a mixture that ssemed to be indicative of the way the group conducted
itsdf.

Astime went on and technology improved, the Organization dug deeper into the granite below the castle.
Today it isnot alarge complex, but contains perhaps the most sophisticated computer and intelligence
center intheworld, rivaling anything in the Pentagon or & Microsoft.

The center of the complex isknown smply asthe Intelligence Center, or 1.C. It isacircular chamber,
exactly ten meters across. Thewalls are lined with the largest flat-screen displays available, dl of which
are hooked into the main computer. In the center of thel.C., on aseries of four progressively raised
platforms, much like alarge wedding cake, sat four men. Each level could rotate a the man's command
who occupied it, alowing each a 360-degree view of the displays.

The seating arrangement a o reflected pecking order in the four leves, with the man a the bottom being
senior. Thefour men, called "Assessors,” work six-hour shifts, which can be extended indefinitely during
periods of crissto alow someone who was on duty during the initiation of the crisisto always be present
until the crigsisresolved.

The Assessors sat in comfortable chairs, with akeyboard extended acrosstheir laps. They didn't usea
mouse, but rather, wore gloves that had photo-optic leads attached with which they could interact with
whatever data came up on the screens by pointing and bending their fingers. It was acomplicated system
that required sx months of full-time equipment training before anew Assessor was dlowed into the|.C.
for hisor her firgt shift.

While sophisticated and cutting edge, the true genius of the1.C. was buried one level below: the
computer that ran the system. It was the most powerful mainframein the world. The Organization could
afford it. Asimportant as the hardware was the software. The Organization had its own software
company located in Genevathat worked only on its projects, the primary one called the COAP: Course
of Action Projector.

Understanding that human beings were flawed in the andyss of information and intelligence, the
Organization wastrying to develop a software program to do it more efficiently. At present, version 3.2
was |oaded into the mainframe below the 1.C., while the programmersin Genevalabored on 3.3. The
COAPtook in dl the data it could gather& mdash;a staggering amount, given the capabilities of the

I nternet& mdash;and tried to project what was going to happen based on probahilities. It was cold, it
waslogical, and it worked 72.3 percent of thetime, at least based on resultsfor the past five years. With
3.3, the Organization was hoping to get that rating up over 80 percent.

The machine, however, never had thefina word. That was|eft to the High Counsdl, who had hisofficein
achamber forty-two meters from the center of the I.C. He communicated via secure intercom with the
Assessors and had no direct access to COAP, an interesting arrangement, in that it meant the computer's
projections came to the High Counsel through humans.



A problem now on the screens and being considered by the Assessors was the disturbing information
being forwarded from the Philippines. The intercepted conversations between Fatimaand Takase, and
then Fatimaand Takase's representative, had just been played, and al four Assessorswerelined up, like
blocks ready to tumble over each other, ligening toit.

Asthe tape cameto a close, the High Counsdl's voice echoed out of the speakersin thel.C. ceiling: "Do
we know for sureit was Lansale who sent the information to Fatima?”

COAP had been anayzing intelligence concerning this for over twelve minutes now, an eternity for the
machine. One of the Assessors shifted hisring and seat dightly to the left to ook at the resultsto answer
the High Counsdl.

"Eighty-two percent probability that Lansdewasbehind it."

"And the probability that Fatima can track 1-4017"

A different Assessor had been working on that. "That's difficult to figure because we don't know what
exactly wasin the packet that Lansale sent her.”

"Do we know where 1-401 went?'

"No, sr. That was ajoint Far East and North American Table operation at the end of World War 11."
"Why would Lansale send the Abu Sayif thisinformation?' the High Counsdl wondered out loud.

To that, no one had an answer, as no one dared point out the fact that the Organi zation had just recently
"retired" Lansae with extreme pregjudice after over haf acentury of faithful service. A man who knew so
many secrets was a dangerous man. Even now in desth.

The High Counsel had not expected an answer. "Has Royce reported?”

"Yes, dr. He says he can bring ateam together to deal with Fatima."

" Authorized and execute," the High Counsel ordered. There was a short pause. "And what of the
Citedd?'

Another awkward silence descended.

"I want an answer," the High Counsel demanded.

The Senior Assessor cleared histhroat. "Sir. The Citadel was apparently part of the North American
Table and is somehow connected with this submarine [-401, which meansthe Far East Tablewasdso
involved. It explainswhy Fatimawent after Kaito. She was the most junior member of the Far East
Table"

One of the other Assessors spoke up. "Fatima going after Kaito might have been revenge over the
Golden Lily, Hong Kong auction that Kaito ran. She betrayed the Abu Sayif."

The Senior Assessor shook his head. "'l would think that aso, except for the information we just received
from our agent that she was given information. And the computer agreeswith me."



"I know Royce will beonit," the High Counsdl said, "but to expedite things, give our agent in the
Philippines the authorization to take direct action to stop thisline of inquiry by Fatima. Whatever Lansale
sent to Fatima, it had to be something very important. He wasn't a stupid man by any stretch.”

The Senior Assessor blinked. "Sir, doing that before we have complete data might not be the best move.
| recommend& mdash;"

"Action in the Philippines” the High Counsdl ordered. "We will wait on more information to determine
what e'seto do. But right now, Fatima and those sheistrying to contact is a problem that needsto be
eradicated.”

"Yes gr."
"Back to the Citadd," the High Counsel said. "What do we know about it?"

The Senior Assessor answered. "It appears when they formed Mg estic-12 they not only established
Area 51, which they till use, but the Citadd .

"Apparently*?'Appears?' The High Counsel turned in his chair and faced his Assessors on screen.
"Doesthisplace exit?"

"Not in our computers,” the Senior Assessor admitted. “The formation of Mgestic in 1947 naturaly
predates the use of computers and& mdash;”

"The vast mgority of our history predates the use of computers,” the High Counsdl interrupted.

"Yes, r. But we can only processinformation the North American Table sent us. And apparently, we
never received any datafrom the North American Table about it."

The High Counsel leaned back in his chair, considering this. " So there are two possibilities. The
Americanswithhdd theinformation. Or they logt it."

"Sir, thereisathird possibility,” the Senior Assessor said. "L ansa e was the man who sent the packet to
Fatimaand the Abu Sayif. Lansale was one of the senior& mdash;if not the senior& mdash;field operative
for the North American Table for haf acentury. Thethings he did and wasinvolved in,

well& mdash;there is no need to say there are far more sgnificant things than this Citadel and alost World
War Il submarine.”

"Asnoted, Lansdewasn't stupid,” the High Counsdl said. "He picked this one thing to send to Fatimain

case of hisdeath. Summon the head of the North American Table. Tell him to bring everything they have
on this Citadd. Inform the Far East Table of our concerns and find out what they know about this 1-401
submarine”

Oahu, Hawaii
"That'shim," Ta sad.

Vaughn stared at the bent-over old man who was dowly walking down the street, a plastic bag dangling
from one hand. Royce had tracked down former First Lieutenant Macl ntosh using his Organization



resources without much trouble. Maclntosh had retired as alieutenant colonel from the Army right here
on Hawaii after putting in thirty years of service. According to thefile, hiswife had died eight years ago
and helived donein the small bungalow.

"Let's hope he doesn't have Alzheimer's," Vaughn said as he opened his car door.

They walked down the sdewalk and came up on Maclntosh, one on either side. He didn't notice their
presence until he turned for the walkway to his smal house.

"Who the hell are you?" he demanded as VVaughn blocked his path. Then he noticed Tai and his
demeanor changed. "And who are you?"' he added with asmile.

Ta shot Vaughn alook, and he knew what she was thinking.

"We have some questions, Colonel Macintosh,” Ta said.

He looked her up and down. "Y ou gtill haven't said who you are.”

"I'm areporter with CNN," shereplied.

"And him?' Maclntosh jerked his head a Vaughn.

"My assigant,” Ta said. Vaughn rolled hiseyesbut didn't say anything.

"And why would a beautiful young woman like you want to talk to me?* Maclntosh asked. "Not that |
object," he hagtily added.

Ta smiled. "It hasto do with when you werein the Army."

"| assumed that when you called me 'Colond,™ Maclntosh said. "And to be precise, | retired asa
lieutenant colond." He nodded toward his bungdow. "Why don't you comeinsde and sit down.”

They followed him in. Vaughn glanced a Tai as Maclntosh pulled a bottle of vodka out of the plastic
bag. He made no attempt to hide it, indeed, he offered someto them. "A glass?'

Both Ta and VVaughn politely declined. Maclntosh poured himself aglassful over the rocks and then
lowered himsdf into achair around an old wooden kitchen table. Tai and VVaughn flanked him, Tai pulling
out an iPod with an iTalk recorder on top. "Do you mind if | record this?'

Maclntosh shrugged. "1'm not supposed to talk about what | did in the military. Secretsand dl that good
horseshit. But, hdll, | retired along time ago. And I'm dying." He said it matter-of-factly. He held up the
glass. "Yeah, | drink dl thetime. Why the hdll not? Doc said | got about six months. Fuck it. Nothing's
been worth it snce Meg died." He took adrink. "So what do you want to know?"

Tal leaned forward. "Weve learned that the Army built a secret ingdlation, caled Citadd, in Antarctica
in1948-49."

Maclntosh frowned. "What kind of secret base?"

"Wedon't know," Ta said. "That'swhy we're asking you."



Maclntosh gave ady amile. "Why are you asking me specificaly?"

Vaughn pulled out the black and white photo and laid it on the table. "Because you took this picture. And
others

The smile was gone from Maclntosh's face as he looked at the picture. "Y eah, | took that." Hisvoice
sharpened. "Listen, we were told everything about that place was classified. | mean, it wasalong time
ago and dl that, but ill, aguy can getintrouble.”

Tal leaned forward in her seet once more and flipped the picture over. "They have your name on the
back."

Therewas along pause, and findly Maclntosh spoke, hisvoiceresigned. "Y eah, | took those damn
pictures. At first | didn't see what the big deal about the whole thing was anyway. It was an additiona
duty | was assgned: battalion historian. But they told us not to talk about it& mdash;nationa security and
al that."

"Who are'they'?" Tal asked.

"The big shots. High-ranking officers. Except | could tdll they didn't know shit elther.”

Tai leaned back. "What about the air crewsthat flew you in there? Do you know where they were
from?'

"Therewasonly oneair crew that did al theflights. | think they were home-based out of

here& mdash;Hawaii. They suredidn't like the cold. Flew abig-ass segplane that had been modified to
land onice." Hiseyesgot adistant look. "No one liked the cold.”

"Y ou were with the 48th Engineers,” Vaughn said.

"Yes"

"A company?' Vaughn added.

Maclntosh shook his head. "No. | was with Battalion staff. If I'd been with A Company, then& hellip;"
Hisvoicetraled off.

"Thenwhat?' Ta pressed.

"Then | wouldn't be here. They dl died.”

"How?"

"Pane went down on the way back,” Maclntosh said. "No survivors. Hell, they never found the plane or
the bodies. Went down in the ocean. And it was a damn floatplane, so it had to have crashed, not made

an emergency landing.”

Vaughn glanced at Tai. He knew she was thinking the same thing he was& mdash;very convenient. And
exactly theway Lansale had died.



"Why weren't you on the plane?’ Tal asked.

"| should have been,” Macintosh said. "But | got evacuated during one of the supply runs. Actudly, the
last supply run before they pulled the company out. And since | wasn't on the company roster, | guess no
onemissed meon thelagt flight." He held up hisleft hand. "Frostbite. From taking those damn pictures. |
got careless. Y ou'd think 1'd have known better after three months, but& mdash;anyway, | got the bite
bad and needed to be medevacked. | hopped aride on that plane. Never got listed on the manifest.

"From there they sent me on back hereto Hawaii. One plane early. If | hadn't been medevacked& hdllip;”
Mecintosh fel slent.

"Where was the Citadel 7' Tai asked.
"l don't know."
Ta frowned. "What do you mean you don't know? Y ou didn't know where you were?'

Maclntosh tried to explain. "I mean, | knew we werein Antarctica, but | couldn't tell you where. We
weren't allowed any maps. When we flew, they blacked out the windows in the hold of the MARS. No
onein that company knew where the hdll they were the entire time they were there.”

"Y ou had to have someidea," Ta pressed. "What direction from High Jump Station?”

"Y ou ever been to Antarctica?' Maclntosh didn't wait for an answer. "The goddamn placeisone big
jumbled-up mass of ice and mountains. North or south?* Maclntosh laughed. " Compasses don't work
too well down there. Do you know that the magnetic pole isfarther north of the true South Pole than
where they had High Jump Station?? In fact, magnetic south from High Jump Station, which is now where
McMurdo Station islocated, is actudly west if you look at amap. That was the most screwed-up place
I've ever been. All | know isthat the Ste was alittle less than afour-hour flight by MARS segplane from
High Jump Station. Y ou look at the pictures and you got as good an idea of where that placewas as|
do."

"What did the engineers build there?' Tai asked.

"They didn't redly 'build' anything per se," Maclntosh said. "They put together a Tinkertoy set. It wasdll
prefab,” he explained. "They flew thisthing in by sections, and the MARS was the only plane big enough
to fit them insde of. Someone with alot more brains than we had in our outfit designed that thing. Each
piece could just fit indde the plane, yet when they put it al together it was surprisingly big. Of course,
there was a shitload of cargo coming in. Hell, they spent amost an entire week just bringing in fuel
bladders. That plane flew every moment the weather alowed. Must have made over a hundred trips at
least. That | know of. And | heard whispersthat other stuff was brought in over land by those big snow
cats they& mdash;huge tractors with treads.”

"Whigpersfrom who?' Vaughn asked.

"Some of the guys," Maclntosh said vagudly. "We weren't supposed to talk about anything. But you
know how the Army is."

"Yeah," Vaughn agreed.



Maclntosh amiled. "Y ou had the look. Can't ever get rid of it." Helooked at Tai. "Y ou too. Y ou were
military, weren't you?'

Ta nodded. "Yes. | was." She tapped the photo. "What was it that A Company put together?'

"They put it under theice." Maclntosh shrugged. "My best guessisthat it was some sort of Cand C
structure& mdash; Command and Control. They blasted out deep holesin theice, then used 'dozersto
clear it. Then just put the buildings together in the holes. Then the bulldozers and weather would cover
them up fast. Ice would sedl in around the walls. Before we were even done, they brought in other guys
to put in other stuff. | remember alot of commo equipment. They sedled off sections of the place aswe
finished, so | redlly couldn't tell you what it looked like on the insde when it was completed. None of the
other specidigtsthey brought in had a clue where the hell they were or what they were working on.

"The guysin the 48th stayed in severa prefab Quonset huts on the surface, and we broke those down
and took them back out with uswhen we left. All that you could see when we took that last flight out was
the entry and ventilation shafts. Everything € se was underground.”

"What did it look like underground?’ Vaughn asked.

"There were twelve of the prefab units.”

"How werethe unitslaid out?'

"We set them up in three rows of four, about eight to ten feet apart, and roofed over the space between,
which just about doubled the underground area of the main base."

"That took four months?"

"What took the most time was blasting out that much ice and snow even before they brought in the first
unit. They aso dug two redly big tunnels on either sdefor storage and two areas for fud. Plusthelong
tunnd and area for the power station.”

"Do you have any ideawho was stationed there?"

"Y ou know, that was the funny thing. When | flew out, | redly don't think there was anybody |eft behind
besides Alpha Company, and they were al on that last plane out.”

Vaughn sat back in hischair and stared out at Maclntosh's small backyard. It seemed strange to be
talking about this, looking at the bright Hawaiian sunshine.

"l don't get it," Vaughn said, trying to process everything. "Why go through al that trouble to build
something if no onewas going to useit?'

"Hey, you got me." Maclntosh snorted. "I'm just apoor taxpaying schmuck like everyone el se. | don't
know why the government spends money likeit does"

"What about nuclear wegpons?' Tai threw in.

Maclntosh was startled. "What?"



"Mark-17 nuclear bombs" Tal said. "Y ou can't missthem. Big suckers.”

"I don't know what the hell you're talking about, miss. | didn't see no bombs, that'sfor sure." He paused
inthought. "But then again, | didn't see everything in that place. | don't think anyone from the 48th saw
the entire thing. Everyoné's job was very compartmentaized.”

Vaughn tapped the photo. " So you have no clue what this base was built for? Who it was built for?!
"Wefollowed orders,” Maclntosh said.

"Ever occur to you that the people issuing the orders were& hdllip;” Vaughn tried to figure out how to
phraseit and then smply gave up, knowing it didn't matter.

Maclntosh stirred. " There was this guy who came out every so often onthe MARS. Hewas ared
srange fellow. Spooky."

"Military?" Vaughn asked.

"He didn't wear auniform,” Maclntosh replied.

"Why was he spooky?' Tai asked.

"Just was. Cold eyes.

"Did he have aname?'

"David Lansde"

Vaughn took a deep breath and glanced at Tai. They both stood.

"Thank you for your time," Tal said as she turned off theiPod and put it in her pocket.

Maclntosh took another deep drink of vodka. “"Come back any time. | don't get many vistors."
Manila, Philippines

Fatimawatched her figure in the mirror. Muscles flowed as her legs and arms performed one of the
required movements of afifth-degree tae kwon do black belt.

"Hai!" she shouted, her fist halting amillimeter from itsreverseimage. She dowly pulled thefist back as
she returned to the beginning stance. The windows in the one room motel room were open, and the chill
night air hit the swesat pouring off her skin, creating athin layer of seam. Shewore only apair of cutoff
white shorts and a sports bra. Her feet did across the floor as she began another formalized kata. The
calusesthat years of working out had built up made her hardly notice the rough wood floor.

The room was empty except for the rest of her clothes hung and stacked in the closet. A bed sat near the
window, but Fatima had not used it. If she had to rest, she dept on athin mat, moving itslocation on the
floor every night. Sometimes she dept right under the window; sometimes just behind the door;
sometimes she folded her body into the scant space in the bathroom, a gun aways close a hand.



Fatimas leg snapped up high: front kick to the face. She froze for a second, then dowly lowered the leg,
her head canted to one side. Her cell phone was vibrating. She went over and picked it up. "Yes?'

"Shibimi'stug isdocking a Pier 23 in an hour. He thinks you are an arms dedler. Black market. He will
talk to you but he wants something in exchange.”

"What?'
"Weapons. Ten M-16s. With athousand rounds of ammunition.”

The phone went dead.

* * %
Two and ahalf milesaway from Fatimals |ocation, the computer awoke with achime. The man had been

reading abook, and he carefully marked his page before flipping open the computer'slid. The display
told him Fatimawas moving. He shut the lid and gathered his equipment.

Oahu, Hawaii
"Lieutenant Colonel Maclintosh, retired, United States Army?*' Royce asked.

"Yes?' Maclntosh's eyes were blurry and his speech durred. He stood in the door of his cottage, one
hand on the frame to steady himsdlf.

"l have a couple of questions," Royce said as he brushed by the old man.
Maclntosh shut the door and turned. "Are you from Intelligence?”

Royce nodded. "Yes. Y ou talked to that couple that was just here, didn't you?”
Maclntosh sighed. " That was so long ago, who cares now?"

"Y ou told them everything you know about the Citadel ?*

Maclntosh went over to the table and picked up hisglass. "Y eah. What are you going to do?
Court-martia me?"

"l don't have a problem with you talking to them,” Royce said. "In fact, | sent them to you."
Maclntosh frowned. "Then what do you want?"

"I want to make sure you don't talk to anyone else." Royce stepped up to the confused old man and
lightly dapped him on the back of the neck.

Maclntosh started and reached up to feel where held just been touched. "What the hell was that?"

Royce did off the metd ring he had on hismiddle finger, carefully avoiding the smal barb that protruded
fromit. He dipped it into ametal box and put it in his pocket. "Good-bye, Colond.”



Maclntosh was il rubbing the back of his neck. "What did you do?' The words came out dowly and
even more durred than before.

"Killed you," Royce said as he turned for the door.

Maclntosh tried to get to hisfeet but couldn't move. Hetried to speak again but the muscles wouldn't
respond. Royce paused at the door and |ooked over his shoulder. Maclntosh's eyes had lost their focus
and his chest wasn't moving. His head dumped forward.

Royce pushed open the door and |eft the dead man behind.
Philippines

An hour was not much time. Fatima made a couple of calls as she gathered her gear and |eft the room.
She knew she would not be coming back to it.

Weapons, especialy M-16s, were not hard for her to get her hands on. The Abu Sayif had numerous
stores of weapons. She had caled to find out the closest location for these specific guns.

The drop site she'd been given was in astorage unit. Fatima unlocked the combination padlock and
pulled up the door. Two crates and one small box lay just inside, in front of other boxes containing
various equipment. The Abu Sayif was efficient. She didn't know who had put the gunsin there, and she
was sure that whoever had didn't know she was taking them out. The storage unit was agood cutout
between operatives and support personnd. The Filipino government took a hard line with the Abu Sayif,
especidly right in Manila

Fatima uncrated the ten M-16s and the ammunition. The M-16s were brand new, probably stolen from a
government warehouse or even bought right out of government soldiers hands.

Fatimaworked on one of the M-16s, secreting asmal tranamitter insde the hollow of the pistal grip; a
place no one would have any reason to look. Then she broke each gun open, removed thefiring pinsand
then reassembled them. Shetied the guns together, then wrapped plastic bags around them,
waterproofing both them and the ammo. The package was bulky, but she managed to stuff it into alarge
rucksack.

Fatimarelocked the door to the bin. She just bardly had time to make it to the designated meet site. She
put the rucksack on the passenger seat of her old Chevy and began driving through the Streets of Manila

By thetime she arrived at the old American naval basein Subic, she was shifting into her action mode.
There was some activity, but nothing nearly asit used to be when the Americans ran their fleet out of it.
She drove past the empty guard shack and toward the piers.

When she got close to the designated pier, she parked the car and looked around. There was indeed an
old, rusting tug moored at the designated pier. But dl itslightswere off and it looked deserted. To her left
there was an old ammunition bunker, built like asmdl fort, with a gate entry wide enough to take atruck.
The stedl gates were wide-open, and she could see alight inside with flickers of shadows, which
indicated people moving.

Taking the rucksack full of weapons, she left the truck. Fatimafelt almost naked walking across the street
toward the ammo bunker, and she had afegling she was being watched. She noted that there were no



other vehicles about. As she entered the brick archway, she sensed someone behind and spun around.
Two dark figures stood there, blocking her way out.

"Comein!" someone who spoke English said, his voice echoing in the courtyard. Fatimaturned and
waked forward. The smal courtyard was surrounded by the bunker's walls, two stories high on al sides,
with brick arches opening to the ammunition mezzanines. She couldn't see who had called out. Thevoice
could have come from one of dozens of arched openings on any side, from any floor.

Fatimawalked directly to the middle and put the rucksack down. She folded her arms over her chest and
waited. The two men who had followed her were now standing inside the entrance, also waiting.

A shuffling sound drew her attention, and Fatima turned to her right. Two other men were walking out of
the shadows from the north wall.

"Y ou have the guns?' one of the men asked, again in English, which most Filipinosknew. As he cleared
the shadows, Fatimafinaly got agood look at hisface. Japanese. There was no mistaking thefacia
features. But too young to have been dive during World War 11.

"l have them."

The man gestured, and the man at his side came forward and opened the rucksack, checking the
wegpons and ammunition.

"Whereis Shibimi?' Fatimaasked.

The man was breaking down one of the wegpons, his hands moving expertly over the metal pieces
despite the lack of light.

"It isfunctiond," the man called out to hisleader in Japanese. Fatimaredized they didn't know she
understood their language.

"Whereis Shibimi?" Fatimarepeated.
"Hewill be here shortly,” the leader said in English. "Kill her," he caled out in Japanese to his men.

The man with the M-16s near Fatimawas diding a magazine into one of the wegpons. Fatima considered
it afundamentaly unsound business practice to be killed by her own merchandise. She turn-kicked
toward the man with the M-16, only to see him sidestep the strike, grab her leg and twist, dumping her
on her back. The Japanese put the stock of the M-16 into his shoulder and aimed down at her. He pulled
thetrigger, and nothing happened.

In hismoment of confusion, Fatimadrew her silenced pistol and fired twice, both rounds hitting him in the
head and knocking him backward. A second man came running forward, a sillenced submachine gun at
the ready, and then abruptly halted as sparks flew off the concrete floor near him. Fatima could fed the
presence of bulletsflying by, dthough she heard no sound of firing. She rolled and looked up, spotting the
muzzle flash of awesgpon being fired high up on the south wall. The Japanese who had been about to
shoot her jumped right, out of the way of the unexpected firing, grabbing the duffel bag with the other
weapons and getting behind the cover of one of thelarge crates.

Fatimadidn't stop to savor her reprieve. She scuttled on her back, the concrete ripping through her shirt,



managing to get behind alarge pile of boxes. At least she was conceded from the Japanese, sheredlized.
Whoever the gunman on the wall was had a perfect shot at her, but he'd had a perfect shot at her earlier
and hadn't taken advantage of it, so she felt she had to take the chance.

The second Japanese man let loose a sustained burst of fire up at the wal, but the man wasfiring blindly,
not sure where histarget was. The gun battle was eerie, played out in dmost tota silence, only the
flaming strobe of the muzzle flashes and the sparks of rounds ricocheting giving any hint asto what was

heppening.

Fatima peered around the crates, keeping low. The Japanese leader had joined the gunman. While the
leader provided cover, the other ran with the duffel bag toward the archway where the other two waited.
And was cut down in mid-stride by aburst of automatic fire from the unseen gunman. The leader took
that as ahint to escape and sprinted for the exit, grabbing the duffel bag as he went by the body. And
then he was gone. Fatima twisted toward the entrance where the last two Japanese had been, but there
was no sign of them now, and she assumed they were most likely leaving with their leeder.

Sheturned toward the wall behind her, pistol at the ready, and waited, but spotted no movement. "Who
isthere?' shefindly cdled out in English. Her words echoed off the wall with no reply.

Silence reigned, and Fatima did nothing to break it. She gave the surviving Japanese and unknown
gunman plenty of time to escape, then stood. She didn't hear any sirens. Timeto be going. First, though,
she went to the closest body. She checked for tattoos, and as she had suspected, found the mark of the
Black Tentacle on it. She then cautioudy made her way to the entryway and dipped through, ran to her
Chevy and jumped in.

As she drove away, she opened up the GPS tracker and turned it on. She drove dowly and carefully, in
no rush, wanting the Japanese to think they had escaped her. The unknown gunman bothered her, awild
card, and she had no cluewho had played it.

Fatimaglanced at her cell phone, consdering whether it wastimeto call in more firepower. That'swhen
she noticed that the bug had stopped moving. It was about two miles ahead of her, till insdethe
gprawling Subic Bay compound. She cut her lights and drove closer, coming to ahalt when sherolled to
astop close to the flashing green dot on her GPS screen.

Shelooked ahead. A trawler wastied to the pier in front of her. She reached down, retrieved a set of
night vison goggles and put them on. Through them she could see the boat clearly.

* % %

Two hundred meters away a stranger watched Fatima watch the boat. She sat cross-legged on top of a
warehouse, a silenced submachine gun across her knees. She knew who the extra shooter was on the
wall during the ambush. So even though her main focus was on Fatima, she aso checked out the
surrounding area, trying to find if the shooter was till after the same scent.

While she was searching the shadows through a night vision scope, her attention was distracted by
movement on the boat.

* % %

Through the night vision goggles, Fatimawatched four men come down the gangplank. They did not have
the duffel bag of weagpons with them, but she didn't care about that. What she did care about wasthe



man who appeared to be in charge: hewas old, definitely with enough yearsto have served in World
War 11. She observed as the Japanese got into an old model Ford LTD and anewer Camaro parked
nearby. Asthey pedled out of thelot, she followed. When they cleared the old Navy base, traffic got
heavier. Checking her rearview mirror, she noticed a black van following farther back and made anote
tokeep aneyeonit.

The procession continued until they were heading into the mountainous countryside surrounding Subic
Bay. Glancing in her rearview mirror, Fatima could tell that the black van was holding its position. The
two carswere ahead in thefar right lane and scrupuloudly staying at the speed limit.

She didn't like her position between the Japanese and whoever wastrailing. She wastoo closeto the
Japanese Y akuza, and there was a good chance they would detect her presence. She didn't want to take
achance, though, and go behind the van, since she didn't know who was at the whed of that vehicle. For
all sheknew, there were other Japanese.

They approached a point where the road cut atunnel through the knee of amountain. Fatimawasa
hundred feet behind the Camaro, which was right on the bumper of the LTD. Both cars dipped into the
mouth of the tunnel, and she kept her distance. She glanced in her rearview mirror; the van was aso
keeping its place.

As Fatimareturned her attention to the front, she automatically pulled her foot off the gas pedd. The
brake lights on the Camaro were bright red in the tunnel ahead. She heard the squedl of rubber asthe
Camaro spun about. A car in the other lane narrowly avoided collision, swerving out of the way. Fatima
dammed her foot on the brake as the headlights of the Camaro fixed on her windshield.

She halted, but the other car didn't. The front bumper of the Camaro smashed into the lft front grill of
the Chevy, jolting Fatimaforward against her seet belt, then snapping her head back, bouncing it against
the headrest. The Camaro pinned the Chevy againgt the wall of the tunnd, the right front side hitting
concrete.

Two men jumped out of the Camaro, M-16s at the ready. Fatima ducked before they fired, the bullets
shattering the windshield above her, showering her with broken glass. Either the M-16s weren't those she
hed given them or the missing firing pins had been replaced.

She unbuckled her seet beat and dithered between the front seats into the back, where the backseat was
down. Bullets continued to stream by over her head. She added afew rounds with her pistol, shooting
out the right rear window of the car.

Gathering hersdlf, she dove out through the opening she had just created. She bounced off theright wall
of thetunnd, grunting as shefelt pain jar through her shoulder. Hitting the pavement, sherolled, pistol at
the ready, peering underneath her Chevy. She could see the legs of the Japanese on the near side of the
Camaro. Shefired twice, both rounds hitting the man in the ankle, tearing hisleg out from under him.
Fatimafired again a the pronefigure, thistime ahead shat, killing the stunned man ingtantly. All of four
seconds had dapsed since the accident, and the only noise had been that of the collision and the bullets
shattering glass.

Now there was the sound of another car coming to a hurried halt, and Fatimatook a chance, popping
her head up over the trunk to see what the tactical Situation was. She expected the LTD to be there,
disgorging more gunmen, but was surprised instead to see the black van twenty feet away and aman
leaning out the passenger's side, a silenced Steyr automatic rifle in his hands. He hosed down the second



Japanese, blowing blood and guts al over theright side of the Camaro. Fatima froze an image of the man
in her memory: Oriental, mixed, dthough more Japanese features than Korean, short and thin, and from
the way he handled the gun, a professond at the job of killing.

Her visual inventory was brought to an abrupt hat as the man turned the smoking barrel of the Steyr in
her direction. For the second time, she dove for cover as bullets tore chips out of the concrete above her
head. Fatima fired underneath, but the man was inside the van, and dl she could shoot at werethetires.
Thefiring abruptly ceased, and she heard a vehicle accelerate away. She carefully edged her head
around the rear of the Chevy. The van was gone. Two smashed vehicles and two dead bodies. She
watched the van disappear down the tunnel to the east.

"Fuck," she said, standing up and dusting off broken glass from her clothes. There was a bottleneck of
frightened motoristsin their carsto the west, but no sign of police yet. Fatimareached into the front of the
Chevy and pulled out her homing device. There was nothing e sein the vehicle that could identify her.
She brought the muzzle of her weapon up as awhite van woveitsway through the halted cars and raced
up to her. She had a perfect sight picture on the driver, who leaned over and threw open the passenger
door. "Get in!" thewoman ydlled.

Another Japanese person, Fatimanoted, keeping her wegpon steady. She heard sirensin the distance.
"Get in!" the woman repeated. The Srenswere getting closer.

Fatima hopped in, keeping her wegpon trained on the driver. The woman took off, heading west. They
passed through the tunnel and out into the night air on the other side of the mountain.

"l don't seethem,” the driver said, peering ahead.

"And you are?' Fatima asked. The woman appeared young, somewhere in her mid-twenties by Fatimas
best guess. She wore gold-rimmed glasses and avery nice dark gray outfit. Fatima pressed the barrdl of
her pistol into the side of that suit and repeeated her question. "Who are you?”'

"My nameisAraki," the woman replied. She appeared not to notice the gun poking into her side.

Fatima spared aglance out the windshield. There was no sign of ether thevan or the LTD. "And you are
with?" Fatima asked.

"Jgpanese CPI," the woman said. "I assume you are with a Filipino government agency,” she added.

"Why do you assumethat?" Fatimaasked. She knew what CPl was: Central Political Intelligence, a
secret arm of the Japanese government formed after the Tokyo gas attacks afew years back.

"Y ou were following the Japanese Y akuza," Araki said.
"Arﬂ?'

"Who else would be following them?* Araki asked. "Other than police or other Y akuza. And you do not
appear to be Japanese, thus | deduce you are police.”



Fatimawasn't sure whether to take Araki for what she claimed to be, but since she had the gunin the
woman's side, she wasn't overly concerned at the present moment about the veracity of her claim. If
Araki wanted to think she was police, that was fine with her. With her right hand, Fatima flipped open the
cover on her direction finder and turned it on.

Araki glanced over asthey wound into the jungle between Subic and Manila. "Y ou have afix on them?”'
Fatima nodded. "They're southeast."”

Araki accelerated.

"Coming up on due east,” Fatimareported.

Araki took aturn onto adirt road in that direction.

"Do you know of aman named Shibimi?' Fatima asked.

"Yes. HewasintheFord LTD. Heisasenior member of the Black Tentacle Y akuza." Araki dowed as
the road narrowed. "Do you mind?' she asked, pointing at the gun that Fatima still had poking into her
Sde

"Actudly, | domind," Fatimareplied, keeping it in place. "1 have no proof you are who you say you are,
and | just had two different groups of people shoot at me for no reason that | know of. So forgive meif
I'm not exactly in the most friendly mood.”

"I understand your concerns about my identity," Araki said. Her English was precise, and she enunciated
each word clearly. "But you must know that | do not carry an identification card. | am working in your
country on amission of degp concern to my own country.”

"Pretty weak," Fatimasaid, checking the direction finder. The small dot indicating the Japanese had
stopped less than a kilometer ahead. "Unfortunately, | really don't have the time to have a deep
discussion with you about al this. Thereis someone | have to catch up with."

Araki nodded. " Shibimi. Why are you following him?"

"Why are you?' Fatima asked.

"l am not following Shibimi," Araki said. "'l am following aman who isfollowing them.”

"The Japanese guy in the black van with the Steyr AUG," Fatima said.

"Correct.”

"Andwhoishe?’

"That ismy concern,” Araki said.

"Hetried blowing my head off back therein thetunnd,” Fatimasaid. "That makesit my concern. Also, in
case you haven't noticed, you're in the Philippines now. | could have your assthrowninjail," she bluffed.



"Asyou threw meinjail, would you a so admit to selling the Japanese Y akuza those wegpons back at
Subic?' Araki asked in alevel voice.

Fatima pushed the barrdl harder into Araki's side, evoking a surprised grunt of pain. "Do not fuck with
me. | could aso just make you disappear.”

"l imagineyou could,” Araki said.

Fatima could see her swallow, trying to control her fear. The woman was doing a reasonably good job of
remaining cam, but Fatima sensed that Araki wasn't a seasoned agent. She didn't have the hard edge that
peoplein theworld of covert operations gained after only afew yearsin the fidd& mdash;if they survived
that long. Of course, she could also be better than most and a good actor. That made Fatima wonder
exactly what Araki'srole here was.

"We need each other," Araki said.

"Why do | need you?' Fatimaasked, checking the direction finder one moretime. The dot was il
sationery. "They've stopped about five hundred metersin front of us." Looking ahead, she could seethat
the road descended through the jungle, and there was the glow of lights ahead, indicating some form of
avilization.

Araki stopped the van and turned off the lights. She looked at Fatima. "1 want the Japanese man,” she
said. "You want this'Y akuza, Shibimi. But | do not think you know what these people are up to. | do not
know what Nishin& mdash;that is his name& mdash;is up to, other than the fact heisfollowing the Y akuza
as0. There are many unanswered questions. Two minds can answer them better than one. | have access

to my agency's resources, which are quite extensive. And as you've noted, thisis your country, SO you
havethelocal contacts. Remember, the enemy of my enemy ismy friend.”

Fatimasnorted. "Y ou sound like Confucius."

"Confuciuswas Chinese," Araki began. "l am& mdash;"

"Y es, Confuciuswas Chinese," Fatimainterrupted. "Confucius, origindly known as Kung Chiu, born 551
B.C., died 479." She removed the gun from Araki's side and holstered it. " Personal virtue, devotion to
family, most especidly one's ancestors, and to justice& mdash;al are tenets of histeachings.”

"Very impressve" Araki said.

"Why are you following thisNishin?'

"l cannot tell you that.”

"Cannot or won't?"

Araki shifted in her seat uncomfortably. "I am not authorized.”

Fatimatapped the direction finder. "In the interests of each of our goals, let's go talk to these people.”

"Wejust drive down there?' Araki asked.



Fatima had the pistol on her Iap. "Y es. Do you have any wegponsin here?"

Araki nodded. "Behind you. That plagtic case.”

Fatimatwisted in the seat and opened thelid. Set in foam padding were two M P-5 submachine gunswith
slencers, dong with two dozen loaded magazines. "Very nice," she said as she pulled them out. She

passed oneto Araki and took the other. They split the ammunition between them, locking and loading the
guns,

"Thisisnot much of aplan,” Araki said as she started the engine. "We could be driving right into a
Y akuza base."

Fatimasmiled. "I know wherewe are, and | know what's down there. And it isagood plan because of
that.”

"And you are averse to sharing thisinformation?" Araki asked.

"I am not authorized," Fatimasaid, and laughed. "Don't worry. It isnot a'Y akuzabase. It isarebe base.
A splinter cdll of the Abu Sayif. They do businesswith the Y akuza on occasion.”

"That iseven worse," Araki said. "The Abu Sayif areterrorists, as bad asthe Y akuza™
"I have had dealingswith the Abu Sayif," Fatimasaid. "Do not worry. Wewill bedl right. So drive.”

Araki rductantly put the van in gear, and they rolled forward down the dirt trail. " Thereis no reason for
usto trust each other."

"Were you on thewadl in the compound when | switched the wegpons?*
"Yes. But | didn't shoot at the Y akuza, that was Nishin."
"Why didn't he shoot me?"

"Because he actudly didn't have an angle on you. Also, | think he probably wanted to figure out who was
who first. Or perhaps he wanted to speak to you before shooting you. | do not know for certain.”

"Close now," Fatimasaid, checking the display. They continued down the road until the jungle pulled
back on either side and they could see the source of the lights: aramshackle village of about twenty
buildings. "Theresthe LTD." Fatima pointed. There was no sign of any people around the buildings. The
LTD was parked outside of what appeared to be warehouse.

Araki drove farther down the road and parked the van in a position where they could observe the car but
be hidden in the shadow of one of the buildings. "Any ideas why they would be here?' she asked.

"They're probably trying to sell the wegpons they just purchased to this Abu Sayif group.” Fatimawas
finding the entire thing rather ironic but didn't think this was the appropriate time to mention thet. "There's
no sign of the black van and your Nishin fellow. Perhgpsit might be thetimeto tell me exactly who heis
and why you are after him."

"Heisaronin for asecret organization,” Araki said.



"A ronin?'

"A bit more complicated in definition than hit man. Nishin does not work for hire. Heisswornto do his
master's bidding.”

"And hismagter is?" Fatima noticed movement by one of the windows of the warehousethe LTD was
parked outside of .

"I have only heard it referred to asthe Far East Table.”

"What the hdl isthat?"

"That iswhat | wish to ask Mr. Nishin."

The door to the warehouse did open, and Shibimi ssomped out, followed by his guard.

"Let'sgo," Fatimasaid, opening her van door and getting out. " Shit," she cursed asadark figurewith a
slenced Steyr automeatic stepped out of the shadows twenty metersto the right. The suppressor on the
end of the barrdl spit sllent flame. The guard was dammed back into the meta wall, where heleft atrall
of blood as he did to the ground.

Shibimi drew apistol and ran for cover.

Fatimamoved forward, sticking to the shadows of the buildings, getting closer to Shibimi's position,
keeping one eye on the ronin, who was dowly moving forward aso, focused on the car.

"Do not kill him," Araki hissed, wegpon &t the ready just behind Fatimas | eft shoulder.

Fatima had afedling one of them was going to get their man as Shibimi fired a couple of rounds at Nishin,
who then fired back. The crack of Shibimi's pistol going off reverberated through the small village, and
people began to spill out of doorways, some of them armed with automatic weapons.

Fatimarealized thiswas going to turn into a disaster, and she needed it to be over quickly. She snapped
ashot at Nishin, hitting him in theside. As Shibimi turned in confusion to seewho had fired, she sent a
three-round burst into the old man's legs.

"Abu Sayif!" Fatima cried out, stepping out of the shadow into the glow of one of the arc lights. "Bind
those two men," she ordered asthe closest armed villagers recognized her.

Araki turned to her in surprise as a haf-dozen men ran to the two wounded men, securing them. "Who
aeyou?'

Fatimaturned the smoking muzzle of her wegpon toward Araki. "I am the leader of the Abu Sayif. And

perhaps now you can tell me who you redly are before kill you. And then | will extract the truth from
our two wounded friends over there."

CHAPTER 4


ch_04

Oahu, Hawaii

"It appears | wasn't the only one to get a packet from David," Royce said.

Vaughn and Ta had been discussing what they had learned from Maclntosh, combining it with the
information that Royce had given them earlier, when Royce walked in the door of the bungal ow.

"What do you mean?' Tai asked.

"| just received amessage from the Organization. The new head of the Abu Sayif, awoman named
Fatima Al-Sheef, gpparently got either the same or asimilar packet from David that we received.”

"Why?"' Vaughn asked. "Why would he do that?"

"l don't know," Royce said.

"How about venturing aguess,” Vaughn prompted.

Ta jumpedin. "To put the pressure on. If Lansale had just sent the information here, then we could Sit on
it. But by sending it to the Abu Sayif, he'srung the starter'sbell from hisgrave. And it'sactually a
three-way race because the Organization now knows about the Abu Sayif package.”

"Raceto where?' Vaughn asked, although he aready knew.

"Tofind the Citadd," Royce said, "and uncover what'sin there. And itslink to the Organization.”
"If it il exists" Vaughn said. "It's been down therealong time."

"l guessyou're going to find out," Royce said.

"And what are you going to be doing?' Ta asked.

"I'm going to do what the Organization has ordered meto: try to stop the Abu Sayif before they get too
close. Soinaway, I'm taking out your competitors.”

Vaughn considered that. "But won't the Organization Smply send some people down to the Citadel and
take care of things?'

Royce amiled. "From the way the message was worded and the way David sent usthisinformation, |
have afeding that the Organization doesn't quite know the location or contents of the Citadd ether.”

"How can that be?" Tai demanded. "The Organization ordered it built.”

"l think part of the Organization ordered it built, and David organized it and oversaw it,” Royce said, "but
| have the fedling the information was never sent dl the way up to thetop.”

"Left hand not knowing what the right isdoing,” VVaughn said as he considered that. " So there might have
been peoplelike Ta and me before, inside of but not part of the Organization who did their own thing.”



"I have no doubt David played avery dangerous game,” Royce said. "Just as| am.”

Ta ran ahand through her short hair. "My big question is: what did they build down there and why?
We'retaking 1949. Truman is President. The Cold War has just begun. We know about the nukes, but
it doesn't make much sense that the only purpose of this base was to store some nuclear wegponsin
Antarcticawith no ddivery system.”

"Whatever the Citadd is" Vaughn said, "it was important enough to kill alot of peopleto cover it up.”
"So how dowefindit?' Ta asked.

"We need an expert,” Vaughn said. " Someone who knows Antarctica.” Helooked at Royce. "I don't
suppose you have one handy?'

" Actually" & mdash;Royce drew the word out& mdash;"1 do. And | aready made an initial contact. A
man named James L ogan. He works for the environmenta group Earth Firgt."

"Greet," Vaughn said. "A tree hugger.”
"Therearen't any treesin Antarctica,” Tal said.

"Logan has donework for me before,” Royce said. "He might love trees but he enjoys money more. Plus
we have leverage on him."

"What kind of leverage?" VVaughn asked.

"Y ou don't need to know that," Royce said. "Sufficeit to say | have astrong enough carrot and a
powerful enough stick that Logan will do whatever you need.”

"Where'shenow?' Tal asked.

"Audrdia" Royce said. " Saving kangaroos or something." He reached into his briefcase and pulled out a
deek satdlite phone. "Y ou can cal him on this" He did apiece of paper across. "Here's his number.”

Royce dided in the number, then punched the speaker-phone option and put the phone on the wood
table.

"Hello?" avoice with arich Australian accent answered.

"Isthis James Logan?"

"Who areyou?'

Royce spoke up. "It's Royce, Mr. Logan. Caling with two friends of mine from Hawaii."
"Fuck. Hawaii. Must be early in the morning there, isn't it?"

Ta rolled her eyes. "It'salittle after eleven.”

"It'salittle after midnight here." The voice waited for an gpology, and getting none, moved on with asigh.



"All right. Whet do you want?'
Ta gpoke. "Roycetells us you've been to Antarctica severa times.”

"Yes. I've been there four times. | also wintered over at the Earth First base there three years ago. Why?
What'sup?"

"Weve received information about something,” Ta said, "and we were wondering if you could give us
somehdp.”

""Wondering? Do | have achoice, Royce?'
"No."
The voice wasresigned. "What's the information?*

Ta continued. "Weve discovered that the United States military built asecret ingtalation, caled the
Citadd, in Antarcticain 1949."

"What kind of secret base?"

"Wedon't know," Ta said.

"Where exactly wasthe place built in Antarctica?’

"Wedon't know," Tai repeated. "That'swhy they cdl it asecret, Logan."

"Wdll, I've been down there and I've dlso talked to alot of people stationed down there, especidly at
McMurdo, and I've never heard anything about a place called the Citadel. It would be pretty difficult to
cover something like that up, athough 1949 was avery long time ago.”

Ta waited in slence, prompting Logan to spegk again. "Even though it was built in 1949, it would till
have broken the 1959 treaty, asthe treaty was retroactive. Any base that is built down there, eveniif it's
temporary, has to be open for ingpection by any of the other signees of the treaty. If abaseishidden,
well, then it certainly isn't open for ingpection.

"Second, if the U.S. military built it, then it's probably some sort of military base, and if it ftill exigts, that
would be agrossviolation of not only the letter of the current 1991 accord governing thingsin Antarctica,
but also the spirit. Tell mewhat you haveonit sofar.”

Ta gaveaquick summary of the engineers, the photos, the planes, but |eft out the information about the
atomic weapons. When she was done, Logan asked her to describe the photos carefully. Hewas silent
for alittle while before spesking again.

"Wadl, High Jump Station evolved into McMurdo Station, which isthe largest base in Antarctica. So we
have agtart point. Y ou got this Citadel being afour-hour flight by MARS Boxcar from there, so we have
aradius. But we don't even know if it's south, east, or west. Most likely south or east, though.”

"Why do you say that?' Ta asked.



"If the U.S. military built thisthing and wanted to keep it a secret, as you've said, then they'd probably
want it to be far away from any other countries potential stations, based on how Antarcticawas diced
up for research. The Russans eventually had abasein Leningradskaya, about five hundred milesto the
west of McMurdo, and the French built one farther dong the coast in that direction. South from
McMurdo theré's nothing until you hit the South Pole itsdlf. So that would seem like agood placeto hide
abase. Maybein the Transarctic Mountains.

"East from McMurdo isMarie Byrd Land, and there was nothing permanent out there for amost two
thousand miles until 71, when the Russians put abase in, called Russkaya, right on the coast there to the
east. But if it was 1949 and | was going to put some sort of secret base in, that might be adirection I'd

go.’

Vaughn was making notes of dl that. "Anything €l se you can think of that might help?’
"I'll work on it and check around,” Logan said. "When are you arriving down under?'
Tai looked up a Royce, then back at the phone. "As soon as possible.”

"Hy through Auckland, New Zedland, and | can meet you there," Logan said. "Then we can take a hop
down to McMurdo, which would be the place to stage out of."

"Well touch base once wereenroute,” Tai said, shutting off the phone.

"Pretty vague," Vaughn said. "Tak about looking for aneedlein ahaystack. And it'saneedle buried
under ice. There might not be anything on the surface we can spot even if we get agood ideaof where
the baseis.”

"Thereis something | could do," Royce said, "but it's dangerous.”
"Andthat is?" Tai asked.

"Check the Organi zation's database that | have accessto for information on the Citaddl. | couldn't do it
before, because | have no doubt such an inquiry would be flagged. But now that 1've been tasked with
closing out the Abu Sayif and their interest in the Citadd, | don't think it would be that unusua for meto
query the d-base reference. Might fly under the radar as part of the operation with which I've been
tasked."

Vaughn shrugged. "Without any more data, we've got no chance of finding this place, so you might as
well gofor it. WEIl be out of here as soon as we have something solid, so you'd have to deal with any
fdlout."

Royce sat down at the table and opened hislaptop. "' have restricted access to the database,”" he warned
as he began typing, "but let's see what | can come up with."

Area 51, Nevada

The flashing light on the secure phone drew the old man's attention away from the computer displays
lining the wdll of the command center. Despite hisyears, there was till abounceto his step ashe walked
over to hisdesk. Hewastall, with astomach that wasflat asaboard. Hisslver hair framed a
distinguished face that attracted women athird his age and made the men around him choose their words



with care. A long finger reached out and hit the spesker button. A brief whine and agreen light on the
phoneindicated the line was secure from eavesdroppers.

"ThisisDyson."

"ThisisAnayst Six. | am calling you as per ingtructions, sir. My people have detected an inquiry into the
secure database that you have coded for dert.”

Dyson'sdate gray eyesfocused on the phone as he leaned forward dightly, the musclesin hisforearms
rippling as he rested them on his desk. " Subject?"

"Citadd."

The old man's eyes closed briefly and then opened. " Source?"

"Our manin Hawali, Royce."

Dyson considered that. "Royce dready has the tasking reference the Abu Sayif, correct?’

"Yes gar.”

"And what has he discovered?

"The name exigsin our database. In David Lansalesfile.”

Dyson hit back a curse as some of the piecesfell into place. "What ese?"

"Not much. The origind funding for the Citadd fell under Operation High Jump conducted in Antarctica,
with additiond funding covertly added viathe Black Eagle Trudt. It's classified as an engineering
operation. That'sal that isin the Citadd file."

"Did Lansde conduct an unsanctioned misson?' Dyson asked.

"No, gr. Thereisan officid sanction number on thefile. | cross-referenced the number and found it
linked with two other missons. Thefirst actualy predates the Citadel. An American submarine tender
was diverted in the South Pacific during the closing days of World War 11 to refuel asubmarine.”
"So?What's so specia about that?"

"It was a Japanese submarine. And the sub tender went down with al hands aday after making the
rendezvous and refud.”

"Not acoincidence," Dyson said.

"I don't know, gir, but it seemsunlikely. Thereis no further information on this or where the submarine
was headed.”

"The second link?"

"A covert mission in 1956 during Operation Deep Freeze. A long overland convoy traveled to the



Citadd from the coast of Antarcticaand made addivery there. The convoy was never heard from
agan.”

The body count was getting very high, Dyson thought. While the Organization was not averseto
whatever cost was necessary to accomplishits goals, thiswas definitely beginning to look like avery
major operation.

"Wheat did the convoy ddiver?'

"Among other things, four Mark-17 thermonuclear warheads. The largest yield bombs ever built by the
United States”

Dyson closed hiseyes briefly. "Have the warheads ever been accounted for?”
"No, gr. Themogt likely explanation isthat they must till betherein the Citadd.”
"Anything more?'

"Negtive"
"Thank you."

Dyson turned the phone off, then picked up the tersely worded communiqué that had just been
decrypted and then delivered to him. It was adirective from the High Counsel in Geneva, head of the
North American Table, to present himself in person. And the subject of the meeting wasto explain the
Citadd and why Geneva had no records of such aplace.

Which meant he was going to have to explain the scanty yet sartling records that the North American
Tablehad of it.

Philippines

"Hewill diewith twenty-four hours" the medic informed Fatima, pointing at the young Japanese man
who had been Araki'starget. "And he'' & mdash;the medic indicated the old man in the bed next to
him&mdash;"will liveif wetreat him. If not, he won't ast forty-eight hours.”

Fatimaturned to the Japanese woman who had saved her in the tunnel. Araki wastied to achair facing
the beds the two wounded men occupied. "And you," Fatimasaid to her, "will dieimmediatdly if youlie
tome"

Araki glared at her, face flushed in anger. A half-dozen Abu Sayif guerrillas were gathered round,
weapons at the ready. Fatimawalked up to Araki and drew aknife. Shelaid the cold flat edge of it
agangt Araki's cheek.

"Perfect skin," Fatimasaid. "It would be ashameto seeit marred. Y ou said you work for
CPI& mdash;Centra Politica Intelligence. And you were following this man, Nishin." She removed the
knife and pointed it at the young, wounded Japanese man. "Why?"

"To find out who heworksfor," Araki answered.



"HeisYakuza" Fatimasad.
"Check to seeif he has Y akuzamarking," Araki suggested.

Fatimanodded, and two men ripped off Nishin'sbloody shirt. His skin was unblemished. Fatima
shrugged. "There are those among the Y akuza who are unmarked in order to be able to do covert
missons™

"Heisnot Yakuza," Araki said.
"Tdling mewhat heisnot isnot very useful,” Fatimasad. "Tell mewhat heis."

"Heisamember of an Organization the CPI has spent decadestrying to infiltrate or at least find out what
itsreal nameis. The best we have comeisto learnthat it isreferred to at times asthe Far East Table. |
told you thiseerlier.”

Fatimafrowned. "Y ou mean the group people call the Organization, with acapital letter?’
Araki nodded.

"We have heard of this Far East Table," Fatimasaid. "I recently killed one of their members, but she
could tell me nothing. If thisman, Nishin, isan agent, | am willing to bet he knowslittle and would say
nothing.”

Araki shrugged. "It was the best lead we had. And we wanted to know why he came here to the
Philippines and what hismisson was."

Fatimafrowned as she tried to piece together this puzzle of bodies around her. She had been after
Shibimi because the Y akuza had sent her that way. Araki had been after Nishin, and he had been after
Shibimi. Fatimafelt a sudden rush of pressure as she redlized the information she had received had not
come from nowhere and there was a very good chance someone knew she had thisinformation.

There was no timeto fool around. She drew her pistol and walked over to Nishin. Hewas glaring up a
her. Shefired once, the round making asmall black holein the center of hisforehead. Sheturned. Both
Shibimi and Araki were staring at her wide-eyed.

Araki wasthefirst to speak. "What did you do that for? He was my& mdash;"

"You will bevery lucky to leave here dive," Fatimasaid. "Hewasaronin, asoldier, who knew nothing
other than he was hereto kill thisman." Fatimawent over to Shibimi and placed the muzzle of her gun
between his eyes. Hisface wasimpassive as he regarded her.

"Whereishisguard?' Fatimacalled out, and Shibimi's eyesflickered ever so dightly.
Two of her men dragged up the wounded guard, his scomach heavily bandaged. They dammed him
againg the sde of the building and he cried out in pain. Fatimajammed the muzzle of her gunright into his

wound, and he screamed.

"Who areyou?' she asked, keeping one eye on the old man. He was much too concerned about the old
man to be asmple bodyguard. "How are you related to Shibimi?"



She jammed the gun once more, and he screamed, then she stepped back and waited. When he caught
his breath, the man managed to speak. "I'm his grandson.”

Fatima spun back to Shibimi and walked up to him. "1 will make you aded. Y ou tell me what you know
of the submarine 1-104 and | will have my people take your grandson into Manilaand drop him at the
hospitd. Y ou do not tell me, he dies.”

Shibimi closed his eyes for severa moments, then opened them and nodded ever so dightly. Fatima
gestured, and the two men holding the guard dragged the wounded man toward awaiting car.

"l am upholding my end,” Fatimasaid. "Tak."

Shibimi watched his grandson tossed in the backsest of the car and asit drove away up the dirt trail.
When it was out of sight he returned his eyesto Fatima. " There were three 400 series Sensuikan
Toku& ndash;class submarines built near the end of the war: 1-400, 1-401, and 1-402. They were the
pride of thefleet. The largest submarines ever built up until the 1960s, when thefirst balistic missle
submarines were built. They were underwater aircreft carriers.”

"I've never heard of such athing,” Fatimasaid, noting that Araki had gotten over her shock about
Nishin's degth rather quickly and waslistening intently.

"| was assigned to the 1-401," Shibimi said. "It wasindeed huge. We were dl stunned the first time we
saw it. Over four hundred feet long and forty feet high. There were 144 meninthe crew. It had a
waterproof hangar built onto the deck in front of the conning tower. Inside were three bombers. Fully
loaded with fudl, we had the potentia to sail back and forth across the Pacific without refuding.”

"Where did you sail?" Fatima demanded.

Shibimi closed his eyes and sighed. "The1-401 was built with aspecific missonin mind. Wewereto sall
to the Panama Canal and use our three planesto bomb it, shutting it to traffic. But the war ended before
we could do that mission. We were at sea when the surrender was signed. We'd been at seafor two
months. Doing trid runs. First heading toward the Panama Canal. Then sent north toward the American
West Coast, where we were to rendezvous with afreighter and take on biological weaponsto attack
San Diego and LosAngdles.”

"Biologica wegpons devel oped by Unit 731," Fatimasaid.

Shibimi looked gtartled, then nodded. ™Y es. But that mission was canceled when we were within fifty
miles of San Diego. No explanation was given. We were directed to rendezvous with aship in the South
Pecific, east of Audtrdia. It was along journey back across the ocean.

"When we arrived at the location, we were shocked to see an American submarine tender. They were as
shocked as we were, but they had the same orders. They refueled us. And we received new orders. To
head here, to the Philippines.”

"Where you were met again by Americans,”" Fatimasaid.

Shibimi nodded. "Y es. We surfaced at night, not far from here, off Corregidor. Then an American cargo
ship came alongside. Our three airplanes were dumped overboard. In the hangar were placed numerous,



unmarked crates.”
"Golden Lily," Fatimasad. "Part of it."

"Yes" Shibimi said. "Although neither I, nor any member of the crew, knew it then. We dso took ona
large amount of food store. And recelved sailing orders once more."

"Togoto Antarctica," Fatimasaid.
"If you know dl this, then why are you asking me?" Shibimi said.
"I don't know everything,” Fatimasaid. "Wherein Antarctica?"

"Due south. We sailed to the edge of theice pack of the Ross Sea. Then we waited until it was summer
and the pack had receded asfar asit could. The captain was the only one who knew what we were
doing. Therest of usjust followed orders. We picked up random radio transmissions at times. We found
out about the dropping of the atomic bombs. Details of the surrender.”

Shibimi's eyes grew distant. "That's when the suicides began. A man whose family had been in Nagasaki
wasfirgt. Then others. In the first month while we sat off the coadt, eight men killed themsdlves. They saw
no hope, no reason to live. The captain would not explain what our misson was. Then something strange

happened.”

Shibimi fdl slent for afew moments, and Fatima gestured for one of her men to give him some water. His
wound had stopped bleeding.

"What happened?' Fatimafinaly asked.
"Two more submarines arrived,”" Shibimi said.
"American?' Fatimaasked.

"No, German,” Shibimi said. "Because | was Kempeta, | talked to the member of one of the crewswho
was Gestapo. He told me an interesting story. He said the Germans called Antarctica Neuschwabenland
and consdered it part of the Third Reich. Or had. The Third Reich no longer existed by the time we met.
Hetold me that before the war, the Germans had sent planes down to Antarctica and dropped pennons

with Nazi flags over as much of the land asthey could, anaive way of trying to clam theland astheirs.

"In 1943, Admira Donitz, who commanded the German submarine forces, claimed that the Germans had
created afortressin Antarctica, aboast of arather feeble attempt to establish a base there. But the agent
told me thiswas not the first time his submarine, U-530, had been to Antarctica. Infact, it wasitssixth
trip. And every time they brought supplies and, like us, unmarked crates. Thiswastheir last trip along
with their sster ship the U-977."

"What happened then?' Fatimaasked. She found it strange to be talking about such acold and faraway
land herein the middle of the sweltering Filipino jungle. And to have aman who wasin the Japanese
Kempetai talking about meeting a Gestapo agent off the shores of Antarctica.

"A landing party was organized under the command of one of the German officers who had obvioudy
been there before and was experienced in traversing the land. It consisted mostly of Germans, but afew



members of our crew were part of it. They struck out over the ice cap covering the Ross Sea.

"Wewaited. And findly wereceived aradio cal from the party that they werein place. All three
submarines submerged. One of the German shipswasin the lead. Y ou have to remember, we were
salling dmost blind under the ice. We homed in on the sonar sgnd the land party was broadcasting.

"When we arrived, we found that the land party had blasted holes through the ice so that each submarine
was able to extend asnorkel and radio transmitter up to the surface. But that wasit." Shibimi fell sllent for
amoment. "It made no senseto the rest of the crew. We couldn't surface. We couldn't bring the land
party aboard. The captain didn't give the rest of the crew time to. He ordered almost everyone with the
exception of mysdlf and his executive officer into the rear crew compartment and the engine room. Then
he had us sedl the hatch from our side.

"| think it was merciful what we did. We were cold anyway. Our country had been devastated in the war.
Surrender was not an option. Most of us had nothing to go hometo, and if we did, we would have been
in disgrace. We pumped the ar out of the rear compartments. It was over relaively quickly. Relative,
when you hear the echoed screams of men dying and their banging on the hatches and pipes and hull.
One hundred and twenty-nine men were killed."

Fatimaglanced over at Araki. She had gotten more than she had bargained for on thismission.

Shibimi continued. "The captain then said we must commit hari-kari. He said it would be hisplace as
captain to be last. However, those were not my orders. | had to act quickly. | drew my pistol and shot
the executive officer and captain. | powered the ship down except for the radio, which | put on acertain
frequency at low power to continuoudly transmit. Then | put on adry suit and arebresther. | went into
the escagpe hatch in the conning tower. | sedled mysdlf in then opened the outer hatch.

"The water was cold even with the dry suit, on the verge of becoming ice. It was pitch-black under the
ice. | made my way by fed to the snorkel and radio tranamitter. | grabbed on and made my way up inthe
darkness, fearful that | would find them enclosed in ice when | reached theice pack. But the hole that

had been blasted had not completely iced in yet. | was ableto wiggleinto it, pulling my way up, ill afraid
that as| got closer to the surface it would be sedled in.

"I barely madeit. | did hitice. | had apick with me. In that tight space | chipped away, my air
diminishing, and then | broke through. About six inches of ice had dready formed, and | was ableto
crawl through, onto the surface. It was night. | saw asingle lantern, like abeacon, in one of the tentsthe
ground party had taken. | staggered over to it, the water on the outside of my dry suit freezing as| did
0. | madeitinsde. A stove was till going, but they were al dead.

"The Germans had drank poisoned wine. The Japanese had used the knives and gunsto kill themsalves. |
stripped off my dry suit and scavenged for cold weather clothing. Then | dept among the dead for along
time. When | awoke, | gathered supplies.

"Then | made my way back to the coast. A six-day journey for me on foot. When | got to the coast a

trawler waswaiting for me. The crew knew nothing of me or why they were picking me up. They brought
me back to Japan, where | could report the mission accomplished.”

Shibimi stopped speaking.

"Where were these submarines |eft?"' Fatima asked.



"After dl theseyears," Shibimi said, "I still remember the coordinates.” He spoke them, and Fatima
copied them down.

"What €l se have you donefor the Far East Table?' Fatima asked.

Shibimi gave ahitter laugh. "That wasit. Why do you think | am herein the Philippines driving astupid
tugboat and peddling in arms? They tried to kill me, and | escaped. | came here and here | have been dll
my life. They wait for me." His voice had dropped. "The souls of those men, they wait for me."
"Thenjoin them," Fatimasaid as shefired her pistol.

Then she turned to Araki. The Japanese woman stared back at her. "What are you going to do to me?"
"Do you want to know the truth?" Fatima asked.

Araki nodded.

"Then you must come with me.”

"Where?'

"To Antarctica, of course." Fatimaturned to one of the Abu Sayif. "Dispose of the bodies," she ordered.

"I want the freighter to be prepared. Take her to Manilaand link her up with the crew. | will need
everyone at the ship.”

Oahu

"We're going to rack up quite afew frequent flier mileson thistrip." Ta waslooking at the flight itinerary
Royce had just given them. "Depart Honolulu for New Zedland. Crossthe international date line en route.
Arrive Wdlington, New Zedland, on Saturday evening at 2100 hoursloca.”

"The passports I've given you," Royce said, "are real and should raise no problems. From New Zealand
you count on Logan to take you to Antarctica.”

"What about communications?' Tai asked.

Royce did asmdl case acrossthetable. "Satdllite radio. Y ou might not get the best receptionin
Antarctica but you should be able to punch through atext message.”

"Gear?' Vaughn asked.

"Will bewaiting for you in New Zedand," Royce said.
"Including wegpons?' Vaughn pressed.

"Including wegpons,” Royce reassured him.

Vaughn stood and looked at Tai. "All right. Let'sget cold.”

Manila



Fatima checked the coordinates Shibimi had given her. Then she made her way to the front of the map
store and paid the proprietor. She did the map inside her jacket and opened the door with afeding of
excitement that she was on thetrail of something that might unlock the secret of the Organization.

She | eft the store and hopped on the motorcycle she had taken from the village. She roared through the
streets to the rendezvous she had set up on her way in. She was headed to another ethnic-oriented part
of Manila& mdash;not Japanese thistime, but Korean. She raced through the narrow streets, avoiding
cars, trucks, bikes, and pedestrians.

Sheturned down an dley and cameto a halt. Shetook her helmet off, Ieft it on the seat and entered the
back door of asmall store. An old Korean man was seated on a stool just inside, a blanket over hislap.
Fatima saw the large double-O shape of the end of a sawed-off shotgun trained on her.

"l am unarmed,” shesaid.

"What do you want?" the man demanded. "Y our cdl said you had important information.”

"I believe | know where some American nuclear weapons are stored,” Fatima said.

The old man snorted. "1 can tell you where many American nuclear weapons are stored in South Korea

and in Japan.”

"But these are not in South Korea or in Japan. Or in the United States or anyplace where there are
currently Americaforces."

The old man stared at her. "How can this be?’

"The Americans built asecret military base right after World Wer |1," Fatimasaid. "They went back there
at least one time and put four nuclear wegponsin it. And now it is abandoned, and | believe the wegpons
might till be there”

"Impossible” the old man said. "Even the Americans are not that stupid. Whereisthis base?’
"Antarctica

The old man blinked. "That is& mdash;" Hefell sllent as he thought aboutt it. "Areyou certan?”

"| am certain there is an American base that was abandoned there," Fatimasaid. "1 am not certain about
the wegpons, but it islikely they are il there. Even if they no longer work, they will till have their cores,
which can be used. And even without that, the discovery of such athing would be of greeat
embarrassment to the Americans.”

"Antarcticaisalarge place," the old man said. "Where exactly isthis place?"

"I am heading down thereto find out,” Fatimasaid. "Would your superiors beinterested in knowing the
locetion?!

The old man smply nodded.

"Then | will contact you in the same manner over satellite when | know more," Fatima said, not wanting



to give up any more information right now.
"All right," the old man agreed. "'l will wait for moreinformation.”

Which Fatimaknew to be alie. He would be on the satellite phone as soon as she left, contacting his
superiors. But that iswhat she wanted. She nodded back at him and walked back out the door.

As she grabbed her helmet off the motorcycle seat, she noted avan blocking her in. Fatima put the
helmet on, cranked the engine, and waited for the driver of the van to take the hint and move. After thirty
seconds of nothing she beegped her horn. She couldn't make out the truck’s occupants through the tinted
windshidd.

"Damnit," she muttered as she got off her bike, walked up to the passenger side and rapped on the door.
The cargo door did open and aman legped out, wrapped her in abear hug and rolled with her back into
the rear, the door diding shut.

Fatimakicked backward, feding her boot strike home, but the man holding her didn't make anoise. She
desperately struggled, but her arms were locked to her sdewith agrip of stedl. Shefet aprick in her
wrist and looked down to see aneedle diding into her flesh. She watched as the plunger descended.

Thelast thing her conscious mind processed was the van pulling out into traffic.

CHAPTERS

Oahu

"Thiscould dl beasetup,” Ta said asthe planelifted off the runway.
Vaughn had hiseyesclosed. "At least if it is, were going first-class™
"Why should we bdlieve anything Roycetdlsus?’ Ta asked.

"Why shouldn't we?' Vaughn asked in turn. He opened hiseyes. "I don't know what the truth is about
anything. But even when | wasin theredl Army, | wasn't too sure about the truth either. Were you?"

Ta gghed. "l believed in what | was doing."

"I believed in my team," Vaughn said. "But it got shot up doing amission on ordersthat | wonder about
now. My brother-in-law was killed. Men who trusted me, trusted my orders, died. And now | can say 'l
wasjud following orders.™

"Oh, bullshit,” Tal said. "Now you're getting into where the ultimate truth is. What it is. A bunch of crap.”

"Then what are we doing on thisplane?' Vaughn asked. "Why are you here?"

Now it was Tai'sturn to close her eyes. "'l want to find out who isbehind dl this. | want to find out who
got your brother-in-law killed, and my sister too. And | want to make them pay."


ch_05

Surprisingly, Vaughn laughed. "Thet, | can understand. Revenge. But you think we're going to makethe
dightest bit of difference?"

"Wedidin Hawaii."
"All right." Vaughn nodded. "We did. And we will here. Or freeze to death trying."
Tokyo, Japan

The head of the Far East Table stared out the window and pondered recent devel opments. Bad news
comesin three, and he had just received the third part.

Kaito being killed in Hong Kong.
Being summoned to Geneva to discuss the 1-401 and someplace called the Citadd.

And now Nishin disgppearing in the Philippines on a smple assassination mission to avenge Kaito's
desth.

Helooked down at his desk and the flimsy report on 1-401. It had indeed been commandeered by the
Far East Table near the end of World War 11 to be sent on a covert mission for the Organization.

And that was all the report said.

He picked up the secure phone and punched in number two on the speed did. The call was bounced
through satellites to the United States, specificaly the Nevada desert.

The cdl was answered on thethird ring. "Y es?'

"Have you received a summonsto Geneva?"

"Yes. | will bedeparting shortly."

"Regarding the Citadd 7'

llYall

The head of the Far East Tablereined in hisirritation. "And what do you know of it?"

"It'sin Antarctica. It wasinitidly established in 1947, the same year the place | am right now was
established. But somehow information about it was compartmentaized even from the Tableto alarge
extent. One of our agents, who you know& mdash;David L ansa e& mdash;was the one who did this. And
he raised the issue by sending information about it to the Abu Sayif."

"| tried to have Fatimakilled, but my agent has disappeared.”

The voice on the other end took on agloating edge. "I have aman in the Philippineswho has just
captured her. He will terminate her after interrogation.”

"We must do more than that,” the head of the Far East Table said. "When we go to Geneva, we must



present them with aplan to completely wipe thisissue out.”
"What do you propose?’

"We dert resources to be prepared to intercede in Antarctica as needed. | will dowhat | can on my end,
but you have more available to operate in that part of the world.”

Therewasashort silence. "All right. | will do that. | will seeyou in Geneva"
Manila

Fatima had been coming awake for brief interludes over the past hour, but every time she approached
lucidity alarge wave of blackness again engulfed her. Thistime, though, as she opened her eyes, she
could actudly think. There were vague memoriesflitting about her brain, trying to tell her something had
happened over the past hour that she needed to recall, but try as she might, no concrete memory could
form. There were disturbing visions of what seemed like very bad dreams, but as she took in her
surroundings, the present nightmare banished thoughts of worrying about the immediate past.

With dow sweeps of her eyes, she checked out the Situation. She waslying on the floor in afilth-strewn
room& mdash;the walls an eclectic splatter of spray paint and punctured Sheetrock. A single lightbulb
burned in the celling, casting long shadows through the room. A wooden door beckoned to the world
outsde. Her wrists were handcuffed behind her, the sted cutting into her skin uncomfortably.

She was consdering diding her hands down her back and pushing her feet through, to at least get her
handsin front of her body, when the door opened and the man from the van walked in.

Fatimawas truly worried now because the man made no attempt to disguise hisidentity. That meant he
was not concerned about her identifying him in the future, which meant she did not have afuture. He had
hair cut tight againgt his skull, his bright blue eyes emanating both intelligence and mdice. Thefact hewas
not Filipino was of concern aso.

After staring at her for afew minutes, he findly broke the sillence and spoke in an Australian accent:
"Good day, Miss Fatima. Y ou don't have to worry. I've aready gotten what | needed from you." At
Fatimas confused look, he smiled. "It's part of the miracle of modern medicine. Thefirst shot | gaveyou
caused unconsciousness. The second one made you talk." He squatted down and gazed into her eyes.
"Y ou don't remember talking and giving me the coordinates, do you?'

Fatimadidn't answer. She curled up in atight ball, her kneesto her chest. The man poked her inthe
shoulder. "There's no need for you to play stupid with me. It was foolish of you to go to the North
Koreans. Don't you think that shop iswatched dl thetime? | know quite abit about you. Part of the
perks of thejob. Y ou told me everything | asked. Y ou told me some quite interesting persona
information about yoursdf.”

Fatima closed her eyes and starting rocking back and forth. He dapped her on the face. "Don't tune out
onme." Heamiled, but it was only amoving of musclesin hisfacethat didn't touch the coldness of his
eyes. "It'skind of likelooking into someone's soul when they're under. Imagine being able to ask
someone any question you want and get an honest answer?”

Hiseyeswereflashes of blue, catching the light from the flickering bulb above him. He pulled a pistol with
asuppressor on the muzzle out of a shoulder holster. He put the muzzle againgt her temple and stared



deep into her eyes. They remained like that for most aminute, alifetimefor Fatima, who had stopped
breathing, every nervein her body screaming.

Suddenly he pulled the pistol back. "Most people consider you aterroridt. If it didn't violate my orders, |
could turn you over to the Americans, dead or alive, and get anice bounty. But then | would be dead
aso. Still, itistempting.”

Fatima muttered something under her bregth.

"What wasthat?" the man demanded.

She whispered to hersdf again. The man knelt next to her and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her to her
knees. "Tak louder."

Fatimaleaned forward, pressing her chest againgt his.
"That's not going to work," the man said, but he didn't pull back.

Fatima moved her body up and down dightly. She could fed him beginning to grow hard. "Not in the
head," shesaidin alow voice.

What?"
"Please don't shoot mein the head.”

The man laughed. "Why not?!

"Please. I'll makeit worth your while not to."

The man pushed her back roughly and stood up. He moved afew feet away and stared at her, hiseyes
flashing. Fatima forced hersaf awkwardly back to her knees and shuffled toward him. He backed up
until he was againgt the wall. She felt the skin on her kneestear as she moved, but tried to keep alustful
look on her face.

She pressed her head into the man's crotch.
"| asked you about this" he said. "I know what you like."

Fatima gave what she hoped was a good approximation of a sexua moan. With her teeth, she unzipped
his pants, not an easy maneuver. He reached down and grabbed her head as he entered her mouith.

Fatimabit down with every ounce of energy she had. The man screamed and doubled over. She
whipped her head out of his grasp and rolled away from him. As she did so, she brought her kneesto her
chest and dipped her hands over her feet to put them in front of her body. She jumped to her feet and
ran at him then, swinging her handslike a club as she did. The blow knocked him sideways, till doubled
over. She leapt on hisback, looped her manacled hands over his head and pulled back tight on his neck.

He gasped for breath and tried to shake her off. He twisted the hand with the gun and pulled the trigger,
the round ripping through Fatima's shirt but not hitting her. He fired again as she kept the pressure up.
Then he raightened and threw himsdf backward againgt the wal, damming her into it, but shedidn't let



go.

He dropped to his knees, finally letting go of the gun. Fatimakept the pressure tight. He fell forward,
taking her with him, but till she didn't et go. It was too quick. Sure enough, after acouple seconds of
playing dead, he suddenly rolled, pinning her beneath him. But she sensed his strength weakening.

Then hewasill.

Fatima counted sixty to hersalf as she kept the chokehold with the cuffs. Slowly she let go. Awkwardly,
with her bound hands, she searched his pockets until she found the key for the cuffs and maneuvered it
out. Then, holding it in her teeth, she unlocked herself. Hands free now, she searched his pockets and
found a United States diplomatic passport, which she kept. His name meant nothing to her. The fact that
it was adiplomatic passport confirmed what she had suspected: once more the long hand of the United
States was after her. It was agood thing she was leaving the Philippinesfor awhile.

Without a backward glance she left the room and headed out of the abandoned warehouse.
Washington, D.C.

The Intelligence Support Agency was a branch of the Pentagon that tried to coordinate the massive flow
of datathat poured in from al the various intelligence subdivisons of the military. Hundreds of analysts
sat in cubicles scrolling through data on their computers, trying to separate intelligence from information.
The former was usable data, the latter not. They also handled intelligence requests from the various parts
of the military trying to coordinate with the rest of the military-industrial complex so that theright hand
could at least have a clue what the left hand was doing.

Bob Festoon was athird of the way through hisin-box when he came upon an encrypted request from
Magestic-12 Area51. It caught hisinterest because rarely did anything from Magestic come through here.
So rare were its communiqués and <o little was known about the organization that there were some who
sadit didn't redly exist& mdash;that it was just a cover-up for something else.

Festoon had even tried accessing data on both Mgestic and Area 51 and discovered little even in the
ISA's highly classfied database. Area 51 was a place whose real purpose was unknown and whose
exisence was officialy denied, yet there had been shows on A& E about it. Mgestic-12 was shrouded in
€ven more Secrecy.

There were many theories, and Festoon was familiar with most of them. There were those who claimed
the government had contact with diens at the Ste and they were trading for information and technology.
The moreradica theorists stated that the items of barter from the human side were dlowing the diensto
conduct mutilations on cattle and other livestock and aso to abduct humans for various experiments.
There were some who even claimed that the aliens were interbreeding with the humans.

Another theory wasthat Area 51 was the place the government was testing its own latest supersecret
aircraft. Festoon knew for afact that the F-117 Stealth Fighter had been test-flown out there for years
before being revealed to the public. The latest "secret” plane that was being tested was called Aurora,
and estimates had the plane flying anywhere from Mach 4 to Mach 20 and capable of going high enough
to place satdllitesinto orbit. Festoon had seen three references to Aurorain official top secret message
traffic, so he was confident that it existed. However, the officid government line till wasthat Mgjestic-12
and the Area 51 complex didn't exist.



Festoon finished decoding the message and then stared at it for afew seconds before turning to his
computer:

Request al information on Antarctic Base, code-named Citadel.
Established 1949 by military during Operation High Jump.
ASAP

He accessed military records and quickly searched the database. After twenty minutes of fruitless effort
he was convinced of one thing: there was no record in the | SA's classified database of the Citadd.

Which madeit likely, Festoon thought, that this Citadel didn't exist. The Intelligence Support Agency was
lavishly funded by the Pentagon’s multi-billion-dollar black budget and accountable to no one but the
Nationa Security Council, its tentacles reaching into every domestic and foreign source of information.
The ISA was more than agathering agency, though. It aso acted on the information it received,
implementing numerous covert actionsin the name of national security both in the United States and
oversess.

The ISA had numerous contacts throughout the business world, men and women in critica placesthat the
|SA worked with, dso forwarding the interests of the military and, concurrently, the massve industria
complex that supported the military. It was the covert arm of the military-industrial complex that

President Eisenhower had so feared, and its power wasfar greater than even those briefed on its
existence dared believe.

Festoon encoded the information given by the computer and its conclusion that the Citadel didn't exist
and eectronicaly dispatched it to Maestic-12. He also filed aroutine report on the request and put it in
the massive pipeline of such reportsthat circulated throughout the |SA. He picked up the next piece of
paper in hisin-box and went to work on that.

Oahu, Hawaii

Royce listened to the satellite phone ring and ring and knew that things had gone wrong in the Philippines.
Theinitid cal from hisagent after capturing Fatimahad been succinct, and the news about her going to
the North Koreans was startling and troubling. The fact that she a so knew about the bombswasjust as
bad.

He hit the End button and dialed another number of a contact in the Philippines. He ordered the man who
answered to check the warehouse where the first agent had been interrogating Fatima.

Then he sat back in the chair and considered the Situation. He was in the observation post of arather
unique bunker complex built on Fort Shafter on the outskirts of Honolulu. Built during World Wer 11,
when the fear of Japaneseinvasion of theidand was very red, it had housed an air defense coordination
center, tunneled deep in alavaridge line. Now it housed the WestCom Sim-Center, which stood for
Western Command, Simulation Center. It was the place where the mgjor commands of the United States
military in the Pacific theater played their war games using sophisticated computer smulations. It was
currently empty, asno war games were being conducted, the military being more occupied with theredl
wars going on in Afghanistan and Irag.

Royce typed on his laptop keyboard, which he had linked by Firewire into the Sm-Center's mainframe.



Onthelarge video display in the war room below him, amap of Antarcticawas displayed. For thefirst
time, Royce felt irritation with hisfriend David Lansde. What the hdll had David done down there? And
why was Lansdle, even after desth, playing him off against Fatimaand the Abu Sayif about the Citadel ?

Hetyped in another command and the map shifted, showing the Korean peninsula. One of the most
critical military spotsin theworld that had the potentia to go hot very quickly.

Royce sighed. He knew that VVaughn and Ta would be landing in New Zedland soon, but thiswas
growing much faster and much more dangerous than he had anticipated. His desire for knowledge about
the Organization had to be balanced againgt externa threats, and now those threats were growing larger.

Royce cleared the front screen. Then he began typing in amessage to his contact in North America.
Auckland, New Zealand

Vaughn threw their bagsinto the back of the pickup truck, while Tai handed them to him. It was hard to
believetheir ssemingly never-ending flight from Hawaii wasfindly over.

Vaughn didn't know what to make of Logan. About six-foot-two, tanned, with blond hair that Vaughn
was sure the man spent quite afew dollars getting worked on, he had those rugged good looks that
would have made him perfect for one of those beer commercias kayaking down white-water rapids
while severd beautiful women awaited him at the other end. Vaughn didn't like him in the dightest. There
was acurious intengty about him that was offset by avery congenid, perfect smilethat he shined on Tai
as often as he could.

He did have to give Royce credit for one thing: he got them around customs and their gear into the back
of the pickup without being checked. And he noted the hard cases already under atarp in the back that
held the weapons and other illega equipment he had requested.

Ta didinto st inthe middle, and Vaughn sat on the passenger Side as Logan took the whed. He drove
them around the perimeter of the airfield until they came to an old, wesather-beaten hangar.

"Thisisit," Logan said as he pulled up to the hangar. He glanced across Tal a Vaughn. "Mind opening it
up?'

Vaughn got out of the truck and did the large doors open, wide enough for Logan to drive through, then
he stepped insde and did them shut again. As Logan parked the truck, Vaughn looked around. Two
planes were parked inside, and aman dressed in greasy overalls was working on one of them. Logan
and Tai got out of the pickup.

"Thisisour aircraft,” Logan announced, standing in front of the deek two-engine plane the man was
working on. Vaughn noted the skis bolted on over the whedls of the plane and extrafud tanks hung
under each wing. The man stopped working on the engine and looked at them.

"Thisisour pilot, Mike Brothers," Logan said.

Brothers acknowledged them with agrimy wave and went back to work, intent on whatever he was
doing. Vaughn had no desire to interrupt aman working on an engine he was going to be counting on.
Brotherslooked like he had done more than hisfair share of hard living, with his wegther-beaten skin and
pure white, thinning hair. Vaughn hoped he knew what he was doing.



"Brothers spent acouple of decades flying the bush in Austrdia,”" Logan said. "He's spent the last three
yearsdoing runsto Antarctica. The pay is better.”

A man with smple motivations, Vaughn thought, reflecting back on the conversation hed had with Tal on
the plane.

"Over here," Logan said, leading them to a plywood board screwed to the hangar wall, which had maps
tacked up onit.

Vaughn and Tai sat inthe meta folding chairsin front of the maps while Logan stood next to the board.
"We'retaking off firg thing in the morning tomorrow," Logan announced.
"How long aflight?’ Tal asked.

"Eight hours," Logan answered. "Earth First's base, which iswhere I've dways gone before, is located
here on Ross Idand, about fifteen miles from McMurdo, so we use the runway there and then tractor
over. There are el even people down there right now, but seven are out on the ice shelf doing core
tappings, so well be able to squeeze in with no problem.”

Logan picked up amanilaenvelope and did out severa photos. "1 got the copies of the pictures you sent
me. I'vetried to figure out where this Citadel can be using them. The Citaddl appearsto be set in asort
of basin, surrounded on three sdes by mountains. Based on the flying time from High Jump

Station& mdash;now McMurdo& mdash;and aircraft type, the JRM Mars, I've estimated it to be between
five and six hundred miles from McMurdo straight-line distance. I'm assuming they flew straight because
you do not want to dick around in the air down there. The weather can change on you in aheartbest.”

L ogan turned to the map. ""Combing that with the mountainsin the background, that placesit in one of
three spots: to the south, here at the edge of the Ross |ce Shelf in the Transarctic Mountains; to the east,
at the edge of Marie Byrd Land, where King Edward the V11 Land juts out into the Ross Seg; or to the
north west, here dong the Addie Coast.

"The order | just gave you isaso the order in which | think we should look. Let me explain. Six hundred
milesfrom McMurdo aong the Adelie Coast puts you almost right smack on top of the French station,
Dumont d'Urville. | doubt very much that the Citadd isin thisareafor severa reasons. Firgt, | think the
French would have come across something if it was there. The Russians ad so established abase therein
71 farther east along that coastline, here& mdash; L eningradskaya. And they haven't come across

anything.

"Additiondly, I, and many of my colleaguesfrom Earth First, have beenin thisarea severd times
conducting protests over the airgtrip the French have been trying to build there the last four years. We
have made numerous overflights of the areaand spotted nothing. | know that the Russians have done
extensive dectromagnetic sensing missons around that area, trying to determineif there are any minerd
deposits. | assume alot of metal was used in the congtruction of the Citadel, so | think they would have
uncovered it."

Logan tapped the map. "It's possible the base is here dong the coast to the east, but | like the location in
the Transarctic Mountains. | prefer it because if the purpose was to hide this base, putting it there would
locate it much farther south than dl bases established afterward, except for Amundsen-Scott Base, which



gtsright on top of the geographic South Poleitsdf. Also, thisareaisadong the origind route explorers
used to reach the South Pole. Both Amundsen and Scott traversed the Ross I ce Shelf and traveled up
glaciersinto that mountain range. Nowadays, though, expeditions bypass the mountains, going around,
either to the east or west. The area has not been extensively explored. Thereforeit ismy
recommendation that we look first in thisregion.”

He paused and looked a Tai, then Vaughn. When neither of them said anything, he continued. "What
I've done is make amontage of the silhouettes of the mountains around the Citadel, along with the
azimuths the pictures were taken at& mdash;| was fortunate that | was able to use the sun and shadows
to judge that by. Then aswe fly along the mountains, we try to match the outlines.”

Vaughn was beginning to change hisinitia negative opinion of Logan. The man was obvioudy not stupid.

Logan held up apiece of paper with an outline of three jagged peaks poking above aseaof ice. "Thisis
the view we should see dong a due north azimuth. Mountains, whose peaks manage to make it above the
ice, are called nunatuks down there. Asyou can seein this picture, we have these three very distinctive
nunatuks, two large pointed ones on the flanks of this rounded one. This three mountain setup iswhat we
should belooking for."

"How common are nunatuks?' Tai asked.

"Not as common as this map would make you beieve with dl these mountain ranges drawvn onit,” Logan
replied. "The Antarctic ice sheet on the averageis over twenty-five hundred metersthick. That's over
eight-thousand feet. So amountain hasto be very high to clear theice shest.

"If we can find these three& mdash;and they are rather unique& mdash;and line them up exactly on
azimuth, then wewill be dong the linethat the Citadd lieson.”

"This may be astupid question,” Vaughn said, "'but wouldn't this place be totally covered up by now?
After dl these years, it would seem like thered be quite abit of snow on top.”

"Good question.” Logan rubbed hischin. "'l think even the entrance and any air ventsfor the Citadd are
most likely totally covered over by now, but not from snowfal. Thereisn't much accumulation down
there, but the wind would pileice and snow up against any exposed structure. However, | do have aplan
for tht.

"As| explained, we can get pretty closeto itslocation if we find these mountains. Once we do that, we
land and use sonar through the ice to try and find the base. It's smilar to the way fishermen look for
schools of fish. Earth First has two backpack sonar sets at the base that they use for research on theice
cap. The core tapping team didn't take them, so we can use those as we ski dong the azimuth to shoot
downinto theice. Themeta and lack of density of the base ought to show up clearly. According to the
information you sent, the Citadel coversalarge area underground, so that should help quite abit.”

Vaughn wondered what contingency the builders had designed to find the place if it was covered up. He
doubted very much that they had overlooked that mgor problem when they'd built it.

"What's the weather like?' Ta asked.

Logan walked over to atable and switched on aradio set. "Let'sfind out. We have high frequency
contact with our base, and just last month wefindly got the people over at McMurdo to give our station



the most current weather reports. Before that we were on our own.”

Vaughn thought it was interesting that McMurdo hadn't been giving the westher to the Earth First people.
Typica government mentality. Earth First represented a potentia threat, so the party line was probably to
ignore them at least, or more likely, to make their life as miserable as possible. It was stupid, but who
said governments were smart? On the other hand, heimagined that the Earth First people weren't exactly
trying to ingratiate themsel ves with the various government personnel down there, and the resulting
attitude was probably, "Why feed the dog that bites your hand?'

Logan fiddled with the dids and then picked up the microphone. "Earth First South, thisis Auckland.
Over." Heclicked off and looked &t them.

There was no answer, and he repeated the message. Finally the radio crackled with awoman'svoice.
"Auckland, thisis Earth First Base. Over."

"What's the wegther look like? Over."

"The latest from McMurdo at 1900 Greenwich mean, present readings. temperature minus twenty-nine
degrees Fahrenheit. Winds north-northwest at twenty-three knots. Barometric pressure 29.4 rising.
Calling 1,200 feet, overcast. Vishility four mileswith some blowing snow.

"Forecast isfor the temperature to rise to minus twenty-one degrees Fahrenheit and the winds to
continue at the same. Celling is expected to go up to around 1,500 feet with continued broken clouds.
Vighility to extend to dmogt five miles. Over."

Logan replied. "Great. Well giveyou acal oncewerein theair and tell you when to expect us. Over."
"Roger. Seeyou then. Out."

Tai frowned. "That sounds like pretty bad wegther to me."

Logan smiled. "Actudly that's good westher for Antarctica. The forecast isfor eight hours, plustwo on
the far sdefor asafety margin. That report isacombination of inputs from d'Urville, the Soviets at Minsk
Station, the Aussies at Wilkes, and severa others. McMurdo collates them and then broadcasts every
thirty minutes. Four hours out from McMurdo isour point of no return. That's when we get the latest
wegther relayed from Aurora Glacier and the pilot makes our decision whether to continue on or turn
around and head back based on wegther and fuel."

Vaughn turned as someone came up behind them. Brothers stood there with two other men. One was an
overweight man with abading head, and the other an obvious weightlifter with muscles bulging under his
overals. Hishead was shaved, his black skin reflecting the overhead lights.

"Whoisthis?' Vaughn asked.

"Burke and Smithers" Logan said. "They're going with us as support.”

"We don't need support,” Vaughn said in atone that brooked no argument.

Logan wasn't one, apparently, to accept that. "We aren't going onto the ice with only four people. We
can't carry enough gear to survive. We have a standing policy& mdash;hell, everyonein Antarcticahasa



standing policy& mdash;of aminimum of five peoplein any surface party. And | assume sooner or later
we're going to put boots down on theice, right? And | vouch for them. They've done work for me when
I've been contracted by Royce before.”

Vaughn glanced a Tal, and she shook her head ever so dightly. He knew L ogan was right& mdash;it
helped to have extra bodies on hand& mdash;but for this misson he didn't trust anybody.

Brotherstook the silence as a chance to step forward. He spoke with a strong Australian accent as he
wiped off his handswith agrimy towd. "We're topped off, and I've got al your gear loaded. Well be
ready toroll at first light aslong as the weather holds." He walked to the front of the room. "I've got extra
fuel tanks on the wings and two bladdersin the back al hooked up. We should have enough petrol to
makeit there."

"'Should have?" Ta echoed.

Brothers smiled. "Just aphrase. It'sagood airplane& mdash;a Cessna 411, if that means anything to
you& mdash;but Antarcticaisabit out of its norma range so we have to pack on dl that extrafuel. |
assume Logan hastold you about the point of no return. It's not only there because of weather, but aso
because of the fudl situation. Once we go past it, we've got to make it to Earth First South Station
because we won't have enough fue to turn around and come back." The burly man shrugged and
dismissed thefud stuation.

"All right. Here's your safety briefing. If we run into trouble, you do what | say without asking any
guestions. We go down in the ocean, the raft is under the copilot's seat. That's the one up front that I'm
not sitting in. Y ou'd better hope we stay afloat long enough to get the raft inflated and out the window
because if you get dunked, the cold water will kill you in lessthan aminute.

"We go down on land and | don't makeit to give you advice, then my advice now is stay with the plane.
It's got an emergency transponder on board, and even if that gets busted, the plane is going to be the
biggest thing rescuers could find. Y ou go wandering around on theice, you'l last alittle longer than if you
had hit the water, but not by much. The end result will be the same.

"There arefirst aid and emergency kits on board the plane. They're marked in red, and you can't miss
‘em.” Brothers smiled. "Any questions?' The other five peoplejust stared a him. "All right then. Seeyou
inthemorning.”

Logan pointed at some boxes lined up against thewall. "I've got some cold weather gear here. Let's get
your equipment squared away before | show you where you'll spend the night.”

Area 51

Dyson, the head of the North American Table, was pressed back in his seat as the Gulfstream Jet roared
down the runway that cut across the dry bed of Groom Lake. The plane needed only afraction of the
seven-mile-long concrete to get airborne.

Helooked once more at the negative reply from the ISA concerning information about the Citadd, then
put it down on the table in front of him. The potential embarrassment if the place did exist, and held four
MK-17 thermonuclear weapons, was great. The fact that it was causing him problems with Genevawas
also very bad.



The secure computer link buzzed, and words began scrolling across the screen. The message was brief
and to the point: hisagent in the Philippines had been found. Dead. And there was no sign of Fatima.
Which meant she was free with the information Lansae had sent her. And he had no doubt where her
destination would be: the Citadd.

If the Abu Sayif got its hands on the four Mark-17s& mdash;well, he didn't want to dwell on that.

But the information was even worse than that as the message continued: Fatima had met with aNorth
Korean agent prior to being picked up by Royce's agent. Which meant the scant information he had
about The Citadel and the bombs was probably en route to Pyongyang.

Dyson checked his contacts and began making calls to begin maneuvering resources south toward
Antarcticain preparation for possible intervention.

CHAPTERG6

South Pacific

The small freighter cut through the ocean heading southeast. Fatima stood on the bridge, Araki to her
right, and looked ahead at endless ocean. The captain wasin his chair to her left, the helmsman in front of
him. The ship appeared old and rusted, but the engines were perfectly maintained, and the ship was
cruising a amuch faster speed than its gppearance suggested it would.

"Y ou have no ideawho this man you killed worked for?" Araki asked.

"Hewas American,” Fatimasaid.

"But that does not necessarily mean he was working for the American government,” Araki said.

"Then who?" Fatima asked.

"Now you are playing mefor thefool," Araki replied.

"Nishin was from the Organization,” Fatimasaid. "Why would they have a second person there? It was
too soon for someone from Japan to fly in if they discovered that Nishin was missing. So the American
was on the ground aready, waiting for me. If they were from the same Organization, why didn't they
work together?"

"One was Japanese and one American,” Araki said. "' Perhaps the Organization has many amsto it?”"

"Likely," Fatimaadlowed. "But he questioned me about the Citadd, of that | am certain. Why would he
do that if the Organization built the Citadd and he wasfrom it?"

Tothat, Araki had no answer. They stood there in sllence for awhile, feding the ship rall asit punched
through the waves.

Findly, Fatimaspoke. "The only way we figure out what isgoing on isto find the base and subsequently
figure out why the Organization built it, why it is so important that someoneiswilling to kill to hideits
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existence, and why Lansde sent me that information.”
"Since you escaped, we're a step ahead of them,” Araki said.
"Maybe," Fatimasaid. Sheturned to Araki. "Tdl mewhat information you've withheld."

Araki sghed, then spoke. "David Lansde. I've heard of him. Before | came to the Philippines. His name
wasin theintelligence packet | wasgiven.”

Fatima nodded. "He parachuted into Japan during the Second World War. During the Doolittleraid. Met
with representatives of the government to negotiate the Golden Lily."

Araki stared at her. " So you know morethan | do."

"It appears 0."

"Then perhaps you might tell me wherewe are going now?" Araki asked.

"Antarctica

"We gl have the problem of actudly locating this place," Araki pointed out.

"Wewill try to go to where the 1-401 and the two German submarines were abandoned,” Fatimasaid.

Araki frowned. "Those submarines were | eft under theice cap. They could have sunk to the bottom.
Evenif they are dtill locked in theice, theice moves, doesn't it?"

"Itisdl wehave" Fatimasmply sad.

"And what will we do when we get there?'

"Itisnot aquestion of what we will do," Fatimasaid.
Araki stared a her. "What do you mean?”

"Do not worry yoursdlf," Fatimasaid with asmile. " Just remember that the enemy of my enemy ismy
friend."

Airspace, South Pacific

"Roger, Earth First South Station. Passing point of no return and coming in. Out.” Brothersturnedin his
seat toward the five passengers cramped in the back and yelled over the whine of the engines. "Weether
issatisfactory dl the way, so were continuing on."”

Burke, Smithers, Vaughn, Tai, and Logan sat amidst ajumble of equipment, with scarcely room to move
an ebow. Vaughn had his eyes closed, trying to catch some deep, but it was €luding him so far. He could
hear Tai and Logan talking. Tal wastrying to learn about operating in Antarctica, and Logan wastrying
to learn about Tai. Burke and Smithers appeared to be deeping.

Vaughn opened hiseyes. "How long have you worked for Royce?"



Logan was artled. "I don't rightly work for him. | do jobs for him when he calls."
"Why?' Vaughn asked.

Even under histan, Logan'sface flushed visbly red. "He payswell."

"And?' Vaughn pressed.

"Andwha?" Logan said angrily.

"What's he holding over you?' Vaughn pressed.

"Nothing," Logan snapped. He pulled his heavy Gore-Tex jacket tighter around himself and put his hood
up. "l suggest we dl get some deep. Were going to need it." He shut hiseyes.

Vaughn glanced a Tai. She shrugged and then closed her eyes aso.
Two hourslater Brotherssvoice intruded over the numbing roar of the plane. "There's Antarctica.”

Vaughn, dong with the others, peered out theright Side. "That's Cape Adare,” Logan announced. "It's
where the Ross Sea beginsto the west. It'swell over one thousand kilometers across the opening of the
Ross Seato the other Side. The internationd datdline actudly cutsright through the middle of the sea.”

Dark peaks, streaked with snow and ice, poked through the low-lying clouds, overlooking the ocean. To
the left, the sealice stretched unbroken as far asthe eye could see through afew gapsin the clouds.

Asthey continued south, more peaks appeared aong the coast they were now paralleling as the ocean
turned into the Ross Sea. L ogan called the ranges out as they went by: the Admiradty Range; the Prince
Albert Mountains, and findly, the Roya Society Range.

Brothers began to drop dtitude as a single massive mountain appeared straight ahead above the clouds,
set gpart from the othersto theright. "That's Mount Erebus. Earth First South Station and McMurdo are
both set on the base of Erebus on the far side. It, along with Mount Terror, make up most of Ross
Idand. Captain Ross, whom the idand, the sea, and ice shelf are dll named after, christened both
mountai ns after the two shipsthat he used to explore the Antarctic,” Logan explained.

"He had aship named Terror 7' Ta asked.

Logan laughed. "Y es. Interesting history to that ship. First, as Americans, you'l bethrilled to know it was
originally outfitted as what the British called abomb vessdl, carrying heavy mortars. It was one of the
shipsthat shelled Fort McHenry in the War of 1812 and inspired that fellow to write your 'Star-Spangled
Banner.'

"But more importantly, the ship'slater history isalesson on how bruta conditions are here and in the
Arctic. Inthe 1830sthe Terror was on an exploration misson in Hudson Bay when it got caught inthe
ice. The ship was pressed over fifty feet up the sde of acliff by the pressure of theice onitshull. It was
repaired and was Captain Ross's second ship& mdash;he was in command of the Erebus& mdash; on his
expedition down here from 1840 to 1843.



"They successfully did that mission but weren't so lucky on their next one to Baffin Bay. The shipswere
last seen entering the bay and then not heard from again for over adecade, until someone found both
ships, completely abandoned by their crews and icebound. Not asingle one of ether ship's crew was
ever found. One hundred percent casudties. Their bodies are till buried somewhereintheice, asarea
lot of other bodies."

"We're going down," Brothersydlled over his shoulder.

Ta was sartled. "What?'

"Were going infor our landing,” Brothersqudified with asmile.
"Smart-ass," Tal muttered.

"We don't have much of arunway,” Brotherstold them asthey descended. "We land on theice on the
Ross Ice Shelf itsdf, asit'stheflattest thing around. The reception party should have marked out a
reasonably good stretch for us. We don't need much,” he added in way of encouragement.

Vaughn watched the dopes of Erebus come closer, and then the plane punched into athick cloud layer
and dl view was blanketed. Suddenly, the clouds parted and they were in the clear again. The planewas
very low now, and Brothers banked hard |eft, over land.

"That's McMurdo Station!™ Logan yelled. Vaughn pushed hisface up againgt the glass and |ooked below.
The sprawl of buildings and numerous large storage tanks surprised himé& mdash;McMurdo was much
larger than he had imagined. Somehow he had pictured something out of the old science fiction movie
The Thing: afew Quonset huts huddled in the snow. At arough guess he would say there were at least
forty buildings down there.

"All right. Everyone buckle up." Brothers swung out over theice now, very low. They roared over a
snow tractor with alarge red flag tied off to the top. Brothers pulled up and did another flyby. A man on
top of the tractor was holding agreen flag pointing in a northeasterly direction.

Onthethird pass, Brothersfindly dipped hiswings down. With a hiss and then a steady rumble, the skis
touched theice, athin mist of snow pluming up on either side. Gradualy, they dithered to ahdlt. Brothers
turned the plane around and taxied it back to the tractor. VVaughn could now seethat the tractor had a
flatbed trailer hitched to it with several drums piled on top.

The silence as Brothers turned off the engines was as shocking as any loud sound. They'd lived with that
noise for many hours. Astheir senses adjusted, the steady whine of wind bouncing off the skin of the
plane became noticeable. With the airplan€'s heater off, the temperature immediately started dropping
ingde.

"Everyone bundle up." Logan was cinching down his hood.

Vaughn pulled his own cold weather equipment out of his duffel bag. He was wearing a Gore-Tex
camouflage parka over Patagonia Pile jacket and bib pants that zipped on the sides and the crotch. Tai
wore the same thing. Logan and his two men's outer layer was bright orange. They al had polypropylene
underwear next to their bodiesto wick away any moisture from their skin. Large rubber cold-weather
boots& mdash;L ogan had referred to them as Mickey M ouse boots& mdash;covered their feet. The
boots had alayer of air trapped in them that insulated the feet remarkably well, but VVaughn knew from



experience they aso brought about alot of foot sweeting, which had to be carefully monitored.

Brothers swung open his door, and the blast of cold air dammed into Vaughn's lungs with one quick gulp.
Brothers scrambled out and Vaughn followed suit, hisfeet crunching into the snow. Despite his cold
wegther training in Speciad Forces, held never felt such cold. Theair stung hisface, the only exposed part
of hisbody. His skin rebelled, trying to shrink from the pain of the cold, and he felt his musclestighten, as
if he could make himsdf smaller and that would in some way make him warmer. He forced his musclesto
relax.

The other members of the party piled out and stood |ooking around. To the north, Mount Erebuswas a
solid wall reaching up into the cloud covering. To the south, an endlessline of ice disappeared where the
clouds seemed to touch down. To the west, the Roya Society Range blotted out the space between
cloud and ice. They looked amazingly close, asif they could be waked to in an hour or two, yet Vaughn
knew from the map that they were dmost a hundred miles away.

Thetractor kicked into life, drawing his attention away from the scenery. It roared up, treads clattering,
placing thetrailer dongside the plane. The driver, looking like abear in his bright orange garments,
waved down at them, pumping hisfist. He seemed to bein abit of arush.

"Let'soffload,” Logan caled out.

Asthey bused themsaves transferring the gear from planeto trailer, Smithers used a dedgehammer to
driveice pitonsinto the ground. Onefor each wing, one for thetail, and onefor the nose; Brothers
attached arope to each piton to secure the planeto theice.

Oncedl the equipment was off the aircraft, Vaughn watched as Logan gave Tai aboost up onto the
wooden platform that made up the floor of thetrailer. Shetried to get as comfortable as possible among
the bags and cases. Vaughn and the three other members of the party climbed on board, and all grabbed
on for dear life asthe driver threw the tractor into gear and roared off toward the looming form of Mount
Erebus.

Logan leaned over to put hisface between Vaughn and Ta. "Welcometo Antarctica”
Democratic People's Republic of Korea Embassy, Manila

The ambassador's aide frowned as the secretary entered the meeting room and hurried over to his chair.
"Mr. Choegu, thereisan urgent message for you," shewhisperedin hisear.

Making his excuses to the delegation of trade bureaucrats from Singapore, Choegu walked swiftly to his
office. The encoded message sat on the center of his desk, only theword URGENT readable in Han
Gul, therest in unintelligible seven letter groups. He turned and unlocked the safe behind his desk and
pulled out the onetime pad.

He wrote the letters out in longhand as he deciphered the message on a single sheet of paper with ahard
plastic board underneath in order not to leave an impression copy. Asthe words coalesced into meaning,
Choegu fdt both excited and confused.

&mdash;ABU SAYIF SAY THERE ISAN ABANDONED AMERICAN MILITARY BASEIN
ANTARCTICA.



&mdash;BASE IS SUPPOSED TO CONTAIN NUCLEAR WEAPONS.

&mdash;WILL CONTINUE TO MONITOR AND RELAY INFORMATION AS SOON AS
POSSIBLE.

& mdash;ABU SAYIFWILL BEIN CONTACT WITH MORE INFORMATION SOON.
& mdash;RAWSS.

Choegu knew who Rawss was& mdash;one of their deep cover agentsin Manila. He didn't even try to
sort out the various pieces of the puzzle. Heimmediately pulled out another onetime pad and transcribed
the letters of the message verbatim as quickly as hishand could write.

Done, herapidly walked up the stairsto the fourth floor of the embassy building. A guard with an
automatic rifle stood in front of asted door. Despite hisrank and stature, Choegu had to show his
identification card to the guard, who knew perfectly well who hewas.

Satisfied, the guard opened the steel door and Choegu stepped inside. Another steel door awaited him.
An eye appeared at the small peephole, and he once again showed hisidentification. The door opened
and he entered.

"Sir?' the man who had let him in asked.

Choegu held out the piece of paper. "Send thisimmediatdly.”
Earth First South Station, Antarctica

Tai'sfirst glimpse of Earth First South Station confirmed what she had expected. A large, squat box
building looking more like severd trailer homes sealed together than aresearch station sat on theice.
Established several hundred meters from the base of Mount Erebus, it was painted bright red, and just to
the right acluster of antennaswastied off to atower. A colorful banner reading EARTH FIRST was
strung dong the front.

It had taken the tractor dmost forty-five minutesto get them off theice shelf and up hereto the station.
Asthey pulled in front with aclatter, acouple of people stepped out of the building to greet them. As
Logan did theintroductions, Tai could see Vaughn hanging back. She knew their camouflage cold
wesather suits didn't fit with the bright outfits and colorful banner hung on the outside of the station, and
the lackluster handshakes from the station personnel confirmed that.

"Let'sget our equipment insde," Logan ordered.

Vaughn helped Ta haul their gear bag inside, not wanting the Earth First people to handle it, especidly
the wegpons cases. They were directed down ashort corridor and into asmall room barely containing
three sets of bunk beds. Tai dumped her gear onto one bed while VVaughn put his across from her. Then
they rgjoined Logan in the mess hal/meeting room as L ogan briefed askinny bearded man on their
mission to find the Citadd. Logan had introduced him as Peter McCabe, Earth First's foremost Antarctic
expert. When Logan showed him the faxed photocopy of the picture, McCabe sat down at the table and
looked at it for along time.

"Thislooksfamiliar. It'srare that you have three nunatuks that close to each other." He pulled out alarge



chart. "Show me again where you think this place might be, based on the air time."

"Therange of the resupply arcraft comes out to roughly five hundred miles” Logan traced ahalf arc
around McMurdo Station.

"It'snot to the west," McCabe firmly announced. "That would put it very close to the French station
there. I've been in that area quite abit lately, and 1'd certainly recognize these peaksif they werein that
aea"

He stared at the map along time, hiseyes boring in asif he could see the actua ground from just looking
at the two dimensiona paper. Tai took the opportunity to look over at Vaughn. He appeared to be out of
sorts around the civilians, and she shared some of hisfedings.

M cCabe turned the map around and placed the photo down on it. He tapped a spot on the far side of
the Ross Sea. "It's here. I'd be willing to bet that middle peak isMount Grace. The one ontheright is
McKinley Pegk. The lower one on the left must be this one that has no name.”

Logan shook his head. "Are you sure? I'd have thought they'd put the base farther south.” He pointed at
the map. "Down here aong the Shackleton coast perhaps.”

McCabe looked up. "No. That's Mount Grace. | knew I'd seen that silhouette before. To the south of it
isthe glacier where they launched the Byrd Land South Pole traversein '60. When you fly out in that
direction you put the glacier on the right and McKinley on your left. Thenit'sopenice until you hit the
Executive Committee Mountain Range.”

Vaughn spoke for thefirgt time. "How soon can we take off again?' he asked Brothers.

The pilot was chewing on the end of his bushy mustache. "Ah, well, mate, the plane, it can take off right
now. The problemisthe pilot. | just put in eight nonstop hoursand | could use acouple of hoursto rest.
How about in four hours?’

Ta could tell Vaughn wasn't happy about the delay. She haf expected him to try and order the pilot to
take off immediately. Vaughn sighed and |ooked around the table. Smithers and Burke had not said a

word, but smply listened to the discussion.

"All right,” Vaughn said. "It's presently 3:15 P.M. locd time here. We take off a seven-fifteen.
The&mdagh;"

"What about darkness?' Tai interrupted. "We won't be able to find the place in the dark."

Logan laughed. "Thereis no night in the summer down here. The sun getsalittle lower on the horizon, but
it never sats”

"Asl sad," Vaughn continued, "I want everyone gathered in thisroom ready to go at six. That will give
us plenty of time to make it down to the plane and bein the air at seven-fifteen. Arethere any questions?”'

Ta saw McCabelooking a Logan, hiseyesfull of questions about the two people in military camouflage,
but the man had the common sense not to say anything in front of VVaughn.

Vaughn looked over at her. "I'm going to get some deep. I'll seeyou dl at six.”



He I€eft the conference room then, but resppeared dmost immediately, his duffel bag over his shoulder.
"Where areyou going?' Tal asked as he placed his hand on the door |eading outside.

"I'm going to deep outside. I'll be on the lee side of the building when you want me." With that he
stepped out, and the door dammed shut behind him.

"Y ou brought aweird man with you, Tai," was Logan's only comment before he turned to his crew and
to give some more ingructions.

Tai tugged on her parka, grabbed her backpack, and went outside after VVaughn. She found him on the
far 9de of the building, digging in the snow. He briefly glanced up at her, but she said nothing, watching
him.

After completing the dit in the snow, he removed the bungi cord from around a Therm-a-Rest pad and

laid it down on the bottom of the trench. Unscrewing the valve on the top corner, the pad quickly
expanded to full sze, about aninch and ahdf thick, by afoot and ahalf wide, by six long.

Then he pulled out his deeping bag. It was compressed insde a stuff sack, and he released the cinches
and unrolled the bag. Vaughn then stretched a poncho across the top of the trench, fixing down the ends
with snow, leaving an opening just large enough to crawl in. All done, he put the shovel down inthe hole
aong with hisbag in aplace he had dug out near the head.

"Why are you deeping out here?" Tai findly asked, unableto restrain her curiosity.

Vaughn looked up at her. "It takes about four days to acclimatize to aradically new environment. Or at
least it takesmefour days. Besides, | hate deeping that close to abunch of people. I'm avery light
deeper, and the dightest noise wakes me up.” He smiled. "Hdll, tell the nature loversin there that I'm just
loving neture.”

"What'sthat?' Tal asked as he sarted to dip into athin bag.

"It'savapor barrier, or VB liner, that goesingde the deegping bag,” he explained. "The liner kegps my
perspiration insideit. Makesfor adamp deep, but it's better for me to be damp than the bag. | can dry

out. | might not be in circumstanceswhere | can dry the bag out, and awet deeping bag will kill you
here"

He proceeded to dide dl theway in until the only thing visible from the trench was hisface. Ta leaned
over. "l guess!'ll build my own snow trench.”

"Good idea," Vaughn said.

"l need to send agitrep to Roycefirst.”

Vaughn looked at her. " Sure that's agood idea?"
"Let'snot get into that," Tal replied.

"Whatever," Vaughn said, and shut hiseyes.



Ta walked adozen yards away and pulled out the small satcom radio from her backpack. Shekndt in
the snow, opened the small satdllite dish and oriented it, then hooked the radio to it. She checked to
make sure she had a clear bounce back from the Milgtar satellite, which was just on the northern horizon.

Using apen on the smdll keyboard on the radio, she summarized their Stuation and their intent to search
for the Citadel shortly. Then she broke the gear down and put it back in the pack.

Ta went insde the base to the bunk room where their gear was stored. No one else was around. She
opened one of the weapons cases, pulled out a9mm pistol, loaded amagazinein it, and did it in one of
the pockets of her parka. She took a second one out and did the same, putting it in the opposite pocket.
Then she pulled out her air mattress and deeping bag from her duffel bag. As sheturned for the door, it
was thrown open. Vaughn stood there.

"The mess hall now!" he barked, and was gone as quickly ashe'd come.

Tai rushed to the mess hdl to find VVaughn leaning over an unconscious Brothers. The pilot was dumped
inachair, his clothes covered with melting ice and snow.

"What happened?' she asked.

"l found him outside, lying in the snow, just like this™ Vaughn was checking the pilot's bare hands for
frosthite as he spoke. " Another five minutes and held have frozen to death.”

"How'd you find him?' Tal inquired.

"l heard anoise. Sounded like the main door damming shut. | don't know." He shrugged. " Something just
didn't seemright, so | got up and checked."

AsVaughn explained, the other members of the team filed in until all were assembled.

"So what happened to him?' Logan wanted to know. "Did he fal and knock himsdlf out?’

Vaughn shook hishead. "I don't think so." He broke open amedical kit and pulled out some smelling
sdts, waving them under Brotherss nose. The pilot gagged briefly, and then his eyesflickered open. He
reached up for his head and moaned. Tai stepped forward and looked. A large purplish bruise was
visible through the thinning hair on the back of the pilot's head.

Vaughn moved around to face Brothers. "What happened?" he asked.

Brotherstried shaking his head, but the pain got the better of him and he held till. "Shit. | don't know. |
was going to take a piss and was in the corridor when someone whacked me on the back of the head.

That'sdl | remember.”

Six sets of eyes met, flickered to one another and then back to Brothers. The silence lasted dmost afull
minute, and then Vaughn asked, "Was anybody awake when he |eft?"

The three other men shook their heads.

Vaughnturned to Tal. "When | camein, al three werein their beds and appeared to be degping. You



were in your room. The three people from Earth First were dl accounted for also.”

"That leavesyou, then, doesn't it?' Logan observed.

Vaughn shrugged. "Then it would have been pretty supid of meto have rescued him, wouldn't it?"

Tal decided to take charge before things went totally to shit. "Areyou ableto fly?' she asked Brothers.
He nodded carefully. "Aye. | don't think | have any permanent damage.”

"Then we leave now." Vaughn turned to Smithers and Burke. "Get your gear ready to go. We leave for
the planein fifteen minutes™

Logan gestured at Brothers. "What about whoever knocked him out? | don't think it was chance that it
was the pilot who was attacked. Somebody istrying to stop us from getting to this Citadd."

"And that'swhy were leaving right away," Vaughn replied. Y ou have as much of anideawho did it as|
do. But if wewait around here any longer, whoever it iswill have achance to do something else. | don't
want to give them the opportunity. Let'sload out.”

When the others | eft the room to get their gear, Tal looked at VVaughn. "Weve been infiltrated.”
"No shit," he said.

Tai took one of the pistols out and offered it to Vaughn. He took it, checking the magazine. "Make sure
you keep it close to your body," he said. "The gun is sweating in here and will freeze up if you don't keep
it warm."

Ta nodded, took her pistol out, opened her parka and pile shirt and stuck it indgde. "Going to be hard to
gettoinahurry if | needit.”

Vaughn was doing the same. He shrugged. "Everything is going to take longer down here. Let's hopeif
we need the guns, whoever we need them againgt isjust asdow."

CHAPTER 7

Geneva, Switzerland

Dyson was not used to being made to wait. Before becoming the head of the North American Table, he
had been CEO of one of the top three corporationsin America. HEd advised Presidents. Been on the
boards of dozens of organizations. He was worth untold billions.

And now he waited after having been summoned like an errant schoolboy to the principa's office.

After forty minutes the door to the Intelligence Center opened. There was no secretary to usher himin.
Just the open door. Dyson got up and walked through, eyes blinking as he tried to adjust to the dimmer
light ingde. He saw the four Assessorsin their chairs. He headed for the fifth chair, glancing at thelarge
video digplayslining thewalls, trying to get aquick glimpseto seeif any of the datareferred to the current
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Stuation he had been summoned for. He could see that one of the large screens displayed a map of
Antarctica, but his quick look couldn't revea anything else.

He sat down, picked up the headset and put it on. He had never met the High Counsdl in person. Asfar
as he knew, none of the heads of the various Tables ever had.

"We have received your report,” the High Counsel said, his voice coming through the headset. "It was
woefully lacking ininformation. | want to assume that during your flight here you had timeto reflect and
come up with possible explanations.”

Dyson cleared histhroat. "I believe David Lansale planned dl of thisalong time ago, and he set it up that
if hedied, thisinformation would be released to cause us problems.”

"Explan.”

"Understand that thisis speculation on my part, not hard data," Dyson said.

"We understand.”

Dyson could see that two of the four Assessors were watching him, the other two intent on the screens.

"I'vetried to line up what we do know and added in the unknown of Lansale's motivations. Lansale was
avery good agent, one of our best, and he participated in many top level assgnments. But our psych
profiles& mdash;which we did not have when he wasfirst recruited out of the Office of Strategic Services
in World War 11& mdash;indicate he had maverick tendencies. He questioned things. | believe he
questioned who he worked for.

"Thisal gtarted when he parachuted into Japan as part of Doalittlesraid in World War 11. He
rendezvoused with Emperor Hirohito's nephew, Prince Chichibu, to negotiate for us. Part of those
negotiations were the Golden Lily, the fledgling Japanese atomic weapon program, clemency for the
Imperia family& mdash;all thisisin your database. He did as he was ordered to do, and the mission was
asuccess.

"However, | believe he did more than he was ordered to do. | think he began planning this Citadel
operation. After all, the Japanese submarine, 1-401, was tasked during the waning days of the war to
conduct amission to Antarctica prior to the establishment of the Citadd.”

"Do we know what was on the 1-401 or the two German submarines?’ the High Counsel asked.

"| believe the 1-401 carried part of the Golden Lily. We always knew parts of it were missing. Abayon
and the Abu Sayif, of course, have recently reveded they held a significant portion of the treasure on Jolo
Idand, but there are gill many missing pieces.”

"And the German submarines?"

The American head shifted in his segt. "It might be part of the Nazi Black Eagle treasure. Mot likely
some of it that has never been accounted for in public or by us. But | fear that they aso might have

carried weapons of mass destruction.” Dyson noted that al four Assessors were now looking at him.

"Explain,” the High Counsd said.



"We know the Germans sent uranium to Japan via U-boat after they surrendered and before the
Japanese did. Lansale helped keep that from developing into anything via his Japanese contacts in the Far
Eadt Table. But& mdash;we aso know from Operation Paper Clip that alarge amount of experimental
nerve gas that the Germans devel oped went missing at the end of thewar. | believe some of that gaswas
on those two U-boats that linked up with the [-401."

"And your agent did not get the location of the I-401 and the two German submarines, correct?

"He only caled in the information. He was supposed to fully debrief Royce later. He never madeit to
later. His body was found, and there was no sign of Fatima. We have to assume she'son thetrail of the
1-401."

Therewas along slence. Then findly the High Counsel spoke. ™Y ou will remain here at the castle until
the head of the Far East Table arrives. We will then coordinate our actions.”

Ross | ce Shelf, Antarctica

Brothers pulled in the yoke, and the heavily laden Cessnabounced afew times and then wasin theair.
Reaching sufficient dtitude, the plane banked and headed for the search area. VVaughn was crowded in
the back with Tai, Logan, Smithers, and Burke. The plane was dmost as crowded with people and
equipment asit had been on the flight from New Zedand. If they found the area the base wasin, Vaughn
wanted to be prepared to land and try to find it. He was keeping a close eye on Brothers, not sure the
knock on the head hadn't affected the pilot.

Their course followed the edge of the Ross I ce Shelf to the east. Ross Idand faded behind them, and
after an hour and ahaf Roosevelt Idand appeared below and then did to the rear. They dowly
decreased the distance to the Ford Mountain Range, looming up in front of them. Asthey approached
the first mountains, Brothers increased power, and the wings groped in the thin air for even more dtitude
until he had sufficient height to clear them.

While the magnificence of the peaksthat jutted out of the white impressed Vaughn, what struck him more
was the depth of the sea of ice that swept the flanks of those mountains. It was hard to imagine anice
sheet dmost two milesthick.

Brothers piloted them over aglacier and through a pass, putting them on the opposite side of the
mountain range. Now they turned north, flew along the eastern side of the mountains, looking to their left,
searching for the three mountains. Vaughn had taped the photocopy of the picture against the bulkhead
abovetheleft sde window, and he and Logan were scanning in that direction.

Brothersflew straight up the middle of the mountain chain. The westher was remarkably clear, and the
peaks seemed gartlingly closeto Vaughn. It seemed possible to reach ahand out the window and caress
therock. He glanced right at the map board on Logan'slap. He had their route marked on the plastic
cover with gresse pencil.

"Everyonelook carefully,” Logan yelled out over the whine of the engine. "McKinley should be coming
up soon." Hiswords disappeared into the rumble of the engine without any reply from the others.

"That'sMcKinley," Brothersydled out from the front a short while later. Heimmediately banked to the
left, and the nose of the aircraft settled on anortheasterly route.



Vaughn tapped Logan on the shoulder, gesturing for the map board. Logan passed it back, and Vaughn
oriented it, checking the map against what he could see below.

"Can we moveto theright alittle bit?' he caled out to Brothers.

Vishility was unrestricted, and far out to the front through a gap in the range they could even seetheice
pack on the coast. To the left and right, isolated mountaintops poked out of the white carpet of ice.

"There. That'sit," Vaughn camly announced.

Three peaks, backdropped against further nunatuks. Tai leaned across Vaughn, her body tight againgt his
as shelooked up at the Xerox taped on the fuselage and then out again. She leaned forward and tapped
Brothers on the shoulder. "There. We're pretty closeonline.”

Vaughn looked at their guide and asked, "What do you think, Logan?"'

Logan nodded. "Close. Y ou have to consider the fact that the photo was taken from the ground. We're
up much higher than that.

"Brothers," he called out, "drop down and let's see how they look."

Brothers did that, and they circled down until they were barely a hundred feet above theice. Then the
pilot pointed the nose straight at the peaks, and all six of the plane's occupants stared ahead.

Ta wasthefirst to bresk the sllence. "That'sit. Let'sland.”

"All right," Brothers said, looking over his shoulder. "L et mefind aflat sretch. We don't want to be
buckling our landing gear. It'salong wak back to Base."

Brothers flew dong and then did along loop to circle around again. And again. And again, al thetime
searching theice-covered ground. VVaughn was aimost certain they werein theright area. Thethree
peaks matched, and the basin was surrounded on three sides by mountains. The bowl was about twelve
mileslong by thirty wide, open to the south. If they could land and get an azimuth on the peaksto exactly
match the photo, he believed they could get very closeto the Citadd. The passes revedled no sign of any
structure, but that didn't surprise him. Theice and blown snow would have covered the above-surface
portions of the Citadel long ago.

"All right," Brothers announced. "I've got agtretch that lookslike it might work."

""Might'?" Tal repeated.

Brothersignored her. "Everyone make sure you're buckled up tight.”

Brothers dowly pushed forward on the yoke and reduced throttle. Theice crept closer and closer to the
plane as they descended.

"Let'shopethereare no crevasses,” the pilot said in a cheerful tone.

Then the skis touched and they were down& mdash;for the moment.



"Shit," Burke yelled asthey became airborne again, bouncing over asmal ridge and then damming back
down on theice once more.

The plane was shuddering, and the right wing tipped down asthat ski hit adivot in theice. They turned
right dightly, and then Brothers straightened them out. The plane gradudly cameto a halt.

"Wdl, that wasfun," hesaid.

Vaughn looked over his shoulder. "Can you taxi closer to those three nunatuks until we get on the exact
right azimuth from the photo?'

"I candoit," Brothers said, but he glanced back at Logan. "The question is. how gtableistheice here?’

Logan licked hislips. "Actudly, theice should be dl right here. We're on a pretty solid base. Y ou haveto
worry about crevasses when you're on aglacier, but were above solid ground now. Should be dl right.”

"Let'sdoit,” Vaughn ordered.

"Totheright,” Ta said. Brotherslooked at her questioningly. "If you want to line them up, go to the
right.”

The pilot increased throttle and worked his pedas. The Cessnadithered adong.

"Hold it," Ta cdled out after three minutes of moving very dowly. "What do you dl think?"
Six sets of eyes peered to the north.

"Yes" Vaughn wasthefirst to answer.

"Yes." Logan echoed him. The other three said nothing.

"Let'sget skiing." Vaughn unbuckled. He dapped Logan on the shoulder. "Which do you want? North or
south?!

Kaesong, North Korea

The headquarters for the North Korean Specid Forcesislocated just twenty-five miles north of the
famous border city, Panmunjom. Thislocation putsit in close proximity to the demilitarized zone, where
many of itsunit's covert activities are conducted. Tonight, however, Generd Guk Y ol, the army Chief of
Staff and former commander of the Specia Forces Branch, had his eyes focused on amap that had
never been unfurled in his operations room before. The fact that his staff had even been ableto find the
map was quite an accomplishment on such short notice. It was only forty-five minutes snce Generd Yol
had been awakened by the duty officer and given Choegu's message from Manila

Y ol pointed agnarled finger, broken many timesin hand-to-hand combat training, at the map. "It isthere,
ar.

There were only two peoplein theworld that Generd Y ol had ever shown such deference to. One had
been Kim 1l Sung, the leader of North Koreafor forty years. The other was the man who presently stood



opposite him looking at the map& mdash;Kim's son, Kim Jong 1. "It isvery far away."

"Yes, gr, but it isagolden opportunity. It givesus alever that isthe perfect solution to the problem that
has kept us from implementing the Orange 11 plan.”

Kim Jong, long the designated heir to Kim Il Sung, and now the ruler, rubbed the side of hisface. The
recent reduction of American forcesin South Korea had |eft that threat a paper tiger. With the Americans
embroiled in Irag and Afghanistan, they were stretched periloudy thin. Kim had no doubt his massive
army& mdash;sixth largest in the worl d& mdash;could now overcome their enemiesto the south. The
problem wasthe red threat the Americans till held: their tactical nuclear weapons.

Koreaisaland of mountains and narrow plains. It isaong those narrow plainsthat any offensive
movement hasto advance. And tactica nuclear wegpons were the ideal countermeasure to such
movement. If that one factor could be removed, the entire balance of power in the peninsulawould shift
to the North'sfavor.

Inlate 1991 the United States had removed dl tactica nuclear weagpons from the peninsulaitself ina
gesture to force the North Koreans to abandon their nuclear weapon program. The gesture had been
ignored for the smple reason that it was seen as an empty one. The Americans maintained more than
enough tactical nuclear weapons on the planes, submarines, and cruise missiles of the Seventh FHeet to
more than make up for the lack of land-based ones.

Orange Il was the classified operations plans, known as OPLAN, for anorthern invasion of South
Korea Unfortunately, Kim Jong Il rued, hisfather had never approved the implementation of the plan
because of the high risk and cost potentid if it failed& mdash;and fail it most likely would if the Americans
used their nuclear weapons.

The fact that the North Koreans had their own small arsena of nukes did not change that balance for two
samplereasons. Firg, they only had limited abilities to project those wegpons afew hundred kilometers
into the south& mdash;they could never touch the United Statesitself to keep it from using the weapons.
Second, tactical nuclear weapons favored the defender& mdash; not the attacker.

But now there was awindow of opportunity. This new information could make Orange 1l aredity if it
was used properly.

Kim looked up a hisold friend. "I cannot believe that the American government has abandoned nuclear
wegponsin this place.”

Y ol smiled, showing stained teeth, the result of congtantly smoking cigarettes. "Imperidists are like that,
ar. Not only does one hand not know what the other isdoing in the U.S. government, but fingers on the
same hand are often in the dark asto the action of the other fingers.”

"But the bombs& mdash;how could they have just been | eft there?!

"I don't know, Sir. But it appearsthey are. Unguarded for the time being. We must seize the opportunity.”

Kim was more cautious than his military commander. "Could it be atrap set by the Americans?'

Y ol considered that very briefly. "I see no reason for the Americansto do that.”



"But can we use these wegpons even if we find them?”
"That, | do not know until we get our hands on them.”
"And how can we do that?' Kim asked.

Yol turned to the map. "It isalong way," he admitted. "But we need not have to cover the entire
distance.”

Kim frowned. "Why not?"

Yol pulled down alarger scaled map that showed the entire Pacific region al the way down to
Antarctica. "Because we have ateam that could do the job right here." He tapped the map, indicating
Indonesia. "If you will give methe permisson, Sr."

"You have aplan, then?'
Yol amiled. "Yes, gr."
Kim settled back in hisseat. "Let me hear it."

Y ol tapped a button, and three Special Forces officers carrying charts and paper hustled into the room.

A lieutenant colonel took over the briefing, his pointer going to the same spot in Indonesia. Ashe
progressed, the pointer did down to Antarctica and then north again, but didn't come back to the Korean
peninsula

At the end of fifteen minutes, Kim had caught Y ol's enthusiasm. The briefing officers wrapped up and left
the room, leaving the two of them aone. Kim Jong I had known Generd Yol for hisentire adult life. He
had only one question for hisold friend: "It isavery daring plan. Y ou think you can do it?'

"Yan

" Send the message and begin dl the preparations.”
Antarctica

Vaughn did to ahat and looked back over his shoulder. The plane didn't look very far away, but he
estimated he'd come at least four miles. He reached for the sonar emitter dung over his shoulder and
pointed it down. As he pressed the trigger, he watched the small screen on the back. Negative. After five
seconds he turned it off and reshouldered it.

Every thirty push-offswith hisright ski, he hated and repested the process, with the same negative result.
At least the cross-country skiing felt good and kept him warm. He was moving north, so he had the
mountainsto hisfront. His course was centered on the middle peak. He estimated it was about four to
five miles ahead of him, and sensed he was moving dightly uphill as he continued. The surface was
definitely not asflat asit had appeared from the air, and he appreciated Brotherss talents even more.
Occasiondly Vaughn crossed low ridges of compressed ice and had to traverse to get over them.

Twenty-seven. Twenty-eight. Twenty-nine. Thirty. The echo just below the surface shocked Vaughn for
amoment. He blinked and stared at the screen for ten seconds. It was still there. He looked around the



immediate area. The surface ice wasrelatively even except for asix-foot ridge running in an angle across
his front. There was no sign of anything man-made.

He pulled his backpack off, did out one of the thin plastic poleswith aflag attached and stuck it in the
ice. Then he began to ki, ten paces only now, past the flag, trying to search out the dimensions of
whatever it was under the ice. He continued to receive a positive response as he approached the ridge.

Vaughn traversed up the smdll incline of ice and stood on top of the buckled ice. Hisflag was over eighty
meters away. This had to be the base. He noted an outcropping from the ice ridge about ten meters away
and skied adong the top to it. Snow had piled up, forming alarge block, perhaps fifteen feet to aside and
eght feet high. Vaughn aimed the sonar into the snow pile. Positive response. There was something in
there too.

Helooked to the south. His view of the plane was blocked by alarge ridge he had crossed about amile
back. He secured the sonar over his shoulder and skied down off the ridge and back to hisruck. He was
getting tired but threw it over his shoulder and set out to the south with long distance-egting glides on the
Kis.

* * %

Ta shivered and considered asking Brothersto crank the engine to get the heat going, but she held off.
They only had so much fuel, and they'd been on the ice for dmost three hours. The windows had fogged
over from the breathing of the remaining occupants, and she used her mitten to scrapeasmdl holein her
porthole so she could peer out.

A figure agppeared on the horizon, skiing toward the plane with smooth, powerful strides. She kept the
glass clear and watched the bundled man come closer.

"Oneof themisback," shesaid.

Smithers swung open the side door, and the wind removed whét little body hest had built up insdethe
plane. The skier stepped out of his bindings and passed the skisin, where Smithers did them along the
floor. The man stepped in and shut the door behind him.

"Anything?' Ta asked asLogan did his parkahood down.

"Nothing." He dumped down in his seat and leaned back. "1 went about eight kilometers out and took a
dightly different route back and picked up nothing.”

There was aroar as Brothers started the engines. In a minute welcome heat poured out of the vents, and
the windows started dowly clearing.

"Let'staxi north and pick up Vaughn on hisway back," Ta suggested.

Brothers shook his head. "Uh-uh. | know where the safe runway isto take off on." He pointed out the
front window. "Right back the way we came. Plus there's too many smal ridges that way. We wouldn't

getfa.”

"Besides," Logan added, "we don't know if Vaughn istaking astraight-back route. Even though it isn't
likey, wemight just misshim.”



Ta sighed and resumed her watch out the window. Brothers shut off the engines after five minutes, and
the heat dowly dissipated out the skin of the plane.

The pilot turned in his seat and tapped his headset. "I just got the weather report from McMurdo," he
said. "It doesn't sound good. They only give us another three to four hours max of good weether and then
were going to get hit with high winds, which meansvery low visibility.”

Ta knew they weren't going anywhere without Vaughn. She wondered what was taking him so long. He
should have been back ahalf hour ago according to the plan.

Twenty minutes later Smitherscalled out. "'l seehim.”

Tai leaned over and looked out the opposite side porthole. VVaughn was rapidly moving toward the plane.
They opened the door as he arrived, and he threw his backpack in, followed by the skis and himself.

"Anything?' Ta asked.

"YS"

Shewaited, but Vaughn was busy cleaning the snow off his boots and then shutting the door. "Well?"
Vaughn removed his snow goggles and smiled. Hisvoice, though, was weeak with exertion. "There's
something under the ice about four milesfrom here. | checked it as much as| could and left aflag there.
It's pretty big, whatever it is. At least eighty meterslong, maybe more. It's either your base or abig-ass
flying saucer that got buried under theice."

Everyonein the planelooked at Tai expectantly, waiting for her instructions. Vaughn accepted a cup of
coffee from Smitherssthermos and cradled it in his hands.

"Can we land up there?' she asked him.

Vaughn nodded. "I think therésagood level areato the north of the spot. | couldn't redlly tell because |
didn't ski over it, but | think it'sworth alook." He looked forward at Brothers. "It runs
northwest-southeast.”

Brothers shook his head. "Weve got bad weather coming. If we don't head for home now we may get
stuck out here.”

"What happensif we're stuck out here?' Tai asked.

He shrugged. "We have our emergency gear, but it depends how long the weather stays bad. It could
stay bad for aweek, in which caseit could be an awfully long time to be cooped up in this plane on top
of theice"

"l don't think staying heré'sagood idea,” Vaughn threw in.

"What if we get into thebase?' Tal sad.

"What?' Vaughn was confused.



"What if we get into the Citadd? It would be out of thewind. They probably |eft quite abit of suppliesin
there”

Vaughn was shaking his head. "Even if what | found isthe Citadd, it was dl covered up. How arewe
goingto getin?'

Ta was consdering theidea. "They had to have an access shaft.”

"I think | found it when | was checking out the dimensions,” Vaughn said. "There is something that's
covered with blown snow next to aniceridge.”

"Weve got shovelsand pickaxesin the plane's gear. We can giveit ashot,” Tal suggested.

"I don't likeit." Logan shook hishead. "If you want my opinion, we go back to Earth First South and
wait until we get good weather. We know where the place is now and can come back."

Brothers agreed. "'l don't liketheidea, missy," hesaid to Tai." | think we ought to go back."

She leaned forward in her seet. "Were going to have to weather out this storm somewhere& mdash;either
a Earth Firgt South or here. If we stay here, at least we won't get caught in the bad weather flying back.
Plus, you have to remember we still have that forty-five-minute tractor ride back to the station from the
ice shelf onceweland. | think landing up near the base Site and trying to dig in is the better option.” She
knew that time was the most precious commodity they had now. She made acommand decison. "Let's
try to land near the Site.”

CHAPTER 8

Antarctica

This second landing had been smoother than the first, and the plane was now staked down, three
hundred metersto the north of theiceridge. Next to theridgeitself, Tai, Vaughn, and Smitherswere
hacking at the ice and snow on the protuberance, while Burke and Logan swept the loose debris away
with shovds.

It was obvious to Vaughn there was a man-made object underneath this snow. The shape wastoo linear
to have occurred naturdly. He swung the pick, and a section of ice splintered off. His next swing almost

broke his hand as the point bounced off something solid. With his gloves, he began wiping ice and snow

away, exposng metd.

"I've got something!" he yelled. The others gathered around and stared at his discovery. The metd was
painted white, and the pick had gouged the smooth surface.

"Let'sclear it out," Logan said, dropping his pick and grabbing ashove. Shoul der-to-shoulder, Vaughn
and Logan used the edge of their shovelsto enlarge the clear space on the meta. Soon they exposed a
flat sheet of metd, dmost three meters wide by two high.

L ogan stepped back and looked at it. "This has to be some sort of surface shaft.”
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"Where's the door, then?' Tai asked.

"Theresfour Sdes,”" Vaughn replied as he began excavating around the corner to the right. Smithers
joined him. Without aword, Logan and Burke started on the corner to the lft.

Asthey cut into theice, they leveled off the areaaround the shaft, making it flush with the surface of the
ice on the nonridge side. Thewind had picked up and snow was beginning to lift and blow acrossthe
basin.

Vaughn worked smoothly, trying not to break into asweet. As hisbody hesat rose, he removed his parka
in order to equdize the temperature, stuffing it into his rucksack. He warned the others to make sure they
did the same.

A meter from the edge he discovered a seam in the metal. He scraped ice away up and down and then to
theright. Gradually adoor appeared. On the far right side there was a spoked metal whedl. Once the
door was completely uncovered he stepped back.

"Do you think it will work?' he asked Logan. The rest of the party had gathered around as Vaughn
finished clearing the door.

Logan was running his hands aong the seam. "'l don't know," hereplied. "It ought to. It shouldn't have
frozen up, asthe temperature here never gets above freezing to produce the moisture needed for that.
Let'sgiveitatry.”

Vaughn stepped back as Logan gripped the whedl and leaned into it. The metal didn't budge.

"Here, let metry.” Smithers placed the handle of the pick through one of the spokes of the whedl and
sguatted down. Slowly he started to exert pressure up.

"Watch out!" Vaughn yeled as the wood handle broke. The free piece ricocheted off the door and hit
Smithersin the head. Dazed, he fell back onto theice.

"Damn." Smithers sat there rubbing his head through the parka hood. "That hurts.”

Vaughn thought it would be darkly amusing if they had found the Citadel but couldn't get in. The only
thing that truly worried him was the weather. He had sllently gone dong with Ta''s decison, but now he
was beginning to have second thoughts. The sky was dark with clouds now, and the wind was howling,
knifing through his clothes. They needed to get out of the wind, and there were only two choices: go into
the base or back to the plane.

Helooked a Smithers again. Something dark was seeping through his hood. " Shit," Vaughn muttered.
"Stay down," he ordered as Smitherstried standing up. He carefully pushed the big man's hood down.
The inside was caked with blood that had aready frozen. The gash from the wood wasn't hard to find on
the man's bald head. It was about three incheslong and didn't appear to be deep.

"What'swrong?' Ta asked.

Without answering, Vaughn opened thefirst aid kit attached to the outside of his rucksack and pulled out
agterile gauze pack. He quickly tore it open and then put his mittens back on before pressing the cloth up



againg the cut. It immediately turned bright red as the blood soaked through.

"Hegot cut,” Logan said. "It's not deep, but scalp wounds bleed alot because the blood vessels are right
on the surface.

"We need to go back to the plane now and settlein,” Vaughn said. "Hopefully, thisthing will blow over
quickly."

Brothers shook his head. "I don't think so, mate. McMurdo saysthisisabig front. We may be stuck for
days”

Vaughn looked a Tai. Shetook adeep, icy breath, then took charge. "All right." She pointed at Burke.
"Y ou hold the bandage in place. Make sure you keep the pressure on." She gestured to Vaughn,
Brothers, and Logan. "Let'sdl get on thisthing.”

They grabbed hold.

"On my count of three," Tal said, "we turn counterclockwise. Ready? One. Two. Three."

They leaned into the whed and strained. To no avail.

"Agan. Ready? One. Two. Three."

The second attempt was dso afailure.

"All right,” Tal said, taking deep breaths. "L et's take a break for asecond.”

Vaughn looked at the whed. "How about wertry it the other way? Clockwise?"

Ta nodded, and they all reassumed their positions. "Ready?’ Tai asked. "One. Two. Three."

They dl leaned into it, and with aloud screech the whed moved ever so dightly.

"Agan," Ta gasped. "One. Two. Three."

Thewhed turned amog afull inch.

"Agan."

Asthey continued to labor, the whedl turned inch by inch. It was dow and hard, but it moved. Vaughn
estimated they made afull revolution of the whed after five minutes of effort. Y et therewas no indication
they'd unclocked the door. They went &t it again, the whedl moving somewhat easier now, and managed
another two complete revolutions. And then it stopped. No amount of effort could get it to move any
more.

"| think we've gone asfar aswe can go,” Vaughn said.

L ogan tapped the metal door. "I'd say it opensinward. It makes sense down here. Y ou want doors to
open in because the outside could be blocked by snow or ice.”



Vaughn sat down on theice, his back to the center of the door. He jammed hisfeet into theice and snow
as best he could then pushed. The others stared a him for amoment, then Logan sat on one side and Tai
on the other. Together they put pressure on the door. With alow creak, asmall gap appeared on the
right Sde, and they al adjusted, keeping up the pressure. The door swung open wider, the three
scrambling to keegp the momentum going until it was wide enough for aperson to dip through.

"Hold it!" Vaughn finally cdled out, and they stopped. He got to hisfeet and peered around the edge. In
the darkness beyond he could just make out ameta landing and staircase. The Citadel beckoned. Tai
pressed into hissde, shining aflashlight in.

"Ladiesfird," Vaughn sad.
Ta dippedin, followed by Vaughn.

The stairs did a ninety-degree turn and seemed to descend directly down into the depths. An open area
next to the top of the stairs had apulley system rigged on top, suggesting that was the way heavy gear
could be transported up and down.

Ta shined thelight down, and it showed wood planking about twenty feet down and something else at
the bottom of the stairs, but from their position they could only make out avague outline.

Ta leaned over therailing and shone the light directly down. "Oh, shit," she muttered.

Vaughn leaned over aso. What had been avague form was now clearly the body of aman lying at the
base of the stairs, facedown, his hands stretched out in front of him, dmaost an act of supplication.

"Gredt," Vaughn muttered. "Come on.”

Ta cautioudy followed Vaughn down the metd steps. The man hadn't moved. When they reached the
bottom, Vaughn shone his own light on the body, revealing afigure clothed in Army-issue clothes, circa
the 1950s. Three black holes were stenciled in the back of the man'sjacket, surrounded by ared frame
of blood. Vaughn knelt down and turned the body over. Sightless eyes peered out from ayoung face,
forever frozen in the surprised grimace that must have come as the bullets dammed into his back.

Vaughn looked closdaly at the face of the corpse, marveling at the frozen preservation. He wondered how
long the man had been dead. He looked up a Tai. "Let's get everyone in here before the storm gets
worse."

Indonesia

Among the tens of thousands of idands that made up the Republic of Indonesia, thiswas one of the
smaller and less sgnificant. At least to most outsiders. It was an idand whose lone smdll village had been
completely wiped out by the tsunami that struck on December 26, 2004.

The village was now reoccupied. But not by fishermen and their families, asthe old village had been. It
was occupied by astrange internationa conglomeration. One drawn together from secret meetings
around the world. Surprisingly, it was agroup that owed its formation to one man: the President of the
United States. Because gathered on this small idand, working together and training each other, were
small dements from the various countries that had been dubbed the Axis of Evil and from theterrorist
organizations the United States was at war with.



There were Al Qaeda operatives, Iranian commandoes, asmal group of representatives from the Abu
Sayif, remnants of Saddam Hussein'sdliteinner circle, and an ite Specia Forcesteam from North
Korea

This|atter group kept itself apart from the others as much as possible. Mainly because their commander
considered hismen to be red soldiers and the othersto be terrorists at best, although they considered
themselves freedom fighters.

The commander, Mg or Min, once more read through the message his radio operator had decoded
twenty minutes ago. It was the longest message he had ever seen transmitted over high frequency radioin
all hisyears of special operations. He was holding a complete operations plan (OPLAN) for anew
mission that wasto commence immediately.

Min'sface twisted in a sneer as he read the concept of operations. Those desk-bound foolsin Kaesong!
He looked up at the thatched roof of the hut that comprised his team's headquarters. Hyun was a smdll
man, lessthan five and ahdlf feet tall and weighing no more than 120 pounds dripping wet. Hewasthe
spitting image of Bruce Lee, the mgor difference being that Min had actudly killed many more men than
Bruce Lee had ever smulated killing in hismovies.

"Get meHyun," he snapped at Kim Chong Man. As his executive officer scurried out to the airgtrip, Min
leafed through the pages of the OPLAN, hismind trying to rationalize the words. Thiswas going to be
difficult, very difficult.

Min had been on thisidand for four months, supposedly advising the other groups on various Specia
Forces techniques, particularly bomb-making and covert operations. At least that's what they were
supposed to be doing. Min had found that the other groups did not like getting advice. In his personal
opinion, the real reason he and his men were here was to make asmall political statement to these other
groups that North K orea supported them in some manner.

Min had been in Specia Forcesfor twenty-one years and had run more than his share of classified
missions, S0 hewas no stranger to being awakened in the middle of the night and handed an OPLAN.
Thisone, however, was different in severa important aspects. Thefirst wasthe fact that it was outside of
hisimmediate area of operations. The second was the strategic significance of the mission. It dl looked
very nice on paper, but implementation was going to require great sacrifices and effort. One of Min's
favorite adages was that nothing was impaossible to the man who didn't haveto do it.

Typica bureaucratic thinking, Min thought with disdain as he read through. It was the same type of
thinking that had |eft him in the DMZ infiltration tunnd north of Seoul two years ago when they should
have pulled out at thefirst sgn of compromise. Indecison in his chain of command had left him and his
old team in therelong enough for the South Koreansto flood it. Min shuddered as he remembered the
torrent of water pouring into the tunnel and the muffled screams of the men who couldn't escape.

Hyun stepped in and snapped asaute, breaking Min out of hisblack reverie. " Captain Hyun reporting as
ordered, sir."

Minlooked at the short man in theflight suit with undisguised disgust. "What isyour aircraft's range?”

Hyun blinked. "It is 6,500 kilometers with a one hour reserve, Sir.”



"We need to go 9,700 kilometers."

Hyun looked at Kim, who had accompanied the pilot in, and then back at the mgjor. "We will haveto
refuel somewherethen, air.”

"If we had someplaceto land and refudl | would have told you that." Min's voice wasice cold. "We need
to travel 9,700 kilometers without refuding.”

"That isimpossible, Sr.”

"Makeit possible. Y ou have one hour to be ready to leave." Min turned his gaze to his XO. "Bring the
teaminand | will brief them.”

Antarctica

"How long do you think he's been down here?' VVaughn asked asthe rest of the party piled up their gear
inthedimly lit space at the base of the stairs. The three flashlights combined with the dull reflected light
from the gill open door to produce a gloomy effect. The man wore unmarked Army fatigues under
olive-drab cold-weather gear. There was no name tag on his shirt. He had the inggnia of a captain pinned
to hiscallar.

"Hewas probably the last one," Tal said, then corrected hersdlf. "Waell, the next to last onein here.
Sometimein thefifties”

Vaughn pulled aponcho out of his rucksack and gently draped it over the body. "Whoever he worked
for shot him in the back to keep him from talking about what he did and what he saw here. Judging by
the size of thewounds, I'd say it wasasmal caliber gun. Probably a.22. Y ou have to be damn good to
kill someonewith agun thet small.”

Tal turned to therest of the group. "We have got to find out everything we can about this place. | want to
know who built it and why."

Vaughn began organizing the group. He stared down the corridor, hiseyestrying to pick up details. His
flashlight reflected off the metal sides and faded out after thirty feet. The celling, ten feet above, consisted
of sted struts holding meta sheeting that blocked out the ice and snow. Conduits, pipes, and wires
crisscrossed the celling, going in dl directions. The corridor itself was about ten feet wide, and the floor
was made up of wood planks, each separated by afew inchesto alow snow and iceto fall through the
cracksto the doping sted! floor below.

It was as cold down here as it was outside, but at |east they were out of the wind. Vaughn went over to
Smithers. "How'sthe head?'

Smithers pulled back the bandage. "I think the bleeding has stopped.” He looked around. "We could use
some heat, though.”

Logan spoke up. "There ought to be some sort of generator or space heaters down here."
"Y ou think they would till work after dl thistime?' Vaughn asked.

Logan nodded. "Oh, yes. Antarcticaisthe perfect place to preserve things. Thisbody is proof of



that& mdash;the man looks the same as the day he died. Think about it& mdash;the temperature never
gets above freezing. There's no moisture. No bacteria.

"There are suppliesin Shackleton's hut on Ross Idand that were placed therein 1907 and are ill edible

today. | have no doubt that if we find the power source down here, or even a portable heater, we can get
it going." He pointed hisflashlight at alightbulb set in aprotective cage on the calling. "We might even get
thelightson."

Tai shined her lights down the corridor. "Where do you think we'd find the power source?"
Logan shrugged. "I don't know. Let's go take alook."

Vaughn turned to the rest of the party. "Brothers, Burke, stay here with Smithers. Break out your
deeping bags and get in them. We're going to see if we can find the power source and get some hest

going.”

Vaughn, Tai, and Logan walked down the wood planking. After thirty feet the walls disappeared on
either side and they entered a cross corridor. Straight ahead was adoor. To theleft, the corridor had a
door, which was shut. To the right, the corridor was open for about ten feet, then apile of ice and snow
blocked the way.

Logan shined hislight where pipesin the cailing disappeared into the pile. "Looks like that's where some
ice buckled the ceiling.”

"Let'stry thedoor ontheleft," Ta suggested.

They turned |eft and tried that door. It wasn't locked and opened easily. The flashlights revealed aroom
about thirty feet long and ten wide, full of eectronic equipment.

"Lookslike some sort of communications setup,” Tal said. "Everything'sway out of date, though.”

Logan pointed hislight a a pair of large boxes that hung down from the ceiling, one at ether end. "Thisis
one of the prefab units. Looks like they're each heated separately by those space heaters. That leavesthe
corridors under the ice at outside temperatures. The top of each unit is probably heavily insulated to keep
therigng hest in."

"How would the power be provided?' Vaughn asked.

"Mogt likely oil burning generators,” Logan said. "That's what runsthe mgjority of the bases here,
athough they would have had to airlift in al that oil. At McMurdo they bring it in by ship, soit'snot a
major logistical problem. Here, | don't know."

Ta nodded. "The man | talked to who helped build this place said that they brought in aquite afew
bladders of fud.”

Vaughn turned for the door. "We need to find whatever it isthat burnsthat fuel, then.”
Next, they went to the door that had been straight across. This unit seemed to be anicely set-up living

quarters. There were three deeping areas, each separated by athin wall. Traversing the entire length,
they cameto adoor on thefar side. They exited that and were faced with another side corridor extending



off to theright and another door directly in front.

"Let'sgo sraight through until we get totheend,” Vaughn said. . If there's nothing in thisrow, well work
up the next one over.”

L ogan swung open the door and they stepped in. Large stainless stedl tanks lined both sides of anarrow
walkway. The tanks were open on the top, and banks of dead lights hung low over them. There were
pumps and various tubes arrayed throughout the room.

"What isthis?'

Logan shined hisflashlight insde one of thetanks. "I don't know. It reminds me of something I've seen
before, but | can't placeit right now."

They walked the length of that unit and went through the door. Thelast unit on the row beckoned. Logan
pushed open the door and they waked in.

"Ah, thisismorelikeit," Logan said as he turned the flashlight on the machinery insde. "This must bethe
power room. Look, there's a control pandl.” Hewalked over to aconsole full of dials and switchesto the
|eft of the door. "There'sthe ‘on’ for the master power, but I'm sure we have no battery power."

He pressad the button with his thumb. Nothing.

"There must be asmall auxiliary generator around here to start the main off of." He flashed the light on the
other sde. "Herewe go."

Vaughn watched as he knelt down next to a medium-sized portable generator and unscrewed a cap,
shining hisflashlight ingde. "It'seven got fud. Hold thelight while | primeit.”

Vaughn hovered over his shoulder as Logan worked. After about five minutes Logan stood. "All right.
Let'sgiveit ashot." He held aknob attached to a cord in his hand and pulled.

"Shit," he muttered as the cord didn't move. He pulled more carefully, and the cord dowly unwound.
Then he squatted and thrust upward. The engine turned over once with aburp. "Damn. Thisthingis
subborn.”

Vaughn didn't say aword. He found it remarkabl e that they were trying to start a generator that had sat
down there for almost haf a century. The concept of a place where nothing deteriorated or rusted was a
hard one to grasp.

After five more tries the engine coughed, sputtered, and turned over for dmost ten seconds before dying.

"I'vegot it now." Logan adjusted the choke and pulled once more. The generator sputtered and then
roared into life. Helet it run on high for afew minutes and then turned the choke down.

"All right. Let's see how we get the main started while that warms up.” He took the flashlight from
Vaughn's hands, played it over the control pand and laughed. "They've got dl theingructionsright here,
amogt asif they expected someone who didn't know how to run thisthing to try and start it. Hell, it's
even numbered.



"Okay, weve dready accomplished step one by getting the auxiliary started. The next step isto open up
themain fud line" He moved to the | eft of the console and looked up. "Heresthe valve.”

Vaughn heard afew seconds of meta screeching.

"Okay. Weve got fuel. Now we primethis baby." Logan worked for afew minutes, following the
ingtructions step by step. "L ast& mdash;but not |east& mdash;we open the power line from the aux to the
main generator and give it somejuice.”

Vaughn watched aslights flickered and glowed on the console. Gradually they steadied. Logan looked
over the gauges. "Ready?" he asked.

"YS,"

He pressed the gtarter button. The lights on the board dimmed, and they heard a sputtering noise behind
the console. The sputtering shifted to awhine and then arhythmic rumble after thirty seconds.

Logan was examining another row of controlsto the right. "Here's a bunch of switches labeled north,
middle and south, east and west tunnels.”" Vaughn looked over his shoulder at the schematic of the
corridors of the base. At least he could get oriented now. The surface shaft where they had come down
opened onto the north end of the east corridor.

Logan threw dl the switches, and light suddenly streamed in through the open doorway. "All right!" he
ydled.

Vaughn looked at the doorway and flicked on the light switch just insgde of it. The room was flooded
with the glow from the overheads. He looked down at the other end of the room. "What's that for?"

Logan turned. The entire far end of the unit wasfilled with massive control panelswith uncountable
gauges. It made the main generator board look puny. A three-by-three-foot panel with atriangular
warning sign was recessed into the left side. Logan walked the twenty feet to it and looked the setup
over.

"Ohmy God. | don't bdlieveit. | don't fucking bdieveit."

Ta and Vaughn hurried up to him. "What'sthe matter?' Tai asked.

Logan looked at VVaughn, hisface ashen. "Thisisthe control pand for anuclear reactor.”

CHAPTER9

Geneva, Switzerland

The head of the North American Table stood up when his counterpart from the Far East entered the
anteroom to the Intelligence Center. They barely had time to greet each other as the door opened and
one of the Assessors gestured for them to come into the |.C.

An extrachair had been set up, and the two took their placesin the center of the room. The video
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screens around the room flickered with various images and data, none of which the two got to takein,
because as soon asthey put on their headsets, the High Counsel spoke.

"There have been reports from various sources that a smal team left New Zedland and traveled to the
Earth Firgt South Station in Antarctica. This small team subsequently departed by aircraft from the sation
on amisson of unknown intent. Wefind thisintelligenceto be highly disturbing, given thetiming, Senior
Assessor.”

The Senior Assessor took over. " The computer estimates that there is a seventy-eight percent chancethis
team& mdash;three members of which are known to have worked for Agent Royce before& mdash;is
searching for the Citadel. However, we have received no report from Royce that he has dispatched such
ateam.”

Dyson glanced &t his counterpart and waited.
"Explanation, Dyson?' the High Counsdl demanded.

"Sir, | don't have any further information on that. If Royce dispatched ateam, it might be to track down
Fatimaif sheisheading down there."

"Not likely," the Senior Assessor said. "Fatimals whereabouts are unknown, but if sheisin Antarctica
right now, she would have had to fly, and we would know about it. So sheis not there.”

"He could be setting up an ambush,” Dyson suggested.

The High Assessor didn't accept this explanation. "Royce worked for Lansae, who was behind the
building of the Citadel and the compartmentalization of information about it. Lansae sent the packet to
Faima. It is possible that he gave information to Royce about the Citadel, and Royceistrying to
determine the accuracy of that information. But he still should have filed areport onthisto Area51. No
such report has been filed. Unless& hdllip;”

Thelast word hung inthe air, and Dyson protested immediately. "We received no report.”

"And then thereistheissue of the I-401," the High Counsel continued. "No report was ever filed oniit."
"Because we knew nothing of it," the head of the Far East Table said. "Much waslost at the end of
World War |I. If our Table wasinvolved in the 1-401 misson, the information was destroyed in the ruin
of Japan near the end of thewar.”

"Easy excuse," the High Counsdl snapped. "Did you practice that on your flight here?' There was no
chancefor areply asthe High Counsel continued. "However, we believe you because the data supports
you. The computer has done a Course of Action Projection on this entire mess. Y ou are dismissed for
the moment. Wait in the anteroom."”

The head of the Far East Table quickly left the Intdlligence Center.

"We want to know about Mgjestic-12," the High Counsd said to Dyson when he was left lone in the
center of the room.

"It'sacover gory we use& mdash;" he began, but was quickly cut off.



"That has been North Americaslinefor over haf acentury,” the High Counsd said. "But Mgestic-12 is
red, in't it? And you're the head of it. The one thing that has kept the Organization intact for centuries
has been absolute loyalty. Any time that loyaty has been breached, the pendty has been swift and
severe.

"Magedtic-12," the High Counsdl continued, "was formed in the heady days after World War 11 when the
United States thought it was dl-powerful. It was formed by members of the North American Tablewho

ingtituted a coup against those who would not go dong. That should have been awarning sign picked up
here, but there was so much going on in theworld at the time that it was missed. A serious oversight. So

ever snce then, the North American Table has worn two faces. Oneit presents here. The other it keeps

hidden from usas Mgestic-12.

"The computer projectsthis as the reason there have been recent problems with various agentsin the
North American divison. They have recelved conflicting taskings. Although we never haveto explain
tasking to our agents, they are not stupid people. So while it would appear Lansale and perhaps Royce
arerogue, we think the problem lies elsewhere. With Mgestic-12. And we will act accordingly.”

Dyson started to get up, but that action was abruptly terminated as metal clamps snapped out of the
armrests and legs of the chair, locking himin place.

"Youwill tel usal you know," the High Counsd said.

A door on the opposite side of the Intelligence Center opened, and aman waked in carrying an
old-fashioned doctor's black bag.

"Meet the new Curator,” the High Counsdl said as the man pulled astainless stedl table over next to the
chair and opened his bag. He began laying out various implements on the table, the nature and
implications of which caused Dyson to break out in a cold swest.

"Y ou can make it easy, or you can make it hard on yourself," the High Counsdl said. "We don't redly
cae”

Antarctica

"How could they have put anuclear reactor down here?' Brothers asked. "I thought reactors were huge
and had lots of safety devicesand all that."

They were back in thefirst hallway, linking up with the rest of the team. Vaughn had given abrief
summary to the other three members, who were il huddled in their deeping bags.

"l say we go to thefirgt set of living quarters you found and set up,” he said. Then Vaughn threw his gear
over his shoulder and headed off. The others quickly got up, gathered their gear and followed. They |eft
the body outside in the corridor, covered with ablanket, letting the cold continue its task of preservation.

Entering the room, VVaughn switched on the ceiling heaters asthe rest of the team settled in. Logan was
gl agitated by their most recent discovery& mdash;amost more than he had been over the discovery of
the body. He now answered the question Brothers had raised in the corridor. "McMurdo had a nuclear
reactor. The U.S. Navy st it upin '61 and got it on linein'62. They thought it would dleviate bringing in
al thefue oil every summer and be a cheap and effective way to keep McMurdo supplied with power."



"What happened?' Smitherswas fedling better and seated on achair, leaning back against thewall.

"The plant was closed in '72. They had aleakage of coolant water into the steam generator tank. The
Navy shut the thing down, and it took them three yearsto removeit. When we get back to Earth First
South Station, | can show you where the reactor was. They'd put it on Observatory Hill right near
Erebus, which in and of itsalf wasn't too bright, as Erebusis il an active volcano.

"They shipped the reactor and 101 drums of radioactive earth back to the U.S. and buried it somewhere
there. But even that didn't make the site clean enough. The Navy had to come back and dig out quite a
bit more earth and ship it back. The sitewas only finally opened up for what the military termed
‘unrestricted use' in 1979."

"Theresno way they could have left areactor down here unattended since thefifties,” Vaughn said. "'l
don't know much about them, but | do know they require constant attention.”

Logan nodded. "Y ou're right. This one must be off line, and the rods aren't here. The plan must have
been that whenever they were going to reoccupy this place, they'd bring the rods with them and use the
oil generators until they could bring the reactor on line. But even o, the fact that the U.S. government put
anuclear reactor& mdash;even one without the nuclear fuel & mdash;down here and abandoned it is
unbedlieveble”

Burke was more concerned with immediate matters. "What now? We have to wait the storm out, but
what do you want to do in the meantime?'

Vaughn stood in front of the group. "We need to explore this place. Now that the lights are on, we
should be ableto figure out what this place was built for and maybe who built it." He looked at Smithers.
"Canyou hep?'

Smithers nodded. "The bleeding has stopped. Aslong as| don't hit my head again | should be dl right.”

Logan grabbed hisflashlight and headed for the door. "I'm going down to the power plant to seeif | can't
find out where the actua reactor is and take alook. They had to have offset it from this base aways, and
maybe | can find the location.”

Logan, Burke, and Smithers|eft the room rapidly, leaving Tai, Vaughn, and Brothers. The pilot walked
over to one of the beds and flopped down on it. "I'm going to catch me some shut-eye so I'll be ready to
fly when this storm does break.” With that, he pulled the pillow over his head.

"Let'stakeawdk," Vaughn suggested to Tal.

They |eft the rapidly warming room and returned to the first building they'd entered, the communications
center. Vaughn turned on the heaters, then checked the gear lining thewall. "They've got alot of
redundant commo equipment here." He pointed. "That's an HF& mdash; high frequency& mdash;radio. A
pair of them. Several FM, shorter range stuff.” He fiddled with the knobs. A dull hisswasdl that came
out of the speakers.

Ta pointed to one corner of the room, where abunch of wires disappeared into the ceiling. "There are
the leads that go to the antennas.”



"Which probably blew away on the surface along time ago,” Vaughn said as he turned the radio off.

A transmitter on the other side of the room caught Vaughn's attention. Severa large boxes containing
long-lasting batteries surrounded it. A placard on the front read: CITADEL TRANSPONDER.
FREQUENCY 45.83.

"What'sthat?' Tal asked.

"That's how the builders of the base planned to find it once it was covered over. The

transponder& mdash;if the batteries were till working& mdash;isinitiated by an incoming plangsradio.
The pilot dias up the proper frequency& mdash;45.83& mdash;on the radio and presses his transmit
button. That turns on the transponder. The pilot then homesin on the radio beacon.

"It'sthe same system set up at smdl airfields. It dlows pilots to turn on the runway lights when they
gpproach at night and there's no one in the tower. The antennafor this transponder is probably built into
the roof of the access shaft.”

Vaughn checked the transponder, but as he suspected, the batteries were long dead. However, one
gauge indicated they were dowly recharging now that the power to the base was on.

"Let'smoveon,” hesaid. They exited, and Vaughn paused. "L et's get oriented. Let's cdl the row of units
closest to the entry shaft Row A. The next will be Row B, and so on. Thelong column to theleft isOne,
the middle Two, and the one on the right Three. Thus we have just left Unit A2, which gppeared to bea
communications sgtup.

"Thistunnel, designated the north tunnel on the power supply board, is blocked heading to Unit A1. We
might be able to get to that unit by going up the west tunnd, but we will hold off on that until we work our
way over there.

"Unit B3isliving quarters, where we have temporarily left our equipment and our pilot is catching some
deep.” He opened the door directly across. "We are now entering Unit B2."

Thefirg thing that caught his eye as he went through the door was Burke at the eectric stove. Burke
waved aladle at them and then went back to stirring alarge pot on top of the dectric stove. "Dinner will
be ready in about thirty minutes"

Vaughn led the way through the kitchen and dining area. "This appearsto be the centra areafor medls,
and probably was designed to doubl e as the meeting areafor the community that wasto live here.”

Tai followed him asthey went to the next unit in line. This one was another set of living quarters except
more lavish than the one they had set up in. There were two bedrooms and asmal living room. Tai
moved into the smaller bedroom and immediately noticed alarge blue binder conspicuoudy placed on
top of the bed. An envelope was taped to the binder.

She picked up the binder and stuck it in her backpack, then rgjoined VVaughn in the other room. They
went through the door and into C2, which turned out to be another set of living quarters. Then they
crossed over to C3, which contained the strange metd tanks and light fixtures they had discovered earlier
with Logan. Then on to D3, checking out the control panel for the nuclear reactor. VVaughn noticed just to
theleft of the pand that the grating was off and adark tunnel beckoned. A smdl sign aboveit was
labeled: POWER ACCESS TUNNEL.



"That must be where Logan has gone,” Vaughn said. He led the way to the next unit, D2, which turned
out to be an extremely well-stocked library. Not only were there numerous books on the shelves, but
severd file cabinetsfull of microfiche and three microfiche readers were set up on tables.

"Precomputer days," Tai noted.

Unit D1 was adispensary with enough equipment to outfit aminor surgery. The shelves were stocked
with numerous drugs.

C1 was an indoor greenhouse. Large banks of lightslined the ceiling, and trays filled with frozen soil were
held in racks. There were lights on the bottom of the racks on down to the floor. Someone had spent
quite a bit of time making every inch of space functiond in the smal room.

The west tunnel was blocked hafway up between B1 and B2 by the buckling of theiceridge. Unit B1
itself was crushed hafway through. It appeared to be another bunk room.

Vaughn went back out into the main center tunndl. They'd beenin al the units except A1, which was
blocked. He now turned his attention to the set of large double doors on both ends of the main tunnel. He
and Tal pulled open the set to thewest. A large dark tunndl appeared. Groping insde the doors, Vaughn
found alever, which he pulled down. Sparks sputtered out of the ceiling, and then nothing. Using their
flashlights, they probed the darkness, only to be met by the same wall of buckled ice that blocked off
Unit AL. It had cut across the base diagonally and continued on through here.

"Let'stry the other Side,”" Vaughn said, led the way down the main cross tunnel and opened the doors
there. He threw the lever, and large arc lights went on, revealing amassive tunnd burrowed out of the
ice, extending dmost two hundred meters straight ahead. There was aclear centra passageway, but the
rest of the twenty-meter-wide tunnel was crammed with mountains of supplies.

"Geez," Ta muttered as shetook it in. "They wereready for along stay.”
Vaughn moved down the aide, checking the labels on the boxes. Mogt of it wasfood. The last fifty
meters of the storage tunnel housed a dozen snowmobiles, abulldozer, a backhoe, several snow tractors

of various sizes, and two large cabins on skisthat looked like they could be hooked up to the back of the
larger tractors.

Thetunnd ended at ametd grating that ramped up and ended in the celling. "What do you make of that?"
Tai asked.

"| think that's how they planned on getting these vehicles out of here," VVaughn replied. He pointed at
sections of the metal grating stacked to the side. "They probably planned on running the bulldozer up the
ramp and putting down the grating as they went until they reached the surface."”

Tai looked at her watch. "L et's go to the mess hal and get some of that food."

They retraced their steps back to the east tunndl and turned right until they got to the shaft. When they
entered the mess hall, Burke was ladling something into Logan's bowl.

"What did you find?' Vaughn asked L ogan.



Helooked up from hisbowl. "1 went down the access shaft to the reactor, but it was blocked by ice
about fifty metersin. | assumethe reactor is out that way another hundred meters or so."

Ta had the binder out and was paging through it. " The reactor isfive hundred meters sraight-line
distance from the power room. Southwest," she said. "Asyou guessed, therods aren't in. They were
supposed to be brought in and put in place when the base was activated.”

Everyoneturned and looked &t her. ™Y ou found the instruction book for this Tinkertoy set?' Vaughn said.
Logan got up and looked at the binder, flipping some pages. "Hydroponicd™ he exclaimed, studying the
diagram of the base and the label for Unit C3. "I knew I'd seen that somewhere before. They have a
setup likethat at UCLA."

"What's hydroponics?' Burke asked.

"It'sthe cultivation of plantsin water rather than soil. They set asde Unit C3 to grow food just like the
greenhousein C1, except this one uses water instead of dirt." Logan shook hishead. "But | don't
understand why they needed to dedicate two units of their base to growing food when they have dl the
suppliesin the ice storage tunnels.” He pointed down at the diagram. " The one blocked ice tunnd to the
west looks asif it's aslarge asthe one to the east. That'sahdll of alot of food and supplies.”

"It doesn't ook like they thought they could count on aresupply,” Vaughn remarked as looked at the
pages. The binder listed the location of equipment and supplies aong with ingtructions for the use of
various equipment, but it didn't say anything about the purpose of the base or who was supposed to use
it.

"Look at how far off they offset the reactor,” Logan commented. "Over aquarter of amile away. With al
that ice in between, that made a very effective shield from the main base."

Vaughn's eyes focused on the one unit they hadn't been ableto look at it. "Check out what Unit Alis
labeled: "Specia supply and armory.™ Helooked up at Tai. "We haveto get into that. It will be wherethe
bombs are."

Ta nodded, reached into her pocket and pulled out aletter. "1 aso found this.”

Vaughn handed her a pocket-nife with the blade open. She dit the top of the letter and pulled out a
one-page handwritten note.

"Read it doud." Logan said.

Vaughn cleared her throat and began reading.

"21 December 1956

To Whom It May Concern,

| have no clue who will read thisletter or if it will ever beread.

You might be here trying to find out the truth.



You might be herein a desperate last stand against unknown enemies or threats.

Sncel don't know who isreading or what the circumstances are, the less said, the better. Make of
this place what you will.

David Lansale"
"The bastards set up asurvivaist base down here," Logan said.

Vaughn shook his head. "No. It gppears that way, but if you think about what Lansale wrote, he had no
ideawho would be the next people to comein here. And why they would be coming. This place was his
aceinthe holefor severd different possibilities”

"Well," Logan said, "this place sureis set up to be arefuge in case of al-out nuclear war. Considering the
time frame in which it was built and restocked into the mid-fifties, that was a pretty big concern. There
are no worthwhile targetsin Antarcticafor anuke, the winds off the coast would keep falout to a
minimum, and we've seen how the cold and lack of humidity would keep things preserved.”

"Grest placetolive," Smithers muttered.

"It'sd so about as remote as you can get in Antarctica,”" Logan added. "Due north of hereisthe South
Pacific Ocean& mdash;a spot on the middle of it isthe world's farthest point from dry land. Without
having an intermediary base like McMurdo, adirect flight here, especialy back when thiswas buiilt, is
amog impossble”

Everyone turned as Brothers stomped back in, shaking snow off his coat. "'l just poked my head out the
door, and the weather'sfindly goneto crap. We won't be flying anywhere for awhile."

South Pacific

"Why have you kept me dive?" Araki demanded of Fatima

They were donein thefreighter'ssmdl gdley, trying to get some food down as the ship lurched through
the waves, pounding its way south. Fatima had a cup of coffee cradled in her thin hands, as much to keep
them warm asto drink.

"So you can tell your superiorsthetruth,” Fatimasaid. ™Y ou were tracking Nishin for areason. To learn
more, correct?’

"Wes"
"Areyou learning?'

"es"

"Then that iswhy you are dtill dive." Fatimatook asip of her coffee. "Theworldisat war, yet no one

redlly seemsto know what the sdes are or who isfighting who. The more information everyone has, the
clearer thingswill become."

Indonesia



"l have prepared the planeto fly 9,700 kilometers, sir." Captain Hyun stood undernesth the massve nose
of hisplane.

"How?"' No congratulations. Min didn't believe in them.

"Norma rangeis 6,500 kilometers. If we also use the one-hour reserve fuel supply, our possiblerangeis
extended to 7,125 kilometers. We will make the additiona 2,575 kilometers using three of the fuel
bladders here a the airfield. | have loaded them on board, and we will hand pump the fuel from the
bladders to the main tanks as we progress.”

Min nodded. His narrow eyes watched his team membersloading their gear on board the aircraft. They'd
been ingtructed only to gather their equipment. Min wanted to wait until they werein the air before fully
briefing the team.

"May | inquirewherewe are going, r?* Hyun held up hisflight charts. "1 need to plan aroute.”
"South,” Min answered.

Hyun frowned. "South, Sr? To Augtrdia? New Zealand?'

"No. Straight south. Over the ocean.”

"But, with al due respect, sir, there's nothing to the south.”

Minturned his cod black eyes on the pilot, cutting him off. Y ou fly the plane, Captain. Let meworry
about everything dse. Wetake off in ten minutes.”

Hyun stiffly saluted and retreated into the belly of his plane. Min stepped back and ran hiseyes dong the
slhouette of the Soviet-made IL-18. It was an old plane, built in the latefifties. Four large propeller
engines mounted on itswings reminded him of an old style airliner. With the plane many years obsolete,
the Russians had dumped it on their so-called North Korean aliesin exchange for desperately needed
hard currency. The plane wasthe way Min and hisfellow commandos had traveled to the smal dirt
runway on thisidand, and it wastheir only way out and back to North Korea.

Kim snapped to attention before him. "All loaded, sir!™

Min nodded. "Let us board then and take off."
Antarctica

Ta worked the smdl tractor's plow, carefully scraping away divers of ice from the blockage. She wished
the corridors were large enough to bring the bulldozer out from storage. She was sure that would have
punched through in no time. Asit was, the smal tractor was very difficult to maneuver in the narrow
confines of thewest tunnel. She enjoyed doing work that didn't require thinking. Aslong as she
concentrated on the task at hand she could keep the dark thoughts at bay. Despite her protestationsto
Vaughn, shefdt like shewasflying blind here, not sure who or what to believe.

The other members of the party& mdash;minus Brothers, who was seeted in the mess hall reading a
book& mdash;were standing in back of her, shovelsin hand and waiting. Easing down on the accelerator,
Ta pushed the corner of the plow blade into the ice. She'd been at it now for fifteen minutes and had



worked through amost five feet of ice and snow. Of course, she reminded hersdlf, they might not find
anything on the other side. Theice dso might have crushed everything behind the cave-in.

After scraping off another six inches, she dropped the blade, drew back the debris and piled it against the
wadll of Unit B1. Sherolled forward again and dug in the blade. The tractor suddenly lurched, and Ta had
to dam on the brakes as the blade broke through. She backed off and shut down the engine.

Vaughn came forward with aflashlight and shined the light through the hole. They could see wood
planking on the other sde& mdash;the continuation of the west corridor.

"Shove time," Vaughn said. The others came forward, and they carefully began enlarging thehole Tal
had punched.

When it was large enough for a person to go through, Vaughn gestured for Tai to lead theway. She did
through, followed by Vaughn, Logan, Smithers, and Burke. They moved up to where the west corridor
met a north one. Vaughn went to the door of Unit A1 and swung it open. Thefive stepped insde. The
glow of their flashlights|it up awell-equipped arms room.

Vaughn tried the light switch on the off chance a power cable from the rest of the base might still be
functioning, but got nothing. He walked a ong the racks, noting the wegpons. Two dozen M-1riflesin
mint condition. Some old .30 cdiber machine gunsand .45 cdiber pigtols. The wals of the unit were
stacked with ammunition for the weapons. It was a gun collector's dream. Vaughn noted severa cases of
explosves.

"Why did they need al this down here?" Logan asked as he picked up apistal.
"To prepare for anything,” Vaughn said, picking up an M-1rifle,

Vaughn put the rifle down as he spotted a door on the side of the unit facing to the west. None of the
other units had had such adoor. He went to it and tried the handle. It was locked.

Ta came up. "What do you think?" she asked, nodding toward the door.

"We haven't found them yet," Vaughn said. He grabbed one of the .45 pistols and loaded it. Then he
went to the door and fired three rounds through the lock, sartling the others.

"Damn, what'swrong with you?' Logan demanded.

Vaughn ignored them as he shoved the door open. He shined his flashlight through, reveding alargeice
chamber, about one hundred feet wide by two hundred long. Heimmediately saw six crates, four of them
very large, two of them somewhat smaller. Stenciled on the outside were the words: MACHINED
GOODS. Beyond those Six crates were numerous smaller crates, stacked on top of each other, filling the

entire space.

Pure bullshit, Vaughn thought as he walked up to one of the large crates. He turned and grabbed a
bayonet off one of the shelves. He pulled the blade free and went up to the nearest large crate, placed the
point under it and, putting his body weight on it, levered up. With aloud screech the top moved ahdf an
inch.

"What did you find?" Logan asked ashe and Tai camein and watched.



"I don't know," Vaughn grunted as he pushed again. He did the blade around and carefully applied
pressure every foot or so. Sowly thetop lifted. Vaughn put hisfingers under thelid and pulled up. The
top popped off, and he pushed it to the Side. A large, gray, cylindrical object, rounded at one end and
with fins at the other, wasinside, resting on awood cradle.

"They put afucking bomb in here?" Logan exclaimed.

Vaughn bent over to examineit with agrowing fegling of coldnessin his somach. Lansa€e's papers had
indicated thiswould be what they found, but he hadn't truly believed it. A serid number was stamped on
asmal metd plate, hafway down the casing. VVaughn read the ID and then dowly straightened.

"It'san MK-17 thermonuclear wegpon," he said. He pointed with the bayonet at the other three large
cases. "Four dtogether.”

"Fuck," Logan said.
"What'sin the smaller two cases marked 'Heavy Equipment?’ Tal asked. "And the rest?"

"Probably not party supplies,” Vaughn said as he went over to one. He pried it open. Another, smdler,
bomb. He checked the serid number. "Each nuclear weapon has apecid seria number& mdash;thisone
also has the proper designator for anuclear weapon. If | remember rightly, thislookslike an MK/B 61,
which isa pretty standard nuclear payload for planes back in thefifties." Helooked back at Logan in the
dim light cast by their flashlights. ™Y ou may know something about nuclear reactors, but | know about
nuclear weapons, and that's a goddamn nuclear weapon.”

"How do you know so much about nuclear weapons?' Logan asked as he came over and looked into
the crate.

Vaughn pointed hisflashlight at the bomb. "1 was on anuke team for alittle whilewhen | first arrived in
the 10th Specia Forces Group. A nuke team had the mission to emplace atacticad ADM& mdash;that's
atomic demoalitions munitions. We were supposed to infiltrate behind enemy lines, put the bomb in the
right spot, arm it and then get the hell out beforeit blew.”

"What about the rest of the crates?’ Tai asked.

Vaughn walked to the stacks of crates past the bombs. There were at least athousand of these of
varying sizes and shapes. He opened one and saw three paintings, carefully wrapped insde. He glanced
a Ta. "The Golden Lily. Or &t least part of it."

Logan whistled as he broke open asmal crate and pulled out abar of gold. "There must be millions of
dollarsworth of suff here.”

"Yo!" Burke caled out. He was farther in the cavern and pointing at a stack of crates. They had
swadtikas stenciled on the sdes. "How the hell did these get here?

"Who knows?" Vaughn said as he pried open the top to one. He froze when he saw what wasinside.

"What the hdl isthat?"



Vaughn carefully pulled out one of the gray meta canisters. " Sarin nerve agent. The Nazis developed it
during thewar." He looked around. There were at least twenty similar crates. "God knows what other
deadly stuff isin here, mixed with the treasure.” He put the canister back in the crate.

"Theré'senough WMD stuff in here& mdash;” Tal began, then shook her head. "Thisisa cluster-fuck.
Why would someone put dl this here? And how did it get here? | think Maclntosh would have said
something to usif hed seen any of thiscoming in."

"These two newer nukes had to be put in herein the Sixties or seventies,” Vaughn said. "Lansale must
have kept moving stuff down here over the years."

"But why?' Ta asked.
"Got me," Vaughn responded.

L ogan seemed mesmerized by the cold gray sted of the nuclear weapon. "Y ou said you knew quite abit
about nuclear wegpons. Can that thing be detonated?!

Vaughn closed his eyes briefly, trying to remember. "There are alot of safeties on anuclear weapon. We
used to have to pass atest every three months that required usto flawlesdy complete forty-three
Separate steps to emplace and arm our nuke.

"On your standard nuclear weapon you've got an enable plug, ready/safe switch, separation timer, pulse
therma batteries, pulse battery actuator, time delay switch, and awhole bunch of other thingsthet all
have to be done correctly. Despite dl that, though, if someone knows what they're doing, and they have
enough timeto tinker with it, | have no doubt that they could initiate it, except for onething. Y ou cantt
even begin without& mdash;" He stopped and blinked.

"What onething?' Ta asked, findly looking up from the bomb.

Vaughn turned and headed out of the unit.

"Where are you going?' Logan yelled. When he didn't answer, they followed.

Vaughn made hisway directly to the mess hall. Brotherslooked up as he stormed in and grabbed the
blue binder off the counter. He thumbed through, turning to the index. He had started reading it from the
beginning when held found it earlier and only gotten halfway through. Now heran hisfinger down the
index asthe others crowded around. It stopped at a section labeled: EMERGENCY PROCEDURES.
Vaughn rapidly flipped through until he found the section. There was a page that referred them to the
operating manual for the reactor in the power room if there were any problemswith it. The second page
talked about getting the tractors out of the east ice Sorage room using the ramps. The third pagewas a
handwritten note. Vaughn recognized the handwriting from the note that had been taped to the outside of
the binder:

THE PALSAND ARMING INSTRUCTIONS ARE IN THE SAFE.

LANSALE.

Vaughn closed hiseyes. "Oh fuck!"



"What does that mean?' Tai asked as she looked over his shoulder.

Vaughn opened his eyes and looked at her. "Let'sgo out in the halway." Heled Ta and Logan out,
taking the binder with him. "As| wastelling you& mdash;if someone knows what they're doing, they can
get by all the safeties on those bombs but one. Thefirst and most critical safety isthe permissive access
link, or PAL. That's the code that allows you to even begin to arm the bomb. The code and bomb are
never kept together, for security reasons. The MK/B has amultiple code six-digit, coded switch with
limited try followed by lockout. That means you get two shots at the right codes, and if you get it wrong
both times, you don't get athird shot& mdash;the bomb shuts down."

Vaughn stabbed hisfinger down at the paper. "Except it appearsthat the PALs for those two newer
bombs are here in the base." He turned back to theindex and scanned. "Here." He turned to the correct
page, where adiagram of aunit was displayed. "The safe with the PAL codes and arming ingtructionsis
located in Unit A2."

CHAPTER 10

Antarctica

"L atest weether from McMurdo calsfor a least another twenty-four to forty-eight hours of thisstorm,”
Brothersinformed the group gathered around the messtable. "1 took alook outside about ten minutes
ago and couldn't see more than five feet from the door. Thewind ishowling out there.”

Thewarm air from the overhead heaters blew gently across Ta as she looked about the room. They had
discovered the base. They had discovered the four MK-17s and two, newer wespons. They'd found
nerve agents and stolen treasure. Y et they till weren't any closer to knowing what or who exactly the
Organization was. They'd tried the safe, but it was|ocked tight, and they didn't have the combination,
which seemed to make Vaughn abit camer about the whole thing. Tai had her doubts about the viability
of the nuclear weapons, but she had to trust that Vaughn had more experiencein that area.

Everyone was exhausted, that was obvious. "I suggest we al get somedeep,” Ta said. "When we get
up, I'd liketo dig out the west tunnel and completely open it up to Unit AL1." Most of the group headed
off to the quarters, but VVaughn remained behind, as Tai had expected.

"What do you think?" she asked.

"I think we got aproblem,” Vaughn said. "We didn't find out anything more about the Organization, and
I'm getting the fedling thiswhole place was a setup by Lansale, an acein the hole, dmost literdly. I'm
worried about the bombs. They worry me alot. Because were the oneswho are Sitting on them now.”
Ta sghed. "What should we do about them?”

"I don't know," Vaughn said. "It'sweird, but the people who built this place and put those weapons
down here are probably al retired or dead now. Why do you think no one has been down herein so
long? Why do you think the batteries on the transponder were dead?”"

"Do you redly think those weapons could still work?"


ch_10

"The MK-17s? Probably not. The MK/B, fifty-fifty. And even if they don't work, they gill have their
cores. A lot of people would love to get their hands on those."

"What kind of damage could those MK/Bs do?"
Vaughn shook hishead. "That depends.”
"Onwhat?'

"Onwhét they're set at. | think the MK/B has four settings for yield, ranging from ten to five hundred
kilotons. So it depends on what it's set .

"Y ou mean you can change the power of the bomb by flipping a switch?'

Vaughn gave her aweak smile. "Pretty neat, huh? Thetheory is, the bomb is set for required yield prior
to amission depending on the target profile. I'm sure there's an access panel on the casing that opensto
that contral. | for one don't plan on messing withit."

"Well, say, what will aten kiloton blast do?" Ta felt somewhat embarrassed to be asking since shefelt
she ought to know more about the subject, but the military branch sheld been in was more focused on the
war on terror than on nuclear weapons.

"A kiloton isequal to athousand tonsof TNT. So 10K isten thousand tonsof TNT. If it blew here, ten
kilotons would take this base out, but not much more than that asfar as blast goes.”

Vaughn leaned back in the chair as he went on. "There are five effects of anuclear explosion. Most
people only think of two& mdash;the blast and the radiation. The blast, which isthe kinetic energy, uses
about haf the energy of the bomb. That's what blows things up. It's the shock wave of compressed air
that radiates out from the bomb at supersonic speed. If the bomb goes off underground, that waveis
muffled, but it takes out whatever it blows near, creating acrater. If it'san air burst or above the surface,
then the blast does more damage. Y ou not only have to worry about the original wave but dso the high
winds that are then generated by the overpressure. Were talking winds of over two hundred milesan
hour, s0 it can be pretty destructive.

"There are two types of radiation: prompt and delayed. Prompt isthat which isimmediately generated by
the explosion, and it uses abouit five percent of the energy of the bomb. It'sin the form of gammarays,
neutrons, and beta particles. We measure those in rads. Six hundred rads and you have aninety percent
chance of dying in threeto four weeks."

"How many rads would these bombs put out?' Tai asked.

Vaughn shrugged. "I can't answer that. It depends on the strength of the blast, whether it goes off in the
air or underground, and your relative location to ground zero. Plus how well shielded you are. Usudly,
you'll die of blast or therma before you have to worry about prompt radiation

"If you survivetheinitid effects, the rea oneyou usually have to worry about is delayed& mdash;dso
known asfdlout. However, with the strong winds down here, the fallout will get dispersed over quitea
large area. The other good side of that isthat there isn't anybody down hereto be affected by it. Ina
more populated and lesswindy area, fallout can be devastating.



"The other two effects are therma and ectromagnetic pulse. Therma causes quite abit of damagein
built-up areas because it sartsfires. The flash will blind and burn you even before the blast wave
reaches, if you're exposed to it. Thermal uses up about one-third of the energy of the bomb.

"Electro-magnetic pulse, known as EMP, is the one effect that few people know about. When the bomb
goes off, it sends out e ectromagnetic waves, just like radio, except thousands of times stronger. That
wave will destroy most electronicsin its path for quite along distance.”

Vaughn continued, even though it was obvious he was depressed dredging dl thisinformation up. "The
bottom lineisthat no onereally knows exactly what effect nuclear weaponswill have on people. There
aretoo many variables. The only times they've ever been used againgt people& mdash;a Hiroshimaand
Nagasaki& mdash;were so long ago, and those bombs were so different from the MK/B and even the
MK-17 thermonuclear ones, that the datais not very valid.

"| think Nikita Khrushchev, surprisingly enough, summed up the effect of nuclear war quitewell. He said
the survivors would envy the dead.”

Ta and Vaughn were sllent for afew moments. Then Vaughn tried to smile. "We used to have debatesin
the team room about our nuclear mission. Most guys were worried about smple and more persona
thingslike whether the firing delay we had been told wasin our ADMswas actualy there. Most of the
team believed that once we emplaced and initiated our bombs, they'd go off immediatdly. Thefiguring
wasthat if the team managed to successfully emplace the bomb and arm it, the powers-that-be wouldn't
take the chance on an hour delay to let the team get to safety.”

"What about if theresafire down here?' Tai asked. "Would those bombs go off?"

"The MK/B hasthermd safety devicesthat would prevent accidenta detonation dueto fire,” Vaughn
replied.

"Do you think we should open the safe?" Tal asked.

Vaughn shook hishead. "1 looked at it. It's set in the ground and requires a combination. We don't have
that. | recommend we don't mess with it. We've got the bombs. Y ou don't need the codes.”

Cape Cod, Massachusetts

The old man was jogging aong the deserted beach, his shuffling pace leaving atrail of footprintsjust
abovethe surf line. His head was dightly bowed, the sparse white hair reflecting the setting sun. His head
cocked dightly as the sound of helicopter blades crept over the sand, but hisfeet kept their steady

rhythm.

A shadow flashed by and a UH-60 Blackhawk helicopter flitted by, lessthan thirty feet above the
ground. The man'sfeet findly cameto ahdlt, asthe helicopter flared, kicking up sand. The old man
covered his eyes as the wheel s touched and two men in unmarked khaki hopped off.

They ran over to him. There was no badge flashed or words spoken. They were dl players and knew the
rules. The old man alowed them to escort him onto the aircraft. It lifted and immediately sped off at
maximum speed to the west, toward nearby Otis Air Force Base.



Theincoming tide washed over the footsteps, and within twenty minutes al traces of the lone jogger were
gone.

Airspace, South Pacific Ocean

Maor Min looked up from the plans he and his XO were poring over as Captain Hyun approached. Min
wasimpressed that Hyun had waited amost four hours before coming out of the cockpit and
approaching him. The interior of the IL-18 was stripped bare except for Min's team, their equipment, and
the fuel bladders. The team was spread out along the vibrating sted floor, either deeping or preparing
their equipment for theinfiltration.

"Sir, may | speak to you?' Hyun inquired.

Min nodded.

"Sir, as captain of thisairplaneit ismy duty to inform you that we do not have enough fuel, even with al
this" Hyun waved a hand at the bladders, "to make landfall in thisdirection. In two hours we will betoo
low on fud to be able to turn around and make it back to Indonesia.”

"There'sland ahead,” Min quietly remarked.

Hyun blinked. "We are heading for the South Pole, Sir. There are no dl-wegther airstrips suitable for this
arcraft down there.”

Min shrugged. "I know that. My team will parachute out, and then you will attempt to land on theiceand
snow farther away to ensure operational security. | will leave one of the members of my team on board
to help you travd to our exfiltration point.”

Hyun blanched. "But, Sr&mdash;" He hated, at alossfor words.

Min stood. "But what, Captain?"

Hyun shook his head. "Nothing, sir." He turned and retreated to his cockpit.

Senior Lieutenant Kim looked at histeam leader. "Our captain isaweak man.”

Min turned his attention back to the papers. "Are you satisfied that your men know the parts of the plan
that they need to?"

Kim nodded. "Yes, sr."

"Have you picked who will stay with the plane?”

"Yes, 9r. Sergeant Chong has volunteered.”

"Good."

Kim scratched hischin. "The only thing | don't understand, sir, iswhy we are doing this.”

No one e'se would have dared to say that to Min, but the two of them had spent four years working



together. They'd infiltrated the South K oran coastline three times and conducted extremely successful
reconnai ssance missionsthere. They owed their livesto each other.

"There are U.S. nuclear weapons a our objectives.”

Kim didn't show any surprise. "But you briefed us that there was no one there. No military.”
"Correct."

Now Kim was surprised. ™Y ou mean these bombs are unguarded?”'

Min nodded. "Y es. Our objective isto seize those wegpons aong with their arming codes and
ingtructions. And to leave no trace of our presence there."

"How will we do that and what will we do with the wegpons? | thought our government aready had
nuclear wegpons?"

"We are not going back home with the weapons.” Min shook his head. "The rest is not for you to know
yet, my friend. Y ou will betold whenit istime. Sufficeit to say that if we are successful, Orange 11 will
be implemented, and it will succeed.”

Min leaned back in his seet as his executive officer moved away. Although thiswhole plan was
jury-rigged on short notice, there was quite a bit of precedent for the entire operation. The primary
wartime mission of the North Korean Specid Forceswasto seize or destroy U.S. nuclear weapons. Min
had helped draw up plansfor direct action missions against overseas targets, including U.S. 7th Fleet
basesin Japan and the Philippines, and even Pearl Harbor in Hawaii.

North Korea had never been particularly shy about striking at their enemies outside their own borders,
and the Specid Forces had been involved in every action. In 1968 thirty-one Specia Forces soldiers had
infiltrated across the DM Z and made their way down to Seoul to raid the Blue House, home of the South
Korean president. The mission failed, with twenty-eight men killed, two missing, and only one captured.

Shortly after that attack, on January 23, 1968, KPA Specia Forces men in high speed attack craft
seized the USS Pueblo. Later that year alarge SF force of dmost a hundred men conducted landings on
the coast of South Koreain an attempt to raise the popul ace against the government. It failed, but such
falures didn't daunt the North Korean government.

In 1969 aU.S. dectronic warfare aircraft was shot down by North Korea, killing dl thirty-one U.S.
service members on board.

As security stiffened in South Korea over the decade of the 1970s, North Korea moved its attentions
oversess, ignoring internationa reactions. In 1983 three PKA Specia Forces officers planted abombin
Rangoon in an attempt to kill the visiting South Korean president. That misson aso failed.

Later in 1983 four North K orean merchant shipsinfiltrated the Gulf of Cdiforniato conduct monitoring
operations againgt the United States mainland. One of the ships was seized by the Mexican authorities,
but that didn't prevent the North Koreans from continuing such operations.

Min knew that history, and he aso knew more than the average North K orean about the changes that
had been sweeping the world in the past decade. Spending time oversess, even in remote Indonesia, he



had been exposed to more information than thosein the tightly controlled society in hishomeland ever
received. The breakup of the Soviet Union had never been acknowledged by Pyongyang, except in
crypticaly worded exhortations to the people teling them they were the last true bastion of communismin
theworld. Infact, Min truly believed he was part of thelast linein the war against western imperiaism.
He believed that if this mission succeeded, he would strike ablow greater than any of his Specid Forces
predecessors. That was enough for him.

Antarctica

Ta knew there was no way shewould be ableto deep. "Thereisonething | think we haveto do," she
sad.

"What?' Vaughn asked. They paused as the door to the mess hall opened and Logan walked in. He
grabbed acup of coffee. "Mind if | join you?"

Tai glanced a VVaughn, then shrugged. "All right.”

"Didn't plan on Sitting on top of acouple of nukes" Logan said. "Thisisamessuck. Y ou two figured out
what's next?'

"Wereworking onit,” Vaughn said.

Tal put down her coffee mug. "We need to make sure these bombs can't be used. We need to destroy
the PAL codes."

"How do you propose we do that?' VVaughn asked.

"We blow up the safe that holdsthem.”

Vaughn shook his head. "Destroying the codes doesn't do enough. Besides, the codes in the safe might
not be the only ones. Someone else, somewhere, probably has a copy. Probably buried deep in some
classfied file cabinet. But thereisaway to neutralize the bombs. Or at least keep them from being
activated.”

"How?' Ta asked.

"| told you that those two newer bombs have asix-digit PAL codethat allows limited tries followed by
lockout. | can enter two wrong codes and cauise both bombs to go into lockout. That will mean that they
can't be exploded.”

"Bullshit!" They both looked at Logan in surprise. "How do we know you don't dready have the codes
and will arm the bombs with the correct six digitsinstead of the wrong ones?”

"Why would | do that?' Vaughn asked.

"I don't fucking know!" Logan turned to Tal. "Listen to me. What'sto stop Vaughn from arming the
bomb with atime delay? Then hekillsusor just holds us a gun point and leaves, taking Brotherswith
him. If one of those goes off, dl evidence of thisbase will be gone."

"I know Vaughn better than | know you,” Tal saidto Logan. "I trust him."



Safe House, Pine Barrens, New Jersey

The old man looked up as the door opened and two men walked in. The short one carried a briefcase,
thetaller one carried nothing. Knowing he would never get their red names, the old man immediately
labeled them the Short Man and the Tall Man. The Short Man placed the briefcase on the desk, and they
both stared at the old man.

Findly, he could takeit no longer. "What do you want?"

Not aword had been said to him since held been picked up on the beach, flown to Otis Air Force Base,
cross-loaded onto amilitary jet to Fort Dix, then driven to this house in the middle of nowhere.

Thetaller one, whom the man had correctly guessed wasin charge, spoke. "We need information,
Colond Whiteker."

"I'mretired.”

Slenceregned.

"What information?' Whitaker finaly asked.

"We need information on an operation you were involved with. An operation we have no record of."

The Short Man flicked open the locks on the briefcase.

Whitaker frowned as he searched his memory. "That was along time ago."

"The Citadd?' the Tall Man asked.

Whitaker felt his somach flip.

The Short Man lifted thelid on the briefcase. Then heturned it so Whitaker could see the contents.
Various hypodermic needles were arrayed in the padding on the top, and serum vials were secured in the

bottom. The Tal Man gestured at the contents with awave of his hand.

"The art of interrogation has progressed to much more sophisticated levels than what you dedlt with when
you were on active duty. We're less crude and much more effective.

"Y ou know, of course, that everyone taks eventudly.” The Tal Man reached in and pulled out aneedle,
holding it up to the light. "With these sophisticated drugs, that eventually comes much fagter.
Unfortunately, the side effects, particularly for aman of your advanced years, cannot always be
controlled.” He put the needle down. "Why isit that there are no records of the Citadel 7"

Whitaker consdered hisoptions. "What do | get out of this?'
The Tal Man shrugged. "It depends on what you tdll us."
Whitaker sighed. He knew what the Tall Man had said was true& mdash;he would talk sooner or later.

He'd been on the other side of thistable too many times not to know that. Jesus, to haveit dl cometo
this because of that stupid base! He talked.



"I was the ops supervisor for the construction of the Citadd in 1947 in Antarctica. It was a group of
buildings& mdash;twel ve, to be exact& mdash;that were buried under theice. The sections& mdash;”

The Tdl Man interrupted. "What we want to know iswho was behind the op and why."
"I worked directly for Sidney Souers.”

"Who?' the Tal Man asked.

"Thefirg director of Centra Intelligence," Whitaker explained.

The Short Man had pulled out aPDA, punching information into it. He held it out now in front of the Tal
Man, who read it and nodded. " Souers was a founding member of Mgestic-12, wasn't he?”

"Yes"
The two men exchanged glances. "How did Souers give you this assgnment?'

"Persond briefing." Whitaker sighed. "It was an unofficialy sanctioned mission& mdash;no paper trail and
denid if uncovered. Souers brought me back to Washington from Japan, where | was doing work trying
to track down some of their scientists. When | got to D.C., Souerstold me he had amission that could
be very profitable to both of us and had the President'sblessing.”

"Who was Souers working for?"

Whitaker shrugged. "I don't know."

"Souers never told you who the place was for or even what it was designed for?"'

"It was easy to seewhat it was designed for,” Whitaker said. "It wasasurviva shdter. Asfar asthe who
goes, it had to be somebody that had quite abit of money and resources, dong with leverage with the
White House"

"Tel usabout Lansale" the Tdl Man said.

"Who?'

The Tal Man looked a him dispassionately. He turned to his partner. "I'll be back in an hour. Prep him."

"Wait asecond!" Whitaker shouted as the Short Man pulled out avia of clear liquid and picked up the
nearby needle. "I'm telling you everything. You said if | cooperated that wouldn't be necessary.”

"| said it depended. Y ou just told usyou did fredlance work while at the ISA. Y ou broke the rules, and
now we're going to find out what other rules you might have broken in your career.”

The Short Man approached with the needle.

Antarctica



They'd managed to clear not only the west tunndl of ice, but aso the entryway into the west ice storage
area. That room was as large as the eastern one, but there was no ramp at the end. It was also stocked
with supplies and food. Then, using the diagram in the instructor binder, they turned their attention to
trying to find the site of the inert nuclear reactor.

Now, Tai waslying behind Logan and VVaughn in the power access tunnd. The tunne was made of
corrugated sted tubing approximately three feet in diameter. They'd been digging here by hand for two
hours dready. It was dow work because asthey removed ice, they had to drag it back out on a blanket
the length of the tunndl, where Tal would take it and dispose of it dong the south ice wall.

She thought it might have been easier to go up to the surface, try to use the sonar to find the reactor, and
then try to dig out its access shaft. But then the weather would have been a problem. Sheld goneup to
the main surface shaft not long ago with VVaughn and Logan and taken alook outside. As Brothers had
sad, vishility was close to zero asthe wind lashed the countryside with awall of white. Ten feet from the
doorway a person would be logt, and only find their way back with alarge degree of luck. It was hard to
believe the latest radio message from McMurdo that the intengity of the storm was actually lessening.

Looking into the blowing snow, feding theicy talons of cold ripping a her clothes through the open door
and thinking about the frozen body lying at the foot of the stairs, Tai recalled something sheld read during
her two-hour guard shift: the fate of Captain Lawrence Oates, amember of Scott'sill-fated 1911-1912
South Pole expedition. Scott's party had arrived at the South Pole after man-hauling their deds most of
the way, only to discover atent and note that Norwegian Roald Amundsen had |eft behind, proving that
Amundsen had beaten him there by amonth.

Ontheir return trip, running out of food and in the middle of ablizzard, Oates, suffering from severe
frosthite, walked out of the party's campsite into the blowing snow and disappeared, sacrificing himsdlf
S0 the party could continue on more quickly. His noble gesture was al for naught, though, asthe rest of
Scott's party died only e even miles from a supply depot. Their bodies were discovered eight months
later, along with Scott'sjournal, which told the sad tale.

"I've got an opening,” Vaughn said, snapping Tai out of her ice-bound reverie. He was poking his shovel
ahead, through theice. Then he and Logan scratched away, widening the opening. The tunnel continued
for another ten feet before angling off to the right.

"Let's seewhat we have," Vaughn said as he led the way.

The environmentaist followed, and Tai crawled adong behind them on her hands and knees, her
Gore-Tex pants diding on the stedl. Fifty more feet and they reached athick hatch. Vaughn turned the
whedl and the door dowly opened. Another two hundred feet. Then another hatch. They squeezed out of
the second one and could finaly stand. A small, shielded room opened out onto the reactor's core.
Readiation warning sgnswere plastered adl over thewalls. Tai looked through thethick glassat the dots
where the rods were to be inserted in the reactor core itsdf. In front of the glasswasasmall control
panel with afew sests.

Logan shook hishead. "Unbdievable. They really thought something as poorly constructed asthis could
work. No wonder the one at McMurdo had to be taken apart.”

"Y ou have to remember thiswas put in along time ago,” VVaughn reminded him.

"Hell, even twenty or thirty years ago someone should have had more common sense.” Logan ran his



hands over the thick glass separating them from the core. "Why are people so stupid?”’

"So we have nukes and a nuclear power plant,” Ta said. "But we're till not any closer to the
Organization.”

Vaughn peered once more through the thick glass at theinert core of the reactor. ™Y ou know, we might
not be any closer, but it might be closer to us.”

"What do you mean?' Ta asked.

Vaughn looked at Logan. "Y ou once accused me of trying to take out Brothers. But | know | didn't do
that. And | think whoever did only did it to try and dow us down alittle bit, not stop us. Because
sabotaging the plane would have worked much better. And the only reason to dow usdown isif
someoneis behind us”

"We know Fatimaand the Abu Sayif& mdash;" Tai began, then paused as she considered what he was
saying. "'Y ou think the Organization will come here?!

Vaughn shrugged. " Sooner or later. | don't think our trip down here escaped scrutiny.”
"What do we do, then?' Tal asked.

"Depends on who shows up,” Vaughn said.
Airspace, Antarctica

Min watched as Sergeant Chong finished securing the stedl cable that would hold their static linesto the
roof of theaircraft, just in front of the aft passenger door. Min had never parachuted out of an IL-18
before, but he knew it had been done. Thistype of aircraft was not specifically designed for paratrooper
operations, but the team was doing what it was best a: improvising.

Min looked out asmdl porthole at the ocean dotted with icebergsfar below. They wereflying at the
plane's maximum dtitude. L ooking forward as best he could, he made out adark line indicating the storm
blanketing the continent ahead. The report they'd intercepted from McMurdo Station indicated the
severity of the weether, but also that the scorm should be gradudly lessening in intensity. Jumping into high
windswas never agood idea, afactor those who had come up with this brilliant idea had obviousy not
taken into account.

Min checked hiswatch. They werelessthan an hour and ahdf from thetarget. "Timetorig!" heyelled to
histeam.

Splitting into buddy teams, the nine men who would be jumping began to put on their parachutes,
Sergeant Chong helping the odd man. Min threw his main parachute on his back and buckled the leg and
chest straps, securing it to his body and making sure it was cinched down tight. The reserve was hooked
onto the front. Rucksacks were clipped on below the reserve, and automatic weapons tied down on top
of thereserves.

After Sergeant Chong, acting as jumpmeaster, inspected dl the men, they took their seats, each man logt
in his own thoughts, contemplating the jump and the mission ahead. Min pulled the OPLAN out of his
carry-on bag and checked the numbers in the communication section. With thosein mind, he waddled his



way up the center of the cargo bay to the cockpit.
Antarctica

Thewind had actualy diminished, athough it was till kicking dong with gusts up to thirty-five milesan
hour. Vighility wasincreasing to dmost fifty feet a times. The dight break in the storm could last for
minutes or hours.

Below the surface, in the base, Tai, Vaughn, and Logan were crawling back from the reactor access
tunndl. Burke, Smithers, and Brothers were deeping, so there was no one in the communications room to
notice when the small red light on the trangponder flickered, then turned green.

CHAPTER 11

Airspace, Antarctica

Sergeant Chong was wearing a headset that alowed him to communicate with Captain Hyun in the
cockpit. Chong stood next to the rear passenger door, his hands on the opening handle. A rope was
wrapped about hiswai s, securing him to the inside of the plane. The planeitself, buffeted by winds, was
bobbing and weaving. Up front the pilots were flying blind, eyes glued to the trangponder needle and
praying amountainsde didn't suddenly appear out of the swirling clouds.

"Oneminute out, Sr!" heyeled to Mgor Min.

Min turned and looked over his shoulder at the men. "Remove the coverings on your canopy releases,”
he ordered. The jumpers popped the metal covering on each shoulder. These meta pieces protected the
amall stedl cableloopsthat controlled the connection of the harnessto the parachute risers; pulling the
loops would release the risers, separating the jumper from his parachute. Doing thisin the air would result
in death, but Min had areason for taking this dangerous step prior to exiting the aircraft.

He shuffled alittle closer to the door, his parachute and rucksack doubling hisweight. " Open the door,"
he ordered Chong. "Activate trackers,” he called back to the rest of the team. Then Min reached down
and activated the small transponder/receiver strapped to hisright forearm.

Chong twisted the handle on the door. It swung in with afreezing swoosh. They'd depressurized a half
hour ago and were now flying in the middle of the storm and gtill descending. They were a an estimated
atitude of 1,500 feet above the ground.

Snow swirled in the open door, adong with bone-chilling cold. Min didn't even bother taking a

look& mdash;he knew he wouldn't be able to see afew feet, never mind the ground. The plan wasto
jump as soon as Hyun relayed that the needle focusing on the trangponder swung from forward to rear,
indicating they'd flown over the beacon.

"One minute," Chong relayed. The one-minute warning was Hyun's best guess, meaning that the needle
had started to shiver in its case in the cockpit.

Min grabbed either sde of the door with his gloved hands, his eyes on Chong, waiting for the go. The
seconds went by dowly, and Min realized he was losing the fedling in his hands, but there was nothing he
could do about it.
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Chong suddenly gtiffened. "Go!" he screamed.

Min pulled forward and threw himsdlf into the turbulent white fog. Behind him, the other eight men
followed asfast asthey could get out of the aircraft.

Minfdl to the end of the eighteen-foot dtatic line, which popped the closing tie on hismain parachute.
The pack split open and the parachute did out, struggling to deploy against the wind. He felt the opening
jolt and looked up to make sure he had a good canopy.

He couldn't tell what the wind was doing to the chute, nor could he see the ground. With numbed hands,
he reached down to find the release for his rucksack so it would drop below him on itslowering line and
he wouldn't smash into the ground with it till attached.

Minwas il trying to find the quick releases when he did exactly that: hisfeet hit ice, then hisSdeways
speed, built up by the wind, dammed his head into the ice, the helmet absorbing some of the blow.

Min blinked as stars exploded inside his head. Now the lack of feding in his handstruly started to work
againg him. He scrabbled at his right shoulder with both hands, trying to find the canopy release; held
never have been able to grasp and pop the cover under these circumstances, proving hisrisky decisonin
the plane was been correct. Thewind took hold of his parachute, skiing him acrosstheicy surface, his
parka and cold westher pants diding acrossthe ice and snow, his head rattling as he hit small bumps.

Finaly his numbed fingers found the cable loop. Min pushed with his gloved right thumb undernesth,
grabbed hisright wrist with hisleft hand and pulled with al the strength in both arms. Therriser released
and the canopy flipped over, letting the wind out. Then helay on his back, trying to gether hiswits. He
knew he needed to be up and moving but his head was il spinning.

Min had no idea how long he'd been lying there when afigure gppeared out of the snow, right wrist held
before hisface, the receiver there homing in on Min'stransmitter. The smal face of the receiver blipped
with ared light, indicating the direction of the team leader's device. By following the red dot, the team
could assemble on Min.

The soldier immediately ran to the gpex of Min's parachute and began S-ralling it, gathering the canopy
in. Minfinally turned over and got to one knee. He popped the chest release for his harness and dipped it
off, then pulled hiswegpon off the top of the reserve and made sure it was till functioning.

AsMin was suffing his chute into his rucksack, other figures appeared out of the blowing snow. He
could see that two men were hurt: Sergeant Y ong apparently had a broken arm that the medic, Corpora
Sun, was still working on, and Corpora Lee waslimping. Min counted heads. Seven, besides himself.
Onewas missng.

"Whereis Song?' he yelled to the others above the roar of the wind.

When there was no immediate answer, Min quickly ordered theteam online. "Turn off dl receiverd” He
pushed abutton on histransmitter, and it became areceiver, picking up the different frequency that
Song'swrist guidance device had been set to send on.

Min headed in the direction the red dot indicated, histeam flanking him on ether sde. Hisfirs priority
was accountability of al personnel. He broke into atrot, his men keeping pace, Y ong and Lee gritting



their teeth to ignore the pain of their injuries. Min was actually satisfied so far that he had eight of hisnine
men& mdash;he'd expected at least twenty-five percent casuaties on the jump.

They found Song, his body fortunately jammed up between two blocks of ice, otherwise it might have
been blown al the way to the mountains. As two men ran around to collgpse the parachute and gather it
in, Min knelt down next to his soldier. Song's eyes were unfocused and glassy, and Min unsnapped the
man's helmet. Ashe pulled it off he immediately spotted the caked blood and frozen, exposed brain
matter that had oozed through the cracked skull.

Minlooked up at Senior Lieutenant Kim. "Have two men pull him with usto the target.”

Min pulled his mitten off and quickly reset hiswrist transmitter/receiver to receive on the trangponder
frequency. He turned hisfaceinto the wind. Thetarget wasin that direction.

* % %
"I'm going to check the westher," Brothers announced.

"Don't stay too long," Burke called out from the stove as Brothers zipped his parka up. "The food will be
ready in about five minutes.”

"Who wants to go with me?" Brothers asked as he headed for the door to check on the wegther and, if
possible, hisplane.

Smithers hopped up from hischair. "I'll join you. I'd like to take alook outside. Fedling alittle cooped up
inhere”

Vaughn glanced around the mess hall at the remaining members of the party. Logan had recovered the
ingtruction manua for the nuclear reactor from the control room and was poring throughit. Tai was
garing intently at whatever was displayed on the screen of her portable computer.

Vaughn was not happy with the current stuation. There wasllittle of the base |eft to explore. Other than
the note from Lansale, they had found nothing of much vaue. If publicized, the nukes and stock of Nazi
nerve agent would cause a scandal, but a scandal wasn't exactly athreat. When the weather cleared they
would head back and report in to Royce. Maybe he could do more with the information.

* % %

Min froze and peered through the driving snow. There was something large looming directly in front of
him. He moved forward ten feet on his hands and knees until he was sure it was the surface shaft, about
forty feet ahead. Usng hand and arm signds, he sent two men scurrying around each flank to encircle the
entrance.

There was a black wedge open on Min's side, and he could make out some movement there. Staying
low, he continued forward, dowly closing the distance. His team was poised behind him, awaiting his
ingructions. He slently worked the bolt on his weapon, making sure it wasn't frozen.

After five minutes two figures appeared in the doorway. One walked out afew feet. The other one just
stood there peering out, most directly at Min.



Brothers shivered under the lash of the cold, but the release from the claustrophobic darkness of the base
more than made up for the pain. The shots sounded like muffled pops, and Brothers turned, astounded as
Smithers pirouetted into the snow, the bullet tearing through his shoulder. Brothers stared at the blood
seeping out from Smithersfor a split second.

* % %

Min moved forward at the run, histeam dashing behind him. In two seconds held closed haf the distance
to the door before he was spotted. He fired another sustained burst from his AK, and the man dove for
the door. The man who had been shot was yelling after his comrade, crawling for the opening.

Min dipped on theice and immediately rolled back to hisfeet, keeping his eyes on the door. Hewas
twenty feet from the door when it sarted to swing shut. The wounded man was dithering through, barely
missing get caught in it.

Min ran up and pointed at the door. "Lieutenant Kim! Open thigl"

* % %

Vaughn met Brothers halfway down the stairs of the shaft. "What the hell happened?’

Brothers dumped down and sat on the metd steps, his breath coming in ragged gasps. " Smitherswas
shot!"

"What?' Vaughn said, grabbing him by the arm. Helooked up the stairs. "Whereis he now?"
"Upthere"

A dull echo sounded from above as two shots rang out. VVaughn let go of Brothers and sprinted up the
remaining stairs. Smitherslay on the top landing, blood flowing from awound in his shoulder. The door
was shut. Vaughn did the blade of the broken pick they'd left there through the whedl and jammed it
againg the sde wall. Then he pulled out a bandage from his vest and wrapped it around Smitherss
wound.

"Who was shooting?' he asked.

"No fucking idea," Smithers responded. "Brothers damn near |eft me out there.”

Vaughn turned asthe rest of the party assembled on the stairs around Brothers, yelling confused
questions a him. They'd heard theinitid riflefire asif from agreet distancein the messhall and had
immediately come to see what was happening.

"Everyone shut up!" Vaughn yelled sharply. He helped Smithers down the sairs. "All right. Tell uswhat
happened.”

Smitherstook adeep breath. "I caught a glimpse of severa people moving out there. Someone was
shooting. That'sit. | don't know any more."

Vaughn craned his head. There were no more sounds from the door. That worried him.

"Who could have donethat?' Tai asked just as the same question flashed through Vaughn's mind.



"Someone either wants us dead, or they want the goddamn bombs, or both." Even as he answered,
Vaughn knew what the immediate course of action had to be. "All right. Listen up and do what | say. |
don't know who these people are. For al we know they could be Americans, but one thing's for sure:
they aren't friendly. They didn't hesitate to shoot.

"Logan, you take Brothers, Burke, and Smithersto the reactor. | want you to wait by thefirst door. If
you hear Tal or me, you openit. If it'sanybody else, retreat and shut the second one, securing that one
too. You dl should be safein there.”

Heturned to the Ta. "Y ou come with me."

"What are you going to do?" she asked.

"What | should have done when wefirst found the bombs.”
"Maybe we can talk to these people,” Logan weakly suggested.

Vaughn grabbed him by the shoulders. "They aren't here to ask questions. If they get in and catch us,
well al be dead. We don't have time to stand here discussing things.” He pushed him toward the
corridor. "Move!"

The four headed off down the east tunnel. VVaughn sprinted for the armory, with Tai behind. He threw
open the door and headed directly for the caseslining the wall ashe caled over his shoulder, "Grab two
M-1s, two pistols and ammo!”

As shedid that, he went through the door to the bombs. VVaughn looked in the case at the bombs. He
wasn't even sure which access pand opened onto the PAL keypad. There were at least Sx meta plates
secured with numerous Philips head screws that he could see on the top side of the bomb. He didn't have
time for that. He needed amore expedient way to neutralize the bombs.

Meanwhile, Tal used abayonet to open acrate of .30 caliber ammunition. She threw a couple of
bandoliers over her shoulder. Then she secured two .45 cdiber pistols aong with ammunition and

magazines.
Vaughn ran back in and grabbed a crate marked C-4 and tore the lid off. He took out severa blocks of

the plastique, then looked for caps and fuses. He found them on the other side of the room. For good
measure, he grabbed afew other goodies.

Ta was struggling with aclip of ammunition and the M-1 she held. Vaughn grabbed the other rifleand a
bandalier. "Likethis" he said as he dammed aclip home through the top.

Ta nodded and did the same. "What are you going to do?"

"We destroy the PAL codes. It'sthe quickest thing we can do. Come on."

Heled her to Unit A2. "Keep an eye on the corridor,” he ordered as he lay out a couple blocks of C-4
and afusein front of him next to the safe. As he was unwinding the detonating cord the sharp crack of an

explosion roared through the base. Vaughn did the block of old C-4 againgt the safe, primed it, and ran
out the det cord as quickly as he could.



Hepulled theinitiator.
Nothing.

"Fuck," he muttered.
"What'swrong?' Ta asked.

"Either the fuse or the cord or the C-4 or dl of them aretoo old,” Vaughn said. He forgot about the
explosives and grabbed hisM-1. They'd run out of time.

* * *

Min wasthefirst to lesp in through the blasted door. Wespon first, he sdled down the airs, hismen
right behind, the muzzles of their weapons searching out every corner.

Stopping short of the first intersection, Min deployed his men in two-man teams. He'd gotten a sketch of
the layout of the basein the OPLAN, s0 he had an idea of where he was and what lay ahead. He
sgnaled for two teamsto head down the east tunnel, clearing in that direction; he would take the rest
directly to A2 to secure the codes, and then to A1 to get the bombs.

Asthefirgt two men stepped forward into the intersection, aburgt of fireripped into them, damming them
to thefloor. Min did the muzzle of his AK-47 around the corner and blindly fired amagazine in that
direction as Kim pulled one of the men back undercover. The other lay motionlessin the center of the
intersection.

"Smoke," Min ordered.

Leetook agrenade off his combat vest, pulled the pin, and threw it in the north tunnel. Bright red smoke
immediately billowed out and filled the corridor.

"Go," Min ordered, gesturing.

Two men stepped into the corridor and moved dowly forward, while two more sprinted acrossthe sde
corridor to loop around and catch whoever had done thefiring from the flank.

* * %

Vaughn was sure he had hit two of them as he dammed home another clip into the M-1. All held seen
were two men bundled up in dark-colored clothes, not enough to make an ID. He and Ta were just to
the south of the intersection of the north and west tunnels, using the corner of B2 to protect them.

Vaughn gave the smoke enough time to completely fill the corridor and then pulled the trigger on the M-1
asfast as he could, emptying the clip. As he dammed another clip in to reload, the enemy replied with
severd burgts of automatic fire that ricocheted off thewals.

"They'regoing to try and flank us" hetold Tai. "Let'sgo.”

Weapon at the ready, Vaughn moved into the smoke-filled corridor, heading for the door on the north
end of B2. He opened it and did in just as he spotted two figures out of the corner of his eyes. He quietly



shut the door behind Tai as the two men passed by, moving toward their old location.

Vaughn made hisway through the mess hall to the far door. Were the flankers dready around, or were
they right in front of the door? Fuck it, he thought, siwung the door open and stepped out. No one.

He opened the door to C2 and hustled Tai through. Then across into the south tunnel. VVaughn moved out
into that hallway& mdash;he could hear voices yelling in aforeign tongue back in the direction they had
come from. He recognized the language with a quiet chill& mdash;Han Gul, Korean, with a strange accent
he had never heard. North Korean, he had to assume.

Vaughn had hisfinger on the trigger and almost fired as he spotted afigure coming toward them. But it
was Smithers, an M-1in his hand. "Thought you might need some help,” he said.

"All right," Vaughn said. Heleaned with hisback against the outside wall of thelibrary. Tal waslooking at
him camly, the M-1 across her lap. Smithers knelt down close to them. VVaughn whispered hisplan. "We
have to cross and get in the generator room. If these guys have their shit together, they've left someone
watching the east tunnel.

"We go together, Ta on the right, mein the center, Smithers on the lft. If there's someonethere, I'm
going to fire. Both of you keegp going no matter what. If | don't makeit, go to the access tunnel to the left
of the control pand. Crawl down it till you cometo the first hatch. Logan should be on the other side.
Cadll out and have him open it, then go in and make sure you sedl both hatches. Do you understand?”

Ta and Smithers nodded.

"Ready? Go!"

Vaughn stepped out, wegpon tight againg his shoulder, aming up the tunnel. Hefired at the sametime
the two Koreans at the other end did. Whether it was by sound or feel, he couldn't quite say, he sensed
the bullets passing by him.

In the second and ahdf it took to cross the corridor, Vaughn had emptied his magazine, as had the two
men. Miraculoudy, he was untouched as he did into the safety of the cover of Unit C3.

The scream that tore through the air informed him that Smithers hadn't been as fortunate. Vaughn spun
around. The man waslying in the middle of the tunnel, hands grasped to his|eft leg, blood pouring over it.
HisM-1 lay onthefloor, forgotten.

Even as VVaughn started to move to go out and pull him to safety, aburst of automatic firewalked up the
floor, sending chips of wood flying, and then the rounds stitched a pattern across Smithers's midsection,
the velocity of the rounds punching him three feet down the south tunndl, where he cameto ret, dead.

"Leavehim," Tai cdled out, looking over her shoulder.

Vaughn followed her, hoping the K oreans would move cautioudy down the corridor. He did into the
power access tunndl. There was no way he could replace the grate from the inside, so there would be
little doubt about which direction he had gonein. They'd haveto trust to the strength of the double
hatches.

He crawled on his hands and knees right behind Tai, the distance to the first hatch, and waited as she



pounded onit. "It'sme. Ta."

The whed dowly turned, then the door opened, Logan's face framed by the hatch. Tai went first, and
then VVaughn did through. "Shut it," he ordered, and dumped againgt the corrugated stedl tubing that
made up thewadll. " Secureit.”

Logan flipped over the latch, locking the handle. "Where's Smithers?*

"Dead,” Vaughn said. Helooked around the tunnel and pulled off one of the OD green bags he had
draped over his shoulders.

"What are you doing?' Logan asked.

"If they blew in the top door, they can probably blow thisonein too. | want to |eave them a surprise that
will make them think twice about doing the second one.”

Airspace, Antarctica

Captain Hyun craned his neck, looking out the window. They had just cleared the last mountains and
broken into intermittent cloud cover, leaving the storm behind. The sea of ice that surrounded Antarctica
was spread out below as far as he could see to the north. There was no way he could land on that.

"We must turn back and try to land," he pleaded with the impassive Sergeant Chong. "We are dmost out
of fuel. We could land at McMurdo and get refueled.”

Chong fingered hisdung AK-47, took a deep breath, held it, then pulled the trigger. Thefirst round blew
the copilot's brains againg the right windshield.

"What are you doing?' Hyun screamed, twisting in his seat, his eyes growing wide as the gaping muzzle of
the AK-47 turned in hisdirection. "If you kill me, therewill be no oneto fly the plane," he desperately
reasoned.

Chong's finger increased pressure on the trigger.
"Please!" Hyun begged.

Chong shot him through the chest three times, disgusted with his pleading. The third round knocked the
pilot out of his seat. Without hands on the contrals, the plane continued to fly forward smoothly. Chong
reached over and pushed down on the yoke. The nose of the plane turned downward.

When the angle became too steep, the plane plummeted out of control toward the ice-covered water.
The nose hit firgt, and the rest of the plane crumpled and compressed asit punched through theiceinto
the freezing water below.

In five minutes a disappearing black smear was al that wasleft to mark the grave of the IL-8.
Antarctica

Min looked at the primed block of old C-4 lying on top of the untouched safe and frowned. Someonein
the other party had been smart, but not quick enough.



"Open that safe, but make sure you don't destroy the contents,” he instructed Lieutenant Kim.

Kim did his backpack off and pulled out his more modern explosives, molding the plastique with his
fingers, shaping the charge to blow the door off.

Sergeant Jae stuck his head in the door. "They are down atunnel blocked by asted door, sr.”

Min nodded. "Blow the door and kill them."

Jae nodded and sprinted away.

Min checked hiswatch. Chong was most likely dead by now, aong with Hyun and his copilot. Nam had
been killed when they crossed the intersection. Ho had been wounded, athough not severely. Song had
a'so been killed moving forward. Y ong and Lee had been injured in the jump. That |eft three wounded
and four healthy men. Not good.

"Clear!" Kim ydled as hefinished priming the charge. He unraveled detonating cord asthey |eft the unit.
"Firing!" Kim pulled the igniter, and the soft burp of a controlled explosion echoed out the door.

Minwalked in and checked the results. The door of the safe was off its hinges, the contents untouched.
He pulled out the paper and leafed through it until he found what he needed.

Kim gathered hisgear. "l will assst Sergeant Jee."

Min nodded his concurrence, engrossed in trand ating the documents.

* * %

Vaughn stared at the pack full of explosives, wondering if it wasworth histimeto even try to rig them,
given what had happened when hetried to blow the safe.

"What are you doing?" Logan demanded.

"I'm thinking of blowing thetunnd," Vaughn said.

"WEIl be trapped then!" Logan exclaimed.

"If | don't doit," Vaughn said, "well be dead.”

The argument was interrupted by the deep rumble of an explosion, reverberating down the tunnel.
"That'sthefirst door,” Vaughn said.

A second, sharper explosion followed by screams could be faintly heard through the thick stedl door.

"That'sthemine," Vaughn said. "At least it worked. That will make them think twice about taking out this
door."

* * %

Min looked at the mangled remains of Sergeant Jae. The corrugated stedl tunnel had intengified the



effects of the antipersonne mine. Jag's body had taken most of the impact, but some had gotten by him,
and Yong'sright arm and leg were saturated with aload of shrapnel. Sun had given Y ong a shot of
morphine, and his screaming had stopped.

Kim came crawling back through the blood. "I can till blow the second door, Sr.”

"I know." Min rubbed his chin. He had not expected such afight. In fact, he had not expected any fight at
all. He had been so concerned with smply getting here that he had not war-gamed possible events upon
arriva sufficiently. Now wastimeto cut hislosses.

"Leavethe door.” Min announced.

Kim looked up at histeam leader in surprise. "But they are fill divein there. Our orders areto leave no
trace."

Min nodded grimly. "I know."

CHAPTER 12

Antarctica

"Whet the hdll isgoing on?" Logan asked of no onein particular.

Vaughn was seated on the floor with hisrifle near the tunndl entrance to the reactor. He held afuse
initiator in hishand. Tal was seated next to him, apistal in her 1gp. Logan was Stting in one of the chairs
in the room next to Burke. Brothers had his back up against the thick glass separating them from the
reactor core.

"I'm surprised they haven't blown the second door yet,” Vaughn remarked.

"Maybe they just wanted the bombs and have taken them and left?' Logan offered hopefully.

"But how did they know the bombs were down here?' Ta wondered aoud.

"Mogt likely the same way we did," Vaughn said.

Ta shook her head. "Royce said that the Abu Sayif received a packet from Lansale. Y ou said they
spoke Korean. How could the K oreans have found out about this?*

"That al doesn't matter now," Logan cut in. "We need to decide what we're going to do.”

Do?' Vaughn laughed bitterly. "There's nothing we can do."

"If they're stedling the bombs we need to stop them,” Logan said.

Vaughn stood and walked over. He thrust the M-1 out. "Here. Y ou take this and go stop them. Of

course, they've probably rigged that door on the other side just like | rigged it on thisside. But hey, I'm
not going to stop you, if that's what you want to do.”


ch_12

Logan didn't take the wegpon. "What do you suggest?"

"l suggest we Sit tight for now." He pointed at the three bags piled in the corner. "Thereésfood in those.
Enough to last usaweek or s0. We also have deeping bags. Even if they turn off the power and we lose
the heet, welll be able to survive until they get what they want and leave.”

"Why did you put that food and those deeping bagsin here?' Ta asked. Sheld noticed them when they'd
first entered and had wondered about it.

"Contingency planning,” Vaughn replied. "Once you found those bombs, | figured there was a chance we
might get some visitors. | wastrained to what-if and worst case things. Except | didn't think our visitors
would comein shooting. | was thinking more in terms of some spooks from our own government coming
down and wanting to take us away to little padded cdlls." Vaughn pointed up. "Thereés ahatch in the
ceiling that probably opens onto an access tunndl to the surface, but there's nothing up there for us either
right now."

"Y ou said they spoke Korean," Tai repeated. ™Y ou mean they're from North Korea?”

Vaughn'sanswer surprised her. "1 don't know. Both North and South speak Han Gul. | was stationed in
the South for alittlewhile, so | recognizeit. But it's possible that those might be South Korean troops out
therefor al | know. Therésalot of people in the world who'd like to get their handson aU.S. made
nuclear weapon and the Golden Lily and not be too concerned about who they haveto kill to do it.”

"But they'll never get away withit!" Burke said. "I mean, how can they cover thisup?'

Vaughn shrugged. "1 don't know. | don't even know how they got here. They couldn't have landed a
planein that weather. Maybe they jumped, but if they did in those winds, they're better menthan|. | dso
don't know how they plan on getting awvay. But | can tell you one thing. I'm sure whoever isin charge of
them has thought of answersto those questions or they wouldn't be out there.”

"Do you think they'll el my plane?' Brothers asked.

Vaughn shook hishead. "I doubt it. The weather isgtill crappy up there. We couldn't useit ether if we
got out. | think they might try to walk out. For al | know they came here on some sort of over-snow
vehicle and are going to use that to leave.

"Whether it's North or South Koreans out there, one thing'sfor certain. They're hard soldiers, and they're
used to operating in cold weather. They've dready taken several casuaties, mainly because | don't think
they expected any opposition. From here on out they'll be ready for usif we makeamove. So | say we
gttight.”

Ta wasat alossfor words. Shefdt like they ought to be doing something, but Vaughn's cold logic made
sense.

"So you say wejust let them walk away with nuclear wegpons?' Logan demanded.
Vaughn shrugged. "Y ou're free to go and stop them." He looked over and hiseyesmet Ta's. "We didn't

put those bombs down here, so they're really not our problem, arethey? Actualy, if you get downtoit,
thisisthe Organization's problem. They put the bombs and this base here. So maybe thiswill turn out all



for thebeg."

Vaughn'swords were met with silence.

* * *

The MK/B 61 nuclear bomb weighs 772 pounds. Using the same small tractor that Tai had used to clear
out the armory, Min's men pulled the first bomb aong the hallway to the east ice storage tunnel. There,
they placed it on alarge ded and secured it with ropes.

Corpord Sun had started the large bulldozer and was up on the stedl grating ramp, cutting away at the
ice with the blade, aming for the surface. As soon as he cut through they would take the large SUSV
tractor and head out. The SUSV consisted of alarge engine section on treads that could seat three men
up front, and a second section on tracks that was pulled dong and could fit ten men and dl their supplies.
Min watched Sun's effortsfor afew minutes and then went back to the armory.

South Pacific

"Captain James Cook was the firgt to sail around Antarctica, from 1773 to 1775, yet he never once
spotted land, the ice pack keeping him well out of landfal.”

Fatima sipped a cup of coffee as she listened to the captain. She and Araki were on the bridge of the
freighter, the heaters going full-blast, fighting againgt the Antarctic wind that blasted againgt the glass that
separated them from the world outside.

"Thefirg party ever to land on Antarctic land and spend the winter did not succeed until well over a
century later, in 1895. And in the dightly more than a century since, men in ships have been ableto
accomplish little morein these vicious sees.”

"Your point?' Fatima asked.

The captain glanced at her, and then returned his focus to the sea ahead. He had a copy of the OPLAN
in hishands and had just finished reading it. "These idiots in Pyongyang want usto pick people up off the
coast of Antarctica” Helaughed. "Asif by asimple command such athing could happen. Let's see what
you have to say when we hit the ice pack in the morning. Whoever it was that wanted to get picked up
will have to come to us& mdash;not the other way around.”

"All right," Fatima said. "Once we make contact with them, | will inform them of this"

The captain twisted his head and peered into the distance as the lookout phoned in another iceberg of
the port bow. "It's going to get worse," he lamented.

"It dways does," Fatimaagreed.
Antarctica

Theway to the surface was clear, and Sergeant Sun had managed to drive the SUSV up the uneven
ramp to the surface, where it sat rumbling on theice cap, the ded hitched behind it. Mgor Min waked
back down the ramp and across the base to the armory, where Sergeant Y ong was propped up, back
againgt thewall, hiswegpon on hisknees. Hiswounded arm and leg were swathed in bandages. The
bodies of Jae, Song, and Nam were laid out in the hallway under ponchos.



Min was uncertain what words would be correct to say good-bye to his soldier, so he smply stood in
front of his man and saluted. Y ong looked up and returned the gesture with his nonwounded arm. Before
he had second thoughts, Min turned and swiftly walked back to the east ice storage room. He climbed
up the ramp and crunched across the ice to the cab of the SUSV. He got into the cab and nodded at
Sun. The medic threw the vehiclein gear, and the treads dowly started turning. At acrawl of ten milesan
hour they headed away from the base. Min directed the driver to their one last stop before heading for
the mountains lining the coast. The ded bobbed dong in their wake, its cargo securely tied down.

Geneva

Dyson's body was strapped to the chair in the middle of the Intelligence Center. His dead eyes stared
straight ahead. The man who had been "working" on him packed up his equipment and |eft the center.

Then the High Counsd spoke to the Assessors. "I want a Course of Action Projection based on what we
just learned about Mgjegtic-12."

"With what parameters?" the Senior Assessor asked.

"l want to know what the possible outcomes will beif we exterminate Mgestic-12."
Pine Barrens, New Jersey

The two men waked down the corridor, the squeak of their shoes echoing off the cinder-block walls.
They went into asmal room with a secure satllite link to Geneva. "'l got everything out of Whitaker," the
Tdl Man said into the mike. "He put the bomb on the airplane carrying the engineers.”

"Why?' the Senior Assessor asked.

"To keep the location secret and for $500,000. He aso helped wiped out the convoy that accompanied
the four MK-17 bombs down there."

"That was years later, S0 Lansde kept him on retainer. What about the submarines?”
"He didn't know about those."

"Termingehim.”
Pentagon

As questions bombarded him, the head of the Intelligence Service Agency didn't liketherolereversal.
The hastily assembled officers and senior administration officials wanted answers, and he, unfortunately,
didn't have many. Being the bearer of bad news had a historically poor rating.

The ranking officer in theroom, Army Chief of Staff Generd Morris, listened to the confusion for five
minutes before he cut to the heart of the matter. " Gentlemen, we have to accept the fact that there are
bombs down there and there is nothing we can presently do to make that knowledge disappear. Given
that, there are two courses of action we have to pursue.

"Our primary concern must be to secure the bombs. | say that is primary because of the potential
physical threat they represent. Our secondary concern isto find out where these bombs came from and



how they ended up at this base. Attached to that second concern isto find out why and how this Citadel
wasbuilt.”

Morris looked about the room to make sure everyone, particularly the President's National Security
Advisor, wasfollowing him. With the Chairman of the Joint Chiefsin the Middle Eagt, this problem was
hisproblem. "In linewith thefirgt, | am going to have certain military forces alerted and deployed to the
Antarctic to secure the weagpons and remove them.”

"Won't that violate the Antarctic accord?' an Air Force generd asked.

Morrishit off asarcastic reply. "The accord has already been violated. It isnow time for damage control,
and we have to get those bombs out of there.

"To help solve the second problem, the various intelligence organizations have al been notified and are
investigating the Situation." He swung his gaze to the I SA director. "1 want your sourcesto find out
everything they have on this. | dso want everything you've received from the personnel you've aready
detained in connection with thisincident.” Morrisfixed afull colond at the end of the table with his gaze.
"What do we have that can get there ASAP to secure those wegpons?”

The colonel looked at the large map at the end of the room. "To be honest, not much, sir. | think the
closest ground forces would come from either Panama or Hawaii. Elements of the 7th Fleet are operating
off of Audtrdia The big problem isthat we have no way to deploy forces by ar there without an in-flight
refuel. That'sthe mogt isolated place in the worl d& mdash;you have a minimum of atwo-thousand-mile
flight from the nearest land." "'l don't want problems. | want results.”

nY%, S r.n
Antarctica

Kim laid the satchel chargeinthe middie aide of the Earth First plane. They'd just found it, parked four
hundred meters away from the base, and Mg or Min had directed him to destroy it. He estimated that
thirty pounds of explosive would more than do the job. Kim pulled the fuse igniter and hopped out the
door. He ran back to the SUSV and clambered into the cab, next to Min. The driver immediately threw
it into gear, and they headed away.

Three minuteslater the dull crack of the explosion sounded through the blowing snow, but the flash was
logt in thewhitefog. Thirty milesdirectly ahead lay the coadt.

* * %
"I wonder why they haven't cut off the power?' Brothers asked.
"Maybethey don't careif were hiding in here" Vaughn suggested.

"Maybethey've dready left;" Logan added. " Surdly they wouldn't want to hang around any longer than
they haveto."

Thefive of them were ditting in asemicircle, facing the hatch. There had been no noise for quiteawhile.
Ta had to admit to herself that she was surprised the power was still on and that the North Koreans
hadn't tried to finish them off. The more she thought about it, the more it didn't make much sense.



She nudged Vaughn. "What do you think?"

He congdered hisreply for afew seconds. They were dl deferring to him since he wasthe only one
who'd had some sort of plan, which was why they were dive now. "Thiswhole thing doesn't make sense.
Skipping the issue of why the K oreans& mdash;be they South or North& mdash;would want two nuclear
bombs, we'releft with the question of how they think they can get away with this.

"Evenif they had wiped usdl out here and tried to make it look like an accident& mdash;say afire
destroying the base and dl the bodies& mdash;they've got to know that someone el se knows about the
bombs. The U.S. would then send ateam down here to search for the bombs, and when they didn't find
them, the hesat would be on.”

"Maybe they were hoping there would be enough of atime delay before that was discovered, that they
could get away," Tai offered.

"True," Vaughn agreed. "But then they would have had to kill dl of us" He shook his head, which was
beginning to throb with a splitting headache. "They've got along trip back to Koreawith those things, and
then what are they going to do with them once they get there?”

"Whatever happens,” Logan said, "the United States government is going to look pretty stupid. How
could they have put nuclear weapons down here and then just forgotten about them?”

Vaughn had spent quite abit of time thinking about that. "Theresalot of waysthat could have happened.
You dl probably don't redlize the shear number of atomic weaponsthe U.S. has. If | remember rightly,
there were over three thousand of these MK/B 61s built. And that's just one of severd types of weapon
intheinventory. There's easily over ten thousand wegponsin various places dl over the world, and that's
just theU.S''s. Add in the former Soviet Union's and it's awonder no one has had some stolen or turn up
inthe wrong hands before this."

"Well, let's pray that these two never get used,” Tal said.

"Amen to that," Brothers added.

Logan abruptly stood up. "I can't sit here any longer and just alow thisto happen.”

"What are you going to do?' Vaughn asked.

"Y ou're probably right,” Logan said to Vaughn, "the access tunndl ismost likely booby-trapped.” He
pointed to the celling. "1 say we go up to the surface and come back down the main shaft. They won't
expect us coming that way& mdash;that'sif they're sill here. Or we go for the plane.”

Brothers, Tal, and Burke al turned to VVaughn, for his opinion. "Well, were going to have to get out of
here sooner or later,” he said, "but | would prefer to wait for later and et someone cometo us. If we get
out and the weather till isn't good enough to take off, then were stuck out on the surface. Plus, | think
the Koreans have probably destroyed the plane. | would if | wasthem.”

"Someone won't come here looking for usfor severa daysat least,” Logan countered.

" «till think we ought to wait,” Vaughn quietly replied. ™Y ou don't have a plan beyond getting to the
surface



"Let'sat least seeif the shaft isblocked," Tai offered.

Vaughn couldn't find any way to refuse that request. "All right." He grabbed one of the chairsand did it
undernegth the trgpdoor in the celling. The door was held in place by two latches. Thefirst one camefree
eadly enough, but the second was more stubborn, resisting his effortsfor afew minutes. Brothers took
his place and tried. After three attemptsthe latch did free and the door sivung down, sending Brothers
gprawling on thefloor.

"Youdl right?' Vaughn asked.
"Aye mate"

Vaughn stepped up and shined hisflashlight into the shaft. It was clear for five feet, then another hatch
blocked theway. "They sure believed in putting alot of doorsin thisplace,” he remarked.

Logan explained that. "That's to keep the radiation in once they powered the plant up. It'sthe same
reason this placeis set aquarter mile from the main base and the tunndl hasthoseturnsinit. They
shielded the reactor not only with these walls but also with al theicein between here and the main base.
They probably planned on using thisroom only for occasiona maintenance checks."

Vaughn grabbed theingdelip of thefirst door with hisgloved fingers and lifted himsdlf up. Therewere
rungsin thewal, and he could stand on the six inches of frame that extended al the way around the first
door. The second door was similar to the first, and he went to work on the latches.

Both moved reatively easily, and he knelt down to let the door swing open over his head. Shining the
light up, he wasn't surprised to see the shaft blocked by ice, about ten feet above hishead. He carefully
dropped back down into the reactor room.

"It'sfilled withice. I'm not sure how much of it isblocked." He looked at Logan. "How far below the
surface do you think we are?"

Logan shrugged. "Hard to say. If were on line with the main compound, then I'd say about thirty feet
under. But | got the sense going through the access tunnel that it doped down alittle bit, which makes
sense, asthey would want to have enough ice on top to help shield it. I'd say we might be as deep asfifty
or sixty feet below the surface.”

Vaughn didn't fancy theidea of digging through thirty feet of iceif the entire shaft was blocked. Onthe
other hand, the plug might only be afew feet thick. "I'll take thefirgt shift digging.” Helooked around. "I'll
knock theice down, and you dl pileit up in that corner.”

Hetook the entrenching tool from his ruck and tucked it inside his parka. He dso unsnapped a
twelve-foot length of nylon rope attached to the outside of hisruck. He wrapped the rope about hiswaist
and through hislegs, making an expedient climbing harness, tied two loopsin the ends and connected
them with the snap link that had held the rope to his ruck. Then he clambered back up into the shaft and
used the rungsto climb up.

Reaching the ice, Vaughn clicked the snap link on arung and sat back in the harness. He reached inside
his parka, pulled out the e-tool and unfolded it. Carefully pulling his hood over hishead, he used the point
of the shove to break chunks of ice freg, letting them fall down the shaft to the floor. He worked mostly



by fed, asthe reflected light from the room below bardly lit the shaft.

It was the sort of mindlesswork that Vaughn enjoyed doing. It took his mind off the sight of Smithers
lying in the corridor, bullets damming into his body. He hadn't dlowed himsdf to think about the fact that
he had killed again today, and he knew now wasn't the time. There would be plenty of timefor thinking
after they got out of here.

Howard Air Force Base, Panama

Magjor Frank Bellamy watched the confusion in his men's faces as they were handed the cold-weather
clothing that the battalion sergeant mgor had scrounged out of the centra issue facility. The fact that the
facility even had cold-westher gear was alittle surprising, but they were Specia Forces, after

al& mdash;ready to go anywhere in the world at a moment's notice. Just because they were sationed in
Panama didn't mean they wouldn't be sent to someplace less temperate.

Bellamy grabbed the red webbing that served as seats on the side of the MC-130 Combat Taon asthe
plane suddenly stopped on the runway and then dowly turned, the roar of the engines easily penetrating
the metd skin.

Theloadmaster was yelling a Bdllamy to get his men seated for takeoff. Bellamy ignored him& mdash;the
Air Force aways acted like they were the most important thing in the world and the other services were
just training aids to support them. What difference would it make if his men were seated on the web seats
or standing in the middle of the planeif it crashed on takeoff? They'd be dead elther way.

Belamy was the company commander for C Company, 3rd Battalion, 7th Special Forces Group
(Airborne) stationed in Panama. He'd received the dert direct from Special Operations Command forty
minutes ago, and in that time had gathered together the two of histeamsthat weren't out training and
gotten them and their gear loaded onto this aircraft. The twenty-six men were now crowded in the rear of
the aircraft, trying to sort through the rapidly loaded equipment. Halfway up the cargo bay, alarge black
curtain blocked the view forward. Bellamy knew that behind that curtain were banks of eectronic
equipment manned by Air Force personnd. With adight bump, the brakes were released and the plane
rumbled down the runway.

His XO, Captain Manchester, sat next to him and yelled into his ear, "Where are we going?*
"Antarctical" Bellamy shouted back.
Manchester took that newsin stride. "What for?"

"Fuck if | know," Bellamy replied. "All the dert said wasto get our butt in gear. I'm supposed to get filled
in once we're airborne and SOCOM getsits shit together and calls.”

Manchester nodded and leaned back in his sedt, closing his eyes. No sense worrying about what they
didn't know. Bellamy had the same attitude. He bunched up aponcho liner behind his head and was
adeep less than ten minutes after takeoff.

8th Army Headquarters, Yongsan, South Korea

The U.S. 8th Army Commander, Generd Patterson, steepled hisfingers and contemplated his staff G-2.
The G-2 wasthe officer responsible for intelligence, and it was at his request that the other primary staff
members of Patterson's headquarters were gathered here at dmost eleven at night in the situation room.



The G-2 had just spent twenty minutes going over his recent intelligence dataand had finished only a
minute ago. The rest of the room was waiting on Patterson's reaction.

"Okay. Let me seeif | havethisstraight. All theseindicatorsthat you've just briefed add up to level four
activity acrossthe border. Am | correct?'

Contrary to what many nonmilitary people thought, it wasimpossibleto launch alarge-scade military
campaign without certain preparations. These preparations were the keysthat the intelligence agencies of
al the armed forcesin the world watched for in their potentiad enemies. Noting some of those activities
across the border in North Korea had led the G-2 to become concerned and call this meeting.

"Yes gr."
"How many times have you seen this?" Petterson asked.

"We saw it during Team Spirit back in March. The North went up to level two then, but that was
expected, asthey do it every year during that exercise. We haven't seen an unexpected four likethisin
the past eight monthsthat I've been here. Thisleve four activity could just be part of movements among
the various factions that want to take over next.

"However, | must point out that the activity seemsto be southern directed.” The G-2 gestured at the map
on thewal behind him. "The satellite imagery definitely showsthe V and 11 PKA Corps moving to
forward assault positions along the border.”

"They may be doing thisjust to get usto deploy our forward eementsinto their battle positions so they
can ID them," the operations officer, G-3, said. "They can pull those units back just as quickly asthey
move them forward.”

"Our sensing equipment is also picking up some tunndling activity inthe DMZ," the G-2 pointed out. "We
haven't pinpointed it yet, but it'sthe most extensve weve heard in along time.”

Over the years, three tunndls had been discovered and neutralized coming from the North under the
DMZ. It was estimated that there were at |east elghteen more tunnelsin place that had yet to be found.
Each of these tunnelswas large enough to pass an estimated 8,000 troops an hour through.

Patterson frowned. Level four wasthe first stage of intelligence dert to possible invason from the North.
By itsdlf, it required no action on his part other than to inform subordinate commanders. Leve

three& mdash;if it came to that& mdash;required the restriction of al personnd to base and a one-hour
dert statusfor every unit. Level two required forward movement to defensive positions and the initiation
of movement of reinforcements from U.S. bases outside of the K orean peninsula& mdash;the redl version
of the Team Spirit exercise that was conducted every year. Level one meant war was possible with less
than aten-minute warning.

All that was fine and well, but they were derts that had been designed before the invasion of Irag and
Afghanistan. Patterson had been trying to coordinate with the Pentagon to update the dert system based
on theredlity that many of the reinforcements traditionally earmarked for South Koreain time of war
were dready a war in Irag. And even abrigade of his own forces from the 2d Infantry Division had
deployed just four months ago from South Koreato Irag.

"How far out are they from reaching level one?" Patterson asked.



The G-2 bit hislower lip. "I'd say minimum of seventy-two hours, sir, if they're committed to it. More
likely aweek. If we get any of severa intelligence nodes passed in the next eight to twelve hourswe will
beat leve three”

Petterson nodded. "All right. Inform meimmediately if | haveto goto leve threedert. | want all mgor
subordinate commanders aerted about the level four. That includes dl reinforcing units. I'm going to
persondly cal the commanding generd of the 25th in Hawaii and update him. I'll so call the war room
in the Pentagon.” He turned to his Air Force and naval commanders. "Please notify your respective
personnel to goto leve four aert.”

"Ya S r'll
Antarctica

Ta had watched the steady stream of ice splatter down the chute for the past fifteen minutes. Now
Vaughn'sfeet appeared as he hopped down. "Who's next?' he asked as he shook ice flakes off his

parka.

Logan zipped up hisjacket. "I'll go."

Brothers stood. "No. I'll go. | need the exercise to warm up. Y ou take the next shift.”

AsVaughn took the rope off his own waist and wrapped it around the pilot, hefilled in the rest of the
group on his progress. "1 made about four or fivefeet in. Most of the metal tubing is still good. It dmost
lookslike theice either came in from the top or we haven't reached the break in the wall yet. Let's hope
theice didn't crush the metd together.”

Brothers cinched the rope around hiswaist. "All s&t."

Vaughn pointed. "1 hung the shovel on thetop rung.”

"Okay." With aweary smile, Brothers reached up and pulled himsdlf into the tube.

The temperature in the reactor room had dropped considerably due to the open hatch and the dowly
melting pile of icein thefar corner. Tai had gone through the supplies VVaughn had piled in the room and
put together acold meal of crackers and canned fruit cocktail. She handed a can to Vaughn as he sat
down on hisruck.

"Thanks." Vaughn smiled and held up acan of fruit. "C-rations. | haven't seentheseinalong time.”

Tai glanced over a Logan. Helooked worn and scared. His sudden desire for action bothered her. They
atein glence, interrupted only by the sprinkle of ice from the hatch as Brothers continued to dig away.

She was surprised when Vaughn did over until their legs were touching. "Thiswas acluster-fuck of a
misson,” hesad.

Ta nodded. "Royceis shooting in the dark, hoping to hit something.”

"And werethe bullets” Vaughn said.



"And we havelittleideawhat thetarget is," Tai noted. "I'm Sarting to think you might be& mdash;" She
never finished analyzing those fedings as her world went upside down. It was asif alarge hand grasped
the reactor room and lifted it, tumbling everyoneto the floor. The lights went out and atremendous roar,
sounding like thousands of locomotives roaring by, shook her ears. Her last thought as she was thrown
across the room was regret that she and Vaughn hadn't talked sooner.

CHAPTER 13

Antarctica

The fact that the epicenter of the blast was underground muffled the kinetic effect of the explosion but
utterly disintegrated the Citadel, producing a puckered crater in the ice over aquarter milewide. The
fireball lashed across the surface, the heat finding nothing to sink its teeth into but searing the surface for
over two kilometersin every direction. Theimmediate refreezing of the briefly melted ice produced a
landscape that resembled sheets of glistening glass.

Theimmediate radiation was absorbed by theicein ardatively short distance. The delayed radiation in
the form of Strontium 90, Cesium 137, lodine 131, and Carbon 14, was grabbed by the howling winds,
and as the e ements rose in the atmosphere, the radiation began spreading over alarge area.

* % %

Theflash and therma energy washed by the convoy, bathing the snowy plain in dulled white

light& mdash;the swirling snow having lessened the effect& mdash;the heet at abearable level here over
fifteen miles away from the epicenter of the blast. Min had turned the vehicle so the rear pointed directly
back toward the base, five minutes prior to the hour, but still the shock wave split through the ssorm and
dammed into the back of the SUSV with gae force. The vehicle actudly lifted afoot off itsrear tracks
before rocking back down and continuing on itsway.

McMurdo Station, Antarctica

Over five hundred milesto the west of the Citaddl, needles on seismographs flickered briefly and then
were gtill. Scientists scratched their heads, perplexed at the cause for the burp in their machines. Dutifully
they recorded the data and forwarded it back to the United States. Over the next twenty minutes other
Antarctic stations forwarded the same data as their machines registered it.

The two favorite theories bandied about at the various U.S. stations were either an earthquake or a
massive split of ice off theice shdf faling into the ocean. They were both wrong.

Russkaya Station, Antarctica

The senior scientist at the Russkaya Station |ooked at the various reports on the seismic disturbance and
combined that with the severe e ectromagnetic pulse that had washed over his station ten minutes ago.
The former might be explained by an earthquake or ice breaking& mdash;the latter by a severe sunspot.
Together they added up to only one answer& mdash;a nuclear explosion. But how? Why? And most
important of al, who?

Ahwell, the scientist shrugged. That was for people much more important than him to worry about. He
wrote up areport and had his radioman send it over the one transmitter that had survived the EMP
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pulse& mdash;an old tube radio that had been here since the base opened. All the modern solid-state
circuitry radios had been fused by the EMP.

Vicinity of the Citadel, Antarctica

Ta checked her body, starting from head to foot, making sure dl the parts were still functioning.
Everything seemed all right. She sat up and turned her head from side to Side, listening. Someone was
moving nearby.

Thetotd dark wasthe worst. Eyes wide open, she could see nothing. Then asmdl light flared out next to
her and, in the glow, she saw VVaughn holding hisflashlight.

"Y ou okay?"
Ta nodded. "I think so."

Vaughn swiftly ran the light around the room. Logan appeared to be unconscious, with several boxes of
supplies piled on top of him. Burke was groggily moving, hands on his head.

Vaughn ignored both of them as he jumped to hisfeet. He shined hislight up into the shaft. A pair of feet
disappearing into ice were dl that he could see twenty feet above. Heturned to Tal. "Hold the light for
me. Brotherss buried." He rapidly climbed up.

Reaching the feet, Vaughn hooked one arm through arung and squeezed one of the feet with hisfree
hand, just to let Brothers know help was here. He hooked his fingers and tore a theice, pulling away
chunks. The cold helped to numb the pain as he tore fingernailsloose. Vaughn worked by fed, the glow
fromthelight in Ta'shand doing little good thisfar up.

"Ishedl right?'
Vaughn kept working. He had yet to get any sort of reaction from Brothers. "I need help. Get up here.”
Ta climbed up to just below him.

"When | get him free| need your help to lower him down. He's unconscious.” He shoved hisarm up
along Brothers's chest and pulled hard. A large chunk of ice broke free, bounced off Vaughn and
tumbled below. He felt Brothers's body shift and quickly grabbed the rope that was till hooked to a
rung, easing the body down.

"Get him!" heydled as hetried to unhook the snap link with numbed fingers. Tai had one arm wrapped
around Brotherss body, but VVaughn couldn't unsnap the anchor. "Fuck it,” he muttered and pulled out his
knife. Therazor sharp blade parted the rope with one swipe.

Vaughn dropped the knife and reached down to help Tai lower Brothers. Together they got the body
down to the reactor floor. Vaughn jumped down out of the shaft as Tai pointed the flashlight a the man's
face. The eyes were closed. VVaughn used his good hand to fedl Brothers's neck as he leaned over and
placed his cheek next to his mouth to seeif he could pick up any breath. No breath, no pulse.

Vaughn tilted Brothers's head back and quickly blew three quick bresthsin. Helinked hisfingers
together and pressed down through the bulky clothes on the chest. Within ten seconds he wasinto the



CPR rhythm.

He didn't know how long held been at it when Tai did in on the other Sde and rdlieved him. Vaughn sank
back on his haunches, his arms and shoulders burning with exhaustion. The pain from hishand was now a
deep throbbing.

Vaughn gave Ta an estimated five minutes, then he took over again. Still no movement or sign of life. He
shut down his mind and concentrated on the routine.

"He'sdead." Tai'svoice barely penetrated Vaughn's mind. He kept on. Findly hefdt Ta'sarms
wrapping around him from behind. "He's dead, Vaughn. Y ou can't bring him back. He was up there too
long without air." Vaughn alowed the armsto pull him back away from the body.

"How're Logan and Burke?' VVaughn asked as hefinaly accepted the redlity of Brotherss degth.

Tal took the light across the room. "How are you?' she quietly asked.

Logan lifted up a haggard face. "What happened? Earthquake?"

"I don't know." Shelooked a Burke, whose eyes were now open. "Are you okay?'

"l think s0."

Tal turned back to VVaughn and echoed L ogan's question. "What happened?”

Vaughn wanted to laugh, but the feding died just as quickly asit came. They were past that
nowé& mdash;way past that. "One of the bombs went off."

Ta's eyes opened wide. "How could we have survived?'

Vaughn answered succinctly. "A quarter mile of ice between us and the blast center. The low yidld, ten
kilotons. An underground burst, which helped contain much of the energy. Being in thisreactor, which
was built to contain radiation and heavily shidded. And alot of luck."

"Why did they set the bomb off?" L ogan asked.

"Toleave notrace," Vaughn replied. "There's nothing left of the Citadel now except this place. They have
the other bomb free and clear and no one will ever know."

"Theresus," Ta countered.

Vaughn conceded that point. " They probably underestimated the protection the reactor gave us. Asfar
asthe Koreans are concerned, were history.” Vaughn thought about what he had just said. "We may
well be history too, if we don't get up to the surface.” He looked around in the dim glow cast by the mag
light. "We can talk about it when we get out. If we stay here, we die.”

Pentagon

General Morrislooked up as General Hodges rapidly entered the Situation room. He didn't like the look
on his subordinate's face.



Hodges wasted no time getting to the point. " Sir, severa research facilitiesin Antarcticahave picked up a
selamic disturbance. Welve analyzed the reports.” Hodges swallowed. " Sir, based on the triangulation

and the size of the shock wave, we believe there has been an approximately ten-kiloton nuclear explosion
at the location we have been given for this Citadd ."

"What about imagery?' Morris asked.

"Weve taken some satdllite shots, but nothing can be made out through the cloud cover. That large slorm
front till coversmost of Antarctica.”

"What's the status on our unit heading down there?"

"Weve derted a Specia Forces unit in Panama. They're heading down there on board a Combat Taon.
Edtimated time of arrival is 0500 zulu tomorrow."

Morristurned to the Situation room's operations officer. "What fleet assets do we have that might bein
that area?"

The officer looked up at the large world map that encompassed the entire far wall. "Nothing in the
immediate area. The 7th Fleet hasacarrier group near Audtrdia”

"Order them to head south as quickly as possible.
"Yes gr."
Morristurned back to Hodges. "What will the falout be?"

"Should be minimd, sir. Thewindswill sweep it out into the South Pacific. As| said, it wasavery low
yidd."

That didn't make Morrisfed that much better. "What about the Russans? Have they picked it up?’

Hodges sghed. "They must have, Sir. They have aresearch station less than three hundred miles from the
Citadd location. General Kolstov has been notified.”

Morristook amoment to collect histhoughts. "All right. | have to contact the President.”
South Pacific

Fatimawoke Araki. "We intercepted areport out of McMurdo Station. Seismic detectors have picked
up adisturbance in the vicinity of the Citadel. They're not sure what has happened, athough they suspect
an earthquake."

Araki blinked the deep out of her eyes. "An earthquake?'

Fatimastared a her. "An earthquake would be rather convenient, don't you think?"

"What dse& mdash;" Araki blanched. "Nuclear blast?"



Fatima shrugged. "Perhaps. Which would mean ether the North Koreans did it or someone else got
down there."

"But why would someone detonate a nuclear weapon?' Araki asked.
"Destroying evidence by using the evidence," Fatimasaid.
"How far out are we from the rendezvous?' Araki asked.

"Just over twenty-four hours.”
Antarctica

Vaughn felt at homein the dark. Gravity told him which way was up, and that was al he needed. He'd
found the shovd il lodged in the ice where Brothers had been digging and he continued the work. It
amost seemed asif the explosion had loosened theice, asit broke free easier now. Vaughn estimated he
had made almost fifteen feet so far. The surface couldn't be far ahead.

Thirty feet below, the mag light made the tiniest glow as Logan, Burke, and Tal cleared away theice he
let fall. Vaughn shoved the sted! tip of the shovel upward and alarge block broke free. Vaughn swung up
again, and sparks flew as sted hit sed.

"I need thelight,” heyelled. A smal pinprick of brightness appeared below and grew stronger as Tai
climbed up to join him. Vaughn reached down, took the light out of her hands and examined the celling. It
was gpparent now why the shaft had filled with ice. The hatch was breached, half open. VVaughn played
the light around. Both hinges on the far side of the hatch had succumbed to time and pressure and
popped. The problem was, the opening was on the far sde of the shaft, and VVaughn had no idea how
much ice was on top of the hatch. He handed the light back to Tai.

He unhooked himself from the rung and, after warning Tai, stepped down one rung and then pushed his
feet againgt the near wall and alowed himself to fall across the three-foot-wide tube. He was braced
now, in the classic chimney climb position. Inch by inch, Vaughn edged himsdlf up until the edge of the
hatch was at eye level. Cautioudy, he kept his balance with one hand while he used the other to probe
through the foot and ahalf opening into theice. Small piecesfdl out, bounced off his somach and
tumbled below.

"I'm going back down,” Tai called out as she beat a hasty retreat.

After five minutes Vaughn wasin a position where he could brace hisfeet on the hatch itself. It took him
afew more minutesto redize that he could dimly see. There waslight from above, penetrating theice.

Tasman Sea

The Kitty Hawk isnot only the oldest aircraft carrier till on active duty with the U.S. Navy, itisthe
oldest warship il active. Built in the early sixties, it had been extensively refitted in 1991 and then
assigned to the 7th Feet operating out of Pearl Harbor. It was presently steaming east in the center of
Battle Group 72, acollection of the Kitty Hawk, two Aegis cruisers, two destroyers, four frigates, two
resupply ships, and two submarines hidden undernesth the waves.

They'd just completed ajoint training exercise with the Audtraian navy, and Admird Klieg, the battle
group commander, was taking this opportunity to correct severa of the deficiencies held detected in



some of his shipsduring the exercise.

Thisearly in the morning, he was on the bridge of the Kitty Hawk, watching as his shipsreacted to a
practice dert, when his staff operations officer brought him a classfied message for hiseyesonly.

Klieg examined the message under the red glow of the battle station'slights. He took a minute to think
and then addressed the waiting operations officer. "Cal off the present training exercise. All ships, battle
cruisng formation. Hank speed.”

"Heading, Sr?"
"Due south.”

Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

The SUSV wastwo and half hours out from the Citadel and had traversed twenty-two milesin that time.
Since the explosion forty-five minutes ago, the cab had been silent, each man lost in his own thoughts and
worries. It was Kim who broke the silence.

"Sir, you said | would know the plan when | needed to. Could you tell me when that will be? We have
aready logt half our party. If weloseyou, | will not know what course of action to take. Nor will | know
what to do with that." Kim nodded over his shoulder at the ded bobbing dong in their icy wake.

Min'sred reason for not informing Kim about al of the plan's details was that he hadn't believed the plan

would work, and he knew his XO would have thought the same thing. In fact, Min till didn't believe they
would be able to accomplish the entire mission despite the fact that they had been successful so far, abeit
with theloss of five men& mdash;seven, if heincluded Captain Hyun and his copilot.

But now Min redlized he had to brief Kim. They were committed, and there was definitely no turning
back. And for thefirst time, he felt they had a chance to succeed.

"We are on our way to arendezvous with afreighter that will pick us up off the coast. We will determine
the exact location of pickup when we reach the shore and can establish radio contact with the vessdl. The
frequency to make contact is62.32. Our cdl signisTiger; theirsisWalf.

"Wewill load aboard the ship and immediately head for our target. It is estimated that it will take us
another couple of days of sailing to makeit to the target.”

"Whichis?' Kim pressed.

"Pear| Harbor."

Kim blinked. “The 7th Flegt!"

Min gave aweary smile. "We are not to destroy the target. At least not at first. The plan isthat the mere
threat that we arein position to do so will alow our government to blackmail the United States
government to do& mdash;or perhaps rather | should say, not do& mdash;two things. Oneisnot to

deploy their reinforcing unitsto South Koreain the face of higher levels of readiness. The second isnot to
use nuclear weapons once the border has been breached.”



Kim thought about it. "Do you believe the United States would accede to such blackmail?

Min shrugged. "The United States stood still when ahandful of their citizens were taken hostage. The
threat of tens of thousands of their people killed in anuclear explosion might make them change their
mind and question the worth of their allegiance to the South. Even if it doesn't, destroying their facilities at
Pearl Harbor, now that Subic Bay is closed, will grestly reduce their ability to project forcesinto the
Pecific."

"But how are we supposed to smuggle this bomb into Hawaii? How are we supposed to hide? Especidly
oncethethreat is made?'

Min shrugged. "According to the operations plan, that is up to our initiative. If we can get close enough to
the Hawaiian Idands, we can makeit.

"We do have the advantage that the Americans do not know we have the bomb. They will think the
explosion was an accident. They will not be looking for us until we are aready in position. That isto our
advantage.”

"How will they bdieve we have the one bomb, then?'

"Oncewe arein pogtion, our government will give them the PAL code that arms the bomb, along with its
serid number. They will bdievethat.”

Kim leaned back on the rocking bench they were seated on and regarded his commander. "They are
going to invade the South”?"

Min nodded. "I would assume they are dready mobilizing to do s0."

"Do they redly think we can succeed?"

"Wehave so far," Min answered evenly.

Kim shook hishead. "But it isalong way from hereto Hawaii. And then& mdash;”

"I know," Min said, cutting his XO off. "I know dl that. But it istoo late to question anything. We must
do asordered.”

Vicinity of the Citadel, Antarctica

"What about radiation?' Tai asked. The crater that had been the Citadd lay two hundred feet avay. The
edges of the crater were jagged, and Vaughn had no desire to get any closer. Not only was the Citadel
gone, but dso al the bodies and evidence of the base. Along with the portion of the Golden Lily that had
been secreted there. And the nerve agent and other weapons of mass destruction.

Vaughn was tightening down the straps on his rucksack. "We escaped theinitia radiation because of the
shielding of the reactor room. Residud isaready up in the atmosphere and will follow thewinds. Were
dl rignt.”

Finished with his pack, Vaughn checked the others, making sure they were ready to go. Go where? was
the key question, VVaughn realized. He'd been so happy to makeit out of that dark hole that he'd thought



of little else. Now, with the wind lashing hisface and the cold latching onto his bones, hetried to figure
out acourse of action. "Let's seeif the plane might have escaped the blast.” He pointed at the white fog
on the other side of the crater. "Well walk around.”

"But none of uscan fly," Logan protested.

"I'm not thinking of flying," Vaughn replied. "'l want to seeif theradio istill intact. It'smost likely the
EMP has destroyed its circuits, but it'sworth taking alook." He looked at the three of them. "Areyou

reedy?'

They set out. It took fifteen minutes to circumnavigate the crater with agood two hundred meters of
safety margin. Vaughn was surprised a how easy it wasto walk ontheice. A thin layer of blown snow
covered theice cap, and hefdt like he was just diding dong, the brittle snow barely covering the toes of
his boots. The problem was the wind and the snow that blew with it. He had to keep his head bowed
and the hood of the parka pulled in close. He was walking like that when he spotted where the plane had
been parked.

"Shit," he muttered. " Sons of bitches. They blew the goddamn plane. Either that or the bomb blast did
this. Either way it doesn't matter.”

He lifted the edge of the plan€'s hood. There wasllittle to indicate that a plane had even been here.
Scattered pieces of metd littered theice.

"Where now?' Tal asked.

Vaughn didn't say aword, and it was Logan who answered. "The nearest base is Russkaya, about
seventy milesto the northeast.”

"Let'sget going then,” Ta sad.

"No." It was al coming together for Vaughn now. "No. We go after them.”
"After who?' Logan asked, but Tai already knew the answer.

"The Koreans."

"But how?' Ta asked. "We don't know which way they've gone."

Vaughn considered that for afew seconds. His advice that they stay in the reactor room had both saved
them and almost doomed them. "They're heading for the coadt,” he findly answered.

"How do you know that?" Logan wanted to know.

"Because that'swhere | would go. It'stheir only option. They didn't land aplanein that Sorm evenif they
did jumpin." He pointed a the ground. "And that's the direction their tracksgo in."

Tai turned and saw the tread marks leading off to the north.

"But they're probably very far ahead of us." Logan protested. "And they've got avehicle.”



Vaughn agreed. "They must have taken one or two of the over-snow vehicles from the storage shed.
They're certainly not pulling that bomb with manpower. They had abig head start and are moving much
faster than we can on foot. Nevertheless we have to go after them. If they're heading for the coast, that's
the direction we need to go."

"What do you mean 'need'?" Logan asked.

"They've dready shown they are willing to use the bomb," VVaughn pointed out. "That changesthings. We
have to assume they have the other and plan to useit. It's up to usto stop them.”

Logan turned away from the two of them. Vaughn looked at Tai. "How do you fed? The three of you
could stay here. The weather seemsalittle better. I'm sure they'll be flying someone out herein the next
twenty-four hours."

"I'mwithyou,” Tal quietly said as she stepped out to Vaughn'sside.

"l antoo," Burke said, moving beside her.

Logan waved hisarms, gesturing toward the terrain around. "It's crazy. We could pass aquarter mile
away from them and missthem. And what will we do if we do find them?"

"We stop them,” Vaughn answered, dinging therifle over his shoulder.

Logan looked into Vaughn'seyes. "l say we stay here. We go wandering out there on the ice cap, we
might never makeit dive, regardless of whether we run into the Koreans or not.”

"What happened to the guy who wanted to attack them in the base?' Vaughn asked.
"That was before they fired off anuke," Logan argued. "These guysare crazy."
Vaughn put his pack on. ™Y ou make your decison now."

"Tai, Burke, please stay here." Logan pleaded.

Ta picked up her pack. "We need to try, Logan.”

Logan reluctantly shouldered his pack.

Vaughn'svoicewasflat. "All right. We go after them. But you three have to listen to me and do what |
say without asking questions. Thisismy area of expertise.”

They dl nodded.

Vaughn pointed. "Thisway." With long strides he was off into the blowing snow, Tai a hisside, Burke
and Logan fdlingin behind.

CHAPTER 14


ch_14

Pentagon

Genera Morris rubbed hisforehead as Hodges came into the situation room. His conversation with the
President had not gone well. The Secretary of Defense was on hisway back from the West Coast to
take over the operation here, but in the meantime the monkey was on Morris's back.

"We have the sgnature of the blast, Sir. Fitsthe profile for anuclear weapon.”

"So how the hell did they end up at this place?' Morris demanded. "Who put them there?”
"| assume the same person who built the base, sir," Hodges replied.

"Anything from your guest?'

"Not yet, sr, but well get something. Were close. From what we've recelved so far, | would say that it
gppearsthe Citadd was a privately funded enterprise using government support.”

Morris closed his eyes. He didn't doubt that for amoment. Billions of dollars ayear were spent by the
government on various secret projects. Who was to say that some influentia civilian couldn't do the same
thing, especidly if that civilian had the proper connectionsin the military industrid complex?'l want a
name"

"Yes, ar."

Morris opened his eyes as the door opened, and an imposing figure in amedal -bedecked uniform
sompedin.

Morris stood. " Generd Kolstov. Welcome."
The Russian genera wasted no time on agreeting. "1 understand thereis a problem. A nuclear one.”

Since the President had informed the Kremlin of the source of the nuclear explosion that the Russians had
aso picked up, aliaison officer from the embassy representing al of the Confederation of Independent
States of the former Soviet Union& mdash;commonly referred to smply as the Cl S& mdash;had been
assigned to the Pentagon to monitor the Situation. It was part of the nuclear disarmament and control
treaty both countries had signed the previous year: any incident involving nuclear weaponswasto be
monitored by both the U.S. and the CIS to ensure that there was no confusion or misunderstandings that
might lead to unfortunate consequences.

Morriswasn't sure which he hated worse& mdash;having acivilian superior riding herd on him or the
presence of General Kolstov in the Pentagon War Room. Still, he had to admit it was agood idea. He
knew that if his people had picked up an unknown nuclear exploson in Antarcticathat the Russans sad
was an accident& mdash;especidly an accident that so far had very little logica explanation& mdash;hed
sure as shit want to have someone sitting in on their investigation of it. Morris wasn't sure hedd buy the
story of two bombs lost overboard and now suddenly reappearing at amysterious base. He wasn't sure
Generd Kolstov was going to buy it either.

Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

The SUSV duttered, pivoting to the right and not moving forward. Min grabbed the dashboard and
turned aquizzica look at hisdriver. "What iswrong?"



"l don't know, gir. It isnot responding.”

"Stop." Min zipped his coat up and then opened his door. He climbed down to the snow. The answer
gared him in the face. The track on the right Side was gone. Min peered back. It was thirty feet to the
rear, laid out in the snow like along, thick metal snake. One of the linchpins holding it together had
snapped in the bitter cold.

Kimjoined him. "What now, Sr?'
Min'sreply was short. "Wewalk."

Kim didn't question. He rapped on the door to the rear cargo compartment and yelled in hisinstructions.
Ho and Sun threw gear out. Lee came out of the driver's seat and joined them around the ded. They
unhooked the tow rope and rigged it to be pulled by men.

Kim used hislast satchel onthe SUSV. The party moved out to the north, al men straining in the harness.
Twenty minutes out a sharp crack from behind told of the destruction of the vehicle.

* % %

Vaughn's anger had started, low in his gut, from the minute held watched Smithers get shot. Held been on
the other side of the kind of ruthlessness the K oreans were displaying, but it had been for a better cause
then. Or at least he'd thought it had been a better cause.

He was channdling his anger into hislegs, pumping them as the miles passed beneath them. He was more
than willing to go on without rest, but he knew that wasn't smart. His plan wasto hdt the party every fifty
minutes for ten minutes of rest. Every other hour he would bresk out his small stove and cook up
something hot& mdash;soup or coffee. Initidly they would go dower that way, but in the long run they
would cover more miles. Years of bitter experience in Specia Forces with the mercilessweight of a
rucksack on his back had taught him that. It wasthe long haul that was important here,

They'd continued to follow the trace of tracksin the snow: two treads and adeep impression in the
middle. Occasiondly thetrail would disappear as blown snow obscured theice, but it was easy to pick
up again. The Koreans were heading due north as quickly asthe terrain would alow. Vaughn didn't allow
himsdlf to dwell on the fact that they were probably moving two to three times faster than he was.

* * %

"Doesthe sun shine dl thetime?' Kim asked as the five men huddled together next to the large ded,
trying to share some warmth during the short break Min gave them every so often.

Min looked up. The storm had lessened two hours ago, and visibility had increased to amost amile. "We
will have no night." Min's best estimate was that they were less than five milesfrom the coast. The only
map he had was one he'd torn out of aworld atlas stolen from a schoolroom prior to their departure from
Indonesia. It wastotdly usdessfor navigating. He was offsetting his compass based on where the map
said magnetic south was, but wasn't totally confident that he was taking the quickest possible route.

Hismain god wasto head north& mdash;as best he could tell& mdash;and also stay on the lowest
possible ground, skirting around mountains. Despite the bomb's weight, the ded pulled easily behind the
five men& mdash;aslong asthey were on level ground. They'd just spent the past forty-five minutes



traversing back and forth, getting the ded up and over alarge foothill& mdash;making only two hundred
horizonta metersin the process.

Min directed them to the left, dong the edge of amassive wall of ice that shot up into the sky, wherethe
polar ice cap had ruptured itself against rock. He hoped they could continue bypassing such formations
and make it to the coast. They'd dready lost quite abit of time hauling the ded.

"Let'smove," he ordered.

The five men staggered to their feet and placed themsdvesin harness.
Airspace, Pacific Ocean

"I'm awfully thirsty down here, big brother.”
"Roger. I've got what you need.”

The KC-10 stratotanker dwarfed the MC-130 Combat Tdon asit jockeyed into position, closing in,
lessthan forty feet above and to the front of the smaller aircraft. In the rear of the tanker, seated in aglass
bubble, the boom operator toyed with his controls, directing the drogue boom toward the refuel probe
on the nose of the Combat Taon. Asthe cup fit, he flicked a button on hisyoke, locking the sedl.

"Werein," hesad into hismike, verbaly confirming what the pilot 120 feet in front in the cockpit could
dready see on hiscontrol pand. "Pumping.”

The two planeswere a 25,000 feet, cruising at 350 miles per hour, yet maintaining their relative
relationship with lessthan atwo-foot variance at any moment. Jet fud surged through the hose, filling up
the dmost dry tanks of the Combat Talon. The umbilical cord stayed in place for two minutes.

"I'm full down here, big brother."

"Roger. That'll be fourteen ninety-five." The drogue separated, and the KC-10 started gaining dtitude,
pulling away.

"Roger. Do you take checks?'

The stratotanker banked hard right, turning back toward home. ™Y our credit is good. Good luck and
good hunting."

Surprised, the pilotsin the cockpit of the MC-130 looked at each other. "Good hunting” wasthe
traditiond Air Force war cry for fighter pilots, not transport aircraft. But they redlized the pilot of the

K C-10 knew the same thing they did: their wegpons were the men in the back haf of the cargo hold. The
130 pilot keyed hismike. "I'll passthat on. Out."

Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

Vaughn worked the bolt of the M-1, checking that it hadn't frozen. He pushed down on the top bullet,
making sure the spring was il functioning correctly. Looking up, he noticed Ta watching him, her eyes
framed by the frosted edge of her hood.

"Do you think well catch them?' she asked. He could see that she was shivering. That was



bad& mdash;he needed to balance the rests with the loss of heet better. It was hard for him to factor in
the others needs with his desire to catch the Koreans. Logan and Burke were wrapped together in a
deegping bag, trying to conserve their warmth.

"Not unlesswe get lucky."
"Then why do you want to go after them?' The words puffed out.

Vaughn laid therifle across hisknees. His face hurt from the cold, and the skin on his cheek fet like
crinkled paper as he spoke. "Severa reasons. | didn't see much sense in doing anything before& mdash;|
figured wed get out diveif wedid nothing, and | also figured these guyswould get caught. | waswrong
on both counts: were lucky to be aive, and these people are getting away. That's two mistakes, and |
don't want to go for number three.”

"But what can we do if we catch them?"

"I'll figure that out when we get there," VVaughn replied, which quite frankly wasthetruth. "We haveto
catch them first." He got to hisfeet. "All right. Let'smove out.”

"WEe're never going to catch them," Logan said, peering out from hisbag. "1 say we stay
dill& mdash;we're losng too much energy waking."

Vaughn held back hisanger. "Ligten. If you want to, you can head back to the Citadel and camp out in
the reactor room. Or you can head for the Russian base. Or you can stay here. | don't care. You do
whatever you want to." He stood. "Timeto move out.” Tai stood and started putting her gear in her
backpack. Burke did out of the deeping bag.

Surprisingly, it was Burke who talked to Logan. "We can't split up now. It would be too dangerous.
Comeon, Logan, let'sgo."

"We should have gone after them at the base like | wanted to,” Logan complained. "Well never catch
them here. We need a bresk. We've been moving for over eight hours now."

Vaughn started walking along the track, and Tai moved with him. After twenty meters helooked over his
shoulder. Burke wastaking to Logan, his head bent close next to him. VVaughn went another twenty
meters and looked again. They were following.

Airspace, South Pacific Ocean

Magor Bellamy listened through the headset as the pilot updated him on the Situation. " The weather over
thetarget is il too rough for you al to jump in. We're going to head to McMurdo Station and let you al
jump there& mdash;the winds are much lower. Weve received word that there will be a platform there
that you will load onto, and that will take you out to the target.”

"What kind of platform?' Bellamy asked.

"Unknown. That'sdl I've got."

"Rogar”



Bellamy put the headset down. They'd received the news about the nuclear explosion severa hours ago,
and Bellamy hadn't been thrilled with the idea of jumping right in on top of that. Asfar as he knew, he
was supposed to just secure the site, but the information he was getting over the radio was confusing.
The biggest unanswered question was why had the bomb gone of f?

Antarctic

Walking along with her head bowed, eyesfollowing thetrail, Tai dmost tripped over thetread lying
there. Shelooked up and saw the circle of debrisfrom the tractor twenty meters ahead.

"What happened?' she asked. "Did they have an accident?’

"Lookslikethey threw atrack,” Vaughn answered. "They must have destroyed the tractor, and they're
on foot now, pulling the bomb."

"We might catch them, then,” Ta said, fedling asurge of adrendine.

"Yes" Vaughn didn't even bother to look at the others. He walked past the wreckage and found the
furrow on the other sde formed by the ded the bomb was on. He set out at an even quicker pace.

8th Army Headquarters, Seoul, South Korea

The staff was assembled for the daily 1000 briefing. The mood in the war room was deadly serious as
the speaker approached the podium. General Patterson sat in the first row, facing the front. The G-2 was
the lead briefer, as always, and today he had arapt audience.

"Sir, unlessthereisadragtic change in data trends, we are currently less than two hours from going to
levd threethreat. Our intelligence indicates the entire K orean Peoples Army ismobilizing. Therearedso
unconfirmed reportsthat first and second stage reserves are being given their mobilization orders. The
South Korean 4th Infantry Divison has destroyed one infiltration tunnel in their sector of the DMZ north
of Kumsong when the exit was opened.” The G-2's pointer dapped the map. "No report on ROK or
PKA losses™

Petterson ran a hand through histhinning gray hair. Since taking command of the 8th Army ayear ago,
hed known he wasin the most volatile military theeter in the world that wasn't yet hot. The two countries
were till technically at war, over fifty years after most people thought the Korean War had ended. In
those fifty-odd years, thousands of people& mdash;K orean and American& mdash;had died in what the
politicians liked to term "incidents." But what was brewing now was no incident.

The accord that the two countries had signed in '92, promising better relations, had barely been worth the
paper it was printed on. Aslong as Kim Il Sung ruled, there would be no united Korea other than under
their rule.

"No indication of any drawback?' the G-3 asked.

"No, gr."

Patterson wasn't willing to wait two hours. Most of his combat troops were based less than an hour's
flight time from the border, vulnerableto aquick air strike. While the carefully mapped intelligence plan

for North Korean mobilization and preparation for war was accurate, Patterson aso knew that there had
been avery good intelligence planin 1941 in Hawaii too. It hadn't worked too well.



Patterson had authority to go to level three. Two required presidential approva. He had been herelong
enough to know one thing. The North Koreans were determined to go through with this, especialy if Kim
Il Sung was dying.

"All U.S. forceswill gotoleve three. I will inform my South Korean counterpart and the Pentagon.”
Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

"Hold on!" Min yelled as hefdt the rope give way through hisgloves. Lieutenant Kim and Corpora
Lee& mdash;at thetall end of the ded& mdash;wedged their bodies behind it to keep it from diding back
down the hundred-foot incline they had just laborioudy negotiated.

"Pull,” Min exhorted Sun and Ho, and they tried to get a better grip on theicy ropein the front. Ho
dipped, and that did it& mdash;the rope burned out of Min's grip, its entire weight bearing down on the
two men on the rear. Lee screamed as the eight hundred pounds of weight snapped the leg he'd wedged
up againgt thelip of the ded. Kim threw himself out of the way, and the ded ran over Leestwisted leg
and rocketed to the bottom of the incline before findly turning over.

Min did hisway down the hill to Lee. He didn't need to probe for the injury in Leg's thigh& mdash;white
bone had pierced through the many layers of clothes and was exposed to the brutal cold.

Kim joined him, and they looked at each other over theinjury. Lee's face was twisted as he forced
himsdlf not to scream again.

"We can pull him ontheded," Kim weekly suggested.

Minwas angry at hisexecutive officer for even saying that. With five men they had barely been ableto
keep pulling the ded. Now they were down to four.

Min dowly stood and took a deep bresth.
"l will teke care of it, Sir," Kim said, obvioudy redlizing the foolishness of his earlier comment.

"No." Min put his mittened hand on Kim's shoulder. "I am the leader. It ismy responsibility.” He looked
down. "Do you wish for sometime?'

Lee shook his head and closed hiseyes. Min pulled his AK-47 up from where it hung across his back
and dipped hisindex finger into the trigger finger in hismitten. Hefired twice, both in the head, then
turned and walked away. Behind him, Kim pulled two thermite grenades off his harness. He grabbed
Lee'swespon, then placed one grenade on top of where Lee's face had been prior to the shots and one
on hischest. He pulled both pins and followed his commander.

They went to the bottom of the hill. The puff and glow from the thermite grenadesflickered on theincline
above them asthey struggled to right the ded. The fire had long burned out by the time they
accomplished that and tarted the ded back up the hill, using longer traverses thistime to prevent a
repeet of the accident.

South Pacific Ocean

Theflight deck of the Kitty Hawk was packed with rows of aircraft. F-14 Tomcats, E-2 Hawkeyes,



S-3A Vikings, and F-18 Hornets competed for valuable parking space. On the port side of that
crowded deck, the devator from thefirst level hangar lifted into place smoothly, bringing up the only
arcraft the carrier had just one of .

The most unusud thing immediately noticeable about the aircraft asit reached deck level wasthat thetwo
engines a the end of each wing were pointing straight up, with massve propellers horizonta to the gray
sted deck. The aircraft remained on the elevator asit cameto ahat. Sowly, the two blades began
turning in opposite directions.

After aminute of run-up, the aircraft shuddered and the whedls separated from the deck. Sliding dightly
left, the aircraft gained dtitude as the swiftly moving ship passed beneath. At sufficient height, the
propellers dowly began switching orientation, moving from horizontd to verticd asthe entire engine
rotated and the airframe switched from helicopter mode to arplane. When the engine nacelles on the
wingtips locked in place facing forward, the CV-22 Osprey caught up with the Kitty Hawk and passed
it, racing ahead for Antarctica, 1,900 miles away.

Thetilt rotor operation of the Osprey made it the most vauable and unique transport aircraft ever built.
Congressional budget cuts and interservice squabbling had killed the program back in 1990, but this
particular aircraft was one of eight that had been produced by Bell-Boeing during the origina prototype
construction. The eight had been deployed to the various carrier groups, flown by Marine Corps pilots,
to dlow maximum flexibility of use. That innovative deployment ideafor an origind plane was now paying
dividends.

Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

Ta sensed something different and halted. She peered ahead, trying to figure out what it was that had
aerted her when sheredized that it was the lack of something, rather than the presence, that had caught
her atention. She turned around and |ooked back& mdash;Burke and Logan were almost a hundred
meters behind them and moving very dowly. She had no ideahow long she and Vaughn had been pulling
away from them. It had been the lack of the sound of their shuffling feet on theice that she had findly
missed in her sngle-minded efforts to keep up with VVaughn.

"Holdit," she cdled out to Vaughn.

Heturned. "What?'

Tal pointed, and together they retraced their tracks.

"What'sthe matter?' Tai asked Burke when they came up to them.

He pointed at Logan, who was shivering uncontrollably. "He says he can't fed hisfeet."

"Sit down," Vaughn ordered Logan.

Vaughn shrugged off his backpack and knelt down next to him. Logan's skin was white, and he was not
fully aware of hisenvironment. Hislips were pale blue and he was shivering uncontrollably: the early
symptoms of hypothermia. If dlowed to progress much further, Logan would go into true hypothermia,
and Vaughn knew he couldn't do anything then& mdash;not in this environment.

"Get inyour deeping bag," Vaughn ordered Burke. " Zip your bag with hisand try to get him warmed up.”



Logan looked right through him. He started walking off, back in the direction they had come from.
Vaughn stood and caught up with him. "Whét are you doing?'

"I'm going to get help," was the barely coherent reply.

Vaughn grabbed his arm and dragged him back. He took Logan's backpack off and pulled out the
deeping bag. "Get inthis. Y ou're not in any shapeto go looking for help.”

He quickly dug through Logan's backpack and pulled out his bag and deeping pad. He laid them out,
unzipped the bag aswell as Burke's, and helped them into it. Then he pulled out his portable stove as Tai
crawled into her own bag to keep warm. He pumped it up, squeezed starter gel around the nozzle and lit
it. After getting it running smoothly, he pulled his canteen from the vest pocket of his parka and poured
water into his canteen cup.

Vaughn made a cup of instant soup and split it between Logan and Burke. He forced it down Logan's
throat, getting the warm liquid to his somach. The early stages of hypothermia consisted of circulation to
the hands and feet being reduced as the body tried to maintain temperature in the vital organs. Vaughn
knew that no matter how well insulated those extremities now were, they would not keep warm unless
the central core of the body was warmed. He also knew that it wasn't the cold that had precipitated this,
but lack of fluid intake.

It was now agrim equation& mdash;they had to raise Logan's heat production higher than his heat loss
using body warmth. "Keep himwarm," Vaughn ordered Burke. The large black man nodded from within
the deeping bags. Vaughn himsdf could fed the cold gnawing through hisjoints, so he placed hisbag
next to Tai'sand crawled in. They had to give up an hour or two of traveling to ensure that they could

keep going.
"What are you doing?' Ta mumbled as Vaughn pressed up againg her.

Hedidn't say anything, wrapping his body around hers, and with great difficulty he managed to get the
two bags zipped together. He could fedl her drawing off hiswarmth like a heat vampire.

"Y ou need to stay awake for alittlewhile," he exhorted her. "At least until we get your blood circulating
properly. Y ou're not too far away from going hypothermic yourself. Then you canrest.”

"Too tired," she mumbled.

Vaughn considered the Situation. They needed to get their core body temperatures stable before they
could move again. Despite the time pressure of wanting to catch up to the North Koreans, he accepted
the redlity that they had to stop for awhile.

Vaughn forced himsdlf to spoon around Tai and wait. After haf an hour he knew she was over the worst
of it, and he felt the desire to get moving again. They needed to leave Burke and L ogan behind and move
ahead on their own. Vaughn could fed thetime clock going. How far ahead were the K oreans?

But taking over from dl that resolve was his exhaustion. He knew that he himsdlf wasn't too far away
from going hypothermic. His hands were dready flirting with frostbite. Aw fuck it, he decided, even while
another part of hismind screamed no& mdash;an hour or two of rest would be worth it if he could move
faster. He hugged Tai closer, closed his eyes and felt her head nestle againgt his shoulder.



Pentagon

Secretary of Defense Torretadid not appear to be pleased to be Sitting in the Situation room at ten at
night after anonstop flight back from the West Coast. General Morris ran ahand adong the stubble of his
beard asthe Secretary gestured for him to continue with his Situation update.

"The Combat Taon isthree hours out from McMurdo Base. The Osprey has just taken off from the
Kitty Hawk. It will arrive at McMurdo in five hours. The Special Forces soldierswill cross-load to the
Osprey and fly out to the target site.”

"We till have no imagery of what happened there?' Torretainquired.

"No, sr. The weather is clearing, but the Steitsalf istill cloud covered. We only have aviewing
opportunity by satellite every three hours as it passes over.”

Torretaglanced at the notes his aide had prepared for him. "What's the problem in Korea?”'

Morrisfrowned at the change in subject. "Intelligence has picked up enough North Korean activity to
judtify going to alevd threedert.”

"Yes, yes, | know that." Torretareplied testily. "But what's this message about the Kitty Hawk Carrier
Group from the 8th Army commander?"

Morris hated airing conflictsin front of civilians. "Generd Patterson wants the group to move northin
order to bein better position to support him if something occursin the peninsula.”

"Does the man understand we have anuclear problem?' Torreta demanded.
"No, sr. That information is under a need-to-know basis."

"Well, | don't want to see any more messages like this. One problem at atime. The President is not
happy. He's aready had to talk to the CIS president about this incident, and that has proved to be
somewhat embarrassing as he doesn't have dl the answers himself. | want this mess secured and cleaned
up. Do | make mysdf clear?"

"Yes, ar." Morrishad long ago learned not to argue with his civilian superiors, but he disagreed with the
present prioritizing of events. This Korean thing was much more significant than Torretawas giving it
credit. Since the war in Iraq he felt people were getting much too focused on the wrong things and
complacent about the potentia for war in other locations. Korea had been hot for over fifty years, and
sooner or later the smmering would bresk out into flames.

Morris looked over his shoulder at the e ectronic wall map that represented significant
military& mdash;U.S. and foreign& mdash;depl oyments throughout the world. He had afedling he was
missng something very important.

I ce Pack, 20 Miles Off the Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

Thefreighter picked itsway through theice, barely crawling at three knots. Every so often it had to back
itsway out of adead end and try to dip left or right. The captain was in constant communication with his
shivering lookout eighty feet above the bridge in the crow's nest, trying to find aroute through the piles of
ice. Occasiondly, the captain would use the reinforced bow of the ship to smash through thinner ice, but



large chunks, some hundreds of metersin width, were more than amatch for his sted ship. Those had to
be bypassed.

The horizon far ahead was a mass of clouds, but the captain knew that if the clouds lifted, he would soon
be able to see the shore. So far hisradio operator had not heard a single transmission on the designated
frequency. The captain hoped that the people he was to pick up were ready for him because he did not
want to St in theice pack waiting for them. Ships had been crushed astheice froze around them. He
wanted to move in and out as quickly as possble and get this mission over with.

Ford Mountain Range, Antarctica

Vaughn opened his eyes and tried to orient himsdlf. He felt strangely warm, which was avery nicefeding.
He twitched hisfingers and was surprised to find them wrapped around abody. Then it al came back to
him& mdash;stopping, climbing in the bag with Tal to warm her up, talking. He must have dozed off. The
thought of giving up the warmth of the bag was extremely discouraging.

Vaughn unzipped the bag and crawled out. His movements woke Tai, who blearily opened her eyes.
"What'sup?'

"Get your boots on before they freeze up,” hetold her. "They're in the waterproof bag near your
stomach. We need to get moving."

He peered up& mdash;the sky was clearing. The sun hadn't broken through yet, but the clouds were
much higher, and he could see farther along the ice than at any period since the ssorm had started. The
wind had also died down. Vaughn checked hiswatch. They'd been out for amost two hours. He wasn't
happy about losing that time, but he'd had no choice.

He glanced over to the other deeping bag lying there on theice. There was no movement from Logan or
Burke.

"Wake up!" he called out as he sarted packing his stuff up.

"Oh my God!" Burke cried out as he scrambled out of the bag.

Vaughn rushed over. Logan wasn't moving. His eyeswere staring at him wide-open, and it took VVaughn
asecond before he redlized they were totally unfocused and glassy. The pupilsin the center were black
orbslooking into the depths of wherever Logan had alowed himsdf to be dragged.

Vaughn looked up with agrim face. "He's dead.”

Burke was shaking, but not from the cold. ™Y ou mean he died thereright next to me?"

Vaughn zipped up the deeping bag, closing it over Logan'sface. "Yes," hereplied, and looked at the
inert deeping bag. There was only one way they could atonefor this. "Let'sgo.”

Burke looked at him with wide eyes. "We're just going to leave him here?!

Vaughn finished stuffing his deeping bag into his backpack. " There's nothing € se we can do. We can't
haul the body."



* * %

Theincreasing vighility made Min pessmistic about making it to the coadt, asit reveded amassveridge
lying directly acrosstheir path. There was no way around it. Theice rose in moderately steep waves, up
over athousand feet for the next three kilometers.

He had given his men a one-hour break earlier, but it had donelittle to restore the energy they were
burning pulling the ded and fighting off the cold. He could sense hismen looking a him and theridge,
their eyes shifting from one to the other. Not aword was said.

Min leaned forward, the rope around hiswaist pulling tight, and the other men joined and began to
traverseto theright, angling their way uphill.

Airspace, McMurdo Station

The MC-130 Combat Taon leveled out over the Ross [ce Shelf, boring straight in for Mount Erebus,
twenty milesaway. Intherear, Mgor Bellamy checked the rigging of the atic lines for the two bundles,
one hooked to each cable. The bundles were tied down on the back ramp, and Bellamy's men were
standing now, parachutes on their back, just short of the edge of the ramp.

They dl felt the plane dow down, and the loadmaster looked at Bellamy. " Three minutes out.”

A gap appeared up in the top part of the rear of the aircraft, and freezing air swirled in. The back ramp
leveled off, while the top part ascended up into thetail, leaving alarge open space. Bellamy stared out.
The view was spectacular, with the entire Ross I ce Shelf laid out below to the east.

"Oneminute!" the loadmaster yelled through the scarf wrapped about hisface, trying to be heard above
theroar of enginesand air.

"Oneminute,” Bellamy relayed to hismen, al hooked up to the left cable. He edged out, right behind the
bundle. The red light glowed up in the darkness of the upper tail structure.

"Stand by!" the loadmaster yelled as he leaned over one of the bundles with aknife in hishand as another
Air Force man did the same on the other Side.

The light flashed green, and the |loadmaster severed the nylon band holding the bundle down. It
immediately was sucked out the rear of the plane. The other bundle went out at almost the sametime.
Belamy waddled out after it, hands over hisreserve, chin tucked into his chest.

Hefdt like he was passing straight through the static line and deployment bag of the bundle as he stepped
off the edge of the ramp. Three seconds of freefal were followed by the snap of the chute deploying.

Bdlamy guided himsdlf by the two bright red parachutes of the bundles as he descended. Astheice
rushed up, he stared straight out at the horizon and bent his knees. With agrunt he hit theice.

Gathering in his chute, Bellamy watched asthe rest of hismen hit in along line of white parachutes dong
thetrack of the aircraft. He could aso see alarge snow tractor rumbling toward him, pulling aded. The
tractor pulled up, and two men hopped off, one wearing an Air Force parka and the other in civilian
garb, sporting alarge beard.

The military man introduced himsdif first. "I'm Lieutenant Colonel Larkin, and thisis Dr. O'Shaugnesy,



McMurdo Station leader. We& mdash;”

"What isyour purpose here?' O'Shaugnesy interrupted.

Belamy blinked and looked at the civilian, then a Colond Larkin. "Didn't you brief him?"
Larkin wearily nodded. "1 briefed him."

"If you expect meto believe you and your men are conducting rescue practice, then you must take me for
afool," O'Shaugnesy snorted. "Do you have any wegpons with you?'

Belamy spread hisempty handswide. "Of course not." Asshole, he thought. O'Shaugnesy and the entire
scientific community at McMurdo were dmost totally dependent on support from the U.S. military, yet
they acted asif they owned the place. Bellamy had not been thrilled about putting al hisweaponsin the
bundles, but had followed his orders. One of these days public relations was going to destroy amission.

Larkin interposed himsdlf between the two. ™Y our other aircraft isen route, Mgor. It should arrivein
about four hours. In the meanwhile, well put you up in the airgtrip control tower." He turned to
O'Shaugnesy. "Doctor, | did you acourtesy by obliging your request and bringing you out here. | ask that
you not harass Mg or Bellamy and his men. They will be out of your station as soon as possible.”

Under the distrusting eye of O'Shaugnesy, Bellamy's team gathered together and |oaded the two bundles
on the ded. The men jumped on board, and then they al moved out for the main base, three miles away.

| ce Pack, 8 Miles off the Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

"Thisisasfar aswe can go," the captain informed Fatima. The bow of the freighter was securely wedged
inice, and less than a hundred metersto the front alarge block of ice that had broken off aglacier last
season and dowly made itsway out into the ocean blocked the way.

The captain knew he could probably do some more maneuvering& mdash;trying to find the thin
ice& mdash;but he also had to be able to get back out, and he felt he was asfar in as he could go and till
be able turn around.

Fatima stood next to him, peering out the glass of the bridge at the mountains that now loomed in the near
distance. They looked less than amile away, but the captain knew they were farther& mdash;he just
didn't tell Fatimathat. A large glacier, probably the same one that had spawned the block just in front of
them, split the mountainsto the right front.

"All right. Wewait." Fatimaturned and went back to his cabin.
Far South Pacific Ocean

With the assistance of the hydraulic catapult, the E-2 Hawkeye roared off the deck of the Kitty Hawk
and dipped down below deck level, then rapidly gained atitude asit headed southeast. Upon reaching
10,000 feet dtitude, the twenty-four-foot diameter radome that sat on the top of the fuselage began
turning, a arate of six revolutions per minute. Insde the fuselage, the three controllerswatched their
screens as an areathree hundred miles out in al directions from the aircraft was displayed before them.
In three hours the Citadel would bein range.

Vicinity Ruppert Coast, Antarctica



They were three-quarters of the way up the ridge when Min findly called a halt. It was only another
kilometer straight-line distance to the top, but the wide traverses would more than triple that distance.

"Redt," Min ordered. "I will be back shortly." He had to know whether they were at the coast or not. He
could tell that dedication to duty only went so far. Hismen were a the limits of their capabilities. They
needed some positive news.

Leaving histhree men huddled together next to the ded, Min untied the rope from hiswaist and headed
draight up theridge, ignoring the screaming pain of exhaustion in histhighs. His breeth crackled in the
brittle air as he made hisway to the top.

As he climbed, his thoughts turned to home, a place he had afeding he would never see again. Even if
they made it to the freighter& mdash;if the ship was there& mdash;and the ship madeit to
Hawaii& hellip;and they managed to infiltrate with the bomb& hellip;and& mdash;

Min stopped that train of thought. He thought of his mother and regretted never having married so his
mother would have a daughter-in-law to take care of her in her old age. Asan only son, his dedication to
country had taken him away from hisfamily, leaving his parents done.

The top was not much farther. Min dipped and fell, amost tumbling back down the way he had come,
but he dug the meta folding stock of his AK-47 into theice and stopped himsdlf. Getting to hisfeet, he
covered the remaining distance.

Cresting the ridge, he stopped and stared, his heart lifting. The ocean& mdash;at least he assumed it was
the ocean under al that ice& mdash;was less than four kilometers away. Sweeping in from hisleft and
descending to the ocean was alarge glacier.

Min stared for along time, then his eyesfocused in on ablack speck just to the side of alarge iceberg.
The ship! It wasfar out on theice sheet but within sight. He turned and headed back down the dope.

Vicinity Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

"Look!" Vaughn exclaimed.

Ta squinted and peered through red-rimmed eyes. She had no ideawhat he was pointing at. In fact, she
hed afedling she wasin adream& mdash;avery bad one at that. She wished she could dream of warmth
and comfort and lying in front of afireplace with& mdash;

"There." Vaughn grabbed her and pointed again. "Near the top of theridge of ice."

Ta seemed to remember lying safe and warm in apair of strong arms. Wasthat a dream too? Or had
that been redlity and this adream? Which waswhich? Then she saw it too. Tiny black figures againgt the
white background, just below the top. An oblong shape on theiceto their left rear. Redlity came flooding
back.

"Isit them?'

"Yes" Vaughn'svoice held an edge she had never heard before.

"How far away do you think they are?’



"It'shard to tell. Maybe four, five miles."
It had seemed closer than that to Tai. Four or five miles sounded like forever. "Can we catch them?"

"It depends on how far away the coast is," Vaughn replied. "They've got the high ground on us." Instead
of immediately running off toward the K oreans like she expected him to, he turned and looked &t her.
"Areyoudl right?'

"I'mtired and I'm cold. But | can makeit." Ta was surprised as soon as she said it, but it wastrue.

Vaughn's face was wind-burned, and the stubble of atwo-day beard competed with the raw flesh for
surface area. When he smiled at her, the lines around his eyes and cheeks cut deep divots. He glanced at
Burke, who nodded his assent. "All right. Let'sgo.”

They moved out, and the K oreans disappeared from sight as the two approached asmall iceridge.
Vaughn was leading the way up when he caught sight of something black off to the right. He headed in
that direction.

"What's that in the snow?" Tal asked as she a so spotted the unnatural object.

"Wait here," Vaughn told her. He walked forward and stared down for afew brief seconds until he
recognized what he was looking at, then quickly turned and bumped into Tai, with Burke standing next to
her.

"| told you to wait back there."

"I'm not a child that you can tell what to do and what not to do." Tai looked over his shoulder. "What is
thet?"

"One of the Koreans. Or what's | eft of one of them,” he replied.

Now she could recognize the pieces of white as bone and the charred flesh. Thankfully, there was no
amel. "What could have done that to him?"

"I don't know how he died, but someone put a couple of thermal grenades on the body so it couldn't be
identified." Vaughn tapped her on the shoulder. "L et's keep going. This meansthey'll be moving even
dower."

* * %

Min collapsed. Getting to the top of thisridge, pulling the ded, was the hardest thing he had ever donein
hislife. Hisentire body reverberated with pain overlaid with exhaugtion. He lay there panting, feding the
swest freeze on his skin. He knew he needed to do something, but he couldn't. Not now. He wanted to
be home again, lying on thetiled floor of his parents house, feding the heat rising through the floor from
the burning cod he had to load every evening, hearing his mother in the kitchen pounding cabbage,
preparing kimchee,

Min roused himself. "Theradio,”" he called out. Ho pulled a package off the ded and handed it to him.
With fumbling fingersinside his mittens, Min unwrapped the radio. He hoped it worked. They had



wrapped it in metd foil to protect it from the EMP blast of the bomb, but he had little faith in the
recommendations of scientists.

He threw the antenna out on theice. Taking his mittens off, Min swiftly diaed in the correct frequency
and turned the radio on. By the time he put his gloves back on, he had lost thefeding indl hisfingers. A
distant part of hismind told him that was bad, very bad.

Using both hands, he pushed the Send on the handset with apam. "Tiger, thisisWolf. Over."

As each second of silenceticked by, Min's heart fell.

"Tiger, thisisWalf. Over."

"Wolf, thisis Tiger. Over."

Minfdtawaveof rdief. "ThisisWoalf. We arewithin Sght. Over."

"Roger." Therewasabrief break of squelch asif the other station went off the air. Then the voice came
back. "Do you have the package? Over."

"Yes Over."

"Roger. Wewill wait for you. Out.”
Airspace, Ross Sea, Antarctica

"What language does that sound like?' the Signa Intelligence operator aboard the E-2 Hawkeye asked
the other four men on board as he played back the message he had just intercepted.

He received negative repliesfrom all, athough the pilot suggested it was Asan. "Whered you pick it up
from?'

"Low power, high frequency radio coming from the southeast.”
"Airborne platform?' the pilot asked.
"Negative. | don't think so& mdash;the signa wasfixed," the SIGINT operator replied.

"I've got zip on the scope,” the radar operator replied. "We're the only thing in the air other than the blip
down near McMurdo."

"Relay it back to the ship, maybe they can figureit out,” the pilot ordered.
"Roger.”
McMurdo Station, Antarctica

The Osprey dowed asits engines switched from horizonta to vertica. Mgor Bellamy watched asthe
arcraft dowly settled down in awhirlwind of snow.

"Let'sgo," heydled as hismen followed him, hauling their two as-yet unopened bundles with them. They



crowded into the cargo bay asthe crew chief ran out and coordinated the refueling. Hoses were run from
the fud bligters, and JP-4 fue was pumped in as Bellamy's men settled in. Bellamy went forward into the
cockpit.

The pilot looked over his shoulder as Bellamy poked hishead in. "Captain Jones." He nodded at the
copilot. "As soon aswere topped off well belifting."

"Have you heard anything about the target site?' Bellamy asked.

The pilot shook his head. "Nothing. Weve got aHawkeyein theair, and it should be in radar range of
the Ste soon. I'm not sureif that will give us anything, but at least well know if werethe only onesin the

Belamy frowned. HE'd expected something more.
"Werefull," the pilot announced.

Bedlamy made hisway back to the rear. His men had opened the bundles and were passing out the
weapons, each man receiving his according to his specidty and taents: slenced MP-5SD submachine
guns, PM sniper rifles, SPAS 12 shotguns, M 249 Squad Automatic Weapons (SAW), LAW 80 rocket
launchers, and sidearms. If there was anybody |eft dive at the target Site and they were antagonidtic,
Bdlamy's men were ready.

Airspace, Ross Sea, Antarctica

The radar operator stared at his screen. " Shit, there's fill nothing out here," he muttered to the man on his
left. HEd never seen such ablank screen. Not asingle aircraft in a Sx-hundred-mile radius, the Osprey
having disappeared asit landed a McMurdo.

Heflipped aswitch and the radar went from air to surface. Thiswas adifferent story. He stared at the
screen, trying to make sense out of the jumbled mess. The surface bounce-back was very confusing,
even where the sea should be. He was used to aflat reflection where ships stood out in stark relief to the
ocean. Here, ice formations broke that image up into aconfusing disarray.

The nava officer dowly started sorting the screen out, trying to seeif there was anything identifiable. He
fiddled with his controls, adjusting and tuning, like akid playing acomputer game.

"Hey, I've got something here," hetold the SIGINT operator. Keying his mike, he relayed hisreport
back to the Kitty Hawk. "Big Booat, thisis Eye One. We have a surface target, bearing 093 degreestrue.
Distance, 273 miles. Speed zero. Over."

CHAPTER 15

Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

Min had been tempted to pile his survivors on board the ded and ride the glacier down, but wisdom had
prevailed, and they lashed themsealves as a human brake to the rear of the ded, keeping the bomb from
getting away from them only with great difficulty.


ch_15

They'd gotten off the glacier less than ten minutes ago, and now they were on top of the ocean, making
their way acrosstheice. In most placesit was so thick they couldn't tell the difference between it and the
polar cap they'd been on, but in other placestheice thinned out and, with the snow scraped off by the
wind, the ocean could be seen below. It was these areas that Min had his men skirt around. He estimated
another four to Sx hours until they arrived at the freighter, which was now hidden by the surfaceice.

Pentagon, Alexandria, Virginia

Genera Morrislistened to the intercepted message as he tried to shake the cobwebs of deep out of his
brain. "That language sounds familiar,” he remarked as the short exchange played out.

"It's Han Gul& mdash;Korean,” Hodgesinformed him.

Morrisfelt achill hand caress his spine. "Where did the Hawkeye say this originated from?"

Hodges tapped the map. "Here dong the coast due north of the Citadd. It was someone on the shore
communicating with aship the Hawkeye has located asfixed in theice pack right here, eight miles off the
"Do you have atrandation of the message?' Morris asked.

"Yes, 9r." Hodges pressed a button on atape player, and an unemotiona voice spoke in English:
Station One: "Tiger, thisisWoalf. Over."

Station One: "Tiger, thisisWoalf. Over."

Station Two: "Walf, thisis Tiger. Over.”

Station One: "ThisisWolf. We arewithin sght. Over."

Station Two: "Roger. Do you have the package? Over."

Station One: "Yes. Over."

Station Two: "Roger. Wewill wait for you. Out.”

"Oh, sweet Jesus," Morris muttered to himsalf. Then he spoke up: "Do you have an ID on the ship?"

"No, sr. The E-2 is over two hundred milesaway and at itsfuel limit range. They just have aradar
image. They're launching another E-2 right now to replace it and it will be ableto get in abit closer.”

Morristurned to the duty officer. "Get the SecDef and Generd Kolstov here ASAP."

Helooked at the situation map. The Kitty Hawk was ill 1,100 milesfrom the Citadel, over 1,000 from
the freighter. "What's the range on your attack aircraft from the carrier?' he asked the naval duty officer.
"More specificaly, do you have anything you can put on sation over that ship?'

Thenava officer didn't even have to consult hisnotes. "Not yet, Sir."



"When, then?'

"WEell be able to launch some Tomcatsin about three hours. They won't have much time on
dtation& mdash;less than twenty minutes& mdash;and they'll have to carry aminimum armament load.”

Morris stared a the situation map, the pieces falling in place even though he wasn't sure what they dl
meant. The North Koreans had one bomb and were still making for the ship. Once they madeit on
board, it was going to be avery ticklish Stuation. But it definitely fit in with the dertsthey were hearing
from the peninsula. Morriswondered what the North K oreans were going to do with one nuclear
weapon, but he knew there were avariety of answers, none of them good.

If not for the alert from Area 51, the whole thing might have been overlooked, even the explosion, asno
onewould haveinitidly thought of anuclear wegpon. The reaction here would have definitely been quite
abit dower. Damn, the sons of bitches dmost got away with it, he thought. They still might, he reminded
himsdlf.

"How about the Osprey with the Special Forces men?' he asked.

"Jugt lifted from McMurdo. A little [essthan three hours out.”

"Divert them directly to the coast.”

"Yes gar.”

Morrislooked up as Kolstov strode in. Heidly wondered how the Soviet general managed to look so
unruffled after being dragged out of his bunk down the halway. The uniform wasimmeaculate, and
Kolstov's bald head gleamed under the overhead lights.

"I understand you have something new?" His English was perfect dso.

"Yes" Morrisquickly filled him in on the data picked up by the Hawkeye and then played the trandation
tape. He concluded with hisbest estimate of the Situation. "I think this has something to do with the
mobilization intelligence we are picking up in North Korea."

Kolstov raised an eyebrow. "Y ou did not inform me of the Situation in Korea."

"I didn't think it was gpplicable.

Kolstov nodded. "Y es. Hmm. Well, | was aware of the situation there from my own sources.” Morris
knew he meant the coded radio messages that poured in and out of the CIS Embassy. He had no doubt
that the Russians kept a very close eye on the North Koreans.

"What are you going to do?' Kolstov asked.

"From the message, it gppears that the ship iswaiting for a party on foot that has one of the bombs.
We're going to haveto stop it.”

"What if the party makesit on board the ship before you can stop it?' Kolstov was looking over Morriss
shoulder at the situation board and could easily see that there were no U.S. forcesin theimmediate
vicinity of theship.



"Then we stop the ship,” Morris coldly replied.
"Ah, my American friend. Y ou have no right to stop that ship in international sees.”

Morris bristled. He knew they never should have alowed the goddamn Russansin on this. Thisguy was
going to give him bullshit arguments about freedom of navigation when anuclear wegpon wasinvolved.
"My jobisto get that bomb back."

Kolstov appeared not to have heard. "In fact, my friend, you are not even certain that the package
referred to in the message is your lost bomb. What if you attempt to board that ship and you are wrong?”'

Morrisbit hiswords off. "They've dready detonated one bomb. That provesthey are capable of doing it.
| have no doubt they will not stop at detonating the second. | will not alow that ship anywhere near a
potentia target. | am not sure how thisistied into what is presently happening in North Korearight now,
but | am sure thereisaconnection.

"We have the potentia herefor al-out war on the Korean peninsula, and | believe your government isin
agreement with mine that we don't want that. | am willing to take the chance that | am wrong to stop that
ship.”

"Ah," Kolstov said. "But what if your boarding that ship congtitutes an act of war in the eyes of the North
Koreans? What if they are drawing you into atrap?'

That hadn't occurred to Morris. This whole thing was so vague he wasn't sure which end was up.
"Maybe," he conceded. "But we're going to make sure."

Kolstov held up ahand, pam out. "My friend, perhapsin the interest of world peace, | might be ableto
help you with your little problem.”

Morriswould rather have crawled naked over broken glass for amile. But he forced asmile and said,
"What do you havein mind, my friend?"

Ruppert Coast, Antarctica
"How are you feding?' Vaughn asked asthey al collapsed to their knees on the crest of theridge.

"Tired," Tal replied.

"Ditto," Burke remarked.

"Areether of you sweeting?'

"No."

"No."

"Good. Drink haf your canteen. I'll melt some more water in aminute.” Vaughn pulled his own canteen

out of the flap pocket of his parka& mdash;the only placeit could be carried and not freeze& mdash;and
took adeep drink of the chilly water.



He peered down to the ocean, scanning in sections. "L ook& mdash;out there!™
The ship lay like ablack bug miles out in the ice pack.
"Where are the ones on foot? Have they reached it yet?' Tai asked.

"It doesn't appear to be moving, and | don't think they could makeit that far this quickly." Vaughn
brought his gaze in closer. After aminute he spotted them. "There. Seethat large square iceberg? To the
leftandin.”

"They're halfway out there." Tal sounded resigned. "WEell never catch them.”

Thewak up the ridge had just about wiped out Vaughn. A quarter of theway up, seeing Tal occasiondly
stumbling with exhaustion, held taken her pack and strapped it on top of hisown. For alittle while shed
donedl right, but he could tell shewasat the limit of her resources.

"You gtay here. I'll go after them done." Vaughn knew if he didn't catch them before they got on the ship,
the chasewasinvain.

Ta shook her head. "I'll go with you. If it's a choice between being tired and being cold, | choosetired.
Aslong as| keepmoving I'll bedl right.”

"I'm not staying here done," was Burke's only comment.

Vaughn was too numb to argue. He knew it was up to them to catch the Koreans or else they'd get
away. He took the stove out and got it started. He emptied his canteen in the metal cup and placed it on
top of the stove. Once the water was bailing, he scooped up ice and melted it, gradudly filling his, Tal,
and Burke's canteens as they rested.

"Areyou ready?' he asked as he put the stove away.
Ta stood. "Do you think we can catch them?”

In reply, Vaughn took two snap links and dipped them through small loops &t the end of his twelve-foot
length of rope. He reached under Tai's parka and hooked one end to her belt. He hooked the other to
Burke's and then himsdlf to the center.

"What'sthisfor?' Ta asked.

Vaughn pointed to the left, where the deceptively smooth surface of the glacier glistened aquarter mile
away. "Were going to make up sometime going down."

Ruppert Coast, Antarctica
any?l

Tai looked up at Vaughn and weakly nodded. Burke had a death grip around her and didn't say anything.
They were both wrapped in anylon poncho, lying on their back inside a deeping bag, heads cushioned
with their backpack. Vaughn's M-1 was on Tai's chest, her hands wrapped around it.



Vaughn began walking, the rope tightening around Tai's and Burkeswaists, pulling them adong on theice.
He accelerated to ajog, the dope hel ping increase their speed. Satisfied, he flopped down on his
stomach, his Gore-Tex parkaand pants diding on theice,

Linked together, the three tobogganed down the glacier, Vaughn trying to control speed and direction
with the point of hisentrenching tool. Tai had no doubt that they would be very black and blueif they
aurvived this asthey rattled over bumpsintheice.

They were three-quarters of the way down to the coast, Tai too numb to even fed anything anymore,
when Vaughn broke through theice into acrevasse. Hisyell gave Tai lessthan a second to react. She did
the only thing she could, holding the M-1 up across her body as her feet dammed againgt the far sde of
the break. She started diding down, the rope around her waist dragging her down, and desperately
jammed the muzzle of the wegpon into the ice. The poncho and deeping bag fell off and disappeared into
the depths. Tai cameto abrief halt and then felt atremendous jar as V aughn reached the end of her rope
and dangled below.

Suddenly there was no more weight on therope. Tal was till, not believing shewas dive. Her feet were
pressed up againgt the far sdeicewall, and therifle, dug into the near Side, kept her in a precarious
balance in the mouth of the crevasse. Carefully, she looked down below. The crevasse widened and
descended into a blue darkness as far as she could see. Vaughn was standing there, ten feet below on a
narrow ledge of ice, looking up with wide eyes.

"Vaughn!" she cried out.

"Yeah. Areyou dl right?' The voice echoed off thewalls.

"l can't move!" shereplied.

"Hold ill! I'm on asmal ledge down here. Let metry to climb up. Burke?'

The reply from above echoed down. "Y eah?"

"Areyou stable?' Vaughn asked.

"I got my feet dugin. | can hold, but I don't think | can get enough traction to pull the two of you up.”

"All right, just hold on, then,” Vaughn said.

Ta wasn't about to go anywhere. She could hear Vaughn working with his entrenching tool below her.
The minutes passed, and shefelt her feet shift on theice, her heart going to her throat. How far would she
fal if she dipped? she wondered. Would thefal kill her or would she lie down there broken but dive, the
cold taking the fina toll onthe way to anicy grave, preserved forever here?

"Hang tough." She heard VVaughn'slabored breathing, and out of the corner of her eye she could findly
see him moving. He would reach up and dig out ahold in theice with the shovel and haul himself up. It
was adow process, and she wasn't sure how long she could hold here, her numb hands wrapped around

therifle, dl feding in her feet dready gone. She assumed her feet were il at the end of her legs. She
knew they weren't moving only because she could fed her knees shivering insde her heavy pants.



Vaughn reached Tai'slevel, and she carefully turned her head to look at him. He gave her aforced amile.
"Someride, eh?"

He was now wedged like she was& mdash;his back and feet againgt the ice. She watched as he squirmed
hisway up until he could get over thelip. He disappeared over the forward side, then his head
reappeared. "I'm anchored up here with Burke. Ready?"

Ta shook her head. "I can't fed my feet."

Vaughn puffed out a deep breath. "All right. Well pull you up. When | yell, you pull your feet out.
Okay?'

"Canyoudoit?'

"WEell doit." Hewas gone.

Ta anxioudy waited.

"Rwy?'

Tal briefly closed her eyes. "Yes"

"Letgo."

Tai tucked her kneesin and fell for an interminable split second, and then the rope tightened down on her
waigt, causing her to exhae sharply and stopping her. She scrabbled at the ice with her dead hands and
feet, trying to help Vaughn and Burke as much as she could. Inch by inch she went up until she could dap
an arm down on the surface. The pressure on the rope was maintained, and she continued up until she

could get her waist over and roll onto the surface.

She lay there, savoring the sight of the open sky. Vaughn crawled up next to her and collapsed, throwing
anarmover her and pulling her intight. "You dl right?" he asked.

"Yes," shewhispered.
Vaughn leaned over her. "Do you want to go on?"'

She got to her feet with greet effort. "Yes™
Geneva

"We have the other eleven names,” the Senior Assessor informed the High Counsd.

The names were projected on one of the large screens and on the High Counsdl's own office screen. All
eleven were ether very high in the United States government or very rich men.

"They went international,” the High Counsdl noted as he read one of the names.

"Pablo Escovan,” the Senior Assessor noted. "The head of the Mexican drug cartel. Therichest manin
Mexico."



"Thisisamess," the High Counsel said. "Only three of those names are ours. Have you projected
courses of action?"

"Yes, 9r. With asixty-four percent recommendation: wipe out Mgestic-12."
The High Counsel sighed. "CARVE?" he asked, using an acronym they had devel oped.

"Criticality,” the Senior Assessor began, reciting from thefirst | etter of the acronym. "These men arethe
members of the group that established the Citaddl and kept it secret from us all these years. They have
been pursuing their own course of action for over fifty years. If they are gone, Mgestic-12 isgone.

"Accesshility. It will be difficult to attack the remaining eeven at the sametime under normal
circumstances. Some of them are the most heavily guarded people on the planet. However, these are not
normal circumstances. Our sources report that at least four that we know of are either en route or
already at Area51. The other seven we don't know about, but we should assume they aso will bethere
shortly. An emergency mesting.

"Recuperability. These are not men who share with underlings. And since they have managed to keep the
exigence of Mgegtic-12 from usfor thislong, we have to assume they have extensive cutoutsin place.
Thus, if we cut off the head, it isavery high probability there will be no oneto take their places.

"Vulnerability. Area51 isahard Site. Their meeting place is deep underground. However, it isaUnited
States military base. We have accessto resources. We can do it.

"Effect. Extensive. Economic turmoil. Politica fallout in Washington. We have dready derted our public
relations people to prepare for it. The presence of Escovan certainly helps. It will be costly but

managegble.”

The Senior Assessor fdl slent.

"Action isauthorized,” the High Counsd findly said.
Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

"Comeon!" Min exhorted histhree exhausted partners. "Thereisthe ship.”

The four leaned into the rope, and the ded creaked aong the ice, making itsway toward the ship, now
lessthan two miles away.

* * %

"How close& mdash;do you& mdash;have to& mdash;get?’ Ta asked in between puffs of breath asthey
crossed a high point where two sheets of ice had buckled together.

"A quarter mile at maximum. 1'd like to get closer than that,” VVaughn replied. They were at least
three-quarters of amile behind the Koreans, and his best estimate was that it was going to be close, very
close.

Therewas dso the additiona problem of whether the ship, which lay ahead, had weapons on board. If it
did, Vaughn had to assume that once he fired on the party pulling the ded, the ship would return fire. He



didn't fancy theideaof being caught out on thisicein arunning gun baitle. That had only one foreseesble
conclusion, which wasn't favorable for them.

Asthey went along, he noticed black spots on theice, about three hundred metersto the left. He
dropped and pulled Ta and Burke down with him, out of sght. An ambush? He peered at the figures
until he realized what he was |ooking at: sedls, lying on theice, near awater holethey'd brokenin theice.
It wasthefirgt Sgn of animd lifethey'd seen.

* % %

"Therethey arel" Fatimaexclaimed, pointing off the starboard bow.

The captain trained histelescope in that direction. " There are four men, and they are pulling aded with
something oniit.”

"I want you to get together aparty of men to go out there and help them."

The captain wasn't thrilled with that idea. His men were civilians, and he didn't want to risk them on the
ice. Asheturned to his executive officer to reluctantly relay the order, his eyes widened.

Seven hundred meters off the port side the ice was erupting, three long black shafts pushing through. The
shafts abruptly widened, and a massive black conning tower appeared, tossing theice aside like child's
blocks. It continued to emerge, and the ice behind the tower split to reveal along black deck that doped
down 150 feet behind the tower. The exposed portion of the vessd was amogt aslong asthe freighter.
"What isthat?" Fatima demanded.

"A submarine,” the captain replied.

"I know that, you fool," she snapped. "Whaose submarine? American?"

"l don't know."

"What should we do?"

The captain turned to look at her. "There is nothing we can do. We wait to see what they" & mdash;he
nodded at the black hull& mdash;"do."

* % %

Min and his men hdted, staring past the ship at the submarine. He knew in hisheart it was al over. Even
if they made it to the ship, the Americanswould never |et them sail away. He wondered how the plan had
faled.

"Sir?' Kimturned to look at him for indructions.

Min turned to look back at his executive officer. "We go to the ship. Quickly."

Four men strained for the ship in adirect line as quickly asthey could go.

* % %



Vaughn had started sprinting as soon as the submarine began to surface, leaving Tai and Burke behind,
ydling at them to stay put. He passed four seals around asmall circle of open water, and the distance
was now down to five hundred meters. Another two hundred and he could fire.

* * *

The present Hawkeye on gation was the third one rotated in, asthe earlier ones had exhausted their fuel
supplies down to what was needed to get back to the Kitty Hawk. The radar operator had picked up
the sub as soon as the mast breached theice. Now he was busy guiding in the two F-14 Tomcats from
the Kitty Hawk and the Osprey, matching the glowing green dots representing the planes with those of
the ship and submarine.

"Eagle One, thisis Eye One. Assume heading eight-seven degrees, range 150 kilometers and closing.
Y ou've got asub on the surface, about seven hundred metersto the east of the ship. Over."

"Roger. Out," the pilot of the lead Tomcat acknowledged in the operator's|eft ear. In hisright ear was
thetactical center of the Kitty Hawk, demanding information.

"Eye Oneg, thisis Big Boot. Do you have an ID on the submarine yet? Over."
"Negative. Over."
"Eye One, what isEaglésETA? Over."

"ETA fiveminutes. Over."

* * *

Min was pulling at the front end of the rope when he felt the ice crackle beneath him. He halted and
looked down in surprise. In his haste, he/d run onto athinner portion. There was no way it would support
the weight of the bomb, twenty feet behind him.

"Tothel€eft," he ordered Kim, Sun, and Ho.

Asthey turned, the thin ice exploded upward, and Min caught aglimpse of amassive black snout rising
up into the air. The snout split in two, reveding two rows of glistening white teeth. Min could swear he
saw atiny black eye staring at him asthe front haf of the creature dammed down onto theice, haf out of
the water, and the teeth closed on Kim.

The XO's scream was cut short asthe killer whae did back with its medl into the hole it had just madein
theice. Min pulled out hisknife and desperately dashed at the rope around hiswast as he was pulled
toward the hole. He succeeded inches short of the freezing water. Ho and Sun weren't so fortunate. The
men didin, and Min had alast glimpse of Ho's pleading eyes as the rope that was il attached to Kim
and Sun pulled him under theice to afreezing death. Min dashed down with hisknife and cut the rope
from the ded, then scrambled away from the thin ice to the far side of the ded and its precious cargo.

* * %

"What happened?’ Araki screamed.

"Killer whale," the captain curtly replied, saying amenta prayer for the three men. "That's how they hunt



sedls." He removed his eye from the telescope and turned to look at the two women. "Men. Seals. Not
much difference, isthere? What do we do now?"

They dl twisted their heads astwo gray jets cameroaring in low over theice from the west.

n—_—
"Big Boat, thisis Eagle One. Over."

"ThisisBig Boot. Over."

"Roger. Welve got avisua on the sub. Y ou've got one Russian Delta-class boomer onice. Over.”

Therewas a pause. "Roger. Maintain station and await further ingtructions. Break. Viking Two, break
from patrol and head for target Site, maximum speed. Over."

"ThisisViking Two. Roger. Out."

Aboard the E-2 the radar operator exchanged aworried look with the SIGINT operator. The Deltawas
the largest submarinein the world and carried twelve missile launch sysems for multiple warhead baligtic
missiles. What wasit doing here?

The Viking the tactica operations center had diverted was the Kitty Hawk's primary antisubmarine
defense system& mdash;a plane totally dedicated to killing submarines, carrying both torpedoes and
depth chargesfor that purpose.

The operator checked his screen. He estimated another fifty minutes before the Viking arrived. Hehad a
fedling that whatever was being played out below would be over long before the Viking arrived.

His eyebrowsrose at the next message from the Kitty Hawk. "Eagle One, thisis Big Boot. Delta
submarineisto be consdered friendly. | say again, Delta submarineisto be considered friendly. Out.”

* * %

Vaughn came to an abrupt screeching halt after witnessing the killer whae attack. He looked down and
saw adark shape down through the ice. He quickly sdled left to thicker ice, figuring that if he couldn't
seethewhalg, it couldn't seehim,

Hetwisted his head and watched as two planeswith U.S. Navy markings flew by once more. About
time, he thought. He moved forward dowly, avare that the lone man ahead could kill him aseasily asthe
whales could.

Min glanced up as American planes flew by. Helooked to the ship and beyond it to the submarine. He

could not pull the bomb by himsdlf. There was only one thing left to do. He reached inside his parkaand
pulled out asheet of paper.

Min bent over the gray carcass of the bomb. He stripped off his gloves and ignored the knife of cold that
stabbed into every joint. He flipped the latch open on the control access pand.

* % %



"Thesubmarineissignding ud" the ship's executive officer exclamed.

The captain swung his telescope around to the port. A light on the conning tower was flashing
international Morse code. "Copy!" the captain ordered. Something was going up on one of thetall black
measts on the conning tower. The captain focused on that. He watched asit went up hafway, and then the
wind caught it. It wasthe Russian flag.

The captain pulled back from the tel escope and turned to his executive officer. "What does the message
sy?'

The XO ran atongue over hislips and glanced at the political officer.
"Go ahead!" The captainingsted.
"Sir, it says: L-E-A-V-E-N-O-W."

The captain ran hiseyes over the familiar lines of his ship. Slowly, he reached for the speaking tube.
"Engine Room. Port Engine. One quarter, reverse.”

"What are you doing?' Fatima demanded, grabbing the captain by his coat.
"l am going home," the captain replied.
"You cannot. | forbid it!"

The captain pointed out the window to the left. "The Russians are there and say leave." He pointed up.
"The Americans are there, and | believe they want usto leave. We have no weapons.” He pointed out to
theice. "Heisdone out there. We cannot help him." The ship shuddered as the engines engaged for the
firgt timein hours, and the newly formed ice cracked around the hull. "Weleave."

Fatimalooked around, taking in the scene. Then she reluctantly nodded. "Weleave."

* % %

Vaughn picked hisway dong theice, avoiding the sections where he could see the ocean, at the same
time making sure he was out of sight of the Korean. There was no way the man could pull the bomb by
himsdlf.

Vaughn's head snapped up as he heard the throb of engines and the crack of ice. The civilian ship was
turning very dowly away. He looked farther and saw the flag above the submarine. It didn't make sense,
but he didn't care. It was over. He continued forward, going slower, making sure he didn't expose himself
to achance shot from the man trapped on theice.

* * %
"Big Boat, thisisEagle One. The shipisleaving. Over."
"Roger. Bresk. Eye One, thisis Big Boot. Status of Stinger? Over."

"Fifteen minutes out. Over."



"Roger. Bresk. Eagle One. Isthere anything on theice? Over."

"Wait one. Over."
Minwinced as a et screamed overhead again, barely thirty feet abovetheice, but he didn't look up. His
numbed fingers continued working.
* % %
"Big Boat, thisis Eagle One." The nava flight officer in the backseat of the Tomcat glanced down at his

video display and flicked controls. The TV automatic target identification system blanked and then
showed what the camera had picked up on the previous passin dow maotion.

"Uh, thisis Eagle One. Weve got four figures on theice. Onewith& hdlip;" The officer peered closer.
"Onewith our object. It isnot on board the ship. | say again, it isnot on board the ship. Over."

"Roger, Eagle One. Go to dtitude and maintain position. Stinger will take care of thiswhen they arrive.
Over."
"Roger. Out."

* % %

Vaughn did aquick peek over ablock of ice, then stopped and took adower look. The Korean was
leaning over the bomb, a hundred meters away, and his arms were moving.

"Oh, shit!" he exclaimed, then stood up and began running.

CHAPTER 16

Ruppert Coast, Antarctica

With shaking fingers Min punched in the sx-digit code, one by one. He cursed as his numbed fingertip
dipped on thefifth digit and struck the wrong number on the numeric pad insde the access pand. The
LED screen cleared, and Min took a deep breath. Once more he began.

* % %

Vaughn was less than fifty meters away. He threw the M-1 to his shoulder and stared down theiron
sghts. The head of the Korean wavered in them. Vaughn drew in afrigid breath and held it. The sights
steadied and he pulled the trigger. The comforting recoil of the weapon was erased as the round made
impact with theice that had jammed into the barrel when Tai used it to breek her fdl. Hefelt thepainin
his hands as the breach exploded.

Vaughn redlized hiserror in a heartbest as the Korean lifted his head at the sound of the small explosion
and stared at him, their eyeslocking over the bomb.

* % %
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Where had he come from? Min wondered as he swung up his AK-47, pressing the metal folding stock
into his shoulder. His eye never |eft the other man's as he lined up the front sight post with rear and pulled
the trigger back.

The rounds roared out and streamed across the fifty meters, damming into the man and throwing him out
of sght down to theice. Min put the weapon down and checked the piece of paper again. What number
had he been on? Hisfatigued mind struggled to understand.

* % %

Vaughn's breath came in deep, painful gasps. Hisright side was on fire and he could fedl the blood
seeping into hislayers of clothing. He knew he had to move. He put every ounce of energy into hislegs.
Nothing. He tried to scream, but a gasp was al he managed. He had to stop the Korean, or elsethe
Russian sub would be destroyed and he would die.

* % %

Min tried to concentrate on the LED screen. Y es, he was up to the fourth. He held hisfinger over the
numbered keys. He had no fedling in the hand anymore, so he guided it down by site. When the dead
finger rested on the proper number, he pushed.

The fifth now. Min looked a the number on the code sheet. He matched it with the keyboard. Hisright
hand would no longer hold steady. Min took his|eft hand and placed it over the right forearm, steadying
it. He pushed down and glanced up at the LED screen. The ENTER sign was till flashing on the top.

Y es, the five were correct.

Min checked the sixth number. Heforced hisfinger over and down. He hesitated as he thought of his
family, so far away in Korea. Min sighed and pressed on. Aninch away from the keyboard, stars
exploded on the right side of Min's head. Herolled away from the bomb onto the ice and |ooked up,
trying to see his attacker.

A figure loomed above. Min put hisarms up to block the blow that came down on him. He felt his|eft
forearm shatter as stedl hit bone. The pain brought it dl into focus. He was desperately reaching for his
AK-47 onitsding dong hisright side as he stared into the greenest eyes held ever seen. A woman!

She swung the shovel again and herolled away from the next blow. But he moved too far, and gravity
took control as he began to dide.

* * %

Tai collapsed to her knees, dropping the bloody entrenching tool as the Korean fell into the holein the
ice. She garted to stand when the man suddenly surged out of the water and grabbed her |eft forearm
with hisright hand.

The Korean pulled her down to the edge of the hole. He looked up at her, hisdark eyesboringin. Ta
felt hersdlf drawn in by them as she bent over, her face lowering toward the dmost frozen weter.

The entrenching tool whirred by the side of her face and smashed into the Korean's head. Hisgrip
loosened on her arm and he dipped beneath the surface. Tai collapsed to the ice then, and Burke did
down beside her, dropping the e-toal.



Ta struggled to her feet. There was no sign of the Korean. The bomb sat alone on the ice near them. Tai
walked over to it. The cover on the control panel was off.

"Ohcrap," shemuittered. "Vaughn!"

* % %

Vaughn managed to crawl dmost ten fet, leaving atrail of red on the ice before he could go no farther.
A coldly logical part of hismind knew he was going into shock from the combination of loss of blood and
the cold, but that didn't bother him much. 1t would only be moments before the K orean finished entering
the code and the bomb went off, so oblivion wasn't far off either way.

As heretreated into the numbness, a persstent voice intruded. With great difficulty, he cracked hiseyes
and peered up. A stinging blow across his cheek barely dicited feding from hisfrozen skin.

"Wake up, goddamnit!"
Vaughn found ascrap of energy and focused. "What?" he muttered.

"The Korean was messing with the bomb. We stopped him, but | need to know if hefinished armingit.”
AsTai grabbed hisarms, the pain brought VVaughn fully dert. He tried to help her and Burke drag him
acrosstheicewith little pushing movements of hisfest.

* % %

"l can't land ontheice" the pilot said for the third time. "This aircraft needsfifty-six inches of solidiceto
support it, and you cant tell that by looking out the window." The Osprey's engines were in the helicopter
position, and they were cruising at forty knots above theice.

Belamy accepted theinevitable. "All right. Then give me ahover and well fast-rope out.”

"Okay."

Belamy turned to Captain Manchester and signaled. Manchester and an NCO began rigging the fast
rope to boltsin the ceiling of the Osprey, while Bellamy |ooked out over the pilot's shoulder. He could
see both the submarine and the ship that was dowly making its way out of the ice pack.

"Where's the bomb?" he asked.

The pilot did agentle bank right. "There," he called ouit.

The ded was along black spot on theice. Bellamy noted the three figures, two dragging one, lessthan
twenty feet away. He ran back to the rear of the plane as histeam lined up on the rope.

"There're three people on the ice near the bomb. They make amovefor it, take them out.”

Thefirst man nodded and dipped the sdlector switch on his MP-5 sub off safe. The plane cameto ahdlt,
and Manchester threw the door open, heaving the fast rope out.

* % %



Ta and Burke propped Vaughn up so he could look at the LED screen. He scanned it for tenlong
seconds and then shook his head. "He entered five of the six numbers on the PAL code. Y ou stopped
him before he could enter the last one.”

They looked up as the Osprey cameto a hover overhead and a thick rope uncoiled out the door.
Vaughn watched the first man emerge with the MP-5 over his shoulder, quickly followed by aline of
men, dithering down to theicelessthan thirty feet away.

"Get me away from thebomb,” he said to Tai. "Now!"

She grabbed hisjacket and pulled him back onto theice, the bomb between them and the men, just as
bullets cracked by overhead.

"Cessefirel" someonewasydling. "We don't want to hit the bomb. Alphateam, fan right. Bravo, cover.”

"I think we'd better surrender,” Vaughn suggested. "Just keep your handsfar away from your sdesand
datydlingin English.”

"Don't shoot! Don't shoot!" Tali and Burke called out as four men rushed up, weapons at the ready.
"Freeze! Y ou on the ground& mdash;hands away from your sides."
"He'swounded,” Ta informed them.

"Step away.” shewas ordered. One of the man carefully rolled VVaughn over as another kept awespon
on him. "Shit," the man muttered as Vaughn's blood-encrusted jacket came into view.

"Berkman, get over here. We've got somework for you.”

Asthe medic went to work on the wounded man, Mgjor Bellamy checked the bomb. His heart gave a
jump when he noted that five of the six numbersfor the PAL code were entered. They'd madeit justin
time. He didn't understand what had happened and who these three people were. Hisjob was to secure
everything. It would be up to the powers-that-be to determine what to do about the prisoners.

He ordered Manchester to find a spot with sufficient ice depth to land the Osprey. As soon asthe aircraft
settled down, he loaded the bomb, the prisoners, and his men on board. They lifted, heading back for
the Kitty Hawk.

As soon asthey took off, the Russian submarine dowly sank under the surface and disappeared. There
was nothing left except Vaughn's blood and the rapidly retreating freighter.

CHAPTER 17

Area 51, Nevada
RESUME

Without their leader, the eleven remaining members of Mg estic-12 were jockeying as much for position
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asfor solving the problem of his disgppearance. They sat around the long table at which they& mdash;and
their forebears& mdash;had decided the course of the United States for over half a century, politicaly and
economicaly.

They were so engrossed in their in-fighting none of them noticed the odorless gas that wafted in through
the ventilation system. Thefirst indication of trouble came when the oldest man in the room& mdash;the
current director of the CIA, grabbed his chest in distress.

When the second man did the same, the others scrambled for the door, only to find it locked. Within two
minutes every man in the room was dead.

8th Army Headquarters, South Korea

"Sir, we have areversa of severa key indicators. Elements of the KPA | Corps are reported to be
standing down. Three merchant ships that we have been tracking that were suspected to have KPA
Special Forcestroops on board have turned back.”

Patterson nodded. He knew that the message he had just received from the Pentagon had quite abit to
do with that. Apparently the Confederation of Independent States had talked to their former friendsin
North Koreaand informed them that it would not be in their best interest to conduct offensive operations
againgt the South. There had also been a velled reference from Genera Morristhat the Kitty Hawk
Battle Group had been involved in ajoint U.S.-CIS operation that affected events here. Reading
between the lines, the message between had been clear to Petterson: don't complain about the
deployment of 7th Fleet eements anymore.

For the time being, things on the peninsulawould stay the same& mdash;awary watching across barbwire
and antitank trenches. "Inform al unitsto reduceto alevd four dert satus.”

South Pacific Sea
"Youfaled," Araki sad.

The sun was shining, and Fatima stood on the wing of the bridge, feding the rayswarm her skin. It was
thefirst nice day they'd had since leaving Antarctica. Shelooked forward to getting back to the
Philippines

"Wedid not fal."
"The Koreans& mdash;" Araki began.

"The Koreansfailed," Fatimasaid, "which actualy waswhat | was hoping would happen. Otherwise |
would have had to use my men aboard this ship to kill them al.”

Araki stared at her. ™Y ou never planned on letting the Koreans do whatever they planned with the
bomb."

"That'sright,” Fatimasaid. "It would be the worst thing that could happen if anuclear weapon went off,
killing innocent people. In thismy uncle waswrong: terrorism a ahigh level only succeedsin siffening the
resolve of those you fight againgt. The battle must be much more subtle and psychological.”

"So what did you achieve?' Araki asked.



"I showed you something,” Fatimasaid with adight smile. "Things are not as clear asthey were for you."
"Y ou did not do thisjust to show methat there is some Organization out there pulling strings.”

"No. | did thisto hurt that Organization. The baseis gone. With the Russian submarine here and the
American forces, | think this spilled out of what is easily contained and compartmentalized by the
Organization. We caused it problems. We won't really know the results of what we did for awhile."

"And in the meanwhile?' Araki asked.

Fatimaclosed her eyes and lifted her faceto the sunlight. "We continue the fight.”
USS Kitty Hawk, Off the Coast of Antarctica

"| told them about Logan, but they insisted they had to take us directly back here." Ta fumed. "They said
they would send some planes out to recover his body."

Vaughn shrugged. He wasn't as worried about the dead asthe living. He was propped up on the bed, his
chest swathed in bandages and an 1V hooked into each arm. He'd been unconscious ever since they'd
brought him in from surgery, waking only minutes ago. The doctor had said his prognosis for recovery
was good.

There was aMarine guard outside the wardroom door, and Tai had been pacing back and forth for the
past fifteen minutes, ever since Vaughn had woken up. He was too weary to say anything right now.
According to her, no one had said anything to them since they'd been picked up. Vaughn had afedling
they were waiting for someone to arrive who would have the "word," whatever it was.

"Burke?' he asked.

"He'sdegping in aroom they assigned him," Tai said. "More like aprison. They haveaMarine on his
door just like they have one on yours.”

"Well find out& mdash;" Vaughn began, but stopped as the door opened. A man wearing asimple black
suit and white shirt stepped in. He was nondescript: abland face, thinning blond hair, pale blue eyes. He
carried ameta briefcase, which he placed on the table on the opposite Side of the bed from Tai.

"Good morning,” he said. "Mgor Vaughn. Captain Tal." The man stood there looking at the two of them
for alittle while, then spoke again. "Weve recovered Mr. Logan's body. Tentative cause of death isruled
as extreme hypothermia.”

The man pulled one of the plastic chairs over to himsalf and sat down. "It isinteresting to see both of you
s0 hedthy, or rdatively hedthy, consdering you were both reported askilled in action.”

"Royce& mdash;" Vaughn began, but the man interrupted.
"Royce apparently did what he needed to. There are other issues of more importance. We havea

problem here that aso happensto be your problem. To put it bluntly, the word 'Citadel’ must never be
mentioned publicly.”



"Why not?" VVaughn asked.

Theman didn't even blink. "Let me explain the factsto you. Firgt, the Citaddl doesn't exist any longer.
Weve landed men there to sterilize what little is | eft, to include the reactor.

"Second, you have no record of the base existing. The pictures from the Records Center have been
taken care of. Asamatter of fact, you might say the circumstances surrounding the desths of your party
are very unclear. We have only your word on that issue. There are some who might say the two of you
hed ahand in their deaths, especially Mr. Logan's. At the very least you might be found negligent in his
death."

Vaughn just continued to stare. Now was not the time or place to fight. The fact that the man waslaying
this out meant they would be able to walk away fromit. "What's the ded ?*

The man seemed to relax for the first time. "As | said& mdash;no word of the Citadel." He opened the
briefcase and removed a piece of paper. "A Xerox of tomorrow's headline in the Washington Post."

He handed it to Vaughn. Tai leaned over his shoulder to read: DIRECTOR CIA, SECDEF, 9 OTHERS
KILLED IN PLANE CRASH

Vaughn looked a the man. "And?'
"Let'ssay you did aservice to your country. Exposed something dangerous. And it was dedlt with."
"A sarviceto my country?' Vaughn repested.

The man stood. "So to speak.” He walked to the door and stopped. "I will assume | have your
agreement.” He stepped out.

Vaughn looked over a Tal, giving her aweak smile. "Arewe having fun yet?'
Ta rubbed a hand through the tangle of her dark hair. Y ou think they'll just let us go?'

"Yes." Vaughn closed hiseyes briefly. "Because they think we're working for Royce. And Royceis il
working for them. In some form or another.”

"So what exactly did we accomplish?' Tal asked.

Vaughn felt the pain in his chest. He was very tired. Exhausted down to his core "'l don't know exactly.
Remember on theice? The cracks and then the killer whae coming through?

"Y$"

"| think we've started some cracks in the ice that protects the Organi zation.”
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