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Synopsi s:

Suspense lives at the top of the world, in the |atest breathtaking
thriller fromJames Rollins, the best-selling master of gripping
adventure who has kept readers spellbound with Subterranean
Excavati on, Deep Fathom and Amazoni a

Buried deep in the earth's polar ice cap carved into a nmoving island of
ice twice the size of the United States is a secret place, the site of
a renmarkabl e abandoned experinent that could have frightening

ram fications for the planet. The brain trust of the former Sovi et

Uni on who created the seventy-year-old Ice Station Gendel would Iike
it sinply to nelt from human nenory. But that becones inpossible when
an Anerican undersea research vessel, the Polar Sentinel, inadvertently
pulls too close to the holl owed-out iceberg ... and one of the crew
sees something alive inside. Sonething that never should have

survi ved.

It is a discovery that sends shock waves through the intelligence
conmunities of two powerful nations, as American and Russian
scientists, soldiers, and unsuspecting civilians are pulled into
Grendel 's lethal vortex of secrets, violence, and betrayal. To
preserve the silence to prevent others fromuncovering the terrible
nmysteries | ocked behind subnerged walls of ice and steel no measures

will be too extreme. For within the station, experinents have blurred
the Iine between |ife and death. It was a place never neant to be
f ound.

One nman al ready knows too nuch: Matthew Pi ke, a former American Speci al
Forces operative, living in seclusion in Al aska on the edge of the
Arctic Circle. On the run after rescuing the survivor of a plane crash
no one was meant to observe, Pike is relentlessly drawn into the eye of
the gathering stormeven as a Russian nucl ear attack submarine draws

silently nearer to the men and wonen on the Polar Sentinel. The covert
battl e over Grendel is spinning out of control, and the future of al
human life on Earth will be altered or destroyed once its nightmarish

truths are reveal ed.

A masterful blending of science and adventure, suspense and expl osive
page-turning excitenment, Janes Rollins's Ice Hunt is a novel that will
chill readers to the bone, holding themin its icy grip fromthe first
sentence to its final startling twst.

JAMES ROLLINS is the author of four previous nationally best selling
adventure novel s: Subterranean, Excavation, Deep Fathom and Amazoni a.
An amat eur spel unker and scuba enthusi ast, he holds a doctorate in
veterinary nedicine and has his own practice in Sacranento,

Cal i forni a.

To receive notice of author events and new books by Janes Rollins, sign
up at www. aut hortracker.com

Jacket design by Richard L. Aquan and Ervin Serrano


www.authortracker.com.

Jacket illustration by Paul Stinson Author photograph by John O enens
W LLI AM MORROW

An I mprint of HarperCollinsPublishers ww. harpercollins.com
www. j anesr ol hns. com

ALSO BY

JAVES ROLLI NS

Amazoni a

Deep Fat hom

Excavati on

Subt er r anean

W LLI AM MORROW

An | nprint of

Janes Rol lins

This is a work of fiction The characters, incidents, and dial ogues are
products of the authors imagination and are not to be construed as
real. Any resenblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely

coi nci dent al .

"A History of Secret Human Experiment" copyright by Heal t hnewsnet. All
rights reserved. Used by perm ssion.

Station schematics by Steve Prey. Al rights reserved. Used by
perm ssion of Steve Prey.

| CE HUNT. Copyright 2003 by Ji m Czaj kowski .

Al rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America.

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any nmanner what soever
wi thout witten pernission except in the case of brief quotations
enbodied in critical articles and reviews. For information address
HarperCol I i ns Publishers Inc., 10 East 53rd Street, New York, NY
10022.

Har per Col I i ns books may be purchased for educational, business, or
sal es pronotional use. For information please wite: Special Mrkets
Departnment, HarperCollins Publishers Inc., 10 East 53rd Street, "New
York, NY 10022.

FI RST EDI TI ON

Desi gned by JoAnne Metsch

Printed on acid-free paper

Li brary of Congress Catal ogi ng-in-PUD ication Data

Rol lins, Janes, 1961-1ce hunt fanes Rollins. 1st ed.


www.harpercollins.com
www.jamesrolhns.com

p. cm | SBN 0-06- (62156- 2

1. Cryonics Fiction. 2. Polar regions Fiction. 1. Title.
PS3568. (6398 128 2003

To Dave Meek, the next star on the horizon
ACKNON_EDGVENTS

A book is seldomthe work of the author alone, but usually the

col l aborative effort of many folks. This novel is no exception. First,
Steve Prey nmust be nentioned as the chief engineer and draftsnman for
this novel, whose painstaki ng work on constructing the station
schematics both inspired and changed the story. Then | had a posse of
| anguage experts who hel ped with countless details. Carolyn WIlians,
Vasily Derebenskiy, and WIIliam Czaj kowski hel ped with the Russian
translations, while Kim Crockatt and Nunavut.comwere integral to
finding nmy Inuit translator: Emly Angulalik. 1 also rmust thank John
Overton of the Health News Network for his assistance in collating

hi storical information used in this novel

Additionally, | nust heartily acknowl edge ny friends and fam |y who

hel ped shape the manuscript into its present form Carolyn MCray,
Chris Crowe, Mchael Gallowglas, Lee Garrett, David Murray, Dennis
Grayson, Penny Hill, Lynne WIlianms, Laurel Piper, Lane Therrell, Mary
Hanl ey, Dave Meek, Royal e Adams, Jane O Riva, Chris "the little" Smth,
Judy and Steve Prey, and Caroline Wllians. For the map used here, |
nmust acknow edge its source: The CIA Wrld Factbook 2000. Finally, the
four fol ks who continue to remain my nost | oyal supporters: ny editor
Lyssa Keusch; ny agents, Russ Gal en and Danny Baror; and ny publicist,
JimDavis. Lastly and nost inportantly, | nust stress that any and al
errors of fact or detail fall squarely on ny own shoul ders.

PERSONNEL Cl VI LI AN

(1) Matthew Pi ke, an Al aska Fi sh and Gane war den

(2) Jennifer Aratuk, sheriff for the Nunam ut and |nupiat tribes
(3) Junaquaat (John) Aratuk, retired

(4) Craig Teague, reporter for the Seattle Tinmes

(5) Bennie and Belinda Haydon, owners of an ultralight sightseeing
conpany

(6) Bane, retired search-and-rescue dog, wolf mal amute cross
OVEGA RESEARCHERS

(1)
(2)
(3)
(4)

Amanda Reynol ds, an American engi neer
Oskar WIllig, a Swedi sh oceanographer

Henry Ogden, an American bi ol ogi st

9 9 2 9

Lee Bentl ey, a NASA researcher in material sciences



(5) Dr. Connor MacFerran, a Scottish geol ogi st

(6) Dr. Erik Gustof, a Canadi an mnet eor ol ogi st

(7) Lacy Devlin, a geology postgrad

(8) Magdal ene, Antony, and Zane, biol ogy post grads

UNI TED STATES M LI TARY

(1) Gegory Perry, captain of the Polar Sentinel

(2) Roberto Bratt, |ieutenant conmander and XO of the Pol ar Senti nel
(3) Kent Reynolds, admral and commander of the Pacific Fleet

(4) Paul Sewell, lieutenant commander and head of base security for
Orega

(5) Serina Washburn, 1ieutenant

(6) Mtchell Geer, |ieutenant

(7) Frank O Donnell, petty officer

(8) Tom Pormaut uk, ensign

(9) Joe Kowal ski, seaman

(10) Doug Pearl son, seaman

(11) Ted Kanter, master sergeant, Delta Forces

(12) Edwin WIson, conmand sergeant mmjor, Delta Forces
Xl V. PERSONNEL

RUSSI AN M LI TARY

(1) Viktor Petkov, adm ral and commander of the Russian Northern
Fl eet

(2) Anton M kovsky, captain first rank of the Drakon

(3) Gregor Yanovich, diving officer and XO of the Drakon
(4) Stefan Yurgen, nenber of Leopard ops

ARCH VED RECORD:

THE TORONTO DAI LY STAR,

NOVEMBER 23, 1937

ESKI MO VI LLAGE VAN SHES!

RCVWP Confirns Trapper's Story

Special to the Star,



Lake Territory, Novenmber 23. The inspector for the Royal Canadi an
Mount ed Police returned today to confirmthe disappearance of an Eskino
village in the Northern Lakes region. Ten days ago, fur trapper Joe La
Bell e contacted the RCOWP to report a chilling discovery. Wile running
atrap line La Belle snow shoed out to an isolated Eskino village on
the shores of Lake Anjikuni only to discover every inhabitant man,
woman, and child had vani shed fromtheir huts and storehouses. "It was
as if every one of them poor folk up and took off with no nore than the
shirts on their backs."

I nspector Pierre Menard of the RCOWP returned with his team s findings
today and confirmed the trapper's story. The village had i ndeed been

found abandoned under nobst strange circunstances. "In our search, we
di scovered undi sturbed foodstuff, gear, and provisions but no sign of
the villagers. Not a single footprint or track." Even the Eskinps

sl ed dogs were found buried under the snow, starved to death. But the
nost di sturbing discovery of all was reported at the end: the Eskinos
ancestral graves were found excavated and enpti ed.

The RCVP pronises to continue the search, but for now the fate of the
vill agers remains a nystery.

]

PROLOGUE

FEBRUARY 6, 11:58 a.m

538 KI LOMETERS NORTH OF ARCTI C Cl RCLE
FORTY FATHOVE UNDER THE POLAR | CE CAP

The USS Pol ar Sentinel was gliding through the dark ocean. The sub's
twin bronze screws churned silently, propelling the Navy's newest
research subrmarine under the roof of ice. The warning bells of the
proximty alarms echoed down the |l ength of the vessel

"Sweet nother, what a nonster," the diving officer munbled fromhis
post, bent over a small video nonitor

Captain Gregory Perry didn't argue with Conmander Bratt's assessment.
He stood atop the control room s periscope stand. H s eyes were fixed
to the scope's optical piece as he studied the ocean beyond the sub's
doubl e hull of titanium and pl ate-carbon steel. Though it was m dday,
it was still winter in the Arctic. |t had been nonths since anyone had
seen the sun. Around themthe waters renai ned dark. The plane of ice
overhead stretched black as far as he could see, interrupted only by
occasi onal bl ue-green patches of thinner ice, filtering the scant
nmoonl i ght of the surface world. The average thickness of the polar ice
cap was a nere ten feet, but that did not nean the roof of their world
was uniformor snooth. Al around, jagged pressure ridges jutted |like
stal actites, sone delving down eighty feet.

But none of this conpared to the inverted nountain of ice that dropped
into the depths of the Arctic Ocean ahead of them a veritable Everest
of ice. The sub slowy circled the peak

"Thi s baby nmust extend down a mle," Conmander Bratt continued.

"Actually one-point-four mles," the chief of the watch reported from



hi s waparound station of instrunents. A finger traced the video
noni t or

of the top-sounding sonar. The high-frequency instrument was used to
contour the ice.

Perry continued to observe through the periscope, trusting his own eyes
versus the video nmonitors. He thunbed on the sub's xenon spotlights,
igniting the cliff face. Black walls glowed with hues of cobalt blue
and aquamarine. The sub slowy circled its perinmeter, close enough for
t he ice-mapping sonar to protest their proximty.

"Can soneone cut those dam bells?" Perry muttered

"Aye, sir.

Silence settled throughout the vessel. No one spoke. The only sound
was the nuffled hum of the engines and the soft hiss of the oxygen
generator. Like all subs, the small nucl ear-powered Pol ar Sentinel had
been designed to run silent. The research vessel was half the size of
its bigger brothers. Jokingly referred to as Tadpol e-cl ass, the
submarine had been mniaturized through sonme key advances in

engi neering, allowing for a smaller crew, which in turn allowed for

| ess space needed for living quarters. Additionally, built as a pure
research vessel, the subnmarine was enptied of all armanents to all ow
nmore room for scientific equipment and personnel. Still, despite the
stripping of the sub, no one was really fooled. The Polar Sentinel was
al so the test platformfor an upconing generation of attack subnarine:
smal l er, faster, deadlier.

Technically still on its shakedown crui se, the sub had been assigned to
the Orega Drift Station, a sem permanent U.S. research facility built
atop the polar ice cap, a joint project between various government

sci ence agencies, including the National Science Foundation and the
Nat i onal QOceanographi ¢ and At nospheric Adninistration

The crew had spent the | ast week surfacing the sub through open | eads
between ice floes or up through thinly iced-over |akes, called

pol ynyas. Their task was to inplant neteorol ogi cal equi pment atop the
ice for the scientific base to nmonitor. But an hour ago, they had cone
upon this inverted Everest of ice.

"That's one hell of an iceberg," Bratt whistled.
A new voice intruded. "The correct termis an ice island."
Perry glanced fromthe periscope.

A gray-haired man with a neatly trimred beard stooped through the hatch
to enter the control roomfromthe forward research decks. It was Dr.
OGskar WIllig, the Swedi sh oceanographer. He was acconpani ed by an
ensign. The aging but wiry and hard-eyed Swede waved a di smi ssive hand
toward the video nonitor and nodded to Captain Perry. "It's a

much nore spectacul ar view from Cyclops. In fact, Dr. Reynolds asked
to see if you'd join us there. W' ve discovered sonething
intriguing."

After a long nonment, Perry nodded and fol ded up the periscope grips. He
twi sted the hydraulic control ring, and the stainless-steel pole with



its optic nodul e descended into the housing bel ow "Comuander Bratt,

you have the conn." He stepped down fromthe periscope stand to join
Dr. Wllig
Conmander Bratt raised one bushy eyebrow as he passed by. "You're

going to Cyclops? Wth all this ice around? You're a braver man than
| am Captain. True balls of brass.”

"Not brass." Perry tapped a knuckle on a wall plate. "Titanium"
This earned a chuckle from his second-in-comrand.

The Swedi sh oceanographer's eyes were bright with excitement as Perry
joined him "In all ny years, |'ve never seen such a spectacul ar
exanpl e of an ice island.™

Perry ran a hand over the stubble of his red hair, then notioned the
ol der doctor ahead of him

The doctor nodded, turning, but he continued to speak rapidly,
lecturing as if still in his classroomat the University of Stockholm
"These islands are rare. They originate when giant icebergs calve off
the mainl and gl aciers. Then ocean currents drive these floating
mountai ns into the polar ice cap, where they're frozen in place.
Eventual ly, during the years of thawi ng and refreezing, they becone

i ncorporated into the cap itself." Dr. WIIlig glanced back at the
captain as he clinbed through the forward hatch. "Sonmewhat |ike

al ronds in a chocol ate bar, you m ght say."

Perry foll owed, bending his own six-foot frame through the opening.
"But what's so exciting about such a discovery? Wy did Dr. Reynolds
i nsi st upon us mappi ng around this enbedded al nond?"

Dr. WIIlig bobbed his head, |eading the way down the nmain passage and
t hrough the research section of the sub. "Besides the rarity of these
i ce islands, because they have been calved fromglaciers, they contain
very old ice and many even hol d boul ders and sections of terra firnma.
They're frozen glinpses of the distant past. Can you just inagine?"

Perry foll owed, urging the doctor onward.

"We dare not | ose this chance. W may never find such an exanple
again. The polar ice cap covers an area twi ce the size of your United
States. And with the cap's surface worn featurel ess by winter w nds
and sumer nelts, such islands are inpossible to discern. Not even
NASA satellites could pinpoint such discoveries. Stunbling upon this
mountain is a scientific gift from God. "

"I don't know about God, but it is intriguing," Perry conceded. He had
been granted command of the Sentinel because of his background and
interest in the Arctic region. His own father had served aboard the
USS Nautilus, the first submarine to cross the Arctic Ocean and pass
under the North Pole back in 1958. It was an honor to be adding to his
father's | egacy up here, to captain the Navy's newest research

vessel

Dr. WIlig pointed to a sealed hatch at the end of the corridor.
"Come. You need to see this with your own eyes."

Perry waved hi mon, glancing over his shoulder. The Polar Sentinel was



divided into two sections. Aft of the control station were the crews
living quarters and the engineering levels. Forward of the bridge |ay
the research labs. But ahead, in the nose of the boat, where normally
t he torpedo room and sonar boom woul d be on a Virginia-class submari ne,
was the strangest nodification of a naval sub

"After you," Dr. WIIlig offered as they reached the seal ed door

Perry opened the hatch and pushed his way into the room The nuted
lighting of the Sentinel ill prepared himfor the blinding brilliance
of the next chanber. He shielded his eyes as he entered.

The upper shell of the former torpedo room had been replaced with a
canopy of foot-thick Lexan pol ycarbonate. The clear plastic shel
arched overhead and in front, allowi ng an uninterrupted view of the
seas around the Sentinel, a wi ndow upon the watery world. Viewed from
out side, the Lexan canopy | ooked like a single glass eye, hence its

ni cknanme: Cycl ops.

Perry ignored the handful of scientists off to the sides, bent over

equi prent and nonitors. The Navy nen stood straighter and nodded to
their captain. He returned their acknow edgnent, but it was inpossible
to truly break his gaze fromthe view out Cycl ops.

Ahead, a voice spoke fromthe heart of the glare: "Inpressive, isn't
it?"

Perry blinked away his blindness and spotted a slender figure in the
room s center, limed in aquamarine light. "Dr. Reynolds?"

"I couldn't resist watching fromhere." He heard the warmsnile in the
worman's voice. Dr. Amanda Reynol ds was the nom nal head of Onega
Drift Station. Her father was Adnmiral Kent Reynol ds, commander of the
Pacific submarine fleet. Raised a Navy brat, the doctor was as
confortabl e aboard a submari ne as any sailor wearing the double

dol phins of the fleet.

Perry crossed to her. He had first met Amanda two years ago when he
was granted his captain's bars. 1t had been at a social function given
by her father. 1In that one evening, he had inadvertently insulted her
potato sal ad, al nost broken her toe during a short dance, and made the
m st ake

of insisting that the Cubs would beat the San Francisco Gants in an
upcom ng game, losing ten dollars in the bargain. Overall it had been
a great evening.

Perry cleared his throat and made sure Amanda was | ooking at him "So
what do you think of Cyclops?" he asked, speaking crisply so she could
read his lips. She had |ost her hearing at the age of thirteen as a
result of a car accident.

Amanda Reynol ds gl anced overhead, turning slightly forward. "It's
everything nmy father dreaned it would be."

She stood under the arch, surrounded on all sides by the Arctic Qcean
She appeared to be floating in the sea itself. Presently she |eaned on
one hip, half turned. Her sweep of ebony hair was snugged into an
efficient ponytail. She wore one of the Navy's blue underway uniforns,
crisply pressed.



Perry joined her, stepping out under the open ocean. Being a career
submariner, he understood his crew s disconfort with this room

Al t hough fire was the main fear on any submarine, no one conpletely
trusted the foot-thick plastic shell as an alternative for a double
hul | of titaniumand carbon plate especially with so nuch ice around.

He had to resist the urge to hunch away fromthe plastic canopy. The
wei ght of the entire Arctic Ocean seened to hang over head.

"Why did you call me up here?" he asked, touching her armto draw her
eyes.

"For this ... something amazing." Amanda's voice trenored with
excitement. She waved an armforward. Beyond Cyclops, the sub's | anps
illuminated the wall of ice slowy passing by the front of the vessel
Standing here, it felt as if they were notionless, and it was the ice
island instead that was turning, revolving like a giant's toy top in
front of them This close, the entire cliff face gl owed under the
illumination of the sub's xenon spotlights. The ice seened to stretch
infinitely up and down.

Wthout a doubt, it was both a hunbling and starkly chilling sight, but
Perry still did not understand why his presence had been requested.

"We' ve been testing the new Deep Eye sonar system" Anmanda began to
expl ai n.

Perry nodded. He was fam liar with her research project. The Pol ar
Sentinel was the first submarine to be equi pped with her experinental

i ce-surveying system a penetrating sonar, a type of X ray for ice. The
devi ce had been based on Dr. Reynolds's own design. Her background
was i n geosci ences engi neering, specializing in the polar regions.

She continued, "W were hoping to test it on the island here and see if
we coul d discern any boul ders or terrestrial matter inside."

"And did you find sonething?" He still could not take his eyes off the
slowy turning cliff of ice.

Amanda stepped to the side, toward a pair of men hunched over

equi prent. "Qur first couple passes failed to reveal anything, but
it's like peeling an onion. W had to be careful. The sonar waves of
t he Deep-Eye cause minute vibrations in the ice. They actually heat it
up slightly. So we had to proceed one layer at a time as we scanned
the island. Slow, neticul ous work. Then we di scovered "

Perry still stood under the eye of Cyclops. He was the first to see

t he danger as the sub edged around a thick ridge of ice. Ahead,

boul der-si zed chunks of ice floated and bounced up the cliff face, an
aval anche in reverse. But ahead, a large dark crack skittered across
the face of the ice. A nonstrous section of cliff face suddenly | eaned
toward the sl ow nmoving ship, toppling out toward them They were going
tocollide with it.

Wth a gasp, he dove for the intercom "Captain to the bridge!" he
yel | ed.

"On it, Captain," Commander Bratt answered, tense. "Flooding
negative."



Instantly Perry felt the familiar tug on the sub as thousands of pounds
of water drowned the emergency tanks. The sub dropped, diving at a
steep angl e.

Perry stared out of Cyclops, unblinking, unsure if they would avoid a
collision as the wall of ice dropped fromthe cliff like a blue ax. It
was now a race between the buoyancy of the falling ice and the weight
of their own emergency ballast. The submarine canted nose first.
Handhol ds were grabbed. A notebook slid down the slanted floor

Smal | cries echoed, but Perry ignored them He watched, powerless. A
coll'ision here would be disastrous. There was nowhere to surface for
m | es around. Though the Polar Sentinel had been built to handle the
rigors of the Arctic, there were limts.

The toppling wall of ice filled the world ahead of them The sub
continued to dive. Seans popped and groaned fromthe sudden increase
in pressure as the sub plunged into the frigid depths.

Then open wat er appeared ahead, just under the slowy falling slab of
ice. The subnmarine dove toward it.

The section of cliff face slid past overhead no nore than inches. Perry
craned his neck, following it past the arch of Lexan above his head.

He coul d read the pictographic lines of algae across the ice's surface.
He held his breath, ready for the screech of nmetal, ready to hear the
energency klaxons blare. But the continual |ow hiss of the oxygen
generat ors persisted.

After a long half mnute, Perry let out a deep breath and turned to the
intercom "Captain to the bridge," he said. "Good job up there,
men. "

Conmander Bratt answered, relief and pride in his voice, "Shutting the
flood. Venting negative." The sub began to level. After a nonent,
Bratt added, "Lets not do that again."

"Aye to that," Perry agreed. "But let's do a slow circle back around
and inspect the area froma safe distance. | wager that breakaway may
have been triggered by the Deep Eye sonar." He glanced to Amanda,
renmenberi ng her concern about the new sonar's vibration signature and
heating effect. "W should get sone pictures since we're testing the
darned thing."

Conmmander Bratt acknow edged and ordered his bridge crew, "Hel msnan,
left full rudder. Ahead slow. Take us around."

The submarine eased away fromthe ice nountain in a slowcircle. Perry
crossed to the bank of video monitors. "Can we get a close-up of the
fracture zone?"

One of the technicians nodded. "Yes, sir.

Amanda spoke, her words slightly slurred, her enunciation slipping with
her anxiety. "W should' ve anticipated such a fracturing."

He patted her hand. "That's why we call this a shakedown cruise. |If
you' re not shook up a tine or two, then you' re not doing your job."



Despite his poor attenpt at hunor, her face remained tight.

Then again, his own heart still pounded fromthe close call. He bent
closer to the screen as the technician manipulated a toggle to bring
the exterior cameras into focus on the fractured area. The shattered
chunk of cliff shimrered into clarity.

"What's that?" Amanda asked. She pointed to a dark blenish on the

screen. It was in the center of the fracture zone. "Can you zoom
in?"

The technician nodded and twi sted a dial. The section of cliff

swel led. The blenish grewin detail and depth. It was not ice or
rock, but something unusual. As the sub turned, the Polar Sentinel's
spotlights illumnated it. It was black, angular. Mn-nmade.

As they swung cl oser, Perry knew what he was seeing: the stern end of
anot her sub, frozen like a stick in a Popsicle. He crossed over to the
canopy of Lexan glass and stared out. He could just make out the sub
poking fromthe ice. It was old, ancient.

The Pol ar Sentinel glided past at a safe distance.
"I's that what | think it is?" Dr. WIIlig asked, his voice weak.

"A sub," Perry answered with a nod. He could recognize any subnarine
fromjust a casual glance. "l1'd say a Wrld War Two-era sub. Russian
| series.”

Amanda, her face | ess pale now, spoke from where she now stood with two
researchers. "This supports our earlier discovery. The reason
call ed you down here."

Perry turned to her. "Wat are you tal king about ?"

She pointed to a different nonitor. "W mapped and taped this earlier
fromthe Deep Eye The screen displayed a three-di nensional inmage of
the ice island. The resolution was anmazing, but Perry didn't see
anyt hi ng significant.

"Show him" Amanda continued, placing a hand on one of the technician's
shoul ders.

He tapped a few keys, and the image of the ice island dissolved from
solid to ghostly. Wthin the interior of the island, passages and
distinct tiers sectioned the iceberg, rising up |ayer by layer toward
t he top.

"What is it?" Perry asked.

The technician answered, "W think it's an abandoned ice base built
inside the berg." He tapped a few keys and the imge swelled to
concentrate on one tier. There appeared to be roons and corridors. It
was definitely not a natural formation

"A Russian ice base if you're right about that sub,"” Amanda added,
l[ifting an eyebrow toward Perry. "The vessel is docked at the | owest
| evel . "

He pointed to several darker objects scattered here and there on the



display. "Are those what | think they are?"

The technician overlaid a cursor atop one of them and tapped a key,
zooming in on it. The shape of the formwas unquestionable.

"Bodi es, Captain," he answered. "Dead bodies."

A flicker of novenment drew Perry's attention to the edge of the screen
then it vanished. He frowned and glanced to the others. "Did anyone
el se see that?"

Amanda' s eyes wi dened. "Rewi nd the tape.”

The technician shuttled the recordi ng backward and zooned slightly
outward. He forwarded to the blurred novenment on the screen. He
slowed it down. On the lowest tier of the station something stirred,

t hen di sappeared into the deeper depths of the ice nmountain, retreating
beyond the reach of the sonar. Though visible only for a nmonment, there
was no doubt .

Amanda whi spered, "Something's alive in there ..
Act One

SNOW FLI GHT

Bl ood Lure

APRIL 6, 2:56 p.m BROOKS RANGE, ALASKA

Al ways respect Mdther Nature ... especially when she wei ghs four
hundred pounds and is guardi ng her baby.

Matt hew Pi ke faced the grizzly fromfifty yards away. The nassive

she- bear eyed hi m back, chuffing into the breeze. Her yearling cub
nosed a bl ackberry briar, but it was too early in the season for
berries. The cub was just playing in the branbles, oblivious to the
six-foot-two Fish and Ganme officer standing, sweating, in the afternoon
sun. But the youngster had little to fear when wat ched over by his

nmot her. Her nuscled bul k, yellowed teeth, and four-inch claws were
protection enough.

Matt's noi st palmrested on his hol stered cani ster of pepper spray. H s
other hand slowy shifted to the rifle slung on his shoul der. Don't
charge, sweetheart... don't nake this day any worse than it already is.
He' d had enough trouble with his own dogs earlier and had left them
tethered back at his canpsite.

As he watched, her ears slowy flattened to her skull. Her back Iegs
bunched as she bounced a bit on her front legs. It was clear
posturing, a stance neant to chase off any threat.

Matt held back a groan. How he wanted to run, but he knew to do so
woul d only provoke the she-bear to chase himdown. He risked taking a
single slow step backward, careful to avoid the snap of a twig. He
wore an ol d pair of mpose hide boots, hand-sewn by his ex-w fe, a skil
| earned fromher Inuit father. Though they were three years divorced,
Matt appreciated her skill now The soft soles allowed himto tread
quietly.



He continued his slow retreat.
Nor mal | y, when one encountered a bear in the wild, the best defense

was | oud noi ses: shouts, catcalls, whistles, anything to warn the
normal Iy reclusive predators away. But to stumble upon this sow and
cub when topping a rise, running face-to-face into U sus arctos
horribilis, any sudden movenent or noise could trigger the materna
beast to charge. Bear attacks nunbered in the thousands each year in
Al aska, including hundreds of fatalities. Just two nonths ago, he and
a fell ow warden had run a tributary of the Yukon River in kayaks,
searching for two rafters reported late in returning hone, only to

di scover their half-eaten remains. So Matt knew bears. He knew to

wat ch for fresh bear signs whenever hiking: unsettled dung, torn-up
sod, clawed trunks of trees. He carried a bear whistle around his neck
and pepper spray at his belt. And no one with any wits entered the

Al askan backcountry without a rifle. But as Matt had | earned during
his ten-year stint anmong the parks and | ands of Al aska, out here the
unexpect ed was comonpl ace. In a state bigger than Texas, with nost of
its lands accessible only by float plane the w |l dernesses of Al aska
made the wild places of the |lower states seemlike nothing nore than

Di sney theme parks: donesticated, crowded, comercialized. But here
nature ruled in all its stark and brutal majesty.

O course, right now, Matt was hoping for a break on the brutal part.
He continued his cautious retreat. The she-bear kept her post. Then
the small male cub if you could call a a hundred-and-fifty-pound bal

of fur and ruscle small finally noticed the stranger nearby. It rose
on its hind legs, looking at him It shimied and tossed its head
about, nal e aggression nade al nmost comical. Then it did the one thing

Matt prayed it wouldn't do. It dropped on all fours and | oped toward
him nore in play and curiosity than with any aggressive intent. But
it was a deadly nove nonet hel ess.

While Matt did not fear the yearling cub a blast of pepper spray would
surely stop it inits tracks its nother's response was a different
matter. The pepper spray would be no nore than a tenderizing seasoning
when her pile-driver strength pounded down on him And forget about a
head shot, even with his Marlin sport rifle. The bear's thick skul
woul d only deflect the bullet. Not even a shot square through the

heart was a safe bet. It would take ten nminutes for such a shot to
kill a bear, and the shooter would be bear scat by then. The only rea
way to kill a grizzly was to aimfor the legs, bring her bul k down,

t hen keep on shooti ng.

And despite the personal danger, Matt was loath to do this. The
grizzlies were his personal totem They were the synbol of this
country. Wth their nunbers dwindling to | ess than twenty-five

t housand, he could not bring hinmself to kill even one of them |In
fact, he had cone to

Br ooks Range on his own personal tine to help in the catal oging and DNA
mappi ng of the parkland' s popul ati on of awakening grizzlies, fresh out
of winter's blanket. He had been up here collecting sanples from hair
traps stationed throughout the renote areas of the park and freshening
their foul -snmelling scent |ures when he found hinself in this

pr edi cament .

But now Matt was faced with the choice of kill or be killed. The cub
bounded nerrily in his direction. Hi's nother grow ed i n warning but



Matt was not sure if she was talking to himor her cub. Either way,
his retreat sped up, one foot funbling behind the other. He shrugged
his rifle into one hand and unhol stered his pepper spray.

As he struggled with the spray's flip top, a fierce grom rose behind
him Matt gl anced over his shoulder. On the trail behind him a dark
shape raced at him tail flagging in the air.

Matt's eyes grew wide with recognition. "Bane! No!" The black dog
pounded up the slope, hackles raised, a continual grow flow ng from

his throat. The dog's keen nose nust have scented the bears ... and
maybe his own masters fear. "Heell"™ Matt yelled in a barked
conmmand.

Ever obedient, the dog halted the charge and stopped at his side, front
| egs braking, hind | egs bunched. Wth one resoundi ng bark, he
crouched, teeth bared. A wolf cross, Bane was broad of chest and

bul ked out just shy of a hundred pounds. A short length of chewed

| eather tether hung fromhis collar. Matt had |left Bane, along with
his three other dogs, back at his tenporary canpsite while he went to
freshen the scent lure of a nearby hair trap. The lure a nixture of
cow s blood, rotted fish guts, and skunk oil drove the dogs crazy. He
had | earned his lesson this norning when Gregor had rolled in a freshly
laid lure. It had taken repeated baths to get the scent off the dog.
He had not wanted a repeat of the event this afternoon and had left the
dogs behind. But always his conpani on, Bane had clearly chewed through
his | ead and tracked after him

Bane bar ked agai n.

Matt turned to see both bears nother and cub frozen in place at the
sudden appearance of the large dog. The she-bear snuffled the air. Up
here in the Brooks Range, she was surely famliar with wolves. Wuld
the threat be enough to chase the bears off?

Closer, only fifteen yards away, the cub danced a bit on its feet. Then
with a toss of its head, it bounced toward them heedl ess of any
threat. The nother now had no choice. She opened her nouth and
bel | owed, droppi ng down to begin her charge.

Matt thought quickly. He jamred the can of pepper spray into its

hol ster and snatched a jelly jar full of blood lure fromthe side of
hi s backpack. He |eaned back and tossed it with all the strength in
his arm and upper back. The fist-sized bottle flew with the accuracy
of a Yankee pitcher's fastball and shattered agai nst the hole of a
cottonwood thirty yards up the trail. Blood and guts splattered out.
Usual ly two thinbles of the contents were enough to freshen a lure,
capabl e of attracting bears frommles around. Wth the entire bottle
enptied, the concentrated scent i mediately swelled out, ripening the
air.

The cub stopped its anbling approach, dead in its tracks. It lifted
its nose high, sniffing and snuffling. |Its head swung |ike a radar

di sh toward the source of the delicious snell. Even the she-bear
interrupted her charge to glance toward the sneared cottonwood. The
cub turned and bounded up the slope. For a hungry cub, fresh from

hi bernating in its winter den, the reek was a thousand tinmes nore

i nteresting than bl ackberry briars or a pair of woodl and strangers. The
cub | oped happily away. His nmother eyed themwarily still, but she
sidl ed back on her haunches, guarding her cub as it trundl ed past her



toward the foul ed tree

Matt sensed now woul d be a good tinme to make a hasty retreat. "Heel
Bane, " he whi spered. The dog's nose was in the air, sniffing at the
lure. WMatt reached down and grabbed the chewed end of the |ead. "Don't
even think about it."

He backed over the ridge and down the far side, |eaving the bears to
their prize. He kept wal ki ng backward, one eye on the trail behind
him one eye on the ridge above, just in case mana decided to foll ow
But the bears stayed put, and after a quarter nile, Matt turned and
hi ked the two niles back to canp.

Canp had been set by a wide stream still iced over in patches as ful
spring was late to conme. But there were signs of the warner weather to
followin the bl oomng wildflowers all around: blue Jacob's | adder

yel l ow fireweed, bloodred wild roses, and purple violets. Even the
frozen stream framed in willows and lined by alders, was edged in

bl oom ng wat er heni ock

It was one of Matt's favorite tinmes of the year, when the Gates of the
Arctic National Park clinbed out of winter's hibernation, but too early
for the tourists and rafters to begin their annual pilgrinmage here. Not
that there were that many fol ks even then within the confines of the
eight million acres, a reserve the size of Vernmont and Connecti cut

conbi ned. Over the entire year, fewer than three thousand visitors
braved the rugged park

But for the nmonent, Matt had the region all to hinself.

At the camp, the usual cacophony of yips and barks greeted his safe
return. H s roan mare half Arabian, half quarter horse nickered at
him tossing her nose and stanping a single hoof in clear femnnine
irritation. Bane trotted ahead and bunped and nosed his own nmates in
cani ne camaraderie. Matt |oosed the three other dogs G egor, Sinon,
and Butthead fromtheir tethers. They ran in circles, sniffing,
lifting | egs, tongues lolling, the usual m schief of the canine

speci es.

Bane sinply returned to his side, sitting, eyeing the younger dogs. Hi s
coat was alnost solid black, with just a hint of a silver undercoat and
a white blaze under his chin.

Matt frowned at the pack | eader, ready to scold, but he shook his head
i nstead. What was the damm use? Bane was the lead of his sled team
quick to respond to comands and agile of linb, but the mutt always had
a stubborn will of his own.

"You know that cost us an entire bottle of lure," Matt griped. "Caro
is going to drain our blood to make the next one." Carol Jeffries was
t he head researcher running the DNA bear program out of Bettles. She
woul d have his hide for losing the jelly jar. Wth just one bottle
left, he could bait only half the sanpling traps. He would have to
return early, setting her research behind by a full nmonth. He could

i magi ne her ire. Sighing, he wondered if it wouldn't have been better
simply to westle the four-hundred-pound grizzly.

He patted Bane's side and ruffled the dog's thick mane, earning a thunp
of atail. "Let's see about getting dinner." |If the day was wasted,
he m ght as well have a hot meal tonight as consolation. Though it was



early, the sky was beginning to cloud up, and this far north, the
Arctic sun would soon set. They mght even get a bit of rain or snow
before nightfall.

So if he wanted a fire tonight, he'd best get to work now

He shrugged out of his coat, an old Arny parka, patched at the el bows,
its green color worn to a dull gray with a soft al paca liner buttoned
inside. Dressed in a thick wool shirt and heavy trousers, he was warm
enough, especially after the Iong hike and the earlier adrenaline
surge. He crossed to the river with a bucket and cracked ice fromthe
stream edge. Though it would be easier sinply to scoop water fromthe
streamitself, the ice was distinctly purer. Since he was going to
make a fire, it would melt quickly enough anyway.

Wth practiced ease, he set about the usual routine of preparing his
canp, glad to have the woods to hinself. He whistled under his
breath

as he gathered dry wood. Then, after a nmonent, a strange silence
settled around him It took himhalf a breath to realize it. The dogs
had gone quiet. Even the twittering of golden plovers fromthe wll ows
had ceased. His own lonely whistle cut out. Then he heard it, too.
The runbl e of an airpl ane.

It was a soft sound until the single-engine Cessna crossed the
ridge-1ine and swooped over the valley. Matt strained up. Even before
he saw the pl ane, he knew somnet hing was wong. The sound of the engine
was not a continual whine, but an asthmatic sputter.

The plane tilted on one wing, then the other. Its height bobbl ed,
engi ne coughing. Matt could imagine the pilot struggling to ook for a
place to land. It was outfitted with floats, as were nost bush pil ot
planes. It only needed a river w de enough upon which to set down. But

Matt knew none woul d be found up here. The tiny stream beside his canp
woul d eventually drain into the wider Alatna River that ran through the
center of the park, but that was a good hundred nil es away.

He watched the Cessna scribe a drunken path over the valley. Then with
a grind of the engine, it clinbed enough to linp over the next
ridge-line. Matt wi nced as he watched. He would' ve sworn the floats
brushed the top of a spruce tree. Then the plane was gone.

Matt continued to stare, ears straining to listen for the fate of the
plane. It was not long in com ng. Like the sound of distant thunder
a splintering crash echoed fromthe neighboring valley. "Goddamm it,"
he nmunbl ed under his breath.

He watched the skyline, and after a | ong nonent, he saw the telltale
streak of oily snoke snake into the dirty-white sky.

"And | thought | had a bad day." He turned to his canp. "Saddle up
boys. Dinner will to have to wait."

He grabbed up his Armmy jacket and crossed to his mare, shaking his
head. In any other place in the world, this mght be a rare event, but
up here in Al aska, the bush pilot nyth was alive and well. There was a
certain macho bravado in seeing how far one could push oneself or one's
aircraft, leading to unnecessary chances. Over the course of a year
two hundred small planes crashed into the Al askan wi | derness. Sal vage



operators hired to recover the planes were backl ogged for al nost a ful
year. And it was a growmh industry. Every year, nore planes fell.
"Who needs to dig for gold," a salvage operator once told him "when
money falls out of the damm sky?"

Matt saddled his mare. Planes were one thing, people were another

If there were any survivors, the sooner they were rescued, the better
their chances. Al aska was not kind to the weak or injured. Matt had
been rem nded of this fact all too well hinself today when he went
eyeball to eyeball with a four-hundred-pound grizzly. It was an
eat-or-be-eaten world out here.

He secured his tack with a final tug and tossed on his saddl ebag with
the first-aid kit He didn't bother with his one handheld radio. He had
travel ed beyond range three days ago.

Sli ppi ng his moose hide boot into a stirrup, Matt pulled hinself into
the saddle. H s dogs danced around at the edges of the canp. They
knew t hey were heading out. "C non, boys, tine to play heroes."

SEVEROMORSK NAVAL COWPLEX MJURMANSK. " RUSSI A

Vi kt or Pet kov stood at Pier Four, bundled in a | ong brown greatcoat and
fur cap. The only markings of his rank were on the red epaul ets and
the front of his cap: four gold stars.

He smoked a cigar, Cuban, though it was all but forgotten. At his back
rose the Severonorsk Naval Conpl ex, his hone and domain. Bounded in
razor wire and concrete blast barriers, the small city housed the
massi ve shi pyards, dry docks, repair facilities, weapons depots, and
operations buildings of the Russian Northern Fleet. Positioned on the
northern coast, the city-conplex faced the Arctic Ccean and braved the
harsh winters of this hostile land. Here were forged not only mghty
seagoi ng vessel s but even harder nen.

Vi ktor's stormgray eyes ignored the ocean and focused on the rush of
activity down the length of the pier. The submarine Drakon was al npst
ready to be tugged away from her berth. The shore-power cables were
al ready being haul ed and secured.

"Admiral Petkov," the young captain said, standing at attention. "On
your orders, the Drakon is ready to be under way."

He nodded, checking his watch. "Once aboard, I'll need a secure
Il and-1ine before we | eave."

"Yes, sir. If you'll follow ne."

Vi kt or studi ed Captain M kovsky as he was | ed down the pier to the
gangway. The Drakon was the man's first command assignnent. He
recogni zed the pride in the other's gait. Captain M kovsky had just
returned

froma successful shakedown crui se of the new Akula class Il vessel and
was now taking the admiral of the Northern Fleet on a nmission whose
specifics were still sealed fromall eyes. The thirty-year-old captain

hal f Viktor's own age strode down the pier like the cock of the walk.

Was | ever this foolish? Viktor wondered as they reached the gangway.
Only a year fromretirenent, he could hardly renenber being so young,



so sure of hinself. The world had becone a | ess certain place over the
past decades.

The captain preceded him announcing the admiral's arrival shipboard,
then turned back to him "Request permi ssion to be under way, sir."

He nodded and flicked the stub of his cigar into the waters bel ow.

The captain began issuing orders, relayed through a bullhorn by the
of ficer of the deck positioned atop the sail's bridge to the crew on
the pier. "Lose the gangway. Take in line one. Take in line two."

A crane haul ed the gangway up and away. Line handlers scurried anong
t he bol I ards and ropes.

M kovsky I ed the way up the steel rungs of the conning tower. Once
there, he gave final orders to his officer of the deck and junior
of ficer of the deck, then led Viktor down into the submarine itself.

It had been al nbst two years since the adnmiral had been aboard a
submarine, but he knew the | ayout of this boat down to every screw and
plate. Since he was an old submariner hinself, the designs had passed
t hrough his office for inspection and comment. Despite this know edge,
he al |l owed M kovsky to wal k himthrough the busy control station and
down to the captain's stateroomthat he was comandeering for this
voyage.

Eyes followed him respectfully glancing away when caught. He knew the
i mge he presented. Tall for a submariner, lean and |anky. His hair
had aged to a shock of white, worn uncharacteristically long to his
collar. This, along with his stolid deneanor and ice-gray eyes, had
earned himhis nickname. He heard it whi spered down the boat.

Beliy Prizrak
The Wite Chost.
At last, they reached his cabin.

"The conmunication line is still active as you requested,"” M kovsky
sai d, standing at the door

"And the crates fromthe research facility?"

"Stored in the stateroom as you ordered." The captain waved to the
open door.

The admiral glanced inside. "Very good." He slipped off his fur cap
"You're disnissed, Captain. See to your boat."

"Yes, Admiral." The man turned on a heel and departed.

Vi ktor cl osed the stateroom door and |l ocked it behind him Hs
personal gear was piled neatly by the bed, but at the back of the snall
roomwas a stack of six titanium boxes. He crossed to the sealed red
bi nder resting atop the stack. One finger checked the seal against
tanmpering. It was secure. Across the face of the binder was stenciled
one word:

TPEH | BEJ1



It was a nane out of |egend.
G endel .

Hs fingers formed a fist over the folder. The name for this m ssion
had been derived fromthe Nordic tale Beoivulf. Gendel was the

| egendary nonster that terrorized the northern coasts until defeated by
the Norse hero Beowul f. But for Petkov, the nanme carried a deeper
meaning. It was his own personal denon, a source of pain, shane,

hum liation, and grief. It had forged the man he was today. His fist
cl enched harder.

After so long ... alnost sixty years ... He renenbered his father being
led away at the point of a gun in the mddle of the night. He had been
only six years ol d.

He stared at the stack of boxes. It took hima |ong noment to breathe
again. He turned away. The stateroom painted green, contained a

si ngl e bunk, a bookshel f, a desk, a washbasin, and a conmunication
station that consisted of the bridge speaker box, a video nonitor, and
a single tel ephone.

He reached and pi cked up the phone's receiver, spoke rapidly, then
listened as his call was routed, coded, and rerouted again. He waited.
Then a famliar voice canme on the line, frosted with static. "Leopard,
here.”

"Status?"

"The target is down."

"Confirmation?"

"Under way."

"You know your orders."

A pause. "No survivors."

This last needed no validation. Adnmiral Petkov ended the call,
settling the receiver down into its cradle. Now it started.

5:16 p.m
BROOKS RANGE, ALASKA

Matt urged his horse up the ridgeline. It had been a hard clinb. The
nei ghboring vall ey was a thousand feet higher in elevation. Up here,
snow still lay on the ground, thicker in the shadow of the trees. His
four dogs were already | oping ahead, sniffing, nosing, ears perked. He
whi stled to keep themfromgetting too far ahead.

Fromthe ridgeline, Matt surveyed the next valley. A spiral of snoke,
t hi nning now, marked the crash site, but the forest of spruce and al der
bl ocked the view of the crunpled plane. He listened. No voices were
heard. A bad sign. Frowning, he tapped his heels on his nmare's
flanks. "Of we go, Mariah."

He wal ked his horse down, mndful of the ice and snow. He followed a



seep creek trickling through the forest. A m st hung over the thread
of water. The quiet grew unnerving. Mosquitoes buzzed him setting
his teeth on edge. The only other noise was his horse's steps: a
crunchi ng sound as each hoof broke through the crust of ice over the
SNOW.

Even his dogs had grown | ess ebullient, draw ng closer, stopping
frequently to lift noses to the air.

Bane kept a guard on point, sticking fifty paces ahead of him The
dark-furred wolf m x kept to the shadows, alnost lost in the dappling.
As the compani on of a Fish and Gane warden, Bane had gone through a
cani ne search-and-rescue program The dog had a keen nose and seened
to sense where Matt was headed

Once they reached the valley floor, their pace increased. Matt could
now snell burning oil. They headed toward it as directly as the
terrain would allow, but it still took them another twenty mnutes to
reach the crash site.

The forest opened into a neadow. The pilot nust have been aimng for
it, hoping to land his craft in the break in the forest. He had al npst
made it, too. A long gouge crossed the neadow of yellow nmilk vetch
directly across the center of the clearing. But the landing field had
been too short.

Of to the left, a Cessna 185 Skywagon | ay snmashed into the forest of
green spruce. It had jamed nose first into the trees, w ngs crunpled
and torn away, tilted tail end up. Snoke billowed fromthe crushed
engi ne conpartment, and the stench of fuel filled the valley. The risk
of fire was great.

Wal ki ng his way across the nmeadow, Matt noted the cl ouds, heavy and

| ow, that hung overhead. For once, rain would be wel come up here. Even
nor e encouragi ng woul d have been any sign of novenent.

Once within a few yards, Miatt yanked the reins and clinbed off his
horse. He stood another |ong monent staring at the weckage. He had
seen dead bodi es before, plenty of them He had served six years in
the Green Berets, spending time in Somalia and the M ddl e East before
opting out to conmplete college through the @ Bill. So it was not
squeam shness that kept himback. Still, death had touched himtoo
deeply, too personally, to make it an easy task of stepping anm d the
wr eckage.

But if there were any survivors ..

Matt proceeded toward the ruined Cessna. "Hello!"™ he yelled, feeling
f ool i sh.

No answer. No surprise there.

He crept under a bent wi ng and crunched through broken safety gl ass.
The wi ndows had shattered out as the fusel age crunpled. Fromthe
engi ne conpartment ahead, snoke continued to billow, choking him
stinging his eyes. A stream of gasoline flowed underfoot.

Matt held his armover his nbuth and nose. He tried the door. It was
jamred and twisted tight. He stretched up and poked his head in the



side wi ndow. The plane was not enpty.

The pilot was strapped into his seat, but fromthe angle of his neck

and the spar piercing his chest, he was clearly dead. The seat next to
the pilot was enpty. Matt began to crane around to check the backseats
then a shock passed through himas he recognized the pilot. The nop of

bl ack hair, the scraggly beard, the blue eyes ... now glazed and
l'ifeless.

"Brent ..." he munbled. Brent Cunmng. They had played poker

regul arly back when Matt and Jenny were still together. Jenny was a

sheriff for the Nunamiut and | nupiat native tribes, and because of the
vast distances under her jurisdiction, she was of necessity a skilled
pilot. As such, she knew the other pilots who serviced the region

i ncluding Brent Cunming. Their two famlies had spent a sunmer
canping, their kids ronmping and pl aying together. How was he going to
tell Cheryl, Brent's wife?

He shook hinself out of his shock and poked his head into the back
wi ndow, numbly checking the rear seats. He found a man sprawl ed on his
back, faceup. He wasn't nmoving either. Matt started to sigh when
suddenly the man's arnms shot up, a gun clutched between his hands.

"Don't nove!"
Matt startled, nore at the sudden shout than the threat of the gun

"I mean it! Don't novel" The nman sat up. He was pale, his green
eyes

wi de, his blond hair caked with blood on his left side. H s head nust
have struck the window frane. Still his aimdid not waver. "I'l|
shoot ! "

"Then shoot," Matt said calmy, leaning a bit against the plane's
f usel age.

This response clearly baffled the stranger. H s brow pinched together.
From the man's brand-new Eddi e Bauer Arctic parka, he was clearly a
stranger to these parts. Nonetheless, there was a hard edge to him
Though havi ng just crashed, he clearly had kept his wits about him
Matt had to give himcredit there

"I'f you'll put that flare gun down," Matt said, "maybe I'll even think
about finishing this rescue mssion."

The man waited a full breath, then |l owered his arnms, saggi ng backward.
"I ... I"'msorry."

"Nothing to be sorry about. You just fell out of the sky. |In such
rare cases, | have the tendency to forgive a |l ack of gracious
hospitality." This earned a tired grin fromthe man. "Are you hurt?"
he asked. "Head took a good crack. And ny leg's caught.” Matt |eaned
t hrough the wi ndow, having to stretch up on his toes. The front
section of the plane had crinped back, trapping the man's right |eg

bet ween the copilot's seat and his own. So rmuch for just having the
man crawl through the w ndow.

"The pilot..." the man began. "Is he ..



"Dead," Matt finished. "Nothing we can do for himat the nonent." He
tugged again at the door. He wouldn't be able to free it with brute
strength al one. He tapped one knuckle on the fusel age, thinking. "Hang
on a sec."

He crossed back to Mariah, grabbed the horse's reins, and wal ked her

closer to the weckage. She protested with a toss of her head. It was
bad enough being pulled away fromthe pasture of mlk vetch, but the
burni ng engi ne snell spooked her, too. "Easy there, gal," Matt

soot hed.

H s dogs sinply remai ned where they lay sprawl ed. Bane sat up, ears
perked, but Matt waved the wol f down.

Once cl ose enough, Matt ran a rope fromthe saddle to the frame of the
pl ane's door. He didn't trust the handle to be secure enough. He then
crossed back to the mare and urged her to follow She did so
willingly, glad to | eave the vicinity of the foul -snelling weckage,

but once she reached the I ength of her tether, she stopped.

Matt coaxed her with tugs on her reins, but she still refused. He slid
behi nd her, biting back a curse, then grabbed her tail and pulled it

up

over her hind end. He hated tailing her like this, but he had to get
her to pull. She whinnied at the pain and kicked a hoof at him He
tumbl ed away, letting go of the tail and | anding on his backside. He
shook his head. He and the femal e species never did know how to
conmmuni cat e.

Then Bane was there, barking, snapping at the horse's heels. Mariah
m ght not respect Matt, but a half wolf was another thing. dd
instincts ran deep. The mare | eaped ahead, yanking on the tether.

A groan of netal erupted behind him WMatt rolled around. The entire
tilted fusel age of the Cessna canted to the side. A shout of alarm
arose frominside. Then, with the popping sound of an openi ng soda
can, the crunpl ed door broke away.

Mariah reared up, but Matt returned to calmher. He undid the saddle
hitch and wal ked her away, waving Bane off. He settled her at the edge
of the clearing, then patted her flank. "Good girl. You' ve earned
yoursel f an extra handful of grain tonight."

He strode back to the wreckage. The stranger was al most out of the
plane. He was able to slide his trapped leg along the edge of the two
crammed seats until he reached the open door. Then he was free.

Matt hel ped himdown. "How s the |eg?"

The man tested it gingerly. "Bruised, and the worst dammed charl ey
horse, but nothing feels broken." Now that the nman was free, Matt
realized he was younger than he first appeared. Probably no nore than

his late twenties.

As they hobbl ed away fromthe weckage, Matt held out a hand. "Nane's
Mat t hew Pi ke. "

"Craig ... Craig Teague."



After they were well away fromthe plane, Matt settled the man to a

| og, then shoved away his dogs when they came up to nose the stranger
Matt straightened a kink from his back and gl anced back to the plane
and his dead friend. "So what happened?”

The man remained silent for a long moment. \Wen he spoke, it was in a
whi sper. "I don't know. W were heading to Deadhorse "

"Over in Prudhoe?"

"Prudhoe Bay, yes." The man nodded, gingerly fingering his |acerated
scal p. Deadhorse was the nane of the airport that serviced the
oilfields and township of Prudhoe Bay. It was |located at the

nort hernnost edge of Al aska, where the North Slope's oil fields net the
Arctic Ccean. "We were about two hours out of Fairbanks when the pil ot
reported something wong with the engine. It seemed he was |osing fue
or somet hing. Wich seemed inpossible since we had just tanked up in
Fai r banks. "

Matt could smell the fuel still in the air. They had not run out of
juice, that's for sure. And Brent Cunmi ng always kept his plane's
engine in tiptop shape. A mechanic before becom ng a bush pilot, Brent
knew his way around the Cessnas three-hundred-horsepower engine. Wth
two kids and a wife, he depended on that craft for both his livelihood
and his lifeline, so Brent maintained his machinery like a finely tuned
Rol ex.

"When the engi ne began to sputter, we tried to find a place to |and,

but by that time we were anong these dam nountains. The pilot ... he
he tried to radio for help, but even the radi o seened to be

mal f uncti oni ng. "

Matt understood. There had been stornms of solar flares this past week.
They messed with all sorts of comunication in the northern regions. He
gl anced back to the weckage. He could only imagine the terror of
those | ast nonments: the panic, the desperation, the disbelief.

The man's voice cracked slightly. He had to swallow to continue
speaking. "W had no choice but to try to land here. And then ... and
then ..."

Matt reached over and patted the man's shoulder. The rest of the story
was plainly evident. "It's okay. W'IIl get you out of here. But I
shoul d see about that head wound of yours first."

He crossed over to Mariah and retrieved the first-aid kit. It was
really a full med kit. Matt had assenbled it hinself, utilizing his
experience in the Green Berets. Besides the usual gauze rolls,
Band- Ai ds, and aspirin, he had a snmall pharmacy of antibiotics,

anti hi stam nes, antiprotozoals, and antidiarrhetics. The kit al so
contai ned suture material, |ocal anesthetic, syringes, splinting
material, even a stethoscope. He pulled out a bottle of peroxide and
cl eaned the nman's wound.

Matt tal ked as he worked. "So, Craig, what was your business up in
Prudhoe?" he asked, studying the other. The fellow certainly didn't
have the |l ook of an oil rigger. Anmong such hard men, black oil and
grease were indelibly tattooed into the creases and folds of their
hands. Contrarily this man's palnms were free of calluses, his nails
unbroken and neatly trimed. Matt supposed he was an engi neer or



geologist. In fact, the man had a studious |ook to his countenance,
keenly assessing his surroundings, glancing to Matt's horse, his dogs,
t he nmeadow, and the surroundi ng nountains. The only place he avoi ded
| ooki ng was back to the weckage.

"Prudhoe Bay wasn't ny destination. W were to refuel there, then hop
out to a research base on the ice cap. Orega Drift Station, a part of
t he SCI CEX research group.”

"SCl CEX?" Matt sneared antibiotic creamon the wound, then covered it
with a Tefl on-coated gauze sponge, wapping it in place.

"Scientific | ce Expeditions,"” Crai g expl ai ned, wi ncing as Matt
secured the wrap. "It's a five-year collaborative effort between the
U S. Navy and civilian scientists."

Matt nodded. "I think | renenber hearing about that." The group was
usi ng Navy subs to collect data fromover a hundred thousand miles of
ship track in the Arctic, delving into regi ons never before visited.
Matt's brow crinkled. "But | thought that ended back in 1999."

Hs words drew the nman's full attention, his eyes widening slightly in
surprise as he turned to Matt.

"Despite appearances," Matt explained, "I'mFish and Gane. So I'm
generally famliar with many of the larger Arctic research projects.”

Craig studied himw th cautious, calculating eyes, then bobbed his
head. "Well, you're right. Oficially SCICEX ended, but one station
Orega had drifted into the ice cap's Zone of Conparative

I naccessibility."

No- man' s-1and, Matt thought. The ZCl was the nost renote part of the
pol ar ice cap, hardest to reach and nost i sol at ed.

"For a chance to study such an inaccessible region, funding was
extended to this one SCI CEX station."

"So you're a scientist?" Matt said, fastening up his nmed kit.

The man | aughed, but there was no real hunor behind it. "No, not a
scientist. | was on assignment frommy newspaper. The Seattle Tines.
I"'ma political reporter.”

"A political reporter?"
The man shrugged.

"Way would " Matt was cut off by the buzzing sound of a plane's engine.
He craned his neck. The lowering sky was thick with heavy clouds. Of
to the side, Bane growl ed deep in his throat as the noise grew in

vol une.

Craig clinbed to his feet. "Another plane. Maybe soneone heard the
pilots distress call."

Fromthe clouds, a small plane appeared, dropping over the valley but
still keeping high. Mtt watched it pass. It was another Cessna, only
a larger version than Brent's. It appeared to be a 206 or 207 Skywagon,
an ei ght-seater.



Matt whistled Mariah closer to him then plucked his binoculars from
t he saddl ebag. Lifting the scopes, he searched a monent for the
pl ane,

then focused on it. It appeared brand-new ... or freshly painted. Rare
for these parts. The terrain was hard on aircraft.

"Have they spotted us?" Craig asked.

The plane tilted on a wing and began a slow circle over the valley.
"Wth the trail of engine snoke, it'd be hard to miss us."

Still, Matt felt a tingle of unease. He had not spotted a single plane
in the past week, and now two in one day. And this plane was too
clean, too white. As he watched, the rear cargo door craned open. That
was the nice thing about that size of Skywagon. Such pl anes were used
around these parts to shuttle the injured to various outlying
hospitals. The rear cargo hatch was perfect for |oading and unl oadi ng
stretchers, or, in worst cases, coffins. But there was another useful
and common application for the Skywagon's |arge rear hatch

From the cargo bay, a shape flew free, and a second quickly foll owed.
Sky divers. Matt had a hard tine following themw th his binocul ars.
They were plumeting fast. Then chutes ball ooned out, slow ng them
maki ng them easier to focus upon. Parawing airfoils, Matt recognized,
used in precision parachuting for landing in tight places. The pair
swung around in tandem aimng for the neadow.

Matt focused on the divers thenselves. Like the plane and chutes, they
were outfitted in white, no insignia. R fles were strapped to their
backs, but he was unable to discern make and type.

As he spied on them cold dread settled in the pit of his stomach. It
was not the presence of the guns that trickled ice into Matt's bl ood.
Instead, it was what was under each sky diver. Each man was strapped
into the seat of a notorcycle. The tires were studded with netal

spi kes. Snow choppers. They were nmuscul ar vehicl es, capable of
tearing up terrain, chasing anything down in these nountains.

Matt | owered the binoculars. He stared over at the reporter, then
cleared his throat. "I hope you're good at riding a horse.™

Cat and Muse

APRIL 6, 5:36 p.m

ZCl REA ON OF THE POLAR | CE CAP

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

WIl | ever be warmagain ... ?

Captain Perry crunched across the ice and snow toward Orega Drift
Station. The wind whistled around him a haunted sound that spoke to
the hollowness in his heart. Here, at the end of the world, the w nd
was a living creature, always blow ng, scouring the surface like a
starving beast. It was the ultimate predator: nerciless, constant,

i nescapable. As an old Inuit proverb says, "It's not the cold that
kills, it's the wind."



Perry marched steadily forward into the teeth of the blustery gale.
Behind him the Polar Sentinel floated inside a polynya, a |arge open
|ake within the ice. The Orega Drift Station was constructed on its
shoreline, the site having been chosen for the stability of the nearby
pol ynya, allowi ng easy ingress and egress of a Navy sub. The pol ynya
owed its permanence to the ring of thick pressure ridges that
surrounded the | ake, clinmbing two stories high and delving four tines
as deep below the surface. These battlenents of packed ice held the
| ake open agai nst the constant crush of the surrounding floes. The
research station was built on a relatively level ice plain a quarter
mle away, a long hike in the subzero col d.

He marched with a small party of his nmen, the first of four rotations
to be allowed shore | eave. The sailors chattered anong thensel ves, but
Perry remai ned hunched in his Navy parka, the edge of his fur-Ilined
hood pulled tightly over his face. He stared off to the northeast, to
where the Russian ice base had been di scovered two nonths ago, only
thirty mles fromhere. A shiver trenbled through him but it had
nothing to do with the cold.

So many dead ... He pictured the Russian bodies, the old inhabitants of
the ice base, stacked |like cordwood after being chopped or thawed out
of their icy tonb. Thirty-two nen, twelve wonen. It had taken them

two weeks to clear all the bodies. Sonme had | ooked starved to death,
whil e others | ooked as if they had net nore violent ends. They found
one body hung in a room the rope so frozen it shattered with their
touch. But that wasn't the worst..

Perry pushed this thought away.

As he clinbed a ridge of ice, nade easier by the steps chopped into it,
the drift station came into view It was a small hanlet of red
Jamesway huts. The assenbly of fifteen red buildings appeared like a
bl oody rash on the ice. Steam snoked from each hut, m sting over the
base, giving it a deceptively sultry appearance. The runble of
twenty-four generators seemed to vibrate the mists. The snell of

di esel fuel and kerosene hung over the site. A single |lone Anerican
flag hung froma pole, snapping in the occasional fiercer gusts.

Scattered around the sem permanent settlenment, a handful of Ski-Doos
and two seal ed Sno-Cats stood ready to service the scientists and
personnel of the base. There was even an iceboat, a catamaran resting
on stainless-steel runners.

Fromthe top of the ridge, Perry stared out toward the horizon. He saw
the worn trail snaking across the ice, heading from Orega out to the
ol d Russian base. Ever since the discovery, the personnel here had
been shuttling back and forth across the ice cap, using whatever
vehicles were on hand. Currently a quarter of the drift station's
manpower had shifted over to the buried Russian base and was encanped

i nside the inverted nmountain of ice.

Perry stared another long noment. The path to the Russian base was
easy to see. This area of the ice cap was covered with a | ayer of
scal | oped snow, what was called sastrugi, little curled waves of frozen
snow formed by winds and erosion. "Like the top of a | enon neringue,”
his XO had conmented. But the path nmade by the Sno-Cats and Ski- Doos
had ground the | enon neringue sastrugi flat, |leaving a worn track

t hrough the crisp waves.



Perry understood the interest of the men and wonmen here. They were
scientists with an avid curiosity. But none of them had been the first
to enter the base as he had been, crossing the thirty mles overland
from Onega to the defunct station. None knew what he and a small group
of his nmen had found in the heart of the station. He had i mediately
ordered his nen silent and stationed a conpl enent of arned guards to

keep that one section of the base off-linmts to the Onega personnel
Only one nenber of the drift station knew of Perry's find: Dr. Amanda
Reynol ds. She had been with Perry when he had entered the base. For
the first tinme, the strong and i ndependent woman had been shaken to her
core.

What ever had shown up on the Deep Eye sonar the flicker of novenent
seen on the recordi ng was never discovered. Maybe it had been just a
sonar ghost, a mrage created by the sub's own notion, or maybe it was
some scavenger that had vacated the station, like a polar bear. Though
this last was unlikely, not unless the beast had found an entrance that
they had yet to discover. Two nonths ago, they had been forced to use
thermte charges to nelt a way down into the buried station. Since
then, extra heat charges and C4 expl osives had been used to open an
artificial polynya nearby for the Polar Sentinel to service the newy
reoccupi ed base.

As Perry clinbed down the ice ridge, he wi shed they had sinply sunk the
entire Russian station. No good would conme of it. He was certain of
that. But he had orders to follow. He shivered as the w nds kicked

up.

A shout drew his attention back to the assenbly of Jamesway huts. A
figure dressed in a blue parka waved an armin their direction
encouragi ng themforward. Perry crossed down the ridge toward the
figure. The man hurried forward to neet him hunched agai nst the

col d.

"Captain." The figure was Erik Gustof, the Canadi an neteorol ogist. He
was a strapping fell ow of Norwegi an descent, characterized by

whitish-blond hair and tall build, though at the nonent, all that could
be di scerned were the man's two eyes, goggl ed agai nst the snow s gl are,

and a frosted white nustache. "There's a satellite call holding for
you. "

"Wiao ?"

"Admiral Reynolds." The man glanced to the skies. "You'd best be

qui ck. There's a big storm headed our way, and that |ast bevy of sol ar
flares is still weaking havoc with the systens."

Perry nodded and turned to his junior officer. "Disniss the nmen

They're on their own until twenty hundred. Then the next team gets
their turn ashore.”

This was net with general whoops fromthe men. They scattered in
various directions, sone to the station's ness hall, others to the
recreation hut, and others still to the living quarters for nore
personal dalliances. Captain Perry followed Erik to an assenbly of
three joined huts, the main base of operations.

"Dr. Reynolds sent ne out to hurry you along,"” Erik expl ai ned



"She's

speaking with her father right now W don't know how | ong
comuni cation will hold."

They reached the door to the operations hut, kicked off snow and ice
fromtheir boots, then ducked through the doorway. The heat of the
interior was painful after the frigid cold. Perry shook off his

gl oves, then unzipped his parka and threw back his hood. He rubbed the
tip of his nose to make sure it was still there.

"N ppy out, eh?" FErik said, remaining in his parka.

"It's not the cold, it's the humdity," he grunbl ed sarcastically.
Perry hung up his parka anpbng the many others already there. He stil
wore his blue junpsuit with his name stenciled on a pocket. He folded
his cap and tucked it into his belt.

Eri k stepped back to the door. "You know the way to the NAV SAT
station. 1'mgoing to check on some instruments outside before the
stormhits tonight."

"Thanks. "

Erik grinned and yanked the door open. Even in such a short time, the
wi nd had ki cked up outside. A gust whipped inside and struck Perry
like a slap to the face. FErik hurried out, shoving the door shut.

Perry shivered a nonent, rubbing his hands. Who the hell would
volunteer to stay in this godforsaken |and for two years?

He crossed the anteroom and went through another set of doors into the
mai n operations room It held all the various offices of the

adm ni stration, along with several |abs. The main purpose of the
research in this building was to nmeasure the seasonal rate of growth
and erosion of the ice pack, measuring the heat budget of the Arctic.
But other labs in other huts varied greatly, froma full mning
operation that sanpled cores of the ocean floor to a hydro | ab that
studied the health of the phyto- and zoopl ankton under the ice. The
research was continuous, running around the clock as the station
drifted along, floating with the polar current and traveling al nost two
mles every day.

He nodded to various famliar faces behind desks or bent over computer
screens. He crossed through a set of airlock-type doors that led into
one of the adjoining huts.

This hut was extra insulated and had two backup generators. It was
Orega's lifeline to the outside world. It contained all their radio
and comuni cation equi pnent: shortwave for maintaining contact with
teans on the ice, VLF and ULF for conmunication with the subs assigned
here, and NAV SAT the military satellite conmmunication sys term The
hut was enpty, except for the |lone figure of Amanda Reynol ds.

Perry crossed to her. She glanced up fromwhere she | eaned over a TTY,
a text telephone unit. The portable keyboard device allowed her to
conmuni cate over the satellite. She could speak into the m crophone
and answers woul d cone out on the LCD screen.

Amanda nodded to him but spoke to her father, Adnmiral Reynolds. "I



know, Dad. | know you didn't want ne out here in the first place. But

She was cut off and | eaned closer to read the TTY. Her face reddened;
obvi ously an argunent had been under way. And it was an old argument
fromthe | ooks of it. Her father hadn't wanted Amanda to take this
assignment in the first place, worried about her, about her disability.
Amanda had defied him coning anyway, asserting her independence.

But Perry wondered how rmuch of her fight was not so much to convince
her father as herself. He had never net a wonan so fiercely determ ned
to prove herself in all things, in all ways.

And it was taking its toll.

Perry studied the worn |l ook in her eyes, the brui sed shadows beneath
them She appeared to have aged a decade over the past two nonths.
Secrets did that to you

She continued, speaking into the phone, heat entering her voice. "W'I
di scuss this later. Captain Perry is here.™

As she read her father's response, she held her breath, biting her
lower lip. "Fine!"™ she finally snapped, and ripped off the headset.
She shoved it at him "Here."

He took the headset, noting the trenble in her fingers. Fury,
frustration, or both? He palmed the m crophone to keep his next words

private with her. "lIs he still keeping the information under |ock and
key?"
Amanda snorted and stood. "And el ectronic padl ock and voi cepri nt

recognition and retinal scan identification. Fort Knox couldn't be
nore secure."

Perry smiled at her. "He's doing his best. The bureaucratic nmachinery
under himgrinds slowy. Wth such sensitive matters, diplomatic
channel s have to be handled with delicacy."”

"But | don't know why. This goes back to Wrld War Two. After so
long, the world has a right to know. "

"It's waited for fifty years. It can wait another nonth or so. Wth
the already strained relations between the U S. and Russia, the way has
to be greased before letting the information out."

Amanda si ghed, stared into his eyes, then shook her head. "You sound
just like ny father."

Perry leaned in. "In that case, this would be very Freudian." He
ki ssed her.

She sm | ed under his lips and rmunbl ed, "You kiss like him too."
He choked a I augh, pulling back

She pointed to the headset. "You' d best not keep the admira
wai ting."

He slipped the headset in place and pulled up the mcrophone. "Captain



Perry here."

"Captain, | trust you're taking good care of my daughter.” Hi s voice
cut in and out a bit.

"Yes, sir ... very good care." One hand reached over and squeezed
Amanda' s hand. Their affection for each other was no secret, but it
had grown deeper over the past two nonths, slipping past fondness to
somet hing nmore meani ngful. For propriety's sake, they restricted any
outward di splays to private noments. Not even the adnmiral, Amanda's
father, knew of the escalation of their affections.

"Captain, 1I'll keep this brief," the adnmiral continued. "The Russian
anbassador was contacted yesterday and given a copy of your report."

"But | thought we weren't going to contact them unti
Now it was Perry's turn to be cut off. "W had no choice," the adnira
interrupted. "Wird had sonehow reached Mboscow about the rediscovery of
the old ice station.”

"Yes, sir. But what does this nmean for those of us out here?"

There was a | ong pause. Perry was nmonentarily unsure if the solar
storm had cut off conmunication then the admiral spoke again, "G eg

The informal use of his first name instantly drew himto full alert.

"Greg, | need you to be aware of sonething else. Wile | may be out
here on the Wst Coast, |'ve been in this business |ong enough to know
when the hive back in D.C. is buzzing. Something is going on over
there. M dnight neetings between the NSA and the Cl A over the matter
The secretary of the Navy has been recalled froma junket in the Mddle
East. The entire cabinet was recalled early fromtheir Easter

break. "

"What's it all about?"

"That's just it. | don't know  Sonething broke high in command

hi gher than nmy station. Wrd has yet to reach me ... if it ever will.
Sone political shit stormis brewing over this. D.C is |locking up
hat ches and battening down. |'ve never seen its |like before.”

A cold finger of dread ran up Perry's spine. "l don't understand.
Why ?"

Again his words stuttered in the electronic chop. "lI'mnot sure. But

| wanted to give you heads-up about the escal ati on down here."

Perry frowned. It all sounded like the usual politics to him He
woul d note the admiral's concern, but what else could he do?

"Captain, there's one other thing. A strange tidbit that has trickled
down to me; actually it was passed by an aide to the undersecretary.
It's a single word that seens to be the center of the shit storm"”

"What's the word?"

"G endel . "



Perry's breath went out of him

"Perhaps a code nane, a nane of a ship, | don't know, " the admra
continued. "Does it nean anything to you?"

Perry closed his eyes. Gendel... The discovery had only been nmade
today. The steel plaque had been covered in ice and hoarfrost and was
easy to miss. It was near the main surface entrance into the buried
ice station.
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"Geg?"

H's mind continued to spin. How did Washington know .. ,? Qrega's
translator and the Sentinel's own linguistic expert had argued over the
pl ague's transl ation, especially the last word, until finally comng to
t he sane concl usion

It was the nane of the buried base: lIce Station G endel

"Captain Perry, are you still there?"

"Yes, sir.

"Does the word nean somet hi ng?"

"Yes, sir, | believe it does." H's voice remained tight. Besides the
word being etched on the plaque, Perry had seen the sane Cyrillic
lettering in one other place, on one of the station's doors ... a door

bef ore which he hinself had posted arned guards.

Until today, he had not known the neaning of the Cyrillic letters
stenci |l ed upon that nonstrous door. Now he did. But he hadn't been
the first.

6:26 p.m
BROOKS RANGE, ALASKA

Matt led the way up the steep slope, guiding Mariah by the reins. Craig
rode on top, hunched down, clinging to the saddle horn. Matt dared not
ri de double, at least not yet, not until they were headed downhill or
at least on flat land. He feared taxing the horse too soon

Ahead, his four dogs ranged toward the top of the valley. They all had
to get out of these steep peaks. Only Bane seened to sense his
master's fear, sticking close, ears perked.

Matt gl anced behind. The sky divers had surely | anded by now, but
there was no grow of notorcycle engines. No sign of a chase, but the
dense forest of spruce and aspen obscured his view.

Already a twilight gl oomhad settled over the valley, the sun

di sappearing both into the surroundi ng peaks and the stacks of dark

cl ouds overhead. Being April, the days had begun to | engthen fromthe
continual dark of winter toward the m dni ght sun of summer.

Squinting, Matt watched over his shoulder. But there was no telling



what was going on. He frowned. Maybe he had been wong ... maybe he
had grown too paranoid out here in these enpty woods.

Crai g must have noticed his concerned expression. "Could it have been
a rescue party? Are we running for no good reason?"

Matt opened his nouth to speak then an expl osion took his words away.
Both nmen stared downhill. Fromthe gloombelow, a fiery ball rolled
skyward. The bl ast echoed away.

"The plane ..." Craig munbl ed.

"They destroyed it." Matt's eyes grew wide. He pictured Brent
Cunmi ng' s body razed.

n W]y?"

Matt squinted, thinking. He could come up with only one reason
"They're covering their tracks. |If the plane had been sabot aged,
they'd need to destroy the evidence and that includes any w tnesses."
Matt pictured the clear trail of hoof, boot, and paw prints headi ng
away fromthe crash site. He'd had no time to nmask their path.

From bel ow a new noi se cut through the forest |ike a band saw. A
not orcycl e engine roared to life, growing fiercely then settling to a
| ow runmble. A second soon joined the chorus.

Bane echoed the notors, runbling deep in his chest.

Matt stared at the weak glow of the fading sun. The clouds were
lowering still. They'd get nore than a sifting of snow overnight. A
fact he was

sure their pursuers knew, too, which neant the saboteurs would attenpt
to run them down before the sun set.

"What can we do?" Craig asked.

As answer, Matt tugged Mariah's | ead and headed for the top of the
rise. He had to find a way to delay them... at |east |ong enough
until the skies opened.

"I's there sonewhere we can hide?" Craig's voice trenbled. He hunched
farther over the saddle as Mariah clanbered up a tunble of talus
r ock.

Matt dism ssed Craig's question for now Forenost in his mnd was
simply to survive until nightfall. They were at a distinct

di sadvantage. One horse, two nmen. Their pursuers each had a snow
chopper. Not good odds. Already the runble of the cycles throttled up
as the chase began.

Matt tugged Mariah up to the ridgeline. At the top, a sudden w nd
gusted fromthe southwest, frigid with the promi se of ice and sl eet.

W thout hesitating, he headed down the slope, toward where he had set
up his canp. There was no refuge to be found there, so he wei ghed

ot her options. He knew of some caves, but they were too far, and there
was no certain safety to be found in them Another plan was needed.

"Can you ride on your own?" Matt asked Craig.



A weak nod answered him but fear shone in the man's eyes.

Matt reached and slid his rifle frombehind the saddl e, then shoved a
box of rifle cartridges into a pocket.

"What are you pl anni ng?" Craig asked.

"There's nothing to worry about. |'mjust going to use you as bait."
He then bent down to his dog. "Bane."

The dog's ears perked up, his eyes on Matt.

Matt pointed his armdown the ridge. "Bane ... to canmp!" he ordered
sharply.

The dog spun back around and started down. The other dogs foll owed.
Matt sl apped Mariah's runp, starting her down after them Matt trotted
beside themfor a few paces. "Keep after the dogs. They'll get you to
my canp. Take cover as well as you can. There's also an ax by the
woodpi l e.  Just in case.”

Craig's face blanched, but he nodded, earning Matt's respect.

Matt slid to a stop, watching a nonent as horse, rider, and dogs
trotted down the wooded and boul dered sl ope. They were soon gone,
vani shed into the thick woods.

Turni ng, he clinbed back up the trail until he was twenty yards from
the ridgeline. He then |eaped fromthe nuddied trail of hoofprints to
a

granite outcropping, then | eapfrogged to another stone. He wanted no
evidence of his side trail. Once well off the churned track, Matt
settled Under the linbs of a spruce, tucking into the shadows,
shi el ding hinself behind the trunk. He had a clear viewto the
ridgeline. |If the pursuers followed their sanme path, they would be
monentarily silhouetted agai nst the sky as they crossed the ridge and
began their descent into the next valley. Crouching to one knee, Matt
wrapped his rifle's sling around his wist, Positioned the wal nut stock
agai nst his shoul der, and took ai mdown the barrel. He was confi dent
he coul d take out one of the riders at such close range, but could he
take out both of thenf

From over the ridgeline, the grunbling of the two engi nes grew cl oser
And cl oser, a pair of naddened aninmals on the trail of prey.

Kneel i ng now, bl ood pounding in his ears, Matt recalled another tinme, *
a decade ago, another life, being holed up in a nortar-blasted buil di ng
in Somalia. @unfire all around. The world reduced to green shadows
and Unes by his nightvision goggles. It hadn't been the firefights
that unnerved nost men. It was the waiting.

Drawi ng a slow breath through his lips, Matt forced hinself to rel ax,
to say | oose and ready. Tension could throw off one's aimbetter than
poor marksmanship. He let his breath out, centering hinmself. This was
ot Somalia. These were his woods. The crisp scent of the crushed
Spruce needl es under his knee hel ped sharpen him rem nding him"Were
he was. He knew these nountains better than anyone.



Across the ridge, the noise of the notorcycles ratcheted up, filling
the \world with their growls and sputters. Matt nade out the sound of
tranches breaki ng under the studded tires. C ose ... He noved his
finger fromthe trigger guard to the trigger and | eaned closer to the
rifle, his cheek against the wooden stock

The wait grewto a tineless nonent. Despite the cold, a bead of sweat
foiled down his right tenple. He had to force hinself not to squint
one eye. Always shoot with both eyes open. His father had drilled
that into hi mwhen deer hunting back in A abama, reinforced | ater by
his boot canmp sergeant. Matt breathed shallowy through his nose,
concentrating. Cone on ..

As if hearing him a cycle shot over the ridgeline at full throttle,
catching Matt by surprise. Rather than riding cautiously to the top of
the rise, the rider had gunned his cycle and flew high across the
ridge, his tires lifting free of the ground.

Matt shifted his hip, following its course. He squeezed the trigger,
the rifle blasted, answered i medi ately by the ping of a slug on
net al

The airborne cycle fishtailed. He had struck the rear tire guard.

Ri der and cycle struck the ground askew, bounced once, then cartwheel ed
into a tunble. The rider |eaped free, rolling down the slope and into
dense bushes.

"Dam it," Matt munbl ed. He kept his gaze fixed on the ridgeline. He
had no idea if the first rider was unharned, injured, or dead, but he
dared not take his attention fromthe ridgeline. There was still the
second cycle. Matt levered the spent cartridge out the side of the
rifle and snapped the next one home, wi shing for his old M 16 automatic
fromhis Geen Beret days.

He covered the top of the rise.

H s hearing, after the rifle blast and tunbling crash of the first
cycle, was confused. The grunble of the second cycle echoed al

around. Mvenent to the left caught his eye. He swng his rifle in
time to see the second cycle shoot over the ridge a short di stance down
fromthe other.

He ai med, nore desperately than with any true nmarksmanship, and fired.
This time there was not even the ping of slug on netal. The cycle

| anded snmoothly, the rider tucked hard between the handl es of his bike,
t hen bot h di sappeared behi nd an out croppi ng.

Matt fell back behind the spruce's trunk. He popped the spent
cartridge and cranked another in place. These were no amateurs. They
had antici pated an anmbush, sending the first cycle at breakneck speed
over the ridge to draw his attention while the second wheel ed around
fromthe other side.

Cr ack.

Alimb of the spruce shattered a foot above Matt's head, pelting him
with splinters. Matt slammed |ower, sliding to his back, rifle cradled
over his chest. A rifle shot... it had cone fromthe direction of the
first rider. So the bastard wasn't dead.



Biting back panic, Matt kept his position. The sniper must not have
had a cl ean shot at him otherw se he'd be dead. The splintering bl ast
had been an attenpt to flush himout. The sniper rmust have gained his
approxi mate position when Matt had fired at the second cycle.

"Dam it..." W©Matt was now pi nned between them one rider down to the
left in the bushes and the other still on his cycle anong the stones.

Matt |istened, gasping between clenched teeth. The grow of the other
cycle had died to a steady runmble. What was going on? Was the nman

wai ting? Had he abandoned the cycle, leaving it idling, while he snuck
into better position?

He couldn't take the chance. He had to npve.

Swearing under his breath, Matt slid on his back down the slope, his
flight made easier by the thick layer of fallen spruce needl es. Wthout
lifting his head, he surfed the slick needl es and reached a nearby
snownelt channel, no nore than a shallow gully. He slipped into the
relative shelter of the trickling waterway. The water soaked through
his wool pants, but his patched Arny jacket kept his torso dry.

He lay for a nmonment, listening. The single remaining cycle still idled
om nously. But no other sound could be heard. H's pursuers were not
giving thenselves awnay. Mlitary or nercenary, Matt had no way of

knowi ng, only that they were professional and worked as a team That
meant that the reporter was out of imediate danger. The pair would
not | eave an arned assailant at their back. They would have to

di spatch Matt before continuing on

Matt considered his own options. They were few He could escape on
his own and |l eave Craig to the gunmen. He wagered they were nore
interested in silencing the reporter than him and he had no doubt that
he coul d di sappear into these woods on his owmn. But this was not a
real option.

He had his dogs to think about.

Matt continued crabbing his way down the worn channel. The cold hel ped
dull the panic. Nothing like dunping your ass in ice water to clear
the mind

He noved as silently as he coul d.

Thirty yards down, the snowrelt channel tipped over a ledge. It was a
short drop, seven feet. He rolled onto his belly in the channel and
dropped feet first over the edge, careful to protect his rifle fromthe
wat er and the nud.

That was his nistake.

As he fell over the lip, a shot struck the rifle, tearing it fromhis
stinging fingers. In his foolish attenpt to protect it, he had held
the rifle too high, too exposed, giving hinmself away. Matt |anded hard
in a shallow pool of ice nmelt and cradled his jarred hand.

He qui ckly searched and found the rifle lying on the bank. The bl ack
wal nut stock was a splintered ruin, cracked away. He hurried and
collected the trashed weapon. The gun itself was still intact, just
the stock ruined. Palmng the weapon, he ran along the short cliff



face. He didn't bother masking his flight. He shoved through bushes,
snappi ng branches underfoot. The cliff he followed ended at a broken
area of rock and tunbled talus, the path of an ancient glacier. The
scarp was a tangle of gullies, boulders, and ravines.

Behind him there were no sounds of pursuit, but he knew the nmen were
closing in on him racing down the slope to the cliffs edge, weapons on
shoul ders, ready to dispatch their quarry.

Spurred, Matt flew faster, sticking close to the cliff face. Ahead,
t he shadows thickened as the sun crept away and the cl ouds descended
upon the peaks. N ght could not cone soon enough. He reached the
scrabbl ed terrain and ducked behind a boul der

He ri sked a gl ance behind him The deep shadows now ai ded his
pursuers. An inky gloom masked the terrain. He studied the edge of
the cliff. Nothing. He turned away and al nost missed it. A shift of
shadows. Matt dropped | ower. Soneone was clinmbing down the cliff,
hal f shielded by a fall of rock. Before Matt could raise his ruined
rifle, the figure vanished into the darkness at the base of the

cliff.

Matt continued to point his rifle, positioning it as well he could
wi t hout the steadying support of the stock. He held it at arms
length. The barrel wavered. He could not trust his accuracy.

Up the slope, the single nmotorcycl e engi ne suddenly roared back to
life, growming, throttling, then it was off.

Matt cocked an ear. The other pursuer was heading off to the left,
intending to circle around the scarp and get behind Matt again. C oser
t he other hunter had vani shed away. He could be anywhere. Matt coul d
not trust his position.

Twi sting back behind the boul der, he searched the terrain. Few trees
grew here, nostly just |ow bushes, weedy grasses, and scrabbl es of

rei ndeer lichen. A swift rocky streamtunbled down through the center
in a series of waterfalls. A m st hovered and traced the waterway as
the day cooled toward twilight.

He ran down the scarps slope, keeping low, aimng for the stream He
had to shake the immediate tail behind him He hopped and clinbed to
the stream Wth his boots wet and nuddy from his previous slide, he
left a clear trail across the bare rock

Once at the stream he waded into the water, stifling a gasp at the
chill.

The depth was only up to his knees, but the current tugged at his |egs.

The rocks were slippery. He fought for bal ance and clinbed upstream
up the slope he had just fled down. Crouching, he hurried, dragging
his legs through the water as silently as possible.

He |istened for any sign of the nearby hunter, but the world was filled
with the roar of the other notorcycle and the burbling crash of water over
r ock.

Ten yards up the stream he reached one of the cataracts, a waterfal
over a five-foot drop of rock face. He prayed for one small bit of



luck on this long, chilling day. On |egs nunbed by the icy waters, he
stepped up to the cascade of water and janmed his armthrough the fall
Many of these cataracts had small spaces behind themas the granite
rock face was worn away by the churn of the waterfall that ebbed and
flowed with the seasons.

Matt wi ggled his fingers.

Thi s one was no exception

He pivoted around and shoved his back through the waterfall. The
bracing flow covered himfor a painful breath, then he was | eaning
agai nst the rock wall, legs splayed to either side, half crouched. The

flow of the cataract was a curtain before his face. The cascade was
sheer enough to peer through, but it turned the world beyond into a
wat ery bl ur.

Hugging his rifle to his chest, Matt waited. Now that he had stopped
fighting the current and crouched still, the cold bit into him Hs
teeth chattered uncontrol |l ably, and an ache reached all the way to his
bones. Hypothernmia would set in quickly. He hoped his trackers were
skilled and woul dn't | eave himwaiting too |ong.

As Matt shivered, a nmenory of another day, another icy waterway,

i ntruded. He had been even col der and wetter then. Three years ago,
late winter, an unusually warm spell had everyone in Al aska out,

enj oyi ng the unseasonably tenperate weather. He and his fam |y had
been no exception. A winter canping trip to ice-fish and hike the
snowy nountains. Then a nonment's inattention ..

Despite the danger now, Matt squeezed his eyes cl osed against the
sudden stab of pain.

He had used a wood ax to break through the ice. He had searched and
searched the cold river, alnmost dying hinmself fromhypotherm a, but his
ei ght-year-old son's body wasn't found until two days later, far down

t he wat erway.

Tyler... I"'msorry ...

He forced his eyes open. Now was not the tinme to mourn the boy. Still
the waters icy enbrace had awakened the nmenmory. He could not escape
it. H's body renmenbered the cold, the icy water. Menories frozen in
every fiber of his being were | oosened. Unless soneone had | ost a son
or daughter, none could imgine how a nmere nmenory could stab like a
dagger: agonizing, blinding, down to the bone. Tyler... Mvenent drew
himback to the present. Of to the right, a figure

shi fted between boul ders al ong the bank. As he watched, old anger
trenbled his legs, along with a nunbing despair that made one
fearl ess.

The hunter had followed Matt's nuddy trail, but he was taking no
chances, sticking to shadows. Hi s rifle was slung over his shoul der
but he bore a pistol in one fist. The man had al so shed his snowy

out erwear and wore only a canoufl aged uni form and bl ack cap, easier to
hi de.

Matt lifted his rifle, parting the fall of water with his barrel. He
didn't point it toward the slinking figure. Wth his gun conpromn sed,



he couldn't trust a keen shot between the sheltering rocks. |Instead,
he aimed for the wet bank of the stream where he had waded into the
channel a few minutes ago. Only ten yards away, bare of boul ders.

The canoufl aged hunter reached the spot, easing out of the rocks. He
crouched low. Matt watched himeye the far bank. No wet trail |ed
away. The fellow stared downstream Matt coul d guess what he was
thinking. Had his quarry fled down the channel l|ike he had earlier
down the smaller snowrelt gully? The hunter raised higher, searching
down the course. He was a tall nan, |inebacker build.

Matt nmoved his finger to the trigger, using all the nmuscles in his
forearm and shoulder to hold the rifle steady. Some innate sense drew
the man's attention. He swung around, his face a pale | ook of
surprise. He spotted the rifle at the sane tine Matt pulled the
trigger.

The blast was loud in the tiny space. The recoil alnpbst tore the
weapon fromhis grip. Something tiny pinged past his ear. Matt
ignored it all. He concentrated on his target.

The hunter pitched backward as if shoved in the chest. Hi s pistol spun
fromhis hand, arns outflung. He struck a granite extrusion and sat
down hard.

Even before the man hit the ground, Matt was out of his hiding place.
He yanked on the rifle to eject the spent cartridge, but he found it
jamred. He tugged harder, but no success. The damage to the weapon
must have been worse than he had thought. He was lucky the rifle
hadn't exploded in his face when he had fired.

He raced down the streamtoward the fallen hunter. The man, though
down, struggled to free his rifle behind him It was a race, but the
channel's current now worked in Matt's favor. He flew the ten yards,
| eaping fromthe current.

He was too late.
The rifle canme around and pointed at his chest.
In mdair, Matt jerked his body aside and swung his danaged weapon

like a club. He felt metal strike nmetal as the gunman's rifle
expl oded. Flaming pain seared Matt's shoul der

He cried out ... then his weight hit the other. It was like striking a
brick wall. The man outwei ghed Matt by a good thirty pounds. But the
i npact knocked the assailant's rifle away. It skittered across the
rocks and into the stream

Matt rolled off the guy and kicked his foot around to smash into the
man's face. But the attacker was al ready dodgi ng asi de. He seened
un-fazed by the chest wound. 1In fact, there was no bl ood. Kevlar
vest, Matt thought.

The ot her crouched an arm s length away, his face a nmask of fury. One
hand fingered the hole in his canoufl age.

Still hurts like a son of a bitch, though, doesn't it, asshole? A
flash of silver and a dagger appeared in the man's other hand. The



bastard was a friggin' Sw ss Arny knife of weapons.

Matt lifted his rifle, holding it like a fencing sword. His shoul der
burned, but he ignored the pain. He turned one side to the man,
keeping his silhouette small against the dagger.

Eyes bright with bl oodlust, the assassin sniled, feral. Perfect white
teeth. \Whoever the man worked for, they had a good dental plan

Wth no warning, the man lunged at him dagger held | ow, professional
skilled. H's other armwas raised to parry Matt's rifle.

Matt danced back two steps. His free hand rested on his hip, on his
belt. He yanked free the hol stered can of pepper spray and thunbed the
safety cap off. He swung it around and sprayed. Meant to ward off
bears, the spray had a shooting distance of twenty feet. It struck his
steel -eyed attacker full in the face.

The effect was the sane as if he had shot a cannonball at point-blank
range.

The assailant fell to his knees, head thrown back, dagger forgotten. A
stunned nonent, then an i nhuman how flowed fromthe man's throat. It
was a garbled sound. The man nust have inhaled just as the spray hit,
burning larynx and throat. He clawed at his eyes and face, ripping
tracks across his cheeks.

Matt stood back. The bear spray was ten tines nore potent than that
used in | aw enforcenent, a conbination of pepper and tear gas. It was
meant to drop grizzlies, not just common thugs. Already the man's
eyelids blistered. Blinded by the pain, he flipped around, wild, Iike
a marlin |landed on a fishing boat deck. But there was purpose to his
thrashing. He fought toward the icy stream Hi s body racked and vonmit
spill ed over the

rocks, choking. He collapsed yards fromthe stream noaning, curled in
on himsel f.

Matt sinply wal ked over and collected the man's dagger. He considered
slicing the man's throat, but he was not feeling generous today. The
fellow was no further threat. There was a fair chance he would even
die fromthe spray. And if not, he'd be disfigured and di sabl ed for
life. WMatt felt no renorse. He remenbered Brent Cumming, his friend s
neck broken as his Cessna crashed.

Matt turned away whil e checking his own wound. The rifle shot had
grazed his shoul der, nore a burn than a wound.

Distantly, the grunble of the notorcycle had throttled down. Had the
rider heard his partner's wail? Did he knowit was his friend? O was
he wondering if it was their quarry?

Matt checked the streamfor the other rifle, but the current had swept
it away. He dared not tarry. He trusted the other pursuer would
eventual ly come to search for his partner. Matt did not plan on being
here. He'd trek back to canp, collect his dogs, horse, and the
reporter then he was heading to the only place he knew in the area.
Invited or not, welcome or not, they would have to take himin.

He |istened as the cycle growed nore fiercely again. O course, out



there was one last snag to this plan. Matt crossed the scarp, away
fromthe other pursuer. H's canmp was two nmiles away, but at least it
was on this side of the rockfall. It would take a bit of tinme for the
rider to find his partner, circle around, and chase them By then
Matt planned on being well away.

Wth this goal in mnd, Matt crossed back into the thicker woods and
jogged down toward his canp. H's wet clothes hung |ike sacks of cenent
on him but after a few mnutes, the exertion hel ped warmhis |inbs and
staved off the threat of hypothermi a. Once he reached canp, he could
change into dry things.

As he continued down, a light snowfall drifted fromthe clouds
overhead. The flakes were thick, heavy, heralding a nore abundant fal
to come. After ten minutes, this prom se began to be fulfilled. The
snow obscured the spruce forest, naking it hard to see nuch past a few
yards. But Matt knew t hese woods. He reached the ice-rinmed river on
the valley floor and followed it downstreamto his canmpsite. He found
the horse trail.

The first to greet himwas Bane. The dog all but tackled himas he
sl ogged down the last of the trail

"Yeah, I"'mglad to see you, too." He thunped the dog's side and
foll owed the way back to canp.

He found Mariah nunching on sone green reeds. The other dogs ran up
but there was no sign of the reporter. "Craig?"

From behi nd a bush, the reporter stood up. He bore a small hand ax in
both fists. The relief on his face was etched in every corner. "I
| didn't know what happened? | heard the gunfire ... the scream..

"I't wasn't me." Matt crossed and collected the ax. "But we're not out
of the proverbial woods yet."

Across the valley, the whining grow of the | one notorcycle persisted.
Matt stared into the dark, snowy woods. No, they certainly weren't out
yet.

"What are we going to do?" Craig also listened to the notorcycle. The
sound had already grown |louder. The reporter's eyes drifted to his
shattered rifle.

Matt had forgotten he was even carrying it. "Broken," he nmuttered. He
turned back to canp and began to rummage through his supplies, quickly
pi cki ng out what they would need for this mdnight run. They would
have to travel light.

"Do you have another gun?" Craig asked. "O can we outrun the
not orcycl e on the horse?"

Matt shook his head, answering both questions.
"Then what are we going to do?"

He found what he was |ooking for. He added it to his bag. At |east
this wasn't broken.



"\What about the other nmotorcycle?" Craig' s voice edged toward panic.
Matt straightened. "Don't worry. There's an old Al askan saying."
"What's that?"

"Up here, only the strong survive ... but sonetimes even they're
killed."

Hs words clearly offered no consolation to the Seattle reporter
10:48 p. m

Stef an Yurgen wore nightvision goggles, allowing himto see in the dark
wi t hout the nmotorcycle's lights, but the snowstormkept his vision to
no more than ten neters. The snow fell thickly, a green fog through

t he scopes.

He kept his snow and-ice bi ke steady, grinding and carving up the

swi tchback trail. The snow nmight block his view, but it allowed himto
follow his prey easily. The fresh snow clearly marked their trail. He
count ed one horse, four dogs. Both nen were riding. Occasionally, one
man hopped off and | ed the horse af oot across sone trickier terrain,

t hen renount ed.

He watched for any sign of the pair splitting, but no prints |ed away
fromthe main trail.

Good. He wanted them toget her.

Under the frozen goggles, a permanent scow etched his features. M kal
had been his younger brother. An hour ago, he had found his brother's
tortured body beside a small stream nearly comatose from pain, his
face a bl oody weck. He' d had no choice. He had orders to follow It
had still torn himto pull the trigger, but at |east the agony had
ended for M kal

Afterward, he had marked his forehead with his brother's blood. This

was no longer just a search-and-destroy mssion. It was an oath
vendetta. He would return with the Anerican's ears and nose. He woul d
hand themto his father back in WVl adistak. For Mkal ... for what had

been done to his younger brother. This he swore on Mkal's bl ood.

Stefan had caught a brief glinpse of his target earlier through his
rifle's scope: tall, sandy-haired, wind burned face. The man had
proven resourceful, but Mkal had been the newest nenber to the Leopard
ops team ten years his junior. H s younger brother did not have
Stefan's years of battle-honed experience. He was a cub compared to a

[ion. Now forewarned of his target's skill, Stefan would not
underestimate his quarry. Upon his brother's blood, he would capture
the American alive, carve his carcass while he still breathed. H's

screans woul d reach all the way back to Mther Russia.

As Stefan clinbed through the wooded ravine, the trail left by his
quarry grew nore distinct. H s features hardened. The distance

bet ween them was closing. No nmore than a hundred nmeters, he estimated.
A skilled tracker, trained in the winter nmountains of Afghanistan,
Stefan knew how to judge a trail

He manhandl ed t he bi ke up anot her swi tchback, then throttled down. He



clinmbed off the cycle, shrugging his rifle snugly in place. He reached
next to the weapon hol stered on the side of the vehicle. It was now
time to begin the true hunt. Raised along the Siberian coast, Stefan
knew t he col d, knew snow and ice, and he knew how to chase prey through
a storm

From here, he would proceed on foot... but first he needed to shake his
targets, panic theminto acting instinctively. And like any wild
ani mal , once pani cked, peopl e made m st akes.

He slid up his nightvision goggles, raised the heavy weapon, then read
the di stance and el evation indicators through the scope. Satisfied, he
pul l ed the trigger.

11: 02 p. m

Craig shivered, clinging close to the man saddl ed ahead of him He
tried to gl ean whatever warmh he could fromthe shared contact. At

| east he was shielded fromthe worst of the wind by the Fish and Gane
war den' s broad back.

Matt spoke as they clinbed through the snowstorm "I don't
understand, " he said, pressing the issue. "There has to be a reason
for all this. Does it have to do with your story? O is it sonething
el se?"

"I don't know," Craig repeated for the tenth tine, speaking through a
wool scarf wrapped over his |lower face. He didn't want to tal k about
it. He only wanted to concentrate on staying warm Dam this

assi gnment

"If it's you, why go to all this trouble to keep you away from your
story?"

"I don't know. Back in Seattle, | covered al derman races and tracked
AP stories out of Washington froma local angle. | was given this

assi gnment because the editor has a grudge. So | dated his niece once.
She was twenty years old, for God's sake. It wasn't |ike she was

twel ve. "

Matt munbl ed, "A political reporter. | nean why would a scientific
research station call in a political reporter anyway?"

Craig sighed. The man would clearly not give up. In a desire to end
this line of discussion, he finally | oosened his tongue and spilled
what he knew. "A marine biologist fromthe drift station has a cousin

who works for the paper. He sent a telegram indicating a discovery of
significant interest. Sonething to do with an abandoned ice base

di scovered by their researchers. \Watever they found has stirred up a
| ot of excitenent, but the station was placed under a gag order by the
Navy personnel there." "A gag order? And this biologist was able to
ferret this news out anyway."

Craig nodded. "I was being sent to see if there really is a story of
national interest."

Matt sighed. "Well, it certainly stirred up someone's interest."

Craig snorted, but he was relieved when the man fell into a ruminative
silence. Behind them the grow of the notorcycle seened to have



ebbed. Maybe they were outdi stancing their pursuer. Mybe he had
turned back, giving up the chase.

Matt gl anced behind them slow ng his horse.

Wth the cycle quieted, the woods seened to have grown nore still and a
little darker. The snowfall drifted with a hushed whi sper through the
trees. Matt reined the horse to a stop. He stood in the stirrups,
staring back, his eyebrows tucked together

A sharp whistling suddenly pierced the quiet.

"What " Craig began, tw sting around.

Matt reached behind, grabbed himby the shoul ders, and dragged them
both out of the saddle. They fell to the snowy ground, knocking the
wind fromhis chest.

Crai g coughed, gasping. What the hell is

Matt shoved his face into the snow, half covering his body with his
own. "Stay down!" he grow ed.

An expl osion rocked the wintry quiet. A score of yards up the trail
snow, dirt, and bushes plumed upward. Leaves and needl es were shredded
fromthe surrounding trees.

The mare bucked, whinnying in terror, eyes rolling white. But Matt was
al ready up, grabbing the reins. Dogs barked and yi pped from al
around.

Craig began to sit up. Matt reached down and yanked himto his feet.

"Up, up,"” he urged, shoving himtoward the horse.
"What was "
"Grenade ... the bastard has a goddamm grenade | auncher."

As the ringing in his ears died away, Craig tried to wap his nind
around this concept. He scranbled back up into the saddle. The
nmount ai ns had gone quiet. Even the notorcycle's engi ne had gone
silent.

"He's coming after us on foot," Matt explained. "W don't have nuch
time." He whistled for his dogs, scattered by the explosion. They al
returned, but one was linping. Mtt bent to check the injured dog.

Craig was not so patient. "Cnon ... |leave the dog."
Matt gl anced sharply at him then back to the nmalamute. He ran his
hands down the lane linb. "Just sprained, Sinon," he whispered to the

dog, relieved, and patted its head.

Standi ng, Matt grabbed the horses | ead and headed away fromthe deer
trail they had been foll ow ng.

"Where are we going?" Craig continued to search both ahead and behi nd
him H s ears strained for any telltale whistle of another grenade.

"The jackass is trying to spook us."



In Craig's case, the fellow had surely succeeded.

They tronped through sonme denser woods, through deeper snow. Craig was
forced to duck | ow branches, getting snow dunped on his back with their
passage. It was hard going, slow, too slow, but Matt seemed determ ned
in his direction

"Where are we headed?" Craig asked, dusting off his shoul ders.

"To see if sonme old friends are still around.”
11: 28 p. m
Stefan crouched by the trail. d oved, hooded, and cloaked in white, he

bl ended perfectly with the snow. But to him the world was traced and
sil houetted in hues of green. Through his nightvision goggles, he
examned the trail. His targets had struck off to the left, clearly
scared fromthe trail by the grenade expl osion ahead, just as he had
hoped.

He turned to follow, nmoving swiftly and silently. He had hunted wol ves
in the rural hills around his hometown. He knew how to travel a wood
silently, to use the available cover. Coupled with the tools of his
ops training, he was a nost skilled assassin.

Still, his targets needn't have feared another grenade. He had left

t he I auncher back at the bike. H s rifle was enough ... along with his
hunting knife, with which he planned to skin the American who had
killed his brother. He set off down their new trail, watching to make

sure the pair did not split up. But the track of hoof, paw, and
footprints remai ned a steady single course.

Before | eaving the cycle, he had radioed his superiors and reported the
events. The stormwas too severe to send in reinforcements, but Stefan
had assured his lieutenant that they were not needed. Before nidnight
struck, he would have his quarry contained. H's evacuation the next
nmorni ng had al ready been coordi nat ed.

He continued down the side trail, watching for any treachery. But the
grenade seenmed to have done its job. It had sent theminto flight.

A quarter mle down the side path, he found a spot where the snow was
churned up. It looked |ike the horse mght have taken a spill on the
icy terrain. Stefan hoped a few bones had been broken during the
fall.

He qui ckly searched the area, but only one trail led off fromhere. The
track was much fresher. Slush had not yet frozen in the hoofprints.
He

was no nore than five mnutes behind. The Anmerican continued to wal k
his horse

Stefan straightened, noting the ripe snell of offal. Some aninmal nust
have di ed nearby. But before this night was over, there would be nore
for the scavengers to feed upon.

Anti ci pati ng he was cl ose enough to use the infrared feature in his
goggl es, he reached to his lens and toggled a tab on its edge,



swi tching out of the current nightvision node, which anplified anbient
light, and over to infrared, which registered heat signatures. The
green hues vani shed, and the world went dark. He scanned ahead,
seeki ng any heat sources. The range of the scope was a hundred yards
in good weather. Wth the snowfall masking any warnth, he could expect
hal f that distance. As such, he faintly nmade out a reddish bl ob
poorly defined just at the farthest range of his goggles.

He smiled and switched back to his nightvision spectrumso he could see
again and continue his pursuit. Wth his target in sight, he hurried
onto the fresh path. 1In his drive, he failed to see the thin white
thread stretched across the path, but he felt the faint tug on his pant
cuff and the snap of the thread.

He dove aside into a small snowbank, expecting an expl osion or booby
trap to spring. He glanced behind, only to see a faint flash of green
t hrough his goggles as sonething fell froman overhanging tree |inb and
shattered agai nst a rock under it.

He covered his face, knocking | oose his goggles, and ducked away.

Sonet hi ng danmp spl ashed his |egs.

He gl anced down. Blood ... the red stain was stark against his white
snowsuit. Hi s heart pounded in his throat, but he felt no secondary
flare of pain. He calned. It wasn't his own bl ood.

Then the smell struck him Back in Afghani stan, he had craw ed through
the rebel tunnels and conme upon a group of dead soldiers, slaughtered,
it appeared, by a nail bonmb. Blood, ripped intestine, flies, maggots,
the heat of the sunmmer ... it had festered and fernmented for a week.
This stench was worse

Gagging reflexively, he tried to crawl away fromit, but the stench
clung to him followed him rising and swelling around him Bile rose
in his throat. He choked and enptied his stomach.

Still, he was a hardened soldier. He scrubbed his pant legs in the
snow and fought to his feet. H s eyes teared as the world swirled in
bl ack and white, shadow and snow.

He stunbled up the trail. |If they thought a stench bonb woul d i ncapacitate
him the fuckers would | earn otherwise. He had been trained

to withstand assaults with tear gas and worse. Spitting, he clamnbered

up the trail and reseated his nightvision goggles.

Reaching to the toggle, he checked infrared again and searched for his
target. At first he saw nothing but blackness. He cursed, choking up
bile. They may have delayed him but their trail into the enpty peaks
remai ned cl ear through the snow. He would catch up with them

He reached to his goggles, but before he could switch back to night

vi sion, a reddish glow materialized agai nst the dark background. The
sudden infrared signature was bright and clear. The w nd nust have
parted the snow enough to extend his field of view He grinned. So
they weren't that far. He headed toward it.

As he noved, the heat signature grew quickly ... too quickly. He
stopped. The rosy glow swelled larger in the scopes, larger than a
single man. Wre they headed back here on the horse? D d they think



to subdue himafter their crude attenpt at chemi cal warfare?

H s eyes narrowed. |If so, they were in for a rude surprise. It was
wrong to underestimate one of Russia's elite commandos. He swung
around then noticed a second heat signature approaching fromthe left.
He spun, frowning, as a third and fourth bl oomed into existence.

What the hell ?

He crouched amid the reeking stench. It seenmed to hang in the air. The
shapes grew huge in his sights. The red signatures were nassive,

| arger than any horse. A fifth and sixth shape shinmrered into

exi stence. They converged fromall sides.

He now knew what they were.
Bears ... grizzlies fromtheir size.

He switched off the infrared and went to night vision again. The snow
was falling thicker. The woods were cloaked in green fog. There was
no sign of the approaching nonsters. He switched back to infrared.
They were closer still, alnpbst upon him

Lured here ... the stench ... A groan escaped him

He toggl ed back and forth between infrared and night vision. Finally,
he lifted his rifle and targeted one of the red blobs as it pounded
toward him The snap of twi gs and crunch of snow echoed all around. He
fired at the shape.

The bl ast paused the others, but the one he had fired upon let |oose a
tremendous roar a bl oodcurdling, prineval sound and thundered toward
him faster, unfazed. The bell ow of rage was answered by others. The
group hamrered down upon him

He fired and fired again. But nothing slowed the nonsters. His |ungs
burned, his heart pounded in his throat. He ripped away the goggl es,
crouching, rifle up

The roaring filled his head, chasing away any thought and sense. He
swung around and around, surrounded by the dark and the snow.

Wiere ... where .. where ..

Then fromthe snow, dark shapes fl owed, massive, creatures of
ni ght mare, moving with inpossible grace and speed. They set upon him
not in fury, but with the unstoppabl e monentum of predator and prey.

11:54 p. m

Matt stood beside Mariah, lead in hand, and |listened as the hunter's
screans echoed up to him They did not last long, cutting off
abruptly. He turned away, wal ked his horse over the last rise, and set
off toward the |ower valleys. By norning, he wanted to be as far gone
fromthe area as possible, vanished deep into the thicker, taller woods
of the | ower slopes of the Brooks Range. They still had at |east two
days of hiking to reach the single homestead he knew in the area, the
only place with a satellite radio for a hundred niles.

Craig sat atop the mare, pale, shaking slightly. He finally spoke



after they had crossed the rise. "Gizzlies ... how did you know
t hey' d be around here?"

Matt spoke dully, watching the dogs nose ahead. "I trashed a bottle of
bl ood lure down in that hollow earlier. By now a good nunber of bears
shoul d be attracted to the area.”

"And ... and you wal ked us right through there?"

He shrugged. "The snowfall, the dark ... they'd nost likely |eave us
al one as long as we didn't bother them"

"And that bottle you set up in the tree?"

Wth his mlitary background, he knew how to quickly rig a sinple trap

"More blood lure,” he explained. "I figured the fresh expl osion of
scent woul d draw t hose nearby and keep our grenade-toting friend
occupi ed.” Matt shook his head in regret not for the hunter, only for

t he wounded bears.

They continued on. Matt trudged al ong, wondering for the thousandth
time who the nmen were that had hunted them and why. |If given the tine
or the opportunity, he would have liked the chance to interrogate one
or

the other. They were clearly professionals with a mlitary background.
But were they active service or hired nercenaries?

Matt slipped out the dagger he had confiscated fromthe first hunter.
He flipped it around, examning it with a penlight. No insignia, no
manuf acturer's mark, no uni que design. Purposefully void of any

i ndication of origin. He wagered if he had examined the men's rifles
and pistols, the same woul d have been true. This al one suggested the
pair were nore than just mercenaries. Such men didn't concern

t hensel ves with wiping all traces fromtheir weapons.

But Matt knew who did.

A bl ack ops team

Matt remenbered Craig's story of the Navy's gag order on the drift
station. Could it be their own governnent? After spending eight years
in an elite Geen Beret team he knew that sonetimes hard choi ces,
sacrifices, had to be made in the nane of national security.

Still, Matt refused to believe it. But if not us, then who?

"Where are we going now?" Craig asked, interrupting his ponderings.

Matt sighed, expelling these worrisome thoughts for now, and stared out
at the snowy woods. "We're heading to somepl ace even nore

dangerous. "

"Where's that?"

H's voice tightened with regret. "My ex-wife's cabin.”

Trap Lines

APRIL 8, 10:02 a.m



GATES OF THE ARCTI C NATI ONAL PARK

Jennifer Aratuk stood, club in hand, over the trap. The wolverine

glared at her, hissing a warning. Its rear end bunched up as it
guarded its own catch. The dead marten, a cat-sized weasel, lay snared
in her fathers trap, its black pelt stark against the snow It had

been dead and buried in the fresh fallen snow, its neck broken, but the
wol verine had reached the trap first and dug it up. The wolverine, a
mal e, was not about to relinquish its frozen prize.

"Cet outta here!" she yelled, and waved her cudgel of al der

The white-masked beast snarled and jarred toward her a foot, then back
A display that basically nmeant "fuck you" in wolverine. Fearless,

wol veri nes were known to stand agai nst wol ves when food was i nvol ved.
They were al so equi pped with talon like claws and sharp teeth set in
bone- crushi ng j aws.

Frowni ng but cautious, Jenny considered clubbing the creature. A stout
knock on its skull would either drive it off or addle it |ong enough
for her to collect the marten. Her father collected the pelts and
traded them for seal oil and other native wares. She had spent the
last two days running his trap line This consisted of hunting down his
snares, collecting any catches, and resetting and baiting the traps.
She did not relish the chore, but her fathers arthritis had gotten

wor se the past year, and she feared for himalone in the woods.

"Al'l right, junior," Jenny said, conceding. "l guess you did get here
first." She used her club to reach and unhook the snare line fromthe
branch of the cottonwood. Wth the line free, the marten was rel eased.
She nudged its body.

The wol verine growl ed and snatched at the marten, sinking its teeth
into a frozen thigh. It backpedaled with its prize, hissing all the
way as it retreated through the snow to some hi dden burrow.

Jenny watched it waddle with its catch, then shook her head. She

woul dn't tell her father about this, passing on a chance to get a
marten and a wol verine pelt. He wouldn't be pleased. Then again, she
was a county sheriff, not a trapper. He should be happy enough t hat
she spent a week of her two-week vacation each year helping himwth
his damm traps.

She headed back to her sled, tromping in her Sherpa snowshoes. The
overnight trip to run the traps was not wholly a chore. During the

| ast three days, a storm had covered the national park lands with two
feet of thick snow, perfect for her to run her teamone last tine
before the true spring nelt. She enjoyed these outings, just her and
her dogs. It was still too early in the year to expect any tourists,
hi kers, or canpers to be about. She had this section of the nationa
park all to herself. Her famly cabin was just at the outskirts of the
park lands in the | ow and valleys. Her father, as a pure-blooded Inuit
native, was still allowed to subsistence-hunt and -trap within certain
areas of the park as a result of the Al aska National Interest Lands
Conservation Act of 1980. Hence her current overnight trip with her
dogs.

The usual barks and yips fromher crew greeted her as she returned. She
unsnapped her snowshoes' bindings and kicked themoff. Collecting them



up, she secured them atop the sled. Underneath were her sl eeping bag,
a change of dry clothes, a hatchet, a lantern, nosquito repellent, a
pl astic container of dry dog food, a soggy carton of Power Bars, a
twist-tied bag of ranch-flavored Doritos, and a small cool er of Tab
soda. She undid her shoul der hol ster, swung the service revol ver over
one of the sled' s handles, and cinched it in place next to a

| eat her - sheat hed ax.

Next she shook free of her thick woolen over mtts She wore a thinner
nor e nmanageabl e pair of Gore-Tex gl oves underneath. "Okay, boys and
girls, off we go."

At her command, those dogs still lounging in the snow clinbed to their
feet, tails wagging. The teamwas still harnessed to the gang |ine.
She only had to go down and tighten their traces. As she did, she
patted each dog in turn: Mitley and Jeff, George and G acie, Holnes and
Wat son, Cagney and Lacey. They were all strays or rescue aninmals, a
nmot | ey bunch of Lab m xes, mal amutes, and shepherd crosses. She had
nore back at hone, conposing a full team of sixteen, with which she had
run

the Iditarod from Anchorage to None | ast year. She had not even pl aced
inthe top half of the sled teanms, but the challenge and the time with
her crew was victory enough for her

Wth everyone ready, she grabbed the snub Iine and gave it a jostle.
"Mish! "

The dogs dug into the snow. Wth a furious row of barking, they set
of f at an easy pace. Jenny wal ked behind them steering. The

wol verine-burgled trap was the last of the line. She had run a
conplete circuit, out and back. Fromhere, it was an easy three miles
to the cabin. She hoped her father renenbered to | eave a pot of coffee
si mrering this norning.

She gui ded the dogs al ong a sl ow sweeping set of sw tchbacks over a
sparsely wooded rise. She stopped themat the top. Ahead, the world
opened up. Ridge after ridge clinbed to the horizon. Spruces, flocked
wi th snow, shone enerald in the sunlight, while stands of hardwoods

al der and cottonwood painted the | andscape in subtler shades of greens
and yellows. |In the distance, a silver river ran over cataracts,
danci ng brightly.

She drew a deep breath of the cedar-scented air. There was a cold,
barren beauty to the lands here. It was too nuch for sone, not enough
for others. The sun, rare in the past few days, shone sharply but
warmy on her face. Across the clouded skies, a single hawk circled.
She followed its path a nonent.

These were the | ands of her people, but no matter how nmuch tinme she
spent out here, she could not touch that past... not any longer. It
was |ike losing a sense you never knew you had. But it was the |east
of her | osses.

Turning attention back to her team she |owered her snow goggl es
agai nst the fresh glare, then clinmbed onto the sled' s runners and
called to the dogs, "Eyah!" She snapped the I|ine.

The dogs | eaped in their harnesses, racing down the far slope. Jenny
rode the runners, steering and braking as needed. They flew across the



snow. A sharp gust of wi nd tossed back the hood of her fur parka. She
reached to yank it up, but it felt good for the noment to feel the rush
of cold wi nd agai nst her cheeks and through her hair. She shook her
head, | oosening and flagging a long trail of ebony hair.

She lifted her foot off the brake and let her rig fly down a | ong
straight run. The wind whistled and the passing trees becane a bl ur
She guided the team around a gentle curve along a wide stream For an
endl ess monent, she felt in perfect harnony with her dogs, with the
steel and ash of her sled, with the world around her

The crack of rifle fire startled her back into her own body.

She junmped with both feet onto her brake, casting up a rooster tail of
snow behind the sled. The rig and team slowed. She stood straighter
atop the runners.

Agai n an echoing blast of arifle split the quiet of the norning.

Her experienced ears told her the direction fromwhich the gunfire had
cone her cabin!

Fear for her father flamed through her. "Eyah!" she yelled, and
snhapped the line.

Horri bl e scenarios played out in her head. Bears were out and about

al ready, though they rarely ventured so low. But npose were often just
as dangerous, and the cabin was near the river, where the thick wll ow
browses attracted the yearling bulls. And then there were the
predators that wal ked on two | egs: poachers and thieves that raided
outlying cabins. As a sheriff, she had seen enough tragedy in the
wi | ds of the Al askan backcountry.

Pani ¢ made her desperate, reckless.

She dug around a sharp bend in the river. Ahead, a narrow pinch
squeezed between a cliff of granite and the rocky stream She realized
she was speeding too fast. She tried the brake, but a patch of ice
betrayed her. The sled fishtailed toward the cliff.

There was no avoiding it.

She hopped to the runner farthest fromthe cliff and used all her

wei ght and the nmonmentum of the too-sharp turn to tilt the sled up on
one runner. The underside of her rig struck the icy cliff face. Stee
screeched across rock

Cutching and praying the sled didn't tunble on top of her, she clung
tight to her handles, giving up the dogs' snub Iine. Wth the line

| oosened, the dogs took off at a full sprint. The sled dragged behind
the furious team

Jenny held in a screamthen it was over

The cliff fell away and the sled | anded hard on both runners, al nost
throwing her off. She scranbled to nmaintain her perch. The dogs
continued their relentless charge for home. They knew the cabin was

only a coupl e hundred yards off.

She nmade no attenpt to slow them



Gasping, Jenny listened for gunfire, but all she heard was the bl ood
pounding in her ears. She feared what she would find at her cabin. One
hand unsnapped her pistol holster. She left the gun in the hol ster

not trusting herself to run the rig and hold a weapon.

The sled raced al ongside the river. She was now foll owi ng the sane

track upon which she had left yesterday. A final w de bend and her
cabi n suddenly appeared ahead. It was built in a neadow where the
stream swung around and enptied into a swollen river. Beyond the
cabin, her sheriffs plane floated at the end of a stout dock

She quickly spotted her father standing before the cabin's doorway. He
was dressed in traditional Inuit clothes: fur parka, fur pants, and
mukl uk boots. He clutched an old Wnchester hunting rifle across his
chest. Even from here she could see the angry spark in his eyes.

" Dad! "

He turned toward her, startled. She urged her dogs on, now ki cki ng
with one leg to keep the sled careening toward the cabin.

Once clear of the forest and sailing into the open, sunlit nmeadow, she
yanked out her pistol and hopped off the rig, running to keep her
nmonent um and her | egs under her. She raced toward her father. Behind
her, the unguided sled glanced over a boul der and toppled. She ignored
the splintering crash and searched for danger, her eyes darting al
around.

Then it lunged at her. A large black shape | eaped toward her fromthe
shadows of the porch.

Wl f, her mnd screaned. She swung her pistol
"No!" The shout was a bark of command from behi nd her

Her eyes adjusted, changing focus. The |arge dark shape dissolved into
the famliar.

"Bane," she cried with relief.

She | owered her weapon and dropped to one knee, accepting the exuberant
attention and hot tongue of the huge dog. After being thoroughly
slicked with saliva, she twisted around. Two nmen stood ten yards away
inthe fringe of the forest. Nearby, a horse chewed | eaves froma

| ow sl ung branch of an al der.

Her father spoke fromthe doorway, harsh and angry. "l warned the
bastard to get away fromhere. He's not wel come around these parts.”
He lifted his rifle for enphasis.

Jenny stared over at her fornmer husband. Matthew Pike smiled back at
her, but a trace of nervousness shone behind his white teeth. She

gl anced over to her ruined rig, then back to her father

She stood up. "Go ahead and shoot him"

11: 54 a. m



Matt knew his ex-wife was only venting, but he still kept his post at
the forest's edge. The two stared at each other for a | ong breath.
Then she shook her head in disgust and crossed to her father. She took
the rifle fromhimand spoke softly but sternly in Inuktitut. "Papa,
you know better than to shoot a gun into the air. Even out here."

Matt studi ed her, unable to | ook away. Because of her nother's
French- Canadi an bl ood, Jenny was tall for an Inuit, alnbst six feet.
But |ike her father, she was as lean as a willow switch. Her skin was
the col or of creaned coffee, soft, inviting to the touch, and she had
t he npbst expressive eyes of any woman. They coul d dance, spark, or
snolder. He had fallen in love with those eyes.

Now, three years after their divorce, those sane eyes stared at him
with bald anger ... and something deeper, sonething nore painful. "Wat
are you doing here, Matt?"

He couldn't find his tongue fast enough, so Craig spoke. "W're sorry
to disturb you, ma'am But there was a plane crash.” He fingered the
fresh wap that Matt had applied to his scalp wound. "W've spent the
past two days hiking out fromit. Matt here rescued ne." Jenny

gl anced back to him

"It was Brent Cumming's plane," Matt added, finally finding his tongue.
He paused as understanding slowy hardened Jenny's face. Brent was not
standing with them He answered the question that now shone in her
eyes. "He's dead."

"Ch ny God ..." She raised a hand to her forehead, sagging as she
stood. "Cheryl ... what am| going to tell her?"

Matt tentatively wal ked forward, |eading Mariah. "You'll tell her it
wasn't an accident."

The I ost look in her eyes sharpened. "Wat do you nmean?" "It's a |long
story." Matt glanced to the snoke rising fromthe chimey of the
cabin. He had hel ped build the honestead ten years ago. It was
constructed of unpeel ed, green-cut |logs and a sod roof. He had
followed a traditional design. There was even a small |agyaq, or neat

storehouse, out back. But to aid in heating the main dwelling, he had
noderni zed the cabin's design with a propane tank and tri pl e-paned
wi ndows.

As he stood, old menories superinposed over the present. He had spent
many a happy time here ... and one awful w nter

"Maybe we coul d discuss this inside," he said. "There are two ot her

bodi es out in the woods."
Concern crinkl ed her forehead, but she nodded.

H s words, though, did little to soften her fathers expression. "I'll
see to the horse and dogs," John Aratuk said, stalking forward and
taking Mariah's lead. He had cal ned enough to rub a pal m down the
mare's nose, but the old man refused to nake eye contact with Matt. He
did, however, nod perfunctorily to Craig as they passed each other. He
plainly bore the stranger no ill wll, only begrudged hi mthe conpany
he kept.

Jenny shoved the cabin door open and set the bolt-acti on Wnchester



rifle just inside the doorway. "Cone in."

Matt waved Craig ahead of him The reporter passed inside, but Matt
paused on the threshold. 1It's been three years since | |ast stepped

i nside here. He girded hinself, licked his dry lips, and ducked
through. A part of himexpected to see Tyler's tiny body stil
sprawl ed on the pine table, bony arms crossed over his chest. At that
time, Matt had stunmbled inside on linbs |leaden with grief, half frozen
frost bitten, his heart an icy stone in his chest.

But the cabin was not cold now It was warm scented with old snoke
and a deep woody nmusk. Across the room Jenny bent over a small
cast-iron stove. She opened the door and used a poker to stoke the
firebox and stir up the coals. A pot of coffee rested atop a griddle,
steam ng gently.

"There are mugs in the cupboard,” Jenny said. "You know where they
are."

Matt crossed to the sideboard and renmpved three earthenware cups. He
strai ghtened and stared around the great room raftered with | ogs
overhead. Nothing rmuch had changed. The main room of the cabin was
lit with three traditional qulliq oil |anps, half-noons of holl ow
soapstone. The cabin had electricity, but that required running the
generator. A river-stone fireplace stood in one corner. The chairs
and sofa were nmade by a native craftsman from cari bou hi de and
fire-aged spruce. Pictures hung on the wall, taken by Jenny herself.
She was a superb photographer. Around the room bits of native artwork
and artifacts finished the decorations: small totens, a carved figure
of the Inuit sea god, Sedna, and a painted shaman mask used in healing
cerenoni es.

Each itemhad history. It was hard standing here. Tragedy seened to
follow him During his first year at the University of Tennessee, his
parents had both been killed in a home-invasion robbery. Left w thout
resources, he was forced to join the Arny. There, he channeled his
anger and pain into his career, eventually joining Special Forces and
becoming a Green Beret. But after Sonalia, he could no | onger stomach
bl oodshed

and death. So he quit the service and returned to school, earning his
degree in environnmental sciences. After graduation, he cane to Al aska
because of its w de-open spaces and vast tracts of park |ands He cane
here to be alone. But that changed when he nmet Jenny ..

Wth rmugs in hand, Matt stood transfixed between the past and the
present. Of the main roomwere two bedchanbers. He turned away, not
ready to brush against those nore intimate nenories. Still, somne
reached out and touched him

In one room ... reading Wnnie-the-Pooh to Tyler by | anplight, the
entire family nestled in thick wool en paj amas ..

In the other. , . curled under heavy goose-down quilts with Jenny,
her naked body an enber against his own skin ..

"Coffee's ready,"” Jenny said, drawi ng himback. Wth a worn oven nitt,
she lifted the hot pot and waved the two nen to the sofa. Matt set the
mugs on the knotty-pine table.



She filled them "Tell me what happened.” Her voice was enotionl ess,
prof essional, a sheriff's voice.

Craig began, telling his side of the story. He related all that had
transpired since he left his Seattle newspaper office. He finished
with the harrowi ng plunge in the plane.

"Sabot age?" Jenny asked. She knew Brent as well as Matt did. |If
there was a problemw th the plane, there had to be another reason
besi des negl ect or sinple equiprment failure ... not in Brent Cummi ng's
pl ane. Matt nodded. "I suspected as much. Then this second pl ane
appeared.” He gave her the call signs painted on the plane, but he
wagered either the aircraft would be discovered stolen or the cal
signs were bogus. He told her as much. "As it circled, two conmandos
dove fromthe plane with ice choppers and rifles. They clearly didn't
want to | eave anyone behind to tell tales.™

Jennys brows knit together. Her eyes flicked to Craig, but the
reporter was carefully inspecting his coffee as he swirled in sone
sugar. "What happened then?"

Matt detailed the fate of the two assassins as plainly as possible. She
unf ol ded a topographic map of the area, and he marked down the plane
crash site and roughly where the bodies of the two men could be found.

"I'l'l need to call into Fairbanks for this," she said as he finished.
"And | need to contact ny newspaper," Craig added, perking up with a
jolt of Jenny's strong coffee. "They must be wondering what happened.

| was supposed to update them when |I reached Prudhoe Bay."

-Jj,

Jenny stood up, flipping closed her notepad. "The satellite phone is
over there." She pointed her pad to a desk. "Mke it quick, then I'II
need to reach ny office."

Craig took his nug of coffee with him "How do | use it?"

"Just dial like you would any other phone. You nmight get a bit nore
static due to the recent solar storms. They've been frit zing

everything lately."

Crai g nodded and sat at the desk. He picked up the receiver.

Jenny stepped to the fireplace. "Wat do you make of all this?" she
asked Matt.
He joined her, leaning a hand on the hearth's nantel. "Cdearly someone

wants to keep the newspapers away fromthe drift station.”

"A cover-up?"

"l don't know "

In the background, Craig spoke into the phone. "Sandra, this is
Teague. Connect ne to the big guy." A pause. "I don't care if he's

in aneeting. |'ve got news that can't wait."

Matt imagi ned the reporter already had nore story than he'd expected
when he left Seattle.



Jenny turned her back a bit on Craig and | owered her voice. "Does this
guy know nore than he's telling us?"

Matt eyed Craig. "I doubt it. | think he just ended up here because
he pulled the short straw "

"And these commandos ... you're sure they were mlitary?"

"Mlitary background, at least." Matt recognized the tension building

in Jenny as she stood by the fireplace. She kept her eyes averted from
him her words terse. She had a job to do here, but his presence kept
her on guard.

He couldn't blanme her. He didn't deserve any better. Still, he wanted
to find some way past this unnaturally forced discourse. He wanted to
tell her that he hadn't touched a drink in over tw years, but would
she even care? Did it even matter any longer? The damage had been
done.

He studied a single framed picture of Tyler on the mantel: smling,

t owheaded, a pup in his arms, Bane, then eight weeks old. Matt's heart
clenched with joy and grief. He allowed hinself to feel the enption

He had long given up trying to drown it away. It still hurt ... and in
many ways, that was a good thing.

Jenny spoke. "Any other inpressions?"

He took a deep breath to keep the pain out of his voice and stepped

away fromthe fireplace. "I don't know. " He rubbed his browwth a
knuckl e. "They night have been foreign nationals."

"Why do you say that?"

"They never spoke a word within earshot. In retrospect, it was |ike they were
purposefully keeping silent, hiding their origin. Like they had done with
t heir weapons. "

"Coul d they be hired nercenaries?"

He shrugged. He had no i dea.

"So far we don't have much to go on." Her gaze grew |l ong as she began to plan

"We' || get forensics up there and see what they can dig up. But sonething
tells ne the real answers are going to be found over at the polar base. And if
so, the FBI will need to be called in ... and mlitary intelligence if the

Navy is sonmehow tied in with all this. Wat a ness
He nodded. "A ness soneone wanted to clear up at the end of a rifle barrel.”

She glanced to him It |ooked |like she wanted to say sonething, but then
t hought better of it.

Matt took a deep breath. "Jenny . . . look .

Crai g had been conversing in | ow tones, but his voice grew suddenly | ouder
"Prudhoe Bay, why?"

Jenny and Matt both turned toward him

"I don't see why | have to-" A long pause. "Fine, but I"'mwth a sheriff now



| can't promise I'lIl be able to get there." Craig rolled his eyes and shook
his head. Finally, he sighed and spoke. "I expect a big-ass raise after this,
goddamm it." He shoved the phone down.

"What's wrong?" Matt asked.

Craig blustered for a noment, then collected hinself. "They want nme to stay
here. Can you believe that? |'m supposed to neet with the paper's contact at
Prudhoe and follow up on events. See if they're somehow connected to the
research station."

Jenny crossed to the desk as Craig vacated it in disgust. "Either way, you'l
have to stay here for now until Fairbanks clears you. We're still in the
m ddl e of an investigation."

"That's fine by nme," he groused.

Jenny pi cked up the phone.

Bef ore she could dial, the door to the cabin swung open. Her father stonped
i n, knocking snow off his boots. "Seens |ike we're going to get nore
unexpected visitors." He glared over at Matt. "Looks |like a plane m ght be

trying to land here."

Wth the door open, the runbling of an engi ne echoed into them Dogs barked in
t he backgr ound.

Matt met Jennys gaze, and both hurried to the door

Fromthe shelter of the doorjanb, they studied the skies. A white Cessna
slowy circled into view, drawing parallel with the wi de river.

“Matt ?"
He stared up at the plane. Blood drained into his legs. "lIt's the same one."

"Are you sure?" She shielded a hand over her eyes, clearly attenpting to spot
the call sign on the underside of the wi ngs.

"Yes." He didn't need to read the stenciled letters and nunbers.

"Do they know you're here?"

Matt spotted notion by one of the plane's wi ndows. Someone | eaned out, waving
an armat them Then his eyes widened. Not an arm... a grenade |auncher, a
rocket - propel | ed grenade | auncher

He shoved Jenny back inside as a spat of flame spouted fromthe weapon.

"What-" she cried out.

The expl osion cut off her words. A wi ndow on the south side of the cabin
shattered inward. G ass sprayed the room

As the blast echoed away, Matt dove to the ruined w ndow. Just outside, the
remai ns of the tiny |agyaq storehouse snoldered around a cratered ruin. The
roof still sailed high in the air.

In the sky, the Cessna sped past, |low over the trees, tilting on a wing for
anot her pass.



Matt swung around and net Jenny's gaze. "l'd say they know we're here.”

Jenny's expression renai ned hard. She already had the Wnchester rifle in hand
agai n. She stal ked toward the open door, followed by everyone el se.

Matt hurried after her. "Wat do you think you re going to do?"

Qut side, Jenny had to yell to be heard above the racket of barking dogs and
t he whine of the Cessna. "We're getting out of here." She raised the rifle and
tracked the plane as it arced around. "Everyone get to the Twin Oter."

"\What about running back into the woods?" Craig asked, staring doubtfully at
the small sheriff's plane resting on its floats in the river.

"W escaped once that way," Mtt said, shoving the reporter toward the dock
"We can't count on that kind of luck again. Not on such a clear day. And
there's no telling if they dropped ot her commandos out there somewhere."

Toget her, the group fled across the yard toward the dock. Jenny hel ped her
father, one hand on his elbow Dogs ran all around,
| eapi ng, barki ng.

Suddenl y Bane appeared at Matt's side and raced with his master as they
hit the docks. Matt had no time to warn the wol f away.

Instead Matt held out a hand for Jennys rifle. "Get the engine
started. 1'll try to keep them busy."

Jenny nodded to him Matt was surprised by the lack of fear in her
eyes. She passed the rifle into his pal ns.

Matt backed down the dock. Bane followed him The Cessna banked into
anot her glide toward the honmestead. Matt raised the rifle and foll owed
its course. He squeezed off a shot to no effect. He yanked on the
rifle's bolt to crank another round in place.

At the end of the dock, the Twin Oter's engi ne coughed once, then
died. Come on, Jen ..

The Cessna dropped its flaps and dove along the river's length, aining
for the foundering float plane

Matt aimed for the cockpit wi ndow and fired again. He m ssed.
Undeterred, the plane continued its dive. "Dam it!" He pulled the
rifle's bolt and shoul dered the weapon, wi dening his stance.

Near by, the Oter's engine's finally choked and caught. The runble
drowned out the barking dogs.

"Matt!" Jenny called out the side window "Get in!" The Cessna now
glided no nore than thirty feet above the river. A figure dressed in a
white parka | eaned out an open side door. The length of a black
grenade | auncher was bal anced on his shoulder. They were coming in
fast, going for a point-blank shot. There was no way the Otter could
accel erate out of the way in tine.

Their only chance was for Matt to get themto blow this shot, make them
cone around again, buying themtime to get airborne thensel ves.



Biting his lower lip, he eyed through the sights and focused on the nman
with the | auncher. He would swear the guy stared right back at him
Matt squeezed the trigger.

The crack of the rifle nade himblink. The man on the Cessna ducked
under one of the plane's struts. Matt had m ssed, glancing only the
wi ng, but the close call had rattled the nman.

Unfortunately, that was not enough. The grenade |auncher quickly swung
back into position. The Cessna was now only seventy yards away and
conm ng in savage and low. He readied the Wnchester.

"Matt!" Jenny yelled. "Now"

He gl anced over. Jennys father held open the plane's door. The nman
beckoned to him "W're still tethered to the dock!" he bell owed,
pointing to the rope.

Matt swore under his breath and ran to the plane, clutching the rifle
in one hand. Wth his free hand, he tugged off the plane's rope tether
and hopped onto the nearest pontoon.

At his heels, Bane | eaped into the cabin in one graceful bound. From
their years together, the dog was fanmliar with this nmode of travel.

"CGo," Matt yelled through the open door.

The O ters engine roared. The twin props, one on each w ng, chewed up
the air. The plane sw vel ed away fromthe docks.

Jennys father reached to help Matt inside as he bal anced on the float.
"No, John," Matt said, and nmet the elder Inuit s eyes. He flipped the
rope tether around his own waist, then tossed the end to Jennys father.
"Tie me in!"

John's brows crinkl ed.

"Belay ne!" Matt explained, pointing to a steel stanchion by the
door.

The el der's eyes wi dened wi th understanding. He w apped the rope
| oosely around the support. In the past, the pair had done sone
gl aci er climnbing together.

As the Oter began to accelerate along the river, Matt worked down the
port-si de pontoon, |eaning against the rope like a rappeller, using the
| oop as a brace. Jenny's father fed the rope, keeping the line taut

t hrough the stanchi on.

Matt cl anbered out fromunder the wi ng's shadow.

The Cessna chased thirty yards behind their plane's tail, alnost
directly overhead, closing swiftly down on them The Oter would not
escape in tinme.

Matt raised his rifle and |l eaned far out, held only by the rope's | oop,
| egs braced wi de on the pontoon. Ignoring the commando with the

grenade | auncher, he ained for the cockpit w ndow.

As he pulled the trigger, a matching flash of fire exploded fromthe



| auncher. Matt cried out. He was too | ate.

But then the Cessna bobbled in the air: dropping suddenly, tilting on
one W ng.

Wth a gut-punching whoosh, a geyser of water and rock jetted high over
the far side of the Twin Oter.

Matt craned around, twisting in his rope, as they passed the spot.
Debris rained down into the river and shoreline.

The grenade had missed. The launcher's aimnust've been jolted just as
he fired.

The Cessna, unable to stop its nonentum roared past overhead, now
chased by the Oter on the river. The other plane managed to steady
its flight, but Matt had spotted the spiderweb of cracks on the cockpit
wi ndow. His aimhad been true.

He danced back up the pontoon, the river racing past his heels. The

wi nds buffeted agai nst himas John reeled himback to the door. Matt
reached the opening just as the pontoons lifted free of the water. The
rattle under his soles ceased in one heartbeat.

As the plane tilted, Matt lost his balance, falling backward. H's arms
flailed. He dropped the rifle as he snatched for a handhold. The
Wnchester tunbled into the river below. Then a hand grabbed his

bel t.

He stared into his forner father-in-law s black eyes. The Inuit,
secure and snugged in his seat belt, held himtight. They matched
gazes as the winds how ed past the plane. Then sonething broke in the
ol der man's face, and he yanked Matt inside.

He fell into the cabin and twisted to close the door. Bane nosed him
fromthe third row of seats, tongue lolling as he greeted him Matt
roughed hi m away and sl amred the door

Jenny called fromthe front, "They're com ng back around!" WMatt haul ed
hinsel f up and crawl ed toward the copilot's seat. Ahead, the Cessna
banked sharply on a w ngti p.

As Matt settled to the seat, he noticed his enpty hands. He silently
cursed hinself for losing the rifle. "Do you have another gun?"

Jenny spoke as she worked the throttle. The plane fought for height.
"I have my Browning, and there's ny service shotgun bolted to the rear
cabin wall. But you'll never hit anything in the air."

He sighed. She was right. Neither weapon was accurate at |ong range,
especially in these w nds.

Jenny clinbed the plane. "Qur only chance is to make for Prudhoe Bay."
Matt understood. It was the closest mlitary base. Whatever was going
on was beyond their ability to handle. But Prudhoe was four hundred
mles away.

Jenny stared at the Cessna diving toward them "This is going to get
ugly."



2:25 p.m
UNDER THE PCLAR | CE CAP
"Message for you, Admiral."

Vi kt or Pet kov ignored the young |ieutenant at the stateroom door and
continued to read the passage fromthe book on his desk: The Brothers
Karamazov by Fyodor Dostoyevsky. He had often found this book by the
dead Russian witer a confort. In nonments when his own soul was
tested, he could relate to |van Karanmasov's struggle with hinself and
his spirituality.

But it had never been a struggle for Viktor's father. He had al ways
been Russian Othodox, nost devoutly so. Even after the rise of
Stalin, when it becane untenable to practice one's faith, his father
had not abandoned his beliefs. 1t may have been for this reason, nore
than any other, that one of the nost decorated scientists of the tinme
had been exiled stolen away fromhis famly at gunpoint and sent to an
isolated ice station out in the Arctic Ccean.

Vi ktor finished reading the section titled "The Legend of the G and
Inquisitor,"” where Ivan dramatically repudiates God. It stirred him
Ivan's anger spoke to his own heart, his own frustration. Like Ivan,
Vi ktor's own father had been nmurdered not by the hands of one of his
sons, as in the novel, but by treachery nonethel ess.

And the m sery had not ended there. After the base's di sappearance in
1948, his nother" had slipped into a black depression that lasted a
full decade and ended one morning within the noose of a knotted
bedsheet. Viktor had been ei ghteen years old when he wal ked in and

di scovered his nother hanging froma rafter in their apartnent.

W thout any other relatives, he had been recruited into the Russian
mlitary. It becane his new famly. Seeking answers to or some type
of resolution for the fate of his father, Viktor's interest in the
Arctic grew. This obsession and a deep-seated fury guided his career
leading to his ruthless rise within the Russian submarine forces and
eventually into the command staff of the Severonorsk Naval Conpl ex.

Despite this success, he never forgot how his father was torn fromhis
famly. He could still picture his nother hanging from her handmade
noose, her toes just brushing the bare plank floors.

"Sir?" The lieutenants feet shifted on the deck plating, drawing him
back to the present. H's voice stuttered, clearly fearful of

di sturbing Beliy Prizrak, the Wite Ghost. "W ... we've a coded
nmessage marked urgent and for your eyes only."

Vi kt or cl osed the book and ran a finger along the Ieather-bound cover.
He then held out a hand to the lieutenant. He had been expecting the
message. The Drakon had risen to periscope depth half an hour ago and
raised its conmunication array through a crack in the ice, sending out
reports and receiving incom ng nmessages.

The man gratefully held out a netal binder. Viktor signed for it and
accepted it.

"That'll be all, Lieutenant. |If | need to send out a reply, 1'll ring
the bridge."



"Yes, sir. The man turned sharply on a heel and left.

Vi kt or opened the binder. Stanped across the top was PERSONAL FOR THE
fl eet commander. The rest was encrypted. He sighed and began the
decryption. It was from Col onel Ceneral Yergen Chenko, directorate of
the FSB, the Federal ' naya Sl uzhba Bezopasnosti, what the Anericans
called the Federal Security Service, one of the successors of the old
KGB. New name, sane ganme, he thought sourly. The nessage cane from
t heir headquarters in Lubyanka.

URGENT

FM TO

/1 BT/

REF

SUBJ

URGENT

URGENT

URGENT

FEDERAL' NAYA SLUZHBA BEZOPASNOST!I (FSB) DRAKON

LUBYANKA 76-453A DATED 8 APR DEPLOYMENT/ RENDEZVOUS COORDI NATES

TOP SECRET

TOP SECRET TOP SECRET

PERSONAL FOR FLEET COMVANDER RMKS/

(1) NEW I NTELLI GENCE HAS CONFI RVED US COUNTERI NTELLI GENCE OPERATI ON
IS

UNDER WAY. US DELTA FORCE MOBI LI ZED. OPERATI ON CONTROLLER
| DENTI FI ED

AND CONFI RMED. COUNTERMEASURES HAVE BEEN ACCELERATED AND COORDI NATED
W TH LEGPARD OPS.

(2) OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON HAS BEEN APPROVED AS TARGET ONE. COORDI NATE
ALPHA FOUR TWDO DECI MAL SI X TACK THREE ONE DECI MAL TWD, CHART

Z- SUB ONE

(3) DRAKON CRDERED TO RUN S| LENT FROM HERE UNTI L MOL-NI YA GO CODE IS
TRANSM TTED.

(4) DEPLOYMENT GO- CODE SET FOR 0800.

(5) I NTELLI GENCE UPDATE W LL BE RELAYED ALONG W TH GO CODE.



(6) COL. GEN. Y. CHENKO SENDS. BT
NNNN
Vi ktor frowned as he finished decrypting the nmessage.

What had been stated in the nmissive was plain enough and no surprise.
The target and tine of attack were established and confirned: Orega
Drift station, tomorrow norning. And clearly Washi ngton was now awar e
of the stakes surrounding the old ice base.

But as usual with Chenko, there were layers of information hidden
between the lines of his encryption

U S. Delta Forces nobilized

It was a sinple statenment that |left as nmuch unspoken as was witten.
The United States Delta Force was one of the npbst covert groups of the
U S. Special Forces and, when depl oyed, operated with imunity fromthe
law. Once out in the field, a Delta Force team functioned with nearly
conpl et e autonony, overseen only by an "operational controller,” who
could be either a high-ranking mlitary official or someone in
significant power in government.

By the deploynment of U S. Delta Forces, the rules of the com ng
engagerment were clear to both sides. The war about to be waged woul d
never be played out in the press. This was a covert war. No natter

t he outcone, the greater world woul d never know what happened out here.
Bot h sides understood this and had silently agreed to it by their
actions.

Qut on the polar ice cap, there was a vital treasure to be won, but
al so a secret to be buried. Both governments intended to be the
vi ctor.

Pity those who cane between them

Such covert conflicts were not new. Despite the outward appearance of
cooperati on between the United States and Russia, the politics behind
cl osed doors was as rabid and retaliatory as ever. In today's new
wor |l d, one clasped hands in greeting while palnng a dagger in the

ot her.

Vi ktor knew this ganme only too well. He was an expert at its
stratagens and deceptions. Qherwi se he wouldn't be where he was
t oday.

He cl osed the netal binder and stood up. He crossed to the six
titani um cases resting on the floor. Each was half a nmeter square.
Stanped on the top were a set of Cyrillic letters, the initials for the
Arctic and Antarctic Research Institute, located in St. Petersburg,
Russia. No one, not even Mscow, knew what was in these crates.

Vi kor's gaze narrowed and settled on the synmbol enbl azoned bel ow t he
institute's initials, atri foil icon known throughout the world.

Nucl ear danger. ..

Vi kt or touched the synbol



Here was a ganme he intended to w n.
Ai r bor ne

APRIL 8, 2:42 p.m

EN ROUTE OVER BROOKS RANGE

Jenni fer Aratuk checked her airspeed and heading. She tried her best
to ignore the Cessna banking through the skies toward her. It was
difficult with Matt |l eaning forward in his seat, his nose all but
pressed agai nst the cockpit gl ass.

"They're coming around!” he yelled.

No ki dding. She put the plane over on a wingtip and spun the Twin
Oter away. As they turned, she saw her home bel ow. The bl asted
storehouse still snoked and her dogs ran in circles, soundl essly
barking. Her heart went out to her friends. They would have to fend
for themselves until she could return or send soneone to take care of
t hem

First, though, she and the others had to survive.

As she skimed the Gtter over the snowtipped tops of trees, it sounded
for a noment like the plane had run through a spate of hail. A pinging
rattle vibrated through the cabin.

Bane barked fromthe row of backseats.
"They're shooting at us!" Craig cried, buckled beside her father

Jenny checked her right wing. Holes peppered its surface. Dam then
She pul | ed back hard on the throttle, driving the nose of the plane up.
The agil e pl ane shot skyward, gaining height rapidly.

Besi de her, Matt grabbed his chair arnms to hold himself in place.
"Buckle in," she griped at him

He hurriedly snapped his seat belt in place while he craned his neck
around to search the skies for the Cessna. The other plane was pulling
out of its dive and chasing after them

"Hang on!" she warned as they crossed the top of the valley rise.
She

couldn't let the other plane get above them again, but she al so knew
her craft was not as fast at the Cessna behind her. It would take sone
artful flying.

She dropped her flaps and pushed the wheel in, shoving the nose of the
pl ane down into the neighboring valley. Its sides were steep, nore a
gorge than valley. The plane dropped sickeningly. She used gravity to
i ncrease her speed. The Twin Oter swooped down, slicing toward the

wi de river that carved through the center of the canyon. She foll owed
it downstream

The Cessna appeared behind her. It stayed high, arcing over the river



valley. It again tried to get above her

Jenny banked tightly and followed the rivers course as it wound through
the gorge. "Come on, baby," she whispered to her craft. She had flown
the Oter since joining the sheriffs department. It had gotten her out
of many a jam

"They're diving on us again!" Matt said. "I hear you." "That's
good, " he said.

She glanced to him but he was staring out the wi ndow. The plane sped
over the river, arcing around a sharp bend where the river chattered
over the series of rapids. Cdose ... She stared ahead. A thick m st
wafted over the river ahead, obscuring the way. "Jen ...?" Matt was
now staring ahead.

"I know." She brought the plane lower. The floats now glided three
feet above the churn of boulders and frothing water. A runble echoed
into the cabin.

Then a new noise intruded. It sounded like firecrackers going off. A
spray of bullets chewed across the rocky bank of the river and
splattered into the water, slicing toward them The Cessna flew
overhead, slightly behind them

"Machi ne gun," Matt munbl ed.

A slug ricocheted off a boulder in the river and struck the plane's
side wi ndow. Cracks spider webbed over its surface. Craig gasped
ducki ng away.

Jenny ground her teeth. She had no choice but to stay her course. She
had commtted to this. The walls of the gorge had grown into cliffs
and drawn inward on either side |ike vise grips.

Bul | ets again struck the wi ng, tugging the plane down on that side.
Jenny fought her controls. The float on the sane side hit the water,
but bounced back. A single slug pinged through the cabin.

Then they were into the thick msts.

A sigh burst fromJenny. The world vani shed around them and a roar
filled the cabin, drowning out the engines. The wi ndshield ran with
droplets. She didn't bother with the wipers. She was nonentarily
blind. It didn't matter.

She shoved the wheel forward, nosing the plane in a stomach-dropping
di ve.

Craig cried out, thinking they were crashing.

He needn't have worried. Their airspeed rocketed up as they plunged

al nost straight down, following the waterfall as the river tunbled over
a two-hundred-foot drop. The mists parted and the ground cane hurtling

up toward them

Jenny again put the plane over on a wing and shot away to the right,
following the cliff face on her left.

Matt stared at the nonstrous wall. Craig gaped, white-knuckled in his



seat. "The Continental Divide," Mtt said, turning to Craig. "If
you're visiting the Brooks Range, it's sonmething you really don't want
to m ss.

Jenny eyed the cliff face. The Continental Divide split the country
into its watersheds, driving up fromthe Rocky Mountains in the south,
t hrough Canada, and down al ong the Brooks Range, ending eventually at
the Seward Peninsula. 1In the Brooks Range, it split the flows between
those that traveled north and east into the Arctic Ccean and those that
drai ned south and west into the Bering Sea.

Ri ght now, she prayed it split the course of her plane from her
pursuers. She spotted the Cessna as it shot high over the falls,
aimng straight out. A grimsmle tightened her lips. By the tine
they spotted her and circled, she would have a significant |ead.

But was it enough?

The Cessna was now a speck behind them but she noted it sw nging
around.

Jenny nade a course correction, aimng away fromthe cliff face and
toward a wi de valley that sloped out of the nobuntain range toward the
lower foothills. It was the Alatna Valley. They were soon over the
river that drained south out of the nountains. She continued straight
ahead, |eaving the Al atna River behind.

"Where are we goi ng?" Matt asked, craning back. "W're heading west.
| thought you wanted to head to Prudhoe Bay."

"1 do."

"Then why aren't we heading straight north up the Al atna and over the

Anti gun Pass?" He pointed back to the river. "lIt's the safest way through the
nount ai ns. "

"We'd never nake it that far. They'd catch up with us again. After we clear
the Antigun Pass, there is nothing beyond that but the open tundra. W'd be
pi cked of f." "But—=2"

She gl ared over at him "Do you want to fly this thing?" He held up a hand.
"No, babe. This is all your ganme." Jenny gripped the planes wheel tighter
Babe? She had to fight the urge to elbow himin his face. Matt knew how to
fly. She had taught him herself, but he was no risk taker. In sone ways, he
was too cautious a flier to ever truly excel. One had sonmetines to give
oneself over to the wind, to sinply trust one's craft and the power of the
slipstream Matt never could do that. Instead he always fought and tried to
control every aspect of flight, Iike he was trying to break a horse.

"Why don't you nake yourself useful," she said, "and try the radio. W need to
| et someone know what's goi ng on up here."

Matt nodded and pulled on a set of earphones with a mcrophone attached. He
swi tched on SATCOM to bounce their signal off a polar-orbiting comrunication
satellite. It was the only way to conmuni cate in the mountains around here.
"I"'mjust getting static."

Her frown deepened. "Solar stornms kicking in again. Switch to radi o. Channe
eleven. Try to reach Bettles. Someone may still receive us. Signhals cut in and
out all the time."



He did as instructed. H's words were terse, giving their location and
direction. Once done, he repeated it again. There didn't seemto be any
response.

"Where are we headed?" Craig asked behind her, his voice shaky. He stared out
the cracked side wi ndow at the passing neadows and forests far bel ow. Jenny
could only inmagine his terror. He had al ready crashed once this week.

"Do you know the area?" she answered, drawing his attention to her. He shook
hi s head.

"If we nean to lose our tail, then we're going to need sone cover. W're too
open here. Too exposed."

Matt overheard her. He glanced to her, then at her headi ng. Understandi ng
suddenly dawned in his face. "You can't be serious?" Her father spoke one
word, knowi ng her goal, too. "Arrigetch." "Dear God," Mtt exhal ed, cinching
his seat belt tighter. "You do have parachutes somewhere in here, right?"

3:17 p.m
POLAR | CE CAP

Amanda Reynol ds fl ew across the ice. There was no other termfor this node of
transportation. Though it was properly called ice sailing, such a description
was a far cry fromthe experience itself.

Wnds filled the twelve-foot sail, spreading in a bright blue billow before
her. Wth her body crouched, but confortable, in the fiberglass nolded seat,
her feet worked the two floor pedals. She kept one hand on the jib line's
crank. Under her, the boat raced across the ice at breathtaki ng speeds,
slicing through the frozen waves of snow.

Despite her speed, she gl anced around her. There was no place nore starkly
enpty and barren. It was a frozen desert, one even nore fornidable and

i nhospi tabl e than the Sahara. Yet at the same tine, there was a distinct
spiritual beauty to the place: the continual w nds, the dance of bl ow ng snow,
the subtle shades of ice. Even the jagged peaks of pressure ridges were

scul ptures of force given form

She worked the pedals to arc around one of these ridges with a skill honed
froma decade of practice. Froma long line of sailors and shipbuilders, she
was in her elenment here. Far though she was fromthe fam|y-owned shop in Port
Ri chardson, south of San Franci sco.

Wth her brothers help, she had built the iceboat she rode now Its

si xteen-foot hull had been constructed from handpi cked Sitka spruce. Its
runners were a titaniumalloy. She had cl ocked the boat at sixty mles per
hour on Lake QGttachi in Canada, but she had been linited by a run of only a
t housand feet.

She stared out at the endl ess expanse around her and smiled. One of these days

But for now, she settled into her seat and appreciated this tine al one, away
fromthe cranped and hum d station. Overhead, the sun was sharp and the day
still subzero. Though the flow of wi nds continually chafed agai nst her, she
was oblivious to the cold. She wore a formhugging thermal dry suit and hood,
used by divers in the Arctic waters. Her entire face was covered by a



cust om nol ded pol ypropyl ene nask, the eyeholes fitted with pol arized | enses.
Only as she inhal ed was she rem nded of the Arctic freeze, but even that could
be warmed by breathing through a battery-generated air heater that hung from
the suit. But she preferred to taste the air.

And to savor the experience.

Qut here, she had no disability. She did not need to hear the w nd or
t he knife-sharp hiss of her runners over the ice. She sensed the

vi brations through the wood, felt the wind's press, saw the dance of
snow over the ice's surface. The world sang to her out here.

She coul d al nost forget the car accident. A drunk driver ... a basa
skull fracture ... and the world went silent and nore enpty. Since

t hen, she had struggled against pity, both fromothers and her own
heart. But it was hard. A full decade had passed since the accident,
and she was beginning to |l ose her ability to speak clearly. She read
the confusion in others' eyes that required her to repeat herself or to
sign. Frustrated, she had channel ed her energies into her studies and
research. A part of her knew she was isolating herself. But where was
the distinction between isolation and i ndependence?

After the loss of her nother, her father had hovered over her, kept her
cl ose, seldomout of his sight. And she suspected it wasn't al

because of her deafness. He feared sinply losing her. Concern turned
into smothering. Her struggle for freedomwasn't so nmuch to prove that
she could live as a deaf woman in the larger world, but that she could
sinmply live independent. Period.

Then Greg ... Captain Perry ... came into her life. H s sniles, the
clear lack of pity, his bunbling attenpts at flirtation, all had worn
her down. Now they were at the threshold of a deeper rel ationship, and
she was not sure how she felt about it. Her nother had been a captains
wife. It was not a world of isolation or independence. She knew this.
It was parties, formal naval dinners, weekly social events with other
wives. But did she want that |ife?

She shook her head, pushing such thoughts aside for now. There was no
need to make any decisions right now \Who knew where any of this would
| ead?

Frowni ng, she mani pul ated her pedals to glide the boat in a gentle
swing toward her destination two mles ahead: the buried Russian ice
station. Earlier in the norning, the head of the biology team Dr.
Henry Ogden, had radi oed her, claimng sone discovery at the station
that had led to a clash with the geology team He insisted she cone
out and settle matters.

As head of QOrega, Ananda was often called in to arbitrate
interdisciplinary disputes. At tines, it was like wangling with a
bunch of spoiled children. Though she could have easily sidestepped
such a demand on her tinme, it was a perfect excuse for her to escape
the drift station for a day.

So she had agreed, setting out just after |unch

Ahead, red flags were staked atop the giant peaks of a huge pressure
ridge systemthat extended for miles in all directions. The flags
fluttered in the wind, marking the opening down into the ice base. Not
that the signal flags were necessary any |longer. Parked in the shelter



of the ridge-line were four Ski-Doos and two | arger Sno-Cats, al
painted red. And beyond the vehicles, a scar split the smooth terrain
where the Navy had bl own a hole through the ice for the Polar Sentine
to surface.

As she stared at the opening that |led down into the Russian base, a
sense of foreboding grewin her. Fromthe nmouth of the excavated ice
tunnel, billows of steammsted as if fromthe throat of a sleeping
dragon. As of |ast week, the new occupants of the station had
succeeded in overhauling the old generators. Fifty-two of them al
preserved. Surprisingly the lights were found to be working as were
the space heaters. The well-insulated station was said to be quite

bal ny.

But Amanda renenbered her first steps into the icy tonmb below Using
nmet al detectors and portable sonar devices, they were able to find the
mai n entrance and use nelt charges and expl osives to tunnel down to the
seal ed doors of the base. The entrance was | ocked both by ice and a
thick steel bar. They had been forced to use an acetylene torch to cut
their way into the dead base.

Amanda now wondered if all their effort was worth it. She slipped her
sail and gently began to brake as she neared the nountainous |ine of
pressure ridges. In a sheltered valley between two of the ice peaks, a
tenmporary norgue had been set up. The orange stormtents hid the
frozen bodies. According to her father, a Russian del egati on was
already en route fromMscow to retrieve their |ost conrades. They
woul d be arriving next week.

Still no one was talking about what el se was found down bel ow.

She worked the foot pedals and expertly brought her iceboat around and
braked the craft the makeshift parking |ot.

There was no one to greet her

d anci ng around, she searched the nountains. They were valleyed in
shadows. Beyond them the terrain was a naze of bridges, overhangs,
crevices, and pinnacles. She again renmenbered the strange few seconds
of nmovenent that registered on the Deep Eye sonar. Maybe it was just a
sonar ghost, but the supposition that maybe it was sonme scavenger, |ike
a pol ar bear, made her edgy. She stared at the inpassable territory
beyond the entrance and shi vered.

Amanda qui ckly cranked down her sails, tied themoff, and used a hamer
to pound in a snow anchor. Once everything was secured, she

grabbed her overnight bag fromthe boat and set off the short distance
to the misty tunnel opening.

The entrance | ooked |ike any other ice cave that pocked the glaciers of
the polar region. It had been w dened since she had | ast been here and
was now expansi ve enough to accomodate an SUV. She reached the

t hreshol d and clinbed down the chopped steps to the steel door, which
hung crooked on its hinges after being forced open. The m st grew

t hi cker here, where the warmair fromthe base seeped out into the
cold. Over the entrance was the sign Captain Perry had described. It
nmust have been di scovered when the ice tunnel had been w dened.

She studied it. Bold Cyrillic lettering marched across the thick



riveted plate, namng the facility:
JI EACBAf|I CTAHUHH TPEH | EJ1
Ice Station G endel.

Why had the Russians nanmed it so oddly? Amanda was versed enough in
literature to recognize the reference to the nonster in the Beowul f
| egend, but the know edge brought no further understandi ng.

Wth a shake of her head, she turned her attention back to the door and
had to shoul der her way through. Ice constantly re-formed around the
hi nges and edges of the door. Wth a popping of steel and ice, she-|
stunbl ed across the threshold.."

A young researcher down the hall glanced over to her. He was kneeling
besi de an open electrical panel. It was Lee Bentley, a NASA researcher
specializing in material sciences. He wore only a T-shirt and jeans.

Was it that warmin the base?

Spotting her, the scientist lifted his arms in nock terror. "Don't
shoot ! "

Amanda frowned, then realized how she nust | ook with her pol ypropyl ene
mask in place. She unsnapped and tugged it off, hooking it to her
bel t.

"Wl come to Ice Sauna Grendel ." Lee chuckled, standing. He was short,
only an inch over five feet. He had once expl ai ned how he al ways
wanted to be an astronaut, but missed the height requirement by a nere
two i nches, hence his assignnent to NASA's material sciences |lab. He
was up here to test new conposites in the extremes of tenperature and
weat her in the Arctic.

Amanda crossed to him tugging her hood back. "I can't believe how hot
it isin here."

Lee pointed to the spread of tools on the grated netal floor. "That's
what |'mworking on. Everyone's conplaining about the heat. W
brought over sone air punps to circulate better, but we figured we'd

better get this thernostat problemfixed or the base will start to nelt
down into the ice nountain." Amanda's eyes widened. "Is that a
danger ?"

He chuckl ed again and tapped one of the steel-plate walls. "No. There

is three feet of insulation beyond the physical structure of the
station. W could turn this entire station into an Easy Bake oven, and
it still wouldn't significantly affect the ice beyond." He glanced
appreci atively around him "Woever designed and engi neered this place
knew their material sciences. The insulation is a series of

i nterl ocked | ayers of asbestos-inpregnated cenent and sponge bl ocks.
The structural skeleton of the place is conbinations of steel

al um num and crude ceram c conposites. Lightweight, durable, and
decades ahead of its tinme. | would say "

Amanda cut himoff. That was one thing about her fellow scientists.
Once they got talking about their field of expertise, they could ranble
on and on. And it was a strain reading |ips when they slurred into
techno-babble. "Lee, | have a neeting scheduled with Dr. Ogden. Do



you happen to know where he m ght be?"

"Henry?" He scratched his head with a screwdriver. "Can't say for
sure, but 1'd try the Cawl Space. He and the geology teamgot into
quite a row this norning. You could hear themyelling all the way up
here.”

Amanda nodded and continued past the NASA scientist. The base was
constructed in five circular |evels, connected by a narrow spiral
staircase that ran down the center of the structure. Each |evel had
roughly the same layout: a central conmunal space surrounded by a ring
of rooms that opened into it. But each successive |evel was smaller
than the one above it. As a whole, it appeared like a giant toy top
drilled into the ice. The uppernmpst tier was the wi dest, fifty yards

across. It housed the old living quarters: barracks, kitchen, somne
of fices. Amanda slipped down the hall and entered the central area of
this tier. Tables and chairs were scattered about. It nust have

served as the base's mess hall and neeting room

She waved to a pair of scientists seated at one of the tables, then
crossed to the central spiral staircase. The steps coursed around a
ten-foot-w de open shaft. Heavy oiled cables dropped down into the
depths. It connected to a crude barred cage, actually nore a
dunbwai ter than an elevator, used to haul material fromone |level to
t he next.

As she started down the stairs, the steel steps vibrated under her
feet,

in tune with the chuggi ng generators and hunm ng machi nery below. It
was strange, like the place was alive again, comng out of a |ong
hi ber nati on.

Amanda cl i nmbed down the stairs, w nding around and around. She ski pped
past Levels Two and Three. They contained small research | abs and the
base' s engi neering pl ant.

There were only two other levels. The bottom nost was the snallest,
sealed with a single watertight door. It contained the old docking
station for the Russian sub, now half flooded and frozen. The conning
tower of the sub could be seen through the ice, covered conpletely
over.

But Amanda's destination was the fourth level. This tier was unlike
any of the others. There was no central communal workspace. The
stairs here opened into a closed hall that radiated straight out across
the level. To one side, a single door opened off this hall, the only
access to this sealed floor

She stepped into the steel-walled hall and spotted the two unifornmed
Navy guards posted at the door a few steps down the hall. They carried
rifles on their shoul ders.

The petty officer in charge nodded to her. "Dr. Reynolds." The
other, a seaman second grade, eyed her snug blue thermal suit, his gaze
traveling up and down her form

She acknow edged the petty officer. "Have you seen Dr. (Ogden?" "Yes,
ma'am He mentioned you'd be com ng. He asked us to keep everyone out
of the Crawl Space until you arrived." The guard pointed down to the



other end of the hall.

A door lay at that end, too, but it didn't lead into the lab on this
floor. It was an exit, a doorway into the heart of the ice island.
Beyond |l ay a maze of natural caverns and man-made tunnels, cored from
the ice itself, which the researchers of the station had ni cknaned the
Craw Space.

This region had all the gl aciol ogi sts and geol ogi sts wal ki ng around

wi th drunken sniles. They had been boring out sanples, taking
tenmperatures, and performing other nore arcane tests. She couldn't
blame them for their excitenment. How many tines did one get to explore
the interior of an iceberg? She had heard that they'd found a cache of
i nclusions, a geologist's termfor boul ders and other bits of
terrestrial debris. As a result of the find, the entire geol ogy team
had rel ocated here from Onega.

Why the clash with the biol ogists, though? There was only one way to
find out.

"Thank you," she said to the guard.
As she crossed down the hall, she was happy to | eave the seal ed fl oor

behi nd her. She'd had a hard tine making eye contact with the guards.
The guilt of her know edge wei ghed on her, dulled her appreciation of
the ot her discoveries here.

Among t he researchers, specul ations and runors as to what |lay on Level
Four were rampant: alien spaceships, nuclear technol ogy, biologica
war f are experinents, even whispers closer to the truth.

O her bodi es found.

The actual truth was far nore horrific than any of the w | dest
specul ati ons.

As she reached the end of the hall, the double set of doors swung open
ahead of her. A figure in a heavy yellow parka shamnbl ed through

Amanda felt the cold exhal ation flowi ng through the open door, a breath
fromthe heart of the ice island.

The figure shook back his hood and revealed his frosted features. Dr.
Henry Ogden, the fifty-year-old Harvard biol ogist, |ooked surprised to
find her there. "Dr. Reynolds!" "Henry." She nodded to him

"Dear God." He pulled a glove off with his teeth and checked his
watch. He then ran a hand over his bald pate. Besides his eyebrows,
the only hair on the man's head was a thin brown nustache and a tiny
soul patch under his lower lip. He absentm ndedly tugged at this
little tuft of hair. "I'msorry. | hoped to neet you upstairs.”
"What's this all about?"

He gl anced back to the door. "I ... | found something ... something
amazing. You should " As he turned away, she could no |onger read his
lips.

"Dr. Qgden?"

He turned back, his eyebrows raised quizzically. She touched her lips



with her fingers.

"Ch, I'msorry." He now spoke in an unnaturally slow manner, as if
speaking to soneone with a mental defect. Anmanda bit back her anger
"You need to see this for yourself,"” he continued. "That's why | had
you cone." He stared a noment at the Navy guards down the hall. "I

couldn't count on them keeping the rock hounds away for very long. The
specinmens ..." His voice trailed off, distracted. He shook his head
"Let's get you a parka, and I'Ill take you."

"I"ll stay warm enough in this," she said inpatiently, running a hand

over her thermal suit. "Show nme what you found."

The biologist's eyes were still on the guards, his brows crinkled.
Amanda wagered he was speculating like all the others. Hi s gaze
eventual |y swng back to her. "Wat | found ... | think it's the

reason the station was built here."

It took a noment for his words to register. "Wiat? Wat do you
mean?"

"Come see." He turned and headed back through the doubl e doors.

Amanda fol |l owed, but she peered back to the guarded doorway. |It's the
reason the station was built here.

She prayed the biol ogi st was w ong.

3:40 p.m

OVER BROOKS RANGE

Staring out the windshield of the Twin Gtter, Matt tried to focus on
t he beauty of one of the great natural wonders of the world. This
section of the Gates of the Arctic National Park was the goal of

t housands of hikers, clinbers, and adventurers each year

Ahead rose the Arrigetch Peaks. The name Arrigetch cane fromthe

Nunam ut, meaning up stretched fingers of the hand.” An apt
description. The entire region was jamed w th pinnacles and sheer
spires of granite. It was a |land of thousand-foot vertical walls,

precari ous overhangs, and glacial anphitheaters. Such terrain was a
natural playground for clinbers, while hikers enjoyed its verdant
al pi ne neadows and ice-blue tarns.

But flying through Arrigetch was plain madness. And it wasn't just the
rocks. The winds were a hazard, too. The air currents flowed fromthe
gl acial heights like a swollen river through cataracts, carving the
winds into a raging mx of sudden gusts, shears, and crossw nds. "Get
ready!" Jenny war ned.

The plane clinbed toward the junbl ed | andscape. To either side,
nmount ai ns towered, their slopes bright with snow and ice floes. Between
themrose Arrigetch. There appeared no way to pass through the area.

Matt craned around. Their pursuers had al nost caught up with them
again. The Cessna buzzed about a quarter nile back. Wuld they dare
followinto this maze?

Bel ow, a stream drained fromthe broken heights above. A sparse



tai ga-spruce forest finally succunbed to the altitude and faded away.
They were now above the continent's tree line.

Matt turned to Jenny, ready to try one last tine to di ssuade her from

what she was about to attenpt. But he saw the determined glint in her
eye, the way her brows pinched together. There would be no tal king her
out of it.

Her father spoke from behind them John had finished cinching Bane's
dog collar to one of the seat harnesses. "Ready back here."

Beside the elder Inuit, Craig sat straight-backed in his seat. The
reporter's eyes were | ocked ahead. He had pal ed since com ng in sight
of Arrigetch. On the ground, the view was hunbling, but fromthe air,
it was sheer terror.

The Oter raced over the last of the rocky slopes, inpossibly high and
i mpassabl e.

"Here we go," Jenny said.
"And here they cone," Matt echoed.

The chatter of gunfire cut through the whine of their nmotors. Loose

shal e on the sl ope danced with the inpact of the slugs. But the line
of fire was well to the side. The other plane was still too far off

for an accurate shot. It was a desperate act before they lost their

quarry to Arrigetch.

As Matt watched the Cessna, a puff of fire rolled fromone of the side
wi ndows. Though he heard nothing, he imagi ned the whistle of the

i ncomi ng grenade. A trail of snmoke marked its rocketed path, arcing to
within two yards of their w ngtip, then vani shing ahead. The expl osion
erupt ed agai nst one of the pinnacles, casting out a rain of stone. A
section of cliff face broke free and slid earthward.

Jenny banked fromthe assaulted pillar and turned up on one wing. Matt
had a monentary view of the ground bel ow as the Qtter shot between the
two spires.

"Chnygod, ohnygod," Craig intoned behind him

Once past the spires, Jenny leveled out. Surrounded on all sides by
colums and towers, peaks and pinnacles, cliffs and walls. The heights
were such that the tops could not be seen out the w ndows.

Wnds buffeted the small plane, jostling it.
Matt clenched his arnrests.

Jenny banked hard, tilting up on the other wing. Matt's eyes stretched
wide. He wanted to close them but for sone reason, he couldn't.
Instead, he cursed this firsthand view of Jenny's flying. Econony
seating suddenly did have its appeal

The Oter shot between a cliff face and a tilted colum. To his side,
Jenny began to hum under her breath. Mtt knew she did this whenever
she was fully concentrating on sonething, but usually it was just the
New Yor k Tines crossword puzzle.



The plane skirted the pinnacle and | eveled again but only for a
br eat h.

"Hang on," Jenny nmnuttered.
Matt sinply glared. His forearnms were already cranped from cl utching
his seat. What nore did she want?

She rolled the Gtter over on a wing and spun tight around a spire. For
the next five mnutes, she zigzagged and barnstorned through the rock
maze. Back and forth, up on one wi ng, then the other

H s stomach lurching, Matt sought any sign of the Cessna in the skies,
but it was |ike searching through a stone forest. He had |ost sight of
the plane as soon as they entered Arrigetch which had been Jennys plan
all along. There were a thousand exits fromthis region: passes,
chutes, noraines, valleys, glacial flows. And with the | owering cloud
cover, if the Cessna wanted to know where they were headed, it would
have to follow, if it dared.

The plane entered a wide glacial cirque, a natural anphitheater carved
fromthe side of one of the nountains. Jenny swng the Oter in a
gentle glide along the edge of the steep-sided bowl. The lip of a

gl aci er hung over the nountain's edge in an icy cornice. Below the
floor was covered with boul ders and glacial till, powdery rock and
gravel that had been left behind as the ice retreated.

But in the center lay a perfectly still mountain | ake. The bl ue
surface \ of the tarn was a mirror, reflecting the Oter as it circled
around the bowl. The walls of the cirque were too steep for a direct

flight out. Jenny began a slow spiral, heading up, trying to clear the
mountain cliffs. Mtt let out a slow sigh of relief. They had
survived Arrigetch. Then novenent in the tarn's reflection caught his
eye. Anot her plane.

The Cessna shot into the cirque, entering froman entirely different
direction. Fromthe way the plane bobbled for a nmonment, Matt guessed
their pursuers were just as surprised to see themhere. "Jen?" Matt
sai d.

"I don't have enough altitude yet to clear the cliffs." Her words for
the first time sounded scared.

The two planes now circled the stone anphitheater, clinbing higher, the
tense pageant mirrored in the blue | ake below The door to the other

pl ane shoved open. From seventy yards away, Matt spotted the now

fam liar parka-clad figure brace hinmself in place, shouldering the
grenade | auncher.

He turned back to Jenny. He knew he'd eventually regret his next

words, but he al so knew they woul d never clear the top of the cliffs
before they were fired upon. "Get us back into Arrigetch!"

"There's not enough tinme!l"

"Just do it." Matt unbuckled and clinbed fromthe copilot seat. He
scranbl ed over to the side wi ndow that faced the other plane.



Jenny banked toward the maze of rock, circling back toward Arrigetch.

Matt unhitched the window and slid it back. Wnds blasted into the
cabin. Bane barked excitedly fromthe backseat, tail waggi ng
furiously. The wolf [oved flying.

"What are you doing?" Jenny called to him
"You fly," he yelled, and cracked open the emergency box by the door
He needed a weapon, and he didn't have tine to free and | oad the
shotgun. He grabbed the flare gun inside the energency kit and janmed
it out the window He pointed it at the other plane. Wth the w nds,
prop wash, and shifting positions of the planes, it was a Hail Mary
shot .

He ai med as best he could and pulled the trigger

The fizzling trail of the flare arced across the cirque, reflected in
the tarn below. He had been aining for the parka-clad figure, but the
winds carried the flare to the side. 1t exploded into brilliance as it
sai |l ed past the nose of the plane.

The other pilot, clearly tense fromhis transit through the jagged
clutches of Arrigetch, veered off, pitching the plane suddenly to the
side. The parka-clad figure at the plane's door |ost his footing and
tumbl ed out, arms cartwheeling. But a couple yards down, he snagged,
tethered in place to the frane of the door. He swung back and forth
under the belly of the Cessna.

It had to be distracti on enough

"Go!" Matt yelled, and slamed the wi ndow shut. He crawl ed back to
the front seat.

Jenny's father patted himon the shoul der as he passed. "Good shot."

Matt nodded to Craig. "It was his idea." He renenbered the reporter
pulling the flare gun on himwhen he came to his rescue a coupl e days
ago. It had rem nded himof a | esson taught to himby his old
sergeant: Use whatever you have on hand ... never give up the fight.

Feeling better, Mtt buckled into place.

Jenny was al ready diving back into the maze. "They're com ng after
us," she said.

Matt jerked around, surprised. He turned in time to see the flailing
man cut free. Hs formtunbled through the air and splashed into the
bl ue tarn.

Stunned, Matt sat back around. They had sacrificed their own man to
continue the pursuit.

Jenny swung the plane over on one wing and sped away anong the cliffs.
But this tine, they couldn't shake the other plane.

And Jenny was tiring. Matt saw how her hands had begun to trenble. Her
eyes had |l ost their steady determ nation and shone with desperation. A
single mstake and they were dead.



As he thought it, it happened.

Jenny banked hard around a craggy col um.
Ahead a solid wall of stone filled the world.
A dead end.

They could not turn away in tine. Matt braced hinself, expecting Jenny
to try, but instead she throttled up.

Matt's throat closed tight. He suddenly realized where they were and
what she was about to attenpt. "No, no, no ..."

"Ch yes," she answered him The nose of the plane dropped sickeningly
She spiraled out a bit and back around.

At the base of the cliff, a river flowed out. Eons ago, an earthquake
had rattled Arrigetch, toppling one peak agai nst another. This created
a Devil's Pass, a breach left under the two tunbl ed peaks.

It was one of the exits fromArrigetch

Jenny dove toward the river, ainmng for the opening in the rock. Her
angle was too steep. But at the |last nonent, she pulled hard on the
wheel and throttled down, alnmpst stalling the props. The Oter |eveled
out a foot above the stream then shot into the Devil's Pass.

Instantly the world went dark, and the dull roar of their engines
trebled but daylight lay directly ahead. It was a straight passage, no
| onger than forty yards. But it was also tight, leaving only a yard

to either side. Jenny was humm ng again. "They're still behind us!"
Craig called out.

Matt turned as the Cessna ducked into the tunnel. The other pilot was
determ ned not to |lose his target.

Matt clenched a fist. Their |ast desperate maneuver had been for
nothing. The other pilot matched Jenny trick for trick. It was
hopel ess. Beyond the tunnel |ay the open nountains. There would be
nowhere to hide.

"Hold tight, folks," Jenny warned as they neared the far end of the
tunnel .

"What are you ?"

Jenny shoved the wheel. The plane dipped. The floats struck the
stream hard and skidded over its surface, casting a flume of water
behind them As the plane bounced back up, they were out of the tunne
and sailing high into the air.

Matt searched behind them as Jenny banked away.

From the tunnel nouth, the Cessna appeared, tunbling out, rolling end
over end, wi ngs broken. One of the propellers bounced free and spun up

t he snowy sl ope.

Matt turned back to his ex-wife with awe. The sudden backwash from her



bounce agai nst the stream had struck the other plane's props and w ngs,
causing the Cessna to bobble and brush agai nst one of the tunne
wal | s.

A fatal m stake.

Jennys voice trenbled. "I hate tailgaters.™
4:55 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

It was like stepping into a different world. The Crawl Space outside
the Russian ice station was a natural warren of ice caverns and chutes.
As Amanda passed over the threshold, she left not only the warnth of
the station behind, but also all man-nade structures.

Just outside the double doors to the base lay rusty piles of plate
steel, bags of old concrete, stacks of conduit, and spools of wre.
When it was first discovered, it was assuned the natural space in the
ice was used as a storage annex, hence its nicknane.

A structural engineer with the NASA group hypothesized that the station
may have been constructed within a natural cavern inside the ice
island, requiring | ess excavation. He suggested the Crawl Space m ght
be the tiny remmant of the |arger cavern system

But outside such idle speculation, the Craw Space held little
fascination for nost of Onega's scientists. To them it was just the
janitor's closet of the base. Only the geol ogists and gl aci ol ogi sts
seened truly fascinated by these back roons and ice chutes.

"This way," Dr. Ogden said, zipping his jacket up to his chin and
pulling the fur-lined hood over his bald head. The biol ogi st grabbed a
flashlight froma stack near the door, flicked it on, and ai ned past
the cluttered entrance hall to the dark passages beyond. Wen he stood
a nonent | onger, Amanda thought he might be speaking to her, but with
his back turned, she couldn't tell for sure. Before she could ask, he
set off down toward the warren of tunnels.

Amanda followed. At |east the geol ogists had spread sand on the ice
floor for better footing. As she continued, |leaving the |ighted
entrance behind, the air grew rmuch colder. For sone reason the
notionl ess air seenmed icier than on the surface. She lifted her
warm ng mask fromthe belt of her thernmal suit and flicked on the
Swi t ch.

Henry Ogden continued, w nding his way, passing side caverns, sone
enpty, sone stacked with gear. One al cove even contai ned

but cher - wr apped packages and crates marked in Russian. Perishables,
Amanda i magi ned. No need for freezers here.

As they continued deeper, she noted evidence of the scientists

handi work here: walls pocked with bore holes, sone survey stakes wth
little flags, sone pieces of nodern equi pment, even an enpty Hostess
Di ng Dong box. She kicked this |ast aside as she passed. The new

i nhabitants of Ice Station G endel were certainly |eaving their unique
footprints here.

Di stracted by her surroundi ngs, Amanda qui ckly becane |ost. Passages



crisscrossed in all different directions. Dr. Ogden stopped at one of
the intersections and searched the walls with his flashlight.

Amanda noted small spray-painted marks on the ice. They seened freshly
pai nted and varied in colors and shapes: red arrows, blue squiggles,
and orange triangles. They were clearly signposts |left behind by the
scientists.

Henry touched a green dot, nodded to hinself, and continued in that
direction.

By now, the tunnels had narrowed and | owered overhead. Amanda had to
hunch as she followed after the determ ned biologist. |In the strangely
still air, sparkles of ice crystals shone in the flashlight's gl ow
Here the walls were so glassy that she spotted air bubbles trapped in
the ice, glinting Iike pearls.

She ran gloved fingers along the wall. Silky snoboth. Such tunnels and
caves were formed as the surface ice nelted in the sunmer's heat, and

t he warm wat er | eaked through cracks and fissures, flow ng downward and
nmelting out these shafts and pockets. Eventually the surface froze
again, sealing and preserving the cavern system bel ow.

Amanda gazed at the blue glass walls. There was a beauty here that
warned the cold. As she craned around, her heel slipped. Only a
frantic grab for a spar halted her tunble.

Dr. (Ogden glanced back to her. "Careful. It's pretty slippery from
here on."

Now you tell me, she thought, and pulled herself back to her feet. She

realized the spar she had grabbed was not ice. It was a chunk of rock
protruding fromthe ice. She stared at it a noment as Dr. (Qgden
continued. It was one of the many inclusions, she realized, described

by the geol ogists. She touched it with a bit of reverence. Here was a
rock from whatever |andmass this glacial chunk had broken away from
eons ago.

G oomsettled around her as the biol ogist rounded a bend with his
flashlight. Amanda hurried after him regretting that she hadn't

coll ected one of the flashlights herself. She watched her footing now
Here the passages were not sanded. The geol ogi sts nust not have
ventured into this section of the Cram Space yet.

Henry gl anced back to her. "It's just ahead."

Amanda stared around her as the tunnel began to wi den again. Wthin
the glassy walls, boulders hung, an aval anche frozen in place. Deeper
in the ice, other shadows darkened the upper reaches. They mnust be
entering a cluster of inclusions.

Roundi ng a bend, the tunnel enptied into a |arge cave. Amanda | ost her
footing again and skated out of the tunnel. Wth her arnms out for
bal ance, she nmanaged to stop herself.

She stood for a nmonent, stunned. The floor of the cavern was as |arge
as an Aynpic ice rink. But she quickly forgot the floor as she gaped
at the chanber's breadth and width. Arched over and around her was a
huge natural cathedral: half ice and half stone.



She stood, surrounded by ice, but the back half of the chanber was
solid rock. A bowl of stone enconpassed the far wall and overhung the
cei ling.

Sonet hi ng touched her el bow, startling her. It was only Dr. (Qgden. He
drew her eyes back to him his |ips noving.

"It's the remmant of an ancient cliff face. At |east according to
MacFerran," Henry said, naming the head of the geology team "He says
it must have broken fromthe | andmass as the gl aci er cal ved and forned
this ice island. It dates back to the last ice age. He imediately
wanted to bl ast away sections and core out sanples, but | had to stop
him"

Amanda was still too stunned to speak

"On just cursory exam nation, | found dead |lichen and frozen npbsses.
Searching the cliff pockets nore thoroughly, | discovered three bird's
nests, one with eggs!"™ He began to speak nore rapidly with his
excitement. Amanda had to concentrate on his lips. "There were also a
pack of rodents and a snake trapped inice. |It's a treasure trove of

life fromthat

age, a whole frozen biosphere.” He |led the way across the cavern
toward the stone wall. "But that's not all! Cone see!"

She foll owed, staring ahead. The wall was not as solid as it had first
appeared. It was pocked with cubbies and al coves. Some sections
seened broken and half tunbled out. Deep clefts also delved into the
rock face, but they were too dark to discern how far they penetrated.

Amanda crossed under the arch of stone and eyed with trepidation the
sl abs precariously balanced overhead. None of it seemed as solid as it
had been a nonment ago.

Dr. (Ogden grabbed her el bow, squeezing hard, stopping her. "Careful,"
he said, drawi ng her eye, then pointing to the floor

A few steps ahead lay an open well in the ice-rink floor. It was too
perfectly oval to be natural, and the edges were scored coarsely.

"They dug one of themout from here."

Amanda frowned. "One of what?" She spotted other pits in the ice
NOW.

Henry tugged her to the side. "Over here." He slipped a canteen of
water fromhis belt. He notioned her down on a knee on the ice. They
were now only a few yards fromthe shattered stone cliff. Hunched
down, it was alnost |like they were on a frozen |ake with the shore only
a few steps away.

The bi ol ogi st whisked the ice with his gloved hand. Then placed his
flashlight facedown onto the frozen lake. Lit fromon top, the section
of ice under them glowed. But details were nurky because of the frost
on the ice's surface. Still, Amanda coul d make out the dark shadow of
somet hing a few feet under the ice.

Henry sat back and opened his canteen. "Watch," he nouthed to her



Leani ng over, he poured a wash of water over the surface, nelting the
frost rime and turning the ice to glass under them The |ight shone
clearly, liming what |lay below in perfect detail.

Amanda gasped, | eani ng away.

The creature looked as if it were lunging up through the ice at her
caught for a monent in a canera's flash. Its body was pale white and
snoot h- ski nned, |ike the beluga whal es that frequented the Arctic, and
al nrost their sane size, half a ton at least. But unlike the bel uga,
this creature bore short forelinbs that ended in raking claws and | arge

webbed hind |inbs, spread now, ready to sweep upward at her. |Its body
al so seemed nore supple than a whale's, with a |longer torso, curving
like an otter. It looked built for speed.

But it was the elongated maw, stretched wide to strike, lined by
daggered teeth, that chilled her to the bone. It gaped w de enough to
swal l ow a whole pig. |Its black eyes were half rolled to white, like a

great white lunging after prey.

Amanda sat back and took a few puffs fromher air warmer as her |inbs
tremored fromthe cold and shock. "Wat the hell is it?"

The biol ogi st ignored her question. "There are nore specinens!" He
slid on his knees across the ice and reveal ed another of the creatures
lurking just at the cliff face. This beast was curled in the ice as if
in slunmber, its body wapped in a tight spiral, jaws tucked in the
center, tail around the whole, not unlike a dog in slunber.

Henry quickly gained his feet. "That's not all."

Bef ore she could ask a question, he crossed and entered a wide cleft in
the rock face. Anmanda foll owed, chasing after the light, stil
picturing the jaws of the nonster, w de and hungry.

The cleft cut a few yards into the rock face and ended at a cave the
size of a two-car garage

Amanda strai ghtened. Positioned against the back wall were six giant
ice blocks. Inside each were frozen exanples of the creatures, al
curled in the fetal-like position. But it was the sight in the
chanmber's center that had Amanda falling back toward the exit.

Like a frog in a biology |ab, one of the creatures |lay stretched across
the ice floor, |egs staked spread-eagle. Its torso was cut fromthroat
to pelvis, skin splayed back and pinned to the ice. Fromthe frozen
state of the dissection, it was clearly an old project. But she caught
only a glinpse of bone and organs and had to turn away.

She hurried back out onto the open frozen lake. Dr. Ogden foll owed.
He seened oblivious to her shock. He touched her armto draw her
eyes.

"A discovery of this magnitude will change the face of biology," Henry
sai d, bending close to her in his insistence. "Now you can see why |
had to stop the geologists fromruining this preserved ecosystem A
find like this ... preserved like this "

Amanda cut himoff. Her voice brittle. "Wat the hell are those
t hi ngs?"



Henry blinked at her and waved a hand. "Oh, of course. You're an
engi neer. "

Though she was deaf, she could al nbst hear his condescension. She
rankled a bit, but held her tongue.

He notioned back to the cleft and spoke nore slowy. "I studied the
speci men back there all day. | have a background in pal eobi ol ogy.
Fossilized remains of such a species have been di scovered in Pakistan
and in China, but never such a preserved specinmen."”

"A speci men of what, Henry?" Her eyes were hard on the biol ogist.

"OfF Anmbul ocetus That ans Wat is commonly called 'the wal king whale.™
It is the evolutionary |ink between | and-dwelling manmal s and t he
nodern whal e. "

She sinply gaped at him as he conti nued.

"It is estimated to have exi sted some forty-nine mllion years ago,
then died out some thirty-six mllion years ago. But the splayed out
| egs, the pelvis fused into the backbone, the nasal drift... all
clearly mark this as distinctly Ambul ocetus."

Amanda shook her head. "You can't be clainmng that these speci nens are
so old. Forty mllion years?"
"No." H's eyes widened. "That's just it! MucFerran says the ice at

this level is only fifty thousand years old, dating back to the | ast
ice age. And these specinmens bear sone unique features. M initial
supposition is that sone pod of Anbul ocetus whal es nmust have mi grated
to the Arctic regions, |ike nodern whales do today. Once here, they
devel oped Arctic adaptations. The white skin, the gigantism the

thi cker layer of fat. Simlar to the polar bear or beluga whales."

Amanda remenbered her own earlier conmparison to the beluga. "And these
creatures sonehow survived up here until the last ice age? Wthout any
evi dence ever being discovered?"

"Is it really so surprising? Anything that |lived and died on the pol ar
ice cap woul d have sinply sunk to the bottomof the Arctic Ccean, a
region barely glinpsed at all. And on |land, pernmafrost nakes it nearly
i npossible to carry out digs above the Arctic Circle. So it is
entirely possible for something to have existed for eons, then died out
wi thout |eaving a trace. Even today we have barely any pal eol ogi cal
record of this region.”

Amanda shook her head, but she could not dismss what she had seen. And
she coul dn't discount his argunment. Only in the past decade, with the
advent of nodern technol ogy and tools, was the Arctic region truly
bei ng explored. Her own team back at Orega was defining a new species
every week. So far, the discoveries were just new, unclassified
phyt opl ankt on or al gae, nothing on the level of these creatures.

Henry continued, "The Russians must have di scovered these creatures
when they dug out their base. O nmaybe they built the base here
because of them Wo knows?"

Amanda remenbered Henrys early claim It's the reason the station was



built here. "Wat makes you think that?" She flashed back again to
t he di scovery on Level Four. This new discovery, amazing as it was,
seened in no way connected to the other

Henry eyed her. "lsn't it obvious?"
Amanda scrunched her brow.

"Anbul ocetus fossils were only discovered in the past few years." He
poi nted back to the cleft. "Back in Wrld War Two, they knew not hi ng
about them So, of course, the Russians would come up with their own
name for such a nonster.”

Her eyes grew wi de.

"They named their base after the creature,” Dr. Ogden expl ai ned
needl essly. "A nmascot of sorts, | imagine."

Amanda stared down at the frozen | ake, at the beast |unging up at her
She now knew what she was truly seeing. The nonster of Nordic
| egend.

G endel .

Sli ppery Sl ope

APRIL 8 9:55 p.m

Al RBORNE OVER NORTH SLOPE, ALASKA

Matt slunped in his seat. Snoring echoed throughout the cabin of the
Twin Oter. It came not fromthe sleeping reporter nor from Jennys
dozing father, but fromthe wolf sprawl ed on his back across the third
row of seats. A particularly |oud snort raised a ghost of a smle on
Matt's face.

Jenny spoke from beside him "I thought you were going to get his
devi ated septum fi xed. "

The ghost becane a true smle. Bane had snored since he was a pup
cnrled on the foot of their bed. It had been a source of anusenent to
both of them Matt sat straighter. "The plastic surgeon out of None
said it would require too extensive a nasal job. Too nuch trimmng. He
woul d end up | ooking like a bulldog."

Jenny didn't respond, so Matt risked a glance her way. She stared
straight out, but he noted the small crinkles at the corners of her
eyes. Sad anusenent.

Crossing his arns, Matt wondered if that was the best he coul d nanage
with her. For the nonment, it was enough.

He gazed out the window. The nobon was near to full, casting a silvery
brilliance across the snow plains. This far north, winter stil
gripped the | and but sone signs of the spring thaw were visible: a
trickle of msty stream a sprinkling of neltwater |akes. A few

cari bou herds speckled the tundra, nmoving slowy through the night,

foll owi ng the snowrelt waterways, feeding on reindeer noss, sprigs of

i ngonberry, and rmunchi ng through nuskeg, the ubiquitous tussocks of
bal | ed-up grass, each the size of a ripe punpkin, rooted in the thaw ng



nmuck.

"W were |ucky to have radi oed Deadhorse when we did," Jenny nunbl ed
besi de him draw ng his eye.

"What do you nean?"

After clearing Arrigetch, they had nanaged to raise the airstrip at
Prudhoe Bay on Al aska's North Slope. They had alerted civil and
mlitary authorities to their chase through the Brooks Range.

Hel i copters woul d be dispatched in the norning to search for the debris
of the Cessna. They should have answers on their pursuers shortly
after that. Matt had al so been able to reach Carol Jeffries, the bear
researcher over in Bettles. She knew Jenny's cabin and would send sone
folks to take care of the animals left behind. Craig had also rel ayed
word to his own contact at Prudhoe. Once questioned and debriefed, the
reporter would have one hell of a tale to tell. After making contact,
and with the story of their ordeal now passed to the outside world,
they had all rel axed.

But now what was wong? Matt pulled hinmself up in his seat.

Jenny pointed out the Gtters wi ndshield not to the tundra below, but to
the cl ear skies.

Matt | eaned forward. At first, he saw nothing unusual. The
constellation Orion hung brightly. Polaris, the North Star, |ay
directly ahead. Then he spotted the shimrering bands and streaners
rising fromthe horizon, flickers of greens, reds, and blues. The
borealis was rising.
"According to the forecast," Jenny said, "we're due for a brilliant

di spl ay-Matt | eaned back, watching the spectacle spread in colored fans
and dancing fl anes across the night sky. Such a natural show went by
many nanes: the aurora borealis, the northern lights. Anong the native
At hapascan I ndians, it was called koyukon or yoyakkyh, while the Inuit
sinmply naned themspirit lights.

As he watched, the wave of colors flowed over the arch of the sky,
shimering in a lum nous corona and rolling in clouds of azures and
deep crinsons.

"W won't be able to reach anyone for a while," Jenny said.

Matt nodded. Such a dazzling display, created as solar w nds struck
t he upper atnosphere of the earth, would frazzl e nost comuni cati ons.
But they didn't have very far to go. Another half hour at nost.

Al ready the northern horizon had begun to brighten with the Iights of
the oil fields and distant Prudhoe Bay.

They flew in silence for several mnutes nore, sinply enjoying the
[ight show in the sky, accompani ed by Bane's snoring in the back. For
these few monents, it felt |like home. Maybe it was sinply the
aftereffects of their harrow ng day, an endorphin-induced sense of ease
and confort. But Matt feared wounding it with speech

It was Jenny who finally broke the silence. "Matt ..." The tinbre of
her voice was soft.

"Don't," he said. It had taken themthree years and today's



life-and-death struggle to bring theminto one space together. He did
not want to threaten this small start.

Jenny sighed. He did not fail to note her tone of exasperation

Her fingers tightened on the wheel, nmoving with a squeak of |eather on
vinyl. "Never mnd," she whispered.

The nonent of peace was gone and it had not even taken words. Tension
filled the cabin, raising a wall between them The remai nder of the
journey was made in total silence, strained now, bitter

The first few oil derricks came into view, decorated in lights like a
Christmas tree. OFf to the left, a jagged silver line marred the
perfect tundra, rising and falling over the |andscape |ike a giant
nmet al snake. The Trans-Al aska Pipeline. It ran from Prudhoe Bay on
Al aska's north coast to Valdez on Prince WIIliam Sound, a river of

bl ack gol d.

They were closing in on their destination. The pipeline |led the way.
Jenny followed it now, paralleling its run. She tried the radio,
attenpting to reach the airport tower at Deadhorse. Her frown was
answer enough. The skies still danced and fl ashed.

She banked in a slow arc. Ahead, the township of Prudhoe Bay if you
could call it a town glowed in the night like sonme oilman's Oz. It was
nostly a company town, built for the sole purpose of oil production
transportation, and supporting sen dees |Its average popul ati on was
under a hundred, but the nunber of transient oil workers caused this
nunber to vary, depending on the workload. There was also a small
mlitary presence here, protecting the heart of the entire North Sl ope
oi | production.

Beyond the town's border stretched the Beaufort Sea and the Arctic
Ccean, but it was hard to tell where | and ended and ocean began
Spreading fromthe shore were vast rafts of fast ice extending for
mles into the ocean, fusing eventually with the pack ice of the polar
cap. As summer warmnmed the region, the cap would shrink by half,
retreating fromshorelines, but for now, the world was solid ice.

Jenny headed out toward the sea, circling Prudhoe Bay and positioning
herself for landing at the single airstrip. "Sonething's going on down
there," she said, tipping up on one w ng.

Matt spotted it, too: a flurry of activity at the edge of town. A
score of vehicles were racing across the snowy fields fromthe mlitary
installation, hurrying out of town in their general direction. He

gl anced to the other side of their plane.

Bel ow  ay the end of the Trans-Al aska Pipeline. The giant buildings of
Gathering Station 1 and Punp Station 1 were lit up behind Cycl one
fencing. Here the North Slope oil was cool ed, water renoved, gas bled
of f, and the oil began its six-day, eight-hundred-nile journey to the
tankers on Prince WIIiam Sound.

As they crossed near Punp Station 1, Matt noted a section of the
Cycl one fencing had been knocked down. He gl anced back to the racing
mlitary vehicles. Foreboding |anced through him

"CGet us out of here!"™ WMatt snapped.



n \Mat ?u

The expl osi on ripped away any further words. The building that housed
Gathering Station 1 burst apart in a fiery blast. A ball of flane
roll ed skyward. The sudden hot thermals and bl ast wave threw their

pl ane up on end. Jenny fought the controls, struggling to keep them
fromflipping conpletely over

Yells arose fromthe backseats, acconpani ed by Bane's barking.

Sweari ng under her breath, Jenny rolled the Gter away fromthe
conflagration. Flam ng debris rained down around them crashing into
the snowy fields, into buildings. New fires erupted. Punp Station 1
blewits roof off next, adding a second ball of rolling flane. The
four-foot-diameter pipe that led into the building tore itself apart,
blasting up along its length. Burning oil jetted in all directions. It
didn't stop until it reached the first of the sixty-two gate val ves,
halting the destruction fromescal ating up the pipeline.

In a mtter of seconds, the wintry cal mof the slunbering township
became a fiery hell. Rivers of flame flowed toward the sea, steam ng
and withing. Buildings burned. Smaller, secondary expl osi ons bur st
fromgas mai ns and hol di ng tanks. People and vehicles raced in al
directions.

"Jesus Christ!" Craig exclaimed behind them his face pressed to the
gl ass.

A new voice crackled fromthe radio, full of static, comng fromthe

general channel. "Cear all airspace inmediately! Any attenpt to |and
will be net with deadly force."
"They're | ocking the place down!" Jenny excl ai ned, and banked away

fromthe fires. She headed out over the frozen sea.

Her father stared back to the coast. "Wat happened?"
"I don't know, " Matt munbl ed, watching the coastline burn. "Accident,
sabotage ... whatever it was it seermed tined to our arrival."

"Surely it can't have anything to do with us," Craig said.

Matt pictured the downed section of Cyclone fencing, the racing
vehicles fromthe mlitary installation. Soneone had broken in,
setting off alarms. And after the last two days, he could not dismss
the possibility that it was sonehow connected to them Disaster seened
to be doggi ng them ever since the reporter's plane crashed. Soneone
sure as hell did not want the political reporter for the Seattle Tinmes
to reach that SCl CEX station out on the ice.

"Where can we go now?" Craig asked.

"I"mrunning | ow on fuel," Jenny cautioned, tapping an instrunment gauge
as if this would mracul ously nove the pointer

"Kaktovi k," John said gruffly.

Jenny nodded at her father's suggestion



"Kakt ovi k?" Craig asked.

Matt answered, "Its a fishing village on Barter Island, near the
Canadi an border. About a hundred and twenty niles fromhere." He
turned to Jenny as she banked the Oter westward. "Do you have enough
fuel 2"

She lifted one eyebrow. "You may have to get out and push us the | ast
fewmles."”

Great, he thought.

Craig's face had grown nore pale and drawn. He had al ready experienced
one plane crash. The reporter was surely getting sick of Al askan air
travel .

"Don't worry," Matt assured him "If we run out of fuel, the Oter can
land on its ski skids on any flat snow. "

"Then what?" Craig asked sourly, crossing his arns.
"Then we do what the | ady here says ... we push!"

"Quit it, Matt," Jenny warned. She gl anced back to the reporter
"We'll get to Kaktovik. And if not, |'ve an emergency reserve tank
stored below. We can manually refill the main tank if needed."

Crai g nodded, relaxing slightly.

Matt stared out at the burning coastline as it retreated behind them
He noted Jennys father doing the sane. They briefly nmade eye contact.
He read the suspicion in the other's eyes. The sudden expl osions were
too coincidental to be nere chance.

"What do you think?" John muttered.
" Sabot age. "
"But why? To what end? Just because of us?"

Matt shook his head. Even if soneone wanted to stop or divert them
this response was like killing a fly with a crate of TNT

Craig overheard them His voice trenbled. "It's a calculated act of
di straction and m sdirection."

"What do you nmean?" Matt studied the reporters face. It remained
tight, unreadable. He began to worry about their passenger. He had
wi t nessed post-traumatic stress disorder before.

But Craig swall owed hard, then spoke slowy. Cearly he sought to
center hinmself by working through this problem "W passed on word
about our attackers to Prudhoe Bay. Soneone was going to investigate
tomorrow. | wager now that will be delayed. The linited investigative
resources up here mlitary and civilian will have their hands full for
weeks. Mre than enough tine for our attackers to cover their

tracks."

"So it was all done so someone could clean up the ness in the
nount ai ns?"



Craig waved this away. "No. Such a large-scale affront woul d need
nore of a reason to justify it. Oherwise, it's overkill."

Matt heard his own thoughts froma noment ago echoed.

Craig ticked off itens aloud. "The explosions will delay any

i nvestigation in the nountains. It will also divert us and offer up a
new, nore exciting story for us to follow The burning of Prudhoe Bay
wi Il be headlines for days. What reporter would want to m ss such a
story? To be here firsthand. To have witnessed it." The tired man
shook his head. "First the bastards try to kill ne, now they try to
bribe me with a nore tantalizing and pronmising story. They throw it
right in my damm lap."

"Distraction and msdirection," Mutt nunbl ed.

Craig nodded. "And not just directed at us. W're small potatoes. |
woul d bet my own left nut that this attack had been prepl anned all
along. That we're only a secondary distraction. I1t's the larger world
the saboteurs really want to distract. After this attack, everyone

wi Il be | ooking at Prudhoe Bay, discussing it, investigating it. CNN
wi Il have reporters here by tonorrow "

"But why?"

Craig met his gaze. Matt was surprised to see the tenpered steel in
Craig's eyes. He recalled himpulling the flare gun on him Even
under stress, the reporter thought quickly. Despite his scared
deneanor, there were hidden depths to this man. Matt's respect for the
reporter continued to grow

"Why?" Craig parroted. "It's like | said. Distraction and
m sdirection.

Let the whole world | ook over here at the fireworks" he waggled his

fingers in the air "while the real damage is done out of sight." The
reporter pointed to the north. "They don't want us to | ook over
there."”

"The drift station," Matt said.

Craig's voice dropped to a munble. "Sonething's going to happen out
there. Something no one wants the world to know about. Somet hing t hat
justifies setting fire to Prudhoe Bay."

Matt now knew why Craig had been sent north by his editor. The
reporter had tried to blanme the assignment on a tryst with the editor's
ni ece, a punishnent for a transgression. But Matt didn't buy it. The
man knew hi s business. He had a calculating m nd and a keen sense of
political maneuveri ng.

"So what do we do now?" Matt asked.

Craig's eyes flicked to him "W fly to Kaktovik. What el se can we
do?"

Matt crinkled his brow

"I'f you think I'mgoing out to that friggin' drift station," Craig said



with a snort, "you're nuts. |'mstaying the hell away."
"But if you're right ?"

"I'"ve pretty much grown a liking for ny skin. The bastards' fiery show
may not have fooled nme, but that doesn't mean | can't take a hint."

"Then we tell soneone."

"Be ny guest. No one will hear you above the sound bites for days. By
the tine you can get someone to listen, to go check, it'll all be
over."

"So we have no choice. Soneone has to go out there."

Crai g shook his head. "O soneone could just hide in that little
fishing village and wait for all this to bl ow over."

Matt considered the persistence of their pursuers, the explosion of
Prudhoe Bay. "Do you really think they'd |eave us alone out there? |If
they're buying tine to clean up their mess, that mght include getting
rid of us. They know our plane."

Craig's deterni ned expression sickened.
"And we'd be sitting ducks in Kaktovik."
Craig closed his eyes. "I hate Alaska ... | really do."

Matt sank back into his own seat. He |ooked at Jenny. She had heard
it all. "Well?" he asked.

Jenny gl anced over her gauges. "I'Ill still need to refuel if we're
going to travel so far."

"Benni es place at Kaktovik."
"W can be there in an hour. And away in another."

He nodded and stared north. Craig' s words echoed in his head: Sonething's
goi ng to happen out there. Something no one wants the world to
know about .

But what the hell could it be?
11: 02 p. m
USS POLAR SENTI NEL

"We've been ordered to readi ness, but not to deploy." Perry stood atop
the periscope stand. Hi s officers had gathered in the control room
Groans net his words. They were Navy nen, career subnmariners. They
had all heard of the attack on Prudhoe Bay four hundred miles away.
They were anxious to act.

Wrd had reached them hal f an hour ago through the snail-paced ELF
transm ssion, sound waves passing with mle-long anmplitudes through the
ocean waters, enmtting one slow letter at a time. The realtine

conmuni cati on net of NAV SAT satellites or UHF were currently under

el ectrical bonbardnent by a solar storm



H s men had hoped to deploy to the Al askan coast, to join in the

i nvestigation and help in the cleanup. Baby-sitting a bunch of
scientists at such a tine was intolerable. Wth a crisis on hand,
practically in their own backyard, all had hoped for a call to
action.

The | atest orders from COVSUBPAC had arrived five mnutes ago. Perry
shared his officers' disappointnent.

"Any word on the cause of the explosions?' Commander Bratt asked. His
words were clipped with frustration.

Perry shook his head. "Too early. Right nowthey're still trying to
put out the fires."

But anong his own crew, varying theories were already bei ng debated:
ecoterrorists bent on saving the Al askan wil derness from further
exploration and drilling, Arabs with an interest in cutting off

Al aska's oil production, Texans for the sanme reason. And the Chi nese
and Russians got their fair share of the blanme, too. Mre sober mnds
consi dered the possibility of a sinple industrial accident but that was
not as entertaining. "So we sinply sit on our frozen asses out here,"
Bratt said gruffly. Perry stood straighten He would not let norale
sour any further. "Commander, until we hear otherwi se, we'll perform
our duties as ordered." He hardened his voice. "W'Il keep this boat
at full readiness. But we won't neglect our current assignnments. The
Russi an del egation is

due to arrive in three days to retrieve the bodies of their countrymnen.
Wul d you rather we | eave the scientists here alone to deal with the
Russi an admiral and his nmen?"

"No, sir." Bratt stared down at his shoes. He was one of the few nen
aboard the Pol ar Sentinel who knew what |ay hidden on Level Four of Ice
Station G endel.

Their conversation was interrupted as the radi onan of the watch pushed
into the conn. He held a clipboard in his hand. "Captain Perry, |
have an urgent nessage from COMSUBPAC. Flash traffic. Marked for your
eyes only."

He waved the lieutenant forward and retrieved the clipboard and
top-secret log. "Flash traffic? Are we hooked back into NAV SAT

The lieutenant nodded. "We were lucky to retrieve the broadcast
intact. They must have been continuously broadcasting to slip through
one of the breaks in the solar storm The nmessage i s being repeated
nore slowy over VLF."

Broadcasting on all channels. Wat could be so inportant?

The radi onan stepped back. "I was able to send out confirmation that
t he nessage was received."

"Very good, Lieutenant." Perry turned his back on the curious faces of
his officers and opened the clipboard. 1t was from Admral Reynol ds.
As Perry read the message, an icy finger of dread traced his spine.

FLASH<"" >FLASH*" FLASH' " " >FLASH<" >OFLASH >" FLASH



384749z APR

FM COVBUBPAC PEARL HARBOR HI// N475//

TO POLAR SENTI NEL SSN- 777

/1 BT7/

REF COVBUBPAC OPCRD 37-6722A DATED 08 APR
SUBJ GUESTS ARRI VI NG EARLY

SCl TOP SECRET QOVEGA

PERSONAL FOR CO. RMWKS/

(1) POLAR SATELLI TE CONFI RM5 RUSSI AN AK ULA || CLASS SUBNMARI NE
SURFACED

W TH ANTENNA UP AT 14:25 AT COORDI NATES ALPHA FI VE TWO DECI MAL EI GHT
TACK THREE SEVEN DECI MAL ONE.

(2) UNIT DESI GNATED AS DRAKQON, RUSSI AN FLAG SUBMARI NE. ADM RAL
VI CTOR

PETKOV ABQOARD.
(3) RUSSI AN GUESTS MAY BE ARRI VI NG EARLY. | NTELLI GENCE REMAI NS SCANT
ON REASON FOR THE ACCELERATED TI METABLE. W TH RECENT EVENTS AT

PRUDHCE, SUSPI Cl ONS REMAI N HI GH ACROSS ALL BOARDS. SABOTAGE
CONFI RVED.

SUSPECTS STI LL UNKNOWN.

(4) POLAR SENTI NEL TO REVAI N AT ALERT STATUS AND TO PATROL W TH
MAXI MUM

EARS UP.

(5) GUESTS TO BE TREATED AS FRI ENDLY UNTI L OTHERW SE

DI SCERNED.

(6) PROTECTI ON OF UNI TED STATES | NTERESTS BOTH AT OMEGA DRI FT STATI ON
AND | CE STATI ON GRENDEL REMAINS PRIORITY M SSI ON FOR POLAR SENTI NEL.
(7) TO SUPPCRT SUCH | NTERESTS, DELTA FORCE TEAMS HAVE BEEN ORGANI ZED

AND ROQUTED TO THE ARCTI C. OPERATI ONAL CONTROLLER, SENT BY LR, HAS
BEEN

SPEARHEADED | N ADVANCE TO AREA. | NFORVATI ON TO FOLLOW

(8) GOOD LUCK AND KEEP YOUR TAP SHOES POLI SHED, CGREG



(9) ADM K. REYNOLDS SENDS. BT
NNNN

Perry shut the clipboard, closed his eyes, and ran the notes through
hi s head.

The adm ral had coded his own nessage into the encryption. LR was
short for "Langl ey Reconnai ssance,” which neant the Centra
Intelligence Agency was involved. So the Delta Teans were being

depl oyed under Cl A | eadershi p? Not a good thing. Such an

organi zational platformled to one hand bei ng unaware of what the other
was doing. It also stank of black ops maneuvering. Information to
foll ow meant that even Pacific Submarine Command was cut out of the

| oop. A bad sign.

And at the end: Keep your tap shoes polished, Geg. Again the
informality in the use of his first name was as good as a long line of
excl amati on marks. During one of the Navy's formal dinner parties,
Admi ral Reynol ds had used that same phrase when the faction
representi ng COVBUBLANT, the Atlantic Submari ne Command staff, had
arrived at the hall. The Pacific and Atlantic submarine teans were
fiercely conpetitive with each other, |eading to challenges, war ganes,
and rivalries that stretched across careers. Keep your tap shoes
pol i shed was shorthand for "get ready because the shit's about to hit
the fan."

Perry turned to his XO. "Comrander, clear the boat of civilians. GCet
them back to Onega and rally the nen still on shore |eave."
"Yes, sir."

"Once the Sentinel is secured, ready her to dive on ny comand."

The chief of the watch spoke up fromhis station. "So we're headi ng
to

Prudhoe Bay?"

Perry searched the hopeful faces of his bridge crew. He knew there was
no need to head to Prudhoe Bay to get into the action; his nmen would
realize soon enough.

He rapped the netal clipboard on his thigh. "Just keep your tap shoes
pol i shed, nen. W' ve got sone fancy footwork ahead of us."

11:32 p.m K AK TOVIK "  ALASKA

Jenny stal ked around the parked Twin Oter, inspecting it with a
flashlight. A scatter of bullet holes peppered one wi ng, but there was
no structural damage. Nothing el se needed i mediate attention, and she
could patch the holes with duct tape. She sipped froma coffee cup as
she conpleted her circuit of the aircraft.

They had | anded at the darkened snow strip of the tiny Kaktovik airport
hal f an hour ago. Matt and the others had gone inside the nearby
hangar, where a nakeshift diner had been built in one corner. She
could see themthrough a grease-rinmed w ndow, bent over mnmugs of coffee
and talking to the young I nuit waitress.



Only Bane renmi ned at her side as she tended the refueling and checked
her plane. The large wolf had made his own circuit of their parking
space, lifting a leg here and there to yellow the snow. He now

foll owed at her heels, tongue lolling, tail waggi ng.

Ducki ng around the rear of the plane, she returned to Bennie Hay-don's
side. The squat fellow | eaned agai nst the fuselage, a cigar clanped
between his teeth, one hand resting on the fuel hose. Huskily built,

he wore a Purol ator cap tucked | ow over his sleepy eyes. "Should you
be smoki ng out here?" Jenny asked. He shrugged and spoke around his
stogie. "My wife won't let ne snoke inside." Waring half a grin, he

nodded to the waitress.

Benni e had been with the sheriff's departnent, servicing the patrol
fleet, until he saved enough to nove out here with his wife and start
hi s

own repair shop. He also ran a sight-seeing conpany out of the sane
hangar and flew folks in ultralights over the nearby Al askan Nationa
Wldlife Reserve. The small ninble aircraft really no nore than a hang
glider with | awn- nower engi ne and propeller were perfect for traversing
the raw country by air, buzzing the caribou herds or flying | ow over
the tundra. At first it had been only the occasional tourist, but
after the growing interest in ANVR for oil exploration, he now
transported geol ogists, reporters, governnent officials, even senators.
H's single ultralight had quickly grown into a fleet of a dozen

Benni e gl anced to a gauge on the fuel hose. "Topped off," he said, and
began to crank the hose and detach it. "Both tanks." "Thanks,
Bennie. "

"No problens, Jen." He tugged the hose free and began to drag it away.
"So you going to tell me about them bullet holes."

Jenny followed the nechanic back toward the hangar. "It's a long story
wi t hout any real answers yet."

Benni e made a t houghtful noise at the back of this throat. "Sort of
like you and Matt." He nodded toward the wi ndow. In the m dnight
gloom the bright interior shone |like a beacon

Jenny sighed and patted Bane as the wol f foll owed beside her. Bennie

gl anced over to her, spooling the hose line. "You know he quit

dri nki ng. "

"Bennie, | don't want to talk about it."

He shrugged again and puffed out a | arge cloud of cigar snoke. "I'm
just saying." "I know. "

The smal |l door to the hangar banged open. Belinda, Bennie's wife,
stood in the doorway. "You two coming in out of the cold? | have eggs
and caribou strip steaks frying." "In a second, hon."

Bane didn't have such patience. Wth his nose in the air at the scent
of frying neat, the dog sauntered toward the door, tail waggi ng
furiously.

Belinda |l et himpass with a pat on the head, then pointed at the
glowing tip of Bennie's cigar. "The dog's welcome, that isn't."



"Yes, dear." He gave Jenny a |ook that said, See what | have to put up
with. But Jenny al so saw the | ove shining between both of them

Bel i nda cl osed the door with a sorry shake of her head. She was a
decade younger than her husband, but her sharp intelligence and

worl d-weary maturity spanned the gap. She was native to Kaktovik, her
fam |y going back generations, but she and her parents had noved to
Fai r banks when she was a teenager. It had been at the begi nning of the black
gold rush a flood of oil, nobney, jobs, and corruption. Indians and
native Inuit, all anxious for their share of the wealth, flocked to the
cities, abandoning their honel ands and custons. But what they found in
Fai r banks was a polluted, blue-collar town of construction workers, dog
nmushers, Teansters, and pinps. Unskilled natives were ground under the
heel s of progress. To support her fam ly, Belinda becanme a prostitute
at the age of sixteen. It was after her arrest that she and Benni e had
met. He took her under his wing literally. He showed her the skies
above Fairbanks and another life. They eventually married and noved
here with her parents.

Benni e strai ghtened, drew one last drag on his cigar, then dropped and
stubbed it into the snow. "Jen, | know what you think of Matt."

"Bennie ..." \Warning entered her tone.
"Hear me out. | know how much you lost... both of you." He took off
his oil-stained cap and swi ped his thinning hair. "But you gotta

renenber. You're both young. Another child could "

"Don't." The single word was a bark, a knee-jerk reaction. As soon as
she said it, she renenbered Matt cutting her off just as abruptly. But
she coul d not hold back her anger. How dare Bennie presune to know how
it felt to lose a child? To think another child could replace a | ost
one!

Benni e stared at her, one eye squinted, judging her. Wen he spoke
next, it was in a calm neasured voice. "Jen, we lost a child, too ..
a baby girl."

The sinple statement stunned her. Her anger blew out like a snuffed
candle. "My God, Bennie, when?"

"A year ago ... miscarriage." He stared out into the dark snowy
plains. |In the distance the few lights of the seaside village
flickered. A heavy sigh escaped him "It nearly crushed Belinda."

Jenny saw it had done the sane to the man in front of her

He cleared his throat. "Afterward we found out she would never be able
to bear a child. Sonething to do with scarring. Docs said it was
secondary to " His voice cracked. He shook his head. "Let's just say,
it was secondary to conplications fromher old job."

"Bennie, |'mso sorry."
He waved away her sympathy. "W nove on. That's life."
Thr ough the wi ndow, Jenny wat ched Belinda | aughing as she refilled

Matt's coffee. Not a sound was heard but the whistle of wind across
t he tundra.



"But you and Matt," Bennie resuned, "you're both young."

She heard his unspoken words: You two could still have another child.
"You were good together," he continued, kicking snow off his boots.
"It's high time one of you renenbered that."

She stared through the wi ndow. Her words were a whisper, nore to her
own heart than to her companion. "l do renenber."

She had met Matt during an investigation of poaching in the Brooks
Range. A conflict had arisen between native rights and the federa
government over hunting for food in park lands He had been there
representing the state, but after |earning of the subsistence |evel of
exi stence of the local tribes, he becane one of their nobst voca
advocates. Jenny had been inpressed by his ability to | ook beyond the
| aw and see the people involved, a rarity anbng governnent types.

Whil e working together to settle the matter and make new | aw, the two
had grown closer. At first, they sinply sought work-rel ated reasons to
get together. Then, after running out of fabricated excuses, they
simply started dating. And within a year, they were married. It took

a while for her fanmily to accept a white man into their fold, but Mitt's
charm easygoi ng nature, and dogged pati ence won them over. Even her
father. Benny cleared his throat. "Then it's not too late, Jen." She
wat ched a nmoment | onger, then turned fromthe wi ndow. "Sometines it

is. Some things can't be forgiven."

Benni e met her gaze, standing in front of her. "It was an accident,
Jen. Somewhere in there you know that."

Her anger, never far fromthe surface, flared again. She clenched her
fingers. "He was drinking."

"But he wasn't drunk, was he?" "What the hell does that matter! Even
a single drop of alcohol..." She began to shake. "He was supposed to
be watching Tyler. Not drinking! |If he hadn't been "

Benni e cut her off. "Jen, |I know what you think of alcohol. Hell, I
wor ked with you | ong enough in Fairbanks. | know what it's done to
your people ... to your father."

Hs words were like a punch to the belly. "You're crossing the line,
Bennie. "

"Someone has to. | was there when your father was haul ed in, goddam
it! 1 know Your nother died in a car accident because your father
was drunk. "

She turned away, but she couldn't escape his words. She had been only
sixteen at the tine. Epidem c alcoholismwas the coined term It was
devastating the Inuit, a curse winding its way down the generations,
killing

and mai m ng al ong the way through viol ence, suicides, drownings,
spousal abuse, birth defects, and fetal alcohol syndrome. As a native
sheriff, she had seen entire villages enptied fromno other cause than
al cohol. And her own fanmily had not escaped.

First her npther, then her son



"Your father spent a year in jail," Bennie continued. "He went to AA
He's been on the wagon and found peace by returning to the old ways."

"It doesn't matter. | ... | can't forgive him"
"Who?" H's voice sharpened. "Mtt or your father?"
Jenny swung around, fists clenched, ready to swing at him

Benni e kept his position before the door. "Wether Matt had been
stone-col d sober or not, Tyler would still be dead."

The bl untness of his words tore at the thick scarring that had forned
in her own body. It wasn't just around her heart, but strung in tight
cords through her belly, in her neck, down her |legs. The scarring was
all that allowed her to survive. It was what the body did when it
couldn't heal conmpletely. It scarred. Tears arose fromthe pain.

Benni e stepped forward and pulled her into his arms. She sagged in his
grip. She wanted to dismiss Bennie's words, to lash out, but in her
heart, she knew better. Had she ever forgiven her father? How nuch of
t hat anger had beconme a part of who she was? She had entered | aw
enforcenent in an attenpt to find sone order in the tragedies and
vagaries of life, finding solace in rules, regulations, and procedures,
wher e puni shment was neted out in blocks of tine one, five, or ten
years where tinme could be served and sins forgiven. But matters of the
heart were not so easily quantified.

"It's not too late," Bennie repeated in her ear

She nmunbl ed her answer to his chest, repeating her earlier words.
"Sonetines it is.”" And in her heart, she knew this to be true.

What ever she and Matt had once shared was shattered beyond repair.

The door swung open again, bringing with it the warmh of the diner,
the snmells of frying oil, and a bit of bright |aughter. Matt stood at
the threshold. "You two really should get a room"

Jenny pull ed out of the enbrace and ran a hand through her hair. She
hoped the tears were gone from her cheeks. "The plane's all refueled.

W can head out as soon as we're done eating."

"And where again were you all going?" Bennie asked, clearing his
t hr oat .

Matt scowl ed at him For everyone's sake, they had decided it best to
keep their destination a secret. "Good try, Bennie."

The man shrugged. "Ckay, can't blanme a guy for trying."

"Actually | can," Matt said, sw nging around. "Hey, Belinda, did you
know your husband was meking out with my ex-wi fe on the porch?"

"Tell Jenny she can keep him"

Matt turned back and gave thema thumbs-up. "You two kids are in the
clear." He closed the door on them "Have fun!"

Standi ng in the dark, Jenny shook her head. "And you want nme to make



up wi th hin"

Benni e shrugged again. "lI'mjust a nmechanic. Wat the hell do
know?"
11:56 p. m

ABCARD THE DRAKON

Admi ral Vi ktor Petkov watched through the video nonitors in the contro
station. The solid plane of ice spread in a black bl anket overhead,
it frombelow by the Drakon's exterior lights. The four

t hermal - suited divers had spent the last half hour securing a titanium
sphere in place. The procedure involved screwi ng neter-1ong anchoring
bolts into the underside of the ice cap, then positioning the device's
clanps to the bolts so the titani um sphere hung bel ow the ice.

It was the last of five identical devices. Each titanium sphere was
positioned a hundred kilometers fromthe ice island, encircling the

| ost Russian ice station, marking the points of a star. The sites of
insertion were pinpointed to exact coordinates. All that remai ned was
to establish the master trigger. It had to be positioned in the exact
center of the star.

Vi kt or gazed past the divers to the dark waters beyond. He pictured
the huge ice island and the station inside it. He couldn't have asked
for a better place to trigger the device.

Moscow had ordered himto retrieve his father's work and lay waste to
all behind it. But Viktor had | arger plans.

Qut in the water, one of the divers thunbed the pressure button on the
bottom of the device and a Iine of blue Iights flared al ong the equat or
of the sphere, drawing Viktor's attention. The |ast of the five
devices was now activated. In the soft blue glow, the Cyrillic
lettering could be seen clearly across the sphere's surface, nmarking
the initials for the Arctic and Antarctic Research Institute.

"And these are just scientific sensors?" Captain M kovsky asked,
standing at the admiral's side. The doubt was plain in his voice.

Vi kt or answered softly. "The latest in bathynetry technol ogy, designed
to neasure sea-level changes, currents, salinity, and ice densities.”

The Drakon's captain shook his head. He was no naive recruit. Upon

| eavi ng the docks of the Severonorsk Naval Conpl ex, M kovsky had been
given their m ssion paranmeters: to escort the admiral on a diplomatic
m ssion out to the site of a |lost Russian ice station. But the captain
had to know that nore was planned. He had seen the equi pnrent and
weapons brought aboard back at Severonorsk. And he surely knew of the
coded nmessage fromFSB, if not the content.

"These underwat er devices have no nmilitary application?" M kovsky
pressed. "Like listening in on the Americans?"

Vi ktor sinply glanced over and shrugged. He allowed the captain to
m sread his silence. It was sonetines best to all ow sonmeone's
suspicions to run to the nost obvi ous concl usion

"Ah ..." Mkovsky nodded, eyeing the sphere with nore respect,



bel i eving he understood the intrigues here.

Vi ktor turned his own attention back to the nonitors. Over the years,
the young captain mght learn that there were deeper levels to the
ganes played by those in power.

A decade ago, Viktor had enpl oyed a handpi cked team of scientists from
AARI and began a covert project out of Severonorsk Naval Conplex. Such
a venture was not unique. Many polar research projects were run out of
Severonorsk. But what was unusual about this particular project,
titled Shockwave, was that it was under the direct supervision of

t hen-captain Vi ktor Petkov. The researchers answered directly to him
And in the hinterlands of the northern coast |lands far from prying
eyes, it was easy to bury one project anong the many others. No one
guestioned this work, not even when the six researchers on the project
had all died in an airplane crash. Wth their deaths two years ago, so
had di ed Project Shockwave. O so it appeared.

No one but Viktor knew the research had al ready been conpleted. He
stared out as the divers retreated fromthe sphere of titanium

It had all started with a sinple research paper published in 1979,
tying carbon dioxide to the gradual warning of the globe. Fears of
melting polar ice caps created horrible scenarios of rising ocean

| evel s and devastating worldw de flooding. O course, the Arctic and
Antarctic Research Institute in St. Petersburg was the central agency
in Russia assigned to investigate such threats. |t accunul ated one of
the worl d's | argest databases on global ice. It was eventually

di scerned that while the

nmelting of the ice found atop Greenland and the continent of Antarctica
could potentially raise the world's oceans by a dramatic two hundred
feet, the northern polar ice cap did not pose such a risk. Since its
ice was already floating atop an ocean, it displaced as nuch water as
it would produce if it nelted. Like cubes of ice in a full glass of
water, the nelt of the polar cap would not lead to a rise in ocean
levels. It was sinply no threat.

But in 1989, one of the AARI researchers realized a greater danger
posed if the polar ice cap should suddenly vanish fromthe top of the
world. The ice cap, if gone, would no | onger act as an insulator for
the Arctic Ccean. Wthout its ability to reflect the sun's energy, the
ocean woul d evaporate nore rapidly, pouring vast anounts of new water
into the atnmosphere, which would lead in turn to massive anounts of
precipitation in the formof rain, snow, and sleet. The AARI report
concl uded that such a change in world climte would weak havoc on
weat her systens and ocean currents, resulting in flooding, agricultura
destruction, ecosystemdisintegration, and worl dw de environnent al
collapse. It would devastate countries and world econom es.

The hard truth of this prediction was seen in 1997 when a sinple shift
in currents in the Pacific Ocean, known as El N no, occurred. According
to UN agencies, the cost to the world was over $90 billion and led to
the death of over fifty thousand people and this was a single shift in
currents over the course of one year. The |oss of the northern polar
ice cap would stretch over decades and reverberate over all oceans, not
just the Pacific. It would be a disaster unlike any seen during

manki nd's history. So, of course, such a report led to the

i nvestigation of any possible mlitary applications. Could one destroy
the polar ice cap? Studies quickly showed that the power needed to



nelt the vast ice sheet was beyond the grasp of even current nucl ear
technol ogy. It seemed such a possibility would remain theoretical

But one of the scientists at AARI had conme up with an intriguing theory
One didn't need to nelt the cap only to destabilize it. |If the cap
were partially nelted and the rest of the solid ice sheet shattered, a
single Arctic sumer could do the rest. Wth the cap turned into an
Arctic slush pile, the sun's energy woul d have greater access to a

| arger surface area of the Arctic Ccean, warming the waters around the
fragnmented ice? thus leading to the neltdown of the remaining ice
pack. One didn't need man-made nucl ear energy to destroy the cap not
when the sun itself was available. |If the polar ice cap could be
shattered in the late spring, by the end of sumer it would be gone.

But how did one destabilize the ice cap? That answer came in 1998 when
anot her scientist from AARI, studying the crystallization of ice in the
Arctic ice pack and the relation of ocean currents to pressure ridge
formati on, came up with his theory of harnonics. That ice was |ike any
other crystalline structure, especially under extreme pressure, and at
the right pitch in vibration, its structure could be shattered like a
crystal goblet.

It was this study that becane the basis for Project Shockwave: to
artificially create the right set of harnmonic waves and heat signatures
to blast apart the polar ice cap

On the nonitor, the titaniumsphere glowed out in the dark waters as
the sub's exterior lights dinmed. Viktor checked his thick wist
monitor. The plasma screen depicted a five-pointed star. Each point
glowed. In the center, the naster trigger awaited depl oyment.

It wouldn't be Iong.
Victor stared at the glowi ng points on the wist nonitor

The dead scientists had named this configuration the Polaris Array,
after the Pol yarnaya Zvezda, the North Star. But the nucl ear-powered
master trigger went by a nore technical designation: a subsonic

di srupter engine. Wien it was activated, its effect was twofold.
First, it would act as a conventional weapon, blasting a crater a nmle
wi de. But next, rather than sending out an EM pul se like a regul ar
nucl ear weapon, this engine would transmt a harnonic wave through the
ice. The wave front would strike the five spheres sinultaneously and
trigger themto expl ode, propagating and anplifying the harnmonics in
all directions with enough energy and force to shatter the entire pol ar
i ce cap.

Vi kt or cl eaned a smudge of f the screen of the monitor. Tucked away in
the corner of the screen was a small red heart that flashed in sync
wi th his pul se.

Soon ...

For now, he would spend the rest of the night running diagnostics on
the project, making sure all was in order

He had waited sixty years ... he could wait another day.

In fact, after the conpletion of Project Shockwave, he had held off
i npl enenting his plan for two years. He had found a certain peace of



mnd in sinply having Polaris at his command. Now he believed it had
been fate that held his hand. Ilce Station G endel had been

redi scovered, the very tonb of his father. Surely this was a sign. He
woul d retrieve his father's body, collect the prize buried within the
heart of the station, and then detonate Pol aris, changing the world
forever.

Vi ktor stared as the exterior lights of the Drakon were extinguished.
The titanium sphere of Polaris glowed in the dark, beconing a true
North Star in the Arctic night.

There was a reason he had started Project Shockwave a decade ago,

pi cked this particular project to exact his retribution. It was in the
final words of the 1989 report, a cautionary warning. The scientist
had predicted another danger posed by the destruction of the polar ice
cap, more than just the short-termeffect of flooding and climatic
upheaval .

There was a nore omihous long-termthreat.

As the Arctic Ocean evaporated, its waters would pour over | and-nasses
in the formof precipitation in the northern | ands, as snow and sl eet.
As the years marched on, this snow and sleet would turn into ice,

buil ding into huge gl aciers, expanding those already present and
form ng new ones. Over the succeeding years, glaciers wuld spread and
pile in vast sheets, driving south across all the northern | ands.

After fifty thousand years, a new ice age woul d begi n!

Vi kt or appreciated the synmetry as he stared at the gl ow of Polaris inj
the midnight waters of the Arctic.

His father had died, frozen in ice now so would the world.
| cebound

APRIL 9, 5:43 a.m

Al RBORNE OVER THE POLAR | CE CAP

Fromthe Twin Oter's copilot seat, Matt watched the sun clinb over the
top of the world. Light glanced achingly over the curve of ice,
searing the back of his eyeballs. Jenny wore aviator sungl asses, but
Matt sinply stared at the beauty of dawn in the polar region. At this
| atitude, there were only another ten or so sunrises, then the cold orb
woul d stay in the sky for four solid nmonths. So, up here, one | earned
to appreciate each sunrise and sunset.

This particular nmorning was spectacular. A steady southeasterly
headwi nd had nanaged to sheer away the ubiquitous fogs and nists that
usually clung to the cap. Below, and in all directions, lay a pristine
worl d of crenellated white ice, jagged crystalline peaks, and sky-bl ue
nmelt ponds.

From the horizon, sunlight streaned in a rosy tide, stretching toward
their flight path. Hues of orange and crinson rippled across the blue
ski es.

"A stormis comng," a gruff voice said behind him Jennys father had
awakened with a yawn.



Matt turned. "Wy do you say that, John?"

Bef ore he could answer, Craig nade a small sound of conplaint from
where he lolled sleepily in his seat. Cearly the reporter had no
interest in the neteorol ogi cal assessnent of the elder Inuit. From
behind Craig, Bane lifted his nmuzzled face and stretched with a

j aw breaki ng yawn. The wol f seened as bothered as the reporter at
bei ng awakened.

I gnoring them both, John | eaned forward and pointed toward the northern

skies. Twilight still clung to that section of the world. Near the
hori zon, it |ooked |Iike snmoke was billowing up. It swirled and

chur ned.

"Ice fog," the Inuit said. "Tenperature's dropping even though the sun
is rising."”

Matt agreed. "Weather pattern's shifting."

Storns up here were seldommld. It was either clear and calm Iike
now, or a damable blizzard. And while snowfall was sel dom significant
at these latitudes, the wi nds were dangerous, stirring up squalls of

i ce and surface snow that achi eved blinding whiteout conditions.

He swng to Jenny. "Can we make the drift station before it hits?"
"Shoul d. "

It was the first word she had spoken since | eaving Kaktovi k. Somet hing
had upset her over at Bennie's place, but she had refused to tal k about
it. She had eaten her meal as methodically as a backhoe chew ng

t hrough a stubborn hillside. Afterward, she had di sappeared into the
hangar's office for a short catnap. No nore than half an hour. But
when she returned fromthe back room her eyes were red. It didn't

| ook |ike she had slept at all

Her father glanced to Matt, catching his eyes for a nmonent, al npst
studying him Wen Jenny and Matt had been nmarried, he and his
father-in-1aw had grown as close as brothers. They had camped, hunted,
and fished regularly. But like Jenny, after the loss of his only
grandson, the man had hardened toward hi m

Yet, at the time of Tylers death, Matt had sensed no blame fromthe
elderly Inuit. John, nore than anyone, knew the severity of life in

t he Al askan backcountry, the risk of sudden death. \hile grow ng up

he had been raised in a small seaside village al ong Kot zebue Sound near
the Bering Strait. His full Inuit name was Junaquaat, shortened to
John after he noved inland. H's own seaside village had succunbed to
starvation during the freeze of '75, vanishing in a single winter. He
had lost all his relatives and such a fate was not uncomnmon. Resources
in the frozen north were always scarce. Survival balanced on a razor's
edge.

Though John did not blame Matt for Tylers drowning, he did harbor
resentment for the ugly period that followed. WMatt had not been ki nd
to his daughter. He had been hollowed out by guilt and grief. To
survive, he had gone deeper into the bottle, shutting her out, unable
to face the blame in her eyes, the accusations. They had said things
during that time that could never be unspoken. Finally, it had grown
to be too much. Broken, beaten, unheal ed, they had splintered falling



apart.

John placed a hand on Matt's shoul der now. His fingers squeezed ever
so softly. In that gesture, Matt found a | evel of peace and
acceptance. It was not only death that the Inuit people learned to
survive, but grief also. John patted his shoul der and sat back

Matt stared, unblinking, at the icy glare of norning, nore unsure of
his heart than he had been in years. It was an unconfortable feeling,
as if something heavy had shifted | oose inside him disturbing his
center of bal ance.

Jenny spoke, checking her heading and speed with a finger. "W should
be at the coordi nates Craig gave in another half hour."

Matt kept his gaze fixed forward. "Should we radio the base in
advance? Let them know we're coni ng?"

She shook her head. "Until we know what's going on over there, the
| ess forewarning the better. Besides, radio comunication is stil
shoddy. "

En route, they had been receiving bursts of conmunication across open
channels. Wrd of the explosions at Prudhoe Bay had spread

i mediately. As Craig had predicted, news agencies were scurrying, and
specul ati on was ranpant.

Craig grunpily sat straighter. "If we just drop in, how are we going
to explain our sudden appearance at the base? Are we going to stormin
as officers of the law? Investigative journalists? Fleeing refugees
seeki ng asyl un?"

"Forget about storming in with any authority," Jenny answered. "l have
no jurisdiction up there. | say we explain all we know and warn those
in charge. \Woever attacked us might not be far behind."

Craig studied the enpty skies, clearly searching for any signs of
pursuers. "WII| the base be able to protect us?"

Matt turned to Craig. "You know nore about this Orega base than any of
us, M. Reporter. What sort of Navy contingent is stationed there?"

Craig shook his head. "I wasn't given any specifics about ny
destination ... just told to pack ny bag, then shoved on the first
Al aska Airlines flight |eaving Seattle."

Matt frowned. There had to be at |least a sub and a crew. Hopefully

nore personnel were stationed at the research base itself. "Well
who-ever's there," he decided aloud, "with the storm comi ng, they'l
have to take us in. After that, we'll make themlisten to us. Whether
they believe us or not, that's a whole other can of worns. After the
expl osi ons at Prudhoe, suspicions will be high."

Jenny nodded. "Okay, we'll play it that way. At least until we get a
better handle on the situation."”

John spoke up fromwhere he was peering out the side window "I see
something off to the north a couple degrees. Red buildings.”

Jenny adj usted course.



"Is it the drift station?" Craig asked.

"I"'mnot sure," Jenny said. "Those structures are about six niles from
t he coordi nates you gave ne."

"That's the data ny editor gave ne."

"It's the currents,” Matt said. "They don't call it a drift station
for nothing. I'msurprised the station is even that close to the
coordinates. Craig's information has to be al nost a week old by
now. "

Jenny buzzed toward the spread of red buil di ngs.

As they approached, details energed. There was a wi de polynya | ake a
short distance fromthe base. Steel bollards had been drilled into the
i ce surrounding the open water. Submarine docking boll ards, WMatt
realized. Though presently the | ake was enpty. Beyond the polynya, he
counted fifteen red buildings. He recognized them as Jamesway huts
fromhis mlitary days, the col d-weather version of the old Quonset
huts. In the mddle of the small village, an Arerican flag fluttered
atop a tall pole.

"At least it's a U S. base," Craig munbl ed as Jenny banked over the
site.

"This has to be the place," Mtt mnuttered.

A few vehicles were lined up on one side. Cear tracks led fromthe
polynya to the cluster of Jamesway huts. But another track |ed
straight out fromthe base, well trundled and beaten. \Were did it

| ead? Before he could get a good | ook, Jenny circled around and
prepared to | and.

Bel ow, a few figures appeared fromsonme of the buildings. Al wore
parkas and stared skyward. The plane's engi ne must have been heard.
Visitors were surely rare out here in the renote ZCl zone of the polar
ice cap. Matt was relieved to see that the gawkers wore parkas of

vi brant col ors: greens, blues, yellows, and reds. Such colors were
meant to be seen, to help find a mate lost in a storm

Thankfully there was not a single white parka anbng them Jenny set
the plane's skis and dropped the flaps. She began a snmooth descent to
the tabletop ice field just north of the base. "Everyone buckle in,"
she war ned.

The Twin Gter fell toward the ice. Matt gripped his seat arms. The
pl ane swooped down, |eveled off sharply, then skidded over the ice. The
vi bration of the skis over the slightly uneven surface rattled every
bolt in the plane and the netal fillings in Matt's back nol ars.

But once she had touched down, Jenny quickly cut power and raised the
flaps to brake. The plane slowed, and the vibration died down to a
gent | e bunpi ng.

Craig let out a sigh of relief.

"Wl come to the middle of the Arctic COcean,"” Jenny said, and angl ed the
pl ane around. She taxied back toward the base, now a short distance



avay.

"The Arctic Ccean," Craig echoed, eyeing out the w ndows
suspi ci ousl y.

Matt could relate to his misgivings. Since three years ago, he

di strusted ice. Though the footing under you mght |ook solid, it
wasn't. It was never a constant. It was an illusion of solidness, a
fal se sense of security that betrayed when one | east expected. You
just had to turn your back for a second ... a monent's distraction ..

Matt continued to grip his chair arns as if he were still falling from
the skies. He stared out at the world of ice around him Here was his
personal hell not fiery flames, but endless ice.

"It looks like we've stirred up a welconing party,"” Jenny said as she
cut her engines and the twin props slowy rotated down.

Matt swung his attention back to the base. A group of six snowrobil es
runbl ed out toward them They were nmanned by nen in matching bl ue
parkas. He spotted the Navy insignia.

Base security.

One of the men stood up in his snowrobile and lifted a bullhorn in his
hand. "Vacate the aircraft now Keep your hands enpty and in plain
sight! Any attenpt to | eave or any hostile action will be nmet with
deadly force!"

Matt sighed. "The Wl cone Wagon sure has gone to hell these days."
6:34 a.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Amanda stared at the chaos, amazed at the anobunt of work that had been
done in a single night. Not that day or night really had nuch neaning
in the station, especially in the dark ice tunnels of the Crawl Space.
In the detached isolation of her silent world, she watched the drama
pl ay out.

"Careful with that!" Dr. Henry Ogden barked across the frozen | ake
Even from here, Amanda could read his |lips and exagger at ed
expr essi on.

Under his supervision, a pair of graduate students struggled to raise a
light pole. It was the fourth to illumnate the cliff face. Nearby,

t he generator, which was running the lights and other assorted

equi prent, trenbled in bad hunor atop its rubber footpads. Power cords
and conduits snaked across the ice |ake's surface.

Small red flags marked off sites on the I ake. The rocky cliff face
itself was no |l ess assaulted. Steel |adders |eaned against it. More
flags checkered its surface.

Sites of specinmens, Amanda i magi ned. She stared at the sections of the
| ake cordoned off with string and flags. She knew what specinens |ay
frozen under those spots. The grendels ... as they had come to be
cal | ed.



News of the discovery had spread quickly. While Amanda was sure Dr.
Qgden had not divulged the information hinmself, such a secret could not
be kept I ong anmong a group of isolated scientists. Someone had clearly
t al ked.

Al'l around the huge cavern, research students and seni or nenbers of the
bi ol ogy staff |abored together. But Amanda al so spotted severa
scientists fromother disciplines, including her dear friend Dr. Gskar
WIllig. The Swedish oceanographer was the el der statesman of the
entire QOrega group. Hi s acconplishments and credentials were nunerous
and wel | -known, including the Nobel Prize in 1972. Hi s unruly gray
hai r was equal ly as distingui shabl e, naking himeasy to spot.

She crossed toward him stepping around the piles of sanple bottles and
boxes. At |east soneone had sanded the floor and strewn a few rubber
mats over some of the busier work areas. Dr. WIIlig knelt on one of
these mats, staring down into the ice

He gl anced to her as she wal ked up. "Amanda." He grinned and sat back
on his heels. "Cone to see the mascot of the station, have you?"

She returned his snmle. "I caught the creature feature last night."

He clinbed to his feet with an ease that belied his age. He was a
wiry, fit seventy-year-old. "Its a tremendous di scovery."

"The | egendary G endel itself."

"Anbul ocetus That ans Dr. WIlig corrected. "O if you are to believe
our notabl e coll eague from Harvard, Anbul ocetus That ans arctos."

She shook her head. Arctic subspecies ... it seemed Dr. (Ogden was not
wasting time staking his claim "So what do you think about his
assertions?"

"Intriguing theory. Polar adaptation of the prehistoric species. But
Henry has a |l ong way to go between theory and proof."

She nodded. "Well, he has enough specinens to work with."

"Yes, indeed. He should be able to thaw " Dr. WIIlig started and
peered over a shoul der.

Amanda foll owed his gaze. He had heard sonmething. It didn't take |ong
to spot the commtion that drew his attention and interrupted their
conver sati on.

Henry Ogden and Connor MacFerran were nose to nose. The brawny
Scotti sh geol ogi st | oomed over the shorter biologist. But Henry was
not about to give ground. He stood with his hands on his hips, |eaning
forward, an angry Chi huahua before a pit bul

Dr. WIlig turned back to her so she could read his lips. "Here we go
again. This is the third head butting since | came down here an hour
ago. "

"I'"d better see what's going on," Amanda deci ded reluctantly.

"Al ways the diplomat."



"No, always the baby-sitter.” She left Dr. WIIlig and crossed to the
warring researchers. They barely noted her arrival, continuing their
argunent .

" not until all the specimens are collected. W' ve not even begun
t he photographs.” Henry had his face al nost pressed agai nst the
geol ogi st' s.

"You can't hog all the friggin' research tinme down here. That cliff is
vol cani ¢ basalt with pure carboniferous intrusions. Al | need to do
is core a few sanples.”

"How f ew?"
"No nore than twenty."

The biol ogists face darkened. "Are you nmad? You'll tear the whole
thing down. Ruin who knows how rmuch sensitive data."

Amanda barely foll owed their discourse, mssing much as she read their
lips, but she gained as nuch information fromthe gestures and body
postures. A fistfight was about to break out. She could snell the
territorial bloom of testosterone.

"Boys," she said calmy.

They gl anced to her, to her crossed arns, to her stern expression. Each
took a step back.

"What's this all about?" she asked slowy.

Connor MacFerran answered first. His |lips were harder to read because
of his thick black beard. "W've been patient with the biol ogy team
But we have just as much right to sanple this discovery. An inclusion
of this magnitude" he waved to the cliff face "is not the sole
ownership of Dr. (Ogden."

Henry stated his case. "W've only had the one night to prep the site.
Qur collection is nore delicate than the bull dozing techni ques of the
geologists. It's a sinple case of priority. M sanpling won't harm
hi s specinmens, but his sanpling could irreparably damage mi ne."

"That's not true!" Though Amanda coul d not hear Connor's voice rise,
she caught it fromthe color of his cheeks and the way his chest
puffed. "A couple cores in areas free of your damm nolds and |ichens
won't harm anyt hi ng. "

"The dust... the noise ... it could ruin everything." Henry turned his
full attention to Amanda. "I thought we had decided all this |ast
night." She finally nodded. "Connor, Henrys right. This cliff face
has been here for fifty thousand years. | think it could |ast another
coupl e of days for the biology teamto collect their sanples.” "I need
at least ten days," Henry cut in.

"You have three." She faced the broad-shoul dered Scotsman, who wore a
sloppy grin of satisfaction. "Then you can start collecting cores-but
only where Henry says you can." The large man's grin faded. "But "
She turned away. It was the easiest way to cut soneone of f when you
were deaf. You sinply stopped | ooking at them She faced Henry now.
"And you, Henry ... | suggest you concentrate on clearing out a section



of cliff face within three days. Because | will authorize drilling in
here by that tinme." "But "

She turned her back on both of themand saw Dr. WIIlig grinning
broadly at her. MacFerran stal ked off in one direction, heading toward
the tunnel exit. Henry marched off in the other, ready to harangue his
underlings. That bit of detente should buy her at |east twenty-four
hours of strained peace between the biologists and geol ogi sts.

Dr. WIlig crossed to her. "For a nmonent, | thought you were going to
spank them ™"

"They'd have enjoyed it too nuch."

"Conme." The elderly Swede notioned. "You should see what Dr. (Qgden
is really protecting."

He took her hand, like a father m ght a daughter. He led her toward a
famliar cleft in the volcanic rock face. Her feet began to drag.
"I"ve been in there already."

"Yes, but have you seen what our argunentative scientist is doing?"
Curiosity kept her feet moving. The pair reached the opening in the
cliff. This nmorning, Amanda had changed out of her thermal sailing
suit and sinply wore jeans, boots, wool sweater, and a borrowed
Core-Tex parka for her journey into the icy Crawl Space. As they
reached the tunnel entrance, she finally noted how warmit was. A
steady flow of humid air rolled fromthe nouth of the cleft.

Dr. WIllig led the way, still holding her hand. "It is really quite
amazi ng. "

"What is?" The warnth distracted her ... as did the slightly rank odor
carried on the danp flow of air. Water sluiced in small trickles over
t he rock under her boots. It dripped fromthe ceiling, too.

Wthin six steps, they reached the cave beyond the cleft. Like the
greater cavern outside, this space had been invaded by nodern

technol ogy. A second generator vibrated in a corner. Space heaters
lined both walls, facing inward. Two light poles blazed in the center
illuminating the space in too great detail

Yesterday evening, with only the single flashlight, the chanmber had
been spooky and lost in tine. But now, under the glare of the hal ogen
spots, the place had a clinical aspect.

As before, the dissected creature lay sprawl ed and staked across the
room s center. But rather than being frosted in ice, appearing old, it
now gl i stened and dripped. The exposed organs wept in trickles and
shone i ke fresh nmeat on a butcher's block. It |ooked like the

di ssection had started only yesterday, rather than sixty years ago.

Beyond the carcass, through the sheen and flow of neltwater over their

surfaces, the six large blocks of ice had becone clear crystal. At the
heart of each block lay a curled pale beast, nose tucked in the center

| ong, sinuous body wrapped around the head, then its thick tail around

agai n.

"Does their sleeping shape rem nd you of anything?" Dr. WIllig
asked.



Amanda searched her nightmares and found no answers. She shook her
head.

"Maybe it's because of ny Nordic heritage. It remnds me of sonme of
the old Norse carvings of dragons. The great wy rms curled in on
t hensel ves. Noses touching tails. A synbol of the eternal circle."

Amanda ran along the logic track of her friend. "You think sone
Vi ki ngs m ght have found these frozen beasts before. These ..
gren-del s?"

He shrugged. "They were the first polar explorers, crossing the North
Atlantic to lIceland and gl aci er-shrouded G eenland. |If there's a
clutch of these creatures here, who's to say there are not others
scattered throughout the frozen northl ands. ™"

"l suppose that's possible.”

"Just an idle thought." He stared over at the nelting blocks. "But it
does raise some misgivings in my mnd. Especially with all the death
found here in the station."”

She glanced at him Dr. WIIig knew nothing about Level Four. He
continued, clarifying his point: "All those Russian scientists and
staff personnel. It's a tragedy. It nmakes you wonder what happened
sixty years ago. Wy the station was |ost."

Amanda si ghed. She renenbered her first cold steps into the tonb. Al
t he bodi es sonme skeletal, as if starved; sonme clear suicides; others
had met nore violent ends. She could only inmagi ne the madness t hat
must have set in here.

"Remenber," she said, "the base was lost in the forties. Before the
time of satellite conmunication. Before submarines had reached the
North Pol e, and before the tangle of Arctic currents was ever napped.
Al it would' ve taken is a fierce summer storm or a communication

br eakdown, or a nechanical failure in the base, or even a single, |ost,
re-supply ship. Any of these m shaps could ve resulted in the
station's loss. Back in the 1930s, the Arctic reaches were as renote
as Mars is today." "It's a tragedy, nonethel ess."

She nodded. "W may have nore answers when the Russi an del egation
arrives in a few nore days. |If they're cooperative, we mght have nore
conplete story." But Amanda knew of one detail the Russians' would

never be fully forthcom ng about. How could they? There was no
expl anation to justify what had been found on Level Four

She noted the oceanographers eyes focused on the curled grendels and
renenbered he had never Finished his |ast thought. "You mentioned sone
m sgi vi ngs. Sonet hi ng about the old Norse synbol of the curled
dragons. "

"Yes." He rubbed his chin, nmaking it slightly harder to read his |ips.

When he saw her squinting, he lowered his hand. "Like | was saying,

the synbol signifies the circle of eternal life, but it also has a

darker, nore om nous significance. And with all the tragedy found here
the fate of the base ..." He shook his head.

"What el se does the synbol represent?”



He faced her fully so she could read his lips. "It means the end of
the world."

7:05 a.m

Lacy Devlin crouched el sewhere in the Crawl Space. As a junior
research assistant with the geol ogy departnent, her shift under Connor
MacFerran did not begin for another two hours. Then again she had

al ready spent nost of last night under Connor in his nakeshift room
here at the base. He had a wife back in California, but that didn't
nmean the man didn't have needs.

She smled at the nenory as she | aced her skates.

Al'l set, she stood and stared down the long, slightly curved ice
tunnel. She did a few stretches, working | oose the knots in her thighs
and calves. Her legs were her trademark. Long and snoothly nuscul ar
swelling to powerful hips. She had been a speed skater with the U S.

A ynpi c team back in 2000, but a torn anterior cruciate |liganent in her
knee had benched her career. She had eventually finished her

under graduate work and nmoved to graduate school in Stanford. That was
where she had net Connor MacFerran

Lacy took a few steps in her short-track skates. They were ankl e-high
conposed of graphite and Kevl ar nmolded to the shape of her feet. Wen
worn, they were as nuch a part of her body as her own fingers and toes.
She al so wore an insulated skin suit striped red, white, and bl ue over
thermal underwear. And of course a helnet. |In this case, not her
usual plastic raci ng headgear, but one of the geol ogists' mning

hel mets, equipped with a light on its brim

She started down the tunnel. She had skated nmany times across the
surface of the polar ice cap, but the tunnels were nore chall engi ng.
The swooping water-melt channels were a delight to fly through

She pushed with her |egs, extending fully, still feeling a bit of that
deep ache fromlast night with Connor. It added to her exhilaration
and excitenment. Last night, for the first time, he had said he | oved
her, whispering it urgently in her ear, panting each word as he thrust
into her. The nmenory warm ng her now, she barely felt the cold.

As she began her run, the tunnel slanted in a short decline, increasing
her speed. She had a set course that she ran each norning since the

di scovery of the Crawl Space. It was out of the geology team s way.
There were no interesting inclusions to sanple, so the passages in this
section were not sanded. Two nonths ago, she had first wal ked the
course to sight any obstacles and nenorize which turns nade a conplete
circuit, ending where she started.

Lacy sped around the first bend, sweeping up the curved ice wall. The

wi nd of her speed whistled in her ears. She crouched as she cane
around the corner. Ahead lay a series of sw tchbacks, a crazy S-shaped
twist of tunnel. It was her favorite part of the circuit.

Bal anci ng hersel f, she kept her left armtucked behind her back and
swung her right armin sync with her stride. Back and forth, she
pushed with her |egs, accelerating into the sw tchbacks. She hit the
twi sted section of tunnel with a shout of glee. Wth each cutback, she



flew high up the walls, nmomentum keeping her riding in perfect
bal ance.

Then she was out of the switchbacks and into a section that required
nore attention. Tunnels crisscrossed in a funhouse maze. She braked a
bit, slowing to catch the spray-painted markers on the ice. She had
nmenori zed the turns, but she knew better than to nmake a ni st ake.

She swung her hel net | anp, which cast its single beamfar down the dark
tunnel, giving the ice a translucent glow. The markers orange arrows
were easy to pick out. They seened to shine with their own light. She
shot into the first of the arrow pai nted passages, passing by dead ends
and tunnels that |led out to dangerous terrain. As she passed one of

t hese unmarked tunnels, shadows shifted deep inside, but her speed was
too fast to get a | ook. As she shot past, she risked a gl ance behind
her. No luck. She was already too far down the tunnel. The angle was
wrong for the beam of her helmet lanp to penetrate the rapidly
retreating tunnel nouth.

She faced forward. At such speeds, her attention needed to stay
focused ahead of her. Still, her nerves were now jangled, |ike someone
had drenched her with ice water. She had gone from easy content nent
and joy to a hard-edged anxiety.

She tried to dismiss it. "Just the shadows playing tricks," she said
al oud, hoping her own voice would confort her. But the echoes of her
wor ds spooked her. They sounded unnaturally | oud.

She was now acutely aware of how al one she was down here. A small

noi se caught up to her. Probably a bit of ice sliding and scraping
down the tunnel. Still, the scritching tightened her jaw. Twi sting
her neck, she gl anced behind her again. The beam of |ight reveal ed
only enpty passage, but the length of view was only twenty yards as the
tunnel tw sted away behi nd her

She turned back around, al nbst m ssing one of the orange markers. She
had to brake and kick out with her left leg to make the sharp turn into
the correct passage.

As Lacy shot into the proper tunnel, her legs trenbled under her. Fear
fati gued her nmuscles. She realized she should have taken the tunne
j ust

before this one. She had narked this passage because it |ed outward
into along half-nmle single |l oop. The other was a shortcut, too short
for her usual four-mile run. Now she just wanted to get the hell out
of these passages and back to other people, back to Connor's arns.

As she raced down the | oop, she increased her speed, seeking to put
some di stance between her and the shifting shadows. After a ful

m nute with nothing but her own thoughts, she realized how foolish she
was being. There were no nore suspicious shadows or noises just the
cl ean hiss of her blades over the ice.

She began the clinb out of the | oop. The passage slanted up and
required work to keep nmoving forward. But her nmomentum and the snooth
ice hel ped. Shoving with her legs, falling into her famliar rhythm
she raced back out of the | oop headi ng toward honme agai n.

A smal |l | augh escaped her. Wat was she so afraid of? What could be



down here? She studied her reaction. Maybe her night wi th Connor had
awakened some deep misgiving in her after all. Maybe this was an echo
of guilt. She had nmet Connor's wife nmany times at university
functions. Linda was a sweet, gentle worman wi th an easy, wel coning
manner. She didn't deserve to be so

The noi se returned. The slippery sound of ice on ice. Nowit cane
from ahead of her.

She braked. Far down the passage, near the end of the | oop, shadows
shifted. Her light could not reach that far. She slowed but didn't
stop. She wasn't sure. She wanted to see if there was truly anything
to fear. Her light bled ahead as she advanced.

"Hello!" Lacy called out. Mybe it was another of the researchers,
off to explore on his own.

No answer. \Whatever novenent she had noted had now stopped. The
shadows had settled to their usual stillness. "Hello!" she repeated.
"I's anyone there?"

She crept forward, gliding on her skate blades. She followed the gl ow
of her light as it stretched down the passage.

Ahead, the |oop cane to an end, reentering the funhouse maze of
passages again. Her throat had gone dry and tight fromthe cold, as if
someone were choking her. | only have to get through the maze ... then
it's a straight shot back to civilization

Despite her monentary flare of guilt, she wanted nothing at this nonent
but to see Connor. Just the thought of the towering man with his
strong hands and broad shoul ders qui ckened her | egs. Once she was back
in his enbrace, she would be safe.

She clinbed out of the loop and into the maze. Nothing was here. "Just

tricks," she whispered to her own heart, "just ice, light, and

shadow. '

She foll owed the orange markers, |ike beacons in the night. Tw sting
one way, then another. Then, fromfar down in the dark well, her |ight

refl ected back at her. Two red spots glowed. Lacy knew what she was
seeing. Eyes, unblinking, |arge dead of enption. She braked to a
stop, kicking up ice

Fear shook through her. She felt her bladder give way a little, the
trickle hot in her skin suit.

She backed a single step, then another. Legs trenbled. She wanted to
turn and run, but she feared turning her back on those eyes. She
continued her halting retreat.

Then in a blink, the eyes vani shed whet her because her |ight had pulled
back or the presence was gone, she didn't know. Free fromtheir
paral yzi ng stare, she tw sted around and fled on her bl ades.

She raced, fueled by terror. Her arns flailed, her |egs kicked,

di ggi ng out chunks of ice in her panic. She fled blindly into the nmaze
of passages. Her markers were all designed for a countercl ockw se
circuit, orange arrows pointing the safe way. Now, as she ran backward
t hrough her course, the markers were neaningless. They all pointed



back toward the creature behind her
In a matter of nmobnents, she was | ost

She raced down a narrow passage, one she had never been in before, nore
a crack in the ice than a true tunnel. Her breathing choked into
ragged gasps. Blood pounded in her ears. But her own heartbeat was
not | oud enough to drown out the skitter on the ice.

Crying, tears flowing and freezing on her cheeks, she scrabbled with
her bl ades. The tunnel widened a bit, allowi ng her nore roomto push

and kick. She only had to get away ... keep noving. A |low noan flowed
out fromher. It didn't sound like her. But she couldn't stop it
ei ther.

She craned around, shining the |ight over her shoulder. Through the
pinch in the tunnel behind her, sonething was shoving toward her. It
was huge. Eyes glowed fromits bulk, an al bino whiteness, a rolling
snowbank.

Pol ar bear, her mind screaned.

She remenbered the whi spers of something picked up on the Deep-Eye
sonar. Movenent on the scope. She cried out and raced away.

As she fled around a sharp corner, the floor vanished a few yards in
front of her. The bright ice ended at darkness. As a geol ogy student,
she knew the name for this: ice shear. Like any crystal, when ice was
exposed to stress, it broke in clean planes. On glaciers, this led to
ice-shear cliffs. But the sane features could be found inside
glaciers, too ... or inside ice islands.

Lacy dug in her blades, but her nomentum and the downward tilt of the
tunnel betrayed her. She flew over the cliff edge and into enpty
space. A scream sharp enough to shatter ice, burst fromher. She
tumbled into the chute, dropping away into darkness.

The shear pit was not a deep one, no nore than fifteen feet, and she
struck the ice floor with her blades. The inpact was too much. Despite
t he Kevl ar ankl e guard, one ankle cracked. Her other knee struck so
hard that she felt it in her shoulder. She crunpled to the floor in a
heap.

Pai n drove away her fear, traveling out to all her nerve endings.

She | ooked upward, to the cliffs edge.

Her light rose in a beacon

At the precipice, the beast hesitated. It peered down at her with

t hose dead eyes, glowing red in the reflection of her light. d aws dug
into the ice. Shoulders bunched as it |eaned over the edge. Rapid
huffs of mst curled fromeach slitted nostril as a deep runble flowed

fromit, seenming to vibrate the very air.

Staring up, Lacy knew she had been ni staken a noment ago. Wth this
realization, terror drove sanity to the edges of her consci ousness.

It was half a ton in mass, its skin smooth, shining oily, nore like a
dol phin's skin. Adding to this appearance, its head was sl eek



earl ess, but doned high, sweeping down to an el ongated nuzzle, giving
it a stretched appearance. The slitted nostrils rose too high onits
face, alnost above its w de-spaced eyes.

Lacy stared nunbly. It was too |large, too nuscul ar, too prineval for
the nodern world. Even in her madness, she recognized what she was
seei ng: something prehistoric, saurian ... yet still manmalian

The beast studied her in turn, its lips rippling back fromits l[ong
snout to reveal rows of jagged teeth as bright as broken bone agai nst
pi nk gums. Razored claws sank into the ice.

Sonme primtive part of her responded to the age-old instincts of
predator and prey. A small mew ing whi nper escaped Lacy's throat.

The beast began its slowclinb into the pit.
7:48 a.m
OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Matt was tired of having guns pointed at him An hour ago, he and the
others had been corralled into a mess hall and were now seated at one
of the four tables in the room A small kitchenette occupied the back
hal f of the space. Enpty and cold. Breakfast must have al ready been
served.

They had been offered | eftover coffee and though it was as thick as
M ssissippi mud, it was hot and wel come. Craig hunched over his nug,
clutching it with both hands as if it was all that stood between him
and a slow, painful death.

Jenny sat beside her father on the other side of the table. Her

initial scow at being forced fromher plane had not subsided. |If

anyt hing, her frown |lines had deepened. Her sheriff's badge and papers
had done nothing to dissuade the Navy security teamfrom | eadi ng them
at gunpoint into this makeshift hol ding cell

As Matt had suspected, after the attack on Prudhoe, no one was taking
any chances. The chain of command had to be followed. Matt knew this
only too well fromhis own nilitary days.

He stared over at the two guards fromtheir unifornms, a petty officer
and a seaman. Each bore a rifle across his chest and a hol stered
pistol on his belt. Jennys weapon had been taken fromher, along with
the service shotgun stored in the back of the Oter

"What is taking themso |ong?" Jenny finally whispered under her
breath, teeth clenched.

"Communication is still bad,"” Matt said. The head of the security team
had left twenty minutes ago to verify their identification. But that
nmeant reachi ng sonmeone on the coast, who, in turn, would surely need to
reach Fairbanks. They could be here all norning.

"Well, who the hell is in charge here?" she continued. Matt knew what
she neant. The entire security team seened to consist of the six nen
who had escorted themto the station. Were were the other Navy
personnel ? Matt renmenbered the enpty pol ynya and the docki ng boll ards
hamrered into the ice. "Those in charge must be out in the



submari ne. "

"What submarine?" Craig asked, perking up fromhis nmug. Matt

expl ai ned what he saw fromthe air. "The old SCl CEX stations were
serviced by Navy subs. This is surely no exception, especially as deep
as we are into the polar pack. 1'd bet my eyeteeth that the senior

navy personnel are aboard the submarine on sone nission. Perhaps off
to help at Prudhoe.™

"What about the head of the research tean?" Craig asked. "There has
to be a chain of command anmong the civilians. |If we could get soneone
tolisten ..."

Since their arrival, a handful of nmen and wonen had drifted through to
gawk at the newconers. Their faces were a blend of scientific
curiosity and raw need for news of the outside world. One of the nen,
a researcher with a NASA group, had to be forcibly escorted away by one
of the guards.

"I don't know who's in charge of the civilian researchers, but I'd
wager that person is gone, too." Matt nodded to their guards. "I'm
sure the civilian head of the drift station would ve barged right past
these two."

As if hearing him the door burst open but it wasn't the head of the
base. It was Lieutenant Comrander Paul Sewell, head of the security
team He strode over to the table.

Bane rose fromwhere he |lay, but Matt placed a hand on the wolf. The
dog settled to his haunches, remaining alert.

The Navy | eader placed Jenny's badge and identification on the table.
"Your credentials checked out," he said, and eyed the others. "But
your superiors in Fairbanks seemed to know not hi ng about what you're
doi ng up here. They said you were on vacation."

He passed out the other pieces of identification: Matt's Fish and Gane
badge, John's driver's license, and Craig's press credentials.

Jenny gat hered her badge and ID. "What about ny sidearm and
shot gun?"

"They're in lockup until the captain returns."” Hi s tone brooked no
argunent. Matt respected Li eutenant Commander Sewell's civil but
no- nonsense nanner.

Jenny did not. Her scow grew darker. She did not |ike being
unar nmed.

"Sir," Craig said, "we didn't come here to start trouble. W heard
about your discovery of an abandoned ice base."

This drew a startled response fromthe |ieutenant conmander. "The
Russi an base?"

Matt practically spit out his coffee. Russian ... Jenny's eyes w dened
in surprise. John settled his own nug of coffee very slowy to the
tabl e.



Only Craig kept his face still and unresponsive. He didn't miss a beat

as he continued: "Yes, exactly. | was sent by ny paper to report on

the discovery. These folks agreed to escort nme after | ran into sone
um problens in Al aska."

Matt regai ned his conmposure and nodded. "Someone tried to kill him™
Now it was the |ieutenant commanders turn to rai se an eyebrow

Matt continued: "A group of param litary commandos sabotaged his plane
and brought it down. Paratroopers dropped in to finish the job. W

barely escaped to reach ... Sheriff Aratuk." He pointed to Jenny.
She nodded. "We've been pursued ever since. W even think the
expl osi ons over at Prudhoe Bay are sonehow connected to all this ... to

t he di scovery here."

"How ... ?" Sewell's brow built into ridges. "Wit! Wo even told
you about the Russian ice station?"

"My sources are confidential," Craig said, facing the stern |ieutenant
commander. "I1'll only speak further to soneone with authority here.
Soneone who can act."

A frown that matched Jenny's fornmed on the Navy man's face. As head of
security, he was clearly suspicious of the newcomers. Matt noted Craig
eyeing the man, too, trying to read him

"Before anything can be decided, I'Il need to consult with Captain
Perry when he returns,” Sewell finally said.

Passi ng the buck up the command chain, Matt thought.
"And when is he due back?" Craig asked.
Sewel | just stared at himand didn't answer.

"Then who's in charge of the station in the meantine?" Jenny asked.
"Where's the head of the research tean? Soneone we can talk to?"

The Iieutenant conmander sighed, clearly straining to straddle the line
between civility and authority. "That would be Dr. Amanda Reynol ds.
She's ... she's out for the nmonent."

"Then what about us?" Jenny denmanded. "You can't hold us here."

"I"'mafraid | can, ma'am" He turned fromthe table and left. The
guards remai ned at the door

"Well, that got us nowhere," Matt said after a long stretch of awkward
si | ence.

"On the contrary.” Craig leaned closer to the table and kept his voice
low. "A Russian ice base. No wonder | was called out here. Sonething
nmust' ve been found over there. A political hot potato." He ticked off

points on his fingers. "The Navy clanps down the drift station. A gag
order silences the scientists. And sonmeone must have | earned of ny
itinerary. Tried to stop ne fromgetting here." Craig glanced around
the table.



"The Russi ans?" Jenny asked.

Craig nodded. "If it was our own government, they coul d' ve stopped ne
t hrough a thousand | egal channels. \Woever was after us was keeping
their noses lowto the ground, trying to go under the radar."

Matt nodded. "Craig could be right. The commandos certainly had a
mlitary background. It could have been a small strike teamsent to
execute a surgical attack."

"But why target me?" Craig nunbled. "I'mjust a reporter.”

Matt shook his head. "You may be the only one outside this base or a
need-t o- know chai n of conmand i n government who has any inkling of the
di scovery out here." He silently ran over the scenario in his head.

Sonething didn't add up here. What was so inportant to require such a
deadl y response?

He stared over at the Navy guards. They stood stiffly, not with the
usual casual attentiveness of soneone baby-sitting civilians. He had
seen soldiers acting the same way prior to a battle. And Sewell's
sil ence when he asked when the submarine and its captain mght return
it jangled Matt's nerves with warning. |If the crew had headed out
to Prudhoe Bay to help in salvage and rescue, they'd be gone days.
Sewel | woul d've arranged roons for them The fact that they were stil
here neant the captain was expected back soon. And if this was true,
why wasn't the sub called to help at Prudhoe Bay? This was a disaster
in their own backyard. Wy had the submarine remai ned? Wy did it
need to stay here?

Crai g spoke up, stating the obvious. "W need to find out what's goi ng
on."

"I"mopen to any ideas," Mtt said.

Jenny net Matt's gaze. "First we have to devise some way to get over
to that Russian ice station. Whatever triggered all this started
there."”

"But how?" WMatt asked. "W can hardly just wal k over there. And
t hey' ve got the plane under guard."

No one had any answers, but from each person's worried expression
everyone knew tine was running out.

Matt sensed forces |larger than any of themswrling down upon this
frozen acre of ice. Russians ... Americans... a |lost base hiding sone
secret

What cl andestine war had they gotten thensel ves into?

Runni ng Sil ent

APRIL 9, 8:38 a.m ABQARD THE DRAKON

Vi kt or Petkov snelled the inpatience wafting fromthe young captain.
They had been at all stop for the past hour, engines quiet, resting two
neters fromthe surface. The ice was even closer, |less than a neter

An hour ago, they had found a srmall lead in the frozen cap, too narrow
to surface through, really no nore than a crack. But it was enough to



roll their radio antenna up into the open air.

As instructed, they awaited the nol nya go-code from Col onel Genera
Chenko of FSB, but the burst transmission from Lubyanka was | ate.
Vi ktor's own patience was running thin. He checked his watch again.

"I don't understand,"” Captain M kovsky said. "W're due to arrive at
the U S. research station in tw days. Wat are we waiting for now?
Anot her exercise? To plant nore neteorol ogi cal equi prent?" He
enphasi zed this last, not hiding his sarcasm The captain stil
believed the Polaris array was a nere listening post to spy upon the
Aneri cans.

So be it.

Across the bridge, the entire crew remai ned edgy. They had all |earned
of the past night's attack on the U S. oil station in Al aska. None
knew what it neant, but they all knew the U S. forces in the area would
be at heightened alert. The waters around here had gotten nuch warner,
even for a diplomatic mssion

Vi kt or checked his other arm The Polaris nonitor |lay heavy on his
wist. The plasnma screen continued to depict the five-pointed star
Each point gl owed, awaiting the master trigger.

Al was in order.

Overni ght, the diagnostic testing of Polaris had gone w t hout mi shap
requiring only a bit of calibration. He studied the wist nonitor. The
nucl ear-powered array utilized the | atest sonic technol ogy, capable of
shattering the entire polar cap. But when in quiet node, it also acted
as a sensitive receiver. The five points of the star conprised a radar
array, a giant ice dish spanning a hundred kiloneters. Like ELF
systens used in subs, no matter where in the world Admral Petkov was,
his monitor could comunicate with the array.

At the corner of the screen, a tiny red heart synbol continued its
steady flash in sync with his own pul se.

He raised his eyes just as the officer of the deck burst fromthe
conmuni cati on shack. "W've received a flash nessage! Marked for
Admiral Petkov."

The clipboard was passed to Captain M kovsky, who in turn passed it to
Vi kt or.

He took the board a few steps away and opened it. He read down the
brief remarks. A cold snile forned on his I|ips.
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URGENT URGENT URGENT

FEDERAL' NAYA SLUZHBA BEZOPASNOSTI (FSB) DRAKON

LUBYANKA 76-454A DATED 9 APR OPERATI ON CONFI RVATI ON

TOP SECRET TOP SECRET TOP SECRET

PERSONAL FOR FLEET COMIVANDER RMKS/

(1) LECPARD OPS SUCCESSFUL AT PB. EYES LOOKI NG ELSEWHERE
(2) GO CODE AUTHORI ZED FOR TARGET ONE, DESI GNATED QOVEGA.
(3) PRCCEED TO TARGET TWDO ONCE SECURE, DESI GNATED GRENDEL.

(4) PRI MARY OBJECTI VE REMAINS THE COLLECTI ON OF DATA AND MATERI ALS
FOR

THE RUSSI AN REPUBLI C.
(5) SECONDARY OBJECTI VE REMAINS TO CLEAN SI TE.
(6) BE WARNED THAT A US DELTA FORCE TEAM HAS BEEN DEPLOYED. | NTEL

REPORTS | DENTI CAL OBJECTI VES ESTABLI SHED FOR HOSTI LE TEAM
OPERATI ONAL

CONTROLLER STILL AT LARGE. DELTA M SSI ON MARKED BLACK BY NSA.
REPEAT

BLACK
(7) CHANNELS CONFI RM | NTENT ON BOTH SI DES

(8) DATA MUST NOT FALL | NTO HOSTILE HANDS. ALL ACTI ONS TO PREVENT
TH S

ARE AUTHCRI ZED.
(9) CO.. GEN. CHENKO SENDS. BT
NNNN

Vi ktor closed the binder. He reviewed Chenko's remarks. M ssion

mar ked bl ack by NSA ... Channels confirmintent on both sides. He
shook his head. It was the usual semantics of covert operations. Fancy
words for the tacit agreement on both sides to the private war that was
about to be fought out here. Both governments would wage this war, but
neither side would acknowl edge it ever happened. And Vickor knew

why.

There was a dark secret both governments wanted forever silenced, and
an even darker prize that went with it. Neither side would ever
acknow edge its existence, but neither could they | eave it untouched.
The stakes were too high. The prize, the fruit of his father's |abor
was a discovery that could revolutionize the world. But who would
ultimately possess it?

Vi kt or knew only one thing for certain: it was his father's | egacy. The



Anericans woul d never have it. This he swore. And after that... other
matters could be settled. He glanced again to the Pol aris nonitor

Wth the go-code in hand, it was nowtine to start his own ganbit. He

pressed the silver button on the side of the wist nonitor, holding it

for a full thirty seconds. He was careful not to touch the nei ghboring
red button at |east not yet.

Vi ktor stared at the nonitor.. He had these thirty seconds to

reconsi der his decision. Once Polaris was activated, there was no
turni ng back, no retreat. He continued to hold the button, unwavering
in his determ nation

During the course of his sixty-four years, he had seen Russia change:
froma czarist country of kings and pal aces, to a Conmmuni st state of
Stalin and Khrushchev, then into a broken | andscape of i ndependent
states, warring, poor, and on the brink of ruin. Each transition
weakened his country, his people.

And the world at |arge was no better. Century-old hatreds |ocked the
world into strife and terror: Northern Ireland, the Bal kans, |srael and
the Arab states. It was a pattern that was repeated over and over

wi t hout end, without resolution, w thout hope.

Vi kt or kept the button pressed.

It was time a new world arose, where old patterns would be shattered
forever, where nations would be forced to work together in order to
survive and rebuild. A new world would be born out of ice and chaos.

It would be his legacy, in the menory of his father, his nother

The center trigger remnai ned dark, but the smaller lights at the points
of the star began to blink in sequence, w nding around and around.

Vi ktor rel eased the button

It was done.

Pol aris was now activated. It only awaited the master trigger engine
to be deployed at the station. Project Shockwave was about to go from
theory to reality. Viktor stared at the flashing |ights marking the
five-pointed star, w nding around and around, awaiting his fina
conmmand.

After that, there would be no abort code.

No fail-safe.

M kovsky stepped over to him "Admiral ?"

Vi ktor barely heard him The captain seened exceptionally young at the
monent. So naive. Hi s world had al ready ended, and he didn't even

know it. Viktor sighed. He had never felt so free.

Unfettered of the future, Viktor had only one goal now to retrieve his
fathers body, to collect the heritage that belonged to his fanmly

At the end of the world, nothing el se mattered.

"Admiral ?" M kovsky repeated. "Sir?"



Vi ktor faced the captain and cleared his throat. "The Drakon has new
orders.”

9:02 a.m
USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry stood in the control station, his eyes fixed to the nunber one
peri scope. They had risen to periscope depth in an open |lead ten

m nutes ago, slowy rising between pressure ridges. Through the scope,
he stared out at the expanse of ice fields. The w nds had picked up
scouring the frozen plains. Overhead, the skies had gone white. A big
stormwas coning in. But Perry didn't need to check the weat her
outside to know this.

Al'l night long, they had been patrolling the waters around the drift
station and the Russian base, watching for any sign of the Drakon, as
ordered But the mdnight waters had renmai ned enpty. There was no
sonar contact, except for a pod of beluga whal es passing at the edge of
their range. The Polar Sentinel seened to be al one out here.

Still, tension remai ned high anmong his nen. They were warriors in a
boat without teeth, hunting for an Akula Il class fast-attack
submarine. Perry had read the intel on the armanments aboard the
Drakon. Russian for "dragon." A fitting nanme. It was equi pped not
only with the usual array of torpedoes, but also rocket-propelled
weapons: the |ightning-fast Shkval torpedoes and SS-N-16 anti submari ne
mssiles. It was a form dabl e opponent even agai nst the best of the
American fleet ... and if pitted against the tiny Polar Sentinel, it
woul d be Iike a match between a tadpole and a sea dragon.

The radi oman of the watch stepped into the control station. "Sir, |'ve
rai sed the conmander at Deadhorse. But | don't know how long I'Il be

able to naintain contact."

"Very good." Perry folded the periscope grips and sent the pole diving
back down on its hydraulics. He followed the ensign to the radio

room

"I was able to bounce the UHF of f the ionosphere,"” he said as he |led
the way into the room "But | can't promise that it'll last."

Perry nodded and crossed to the radio receiver. They had gone to
peri scope depth to raise their antennas and send out their report for
t he past night, but Perry had asked the radioman to attenpt to reach
Prud- hoe Bay. The nen were anxious for an update.

Perry unhooked and lifted the receiver. "Captain Perry here."
"Commander Tracy," a ghostly voice whispered in his ear. It sounded
like it was coming fromthe nmoon, faint, fading in and out. "I'mglad

you were able to contact us."
"How i s the search-and-rescue goi ng?"

"Still a circus out here, but the fires are finally contained. And we
may have our first real |lead on the saboteurs.”

"Real ly? Any idea who they are?"



A long pause. "I was hoping you could answer that."
Perry crinkled his brow "M?"

"I was trying to raise Orega just as you called. An hour ago, soneone

anonymous sent in footage of a small aircraft flying over Gathering

Station Nunmber One just before it blew It's grainy, black-and-white
as if taken with a night-shot canera.”

"What does this have to do with QOrega?"

"Your base security contacted the Fairbanks Sheriff's Departnment and

i nqui red about one of their planes and the identity of one of their
sheriffs. W l|learned of this when we traced the call signs seen from
the video footage and contacted Fairbanks ourselves. They're the sane
pl ane. "

"And where's this airplane now?" Perry suspected the answer. The
confirmati on came a nonment |ater

"It landed this nmorning at your base.”

Perry closed his eyes. So nuch for trying to catch an hour or two of
sleep in his cabin after an interm nable night.

"I'"ve sent a request to your superiors for those in the plane to be
transported back to Deadhorse for questioning."

"Do you think they blew up the punp station?"

"That's what we intend to find out. Either way, whoever they are, they
nmust be kept under guard."

Perry sighed. He could not argue against the wi sdomof that. But if
they were the saboteurs, what were they doing at the base? And if they
weren't, the chain of coincidences was far too spectacul ar to be bl aned
on chance alone. First, the explosions at Prudhoe Bay, then the
suspi ci ous behavi or of the Russians, and now the sudden arrival of

t hese nysterious guests. Wthout a doubt, they were sonehow i nvol ved
inall of this. But how?

"I"l1l have to confer with COVBUBPAC," Perry finished, "before
transport the detainees. Until then, I'lIl keep them safe and sound."

"Very good, Captain. Good hunting." Commander Tracy signed off.

Perry repl aced the receiver and turned to the radioman. "l need to
reach Adnmiral Reynolds as soon as we return to Orega."

"Yes, sir, 1'll do ny best."
Perry stepped out into the hall and ducked back into the conn.

Conmander Bratt eyed himfromthe diving station. "Wat's the word
from Prudhoe?"

"It seens the key to the whole ness has | anded in our |aps."

"What do you nean, sir?"



"I mean we're heading back to the drift station. W have sone new
guests to entertain.”

"The Russi ans?"
Perry shook his head slowy. "Just get us back to the station."
"Aye, Captain." Bratt readied the boat to dive

Perry tried to put the pieces of the puzzle together in his head. But
too many pieces were still mssing. He finally gave up. Perhaps he
could catch a nap before they reached the drift station. He sensed
he'd soon need to be at his nost alert.

He opened his nmouth, ready to pass command over to Bratt, when the

sonar watch supervi sor announced, "Oficer of the Deck, we have a
Sierra One contact!”

Instantly, everyone went alert. Sonar contact.

Conmander Bratt noved over to the BSY-1 sonar suite, joining the
supervi sor and el ectronic technicians. Perry joined himand eyed the
monitors with their green waterfalls of sonar data flowi ng over them

The supervisor turned to Perry. "It's another sub, sir. A big one."
Perry stared at the screens. "The Drakon."

"A good bet, Captain,"” Bratt said fromthe nearby fire contro
station," reading target course and speed. "It's heading directly for
Onrega. "

9:15 a.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Amanda shed her parka as she left the ice tunnels of the Crawl Space
and reentered the main station. The heated interior was wel come after
the freeze of the ice island's heart, but it was still a danp warnth
bordering on the sweltering. She hung the parka on a hook by the door
to the Crawl Space.

Dr. WIlig kept his coat on, but as a concession to the heat, he

unzi pped it and threw back the parka's hood. He also pulled off his
mttens, pocketed them and rubbed his palms. The seventy-year-old
oceanogr apher sighed, appreciating the warnth. "What are you going to
do now?" he asked.

Amanda headed down the hall. "A big storms coming. If | want to
return to Orega, |I'lIl have to set off now Oherwise |I'll be stuck
here for another day or two until the storm breaks."

"And | know you don't want that."
She noted the smile hovering at the edge of his I|ips.

"Captain Perry should be returning to Onega," he said, and nodded to
the single guard posted at the door. They had reduced the nunber of



Navy nmen here, draw ng personnel back to the sub for an exercise. "You
woul dn't want to miss that."

"Oskar," Amanda warned, but she couldn't keep a smile fromher own
lips. WAs she so easy to read?

"It's okay, ny dear. | miss ny Helena, too. It's hard to be apart."”

Amanda t ook her nentor's hand and squeezed it. H s wife had died two
years ago, Hodgkin's disease

"Go back to Orega," Dr. WIlig told her. "Don't squander tine when

you could be together." By now they had drawn abreast of the Navy
seaman guardi ng Level Four. Oskar glanced to him then back to Ananda.
"Still don't want to tell me about what's in there?"

"You truly don't want to know. "

He shrugged. "A scientist is used to hard truths ... especially one as
old as this base."

Amanda continued past the door with Dr. WIIlig. "The truth will cone
out eventually."

"After the Russians arrive ..

She shrugged, but could not keep a bitter edge fromher voice. "It's
all politics.” She hated to keep secrets fromher own researchers, but
even nmore she knew the world had a right to know what had transpired
here sixty years ago. Sonmeone had to be held accountable. The del ay
in releasing the news was surely just a way to buy tine, to blunt the

i mpact, possibly even to cover it up. A deep well of anger burned in
her gut.

She reached the inner spiral staircase and clinbed the steps. The

pl ates vibrated underfoot. Movenent drew her eye to the central shaft
around which the stairs wound. A steel cage rose from bel ow and passed
their spot, clinbing toward the upper levels. She turned to Dr.

WIllig. "They got the el evator working!"

He nodded. "Lee Bentley and his NASA teamare having a field day with
all this old machinery and gear. Boys and their toys."

Amanda shook her head. What was once defunct and frozen in ice was now
thawi ng and returning to life. They wound their way up in silence.

Once they reached the top | evel, she said good-bye to her friend and
crossed to the tenporary room she had used the previous night. She
gat hered her pack and changed into her thermal racing suit. Wth the
di spute between the biol ogi sts and geol ogi sts settled for the next
coupl e of days, she was free to return to Onega.

As she headed out, a blue-uniformed wonan crossed the comon area, an
armraised to catch her attention. Lieutenant Serina Washburn was the
only femal e among the Navy crew stationed up here, a part of the base
team She was tall, ebony-skinned, her hair shorn in a crew cut.
Looki ng at her, one couldn't help but think of the old Amazons of
nmyt hol ogy, wonen warriors of grace and strength. Her deneanor was

al ways serious, her manner quiet. She stepped before Amanda, half at
attention, respectful.



"Dr. Reynolds. | have a nessage rel ayed from Onega."
She sighed. Wat was wong now? "Yes?"

"A group of civilians landed at Orega this norning and are being held
by the security team"

She startled. "Wo are they?"

"There are four of them including a sheriff, a Fish and Gane, and a
reporter. Their identities have been checked and confirned."

"Then why are they being hel d?"

Washburn shifted her feet. "Wth the sabotage at Prudhoe Bay ..." She
shrugged.
No one was taking any chances. "Do we know why they're here?"

"They know about this station."
" How?"

The lieutenant shrugged. "All they'll claimis that sone danger is
headi ng our way. Something perhaps tied to the explosions at the oi
fields. They refuse to say nore until they can speak to sonmeone in
authority. And we've been unable to raise Captain Perry."

Amanda nodded. As the base | eader, she would have to look into it. "I
was about to head back to Onega anyway. |'ll check into the matter
once |'"'mthere."

She stepped away, but the |ieutenant stopped her with a hand. "There's
one ot her thing."

"What's that?"

"The reporter and the others are adamant about coming here. They're
raising a real stink about it."

Amanda consi dered refusing such a visit, but then renmenbered her
frustration a noment ago with all the secrecy and politicking

surroundi ng the discovery on Level Four. |If a reporter was here,
someone to docunent everything ... and a sheriff, too ..
She wei ghed her options. |If she returned to interview these strangers,

the com ng stormwould trap themall at Onega. And once Captain Perry
was back, he'd block the reporter fromconing here. He'd have no
choice, tied as he was by the commands of his superior. But Amanda was
under no such constraint. She took a deep breath. It was a narrow

wi ndow i n whi ch perhaps to break this political stalemate and allow a
little truth to shine before the awful discovery was clouded in
rhetoric and |ies.

Amanda faced the stern lieutenant. "Have the civilians brought here."
" Par don?"

"I'"l'l interview them here."



Washburn's only reaction was to lift one eyebrow. "I don't believe

Li eut enant Commander Sewell will agree with that decision."
"They can be secured here just as readily as over there. |If the
conmander wants them under guard, | have no objection. He can send as

many nen with themas he would like. But |I want them brought over here
before the stormhits.”

Washburn paused a nmonent, then nodded. "Yes, ma'am" She turned and
headed back across the central common area, ainmng for the cabin that
housed the station's shortwave hookup to Orega.

Amanda gl anced around the station. Finally soneone fromthe outside
worl d would | earn what was hidden here, a small bit of assurance that
at | east sone of the truth would cone out.

Still a twi nge of unease crept through her. Before she could trace the
sudden anxiety, a tall shadow fell over her, startling her. It was one
of the things she hated npbst about being deaf. She could never hear
anyone approachi ng from behi nd.

She turned to find Connor MacFerran | oom ng over her, a bew | dered
expression on his face. "Have you seen Lacy?"

"Ms. Devlin?"

He nodded.
She scrunched her nose in thought. "I saw her when | entered the Craw
Space. She was carrying her skates." Amanda and the geol ogy student

shared a common interest in ice racing and had chatted for a bit.

Connor checked his watch. "She shoul d've been back from her run an
hour ago. We were to nmeet... to ... um to go over sone data."

"I haven't seen her since we separated in the ice tunnels.”
The Scotsnman's face grew concer ned.
"You don't think she could ve gotten | ost down there?" Amanda asked.

"I'"d better go check. | know the course she runs." He left, stalking
away |ike a giant black bear

"Take some others with you!" she called to him "Let ne know when you
find her."

He lifted an arm either acknow edgi ng or dism ssing her

Amanda stared after him Anxiety grewto worry. She hoped the young
worman hadn't injured herself. She headed back toward her cabin,

zi pping down her thermal suit. She spotted Dr. WIlig at one of the

t abl es.

He waved a hand, notioning her over. "I thought you' d be gone
al ready," he said as she strode up

"Change in plans."

"Well, | was talking to Dr. Qustof." Gskar notioned to the Canadi an



nmet eorol ogi st, also seated at the table. FErik Gustof was recognizable
by his Norwegian heritage. He wiped his clipped beard of sandw ch
crunbs

and nodded to her. "He has been anal yzing sone of the data fromhis
outlying arrays. The stormconming is building into a true blizzard.
He's registering winds in excess of seventy niles an hour."

Eri k nodded. "A true barn buster eh? W'I||l be | ocked down but
good. "

Amanda si ghed. She renenbered the warning of the newconers: Danger is
headed our way. It seened these strangers knew what they were talking
about, but she sensed it wasn't the weather that was the real threat.

"Are you all right?" Dr. WIIig asked.
"For now," she answered nunbly. "For now "
10: 05 a. m

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Jenny pull ed on her parka, eyeing their guards. Around her, the others
al so donned col d-weat her gear, sone supplied by the base personnel
mttens, scarves, sweaters. Matt tugged on a borrowed wool cap, since
his patched green Arny jacket had no hood. Wth his usua

st ubbornness, he had refused to exchange it for one of the Navy nen's
parkas. Jenny knew her ex-husband woul d never part with this tattered
bit of his past.

"You'll all need sungl asses, too," Lieutenant Comrander Sewel |

or der ed.

"I don't have any," Craig said, hiking his pack of caneras and persona
gear higher on his shoulder. One of the Navy petty officers had gone
earlier to the Twin Qtter to fetch it

Hal f an hour ago, Sewell had returned with new i nstructions. He had
been able to reach Orega's civilian head, apparently the daughter of
the adm ral who commanded the Navy crew stationed here. A nice bit of
nepotism it seenmed. Still, Jenny hadn't conplained. Dr. Reynolds
had granted them permi ssion to cross to the Russian base.

Sewel | passed Craig a pair of sunglasses fromhis own pocket. The
conmander woul d be staying here as would one nenber of their own
t eam

Jenny knelt and gave Bane a big hug. The wolf wagged his tail and
ni bbl ed her ear. Sewell had refused to allow the dog to acconpany

them "You be a good boy," she said.
Thunmp ... thump ... thunp ..
Matt stepped to her side and gave Bane a scratch behind an ear. "We'l

be back tonmorrow, big guy."

Jenny | ooked askance at Matt. Bane was the last tie between them A
bit of love shared. Wen Matt caught her |ooking at him they matched
gazes, but it quickly grew awkward. He was the first to turn away.



"I"ll take good care of your dog," a Navy ensign said as Jenny stood.
He hel d Bane's | eash

"You'd better," Mtt countered.
The twenty-year-old | ad nodded. "My dad has a husky team back hone."

Surprised, Jenny studied the young ensign nore closely. He was

ol i ve- conpl exi oned, eyes bright with a blend of innocence, youth, and
exuberance. He appeared to be native Indian, Al eut perhaps. She read
hi s enbroi dered nane patch. "Tom Pormautuk." Her eyes w dened with
recognition. "You' re not Snow Eagle's son, by any chance? Jinmy

Po- maut uk' s son?"

H s gaze flicked up to her with surprise. "You know ny da'." "He ran
the Iditarod back in ninety-nine. Placed third." A proud snile broke
over his face. "That's right." "I ran that race. He hel ped me when
snagged up ny teamand turned ny sled.” Jenny felt nore confident

| eavi ng Bane in the hands of Snow Eagle's son. "How s Nanook?"

H's smle broadened nore fully, if not a trace sadly. "He's getting
old now He only helps dad on his tour runs. H s days of |eading the
team are over. But we do have one of his pups in training back on Fox
I sland. "

Sewel | interrupted them "You all need to set out if you're going to
mss this storm™

Jenny gave Bane another pat. "You mind Tom She stepped away. "I
don't like leaving Bane with a stranger," Matt grunbl ed besi de her
"You're welcome to stay here with him" Jenny said, skirting past Matt
and heading with the others toward the door. Matt followed, a sullen
shadow at her back

The group pushed out into the deep freeze, |eaving behind the
fluorescent interior lighting for the gloomof the overcast day. The
sun was a dull glow, an eternal gloaning, trapped between day and
night. Since this norning, the horizons had closed in around the
station, socked by the ice fog. This is how Jenny al ways pictured
Purgatory: an endl ess white gl oom

Wth her first breath, the cold reached inside Jenny's chest. It was

ice water filling her lungs. She coughed reflexively. The tenperature

had al ready dropped. |In such cold, any exposed bit of skin was in i mediate
risk of frostbite. Each nostril hair became an icy bristle. Even

tears froze in their ducts. It was an inpossible place to survive

Once she cleared the I ee of the Janesway hut, w nds gusted and tore at
her clothing, seeking warm skin. Upon the sharp breezes, Jenny could
snell the stormin the air

As a group, they hunched off toward the two parked Sno-Cats.

A di stant boom echoed and rolled over the ice.

Craig glanced around him "What was that?"

"Fracturing ice floes," Jenny answered. "The stormis stirring up the
ice." Qher crackling boons erupted, |ike thunder from over the



hori zon. She could feel it through her boots. It was going to be a
hell of a storm

Once they reached the vehicles, two Navy seanen | ed Jenny and her
father toward one vehicle. Craig and Matt headed to the other with
their own arned escort. Despite the cooperation evidenced by allow ng
themto visit the Russian ice base, Sewell was hedging his bet,
splitting themup, assigning guards to themat all tinmes.

One of the guards stepped to the first Sno-Cat and pulled open the
door. "Ma'am you and your father will take this one.™

Ducki ng her head, Jenny clinbed into the cabin of the second idling
Sno- Cat, grateful to get out of the w nd.

The driver, uniformed in a blue parka, was already in his seat. He
nodded as she slid beside himon the bench seat. "M am"™

She frowned back at him |f one nore person called her ma'amtoday..

Her father took the spot on the other side of her. The two guards
haul ed thensel ves into the backseat.

"Sorry we can't run the heater,"” the driver said to themall. "To
cover the thirty mles, we're gonna have to conserve."

Once everyone was settled, the driver started the tread-wheel ed vehicle
across the ice. He followed the trundled track of the other Cat as

t hey headed out fromthe base. Once under way, the driver tapped a
button, and a rockabilly tune twanged fromthe tiny speakers.

A groan rose fromthe seaman in the backseat. "Trash this hayseed
shit. Don't you have any hi p-hop?"

"Who's driving this rig? | could put in the Backstreet Boys." The
threat was clear in the driver's voice.

"No, no ... that's all right," the other conceded, and sl unped back in
hi s seat.
They continued away fromthe base, all lost to their own thoughts. Snow

crunched under the treads.

As the driver humred to the music, Jenny glanced behind. After a
quarter mle, the red buildings of the base had grown ghostly in the
morning fog, swirling into and out of focus with the winds. Snow was
begi nning to squall up, too.

She began to twi st back around when notion caught her attention not
fromthe base, but out farther. A dark shadow rose through the
whi t eness, |ike sonme breaching whale. She stared a nonent | onger
unsure what she was seeing out there on the ice.

Then the wi nds swept the fog clear for a nonment. She watched a bl ack
conning tower rise past a jagged line of pressure ridges. |Its surface
steaned in the subzero air like a living creature. Fromits sides,
smal |l spots shone. Tinier red pinpoints of |ight dazzled and traced
over the ice and through the fog. Vague figures scranbled along the

i ce ridge.



"I's that your submarine?" Jenny asked.

Bot h seanen swung around. The rnusic critic, the one with the best
view, jolted up fromhis seat. "Fuck!"™ He tore open the back door
"It's the goddamm Russi ans!"

W nds whi pped into the cabin. The driver braked the Sno-Cat. Jenny
saw the other Cat continuing into the ice fog. They nust not have seen
t he subnari ne.

She turned to her father. He was staring back at the base, too.
"They're wearing white parkas," he said calny

Jenny noticed, too.

The guard, assault rifle in hand, hopped out the door as their Sno- Cat
grom ed to a stop.

"Keep going," Jenny suddenly urged the driver. She was ignored.

The guard outside lifted his weapon. He studied the sub and nmen racing
over the ice ridge.

Laser sights glowed in the fog, casting about. Then a fiery flash
burst fromthe top of the Russian submarine. A nissile jetted through
the air in a tight arc and smashed into one of the snaller

out bui | di ngs.

The expl osion shattered the hut, blowing it into a hail of flamng
fragnments. A ten-foot-w de hol e was punched through the ice.

"They took out the satellite array,"” the seaman in the backseat npaned.

He | eaned farther out the open door

Jenny saw a single red | aser pointer squiggle across the ice in their
direction. It found the Sno-Cat. She swung around. "Myve!" she
yel | ed.

When the driver didn't respond, she punched her foot on the
accelerator. The vehicle was still in gear and jolted forward.

"What are you doi ng?" the driver shouted, and knocked her |eg aside.

"They bl asted your conmunication!” Jenny yelled back. "You think
they're gonna let us |eavel™

Punctuating her words, gunfire erupted outside. The guard was down on
one knee, firing. "Go!" he hollered at them

The driver hesitated half a breath, then jamed the accel erator
hinsel f. "Hang on!"

"C non, Fernandez!" the seaman in the backseat yelled to his buddy.

Qut on the ice, the guard rose to his feet and backed up. His rifle
barrel steamed. More |laser sights zeroed in on the fleeing Sno-Cat. He
turned and ran for the cab. But when he was within a couple steps, he
tripped. H s right leg flew out fromunder him He hit the ice and
slid, leaving a red trail behind him



"Fernandez!" The seaman | eaped fromthe cab. He raced over to his
partner, grabbed his collar, and hauled himafter the Sno-Cat.

The driver slowed enough for the pair to catch up

Jenny rolled into the backseat and hel ped grab the injured man.

Once both nmen were haul ed inside, Fernandez yelled at the driver. "Kick
this piece of crap in the ass!"™ He seened nore angry at being shot

than scared. He pounded a fist on the seat.

The ot her man kept pressure with both gl oved hands on his buddy's
thigh. Blood welled between his fingers.

The Sno-Cat churned across the ice. Jenny stared ahead. The |ead
vehi cl e had di sappeared into the ice fog. If only they could do the
same ... Rockabilly continued to blare fromthe speakers. Snow
crunched. Then a sharp whistling cut through everything.

"Shit," the driver swore.

The bl ast erupted just ahead of them spattering the Sno-Cat with
chunks of ice. The wi ndshield cracked with spiderwebs. They were
nmonentarily blinded.

Instinctively, the driver ripped the wheel around. The top-heavy
Sno-Cat tilted up on one tread, skidding. Through the snoke, Jenny saw

what the driver had been attenpting to avoid.

A hole lay blasted through the ice. Ten feet down, water and ice
sloshed. Steamroiled up fromthe edges of the blasted pit.

The Sno-Cat continued its icy slide toward the deadly pit, still up on
one tread, fishtailing. Jenny was sure they'd never avoid the fall
Still the driver fought the wheel

No one breat hed.

But mracul ously, inpossibly, the stubborn vehicle stopped just at the
edge of the hole's shattered lip.

The driver swore half in relief, half in restrained panic.

The tilted Sno-Cat slamred back down onto both treads, rattling Jenny's
teeth. A booming crack resounded wi th the inpact.

Jenny's heart clenched. "Qut!" she choked, reaching for a door handle
but it was already too late.

Li ke a glacier calving froma coastline, the section of ice under them
fell away. The Sno-Cat followed, rockabilly blaring, and toppled end
over end into the icy ocean.

10: 38 a. m

USS POLAR.  SENTI NEL

Perry stood in the control bridge. The entire crew held their breaths.
Al eyes were on the nonitors and equi pnment. Perry |eaned beside one



screen. The inage was a digital feed fromone of the exterior caneras.
Half a mile away, the shadow of the Drakon floated, Iimed within a
pillar of light shining through the open polynya. The eneny sub showed
no indication that it sensed its smaller shadow

"Captain." Commander Bratt spoke fromthe fire control station
whi spering. He wore a pair of headphones. "W're picking up weapon
fire on the hydrophones."

"Dam it!" Perry grunbl ed under his breath. A fist forned.
Bratt nade eye contact with Perry. "Oders?"

From first sonar contact, the Polar Sentinel had followed the

Akul a-cl ass subrmarine as it bore down upon Orega, running silent and
fast. Wthout armanents, they had no way of defending thensel ves or
mounti ng an of fense against the larger, arned vessel. And wi thout
surfacing, they had no way to warn the drift station. So they had
pl ayed ghost with the other boat.

"I"'mdetecting a mssile launch!" the sonar supervisor hissed.

On the screen, a section of the ice roof suddenly bl ew downward with a
bright flash, as if a meteor had punched through from above. They
didn't need the hydrophones to hear the blast echo through the

wat er s.

A nonment of stunned sil ence foll owned.

"I think that was the satellite shack," Bratt whispered, one finger
resting on a vectored map of the Orega station

They're isolating the station, Perry realized. The stations satellite
transmitters and receivers were its only link to the outside world
except for the Polar Sentinel.

"What do we do?" Bratt asked.

"W need to get our nouths above water," Perry answered, raising his

voi ce. "Commander, order the boat back to the Russian ice station
We'I| broadcast the situation fromthere while we evacuate the
civilians. That will surely be the Russians' next target."

"Aye, sir."

Bratt began issuing hushed orders to the diving crew. The hel nsman and
pl anes man trimed the boat and brought it about. They glided the sub
silently away.

Expl osions still echoed, ringing down through the ice. The noise

hel ped cover their retreat. Though, in truth, they coul d ve escaped
even if it had been dead quiet. Designed with the newest silent
propul sion system and a thi cker sonar-absorbi ng anechoic coating, the
Sentinel was all but invisible to nost nmeans of detection. She slid
away Wt hout any outward sign that the Drakon even knew she was
there.

As they left, Perry watched the video screen. The columm of |ight
faded behind themuntil there was just darkness.



Bratt called over to himfromthe boat's diving station. "ETA to the
Russi an base is thirty-two mnutes."

Perry nodded and stared around the bridge. Every face was grim angry.
They were running away froma fight, but it was a battle they couldn't
win. The Polar Sentinel was the only neans to evacuate the station.

Still, as he stood in the center of the sub's control bridge, an
overriding fear turned his insides to ice. Amanda ... She had |eft
yesterday for the ice station, to settle sone dispute between the
geol ogi sts and bi ol ogi sts, but she had been scheduled to return to
Orega this norning. Had she already returned? O was she still at the
ice station?

Bratt stepped over to him "The Russians aren't going to need mnuch
time to |l ock Onega down, especially considering the | ack of defenses
there. After that, they' |l be hauling ass over to their station.”

Hs XOwas right. It wouldn't |eave them much of a window in which to
evacuate the civilians. He cleared his throat. "Commander, assenble a
qui ck-response team Under your |ead. Have them suited up and ready
to off | oad as soon as we surface. W need everyone out of there

ASAP.
"WIl do, Captain. Do you have a tinetable for the evac?"
Perry considered the question, judging the speed of the other sub and

t he neager defenses of Orega. He needed as nuch time as possible, but
he couldn't risk having his boat caught on the surface.

"Fifteen mnutes,"” he said. "l want us diving again in exactly fifteen

m nutes. "
"That's not nmuch tinme."

"I don't care if you have to yank fol ks naked fromthe showers. GCet
their asses into the Sentinel. Don't worry about equi pnent, supplies,
not hi ng. Just get everyone on board."

"I't'"ll be done." Bratt turned sharply, already shouting orders.

Perry stared after him Around the bridge, everyone busied thensel ves
at their stations. Alone with his own thoughts, his worries for Amanda
grew. \Were was she?

10: 44 a. m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL
\ n

Deep in the Craw Space of the station, Amanda foll owed Connor
MacFerran's broad back. After arranging for the transfer of the
reporter and his group to the station, Amanda had found herself full of
nervous energy. By bringing these newconers out here, she knew she was
violating the intent of the Navy's gag order, if not the letter. Wrd
of the discovery on Level Four was not to be broadcast to the outside
worl d but that didn't nean she couldn't reveal it to fol ks already



here. The sheriff, the reporter, and the others ... as long as they
were at the station, they were under the unbrella of the gag order, not
outside it.

Still, Amanda knew she was skating on thin ice. Geg ... Captain Perry

woul d not be pleased. He was Navy, |ike her father. Bending rules
was not something they tolerated easily. But Amanda had to be true to
her own heart. The facts had to get out. They needed an inparti al
party to docunent it all, like the reporter

Wth her decision made, she was too edgy to sit for the two or so hours
it would take to nmake the transfer. So after getting confirmation from
Washburn, she had headed down to the Crawl Space to see if there was
any news on Lacy Devlin.

It was lucky she had decided to check

She had found Connor MacFerran stanping a set of ice crampons onto the
bottom of his boots. They were spiked like golf shoes, neant to keep
one's footing stable on the slick surface. Cdearly he had been about

to head out on his own, ignoring her order to take others with him
"Everyone is busy," he had conpl ai ned, then patted his down vest.
"Besides | have a wal kie-talkie."

O course, Anmanda refused to Il et himgo alone, and since she was stil
wearing her thermal racing suit, she had only to don a pair of cranpons
hersel f.

Ahead of her now, Connor halted at a crisscrossing of ice tunnels. He
wore a mning helmet and shone its |light down the various chutes. He
cupped his mouth. H s chest heaved. Hi s |ips were hidden, but Amanda
knew he was yelling out Lacy's nane.

Amanda waited, deaf to any response. She carried a flashlight in one
hand and a coil of poly-line over one shoulder. They were in an

unmapped section of the Crawl Space. It was a maze of tunnels, cracks,
and caves.
Connor touched an orange spray-painted arrow on the wall. Anmanda had

been told it nmarked the skating course Lacy followed. But Amanda
didn't need the markers to track the woman. The floor was scored with
old runner marks, a cryptic script of steel across ice.

Connor continued down the marked tunnel, raising his hand to his lips,
calling out. But fromhis steady pace, there seemed no response.

They continued for another twenty m nutes, w nding dowmn and around a

I ong | ooping ice chute, then back into the tangle of cracks and
tunnels. Connor continued to call out and follow the orange markers.
He was so intent on listening, searching for the next marker, that he
m ssed the scoring of ice that led off the main track and headed down a
| ong crack.

"Connor!" Amanda called to him

He junped at her yell. WMaybe it had been too | oud.

He turned to her. "Wat?"



She pointed to the one set of tracks |eading away. "She went this
way." She bent and rubbed the scored ice. It was hard to say how ol d
the marks were. But it was sonething worth investigating. She glanced
up to the geol ogist.

He nodded and npved into the crack
She followed with her flashlight.

They nmoved down the chute, digging in their cranpons to keep traction
The tunnel narrowed, but the track kept going.

Connor stopped ahead of her, glancing back not at her, but back down
the tunnel. Hi s brow was crinkl ed.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"I thought | heard sonething." He stood and |istened for another few
breat hs, then shrugged heavily. He turned and continued down the
tunnel .

After another ten steps, the path plunged over an ice cliff.

Connor reached the edge first, bending over to shine his helnet |ight
down. He suddenly stiffened and dropped to his knees.

Amanda squeezed up next to him It was tight. The pit ended about
fifteen feet down. The splash of red on the ice was a raw slash. One
boot lay in the niddle of the stain. Also a mning helnmet, the |anp
smashed.

Connor turned to her. "Lacys."

There was no sign of a body, but the bloody track Ied off to the side.
Qut of their line of vision

"I have to go down there," Connor insisted. "There m ght be anot her
way out that we can't see. |If Lacy tried to drag herself..."

Amanda stared at the anount of blood on the floor. It seemed hopel ess,
but she shrugged the coil of poly-line to the floor. "I'mlighter. You
brace me, and 1'll go down and | ook."

Connor | ooked like he was going to | eap down there hinself. But he
only nodded.

Amanda tossed a |l ength of rope to the bottom Connor braced hinself,
seated on the ice a couple feet fromthe edge, |egs apart, cranpons dug
into the walls. He passed a | oop of poly-line around his back, under
his arnmpits. He shook it, testing it.

"You ready?" she asked.

"I won't drop a little slip of a girl like you," he groused. "Just
find Lacy."

Amanda nodded. She pocketed her flashlight, grabbed the rope, and
began to rappel down into the ice pit." She |owered herself, hand over
hand, spi ked feet against the wall. She quickly reached the bottom



"OFf rope!"™ she called up as her toes hit the floor

The Iine jiggled as the large man un braced hinself and crawl ed over to
the edge. He still wore the | oop of poly-line around his chest. He
stared anxi ously down at her and nouthed sonething, but with his thick
beard and the glare of his helmet |anp, she could not make out what he
was sayi ng.

Rat her than adnit her ignorance, she sinply waved to him She pulled
out her flashlight.

As she swung her light, her nose curled. The snmell was rank. It

seened to hover at the bottomof the pit like bad air in a cavern

heavy, thick, suffocating. She swallowed hard. One sumer, while
going to Stanford, she

had worked in the kennel of an aninmal research facility. The stench
here brought her back: blood, feces, and urine. It was a snell that
she had come to equate with fear

She followed the blood trail with her flashlight. It led past the
cliff to an opening in the ice wall. It was a horizontal slot, even
with the floor, simlar to a street drain that led into a city's
underground sewers. It was no higher than her knee, but al nbst as |ong

as the length of her body.

A big sewer drain.

She crossed toward it and called out, "Lacy!"

Deaf, she glanced up to Connor to see if he regi stered any response. He

still knelt up at the cliff's edge, but he was staring back down the
tunnel rather than into the pit.

Her toe hit something on the floor, drawi ng her gaze back down. It was
Lacy's boot. It spun from her kick. She instinctively followed it
with her flashlight. It hit the wall and stopped. Fromthis angle,

her |ight shone down into the boot.

It wasn't enpty. Bright bone, splintered at the end, stuck out of the
boot .

She screaned. But no noise came out. O maybe it did. She had no way
of telling. She scranbled backward on the ice, crampons now acting
i ke ice skates.

She craned up to the cliff's edge.

No one was there.

"Connor!"
She could see his light up there, deeper in the tunnel. But it
jittered all around, |ike he was doing some Scottish jig up there. Even

t he rope snaking down the cliff wall whipped and fl ail ed.
"Connor!"

Then the |ight stopped its dance, as if hearing her. It settled still,



pointing toward the top of the tunnel. The dancing rope went slack
Amanda backed across the ice, trying to get sone distance, trying to
see farther down the nouth of the tunnel. She pointed her flashlight
up. Her throat constricted into a knot, and bl ood pounded in her
usel ess ears. She didn't bother calling out again.

Sonet hi ng noved over the geol ogi st's headl anp, casting a shadow over
the ceiling. Something |arge, hunched ..

She now held her flashlight with both hands, pointing it |ike a weapon.
It was surely just Connor. But being deaf, she had no way of know ng
for sure. Maybe he was calling out to her

Terror tightened her belly.

The shadow drew cl oser.

Amanda didn't wait.

She bolted across the ice, fleeing along Lacy's bloody track, aining
for the only nmeans of escape. She dove belly first onto the ice. The
wi nd was knocked out of her. She didn't care. She slid toward the
dark sewer drain, flashlight pointed forward

Then she was gone.

The sl ot swal |l owed her away.

The nmonentum of her slide carried her several feet down the drain.
[Ilum nated by her flashlight, the |low ceiling drew upward. She
scranbl ed up to her knees as she sl owed, spinning slightly on the

i ce.

The sl oped floor dunped into a holl ow space. She sat up. The roof
here was hi gh enough to stand if she ducked her head, but she renai ned
seated. Her flashlight waved around the room

It was a dead end ... in every sense of the word.

Across the bow ed floor of the hollow bones |ay everywhere: cracked,
splintered, sone bl eached white, sonme yellowed. Enpty skulls, human
and animal, gleamed. Fenurs, ribs, scapul as.

One word rang in her head.

Nest... V

In a back corner lay a crunpled form bent and broken, unnoving,
festooned in a red, white, and blue Thinsulate outfit. Frozen bl ood
pool ed around t he shape.

She had found Lacy.

10: 47 a.m

ON THE ICE ...

Matt fought the two guards who flanked himin the backseat of the
Sno-Cat. "W have to go back!" he yelled.



An el bow struck himacross the bridge of the nose. Stars and pain

bl i nded him knocking himback into his seat. "Stay seated, or we'll
handcuff you." Lieutenant Mtchell Geer grinmaced and rubbed his
el bow.

The ot her guard, a bull necked seanman by the name of Doug Pearl son, had
drawn his pistol. It was presently pointed at the roof of the Cat, but
the threat was plain.

"Matt, calmdown," Craig said fromthe front seat.

"W have our orders," the driver, a petty officer, said.

A mnute ago, Lieutenant Conmander Sewell| had radioed their vehicle.

He had ordered themto continue to the Russian ice station inmediately.
The conmander had been unable to raise the station hinself, and
war ni ng of the Russian anbush had to be rel ayed.

Then an expl osion had cut off comunication. It was a close hit,
sounding at their heels. The ice shook under the Cat's treads. Al
eyes searched behind. GQGunfire sounded in the distance.

But the threatening stormhad rolled in early, squalling up snowin a
ground blizzard. All attenpts to raise the other Sno-Cat failed. Fear
for Jenny and her father had driven Matt to attenpt to commandeer their
vehi cl e, but he was outmanned and out gunned.

There was still no sign of the trailing vehicle.

"Try them again then!"™ Matt snapped, blinking back tears fromthe pain
of his bruised nose. He could taste blood in the back of his nouth.

The driver shook his head and unhooked the radio. "Cat Two, this is
Cat One. Respond. Over." He held the receiver up

No answer.

"It could just be a local blind spot," the driver said. "W see that
up here. Sometines you can communi cate with someone hal fway across the
gl obe, but not in your own backyard." He shrugged, bouncing slightly
as the Cat rode over a series of ice ridges.

Matt didn't believe a word of it. Jenny was in trouble. He knew it
down to the soles of his feet. But by now, they were a couple mles
ahead of her Sno-Cat. Even if he broke out of here, he wasn't sure he
could make it to her in tine to help.

"I"msure she's okay," Craig said, trying to neet his eyes.

Matt held back his retort.

The Sno-Cat trundl ed straight through the blizzard, heading farther and
farther fromthe woman he once | oved. Maybe still |oved.

10: 48 a. m

Jenny nust have bl acked out. One nmonent the Sno-Cat was toppling
around her; the next ice water burned through her jeans, startling her
to full alert. She shoved up and quickly took in her surroundi ngs.



The Cat was upside down. Water filled the |ower foot of the cabin. The
motor still grunbled, vibrating the upended vehicle. The roof Iight
glowed in the waters below her, grimy illumnating the tableau

Her father was rising fromthe floor, cradling his wist.

"Papa?" She shuffled across the roof toward him

"Mm okay," he munbled. "Janmed ny hand."

H s eyes glanced to the driver. The man lay facedown in the water. Hi s
head bent unnaturally backward. "Neck's broken," her father said.

The other two guards were fighting the door

Fer nandez sl amed his shoul der against the handle. It didn't budge.
The pressure outside the hal f-subnerged Cat held the doors shut.
"Fuck!" He |inped back on one foot, blood fromthe gunshot wound

trailing through the waters around him

"Try to find sonething to smash a wi ndow, " Fernandez barked. The
whites of his eyes glowed in the watery light.

Jenny stepped toward them "How about this?" She reached behind the
ot her guard's back and slipped out his sidearm Turning, she thunbed
the safety and fired into the Cat's wi ndshield, crackling the Arctic
safety glass and tearing it partly away.

"Yeah," Fernandez said, nodding. "That'll do."
The guard retrieved his gun and hol stered it, scowing at her

"Don't take offense at KoWal ski here," Fernandez said, and waved them
forward. "Joe doesn't like folks touching his things."

They ducked under the seats.
Kowal ski ki cked out the remaining glass.

The open water churned and frothed inside the pit. Ice blocks and
cakes bobbed in the mx.

"Qut of the frying pan ... Fer nandez rmunbl ed.

"Make for that crack in the wall,"” Jenny said, pointing to a crunbl ed
section that |ooked clinbable.

"Ladies first," Kowal ski offered.

They were now thigh-deep in the water. Jenny pushed out on nunb | egs.

The searing cold cut through her as she fell into the sea. She fought
her body's natural reflex to curl against the frigid water. Seawater
froze at 28.6 degrees F. This felt a mllion degrees colder, so cold it

burned. She kicked and pawed chunks of ice out of the way. Slowy she
swam across the few yards to the ice slope and pulled herself into the
crack, numb fingers scrabbling for purchase.

Once out of the water, she gl anced back. The others foll owed. Kowal ski
tried to hel p Fernandez, but he was shoved away.



Behind them the idling Sno-Cat tipped nose first, then sank into the
blue depths. Its lights trailed down into the darkness. For a nonent,
Jenny saw the pale face of the driver pressed against the glass. Then
the Sno-Cat and its | one passenger di sappeared.

Jenny hel ped her father climb fromthe water into the cracked section
of the wall. The slot was jagged with bl ocks and dagger-sharp
protrusions, but the obstacles offered a natural |adder to clinb out of
the pit.

As a group, they worked their way up. It was a cold, sodden clinb. Wt
clothes turned to ice. Hair froze to skin. Linbs shook with petit mal
seizures in a futile attenpt to keep warm

They all pushed free, one after the other, beaching thenselves up onto
the ice. It was not exhaustion that imobilized them but the cold. It
held themall as surely as any vise. It was inescapable.

The wi nd had ki cked up. Snow and ice spun dizzily around her

Her father sonmehow crawl ed to her, wapping her in his arns, cradling

her. It had been ages since he had held her like this. She had been
only sixteen when she had | ost her nother. For the next two years, an
aunt and uncle had fostered Jenny while her father was in jail, then

probational recovery. Afterward, she had barely spoken to him But
Inuit Iife was built around social gatherings: birthday parties, baby
showers, weddings, and funerals. She had been forced to nake an uneasy
peace with her father, but it was far from cl ose

Especially not this close.

Tears flowed and froze on her cheeks. Sonething finally broke inside
her. "Papa ... I'msorry."

Arms tightened around her. "Hush, conserve your energy."

"For what?" she nunbl ed, but she wasn't sure she had even spoken
al oud.

Hunter/ Killer
APRIL 9, 11:12 a.m USS PCOLAR SENTI NEL

"Skylight ahead!"™ the chief of the watch yelled. "Forty degrees to
port!" "Thank God," Perry whispered to the periscope's optical piece.
He wal ked of f the degrees, turning the scope. They had spent five

m nut es searching for the nman-made pol ynya near the ice island. The
storm surge through the area had shifted the surface ice by severa
degrees. Nothing was constant up here, he thought. Nothing but the
danger.

Through the scope, the ceiling of the world was black ice, but off to
port, where the chief had indicated, he spotted an unnaturally square

opening in the roof. It shone a brilliant aquamarine, lighting the
waters under it to the pale blue of a Bahani an sea. He eyed his goa
with a tight snmle. "It's the polynya! Port ahead one-third,

starboard back one-third, right full rudder. Get us under that
skylight!"



The term skylight had been used by submariners since first venturing
under the polar ice cap. An opening in the ice. Somewhere to surface.
There was no better sight, especially with the press of time upon

t hem

H s orders were relayed and a slight trenor vibrated the deck plates as
the sub hoved around and aimed for their goal. He watched through the
scope. "All ahead slow"

As they neared the opening in the thick ice, he spoke w thout taking

his eyes fromthe periscope. "Chief, what's the ice readi ng above?"
"Looks good. The opening's frozen over a bit." The chief peered

cl oser at the video nonitor of the top-sounding sonar. "Across the
skylight, | read no nore than six inches of ice, but no |less than
three."”

Perry sighed with relief. It should be thin enough to surface

t hr ough.

He studied the dark ice surrounding the aquamari ne | ake, jagged and
nmenacing, like the teeth of a shark

"We're under the skylight," Bratt reported fromthe diving station
"Al'l stop. Rudder amidships." As his orders were obeyed, he wal ked

t he periscope around, checking to make sure there was plenty of room
for the sub to surface w thout brushing agai nst the dragon-toot hed
wal I s of the canyon. Once satisfied, he straightened and fol ded the
peri scope grips. The stainless-steel pole descended below. "Stand by
to surface." He swng to Bratt. "Bring her up slowy."

The soft chug of a punp sounded as seawater ballast was forced out of
tanks inside the boat. Slowy the sub began to rise.

Bratt turned to him "That Russian boat will surely hear us bl ow ng
bal | ast. "
"There's no helping it." Perry stepped down fromthe periscope deck

"I's the evac teamready to debark to the station?"

"Aye, sir. They're suited up. We'll enpty that place in under ten
m nutes. "

"Make sure you get everyone out of there." Perry's thoughts turned to
Amanda for the hundredth tine.

Bratt seemed to read his mnd, staring intently at him "W won't mss
anyone, sir. That's for damn certain."” Perry nodded.

"Ready for ice!" the chief bellowed.

Overhead, the reinforced bridge crashed through the frozen crust,
shuddering the boat. A noment later, the bulk of the submarine

foll owed, cracking through to the surface. Al around, valves were
opened or closed, dials checked. Reports echoed fromthroughout the
boat .

"Open the hatches!"™ Bratt yelled. "Ready shore team " The |ocking
dogs were undone, and men in parkas gathered, rifles shoul dered. One
hel d out a blue parka for Bratt. Bratt yanked into it. "W'IlIl be



ri ght back."

Perry glanced to his watch. The Russians were surely already under way
by now "Fifteen mnutes. No longer." "Plenty of time." Bratt |ed
his nen out.

Perry stared as they clinbed away. Cold air, fresh and danp, blew down
from above. Once the |ast man was gone, the hatch slamred shut. Perry
paced the |l ength of the periscope stand. He wanted to be out there
with Bratt, but he knew his place was here.

Finally he could stand it no longer. "Chief, you have the conn. |'m
going to watch from Cyclops. Patch any conmuni cation fromthe shore
teamto the intercomthere.”

"Aye, sir.

Perry left the bridge and headed toward the nose of the submarine. He
clinmbed through the hatches and past the enpty research suites. He
opened the last hatch and entered the naturally illum nated chanber
beyond.

He crossed under the arch of clear Lexan. The water sluicing over the
glass splintered out in jagged lines of ice, growing visibly into
conpl ex fractal designs over the Lexan surface. Beyond the sub, the
vi ew was poor. Steamrose off the submarine's carbon-plate hide, and
flurries of snow swirled down in frosted strokes fromthe hei ghts of

t he nount ai nous ice ridges.

Perry stared toward the cavernous opening that |ed down into the
Russi an station. He made out the vague shapes of men, trudging, bent
against the wind. Bratt's team They di sappeared into the nouth of
the tunnel.

The intercom buzzed. A tinny voice spoke. "Captain, bridge here."
He crossed and pressed the button. "What is it, Chief?"

"The wat ch radi oman reports no reception from NAV SAT W' re bl anketed
under another solar storm |eaving us deaf and dumb for the nmonent."

He swore under his breath. Wth the satellites down, he needed word to
reach the outside world. He jabbed the intercombutton. "Any ETA on
how long we'll be out of satellite comrunication?"

"It's anyone's guess. Radioman says he expects short bursts of open
air, but he can't say when. Best guess is that the current bevy of

solar storms will quit sonetime after sunset." Another |ong pause.
"He's going to try an ionosphere bounce with the UHF, but there's no
guarantee anyone'll hear us in this weather. Wth a bit of |uck, we

m ght raise Prudhoe Bay."

"Roger that, bridge. Have himkeep trying as long as we're surfaced.
But | also want a SLOT configured and hi dden out on the ice." A SLOT,
or Submari ne-Launched One-Way Transmitter, was a comruni cati on buoy
that could be deployed and set with a time delay to burst a transnitted
satellite report. "Set the SLOT to transmit well after sunset." This
shoul d hel p ensure their nessage got out after the solar storm passed
and reopened satellite comunication



"Aye, sir.

Perry checked his watch. Five minutes had passed. He stepped back
under the Lexan arch. Visibility was nmere yards now. He could just
nmake

out the line of pressure ridges, but no details. He kept his vigil
After another interm nable m nute, ghostly shapes pushed through the
snow. It was the first of the evacuees.

Through the holl ow of the boat, he could hear the outside hatch clang
open. He imagined the whistle of wind. Mre and nore shapes appeared
out of the squall. He tried to count them but the swirling snow
confounded all efforts to tell one from another, man fromwonan. His
jaw ached from cl enching his teeth.

The intercom buzzed. "Captain, bridge again. Patching through
Commander Bratt."

The next words were scratchy with static. "Captain? W' ve haul ed
through all the levels. | have two nen with bullhorns running the
occupi ed areas of the Craw Space."

Perry had to resist interrupting his XO and denmandi ng to know Amanda's
fate.

The answer canme anyway. "W learned Dr. Reynolds is still here.”
Perry let out a deep sigh of relief. She hadn't returned to the drift
station and been caught in the attack. She was safe. She was here.

The next words, though, were disquieting. "But, sir, no one has seen
her in the Iast hour or so. She and one of the geol ogi sts went
searching for an A WO L. student in the ice tunnels."

He hit the button. "Commander, | don't want anyone |eft behind."
"Roger that, sir."

Perry checked his watch. "You have seven minutes." Before any

acknow edgnent could be transmtted, the control station cut in again.
"Bridge to Captain. For the past few minutes, we've stopped picking up
any evi dence of weapon fire fromthe hydrophones. Sonar also reports
suspi ci ous echoes that could be a sub diving. Air venting, nechanicals

It could only be the Drakon. The Russian hunter killer was on the
nmove. Time had run out. Perry knew he couldn't risk the lives here.

He spoke into the intercom "Patch nme back to Bratt." "Aye,
Captain."

A moment | ater, his XO s voice scratched out of the speaker. "Bratt
here.”

"Commander, conpany is on the way. W need everyone out of there
now "

"Sir, we haven't even cleared all of the Crawl Space yet." "You have
exactly three minutes to enpty that station.” "Roger that. Qut."

Perry closed his eyes and took a deep breath. @ ancing over his
shoul der, he took one |ast | ook out Cyclops, then ducked out of the



room He clinbed back through the sub and assumed command of the
bri dge agai n.

Men milled in ordered confusion, helping w de-eyed civilians down

| adders and into the living spaces beyond the control station. The
interior of the sub had already dropped a good twenty degrees, open to
the blizzard above.

Dr. WIlig suddenly appeared at Perry's side. "I know you're busy,
Captain," the Swedi sh oceanographer said breathlessly, snow nelting in
his hair.

"What is it, sir?"
"Amanda ... she's still down in the Craw Space."

"Yes. W know." He kept his voice clipped, tight. He couldn't |et
his own panic show. He had to be |eader here.

"Surely we're going to nake sure everyone is out of there before
| eaving. "

"W'll do our best."

Hs answer did little to fade the fear in the old man's eyes. Ananda
was |ike a daughter to him

The chief waved fromhis station. "W've got Commander Bratt on the
line again, Captain.”

Perry checked his watch, then glanced to the open hatch. The | adder
was enpty. Were was his XO? He crossed to the boat's radio.
"Commander, time's run out. Get your ass over here now. "

The answer was faint. The entire bridge had hushed. "Still missing a
handful of civilians. In the Cram Space now with Lieutenant Washburn.
Request perm ssion to stay behind. To offer protection for those stil

here. W'Ill find them... then find a good hiding place."

Perry clenched a fist. A new voice spoke at his side. It was Lee
Bent-1l ey, one of the NASA crew. "I left the commander my schematics of
the station. Detailing the access tunnels and ol d construction
shafts.”

Beyond the scientist, all eyes focused on Perry. Dr. WIIlig had never
| ooked paler. They awaited his decision

Perry hit the radio's transmt. "Commander ..." He held the button.
Fear for Amanda hol | owed his heart, but he had a boatl oad of crew and
civilians to protect. "Conmander, we can wait no |onger."
"Under st ood. "

"Find the others ... keep themsafe."

"Roger that. OQut."
Perry cl osed his eyes.

Dr. WIlig spoke into the heavy silence, his voice rich with



disbelief. "You're just going to | eave t hem behi nd?"

Wth a deep breath, Perry turned and faced the chief of the watch.
"Take us down."

11: 22 a. m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Bl ood pounding in her ears, Amanda crouched in the nest of bones. The
snel |l of bowel and blood filled the small space. Lacy's corpse | ooked
i ke some broken mannequin, unreal. Sonething had torn the geol ogy
student apart. Sonething |arge.

Amanda panted through cl enched teeth.

The girl's body lay on its back, |inmbs broken, face smashed, |ike she
had been shaken and sl ammed repeatedly against the ice.

Amanda kept her eyes away fromthe corpse's belly. It had been ripped
open. Frozen blood trailed fromthe open cavity. Qut in the wld,

wol ves al ways ate the soft abdomi nal organs of their prey, burrow ng
into the bellies first, feasting on the rich neal inside.

Wt hout a doubt, such a predator was down here now. But what was it?
Not a wolf... not so far north. And she saw no evi dence of the usua
king of the Arctic wilds, the polar bear. No droppings. No piles of
white hairs.

So what the hell was down here?

Amanda took a post by the only exit and quickly pieced a few things
together in her head. She recalled the novenent recorded on the Deep
Eye sonar she was testing. She knew for certain now it had been no
sonar ghost.

Amanda' s m nd, pani cked, ran al ong inpossible channels. Watever was
down here had sensed the passage of the sonar scan, fled fromit, back
toits nest in the core of the ice island. But what could do that?
What ani mal s coul d sense sonar? Having studied sonar in depth for her
own research with the Deep Eye she knew the commpn answers: bats,

dol phins ... and whal es.

She gl anced fleetingly over to the sprawl ed, gutted corpse. It
rem nded her of another body spread and cut open on the ice.

Dr. (Ogden's dissected Ambul ocetus speci nmen.

According to the biologists, the Ambul ocetus species were the
forefathers of the nodern whale. The thought chilled her further

Could it be possible? Could there be living speci nens down here, not
just frozen ones?

A terrified shudder passed through her. It seemed ridicul ous, but
not hi ng el se nade sense. Not a wolf, nor a polar bear. And here,
al one, nightnmares gained flesh and bone. The inpossible seened
possi bl e.

She cupped her hand over her flashlight. Beyond the tunnel, the shine



of Connor's helnet lanmp still reflected in the outer cavern. She
studi ed as best she could the only way out of here. Everything |ay
still. There was no sign of movenent, no way of knowing if the
predator was still out there or if it was returning even now.

She was trapped not just in the cave, but also in a cocoon of silence.
W thout her hearing, she was cut off fromany telltale sign of
approach: a growl, a scrape of claw on ice, the hiss of breath. She
feared going back out. But how could she stay?

d anci ng back, she sought soneplace to hide within the nest. The walls
had a few cracks and bl ocky tunmbles of icefall. But none was deep
enough to nestle away safely. She turned again to the tunnel. A heavy
shadow shifted past the reflected light. Startled, she rolled back
scrabbling through bones. She flicked off the flashlight. Now the
only illum nation cane from beyond the nest, flow ng down the throat of
the slotted tunnel. Something crouched out there at the entrance, like
a boulder in ariver of light. Then it began to roll slowy toward
her .

She fled to one of the cracks in the wall. Her mnd raced, struggling
agai nst panic. She flicked her flashlight back on and tossed it near
Lacy's corpse, hoping its brightness would attract the creature's
attention. This |last thought sparked others. How did it really see in
the dark? Body heat? Vibrations? Echol ocation?

She had to assume all.

She pulled up her suit's hood and jamed herself sideways into the
crack, barely able to press her body away. She rubbed the ice walls
wi th one hand, then slathered her face. If it was body heat, her

i nsul ated suit shoul d keep her hidden, |eaving only her face exposed.
She cool ed her skin with ice water as best she coul d.

Crammed into the crack, she hoped she offered no direct silhouette to
any possi bl e echol ocation. She covered her nouth and hel d her breath,
fearing even her own heated exhal ation could give her away. She wlled
herself to dead stillness and waited.

It didn't take Iong.

Amanda stared in disbelief as the creature crawed into the cave and
crouched across fromher now. A living grendel

It shoved its head into the cave first. Hot breath steaned fromtwo
slit-ted nostrils high on its domed head. Its long white nmuzzle
dri pped fresh blood and gore. Connor..

Li ps growl ed back to reveal razored teeth. It shanbled into its nest,
snout raised, sniffing. It was large, half a ton, slung lowto the
ground. It neasured ten feet fromnuzzle to the tip of its thick

tail.

As it entered its nest, it circled around the cavern's edge, wary. It
noved |ike an otter, sinuous and lithe, but this creature was

whi t e- ski nned and hairless, sleek. It looked |iked a creature built to

nmove smoothly through water or to slide down tight tunnels. Black eyes
narrowed as it shied fromthe brightness of her discarded flashlight.

It passed by Amanda's hiding spot, its attention focused on the pool of



bri ghtness. Alnost at her toes, it stopped and bunched up as it stared
into the flashlight's glare. Shoulders nuscled into ridged peaks,
haunches rose. Rear claws dug into the ice floor as its tail |ashed
violently, sweeping the floor of old bones.

Then it | eaped as quick as any lion, pouncing at the light. It |anded
atop Lacy's corpse, sending the flashlight flying. It tore and ripped,
using teeth and claws, blindingly fast. Then it spun away, chasing
after the light, batting the metal tool around the cavern. Finally the
flashlight smashed against a block of ice and extinguished. Anmanda
continued to hold her breath. The entire attack had transpired in dead
silence. The sudden darkness blinded Amanda for a heartbeat. Then the
glow fromthe outside cavern filtered in. |In the dimmess, the grende
was a ghostly shadow.

It circled around the cavern. Once, twice. It still seened oblivious
to her presence. It settled to the center of its nest, head craning,
checking all walls. For a nmonent, whether it was her own fright or
some ultrasonic sonar, Amanda felt the tiny hairs on the back of her
neck quiver. A trickle of sweat rolled down her brow

The grendel swung back toward her, sniffing, huffing. 1t seemed to
stare right at her.

Amanda tried not to scream It didn't matter

The grendel rose to its feet, lips curled in nmenace, and slunk toward
her hiding pl ace.

11: 35 a. m
QUT ON THE | CE ..
Jenny still lived. Somehow ..

She lay with her father atop the ice, but he had | ong since stopped
respondi ng, though his cold arms remained | ocked around her, hol di ng
her. She didn't have the strength to nmove, to check on him Al ready
their clothes had frozen together, fusing father to daughter. The
blizzard blew around the pair, isolating them She had | ost sight of
the two Navy men: Fernandez and Kowal ski .

She tried to shift, but she could no I onger feel her linbs. Her
shivering had stopped, too, as her body gave up feeding blood to her
extremties. Her systens were in pure survival node, expending al
resources to keep the core alive.

Even the cold had vani shed, replaced with a deadly sense of calm She
found it hard to stay awake, but in sleep |lay only death.

Papa... She could not speak. Her lips would not nove. Another nane
arose, unbi dden, unwel cone: Matt..

Her heart ached, thudding |eadenly.

She woul d have cried then, but her tear ducts had frozen over. She
didn't want to die this way. For the past three years, she had trudged
through life, going through the notions of living. Now she wanted to
live. She cursed the tine lost, the half-life she had lived. But
nature was i mMmune to wi shes and dreans. It sinply killed with the



det erm ned heart of any predator
Her eyelids drifted closed. They were too painful to keep open

As the world faded away, flares bloomed through the swirling snow One,
two, three, four... They were hazy glows through the blizzard, flying
back and forth, sailing through the air. Snow angels ..

She squinted, struggling to hold her eyes open. They grew brighter
and after another few breaths, a grow ing whi ne acconpani ed t hem
piercing angrily through the wail of wi nds.

No* angels ..

From the snow, strange vehicles rode forth. They |ooked Iike
snownobi | es, but they noved too fast, skimmng over the ice with a
graceful ness and speed that belied ordinary Ski-Doos. They remn nded
her instead of jet skis, flying over the ice.

But the vehicles here were neither snowrobiles nor jet skis. As they
grew fromillusion to solid reality, the machines glided over the ice,
not deigning to touch the surface of the world. Jenny had seen such
craft before, at shows, experinmental nodels. Hovercraft.

But these were snmall, no larger than two-man jet skis, open on top,
ridden like a nmotorcycle. The wi ndshield of each bubbl ed back to
protect the driver and passenger. And like jet skis, the underside of
each bore ski runners, but the nachines seenmed only to need them as

t hey banked and sl owed. Each craft settled with skill to the ice,

l anding on their runners and sliding to a stop a few yards away.

Men unnmounted. Al dressed in white parkas. Rifles were |evel ed.
Jenny heard Russi an bei ng spoken, but the world remained blurry, lit
only by the headl anps of the personal hovercraft.

The soldiers wore face masks, stormtroopers. They approached wth
caution, then with a bit of urgency. Some checked the blasted ice pit.
O hers cane forward. One knelt before Jenny. He barked sonmething in
Russi an.

Al'l she could nanage was a groan

He reached for her. She blacked out a noment. It had taken all her
strength to utter even that small sound. Wen next she awoke, she
found hersel f strapped into a bucket seat, harnessed in place with
shoul der and belt straps. The world was a blur around her. She was

flying.

Then enough awar eness cut through the haze for her to recognize that

she rode behind a soldier. He didn't wear a parka, only a thick gray
sweater. She realized she was wearing his coat. The fur-Ilined hood

pul | ed al nost over her head.

They were heading back to the drift station. A fire burned fromthe
cratered ruins of an outbuil ding.

It nmade no sense, so she sinply passed out again. She woke next to a
world of pain. It flared over every inch of her body. It was as if
someone were flaying her alive, as if acid streamed over every inch of
her body, agoni zing, stripping away her skin. She screaned, but no



sound canme out. She thrashed against the arns that held her

"It's all right, Mss Aratuk," a gruff voice said behind her. "You're
safe." The sane voice spoke to someone el se holding her. "Turn the
water slightly warnmer."

Jenny snapped a bit nore fully into awareness. She was naked in a

shower, being held under the stream She managed to free her tongue.
"lt... it burns.”

"The water's only lukewarm Blood is just returning to your skin. You
have sone patches of mild frostbite." Sonething jabbed her arm "W' ve
given you a bit of morphine to dull the pain."

She finally glanced back to the speaker. It was Lieutenant Comrander
Sewel . She sat on the fiberglass floor of a conmunal shower. A
handf ul of Navy nen were in the room busy. O her showers steaned.

After a few nmonents, her agony dulled to sinple torture. Tears flowed
down her face, mixing with the shower's water. Slowy her tenperature
rose. Her body began to shiver uncontrollably.

"M... mm... ny father," she chattered out.

"He's being taken care of," Sewell said. "He's actually faring better
than you. Already into towels. Tough old bastard, that one. Only a
l[ittle frostbite on his nose. He nust be nade of ice."

This raised a smle. Papa ..

She all owed her body to shake and quake. Her core body tenperature
slowy struggled to normalcy. Sensory feeling awakened with a mllion
pi npricks in her hands and feet. It was slow crucifixion

Finally she was allowed to stand. She even warmed up enough to fee
slightly ashamed by her nakedness. There were uniformed nen al
around. She was |led out of the showers, passing by Kowal ski
bar e- assed and shivering under his own stream of water.

As hot towels were wapped around her, she asked, "Fernandez?"

Sewel | shook his head. "He was dead by the time the Russians reached
you. "

Her heart heavy, she was wal ked over to chairs in front of space
heaters. Her father was already there. He sipped froma mug of hot
coffee. The norphine wobbl ed her feet, but she managed to reach the
chairs.

"Jen," her father said. "Wl cone back to the living."

"You call this living?" she asked dourly. As she sat there, she

pi ctured Fernandez's quirked smle. It was hard to believe sonmeone so
alive was now dead. Still, a dull buzz of relief seeped through her,
perhaps partly due to the norphine, but nostly rising fromher own
heart.

She was alive.



As the space heater blew humd air in her face, a nmug of coffee was
pushed into her trenbling hands.

"Drink it," Sewell said. "W have to warmup your insides as nmuch as
your outsides. And caffeine's a good stinmulant, too."

"You don't have to sell me on the coffee, Commander." She took a
burning sip. She felt it slide all the way down. A shudder half
pl easure, half pain shook through her

Wth coffee warm ng her hands and belly, she gl anced around. She was
in sone large dormitory room Cots lined both walls. Tables and
chairs in the center. Mst here were civilians, scientists ... but a
few Navy personnel were mxed in.

She turned back to Sewell. "Tell ne what happened.” He eyed her. "The
Russi ans. They commandeered the base."” "I sort of figured that on ny
own. \Way?"

He shook his head. "It has sonething to do with that Russian ice
station we found. Sonething hidden over there. They've been
systematically interview ng key personnel to see what we know. It was
why you were rescued fromthe ice. They thought you m ght be escapi ng
wi th somet hing or sonmeone, so they had you haul ed back. | inforned

t hem of your noncom status."
"What are they searching for?"

"I don't know. \Whatever is over at that other base is being kept under
wraps. NIK only." "NTK?"

"Need-to-know." His voice hardened. "And apparently |I'm not one of
those who needs to know " "So what now?"

"There's not much we can do. W only had a small security force." He
waved an arm around the room "The bastards killed five of ny men. W
were qui ckly subdued and corralled in here. So were the civilian
personnel. They're keeping us all under guard. W were told as |ong

as we didn't make any trouble that we'd be freed in forty-eight
hours."

Her father spoke fromhis wap of blankets. "What about the other
Sno-Cat? The one with Matt and Crai g?"

Jenny found herself tensing, fearing the worst.

"As far as | know, they're okay. | was able to contact them before
being caught. | told them when they reached the ice station to raise
the alarm"™ Jenny sipped fromher coffee. Her hands trenbl ed worse.
For sone reason, she had to fight back tears. "Everyone else is here?"
"Everyone still living."

She gl anced around the room searching for a specific face. She didn't
find him "Were's Ensign Pomaut uk?"

Sewel | shook his head. "Not here. He's anobng the missing, along with
a handful of civilians. But | can't say for sure. The Russians took
sone of

the critically injured to the hospital wing. Mybe he's over there.



Details are still sketchy."

Jenny stared over to her father. The tip of his nose was ashen
frost-nipped. H's eyes read her fear. One hand slipped fromhis wap
and sought her own. She took his fingers. They were rough with old

cal luses, but still strong. He had faced so many hardships in his life
and survived. Absorbing his strength, she faced Sewell again. "This
forty-eight-hour deadline? Do you believe they'll let us go?"

"l don't know. "

Jenny sighed. "In other words, no.
He shrugged. "At the nonent, it doesn't matter whether we believe them
or not. The occupying force outnunbers us two to one. And they've got
all the guns."

"\What about your captain and your subnarine?"

"The Pol ar Sentinel m ght be out there somewhere, but they have no
armanents. Hopefully they're hauling ass out of here, heading for

help. That is, if they're still alive.”

"What now? Do we sinply wait? Trust the Russians' word about our
saf ety?"

By now, Kowal ski had joined them wapped head to toe in towels. He
pl opped down heavily into a chair. "Fuck no," he answered her

guesti on.

Silence followed his assertion. No one argued.

"Then we need a plan,"” Jenny said finally.

11: 45 a. m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Hadn't they gone this way already?

Li eut enant Commander Roberto Bratt was |ost, which didn't help his
tenmper. He always blaned his short fuse on his heritage: his nother
was Mexi can, his father Cuban. Both had been [ oud and volatile, always

fighting. But these damn tunnels woul d have confounded even Gandhi's
pati ence. Everything | ooked the sane: ice and nore ice.

Ahead, his junior lieutenant hurried down another tunnel. He followed,
his boots grinding on the sand-covered floors. "Wshburn!" he called
out. "Do you know where the hell you're going?"

Li eut enant Serina Washburn sl owed her steady trot and pointed her

flashlight back to a purple blaze spray-painted on the wall. "Sir,
this

marks the only place we haven't searched yet. After this, we'll need a
paint can to trail our way into the unmarked areas." He waved her on
Great... just great...

During the chaos of the evacuation, Bratt's team had used bullhorns to
sound the alarmthrough the tunnels. Wrd had spread quickly. People



had poured out of the ice tunnels. But with the Russians breathing
down their necks, they didn't have time to do a conplete sweep of the
Craw Space on foot.

As such, when the dust settled, people turned up nissing including the
head of Orega, Dr. Anmanda Reynol ds

Wth fol ks unaccounted for, Bratt had felt conpelled to stay behind,
but he had been surprised when Lieutenant Washburn had insisted on
joining him The station had been under her guardi anship. She wasn't
about to abandon it until every damm one of her charges was cl eared out
of here.

As they continued deeper, Bratt appraised his partner. Washburn was
actually a couple of inches taller than him tall for a wonman, but |ean
and muscular. She |looked like a track runner. Her hair was worn in a
crew cut, giving her a stark | ook that somehow didn't |essen her
femninity. Her skin was snmooth coffee, her eyes |large and deep. But
for the nmonent, she was all business.

And so was he. He switched his focus to the ice tunnels. He had a
m ssion: find any civilian strays and keep them safe.

Lifting the bullhorn to his lips, he squeezed the trigger. His words

bl asted fromthe horn, echoing down the tunnels. "This is Lieutenant
Conmander Bratt! |f anyone can hear this, please sound off!"
He | owered the bullhorn. Hs ears rang. It took a monent for himto

be able to listen for any response. He expected no answer. They had
been searchi ng and shouting for a half hour w thout even a whisper of a
response. So when soneone finally did call out, he wasn't sure if it
was real or not.

Washburn gl anced back to him one eyebrow cocked.

Then the shout repeated, faint, but ringing clear through the ice
tunnels: "Over here!l"

It cane from ahead of them

Toget her, they hurried forward. Bratt shrugged his rifle higher on his
shoulder. His field jacket and parka were heavy wi th ammunition

gl eaned fromhis own nmen as they evacuated back to the sub. Washburn
was sinmilarly | oaded down, but she sped ahead of him

The tunnel enptied into a large ice cavern, full of idling
generators,

| anp pol es, and equi pnent. The air here was noticeably warner, humd
The back hal f of the cavern was a wall of pocked vol canic rock

"Christ," he swore under his breath.
A short, bald man, bundled in an un zi ppered parka, cane slipping
across the ice lake that floored the room It was one of the base

scientists. He was flanked by two younger nen.

"Dr. (Ogden?" Washburn said, identifying the lead man. "What are you
still doing here? Didn't you hear the call to evacuate?"



"Yes, yes," he said as he reached them out of breath, "but my work has
nothing to do with politics. This is science. | don't care who
controls the station as long as my specinmens are protected. Danger or
not, | could not |leave them Especially at this critical juncture. The
thawi ng i s near conpletion.”

"Speci mens?" Bratt asked. "Thawing? What the hell are you talking
about ?"

"They must be protected,” the scientist insisted. "You have to
understand. | could not risk the data's corruption.™

Bratt noted the shifting feet and wingi ng hands of the man's younger
associ ates post grads by the ook of them They were not so
convi nced.

"You have to see!™ Dr. Ogden said. "W're picking up EEG activity!"
He hurried back the way he had conme, back to the volcanic cliff face.

Washburn followed. "lIs Dr. Reynolds here, too?"

Bratt dogged after themto hear the answer. |If all the mssing
personnel were here ..

But the doctor's response dashed such hopes. "Amanda? No, | don't
know where she is." He glanced back, eyebrows tucked together
n W]y?ll

"She's here sonmewhere,” Washburn answered. "Supposedly off with Dr.
MacFerran, |ooking for a missing coll eague."

Qgden rubbed at his frozen nmustache. "I don't know anything about it.
I've been here all night with the biology team™

As they reached the wall, Bratt noted water splashing underfoot,

flowing froma crevice in the cliff face. The biologist |ed the way
into the cavern. But after a few steps, a new form canme splashing from
deeper inside, running headlong into them

It was anot her student, a young worman in her early twenties. Bratt
caught her as she slipped in her panic. How many fools were down here
still?

"Professor! S-sonething' s happening!" she stammered.

n \Mat ?u

She poi nted back down the cleft. She tried to speak, but her eyes were
wi | d.

Qgden fled forward. "ls sonething wong?"
They all followed after him In another ten steps, the way opened into
a space the size of a two-car garage. It was a bubble in the rock.

More | anp pol es gl owed. Equi pnent was stacked all around.

Bratt gasped at both the sight and the snell. He had worked one sumer
at a fish plant in Monterey. The heat, the reek of rotting fish guts,
the stench of blood. It was the sane here but it was not fish that

caused this snell.



Rolled to one side was the flayed and gutted body of some pale white
creature. It looked like it mght be a beluga whale, but this thing
had Il egs. This creature was not the only one here. Another six
speci mens, fresher and intact, lay curled on the floor. Crusts and
chunks of ice still clung to their pale flesh. Two had col ored | eads
taped to their forms, running to machines with video screens. Small
sine waves flowed across the tiny nonitors.

Qgden searched around the room "I don't understand." He turned to
t he pani cked postgrad student. "What's the nmatter?"

She pointed to one of the curled specinmens, the one closest to its
gutted brethren. "It... it nmoved ..."

Qgden scowl ed at her and waved a dism ssive hand. "Preposterous. It's
just the shadows in here. One of the light poles sinply shifted."

The girl hugged her arns around her chest. She didn't | ook convinced.
Thi s was one seriously spooked girl.

Qgden turned back to Bratt and Washburn. "It's the EEG readings. It's
di sturbed sone of our |ess experienced team nenbers."

"EEG? Like brain waves?" Bratt asked, staring over to the run of
el ectroni c waves across the nonitoring screen

"Yes," (Ogden said. "W ve recorded sone activity fromthe thaw ng
speci mens. "

"You're kidding. These things are alive?"

"No, of course not. They're fifty thousand years old. But such a
phenonenon i s seen sonetinmes when |iving specinens are frozen rapidly,
then warmed again slowy. Though the subject is dead, the chemicals in
the brain begin to thaw and flow. And chemistry is chemstry. Certain
neurocheni cal functions will begin anew. But over tinme, wthout
circulation, the effect fades away. That's why it was so inportant
that | stay and collect the data before it disappears. W' re |ooking
at activity that hasn't been seen in fifty thousand years!"

"What ever," Bratt said. "As long as these things stay dead." As if
hearing him one of the bodies spasnmed. A tail l|ashed out of its
curled position and struck a light pole, sending it crashing.

Everyone junped back except Dr. Ogden, who stared in disbelief.

The body unrolled further, twisting in savage S-curves. Then it began
to flop and jerk on the floor |like a hooked marlin. Violent trenors

flowed through its frame in waves of convul sions.

The bi ol ogi st stepped closer, one armstretching out in amazenent, as

if he needed to touch it to make it real. "It's reviving."
"Doctor ..." Bratt warned.
The beast flopped toward Ogden. Its maw split wide, revealing a

shark's jagged dentition. It snapped blindly at the biologist, coning
within inches of his fingers. Ogden danced back, cradling his hand as
if it had actually been bitten



Bratt had had enough. He reached forward and yanked Ogden back, then
shoved everyone behind him rifle appearing in his hands.

The doctor stunbled next to him "It's amazing!"

Bratt opened his mouth, but he felt a sharp buzzing behind his ears.
Hs jaw vibrated like a tuning fork. It was a famliar feeling.
Wirking on a sub, he had been exposed to intense sonar. He knew what
he was feeling.

O hers felt it, too, rubbing at their ears.
Utrasonics... [/
"Look!" one of the students said; pointing to the EEG nachi nes.

Bratt glanced over. The slow sine waves were now spi ki ng and raci ng.
The two specinmens attached to the | ead were now beginning to trenble.
Anot her tail whipped fromits frozen curl.

They all fled to the crevice opening.
"I can't believe it," Ogden said, digging one finger in an ear. "I
think the first beast is calling to the others."

"Wth sonar," Bratt said, jaw buzzing.

"Early whal e song," the biologist corrected. "The Anbul ocetus is a
progeni tor of the nodern cetacean species. The ultrasonics nust act as
a biological trigger, waking others of its pod. Perhaps even calling
others to it. A defense mechanism The better to protect each

anot her."

The t hrashi ngs spread. Equi pment crashed. The ultrasonic keening grew
wor se.

Of to the side, the first creature lay panting, gulping air through
its gaped jaws. It then rolled to its belly, unstable, shaking,
col d.

"Someone shoot the damm things!" the girl urged in a high-pitched
Voi ce.

Bratt hefted his weapon up.
The biol ogist stared fromthe gun to the wobbly creature. "Are you
crazy? This is the discovery of the century ... and you want to kil

it? W need to protect them"

Bratt kept his tone civil but firm "Sir, this ain't no Free WIlly

situation going on here. Right now, |'mnore worried about protecting
us." He grabbed the smaller doctor by the el bow and shoved hi m down
the cleft. "And in case you hadn't noticed, these things | ook nore
i ke great whites, than plankton-mnchi ng hunpbacks. | think they can

protect thenselves just fine."

Qgden began to protest, but Bratt turned away and faced Washburn. "Move
em out, Lieutenant."



She nodded, one eye on the thrashing nonsters. Bratt herded everyone
behind himas they retreated. Once clear of the cliff, they hurried
across the ice | ake.

"The Russi ans nmust have known about this," CQdgen droned. "It nust be
why they are trying to commandeer the station. They want the glory for
t hensel ves. "

Bratt knew the doctor was wong. He was one of the few who knew what
lay hidden within the lab on Level Four. It was not glory the Russians
sought, but silence and cover-up

As they reached the far side, Washburn shouted froma few steps back
"Commander! We've got conpany!" He swung around.

Fromthe cleft in the cliff face, one of the creatures slid out onto
the ice. Another followed it... then another

They wobbl ed on their feet, shaky but determned. And after fifty
t housand years, they were probably damm hungry, too.

"They're waking up fast," Ogden said, respect clear in his voice. Bratt
waved toward the exit. "Qut!" he yelled. "Everyone get noving!"
Across the ice |lake, three heads swi veled toward the sound of his
voice. He again felt the buzzing surge sweep over him The goddam
things were pinging himwth their sonar

"Shit," he swore, raising his rifle as he retreated. They were being
hunt ed!

Two nore creatures slipped fromthe cliff.

"Washburn, get everyone moving down the tunnel. Now! You know the
way. |'ll keep any of these beasties fromgetting too close." He
lifted his rifle. "Don't!" Ogden begged. "Professor, this tinme it
ain't up for debate.™

11: 58 a. m
QUT ON THE I CE ..

Matt's spine felt like jelly. For well over an hour, the driver of the
Sno-Cat, a petty officer named Frank O Donnell, had been racing the
treaded vehicle at top speed, oblivious to the rough terrain. It was
like riding a paint shaker. Every bone in his body felt rattled and
brui sed.

He stared out at the blowing snow Wnds battered the vehicle. He had
I ong given up any hope of dissuading the Navy men fromtheir goal of
reaching the Russian ice station. His only concession was that the
driver had tried to raise the other Sno-Cat every five m nutes.

Nobody answer ed.
They had also tried to raise soneone at the base on the short band, but
their luck wasn't any better there. It was as if they were al one out

here.

Matt's fear for Jenny had devel oped into a grapefruit-sized stone in
his gut. He found it hard to concentrate on his own situation



"There's the station!™ O Donnell called back to them and pointed
strai ght ahead. Relief cheered his voice. "Looks like they left the
goddamm light on at |east."

Matt | eaned forward, glad for the distraction fromhis worries. Craig
gl anced to him eyes bright.

Ahead, a wall of ice rose in nmountainous pressure ridges. Snow bl asted
hori zontal |y across the | andscape, obscuring any details. But near the
base of one peak, a glow cut through the m dday gl oom

"I don't see any station," Craig said.

"It's all underground,"” the driver explained "The entire facility."
The Sno-Cat ained for the gl ow ng beacon, bouncing over ridged ice.
Matt spotted ot her vehicles, half covered in snow, sheltered in ravines
between ridges. There was even a sail boat anchored with its sails
snugged down. The Cat passed themall, continuing straight for the

gl owi ng openi ng.

"Fuck!" Lieutenant Greer's outburst startled everyone.

Eyes turned to where he had his face pressed to the side wi ndow Qut
in the blizzard, Matt saw something inpossible. Crashing through the
ice, a submarine conning tower clinbed fromthe depths, steaning and
sl ui ci ng wat er.

"The Russians!" Pearlson hissed. "They beat us herel™

Matt noted the polynya through which the submarine surfaced. It was
small, too small for the |arge Russian sub. Little roomfor nore than
t he conni ng tower.

"What are we going to do?" Matt asked.

"I"m al nost out of gas," O Donnell said.

Greer was senior officer here. He didn't hesitate, thinking quickly.
"Make for the station!"”

Matt nodded, silently agreeing. They needed cover. It was death to
stay out here. Surely the submarine's hydrophones had heard their Cat
trundling over the ice. The Russians would know they were here.

O Donnel I kicked the slowi ng Sno-Cat back up to full speed. Matt
bounced to the ceiling as the vehicle struck a particularly sharp
ridge.

"Hang on!" O Donnell yelled.

Matt rubbed his head and sat back. Now he tells ne.

G eer clutched the seat back in front of him "O Donnell..."

"l see them sir!"

Matt gl anced over to the sub. Men in white parkas clinbed to the top
of the sub's flying bridge. Arns pointed toward them



The Sno-Cat made a sharp turn, racing toward the base's opening.

"Slow down!" Craig yelled fromthe front seat, arns braced against the
dashboar d.
Matt's eyes w dened as he realized what the driver intended. "You' ve

got to be kidding ...

O Donnel | jamred the Sno-Cat forward. It flew straight at the
tunnel .

@unfire suddenly erupted. Slugs tore into the back end of the Cat,
sounding as if soneone had tossed a flam ng bundle of firecrackers into
their trunk. The noise deafened. d ass shattered out of the rear

wi ndow.

Matt m ght have shouted, but it was hard to tell.
Then the Cat hit the tunnel.

O Donnell downshifted and sl amred the brakes hard. But the Cat's
nmonent um was uni npressed by his efforts. It shot down the stairs, rear
end flying high, bouncing off the ice ceiling. The back of the cabin
crunpl ed under the collision then the Cat rebounded to the stairs with
a squeal of treads.

The passengers becane a tangle of flailing linbs. Mre glass showered
upon t hem

Matt caught a glinpse of steel doors in the headl anps ahead.

Then they struck with an inpact that slammed everyone forward. Matt
flew over the front seat, striking the windshield with his shoul der.
The wi ndow popped fromits frane. He rolled out onto the hood, half
draped in safety glass. He slid all the way to the floor beyond,
landing in a graceless heap in front.

At | east they had stopped.

"Are you all right?" Craig asked as Matt pushed to his feet. The
reporter |eaned forward out the cab. H's scalp injury had reopened.
Bl ood trailed over his face.

"Better than you," Matt answered, testing his |linbs to make sure he
wasn't |vying.

O Donnel | groaned, cradling his side. He nust have hit the steering
wheel hard, bruising some ribs. 1In the backseat, G eer and Pearl son
were already up, staring out the shattered back wi ndow, watching for
t he Russi ans.

Matt surveyed the state of their transportation. The Sno-Cat was
jamred in the doorway, a plug in a stormdrain. "Nothing |ike
door -t o-door service."

"Everybody out!" Greer ordered fromthe backseat, retrieving his
weapon fromthe floor. He pointed toward Matt and the station.

The doors were pinned by the station's frame, but with the w ndshield



gone, they had a ready-nade exit. Matt hel ped them cl anber over the
hood.

"Move deeper down!" Geer yelled as he clinbed through I ast, waving

t hem ahead. "The Sno-Cat's wreckage will slow the Russians, but who
knows for how | ong."

As a group, they hurried down the passage. Geer caught up with Matt.
He shoved a 9mm Beretta pistol at him "Do you know how to use

this?"

"l served in the Green Berets."

Greer glanced harder at him judging himanew, then slapped the gun

into his hand. "Good, then you won't shoot your goddamm foot off."
Matt hefted the weapon. "Not unless it would get nme out of this
mess. "

Wthin a few nore yards, the entrance tunnel enptied into a |arge
circul ar space with roons opening off it. Tables and chairs were
spread around a central staircase. Half-eaten neals dotted sone of the
tabl e-tops. They searched the space as they crossed it, weapons

ready.

It was enpty.
"Where is everyone?" Matt asked.

Runni ng, Greer led themdown the stairs. The second | evel was just as
enpty.

"They' re gone," Pearlson said, shocked.

"Evacuated," Geer corrected. "The Polar Sentinel must have gotten
wi nd of the attack and conme directly here. Ceared the base."

"Great," Matt said. "W came all the way out here to warn them and
they've already rolled up shop."

"What are we going to do?" Craig asked, half his face bl oody, the
ot her hal f ashen

Greer continued taking them deeper. "There's an old weapons | ocker on
the third level. Genades, old rifles. W'Ill grab as nuch as we can
carry."

"Then what ?"

"We hide. W survive."
"I like the last part of your plan," Mtt said.

As they reached the third level, gunfire suddenly sounded, echoing to
them It didn't cone from above them but bel ow

"Someone's still here," Craig said, eyes w de.

"It sounds like it came fromthe | evel just under us," Pearlson said.



"Let's go!" Geer led the way.

As they set off, an explosion blasted fromabove. Everyone froze
agai n.

"The Russians,"” Mtt said.
"Hurry!" Greer ordered and continued down the stairs.

Voi ces call ed out above them Orders shouted in Russian. Footsteps
echoed, running.

Craig and MWatt fled down the steps after Greer. Pearlson and

O Don-nell maintained their rear guard. They hit the fourth |evel.
Here, instead of a comobn open area like the tiers above, the stairs
opened onto a long hall.

It was enpty, too. But a set of double doors bl ocked the far end.
"The Craw Space," Pearl son said behind them

"It's a good place to hide," Geer said. "A fucking maze. C non!"
"But who was shooting?" Craig asked as they ran
Matt wanted to know, too.

Greer frowned and grow ed, "Pray it's our guys."

Matt took the lieutenant's suggestion to heart. They needed
reinforcements. But this, of course, begged another question

If it was the good guys, what were they shooting at?
Dead End

APRIL 9, 12:02 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

In the gl oomof the bone nest, the nassive creature crept toward

Amanda' s hi di ng pl ace, hunched, suspicious, unsure. |Its maw gaped
open, teeth bloody. Cdaws still trailed shredded bits of Lacy's racing
Suit.

Pressing deeper into the crack in the ice, Amanda sensed an ul trasonic
wai ling fromthe grendel, which she felt in her jawbone, the roots of
her teeth, the hairs on the back of her neck. It kept her frozen, I|ike
a rabbit in headlights.

Go away, she begged with all her heart. She had been hol di ng her
breath for so long, stars began to gl ow across her vision. She dared
not exhale. Small rivulets of cold sweat ran down her exposed face.

Pl ease ..

The grendel approached within a foot of her niche. Silhouetted agai nst
the glow fromthe outer cavern, the beast's features were shadowed
Only its two eyes still captured some of the light reflected off the
ice walls.



Crinmson ... bloody ... emptionless and as cold as the press of ice
over head.

Amanda net that gaze, knowi ng she woul d die.

Then the beast whipped its head around, back toward the exit tunnel

The creature's sudden novenent drew a startled breath from Anmanda. She
couldn't hold it any longer. She tensed, fearing she had given herself
away.

But the beast ignored her and shanbled fully around, facing the tunnel
now. It cocked its head, one way then the other, plainly |istening.

Amanda had no way of knowi ng what it heard. WAs soneone comi ng? Was
Connor still alive, screaming for hel p?

What ever it was, the grendel lashed its tail a few times, then dashed
toward the tunnel, shooting its |low formup and away.

Amanda remained in her niche for one long, trenbling shake, then fel
out. She stumbled over to the tunnel on weak legs. Stars continued to
dance across her vision, nmore fromfear than anoxia. She hunched by
the tunnel in time to see the shadowed bul k of the beast |ope away,
aimng toward the cliff.

Fearing the silent unknown nore than the beast, Amanda clinbed up the
slotted passage. She used her crampons for purchase on the slippery
sl ope, ducking as the ceiling | owered. Wen she reached the end, she
poked her head out.

To the side, the grendel scaled the ice cliff, racing like a gecko up a

stucco wall. It vanished over the edge, noving fast, clearly on the
hunt .

Amanda' s eyes settled on the blue poly-line still draped over the
cliff's edge.

She stared at the rope.

It was her only hope.

Amanda rolled out of the slot and to her feet. She rushed to the
cliff, praying the rope was still attached to whatever was |left of
Connor. The | ast she had seen, the geol ogi st had the poly-1line wapped

around his chest.

She reached the cliff and wapped her gloved fingers around the rope.

Pl ease, Cod ..

She tugged on the rope. It seened to hold. She |eaned out, testing
her weight. It still held.

Tears welled in her eyes as she nounted the wall. She clinbed, hand

over hand, cranpons dug deep into the ice. Fear fueled her nuscles.
Fati gue was inpossible. She clawed and kicked her way to the top

Reachi ng the edge, she heaved herself over and | anded only inches from
the macerated form of Connor MacFerran. Hi s helnmet |anmp shone toward



the ceiling, a beacon in the dark tunnels.

Amanda twi sted away. She crawled to her feet, trying to keep her eyes
away fromthe ravaged weckage. Like Lacy, his belly had been ri pped
open. Bl ood pooled around him a frozen stain on the ice. It was this
| ast that had all owed Amanda to scale the cliff. During her hour down
bel ow, the ruin of Connors body had frozen to the ice, beconing a

bl oody anchor for her escape.

Wth a hand over her nouth and a prayer of forgiveness on her lips, she
bent down and undid the geologist's helnmet. She needed his light.

Working the chin strap, she could not | ook away from Connor. His left
eye and nose were torn away, raked by a claw. Hi s throat had been

ri pped out just at the collarbone. H's beard was a frozen matt of

bl ood.

She finally freed the hel met, sobbing now

Then she stood and put the helmet on. It was too big. It hung
crooked, but she snugged the chin strap. She faced down the |ong
tunnel. There was no sign of the grendel

As she stepped away, a glint caught her eye. She turned. A snall ice
ax lay on the ground. It was Connor's. He had worn it at his belt. He

nmust have tried to use it to protect hinself.

She hurried and collected it. Though it was just a hand tool, it gave
her a nmeasure of relief.

She returned to the tunnel, girding herself for the terrifying journey
ahead. But as she fingered the handle to the ice ax, another menory
was triggered. Earlier, when she had confronted Connor about searching
for Lacy by hinself, he had waved off her concern. Everyone was too
busy, he had clainmed. But then he had said sonething else. The words
returned to her now

Besi des, | have a wal kie-talkie.

Amanda spun around.

She dropped back to Connor's body. She searched his ripped goose-down
vest, leaking feathers and stuffing, and found the small handhel d
radi o.

Kneeling, she twisted the dial. A small red battery light glowed. She

pressed the wal kie-talkie to her lips. "This is Amanda Reynolds." She
struggl ed to nodul ate her voice, trying to whisper, but fearing no one

woul d hear her if she were too faint. "If anyone can hear ne, |'m
trapped in the Craw Space. There is a large predator hunting the
tunnels. It killed Lacy Devlin and Connor MacFerran. It is |oose now,
of f somewhere ... | don't know where. I'mgoing to attenpt to reach
the upper levels. Please ... please, if you read this, bring weapons.
I will broadcast my |ocation as soon as | can reach any of the marked
tunnel s. "

She pl aced her fingers over the radio's speaker. Please, soneone be
listening. She waited, trying to feel any vibration in the speaker
some sign that soneone was comuni cating with her, but there was
not hi ng.



She stood again and faced the dark tunnel. The beam from her hel et

| anp pierced ahead. She held the radio in one hand, the ice pick in
t he ot her.

She had to get out of the Crawl Space.

Then she'd be safe.

12:15 p. m

ABOARD THE DRAKON

H s men had performed fl aw essly.

Captain First Rank Anton M kovsky stood watch atop the submarine's
peri scope stand, hands behind his back. He wore his underway uniform
green tunic and pants, cuffs tucked into boots. Reports continued to
flow frombattle stations.

Al'l areas remai ned green

He was taking no chances. Wrd fromthe shore teamconfirmed that Ice
Station Grendel had been secured. The Americans who had crashed

t hrough the stations doors in a Sno-Cat were still missing. The group
five men had holed away like frightened rabbits, vanishing into the
depths of the station. But they would be found. It was only a matter

of time. The rest of the station was enpty, cleared out by the
submarine they had heard taking on ballast |ess than an hour ago.

M kovsky knew his opponent. A United States research sub. The USS

Pol ar Sentinel. It was no threat. It was an experimental nodel
unarmed. Surely by nowit was fleeing with its evacuees. He was under
orders not to pursue.

H's primary mssion was to occupy the base, secure it, set up a
conmuni cation station, then dive to patrol the waters against the rea
threat. In the Arctic, the eneny was the fast-attack subs that
constantly patrolled under the polar cap

Their wi ndow on this mssion was exactly twelve hours. Vhodi, vidi
Get in, get out. The confusion over at Prudhoe Bay woul d slow his
opponent s.

"Captain." The radi oman of the watch strode over to him "I was able
to rai se Orega base."

"Very good." He clinbed fromthe periscope stand and crossed to the
conmuni cati on shack. The radi onan passed himthe handset. "Captain
M kovsky here. | rnust speak to Admiral Petkov."

Through the static, words cut in and out. "Right away, Captain. The
adm ral has been awaiting your call."

On hold, M kovsky planned his words. Admiral Petkov had remained
behind at Orega, to interrogate the prisoners and search the U S. base.
Pektov wanted to make certain that whatever the Russian governnent
sought inside Ice Station Grendel hadn't already been transferred to
the U.S. science |labs at the research base.



M kovsky had never seen a man so driven, yet so calmat the sane

time. It was disquieting. There were currents that ran through the
man that were icier than anything found out here in the arctic.

Pet kov' s nicknanme Beliy Prizrak, the Wiite CGhost was disturbingly
fitting. A week ago, when M kovsky had first been granted this m ssion
to captain a flagship alongside an admiral fromthe Northern Fleet, he
had been thrilled and honored. He had basked in the envy of his fellow
ranked officers. But now ... now he was happy the admiral was off his
boat .

As if he heard himfromafar, Petkov's voice cane on the line, stolid

and enotionless. "Captain, what is your status?"

He swal | owned hard, caught off guard. "Gendel is secure, sir. The
station was evacuated just as you suspected, but there are five
hostil es unaccounted." He quickly recounted the crash of the Sno- Cat
into the station. "l've doubled the strike teamto twenty nmen. They
will performa level-by-level sweep. | will forward the all clear for

your arrival."

"I'"'m headi ng out there now Has the nucl ear charge been offl oaded to
the station?"

"Y-yes, sir." MKkovsky pictured the nmeter-w de titani umsphere. As
ordered, it had been bolted to the floor on the deepest |evel of the
station. "But, Admiral, there's no need for you to come here unti

we're entirely secure. Procedure

"I don't care if you find these Americans or not. Lock down the base,
especially Level Four. |'mheading out with the hovercraft teans. Take
your boat down inmmedi ately. Maintain deep patrol. Rendezvous
schedul ed at Grendel at sixteen hundred.”

"Yes, sir." He checked his watch. Less than three hours. "Drakon
will surface-at-ice here again at exactly sixteen hundred."

"Very good." The static went silent as the Chost vanished into the
et her.

M kovsky turned to the radioman. "Get nme the strike-team/| eader."
"Yes, sir."

A commotion drew his attention to the sonar team They were bent over
the various arrays, arguing. \

He crossed to them "What's wong?"
The sonar chief snapped up. "W ve picked up an anonmaly. But it makes
no sense."

"What sort of anomal y?"
"Multiple active sonar signals. Very weak."

"Coming fromwhere?" Mkovsky's mnd instantly ran through possible
sources: the U. S research sub, the approach of a fast-attack
submari ne, perhaps even surface ships beyond the cap. The answer was
even nore disturbing.



The chief |ooked up at him "The signals originate frominside the
station.”

12:22 a.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Pistol in hand, Matt followed Lieutenant Greer through the double
doors, |eaving behind the organized structure of the ice station for
the free-formflow of ice tunnels, chutes, sudden cliffs, and caves.
Craig stuck to his side, trailed by stone-eyed Pearl son and a wi ncing
O Don-nell. They ran down into the depths of the maze.

Greer had the only flashlight, found near the entrance. His |ight
danced over the walls as he ran, igniting the dark ice to a shinmmrering
blue. It was like racing through the bowels of an ice scul pture.

"Do you know where you're going?" Craig asked.

"Someone's down here," Greer said. "W need to hook up with them"

"How big is this Crawl Space?" Matt asked.
"Big" was the only response.

They continued to run, knowi ng the Russians weren't far behind.
Di stance was nore inportant than direction.

Zi gzaggi ng down the tunnels, they fled deeper into the depths of the
ice island. As they reached a crossing of passages, gunfire erupted
again. Automatic fire, fromup ahead. But which tunnel?

They al | stopped.
"Whi ch way?" Pearl son asked.

The answer canme a nmonent |ater. Light bloomed down to the right.
Frantic and bobbling. More shots. Loud and deafening in the close
spaces.

"Here comes trouble,” Matt said, pointing his Beretta down the
tunnel .

Shouts coul d be heard now.
The Navy patrol raised their weapons.

Around a bend in the tunnel, the Iight blooned brighter, illuminating a
running figure. A young man stunbled into view, slipping and sliding
despite the sandy floors. He scranbled, arms out, as if grasping for
help. He was clearly not mlitary, evident from his shoul der-Iength
brown hair, North Face parka, and Thinsulate dry pants.

He fell toward them Matt expected the man woul d beg for help. |Instead
he ran right through them "Run!" he yelled in passing.

More figures appeared, racing at full tilt: an older bald man, a
twentysomething girl, and another young man. A tall, striking black
worman in nmilitary blue led this group



"Washburn!" O Donnell called out when she cane into sight.

"Pick up your balls and get nmoving!" she barked back at him

More gunfire blazed behind the group. Mizzle fire franed the | ast
figure, another sailor. He dropped to one knee, firing a barrage
behind him Lit by a flashlight's beam the distant tunnel glowed Iike
a bl ue snake wi nding deep into the ice.

"What's the matter?" G eer asked.

Beyond the kneeling gunman, Matt spotted a darkness flow ng up the
tunnel .

What the hell ?

Washburn | ed her charges to them She screaned to be heard over the
gunfire. "W have to get out of these tunnels ... now"

"We can't," Geer said as Washburn pounded to them "The Russians

"Fuck the Russians!" Wshburn said, panting hard. "W've got a hel
of a lot worse on our asses!" She waved the others ahead of her

The gunfire died. The other sailor was on his feet and sprinting

toward them He funbled to replace his rifle's spent magazine. "GQo,
go, go!"
Greer jabbed a finger at O Donnell and Pearlson. "You and you. Take

the civilians back up."

O Donnell nodded. He grabbed Craig by the el bow and took off with the
pani cked fol k. Matt shook off Pearlson's attenpt to do the sane.

The seaman shrugged and headed up on his own, but he called over his

shoul der back to his lieutenant. "What about the Russians, sir?"
Fuck the Russians. Matt was still stunned by the woman's response.
Geer's reply was nore useful. "Take themas far- as the Crawl Space

exit. Then wait for us!"

The only acknow edgrment was a quick turn on a heel, and the group
continued their headlong flight up the tunnel

The [ ast Navy man reached them

"Commander Bratt," Greer said, sounding surprised.

"Prepare to | ay down cover fire!"™ Ugently, Bratt spun around,
dropping to a knee. He ripped a fresh nagazine fromhis coat and
sl apped it hone.

Greer joined his senior officer, standing behind him rifle pointed
over Bratt's shoulder. He passed his flashlight into Matt's free
hand.

Matt gl anced between the retreating party and the two stationary
gunmen. He debated which was best to stay or go. H s only other



choice was to flee blindly down sone side tunnel and get lost. No
option seened wi ser than another, so he sinply stood his ground.

He stepped to Bratt's other shoul der
Bratt glanced up at him then away. "Wo the hell are you?"

Matt raised his pistol, pointing it past the officer. "Right now, |'m
a guy covering your ass."

"Then wel come to the party," Bratt grunbled back

"What's conmi ng?" Geer asked on the other side.

"Your worst goddamm nightmare. "

From beyond the reach of the flashlight, red eyes reflected back at

them Matt's head began to buzz oddly, like nosquitoes whirling in his
skul I'.

"Here they conme!" Bratt said, sucking in a breath.
A massive snowy-skinned creature striped inred ... no, blood ..
thundered into view. It filled the tunnel, weeping red fromnmnultiple

gunshot wounds. Gouged tracks furrowed its sides. The side of its
face was raw hanburger. But it kept com ng

What the hell was it?

O her shadows could be seen in brief glinpses behind it.

The | ead beast charged toward them Caws tore at the ice.

The buzzing grew | ouder in Matt's skull.

Then a barrage of rifle fire erupted, startling Matt to react. He

ai mred the 9mm pi stol, but he knew the gun was useless. No nore than
the Al askan grizzly, such a neager weapon woul d never bring down this
creature. Several of the fresh wounds had been direct strikes between
t he nonsters eyes.

And still the beast ripped toward them keeping its doned forehead | ow,
charging like a bull, using its thick rubbery skin and insul ating

bl ubber as a bull etproof shield, a natural battering ram

Matt pulled his trigger, nore in blind fear than with any real hope for
a kill shot.

"Dam things won't die!" Bratt confirnmed.

Matt continued to fire, squeezing round after round, until the pistol's
slide | ocked open

Qut of bullets.

Greer noticed. "Go!"™ he ordered, tossing his head in the direction of
the retreating party, now vani shed. Hi s voice vibrated fromhis own
rifle's recoil as he passed a radio at Matt. "Channel four."

Matt took the radio, ready to flee.



Then the | ead beast crashed to the ice, as if slipping, |egs going
linp. It slid farther on the ice, nose dragging, then stopped. Its
eyes remained staring at them still reflecting red in the flashlight.
But there was no longer life behind them

Dead.

The buzzing in Matt's head faded to a nagging itch behind his ears.

Bratt regained his feet. "Pull back."

The beast's bul k bl ocked the remaining creatures, but the animals stil
could be seen novi ng behind the mound of macerated flesh.

Matt and the two Navy nen retreated to the next intersection of
tunnels. Rifles continued to point at the dead bul k pluggi ng the
tunnel .

"That should hold them for now," G eer said.

The bull's body jolted forward, sliding toward them shoul dering over
slightly. Then it stopped again.

"You had to say that," Matt nuttered, backing away
G eer sneered. "What the fuck?"
The bul k began slidi ng again.

"The others are pushing frombehind!" Bratt said, amazed nore than
terrified. "Shit!"

The buzzing in Matt's head, dulled a nonent ago, flared anew. But he
sensed it cane froma new direction, |ike soneone |ooking over his
shoul der. WMatt swung toward the nei ghboring cross tunnel

As his flashlight turned, a pair of red eyes gl owed back at him

Only ten yards away.

Matt jerked his pistol up, pure reflex, as the creature charged.

From the corner of his eye, he spotted the still open slide on his
weapon.

Nope, still out of bullets.

12:49 p.m |

Unabl e to determ ne what drew the grendel away, Amanda had no clue as
to its whereabouts now. Connor's mning hel net hung crooked on her
head, casting a slanting beamof |ight down the tunnel, hitting an
orange spray-painted narker on the wall.

Lacy Devlin's trail marker

Amanda searched farther down the wall. Pl ease ..

Anot her painted spot appeared against the blue ice: a green di anond.



Lacy s path had finally crossed another. A sob escaped Amanda. She
had reached the nmapped areas of the Crawl Space at |ast.

She rai sed the handheld radi o and pressed the transmt button. "If
anyone's listening, |'ve found another trail. Geen dianonds. 1'm
following it up. |1've seen no sign of the beast for the past hour. But

pl ease help nme."

She clicked the radio off, preserving the battery, and prayed. If only
someone was |istening ..

In dead silence, she increased her pace.

As she followed one dianond to the next, she judged she nmust be cl ose
to the inhabited areas of the ice cavern system Taking a chance, she
reached up and tw sted her hel met | anp, extinguishing her sole source
of light.

Dar kness cl osed around her, close and cl austrophobic.

She was now deaf and bl i nd.

After half a mnute, her eyes adjusted to the press of black ice. She
scanned around, first with her eyes, then slowy sw veling her head.

She found what she had been seeking.

Overhead, a faint star glowed deep in the ice, a pool of brightness.
Soneone was down here with flashlights.

As she stared, standing stationary, the glow suddenly split into two
tinier stars, fainter but distinct. Each glow flew quickly away from
t he ot her.

One rose higher and away, a fading star, waning, then gone.

The other shot in her direction. Gow ng brighter, noving fast.
Searchers ... sonmeone had surely heard her

She feared calling out, especially know ng what else lurked in these
dark tunnels. Her best chance was to shorten the di stance between the
nmovi ng gl ow and herself. She twi sted her helnet |anp back on

In the glare of her small bulb, the other gl ow di sappeared. She hated
to extinguish the only sign of hope, but it was too dangerous to
traverse the ice maze in the dark and she dared not lose the trail of
green dianonds. |If her rescuers had heard her, it was this path they

woul d search to find her.

She hurried forward, stopping every other minute to turn off her 1ight
and check her bearings in relation to the rescue party.

And she did one other thing at each stop.

12:52 p. m
"I"'mstill following the trail of green dianonds. But please be
careful. The predator that killed Lacy and Connor is still |oose

somewhere in these tunnels."



In Matt's pocket, the radio passed to himby Geer continued to rel ay
this lost woman's saga. He had already tried to raise her, but she
either couldn't pick up the signal or had some nmal function with her
radi o. Whatever the reason, Matt had his own probl ens.

He continued his mad flight down the ice tunnel, enpty pistol in hand,
flashlight in the other.

Five m nutes ago, the solitary hunter had charged into the crossroads,
separating Matt fromthe two Navy men, filling the passage. The pair
had opened fire, trying to buy Matt tinme to flee.

It hadn't worked.

After a noment's hesitation, the beast gave chase a |ioness running
down the | one gazelle.

Wth nothing but an enpty pistol in hand, Matt ran headl ong down the
tunnel, slipping and sliding down steep traverses. He barely kept his
footing. H's shoulders struck with bruising force against walls and
out -croppi ngs. But he refused to sl ow down. He had al ready seen how
fast a bullet-riddled nonster noved. He feared the speed of a healthy,
undarmaged speci nmen

For a few long minutes, he had seen no evidence of the monster. Maybe
it had slipped away. Even the fuzzy feeling in his head had qui et ed.
It was as if sonething emanated fromthem somnething outside the

wavel engt h of ordinary hearing.

Now it had vani shed.

Dare he hope the beast was gone with it?

The radi o crackled again. "Please ... if you can hear this, bring
help. Bring guns! |I'mstill on the green dianond trail."
What the hell did that nean? Geen dianond trail. It sounded like a

Lucky Charns cereal advertisement. |/

"I"ve not seen any sign of the grendel now for the past forty-five
mnutes. It seens to have di sappeared. Maybe it fled."

Matt scrunched his brow Gendel? Was that what had attacked thenf? |f
so, it seemed this worman knew nore about what was down here than anyone
el se did.

He raced around a corner, skidding on his heels, spinning to nmake the
turn. Ahead the tunnel diverged into two passages. The beam of his

flashlight caught a flash of odd col or against the ice. A blue circle
was painted at the threshold to the right, a green dianond on the left.
Trail markers

Under st andi ng dawned. He chose the left tunnel and continued running,

still watching his back, but now al so searching for the next green
di anond.
Hell if I"'mrunning." | might as well run toward soneone who knows

what the hell is going on down here.



Matt continued, winding this way and that. Gavity and the slick sl ope
pul | ed hi m deeper and deeper and still there was no sign of the woman
on the radio. It was endl ess dark ice, and he noved in a gl ow ng blue
grotto, lit by his lone flashlight.

"Hello!"™ The call this tinme did not cone through the radio. It cane
from ahead of him

Matt skated around anot her bend, one hand against the ice wall to

bal ance hinself. His flashlight beamrounded the corner and
illuminated a strange sight: a tall and shapely woman, naked, painted
blue, like sone Inuit goddess.

He skidded toward her, realizing that she wasn't naked but instead wore
some skintight pale blue unitard, its hood pulled up. She also wore a
m ni ng hel net crooked on her head. |Its lanp shone in his eyes.

"Thank God!" she cried, hurrying toward him

Her features becanme cl ear when she switched off her lanp. The
confusion in her eyes spread over her face.

"Who are you?" She glanced past him "Were are the others?"
"I'f you're looking for a rescue party, you'll have to settle for ne."
He Iifted the useless pistol in his hand. "Though I'mnot sure I'm

going to do you nuch good."

"And you are?" she asked again. Her words were slightly slurred, her
voi ce unusually loud. Was she drunk?

"Matt hew Pi ke, Al askan Fish and Gane."
"Fish and Gane?" Her confusion deepened. "Could you |ower your

flashlight? 1... I'mdeaf, and |I'm having trouble reading your lips
agai nst the glare."

He lowered his light. "Sorry. |'mone of the group being shuttled
from Orega."'
She nodded, understanding. But suspicion also glinted. "Wat's going

on? Where's everyone el se?"
"The station's been evacuated. The Russians attacked Orega."
"My God ... | don't understand."

"And they're now in the process of conmandeering the facility here,
too. But what about you? Who are you? Wiy are you down here
al one?"

She noved cl oser, but her eyes flickered between him and the tunne
behind him "I'mDr. Amanda Reynolds. Head of Onega Drift Station.”
She told him an abbeviated, hurried story of missing scientists and the
sudden attack by the giant ice predator

"You call ed them grendel s over the wal kie-talkie," he said as she
finished her bloody tale. "Like you knew about them™"



"We found frozen remains here. Down in sone ice cavern. They were
supposed to be fifty thousand years old, dating back to the |last ice
age. Some type of extinct species.”

Extinct, my ass, he thought. Aloud he related his own experiences
since the Russian attack, keeping a watch on the tunnels with his
flashlight.

"So there's nore than one grendel..." she munbl ed, her voice a
whi sper. "O course, there must be. But how have they remai ned hi dden
for so | ong?"

"They're not hiding now If this is sone frozen nest, it's too
dangerous to remain down here. Do you know another trail to the
surface? Wth what was on ny scent, maybe we'd better get off this
green dianmond trail. Try another."

She pointed forward. "This trail should lead to others. But |I'm not
that famliar with the Ctawm Space. M guess is that they all end
eventually at the exit."

"Let's hope so. Cnon." Mtt headed out, going slowy now, cautious,
backtracking up. "W need to watch for any sign of the grendels:
spoor, scratched marks in the ice. Avoid those areas."

She nodded. He had to respect this woman. She had faced one of these
beasts al one and survived. And now she sought to escape w th nothing
but a walkie-talkie and a small ice ax. Al the while deaf to what

m ght be out there.

"Wth a bit of luck," she said, "we won't run into any nore of them"

Matt turned just as a wave of buzzing cut through his skull, rattling
the tiny bones in his ears.

He felt a frantic clutch on his el bow. Amanda pulled beside him Even
deaf, she nust have felt the reverberation. And fromthe way her
fingers cut into his right biceps, she knewits inplication

Their luck had just run out.
Bl ood on the Ice
APRIL 9, 1:02 p.m OMEGA DRI FT STATI ON

After an hour in front of the space heater, Jenny felt al nost thawed
and oddly reenergi zed. Maybe it was the caffeine, maybe it was the
nor phi ne, maybe it was the stupidity of their plan

Mormrent s ago, word had reached themthat the Russian submarine had left.
This news cane froma seanan who had been found hiding in one of the
research shacks by the Russian forces and tossed into the barracks to
join the rest of the captives. The seaman had wi tnessed the sub's
departure.

"Do you have any estimate of how many Russians are still here?"
Li eutenant Sewel| asked him kneeling beside the newy arrived
sail or.

The man shivered in his seat, his hands soaking in a bow of warm



water. H s teeth chattered as he answered. "Not for certain, sir. |
spotted some ten nen, but there have to be nore | didn't see.”

"So, more than ten," Sewell said, his lips thin with worry.

The seaman glanced to his senior officer, eyes wide. "Th-they shot
Jenkins. He tried to bolt across the ice. He was going to bug out to
the NASA station. Try to use their crawmer to get away. They shot him
in the back."

Sewel | patted the man's shoulder. They had all heard simlar reports.
It was clear the Russians were under strict orders to | ock down this
station. One by one, all of the officers and a few of the scientists
had been dragged away at gunpoint. But they were returned unharned,
except for one |ieutenant who canme back with a broken nose.

Interrogation, Sewell had told Jenny. The Russians were clearly
searching for something, sonething that once lay hidden at the lost ice
station. They hadn't found it. Yet.

Jenny had caught a glinpse of their interrogator as he stood in the
doorway: a tall, stately Russian with a shock of white hair, and a face
even pal er.

Sewel | began to rise fromhis knee, but the shivering seaman stopped
himagain, pulling a wet hand fromthe bath. "Sir, | also saw two
Russi ans dropping a canister into a hole in the ice. Oher holes were
being drilled."

"Descri be the canisters."”

"They were the size of mni kegs The seaman shaped themw th his
dri pping hands. "Solid black with bright orange end caps."

"Shit."

Jenny had been | eaning over, tying on dry boots. She straightened.
"What are they?"

"Russi an incendiary charges. V-class explosives." Sewell closed his
eyes as he stood up. "They nust be planning on nelting this entire
base into the ocean.”

To the side, Kowal ski had finished dressing and stood in front of the
heater. He held his hands toward the warnth. H s fingernails were
still tinged slightly blue. "So do we go ahead with our plan?"

"W have no choice. It's becoming clearer and clearer that the

Russi ans' mission here is a plunder-and-purge. They intend to grab
what they can and burn everything behind them \Whatever is over at the
G endel base, the Russians are deternmined to take it and | eave no one
totell the tale.”

Kowal ski sighed. "Then, as long as they don't find what they're
| ooking for, we live. Once they do, we die."

Sewel | didn't even bother responding to the man's statenent. He turned
instead to Jenny. "CQur plan. Still think you can pull off your
end?"



Jenny's father placed a hand on her shoulder. She covered it with her
own. He didn't want her to go. "I'Il make it."

Sewel | stared at her a nonment, clearly trying to weigh her resolve. She
met his hard gaze. He finally nodded. "Let's go."

Kowal ski stepped to her side. He towered over her, a gorilla with only
slightly less body hair. "You'll need to keep up with ne."

She roll ed her eyes.

Sewel | led themboth over to where a pair of sailors had pulled away a
section of ceiling and cut through the insulation of the Jamesway hut
with plastic knives. Their work was hidden out of direct sight of the
guarded doorway. Luckily the Russians nostly kept out of the room
confident about their inprisonment and rightly so. \Where could the
captives escape to even if they could get out of the barracks? The
prison hut was well patrolled, and beyond the canp lay only a prol onged
freezi ng death.

Their parkas had been confiscated. Only a fool would risk the freezing
stormwi th nothing but the shirt on his back

To escape here neant certain death.

This grimthought plagued Jenny as she watched the pair of sweating
sail ors | abor overhead. They worked within the gap in the fibergl ass
i nsul ation, unscrewing an exterior plate in the hut's roof. It was
difficult work with only plastic utensils, but they were managi ng.

A screw fell to the floor from above

Sewel | pointed up. "Normally there's a skylight installed there. One
of three. But in the Arctic, where it's dark half the year and
continually sunny the other, windows were found to be nore of a

nui sance, especially as a source of heat loss. So they were plated and
seal ed. "

"One nmore to go," one of the nmen grunted over head.

"Dimthe lights.” Sewell signaled. The lanmps around the inmredi ate
area were extingui shed.

Jenny pull ed a spare bl anket around her shoul ders and knotted it to
forma crude hooded poncho. It was too large for her slight frame, but
it was better than nothing. Anything to cut the w nd.

The last screw fell. A plate dropped next into the waiting hands of
one of the workers. It was followed by a blast of cold air.

Wnd whistled inside. Mich too noisy. Sewell pointed to a petty
of ficer, who turned up his CD player. The band U2 wail ed over the how
of the blizzard outside.

"You'll have to hurry," Sewell said to Kowal ski and Jenny. "If anyone
chances in here, we'll be discovered. W'Il have to reseal the
openi ng

ASAP. "



Jenny nodded. A bunk bed had been shoved under the opening to use as a
makeshi ft | adder. Jenny scranbled up. She met her father's eyes for a
monent, read the worry in them But he remained silent. They had no
choice. She was the best pilot here.

Standi ng atop the bunk, Jenny reached up through the hole in the
ceiling. She gripped the icy edge of the roof. Wthout gl oves, her
fingertips inmediately froze to the netal, burning. She ignored the
col d.

Hel ped by the two sailors shoving her hips, she pulled up and poked her
head into the blizzard. She was inmmediately blinded by the w nds and
bl owi ng i ce.

She donned her goggl es and dropped belly first to the curved roof of
the hut and slithered out. She noved carefully, her nose inches from
the corrugated exterior. The winds threatened to kite her off the
roof. Wirse, the Jamesway huts had barrel -shaped roofs, |ike the ol der
Quonset huts. The roof sloped steeply to the snow ground on either

si de.

Jenny straddled the top, clinging as best she could to the ice-coated
surface. She carefully crabbed around to see Kowal ski niracul ously
squeeze his bulk through the dimy lit hole, like Jonah squeezing from
the bl owhol e of a netal whale.

He grunted a bit, then signaled her, jabbing a finger toward the

wi ndward side of the hut. The pair shimmed and slid on their butts to
where the sloping roof went straight down toward the ground. The ice
threatened to take them over the edge against their wll.

On this side of the Jamesway, snhow had built up into a | arge bank, a
frozen wave permanently breaki ng agai nst the hut, reaching alnost to
the roof. Kowal ski searched fromhis perch for any Russian guards.
Jenny joined him It |ooked clear for the moment, but visibility was
nere feet in the ground blizzard.

He gl anced over to her.

She nodded.

Kowal ski led the way. Sliding feet first over the edge, he dropped
down onto the snowbank, then rolled skillfully down its icy slope. He
vani shed out of view

Readyi ng hersel f, Jenny gl anced back to the hole. It had already been
cl osed. There was no turning back. She slid on her cold rear over the
icy edge of the roof and fell to the snow.

Now t o escape.

She rolled artlessly down the snowbank, |osing control of her tunble
and | anding atop Kowal ski. It was like hitting a buried boulder. The
col I'i sion knocked the wi nd out of her

She gasped silently.

Rat her than hel pi ng her, Kowal ski pushed her farther down into the
snow. He pointed with his arm



Beyond the edge of a neighboring hut, a group of shadowy figures
hunched agai nst the wind. They were only discernible because of the
pool of light cast about themfromidling hovercraft bikes.

The pair stayed hi dden

The shadowy group soon mounted their hovercraft. The engines nust have
been idling because the headl anps i nmedi ately rose, swaying in the
gusts, then turned away. The wail of w nds covered the sound of the
engi nes, giving an eerie quality to the sight.

The vehi cl es vanished into the enpty ice plains. The two renaining
guards stal ked away and di sappeared into the next buil ding.

Jenny watched the gl ow of the |ast hovercraft fade out. They could be
going to only one place: the Russian ice station. Her thoughts turned
to the other Sno-Cat that had vani shed, heading in the sane direction
carrying Matt and the Seattle reporter

For the first tine in years, Jenny prayed for Matt's safety. She

wi shed she coul d have spoken the words that bitterness and anger had
| ocked inside her all this tine. It seened so pointless now, so many
years wasted in despair.

She whi spered soft words into the wi nd.

I"'msorry ... Matt, I'mso sorry ..

@unfire erupted behind them |oud and near

"Up!" Kowal ski yelled in her ear, yanking her to her feet. "Run!"
1:12 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Amanda fled alongside the tall stranger. The grendel still renained
out of sight farther up the maze of passages, but the buzz of its
echol ocation filled the back of her head with a fuzzy, scratchy

feeling.

It was tracking them slowy, cautiously, driving them deeper into the
i ce island.

"What is it waiting for?" Matt asked.

"For our luck to run out," she answered, remenbering Lacy Devlin's

fate. "One of these tines, we're going to turn into a dead end. A
bl ocked passage, a cliff. Then we'll be trapped.™

"Deadly and smart... a great conbination."

Toget her they rounded a curve of smooth tunnel. The cranmpons on

Amanda' s boots gave her traction, but Matt slid, skidding around on the
ice. She grabbed his armto help himkeep his footing.

Matt turned to her. "W can't keep this up. W're just headi ng deeper
and deeper down, away from where we want to go."

"What el se can we do?" She held up the small ice ax she had taken from



Connor. "Face it with this?"
"Not a chance."

"Well, you're Fish and Gane. |'m geophysical engineering. This is
your departnment."”

Matt bunched his brows. "W need something to lure this thing off our
scent. Lay a false track for it to follow If we could slip past it,
get above it, then at least we'd be heading toward the exit as we
ran. "

Amanda struggled for an answer to this riddle, her mnd shifting into
obj ective node. She revi ewed what she knew about the beasts. Little
to nothing was the answer, but that did not preclude her from
extrapol ati ng hypot heses. The grendel s hunted by echol ocation, but
they were al so sensitive to |ight and perhaps even heat. She
renmenbered her experience in the beast's nest. It hadn't been aware of
her hiding place until after it destroyed the flashlight and she had
begun to sweat.

Li ght and heat. She sensed an answer here, but what?

They ran past another crisscrossing of tunnel then she had it!

"Wait!" she called out, and stopped.
Matt sl owed, braking on his heels, one hand on the wall. He turned to
her .

Amanda backed to the tunnel crossings. Light and heat. She tugged the
chin strap to her helnmet and pulled it off. She twisted on the I anp so
it glowed brightly, then reached to her wai st where her air-warm ng
mask was belted in place next to its heater. She unhooked it and
dialed the heating elenment to full burn. It quickly grew warmin her
hands.

"What are you thinking?" Mtt asked.

She hurried back to the crossroads, eyes scanning for any sign of the
hunter. "These creatures hone in on |light and heat signatures." She
flipped over her mining helmet and cramed the air-warmng mask and its
heater now hot to the touch inside the hel net.

She lifted her creation higher.
Matt j oi ned her and nodded. "A lure for a false trail."

"Let's hope this does the trick." She slipped past him ducked low to
the ice, and flung the hel met down the main tunnel. The yellow hel met
skated and spun atop its crown, light twirling Iike an ambul ance siren
It bounced off a wall and di sappeared around the bend, carrying her
air-warmng unit with it.

Amanda stood and faced Matt. "Light and heat. The grendel will
hopefully follow after the lure, heading deeper. Once past here, we
can sneak behind its back and head up."

"Li ke tossing a stick for a dog." Matt nodded, eyeing her with nore
respect. He turned off his flashlight. The only illum nation now cane



fromthe vani shed hel net.

In the darkness, they retreated down the side tunnel and hid behind a
tumbled fall of ice blocks. Crouched together, they stared back at
t he

mai n passage. The glow of the helnet was faint, but it was stable. The
hel met nmust have cone to a stop somewhere bel ow. Ananda hoped it
rested far enough down the shaft to give thema good |lead fromthe
beast. Now to wait, to see if the grendel took the bait.

1:18 p. m

Matt knelt on one knee. He spied through a peephole that pierced the
tumbl e of ice. Eyes wide, he strained to soak up every photon of I|ight

that illum nated the neighboring passage. He struggled to hear any
sign of the beast. Al that he could sense was the vague, naggi ng
vi bration of the hunting beast's sonar. It was dull but grow ng.

The wonman's fingers in his hand suddenly spasned tighter. Matt spotted
it, too. Shifting shadows.

A dark bul k pushed into view, soaking up the feeble glow of the
abandoned helmet. The creature filled the passage, shouldering up to
the crossroads. In the shadows, it |ooked as black as oil, though Matt
knew it was as pale as bl eached bone. It stopped.

Lips rippled back to show the glint of teeth. Its bulky head swayed to
either side. The buzz of its sonar swanped over them It seened to
vibrate the very darkness, searching for prey.

Matt held perfectly still. Though well hidden by the fall of ice, he
feared any novenment night attract the beast. Could it sense their body
heat through the frozen bl ocks?

He felt the creature's gaze upon him He feared even to blink. Take
the bait, damm you! The gaze continued to penetrate the tunnel
suspi ci ous, sensing sonething. It snorted deep in its throat then it
tossed its head around.

It slunk down the passage, slowy but steadily, drawn toward the |ight
and the heat. \Whatever it had sensed fromthem it ignored and turned
toward the stronger lure. Then it was gone.

Matt waited a full mnute, |ong enough for the beast to nove far down
t he passage and around the bend. Then he carefully stood and noved
back to the main corridor. They didn't dare wait too |l ong. Soon the
grendel would learn of their ruse and backtrack here. They needed to
put as much di stance between the beast and thensel ves as possi bl e.

Amanda kept beside him He checked the passage. The shadow of the
grendel could be seen sliding around the bend as the beast hunted its
fal se prey.

He si gnal ed Amanda.
They reached the main corridor and headed away into the dark, careful

of their steps, feeling with their hands as the distant |ight of the
hel met totally waned away.



After a mnute, Matt had to risk using his flashlight, praying that the
flare of light didn't attract the grendel. He flicked on the |anp but
held his palmover it, muting the glow The light streaned faintly
between his fingers, but it was enough. They increased their speed.

Nei t her spoke.

As they half ran and half skated al ong, noving upward in the
passageways, Matt grew concerned about other grendels that m ght be
down here. Yet so far there had been no telltale brush of sonar

He finally risked his own wal kie-talkie. He passed the flashlight to
Amanda, then pressed the radio to his lips. He whispered, afraid to
let his voice carry too far. "Lieutenant Greer? Can you read ne?
Over."

He |istened for an answer, racing a step ahead of Amanda.

A voice answered, faint but audible, "This is Lieutenant Comrander
Bratt. \Where are you?"

Matt frowned. "Hell, if | know \Were are you?"

"We're gathered with the others at the exit to the Cram Space. Can
you reach us?"

"I"ve found Dr. Reynolds. W'IlIl try our damedest."

Matt turned to Amanda. Beyond her, echoing up to them a roar suddenly
sounded.

From hi s expression, Amanda must have noted his distress. "Wat's
wr ong?"

"I think Little WIIly just discovered our ruse."

Amanda gl anced over her shoulder. "It'll be back this way. Take off
your boots."

n \N]at ?II
"You'll have better traction on the ice."

Noddi ng, he bent and unlaced his pair of nobccasin boots and yanked off
his wool socks. The ice was cold, but she was right. He gripped the
ice better. Tucking the noccasins into his jacket, he set off at a
dead run with Amanda.

Matt raised the radio again. "Mtthew Pike here. Dr. Reynolds and
are headi ng up. But we've got conpany on our tail."

The answer was i mediate. "Then haul ass as best you can. W'IlIl do
what we can to help, but we have no way of telling where you are.”

Matt noted a splash of paint on the wall as he ran past. O course .
He raised the radio again. "W're following the tunnels marked with
green di anonds! Does that nean anyt hi ng?"

There was a | ong pause, then the radi o squawked again. "Roger that.
G een dianmonds. CQut."



Matt pocketed the radio in his patched Arny jacket, praying they could
hel p. Oherw se, he and Amanda were on their own.

They fled up the tunnels, racing through a series of convol uted
passages.

Then Matt felt it: the buzz saw of the beast's sonar
The bastard had found them

As he reached the end of a particularly long, straight chute, Matt
gl anced behind him A pair of red eyes blinked into existence. Across
twenty yards, they matched gazes: predator and prey.

A runmbled grow flowed fromthe grendel
The chal | enge was gi ven

The final chase was on

1:22 p.m

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Jenny fled with Kowal ski across the snow. They ducked | ow as they ran
[imting their silhouettes. Wnd shoved agai nst their shoul ders,
trying to force them back. The edges of Jenny's nakeshift wool en
poncho fl apped and snapped. She used one hand to clutch the hood
around her head, pulling the corners up over her nmouth and nose,

| eaving only the goggl es exposed.

They trudged on. The winds, the snow, the ice ... all made their
escape slow and torturous. The exposed inches of her skin already
burned. But she dared not let up the fight.

Behi nd them the sounds of gunfire cracked and echoed through the
blizzard but the shots weren't directed at them As planned, Sewel |
and the others had feigned a frontal assault, a rush at the barracks
doors, intending to draw attention fromthe fleeing pair. The Russians
woul d be forced to call for reinforcenents to the barracks.

Jenny prayed no one was killed, but fear for her father was forenost in
her mi nd.

Especially since their plan was feeble: get aloft, call for help, and
ride the winds to the coast.

They rounded anot her building. The base's parking | ot appeared ahead.
Across the ice field, shadowed nounds marked the resting places of
various snow machines, a wintry cenetery of abandoned vehicl es.

But there was no sign of the plane. Wth visibility dowmn to a few
yards, it lay cloaked somewhere deeper out in the snowstorm

Crouched in the lee of the hut, Jenny tried to get her bearings.

Bl inded by the blizzard, they m ght walk right past the Oter without
even seeing it. And they didn't have the time to wander around and
around. If the Russians didn't kill them the weather woul d.



Now t hat they had stopped, the cold sank through the layers of Jenny's
cl ot hi ng, seeking the marrow of her bones. Her cheeks felt like they'd
been scrubbed with a wire brush. She rubbed circulation into themwth
her palms. Her fingers felt swollen, Iike nunb sausages.

They waited for the winds to let up for a single breath, hoping for the
briefest glinpse of their target out on the ice field. But the w nds
didn't cooperate. They continued to bl ow steady and strong, as sure as
any ocean current.

Finally Kowal ski's patience wore thin. "Let's go!" he hissed in her
ear. "W can't wait any |onger."

Behind them the gunfire had died away. Sewells feigned insurrection
had al ready been shut down. |If the Russians perfornmed a head count,
they would come up with two short, and a search would start. They had
to be gone before that happened.

Kowal ski shoul dered his way back into the full force of the wind. Jenny
foll owed, using his broad back as a wi ndbreak. They crossed through
the parking ot and out into the scoured ice fields.

After ten steps, Jenny gl anced over a shoul der

The base had al ready vanished into the storm Even the lights seened
nore mrage than real

They continued into the ice field. Jenny sought any sign of her
aircraft. But they noved inside a white bubble, a snow gl obe
continually shaken and swirled. They noved slowly, placing one foot in
front of the other, aimng as straight as they coul d.

M nut es passed. Jenny grew concerned. Surely we should have reached
the Gtter by now

Then a flickering |ight appeared. Kowal ski swore. 1t had to be one of
t he base's peripheral |anmp poles, run off the generators. Disoriented,
t hey had

somehow circled back. But it nade no sense. The wind was still in
their faces.

A shadow suddenly darted through the weak glow. Dark and lowto the
ground ... coming at them Jenny and Kowal ski froze. It noved too
fast to discern any details. Qut of the storm the dark beast

| unged.

Kowal ski bent to take the brunt of the charge, a bear about to take on
a lion.

Then in a blink, the snow swirled, transform ng shadow beast into
heartfelt conpanion

"Bane!" Jenny dove around the Navy seanman and stepped into the wolf's
| unge. The huge cani ne knocked her back onto her rear. A hot tongue
sought her cold skin.

The wol f could not push any closer to her, trying to merge his form
wi th hers, scranbling, whining.



The light, borne al oft, approached. It was not a | anp pole, but a
figure bearing a burning flare in hand. The shape, obscured by a thick
par ka, stepped toward them

Jenny noted one thing imediately. It was a blue parka not white.
U S Navy.

"I knew it had to be either you or your husband," the newconer said.
Relief rang in his voice. It was Tom Pomautuk, the ensign left in
charge of Bane. "Bane started whining, then suddenly ripped out of his
| ead." Kowal ski gained his feet. "Were have you been hiding?" The
young ensign pointed his flare. "Sheriff Aratuk's airplane. Wen the
first explosion hit, Bane bolted out here."

&oing for the famliar, Jenny thought, heading to the only piece of
home he knows out here.

"I had to follow," Tom continued. "The dog was my responsibility. And
once | realized what was happening, | thought | could use the radio to
transmt a Mayday."

"Did you reach anyone?"

Tom shook his head. "I didn't have nuch time to try. | had to hide
fromthe patrols, cramnyself and the dog into the cargo space. But
after the blizzard struck, | doubted anyone would risk com ng out here.
So | tried again. As a matter of fact, | was outside the plane,
burning ice fromthe antennas with the flare, when Bane started to

whi ne and tug in your direction."

Jenny gave Bane a final pat. "Let's get out of this w nd."
"Amen to that," Kowal ski said, a shiver trenbling through his frane.

"What's the plan?" Tom asked, |eading them across the ice. The
ghostly shape of the Twin Qtter grew out of the white background.

Jenny answered, "First let's pray the engines turn over. Under the
cover of the storm we should be able to start the engines with no one

hearing. But it'll still take a few mi nutes to warmthemup."
"You want to take off?" Tom asked, turning back to her. "Fly in this
weat her ?"

"I"ve flown in whiteout conditions before," Jenny assured him But
this was no ice fog, she added to herself. The blizzard would
chal l enge all her skill

They reached the plane, undid the stormties, and yanked away the
frozen chocks. Once ready, they clinbed inside. Insulated fromthe

wi nd, the cabin seened fifty degrees warner. Jenny clinbed over to her
pilot's seat. Kowal ski took the copilot's chair. Tom and Bane shared
the row behind them

The plane's keys were still where she had left them She swtched on
mai n power and ran a quick systens check. All seened in order. She
flipped toggles, disengaging the engine-block heaters fromthe
auxiliary battery.

"Here goes nothing," Jenny said, powering up the twin engines. The



fam liar vibrato of power tremnbled through her seat cushion.

The engi ne noi se was | ost sonewhat on the w nds, but Jenny could still
di scern the whine of the twin notors. How far did the sound carry?
Were the Russians com ng even now?

She gl anced to Kowal ski. He shrugged as if reading her mnd. What did
it matter?

She throttled up slowy, letting the engines warm Beyond the w ndows,
she coul d vaguely make out the props stirring up the bl owi ng snow.

After a full mnute, she asked, "Ready?"
No one answered.

"Here we go," she said, barely | oud enough to be heard. It sounded,
even to her, nmore like a prayer. She pushed the engi nes, the props
chopped into the winds, and the Twin Oter broke fromits spot on the
ice. The plane slid on its skids, noving out.

Jenny worked the controls to angle themaway fromthe base. Her plan
was to taxi into the wind, using the force of the stormto help her get
aloft. It would still be a hell of a ride.

"Hang on," she began to say, but was cut off. "W've got conpany,"
Kowal ski said. He had craned around and was staring behind them

Jenny checked. Two glows, like a car's headlights, shone behind them
Then the two lights split apart, sailing away from one anot her, but
arcing toward the Qter.

Hovercrafts.

Jenny throttled up, generating a roar fromthe props. The plane sped
ahead, but it was slow with the headw nd poundi ng at the w ndshi el d.
Normal ly a fierce headwi nd was perfect for a quick takeoff, but these
wi nds gusted, battering the plane. "The Russians must have heard
us."

"Or they posted infrared scopes and spotted the engi nes heating up out
here.”

A blast of rifle fire suddenly cut through the engi ne noi se, sounding
distant in the blanket of the storm A few slugs struck the fleeing
plane with sharp pings. But the tail assenbly and storage spaces

shi el ded the cabin.

Jenny fought to increase their speed into the wi nd.

"They're coming around!™ Tomcalled fromthe backseat.

Jenny glanced to the right and left. Two glows could be seen, sw nging
up to get clear shots at the cabin.

Damm, those bikes flew fast.
She stared out into the storm breaki ng over her w ndshield, pressing

agai nst her, holding her back. This would never work. They didn't
have the time to fight the winds. She needed a new angle of attack and



there was only one other option.

"Hold on!" she called out.

She throttled down the port engine while kicking up the starboard. At
the sane tinme, she worked the flaps, one up, the other down. The Qter
spun on its runners, like a hydroplaning car. 1t skidded on the ice,

com ng full around, pointing back the way they had cone.

"What are you doi ng?" Kowal ski yelled, pushing off the w ndow he had
been pressed agai nst.

Jenny jamed both engines to full power. Props churned snowinto a
blur. The Oter |eaped ahead, racing again over the ice.

Wth the wind at their backs, the plane accel erated rapidly.

Kowal ski realized where they were heading. Back toward the base. "You
don't have the clearance. You'll never get the lift you need."
"1 know. "

The pair of hovercraft whirled out and back, spinning around to give
chase. A single bullet pinged against the Oters tail

"We' || never make it," Tom whi spered.
Jenny ignored themall. She raced ahead, watching her gauges,
especially her speed. C non ..

From the corner of her eye, she saw the lights of the base appear
ahead. Darker shadows narked the village of Janesway huts.

The O ter sped toward them

The vibrations of the runners over the ice | essened as the plane began
to lift- Jenny held her breath. She didn't have enough speed yet. The
monentary lift was only fromthe stormw nds. She was right. The
runners hit again, shaking the plane as the skids rode across the
uneven ice field.

"Pull around!"™ Kowal ski yelled. "W can't make it!"

Jenny humed under her breath and ained directly for one of the dark
bui | di ngs, a shadow in the glow of the base's |anp poles. She prayed
it was aligned like the barracks from which she and Kowal ski had
escaped.

The plane sped toward it. Jenny held back just a pinch of power. She
would need it. |

"What are you ?" Kowal ski began, then finished with "Ch, shit!"

Li ke the barracks, a snowbank had bl own agai nst the w ndward side of
t he Janesway hut, a frozen wave banking al nost to the roof.

The Oter struck the icy slope, nose popping up. Jenny kicked the
engines with the last bit of power. The runners rode up the bank, then
shot skyward



The skids brushed agai nst the corrugated roof of the building with a
rasp of netal on nmetal then they were away, airborne into the teeth of
the storm

For the next few stomach-rolling mnutes, Jenny fought for control of
her craft. The plane bobbled, a late in a storm But while the w nds
were blowi ng fiercely, they were also steady. Jenny turned into the
storm wusing the wind' s rush over her wings to propel her upward. She
eventual ly found her wings, and the Oter stabilized.

Si ghi ng, she checked her gauges: altitude, airspeed, conpass. |In these
whi t eout conditions, the instruments were all she had to go by. Beyond
the wi ndshield, there was no discernible way of telling sky fromice.

You' re fucking awesone!" Kowal ski said, wearing a shaggy grin.

Jenny wi shed she could share his enthusiasm Still watching her
instruments, she felt her gut tighten. The gauge on the reserve fue
tank was draining away. The dial swept fromfull, to half, to quarter

One of the stray bullets must have torn a line. She was bl ow ng fue
behi nd her. She checked her main tank

It was holding fine if you could call a nere eighth of a tank fine.
"What's wrong?" Tom asked.

"We're al nost out of fuel."

"What ?"  Kowal ski asked. " How?"

Jenny pointed and expl ai ned.

Kowal ski swore fiercely once she was done.

"How far can we get before we have to | and?" Tom asked.

Jenny shook her head. "Not far. Maybe fifty mles.”

"Great ..." Kowal ski groaned. "Just far enough to land in the middle
of bum fuck nowhere."

Jenny understood his anger. Qut here, lost, wthout food or warm
cl ot hes, they would not survive long in the freezing col d.

"What can we do?" Tom asked.

No one answered.

Jenny continued to fly. It was all she could do for now.

1:29 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Wth no nore tricks to play, Matt and Amanda had only one course |eft,
t he nost basic nmeans of defense. "Run!" Matt yelled, giving Aranda a
rough push.

She |l et out a gasp, then | eaped away like a startled doe.

Matt did his best to keep up with her, but barefoot, it was |ike



running with two freezer-burned steaks tied around his feet.

They fled up the tunnels, but with every few steps, Matt was | osing
ground.

"I know... | know this place!" Amanda yelled. "W're not far fromthe
exit!"

Matt gl anced over a shoul der

The grendel flew down the tunnel toward themonly ten yards away now.
It |oped after them sinuous and lethal, claws casting up spats of ice.
It nust have sensed that its prey was close to escaping. Al caution
gone.

"CGet down!" This new shout came fromthe tunnel ahead of them cutting
t hrough the constant buzz.

Matt swung around to see a bristle of weapons pointed his way.
The Navy team
Amanda di sappeared anmong them Matt was too far behind. There

was no way he could make it. He dove onto his belly, arms
out stretched, ax held in both hands.

The passage erupted with gunfire. Bullets whistled over his head. Ice
chi pped fromthe walls and ceilings, pelting himfromstray shots and
ri cochets.

Matt rolled to his back, staring back between his |egs.

The grendel crouched only a yard away, head bulled down. It clawed
toward him determined to reach its prize. A bellow runbled through
its chest. Steampuffed fromits buried nostrils. Blood spilled over
its sleek features as flesh was nacerated by bullets.

Matt backpedal ed away, pushing with his bare feet.

Under fire fromthree automatic weapons, the beast still fought toward
him One claw | ashed out and snatched Matts pant leg, pinning it to
the ice. Matt tugged, but it wouldn't budge. For a heartbeat, he mnet
the hunters eye. |/

Matt read the fire in there.
The grendel's lips snarled back It might die, but it would take him
withit.

Matt swung his ice ax not at the beast but over his head, as far as his
armcoul d reach. The pick end jammed into the ice. Wth his other
hand, he unbuckl ed his pants and ripped | oose the top button. Using
the ax as an anchor, he haul ed hinself out of his pants and rolled from
t he beast.

Stripped to his thermals, he crawl ed away. The beast roared behind
him a haunted sound that crossed all spectruns, eerie and forlorn

Matt reached the row of nen.



Hands grabbed him hauled himto his feet.

He | ooked back at the beast. It had also rolled around, half clinbing
the walls to turn. 1t fled away fromthe stinging attack and vani shed
around the far bend.

Matt j oi ned Amanda, and together they approached the others: a cluster
of scientists and a handful of Navy personnel

Craig gaped at him "l thought you were dead for sure."
"W're not out of this yet."

Bratt organized his conmand: Greer, O Donnell, Pearlson, and Wash-burn.
He expl ained their situation

Amanda stared hard at Bratt. "The Polar Sentinel |eft?"

"Captain Perry had no choice."

Amanda seened to shrink back, stunned. "What are we going to do?"
Bratt answered, "We can't stay down here. W're running |ow on

ammunition. We're going to have to take our chances with the
Russi ans. "

"Sir, | know a few places we could hide on Level Three," the tall black
lieutenant said. She nodded back up the tunnels. "There are service
shafts and storage spaces. Also an old weapons locker. If we could

make it there w thout being seen ..

"Anywhere's better than these fuckin' tunnels," Geer said.
Bratt nodded. "We'Ill have to be careful."”

Matt woul d be happy to be out of these ice passages hinself. The
naggi ng buzz was beginning to ache his ears.

He suddenly jolted.
Ch, Cod ...

He swng around. Hi s ears had been ringing fromthe cl ose-quarter
rifle fire. Only nowthat it had faded did he feel it.

The creature had been driven off but the buzzing continued.
He saw the | ook of recognition in Amanda's eyes.
"We're not alone!"™ Matt yelled.

Fl ashl i ghts suddenly shot up, poking down other tunnel openings. Pair
after pair of red eyes reflected back at them

"They're the thawed group fromthe caves!" Bratt called out, waving
everyone back. "They finally got around that dammed carcass."
"The rifle fire nmust have drawn them " the biologist yelled in terror

pul I i ng back.



"Qut!" Bratt yelled. "W don't have the firepower to hold off this
many!

Toget her, they ran up the tunnel in a mad rush

The sudden novenent drew the beasts, like cats after fleeing mice.
"This way!" Amanda screaned

The doubl e doors to the station appeared ahead.

In a mad rush, they hit the doors. Matt held the way open and waved
the civilians through. "Mve, nove, nove!"

The Navy personnel kept up a rear guard, then quickly followed into the
station.

As the doors were slamed shut, a shot rang out ahead of them Matt
ducked froma ricochet off the nmetal wall

It seened their gunfire had drawn nore than just grendels,

"Halt!" a soldier in a white parka barked at themin heavily accented
English. He and four others had a post at the other end of the hall.
Assault rifles were trained on them "Drop weapons! Now "

No one noved for a breath.

Amanda had been continuing forward, deaf to the command, but Matt
grabbed her elbow. She glanced to him

Matt shook his head. "Stay with ne," he nout hed.

"Do as they say," Bratt ordered, tossing aside his rifle as exanple.

O her weapons clattered. "Keep moving forward. Get away fromthe
doors. "

"Keep hands in air!" the Russian yelled at them "Myve in single line
to herel™

Wth a nod fromBratt, they followed their captor's instructions.
Quickly formng a line, they hurried down the long hall. They hadn't
taken nore than ten steps when sonething huge hit the double doors
behind them The metal doors buckl ed.

Everyone froze.

"Down, " Bratt ordered.

They dropped to hands and knees. Matt pulled Aranda down with him

A single shot fired, perhaps in startled reflex. But the aimwas good.
O Donnell was a nmonent too slow in dropping with the others. The back
of his head expl oded, showering bone and blood. Then his body toppled
backward, linmbs flung out.

A flurry of Russian conmands followed, yelling at each other.



"Goddam it," Bratt swore on the floor, his face purpling with rage

Matt gl anced between the trigger-happy Russians and the buckl ed door
Nei t her choi ce was good.

The Russian in charge stepped forward. "What trick ?"

Sonet hi ng agai n charged the door, hitting it like a runaway train.
H nges ripped clean, and both doors flew into the hall

Accompanyi ng the doors, a grendel barreled into the hall. Qhers
fol | oned.

Chaos ensued as everyone surged forward on the floor
Shots rang out, wild with fear
"Stay down!" Bratt yelled. "Crawl forward."

They woul d never nake it. |If they didn't catch a stray bullet |ike
O Donnel I, they'd be ravaged by the beasts.

"Over here!" Amanda yelled. She had rolled to the wall and reached up
to a door handl e above her head. A bullet canme close to shaving off a
finger, but she managed to yank the handle. Using her other hand, she
haul ed the door open. The thick steel hatch now acted as a shield
against the bullets. "Insidel"

They all tunbled after her.
Greer was last, diving through, a grendel at his heels.
Amanda sl ammed the door shut behind himas the beast struck. The

concussi on knocked her into Matt. He steadi ed her, but she shoved to
t he door.

In the dark, Matt heard a netal bar slide hone.

Muffl ed as they were by the thick hatch, the echo of the gun battle
still reached them Cccasional heavy bodies collided with the walls
and door.

As the battle waged in the hallway, they all lay panting on the floor
huddl ed in a nmass just inside the doorway. Matt took a nonment to pul
out his moose hide boots and cramthem over his aching, frozen feet.

"We shoul d be safe for the monent." Amanda spoke fromthe darkness.
"This door is solid plate steel.”

"Where are we?" Matt asked, lacing his boots.

"The heart of the station," Bratt answered. "lIts nmin research lab."

A light switch was flipped and bare bulbs flickered to life.

Matt stared around the clean and orderly lab. Steel tables were
aligned with mlitary precision. dass-fronted cabinets housed beakers
and polished tools. Refrigeration units lined one wall. Oher smaller
roons opened off the main |lab, but they were too dark to see into.



As Matt's gaze circled the room another chain of lights flickered into

exi stence. Each bulb flared, one after the other, illumnating a
curving concourse that arced away into the distance. The corridor
seened to follow the outer wall, probably circled the entire |evel.

Matt bore witness to what each bulb illumnated. "OCh, dear God ..."
Act Three

FRE

RENZY

Ti nel ess

APRIL 9, 1:4-2 p.m

QUT ONTHE ICE ... [/

Bundl ed in a white parka, Viktor Petkov rode through the heart of a
blizzard. H's hands were encased in heated mittens, his face protected
fromthe winds by the furred edge of his hood, a thick wol scarf, and
a pair of polarized goggles.

But no anount of clothing could keep the cold fromhis heart. He was
heading to the gravestone of his father, a frozen crypt buried in the
i ce.

He straddl ed the backseat of the hovercraft bike, harnessed in place.
The skilled driver, a young officer under M kovsky, handl ed the vehicle
with a reckless confidence that could only conme fromyouth. The craft
flew over the ice, no nore than a hand span above the surface, a rocket
agai nst the w nd.

The stormcontinued its attenpt to blow them of f course, but the driver
conpensated, maintaining a direct line toward the |ost station using
the bike's gyroscopic gui dance system

Vi ktor stared out at the snow bl asted | andscape. Around himlay
not hi ng but a wastel and, a desert of ice. Wth the sun bl anketed by

cl ouds and snow, the world had dissolved into a wan twilight. It
sapped one's will and strength. Here, hopel essness and despair took on
physi cal dimensions. Wth winds wailing in his ears, the eterna
desol ati on sank into his bones.

Here is where ny father spent his |ast days, alone, exiled,
forgotten.

The craft swung in a slow arc, followi ng the shadow of a pressure
ridge, the spines of a sleeping dragon. Then, out of the continua
gloom a misty light grew

"Destination ahead, Admral!" the driver called back to him

The hovercraft adjusted course under him Flanking the | ead bike,
t he

other two craft matched the maneuver |ike a squadron of MG fighters in
formation. The trio raced toward the light.



Details emerged through the bl owing snow. A nmountain range of ice, a
bl ack pool, square, man-nade, and at the base of one peak, a shaft of
Iight shone like a beacon in the storm

They rounded the pol ynya and swept toward the opening to the base.

Engi nes throttled down. The three hovercraft |lowered to their titanium
skis, touching down again, skidding across the ice. They slidto a
stop near the entrance, parking in the lee of a ridge to protect the
vehicles fromthe worst of the storm

The driver hopped off while Viktor struggled with his harness's buckl e.
Bound as he was in nittens, his dexterity was conprom sed, but even

bar e- knuckl ed, he would still have had difficulty. H s hands shook
H s eyes were fixed to the ragged shaft bl asted, hacked, and nelted
down to the tonmb below. He had seen ancient burial sites ripped into
like this by grave robbers in Egypt. That is what they all were the
Ameri cans and the Russians filthy grave robbers, fighting over bones
and shiny artifacts.

He stared, unblinking.
I amthe only one who bel ongs here.
"Sir?" The driver offered to help, reaching toward his harness.

Vi kt or snapped back to the moment, unbuckl ed on his own, and

di smounted. On his feet now, he yanked off and pocketed the heated
mttens. The cold i mediately burned his exposed flesh, |ike Deaths
handshake, welconming himto his father's crypt.

He stal ked past his nmen, heading toward the entrance. He found a |one
guard inside the shaft. The fell ow snapped out of his shivering
hunch.

"Admral!" he said

Vi kt or recogni zed the man as one of the senior officers of the Drakon
What was he doing standing guard duty? He was instantly alert. "Wat's
wrong, Lieutenant?"

The man fought his tongue. He seemed to be struggling to find the
right words. "Sir, we've run into a couple of problens. One here, one
back at Orega. Captain M kovsky is awaiting your call on the UQC. "

Vi ktor frowned, glancing back at the enpty polynya. A black line,

al nrost buried in the snow, trailed fromthe | ake and di sappeared down
the shaft. It was a UQC line, an underwater tel ephone, a type of
active sonar that transmtted voices instead of pings. Such

conmuni cati on spanned only short distances, so the Drakon had to stil
be patrolling the local waters.

He waved the guard to proceed.

The hal f-frozen party headed down the tunnels, slipping past the

bl asted ruin of a Sno-Cat near the door. The guard continued to speak
rapidly. "The problemhere, sir, is that a handful of mlitary nen and
civilians have barricaded thensel ves on Level Four. W couldn't get to
t hem because of some strange beasts that attacked our nen."



" Beast s?"

"Whi te-skinned. Massive. The size of bulls. | didn't see them
nmysel f. The creatures disappeared back into the ice caves by the tine
reinforcenments arrived. W |ost one nan, dragged away by one of the
creatures. The hall is under guard now "

Vi ktor's legs grew nunb under himat the description. Before |eaving,
he had read his father's secret reports in Myscow.

Gendels ... could it be then? Could a fewstill be alive?

They were soon inside the main station. The black vul cani zed |ine
ended at a snmall radio unit. The radionan stood rapidly at the
appear ance of the admiral

"Sirl  Captain Mkovsky is holding for

"I heard." He strode to the UQC phone, picked up the handset, and

spoke into the receiver. "Admral Petkov here."

"Admiral, | have an urgent report fromour forces at QOrega."” The words
echoed hollowy, l|ike someone was speaking through a | ong pipe, but it
was clearly Captain M kovsky. "I wanted you updated imrediately."

"Co ahead."

"There's been a security breach. A female prisoner and a U S. seanan
escaped the barracks internment and reached a small aircraft.”

A fist tightened. How could this happen?

"They escaped, sir. Wth the storm we have no way of tracking them
Most likely they're heading to the Al askan coast to raise the alarm™

Fury built inside Viktor's chest. Such a mistake should never have
been all owed to happen. The m ssion called for no eyew tnesses to the
war here. It had all been carefully tinmed. Under the cover of both
blizzard and solar storm the United States' reconnai ssance satellites
woul d have been able to discern only vague infrared signatures at best.
And while echoes of the prior battles would be recorded by patrolling
subs and ships, without living eyew tnesses, there was a | evel of

pl ausi bl e deniability on the part of the Russian government. Even the
U S. research sub, the Polar Sentinel, had been allowed to | eave

unnol ested with its evacuees. While the sub m ght have spotted the
Drakon in these waters, they couldn't visually verify what happened
above the ice.

Pl ausi ble deniability. It was the new catch phrase of nodern battle.
But now two prisoners had escaped, two eyew tnesses who coul d pl ace
him a Russian admiral, on-site.

Vi ktor forced hinmself to take a deep calming breath. He stanched his
anger, snuffing it out. Hi s initial reaction had been refl exive,
purely mlitary. Utimtely it didn't matter. He placed a hand over
the Polaris wist nmonitor, rem nding hinself of the |arger picture.

Vi ktor found his cal mcenter again. Besides, both governnents had
aut horized this secret war, what was coyly ternmed in political circles
as a skirmsh. Such clandestine battles occurred regularly between



foreign powers, including the United States. They were waged in hi dden
corners of the world: the waters off North Korea, the deserts of Iraq,
the hinterlands of China, and nore than once even here in the lonely
wi | ds of the polar seas. The chains of command understood these

skirm shes, but the details never reached the radar screens of the
public at |arge.

Qut of sight, out of mnd.

"Admiral," M kovsky continued, "what are your orders?"

Vi ktor reviewed the current situation. It was unfortunate but

sal vageabl e yet he could take no further chances. Onega and its

pri soners were no | onger an asset. The prize was plainly not over
there. He kept his voice stoic and firm "Captain, take the Drakon to
Onrega. "

llSir?ll

"Once there, draw back our nmen fromthe base and retreat."

"And Orega ... the prisoners?”

"Once our nen are clear, ignite the buried charges. Mlt the entire
base into the ocean.”

A long pause. It was a death sentence for those innocents |eft behind.
The captain's words returned faintly. "Yes, sir."

"Afterward, return here. Qur mission is alnost conplete.” Viktor

repl aced the handset to its cradle. He turned to the nen gathered
around him "Now to the other problemat hand."

1: 55 p. m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt gaped, horrified, along with the others. A long curving hal
stretched out fromthe main lab room Lit by bare bul bs, the passage
followed the outer wall of this level, circling and vani shing around
the curve

of this tier. |Inset into the back wall every couple of feet were stee
tanks standing on end, taller than Matt by a foot. Thick rubber hoses
and twi sted conduits ran along both floor and ceilings, connecting tank
to tank. Though the fronts of the tanks were wi ndowed in thick glass,
the details inside remai ned nurky because of the thick frost over the
cl ear surface.

But a dozen of the closest tanks had the frost recently scraped from
them The gl ow of the overhead bul bs shone plainly upon the sight
inside. The interior of each tank was filled with solid ice, a perfect
blue clarity.

And like an insect trapped in anber, a shape was enbedded in the heart
of each tank. Naked. Human. Each face contorted in a rictus of
agony. Palnms pressed against the glass, fingers blue and cl awi ng. Men.
Wmen. Even children

Matt stared down the long tunnel. Tank after tank. How many were



there? He turned his back on the macabre sight. He saw the shocked
| ooks on the others' faces.

Two nenbers of the group, though, | ooked nore enbarrassed than
horrifi ed.

He wal ked back to the main room and faced them Lieutenant Bratt and
Amanda Reynol ds. "What is all this?" He waved an arm down the hall

Craig appeared at his side. Washburn and the civilian scientists
gat hered with him

"It's what the Russians are trying to cover up," Anmanda said. "A
secret | ab dating back to Wrld War Two. Used for human
experimentation.”

Matt studied the barred door. Geer and Pearl son stood guard there.
For the noment, the Russians had given up on trying to get the door
open. They were probably wary of the return of the grendels after
chasing them back into the Craw Space with gunfire. But that fear
woul dn't keep them out forever.

"What were the bastards trying to do here?" Washburn asked, | ooking
t he nost shaken, her stoic demeanor shattered.

Amanda shook her head. "W don't know. W |ocked down the |ab as soon
as we discovered what was hidden here." She pointed to a gl ass cabi net
that contained a neat row of journals, covering two shelves. "The
answers are probably there. But they're all coded in some strange
script. W couldn't read them"

Crai g approached and cracked the door open. He |eaned over, studying

the bindings. "There are nunbers here. Dates, it |looks like. He ran
a finger down the journals. "If I'mreading this right, from January
1933 ... to May 1945." He pulled the |l ast one out and flipped through
it.

"Twel ve years," Bratt said. "It's hard to believe this operation ran

for so long wi thout anyone know ng."

Amanda answer ed, "Back then, communication up here was scant. Travel
rare. It wouldn't be hard to hide such a place.”

"Or lose it when you wanted to," Matt added. "What the hell happened
her e?"

The biologist, Dr. Ogden, spoke fromthe hallway. He straightened
fromone tank. "I may have an idea."

Everyone turned to him
"What ?" Bratt asked brusquely.

"The grendels,” he said to the |ieutenant commander. "You saw what
happened. The specinens cane to life after being frozen for
centuries.”

Amanda' s eyes wi dened. "That's inpossible."

Bratt turned to her. "No, ma'am Dr. Ogden is right. | saw it



happen with my own eyes."

Dr. (Ogden continued: "Such a mracul ous resurrection is not unheard of
in the natural world. Certain turtles hibernate in frozen nud over an
entire winter, then rise again with the spring thaw "

"But frozen solid?" Amanda asked.

"Yes. Arctic wood frogs freeze as hard as stone during the wi nter
Their hearts don't beat. Wen frozen, you can cut themin half, and
they don't bleed. Al EEG activity ceases. 1In fact, there's no
cellular activity at all. For all intents and purposes, they're dead.
But cone spring, they thaw, and within fifteen mnutes, their hearts
are beating, blood punping, and they're junping around."

Matt nodded when Amanda gl anced at him "It's true. |'ve read about
t hose frogs."

"How can that be?" Amanda argued. "Wen a body freezes, ice expands
in the cells and destroys them Like frostbite. How do the frogs
survive that?"

"The answer is quite sinple," Ogden said.

Amanda rai sed an eyebr ow.

"Sugar . "

"What ?"

"d ucose specifically. There's a Canadian researcher, Dr. Ken Storey,
who has been studying Arctic wood frogs for the past decade. What he's

di scovered is that when ice starts formng on a frog's rubbery skin,
its

body starts filling each cell with sugary glucose. Increasing the
osmal al -ity of the cell to the point that life-killing ice can't form
inside it."

"But you said the frogs do freeze?"

"Exactly, but it is only the water outside the cells that ices up. The
glucose inside the cell acts as a cryoprotectant, a type of antifreeze,
preserving the cell until thawed. Dr. Storey determned that this
evol utionary process is governed by a set of twenty genes that convert
gl ycogen to glucose. The trigger for what suddenly turns these
specific genes on or off is still unknown, but a hornonal theory is
nost advocat ed, sonething released by the frog's gl andul ar skin. The
odd thing, though, is that these twenty genes are found in al
vertebrate species."

Amanda took a deep breath. "Including the Anbul ocetus ... the
grendel s." |

He nodded. "Renenber | told you that | would classify this new species
as Anbul ocetus That ans arctos. An Arctic-adapted subspecies of the
ori gi nal anphi bi ous whale. The gigantism the depignentation ... are

all comon Arctic adaptations. So why not this one, too? If it made
its home here in a land ruled not by the sun, but by cycles of freezing
and thawing then its body might adapt to this rhythm too."



Bratt added. "Besides, we saw it happen with the nmonsters. W know
they can do this."

Qgden nodded and continued: "It's a form of suspended ani mati on. Can
you imagine its potential uses? Even now university researchers are
using the Arctic frogs as a nodel to attenpt freezing human organs.
This would be a boon to the world. Donated organs could be frozen and
preserved until needed."

Matts gaze had returned to the line of tanks. "What about these fol k?
Do you think that's what's going on here? Some type of sick organ
bank? A massive storage facility for spare parts?"

Qgden turned to him "Ch, no, | don't think that at all."

Matt faced him "Then what?"

"I wager the Russians were attenpting something grander here. Renmenber
when | said the twenty genes that orchestrate the wood frog's suspended
animation are found in all vertebrate species. Well, that includes
humans. "

Matts eyes wi dened.

"I believe that these people were guinea pigs in a suspended ani mation
program That the Russians were trying to instill the grendels’

ability to survive freezing into humans, seeking a means of practica

suspended ani mation. They sought the Holy Grail of all sciences.”

Qgden faced the questioning |looks around him "Imortality."
Matt swung to face the contorted, pained figures in the ice. "Are you
saying that these people are still alive?"

Bef ore anyone coul d answer, a poundi ng sounded fromthe door,
determ ned, stolid. Everyone went silent.

A hard voice called out to them "Open the door imediately ... if we
have to cut our way through, you will suffer for our troubles."

Fromthe dead tone of the other's voice, it was no idle threat.

The wol f was at their door.

2:04 p.m

Al RBORNE OVER THE POLAR CAP

Jenny fought the gale pounding at her wi ndshield. It blew steady, but
sudden gusts and churning wi nds kept her fingers tight on her controls,
eyes glued to her instruments. She had not even bothered to gl ance out
the windshield for the past ten mnutes. Wat was the use?

Though she couldn't see anything, she still wore her snow goggl es. Even
with the blizzard, the m dday glare shot through the windshield. It
made her want to close her eyes. How long had it been since she'd

sl ept ?

She pushed these thoughts away and wat ched her airspeed. Too slow The



headwi nd was eating her speed. She tried to ignore the fuel gauge. The
needl e pointed to a large red E. A yellow warning |ight gl owed. Enpty.
They were flying on fumes into a blizzard.

"Are we sure about this?" Kowal ski said. The seanman had gi ven up
trying to raise anyone on the radio.

"I don't see we have much other choice,” Jenny said. "W don't have
enough fuel to reach the coast. W'd be forced to | and anyway. 1'd
rather | and somewhere where we had sone chance of living."

"How far out are we?" Tom asked fromthe backseat. Bane lay curled on
the seat beside him tail tucked around his body.

"I'f the coordinates you gave nme are correct, we've another ten niles.

Kowal ski stared out the windshield. "I can't believe we're doing
this."

Jenny ignored him They had already debated it. It was their only
choice. She struggled to eke out a bit nore speed, taking every |ul
in the wind to surge ahead, lunging in spurts toward their goal. The
controls

had grown nore sluggish as ice built on the wings and crusted on the
wi ndshield. They were slowy beconming a flying ice cube.

They traveled in silence for another five mnutes. Jenny barely
breathed, waiting for the props to choke out as her greedy engines
consuned the | ast of her fuel

"There!" Tom suddenly blurted, janmi ng an arm between Jenny and
Kowal ski. Bane lifted his head.
Jenny tried to foll ow where the ensign pointed. "I don't see "

"Ten degrees to starboard! Wit for the wind to let up!"

Jenny concentrated on where he indicated. Then, as the snow eddi ed out
inawld twist, she spotted a |ight ahead, glowing up at them "Are
you sure that's the place?" [/

Tom nodded.

"lce Station Gendel," Kowal ski npaned.

Jenny began her descent, studying her altimeter. Wthout fuel, they
needed a place to land. They couldn't go back to Orega and to touch
down in the wastel and of the polar cap was certain death. There was
only one other place that offered adequate shelter. The ice station

It was risky, but not totally fool hardy. The Russians woul d not be
expecting them If they could | and out of direct sight, Tom Ponaut uk
knew t he layout of the station well enough to possibly get theminto
one of the exterior ventilation shafts that brought fresh air down to
the buried station. They could hole up there until the Russians
left.

And besides, their dwindling fuel situation left themlittle other
choi ce.



The O ter lurched as the portside engi ne coughed. The prop skipped a
beat, fluttering. 1In a heartbeat, the Twin Oter becane a Single
Oter. Flying on one engine, Jenny fought to hold the plane even while
droppi ng her flaps. She dove steeply. "Hold tight!"

Kowal ski had a death grip on both arnrests. "I got that covered."

There was no sight line to the ice fields below Jenny watched her
altineter wheel down. The wi nds continued to fight, grabbing the
plane, trying to hold it aloft.

Jenny bit her lower lip, concentrating. She tried to fix the position
of the stations beacon |ight, now gone again, in her nmind s eye. A map
formed in her head, fed by data from her instrunments and her own

i nstinct.

As the altineter dropped under the two-hundred-foot ceiling, she
focused on her trim fighting both the wind and the dead engine to
hol d

herself level. The snow becane thicker, not just fromthe sky but now
bl owi ng up at her fromthe ice plain bel ow

She intended to descend fromhere as gradually as possible. 1t was the
only safe way to land blind. Slow and even ... as long as the | ast
engi ne held. She watched the altineter drop under a hundred ... then

seventy then
"Watch out!" Tomcalled fromthe backseat.

Her gaze flicked up fromher focus on her instrunents. Qut of the
storm ahead, the winds parted in places to reveal a wall of ice ahead
of them broken and thrust up into jagged teeth, misted with bl ow ng
snow. It lay less than a hundred yards ahead. She thought quickly,
wei ghing options in a heartbeat. She plainly didn't have the engines
to make it over them Beside her, Kowal ski swore a constant string,
his version of a prayer. Jenny gnashed her teeth, then jammed her
stick forward, diving nore steeply. Screwit, she thought, I'm
sticking this landing. She dropped the plane the last fifty feet,
sweepi hg out of the sky, plunging toward the peaks of ice.

The ground was nowhere in sight.

Kowal ski's prayer becane nore heartfelt, finishing with "I really,
really hate you!"

Jenny ignored him She concentrated on her instrunments, trusting them
They prom sed the ground was down there somewhere. She conpletely
dropped her flaps; the plane di pped savagely.

It was too nuch for her |ast engine. The notor gasped, choked, and

died. In that nonent, they became a frozen rock with wi ngs, hurtling
ear t hwar d

"Fuuuucccckkkk!"  Kowal ski cried, hands now pressed to the side w ndow
and dash.

Jenny humed. The nonmentum of the glide continued to hold barely. The
needle on the altineter slipped |ower and | ower, then settled to zero.



There was still no sign of the ground. Then her skis hit the ice, soft
and even.

She punched up her flaps to brake their speed. They had | anded at
speeds much faster than she |iked.

As the Oter continued to race over the slick surface, side w nds
threatened to topple it over on a wing, attenpting to cartwheel them
off to oblivion. But Jenny worked her flaps, plied the Oter with
skill, and adjusted their course to keep the wings up. "lcel"™ Tom
called fromthe backseat. The peaks were rushing at them The plane's
speed had hardly sl owed.

\with skis for |landing gear, the Oter had no hydraulic brakes just
flaps and friction. She had plenty of the forner, little of the
latter.

Still, after a decade of mushing in a dog sled, Jenny knew the delicate
physics of ice and steel runners.

The Oter continued to skate toward the towering cliffs, sliding toward
a certain crash. Jenny had al ready recogni zed the inevitable.

She was going to | ose her plane.
"This is going to hurt,"” she nunbl ed.

As the plane swept toward the cliff face, she prayed the ice remined
slick. Everything depended on her flaps and tining

She watched the cliffs growin front of her. She counted in her head,
then at the last nonment, she dropped the flaps on the starboard side
and continued to brake with the other. The ninble plane fishtailed,
spinning around like an Aynpic figure skater

The tail assenbly swept backward and struck the cliff, absorbing a fair
amount of the inpact and tearing away in the process. Jenny jerked in
her seat harness as the plane jarred. The wi ng gl anced next, taking
nore of the inpact, crunpling up and away. Then the cabin hit,
striking the cliff broadside but since the worst of the inpact had

al ready been absorbed by the tail and wing, their collision was no nore
than a fender bender.

Everyone was shaken but alive.

Bane clinbed back into his seat fromthe floor, |ooking none too

pl eased by the whol e experience. Jenny turned to Kowal ski. He reached
out with both hands, grabbed her cheeks, and kissed her full on the
nout h.

"Let's never fight again," he said.

Qut si de, the engine on the crunpled wi ng broke away and hit the ice.
"We'd better get out of here," Tom said.

They haul ed out of the plane. Before clinbing free, Jenny renoved sone
supplies fromthe emergency | ocker: a flashlight, a pair of extra

parkas and mittens, a large coil of poly-line rope, a flare gun, and a
pocketful of extra flares. She glanced to the enpty hooks that



normal Iy held her service shotgun and silently cursed Sewel |l for
confiscating it.

She exited the broken plane and tossed one of the spare parkas to
Kowal ski .

"Looks like Christmas came early," he nmuttered as he pulled into it. It
was too small for his large frame. The sleeves rode four inches up his
forearm but he didn't conplain.

Jenny quaked in the winds, but at |east she was sheltered by the
cliffs, the worst of the stormblunted. She quickly donned her
par ka

Bane trotted around the weckage, then lifted his leg. Hi s yellow
streammnisted steanmily in the frigid cold.

Kowal ski stared a nmonment. "Damm smart dog. |If | had to go, |I'd be
doing the sane thing, too. Remind nme fromhere on out never to get
into anything smaller than a 747."

"Be respectful. She gave all she had to get you here." Jenny stared
at the wreckage, feeling a surprisingly deep pang of regret at the
| oss.

Tom tugged his parka tighter around his boyi sh shoul ders. "Where
now?"

"OFf to where we're not wel conme,"” Kowal ski answered. He pointed to the
mountain range. "Lets see if we can sneak in the back door."

As they headed of f, Jenny asked, "Were does this supposed hidden
ventilation shaft |ead?"

Tom expl ai ned the base's air circulation system It functioned w thout
punps. Shafts were sinply drilled fromthe surface to the deepest

| evel s of the station even below the station. The colder surface air,
bei ng heavier than the warner air bel ow would sink into these shafts

and di spl ace the warner stagnant air. "This creates a passive
circulation system" Tomfinished. "The fresh air is pocketed in a
cavern systemthat waps around the station. A reservoir of clean air,
so to speak. It is then heated through baffles and used to service the
station."

"So the ventilation shaft enpties into this cavern systen?" Jenny
asked.

Kowal ski nodded. "W should be safe once we get there."

Tom agreed. "We call it the Craw Space."

2:13 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt fled with the others down the circular hall as it wound the
circunference of this research level. To his right, he marched past

t he gruesome tanks, one after the other. Matt found hinself counting.
He was up to twenty-two.



He forced hinmself to stop. The tanks continued around the bend. There
had to be fifty at least. He turned to the other wall of plate steel

It was interrupted by a few wi ndows into offices, some seal ed doors,
and a few open hatches. He peered through one of these and spotted a
hall of small barred cells. And in another, a |arger barracks
facility.

Here is where they nust've housed the prisoners, Matt thought. He
could only imagine the terror of these folk. Did they know their
eventual fate?

Dr. Ogden trailed at Matt's heels, while Amanda strode ahead of him
The biol ogi st would occasionally rub at the frosted gl ass of a tank
with the cuff of his sleeve, peer inside, and nutter.

Matt shook his head. He hadn't the stomach for further scientific
curiosity. He only wanted to get the hell out of here, back to the
Al askan backcountry, where all you had to fear was a hungry grizzly.

Behind him a loud clang echoed fromthe main | ab. The Russians were
breaking in. After the threat fromthat icy voice, the group had fled,
heading farther into this |evel.

Bratt led them "It should be another ten yards or so." He clutched a
set of folded station plans in his hand.

Crai g kept peering over the commander's shoul der at the papers. The
schematics came froma nmaterial sciences researcher fromthe NASA
group. The scientist had mapped the entire physical plant of the
station. Matt prayed the man knew hi s business.

Greer yelled. He was farther down the hall, scouting ahead. "Over
here!" The lieutenant had dropped to one knee. A hatch |ay between
two tanks. Conduits and piping led out fromit and spread to either
side, trailing out along fl oorboards and ceiling to service the awful
experi ment.

Pear | son indicated a diagramplated to the wall above the hatch. It
was the |ayout of this level. He tapped a large red X on the map. "You
are here," he nuttered.

Matt studied the map, then glanced forward and back. They were at the
m dpoi nt of the storage hall. Halfway around this |evel.

Pear|l son and Greer set to work unscrew ng the panel, using stee

scal pel s. Around them everyone carried pilfered weapons found in the
| abs before they fled: additional scal pels, bone saws, steel hamers,
even a pair of neat hooks w el ded by Washburn. Matt did not want to
specul ate on the surgical use of those w cked tools. He hinself
carried a yard-long length of steel pipe.

Matt studied their party as the sailors worked on the hatch. They had
all reverted to a pack of stone-age hunter gatherers ... armed with
expertly crafted surgical weapons. A strange sight.

Qgden was agai n rubbing at a nearby tank. The squeaking of wool on
gl ass drew Matt's attention. He had to resist clubbing the man with
his pipe. Leave thembe, he wanted to scream

As if reading his mind, Ogden turned to him eyes pinched. "They're



all indigenous," he nuttered. The man's voice cracked slightly. Matt
finally realized the tension wearing at the biologist, close to
breaking him He was trying to hold hinmself together by keeping his
m nd occupi ed. "Every one of them"

Despite his previous objection, Mitt stepped closer, brows bunched
toget her. "Indi genous."

"Inuit. Aleut. Eskinm. Watever you want to call them" Ogden waved
a hand, enconpassing the arc of tanks. "They're all the same. Maybe
even the sanme tribe."

Matt approached the | ast tank the biol ogist had wi ped. This one
appeared at first enpty. Then Matt | ooked down.

A small boy sat frozen in ice on the bottomof the tank. Dr. QOgden
was correct in his assessment. The lad was clearly Inuit. The black
hair, the sharp al nond eyes, the round cheekbones, even the col or of
his skin though now tinged blue all rmade his heritage plain. Ilnuit.
Jennys people. Matt sank to one knee.

The boy's eyes were closed as if in slunber, but his tiny hands were
rai sed, pressing against the walls of his frozen prison

Matt placed his own pal mon the glass, covering the boy's hand. Matt's
ot her hand cl enched on the pipe he carried. Wat nonsters could do
this to a boy? The lad could be no older than eight. A sudden flash
of recognition. He was the sane age as Tyl er when he died.

Matt found hinmself staring into that still face, but another ghost
intruded: Tyler, lying on the pine table in the famly cabin. H s son
had died in ice, too. H s |ips had been blue, eyes closed.

Just sl eepi ng.
The pain of that noment ached through him He was gl ad Jenny wasn't

here to see this. He prayed she was safe, but she should never see
this ... any of this.

"I"'msorry," he whispered, apologizing to both boys. Tears welled in
his eyes.
A hand touched his shoulder. It was Amanda. "We'll let the world

know, " she said thickly, her pronunciation further garbled by her own
SOrrow.

"How could this ... he was only a boy. Wo was watching after hinP"
But Matt's face was turned to the glass. Still, her fingers squeezed

i n synpat hy.

Qgden stood on his other side. Eyes haggard, he was hal f bent studying
a panel of buttons and levers. One finger traced some witing. "This
is odd." |

"What ?" WMatt asked.

Qgden reached to a lever and pulled it down with a bit of effort. The
snap was loud in the quiet hall. The panel buttons bloomed with |ight.
The glass of the tank vibrated as sone old notor caught, tripped, then



began to hum
"What did you do?" WMatt blurted, offended, anger flaring.

Qgden st epped back, gl anci ng between Matt and Amanda. "My God, it's
still operational. | didn't think "

A loud crash reverberated down the hall, echoing to them
"The Russians," Bratt said. "They're through."

"So are we," Geer said with a grimace. "Alnopst." Pearlson struggled
with the last quarter-tw st screw.

Craig stood at their backs, eyes wi de and unblinking, staring between

their hurried | abor and the hall. The reporter held a foot-long stee
bone pin, a surgical ice pick, clutched to his chest. "C non
al ready, " he npaned.

Shouts could now be heard. Footsteps on steel plate, cautious still.

"CGot it!" Geer spat. He and Pearlson lifted the service hatch
free.
"Everyone out!" Bratt ordered.

Craig, the closest, dove first. The others followed, flow ng through
t he openi ng.

Matt, suddenly weak and tired, still knelt by the frozen boy. H's hand
on the glass ached fromthe cold of the ice inside. He felt the
vibration in the glass fromthe buried machinery.

Amanda stepped away. "Hurry, Matt."

He | ooked one nore time at the boy. He felt like he was abandoni ng the
child as he stood. Hi s fingers lingered an extra nonment, then he
turned away.

Greer hel ped Amanda through, then waved to Matt. He shoved over and
ducked under the hatch

Washburn was crouched on the far side. She pointed one of her stee
hooks, |ike some Amazoni an pirate, down the craw way

Matt foll owed Amanda on hands and knees, pipe under one arm Bratt |ed
the party, followed by Craig and the biology group. Matt hurried,
maki ng room for the others behind him Pearlson, Geer, and Washburn.
The tunnel was a nere shaft bored through the ice. Rubber mats |ined
the floor to aid in clinbing through it. Conduits shared the space,
runni ng al ong both walls.

After five yards, the tunnel suddenly darkened. Matt peered over his
shoul der. Geer had pulled the hatch in place, hopefully hiding their
retreat or at least delaying its discovery. This fourth |evel was

| arge and broken into many conpartnents. The Russians would | ose tine,
hunting through the level; hopefully they'd mss the | oose hatch for a
while. The way becanme darker and col der.

Finally the chute dunped into sone old service cubbyhole. It was



nmerely a cube cut out of the ice. A few pieces of wooden furniture
crowded the space, along with spools of conduit and copper wire, stacks
of spare netal plates, a thick rubber hose, and a tool trunk

A | adder, just wood rungs pounded into one of the ice walls, clinmbed to
anot her shaft twenty feet above.

Bratt pointed the rolled sheaf of his schematics. He kept his voice
low. "That should lead to the third level. They stair step up, one
level at a tinme."

Washburn studied the next tunnel. "W night be able to make it to the
ol d weapons | ocker on the third level. It's in the main section of the
station, but if the Russians' attention were distracted for a nonent, a
smal |l team might be able to reach it." Bratt nodded. "Up," he

or der ed.

Surgical tools were pocketed in order to free hands. The group nounted
the ladder in the same order as before. Matt foll owed Amanda. He
reached the top and pulled hinself into the next service shaft.

A shout sounded behind him Russian. It came fromdown the tunnel to
the ab on Level Four. "Dam it," Greer growl ed. The Russians had
al ready found their rabbit hole.

A shot rang out. The slug ricocheted down the shaft and rebounded into
t he cubbyhole. |Ice blasted as the bullet struck the wall, inches from
wher e Washburn clinbed the | adder

Matt reached down and hel ped haul her up. N nble as a cat, Washburn
slipped past him "Get the others noving faster," he urged her.

No further pronpting was needed. Everyone in the chute had frozen at
the rifle blast, but now they hurried away, Bratt in the |ead.

A new commmoti on echoed down to them Minbled orders in Russian. They
were hard to discern. Matt's ears were still ringing, but he didn't
like the furtive tone of this new speech

Matt | eaned over the tunnel opening. "Get your asses up here!" he
hi ssed down to the last two men. They had both spl ayed thensel ves
against the walls to either side, wary of further gunshots.

Greer leaped to the |adder first, flying up like a nmonkey. Pearlson
was at his heels, practically crawing up his partner's |egs.

Matt grabbed the | oose hood of Greer's parka and dragged the man to
him then shoved himafter the others.

Pear| son had one hand on the lip of the service shaft. WMatt turned to
hel p hi mnext. Over the seaman's shoul der, he saw a bl ack obj ect
bounce into the room bel ow.

Matt's eyes widened with horror. It |looked Iike a matte-black
pi neappl e.
Pear| son must have been | ooking at Matt's face at that monent. "Wat..

?" He gl anced back over his own shoul der

The bl ack object danced on the ice, striking the wall at the base of



the | adder.
"Shit!" Pearlson said, staring up at Matt.
Matt | unged out and grabbed the seaman's hood.

Pear | son knocked his arm away and | eaped up, covering the shaft's
opening with his own torso. "Go!" he wailed in grimterror

Matt fell back as the grenade expl oded. The concussi on knocked him
farther back. The flash of brightness blinded him He felt a wash of
heat over his face and neck. He surely screaned, but was deaf to it.

The flash died away i medi ately, but not the heat it grew nore
i nt ense.

The source becanme horribly clear as Matt's vision blinked back

Pearl son still bl ocked the exit, but his clothes were on fire. No, not
his clothes his entire body.

It had been no ordinary grenade, but an incendiary device, exploding
with liquid fire.

Pear | son's body tunbl ed backward as the end of the shaft nelted toward
Matt, the rubber matting bubbling. He backpedal ed away. His face and
neck felt sunburned. |If Pearlson hadn't shielded the chute, they al
woul d' ve been parboiled inside. The residual heat still felt like an
open oven. The ice turned to water, dripping all around.

The Russi ans nmust have known they ran a good chance of |osing the
escapees in the warren of service tunnels and chutes. Their ploy had
been brutal and swift. The grenade would either kill themor flush

t hem out.

A hand grabbed Matt's shoul der.

It was Greer. The lieutenant stared unblinking toward the nelted
ruins. "Mve it."

Matt's ears still throbbed. He barely heard the man, but he nodded.
Toget her they crawl ed after the others.

But where could they go? Death lay either way. The only question
remai ni ng was the nethod of their demise. Matt stared ahead, then
behi nd.

lce or fire.

Rai di ng Parties

APRIL 9, 2:15 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

The group of men and wonen awaited Captain Perry's order. The Pol ar
Sentinel hung at periscope depth under an open | ead between two ice

floes. Wnds wailed just feet overhead, blasting at sixty mles per
hour across the open plains, but here, subnerged, it was deadly



qui et .

Perry turned to the radi oman, a freckle-faced petty officer, who | ooked
as pale as the white sheaves of paper in his hand. "And there renains
no expectation of satellite contact?" Perry asked.

The twenty-two-year-old radi oman swal | owed hard, but he bore the heavy

wei ght of the group's gazes. "No, sir. The magnetic stormis fiercer
than the blizzard above. 1've tried every trick I could think of."
Perry nodded. They were still on their own. The decision could not be

put off any longer. Half an hour ago, the sane radi oman had rushed
into the conn. He had picked up a nessage in Russian over the UQC. The
underwat er phones, while convenient for communi cating short distances,
of fered no privacy, especially to a boat equipped |like the Senti nel

The smal |l submarine was not only fast and silent, but it had the best
ears of any vessel in the sea.

Sailing twenty mles away, they had intercepted the vague sonar

conmuni cati on between the Russian teaml s | eader and the captain of the
Drakon. Their shipboard translator had made short work of the brief
exchange. Perry had listened to the recording hinmself, heard the cold,
hol | ow voi ce issue the order

Ignite the buried charges. Mt the entire base into the ocean

The Russians intended to |ay waste to everything. The civilians, the
remaining soldiers ... all would be sacrificed, burned off the ice
cap.

Upon hearing this, Perry had i mrediately ordered the helmto find
somepl ace to raise their antenna. Even though it was doubtful anyone
could still respond in time, an emergency Mayday had to be sounded. The
ti netabl e was too short.

But even this feeble effort had met with failure. Fifteen m nutes ago,
they had surfaced in a thin | ead, hunmocked by snowbanks on either
side. The antenna array had been sent up into the topside blizzard,
and the radioman went to work. But it was no use. Communications were
still down.

Dr. WIlig stepped forward now. The Swedi sh oceanographer had becone
t he spokesman for the civilians aboard. "Those are our people over
there, our coll eagues, our friends, even famly. W understand the

ri sk involved."

Perry studied the faces around him H s crew, manning their respective
stations, wore expressions just as determned. He turned and cli nbed
the step up to the periscope stand. He took a nonent to weigh his own

notivations. Amanda was over there ... sonewhere. How nmuch of his

j udgrment now was skewed because of his feelings for her? How nuch was
he willing to risk: the crew, the civilians under his protection, even
t he boat?

He read the determ nation in the others, but it was ultimately his
responsibility. He could either continue their flight to the Al askan
coast, or he could head back to Orega and do what he could to rescue
t he personnel

But what challenge could the Sentinel offer the larger, fully arnmed



Russi an hunter killer They had only three weapons at hand: speed,
stealth, and cunni ng.

Perry took a deep breath and turned to the waiting radioman. "W can't
wait any longer. Float a SLOT in the lead here. Set it for continual
broadcast to NAV SAT | ooped with the recorded Russian message." "Aye,
sir." The man fled back to his shack.

Perry glanced at Dr. WIIlig, then faced his second-in-conmand. "Diving
O ficer, make your depth eight-five feet, thirty-degree down angle

Everyone held his or her breath, awaiting his decision. Were would
they go fromhere: forward or back?

H s next order answered this question. "And rig the boat for
ultra-quiet."

2:35 p.m
ABOARD THE DRAKON

Captain M kovsky stood watch over the hel msman and pl anes nman as the
two nmen gui ded the surfacing submarine up into the polynya. His diving
of ficer, Gegor Yanovich, watched the depth gauge, sounding their

rise.

Al was steady.

Gregor turned to him The officer's eyes were haunted by worry. The
man had been his XO for alnost a full year. The two nen had grown to
know each other's noods, even thoughts. M kovsky read his officer's
internal wangling now. Are we really going to do this?

M kovsky merely sighed. They had their orders. After the prisoners'
escape, the drift station had becone nore of a risk than an asset to
their mission. /
"Al vents shut,"”
to surface.”

the chief called out, glancing to his captain. "Ready

"Surface,” Mkovksy ordered. "Keep her trimand steady."

Swi t ches were engaged. Punps chugged, and the Drakon rose, surfacing
qui ckly and smoothly. Reports echoed up fromthe sub. Al clear.

"Open the hatch," he called out.

Gregor relayed the order with a wave to the sailor stationed by the

| ocki ng dogs. As the crewran set to work, the XO strode up to

M kovsky. "The shore teamis ready to debark."” The man's words were
stilted, stiffly spoken, forced professionalismbecause of the grim
task before them "Orders?”

M kovsky checked his watch. "Secure the prisoners. Double-check that
the incendiaries are deployed as instructed. Then | want all men back
aboard in fifteen mnutes. Once the last man is aboard, we'll flood

i medi ately and take her deep.”

Gregor still stood, eyes no |onger |ooking at M kovsky, but off toward



some i magi ned di stance where what they were about to do could be
fathomed and forgiven. But no one had eyesight that stretched that
far.

M kovsky gave the final order. "As soon as the deck is awash, blow the
V-cl ass series. There nmust be no trace of the drift station.”

2:50 p.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

As Jenny clinbed the next ice ridge, claw ng her way up, she was gl ad
her father had stayed behind at Orega. The terrain here was brutal

Her mittens already bore cuts fromthe knife-sharp ice. Her fingers
ached, and the calves of her legs burned. The rest of her was chilled
to the marrow.

Wth a gasp that was nore of a nmpban, she pulled herself up to the lip
of the ridge.

Al ready straddling the ridgeline, Kowal ski hel ped her over, and
together they slid on their butts and hands down the far side. "You
okay?" he asked, pulling her to her feet.

She nodded, taking deep breaths of the frigid air, and turned as Bane
and Ensign Pomaut uk cleared the ridge next. The young nman had to push
the wolf's rear to get himover the edge. Then they both slid and
trotted down the far side

"How much farther?" Jenny asked.

Tom checked his watch with a built-in conpass. He pointed an arm
" Anot her hundred yards."

Jenny stared where he indicated. It seened inpassable. It had taken
them an hour, and they had barely craw ed into the outer fringe of the
nmount ai nous pressure ridges that topped the buried station. Ahead, the
| and was fol ded, cracked, uplifted, and shattered. It was |ike hiking
through a junbl ed pile of broken glass. But they had no choice.

They trudged onward. Wnds crashed overhead, sounding |ike waves
br eaki ng agai nst a stony shore. Snow frothed and foaned in billows and
currents.

Jenny continued to use Kowal ski's bul k as a w ndbreak. The brawny
seaman was |i ke sonme clay golem nmarching steadily through the snow and
ice. She focused on his shoul ders, his backside, matching himstep for
st ep.

Then Kowal ski suddenly tilted, tunbling down to a knee, arms flying out
as he fell. "Fuck!"

H s boot had shattered through a pocket of thin ice, revealing a small
pool, no larger than a manhol e cover. He sank to his thigh before
catching hinself on the edge. He rolled away, swearing a litany as he
haul ed his soaked |l eg fromthe freezing depths. "Fucking great!

can't seemto stop falling in the goddam water."

Despite his bravado, Jenny noted the glimmer of true fear in his eyes.
She and Tom hel ped hi mup. "Just keep noving," she said. "Your body



heat and novenent shoul d keep you fromicing up."

He shook free of their arms. "Were is this goddamm ventil ation
shaft ?"
"Not far!"™ Tomled the way fromhere, Bane trotting at his side.

Kowal ski foll owed, grunbling under his breath.

Jenny, a step behind, heard a slight sloshing sound behind her. She
gl anced over a shoulder. The broken chunks of ice bobbled up and down,
di sturbed from bel ow. Just the currents.

She conti nued after the others.

After another five minutes of hiking, Ensign Pomautuk's assessnent
proved true. They rounded a pinnacle of ice and found a true nmountain
of a peak bl ocking their way.

"We've reached the outer edge of the submerged ice island,"” Tom said.

Jenny stared underfoot. It was hard to believe she was wal king on top
of an iceberg, a nonster extending a mle deep

"Where's this ventilation shaft?" Kowal ski asked, teeth chattering.

"Over there," Tom said, pointing to a black tunnel opening near the
base of the nmountain. It was too square to be natural, about a yard on
each side. A brass grate had once locked it closed, but it had been
peel ed open, half buried in snow

Pol ar bears, Jenny thought, hunting for a den. She approached
warily.

Tom crossed without fear and dropped to his hands and knees. "W have
to be careful. It's fairly steep. Forty-five degrees. W should rope
up for safety.”

Jenny fished the Maglite flashlight fromher pocket and passed it to
the ensign. He flicked it on and shone it down the tunnel

"It looks like it makes an abrupt right turn about ten yards down," Tom
said, pointing the flashlight. He slipped the coil of rope from around

his shoulder. "Like one of the entrances to our snow houses."
Jenny | eaned closer. It was typical of Inuit architecture to build one
or two sharp turns in the entrance shaft of an "igloo." The turns

bl ocked the snow | aden winds froma direct path into the hone.

"Fuck it! Lets just get the hell inside." Kowal ski shivered beside
Jenny.

As Jenny straightened, the tiny hairs on the back of her neck suddenly
qui vered. As a sheriff, she had devel oped keen senses, a survival
trait. They were not alone. She swung around, startling Kowal ski with
her sudden novenent.

"What ?" he began, turning with her

From around the pinnacle, something sloshed into view. It was heavy,
with a bullet-shaped head, black eyes, claws digging in the ice. It



lifted its muzzle and scented the air toward them Jenny stared,
frozen. Wat the hell was it?

Bane jamed forward, barking a warning. H s shoul ders bunched, hackl es
bristled, head bent | ow

The creature crouched at the threat. Blubbery Iips rippled back to
reveal the jaws of a great white.

That was enough for Jenny. Having grown up in Al aska, she knew that if
it had teeth, it was going to try to eat you

"Cet inside!" she yelled, and grabbed Bane by his scruff. "Go!l" Tom
didn't have to be told twice. He knew how to junmp at orders and
denonstrated his skill now. He dove down the shaft, belly first,
sliding on the slick ice.

Jenny backed to the shaft's opening, draggi ng Bane. Kowal ski waved her
inside. She lost her hold on Bane as she turned. The wolf trotted a
few steps away and began to bark again. She reached for him but she
was bl ocked.

"Leave the dog!" Kowal ski grow ed, manhandling her inside. He
foll owed at her heels, l|eaving her no choice. She slid down the steep
ice chute. "Bane," she shouted sharply back. "Heel!"

She gl anced over her shoul der, but her view was bl ocked by Kowal ski's
bul k. The monentum of their slide slowed as they neared the sharp turn
in the tunnel

"Crawl! Mwve it!" he urged her. The shaft suddenly darkened behind
them "Shit! 1t's follow ng us!"

Jenny reached the sharp turn in the tunnel and gl anced back. The
creature clawed its way down t he passage, scooting and undul ati ng on
its snooth belly, noving fast.

Bane raced only a few steps ahead of it, bounding down the shaft.

"Mwve!" Kowal ski yelled, and tried to shove her around the corner. But
this time she held her spot, struggling with her parka. She ripped the
energency flare gun free fromher pocket. "Get down!" She pointed it

up the shaft.
The seaman fl attened hinsel f.

Jenny aimed past the wolfs ear and fired. The flare flamed across
t he

di stance, earning a startled yip fromBane as it sailed past him and
expl oded agai nst the nuzzle of the beast.

The beast roared as light burst around it, blinding all its senses. It
pawed at its stung face.

As Bane | eaped to their side, Jenny rolled away. Crawing and sliding,
she headed after the vanished ensign with the flashlight.

Kowal ski kept a watch behind themuntil they rounded the corner. "It
| ooks like it's heading back out." He faced Jenny. "Found you too
damm spicy for its liking."



The way qui ckly becane steeper. They were soon sliding headl ong down
the chute. Jenny did her best to brake herself with boots and hands,
but the walls were slick.

After a mnute, Tomcalled out to them his voice echoing, "I've
reached the end! It's not nmuch farther."”
He was right.

The I'ight brightened, and Jenny found hersel f dunped out of the shaft
into a large ice tunnel. Kowal ski followed, |anding al most on top of
her, then Bane. Jenny rolled out of the way and stood, rubbing her
hands. She stared around her. How far down into the ice island were
t hey?

Tom stood by one wall. His finger traced a green di anond pai nted on
the wall. "1 think I know where we are ... but..." He swung his
flashlight back to the floor. Soneone had spilled red paint.

Bane, his hackles still raised, sniffed at the marking.

Jenny clinbed to her feet. Not paint.... blood.

It was still fresh. +

Kowal ski shook his head. "W should' ve never left that dam drift
station."

No one argued with him
2:53 p.m
QUTSI DE OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Master Sergeant Ted Kanter lay in the snowdrift, half buried, dressed
in a polar-white stormsuit, covered fromhead to foot. He stared

t hrough infrared binoculars toward the U S. research base. He had
wat ched the Russian subrmarine surface fifteen m nutes ago, steam ng
into the blizzard gale.

He lay only a hundred yards fromthe station. H's only comunication
to the outside world was the General Dynami c acoustic earpiece clipped
in place. He wore a subvocal mcrophone taped to his larynx. He had
made his report and continued his watch.

He had been ordered to remain at alert but to make no nove.
Such had been his orders since arriving.

A quarter mle away, two white tents bivouacked the renai nder of the
Delta Force advance team mnus his partner, who |ay hidden in a snow
mound a coupl e yards away. The six-man team had been stationed here
for the past sixteen hours, flown in and dropped in the dead of

ni ght .

H s team | eader, Conmand Sergeant Maj or W/ son, designated Delta One
for this mssion, was with the rest of the assault teamat Rally Point
Al pha, four miles away. Their two helicopters were covered with Arctic
canouf | age, hi dden away until the go-order was given



In position this nmorning, Kanter's team had watched from cl ose quarters
as the Russian submarine had arrived with the dawmn. He nonitored as
the soldiers swanped the drift station and commandeered it. He had

wat ched nen killed, one shot only forty yards fromhis position. But
he could not react. He had his orders: watch, observe, record.

Not act, not yet.

The mission's operational controller had | eft standing orders to
advance only once the go-code was transmtted. Matters had to be
arranged, both political and strategic. |In addition, the m ssion

obj ective, nicknaned the "football," had to be di scovered and secured.
Only then could they nove. Until that noment canme, Kanter followed his
orders.

Fifteen m nutes ago, he had watched the Russians | eave the boat. He
had counted the shore party, then added that nunmber to the conpl enent
of hostiles previously stationed here, keeping track of the Russian
forces.

Now men were returning. He squinted through his scopes and began
counting down as the nmen returned to the sub and vani shed through
hatches. His lips tightened.

The pattern was clear.

He pressed a finger to his transmitter. "Delta One, respond."

The answer was i medi ate, whispering in his ear. "Report, Delta
Four .

"Sir, | believe the Russians are clearing out of the base." Kanter

continued to subtract forces as additional men clinbed over the nearby
pressure ridge and headed to the docked sub

"Understood. W have new orders, Delta Four."
Kant er tensed.

"The go-code has been activated by the controller. Ready your nen to
nmove out on ny order." "Roger that, Delta One." Kanter rolled back
fromhis hiding spot. Now the true battle began

2:54 p.m
USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry paced the control bridge of his submarine as it raced under the
ice. No one spoke. The crew knew the urgency of their nission, the
risk. The plan was al nost inpossible to fathom He knew that even if
he succeeded, it could cost himhis captain's bars. He didn't care. He
knew right fromwong, blind duty from personal responsibility. Still
anot her question nagged: Did he know bravery fromsinple stupidity?

While en route to Orega, he had come close a hundred tines to calling
the Pol ar Sentinel back around, ordering it to return to the safety of
the di stant Al askan coast. But he never did. He sinply watched the

di stance to their destination grow smaller and smaller. Had captains
of the past been plagued by such doubts? He had never felt so unfit to



| ead.
But there was no one el se.

"Captain," his chief whispered to him The Polar Sentinel was baffled
and soundproofed, but no one dared speak too loudly | est the dragon in
the waters should hear them "Position confirmed. The Drakon is

al ready surfaced at Onega."

Perry crossed to the man. He checked their distance to Onega. Still
another five nautical mles. "How |long have they been there?"

The chi ef shook his head. Up until now, details had been sketchy.

W thout going active with their sonar, staying in passive node, the
exact whereabouts and | ocation of the Drakon had been fuzzy. At |east
they had found the other sub. Still, that narrowed their own w ndow
consi derably. The Russians nust al ready be evacuating the station
According to the intercepted UQC conmuni cation, the captain of the
Drakon woul d bl ow t he base once he began his descent. The Russian
captain wouldn't risk damagi ng his own boat during the conflagration

But what was the tine frame? /

H s diving officer, Lieutenant Liang, stepped to his side. His
features

were tight with worry. "Sir, 1've run the proposed scenario over wth
the helmcrew. W've wangled various options."

"And what's the tine estimate for the naneuver?"

"I can position us in under three nminutes, but we'll need another two
to rise safely.”

"Five minutes ..." And we still have to get there

Perry glanced to their speed. Forty-two knots. It was blistering for
a sub running silent, but that was the Sentinel's advantage. Still
they dared go no faster. |If the Drakon picked up the cavitation of
their propellers or any other telltale sign of their approach, they
wer e dooned

He calculated in his head the tine to reach Orega, to get in position
to orchestrate the rescue ... and escape. They didn't have the tine.
He stared at his chief. |If only the Drakon hadn't already been in
position, weren't already evacuating Russian forces ..

Li ang stood quietly. He knew the same. They all did. Once again, he
prepared to call their boat around. They had made a run for it, but it
was hopel ess. The Russi ans had beaten t hem

But he pictured Amanda's smile, the crinkles at the corners of her eyes
when she | aughed, the way her |ips parted under his own, softly,
sweetly ..

"Chief," Perry said, "we need to delay the Drakon's departure.™

"Yes, sir.

"I want you to ping the other boat with active sonar."



"Sir?"

Perry turned to his men. "W need to |let the Drakon know soneone
shares their waters. That sonmeone is watching." He paced, running out
his plan aloud. "They expected us |ong gone. That no one woul d be

around to witness what is going to happen. By pinging them it wll
force their captain to confer with his conmander, delay a bit |onger
Per haps buy us the tinme we need.”

"But they'll be on full alert with all their ears up," Liang said. "As
it is, we'll be hard-pressed to sneak under their nose and performthe
rescue maneuver."

"I"'maware of that. We were sent north to run the Polar Sentine
through its paces. To prove its capacity in speed and stealth. That's
just what | intend to do."

Li ang took a deep, shuddering breath. "Aye, sir.
Perry nodded to the chief. "One ping ... then we go dead silent."

"Aye to that, sir." The chief shifted over to the sonar suite and
began conferring.

Perry turned to his diving officer. "As soon as we ping, | want the
hel mto heel the boat away at forty-five degrees from our present
course. | don't want themto get a fix on us. W run fast and
silent.”

"As a ghost, sir."
station.

Liang turned on a heel and retreated to his

One of the sonar techs suddenly junped to his feet. "Sir! [|I'm picking
up venting! Coming fromthe Drakonl™"

Perry swore. The Russian sub was preparing to dive, taking on ballast,
venting air. They were too |late. The evacuation had already been
conpl et ed.

The chief stared over at him H's face was plain to read: Continue as
pl anned or abort?

Perry nmet the others gaze, unflinching. "Ring their doorbell."

The chi ef spun around and placed a hand on the sonar supervisor
Switches were flipped and a button punched.

The chi ef nodded to him

It was done. They had just given thensel ves away. Now to observe the
reaction. A long nonent stretched even |longer. The Sentinel swing
under their feet, deck plates tilting as the sub adjusted to a new
trajectory.

Perry stood with clenched fists.

"Venting stopped, sir," the technician whispered.

Their call had been heard.



"Sir!l" Another sonar tech was on his feet, hissing urgently for

attention. The tech wore headphones. "I'm picking up another contact.
Noi se on the hydrophones." He pointed to his earpiece.

Anot her contact? Perry hurried to him "Com ng from where?"

The tech's eyes flicked upward. "Directly on top of us, sir."

Perry waved for the phones. The technician passed themto him and he
pressed an earpiece to his head. Through the phone, he heard what
sounded |ike drunms, beating slowy ... nore than one ... their cadence
pi cked up rapidly.

Perry had once been a sonar tech. He knew what he heard drunm ng

t hrough the ice fromabove. "Rotor wash," he whi spered.
The technician nodded. "There are two birds in the air."
2:56 p.m

ABCARD THE DRAKON

M kovsky was getting the sane information fromhis sonar crew. A
nmonent ago, their boat had been pinged, deliberately and precisely.
Cearly

someone was in the waters bel ow and now anot her party was in the skies
above.

The Drakon was pi nned down, trapped.

If the other sub had pinged them then they certainly had a weapons
lock. He could al nobst sense the torpedo ained at his ass. The fact
that no fish was already in the water suggested the ping had only been
a war ni ng.

Don't nove or we'll blast your boat out of the water

And he could not argue. He had no defense. Trapped in the polynya,
t he Drakon had no way to naneuver, no way to escape an eneny attack
Surrounded on all sides by ice, he couldn't even get a decent sonar
sweep. Wiile surfaced here, he was half blind.

Still, that wasn't the greatest danger

He stared over the shoul der of his XO and studi ed the radar screen. The
snowst orm and wavering magnetic fluxes in the regi on weaked havoc with
the readings. Two helicopters sped toward him |ow over the ice,
maki ng contact difficult and target |ocks inpossible, especially in the
bl owi ng whit eout surroundi ng the boat.

"They're coming in shallow, hugging ridgelines," Gegor warned.
"I"'mdetecting a mssile launch!™ another sonar man yell ed.

"Dam it!" M kovsky glanced to the nonitors feeding from exterior
caneras. He could nmake out vague outlines of the pressure ridges

surroundi ng the | ake. The rest of the world was solid white. "Aerial
count erneasures. Blow chaff!"



There was no weaker position for a sub than surfaced. He'd rather be
lying on the bottom of a deep ocean trench than where he was now. And
that was where he was going ... to hell wth whoever had pinged them
He' d rather take his chances bel ow

"Fl ood negative!" he shouted to Gregor. "Sound energency dive!"

"Fl oodi ng negative." A klaxon blared down the |length of the boat. The
submarine runbl ed as bal |l ast tanks were swanped.

"Continue blowing chaff until sail is awash!" M kovsky swung to the
crew at the fire control station. "I want to know who's down here with
us. Weapons O ficer, | need a |l ock and sol ution as soon as we cl ear
the ice."

Nods net his orders.

M kovsky's attention flicked back to the video monitor. Fromthe deck
of his boat, a cloud of shredded foil belched into the air. The chaff
was intended to distract the incomng nmissile fromits true target. But
the blizzard winds tore the foil away as soon as it exited fromthe
sub, stripping the boat, leaving it exposed.

As the dive tanks flooded, the Drakon dropped |ike a stone but not
bef ore M kovsky noted nmovenent on the nonitor

A spiral of snow ... coming right at them
A Si dewi nder missile.
They woul d not escape.

Then the sea swelled over the exterior caneras, taking away the
si ght.

The expl osi on foll owed next, deafening. The Drakon jolted as if struck
by a giant hanmer. The sub rolled, carrying the video camera back to
the surface. The stream ng feed on the nonitor showed the back half of
the polynya. |Its edge was cratered away, a blasted cove. The docking
bol | ards sailed skyward. Fire spread over ice and water

The missile had missed! A near miss, but a mss nonetheless. A |ucky
bl ow of chaff must have pulled the weapon a few degrees off course.

But fromthe force of the concussion through the water, the sinking
Dr akon had been shoved to the side and forced slightly back to the
surface, exposing itself again. But not for long. The sub rocked
stabl e and recomrenced its stony plunge. The outside decks slipped
under the sloshing water.

M kovsky thanked all the gods of sea and nen and turned away.

Then somet hi ng caught his attention. On another video nonitor. This
canera, submerged a yard underwater, was ai nmed back toward the surface.
The i mage was watery, but through the blue clarity of the polar sea,
the i mage remained strangely vivid, Iimed by the flam ng expl osi on of
the Si dew nder.

On the video monitor, a soldier, drefted in polar canouflage, clinbed



into view on the opposite ridge. He bore a length of black tube on one
shoul der, ained square at the camera.

Rocket | auncher.
A spat of fire flamed fromthe far end of the weapon.
M kovsky screaned. "Ready for inmpact!"

He didn't even finish his shout when the Drakon shuddered fromthe
rocket strike. This tine it was no niss.

M kovsky's ears popped as the rocket pierced somewhere aft, exploding a
hol e through the plating. An arnor-piercing shell

They were flooding. Snoke billowed into the conn. The Drakon, already
heavy with water in the ballast tanks, yawed as the seawater pounded
into the stern, lifting the nose. His planes man fought his controls
to hold themlevel. Gegor |eaned over him yelling.

M kovsky's ears rang. He could not hear his words.

The sub continued to tilt. A clanging hamrered through the

captain's tenporary deafness. Additional hatches were being cl osed,
manual |y and el ectronically, as the flooding sections of the boat were
further isol ated.

M kovsky | eaned against the thirty-degree tilt in the floor

Fromthe video nonitor, he watched the nose of the Drakon break the
water's surface, tilting high in the air Iike a breaching whale, while
the stern, heavy with the flood, dragged downward.

They were exposed again on the surface.

M kovsky searched quickly for the lone warrior who had fired the rocket
then spotted him The parka-clad man ran along the ice ridge, diving
down the far side, running full tilt.

Why was he fl eei ng?

The answer appeared out of the blowing snow a nmoment later. Two

heli copters, both painted as white as the blizzard, a Sikorsky Seahawk
and a Sikorsky H 92 helibus. Fromthe bus, ropes tunbled out open
doors as the craft slowed. Men imediately slid down the whipping

i nes, weapons on backs. The helibus then swng out in a w de arc,
droppi ng soldiers behind it, aimng for the drift station

M kovsky coul d guess the identity of the new arrivals. He had been
briefed by the Wite Chost.

United States Delta Force.

The ot her helicopter, the Seahawk, flew over the |isting subnarine,
buzzing it like a fly over a dying bull's nose. M kovsky stared,
sensing his doom Under him the Drakon sank into the sea, stern
first. The best its captain could hope for was leniency for his crew,
mercy fromhis captors.

As he prepared the order to abandon ship, the Seahawk flew right over



the exterior camera. M kovsky squinted at the nonitor. Something was
strange about the undercarriage of the aircraft. It took a full breath
for Mkovsky to recogni ze what he was seeing.

Druns ... a score of gray drums were attached to the Seahawk's belly,
like a clutch of steel eggs.

He recogni zed themon sight. Al sub commanders did.
Dept h charges.

He watched the first drumdrop free fromthe Seahawk's undercarri age,
tumbling end over end toward the foundering sub

M kovsky had his answer to the fate of his crew
There woul d be no nercy.

3:02 P.M

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry stood in the Cycl ops chanber, surrounded by the open Arctic
Ccean. The Sentinel had retreated a safe di stance away fromthe
fighting, remaining silent in the waters. Even their notors were
stilled as they fl oated.

Upon the first mssile strike on the surface, Perry had ordered the
Sentinel to dive deep. The Drakon was clearly under attack fromthe
surface. This was confirmed a nonment |ater when his sonar chief had
reported a successful rocket attack. Listening froma half nile away,
t hey had heard the expl osion and the resulting bubbling of a ruptured
submari ne.

"It looks like the cavalry finally arrived," Lieutenant Liang had said,
grimy relieved, voicing everyone' s opinion

The XO was probably right. The attackers had to be the Delta Force
teamnoted in Admiral Reynolds's |ast nessage.

Still, Perry had wanted confirmation before |letting anyone know of
their presence in these waters. The tinming of this attack was too
perfect. How had the Delta Force team crossed the blizzard to arrive
so opportunely? And why hadn't the two helicopters been heard before
now? Had they been flying too high and were only picked up by the
hydr ophones as they made their bonbing dive toward the surface?

Perry didn't |ike questions he couldn't answer and in a subnarine,
paranoia was a survival trait. 1t kept you live in dangerous waters.

As such, Perry stood in the forward chanmber, watching the battle

t hrough the Sentinel's window. He had wanted to see with his own eyes
what was happening. He had tried to use the exterior cameras fromthe
control bridge, but they didn't have the zoom capability to cross the
di st ance.

So Perry had inprovised. Standing now in the Cyclops chanber, he used
a set of ordinary binoculars to watch the battle.

Half a mile away, the Drakon was nose up in the waters, silhouetted in



the stormlight beam ng through the open | ake above. She listed at
close to sixty degrees, alnopst vertical in the water

Perry watched, know ng that his counterpart on the other sub nust be
soundi ng the evacuation alarm The battle was already over. The
Russi an crew had only one chance here: to abandon shi p.

Then through the binoculars, a bright flash ignited the waters,
freezing the image upon Perry's retina before tenporarily blinding him
He

bl i nked away the dazzle as the dull explosion roared to him It
sounded exactly like a runble of thunder, followed by the rattling of
deck plates fromthe di stant concussion

Perry's vision cleared. The Drakon was fully upright, surrounded in a
whi rl pool of bubbles. Chunks of ice, blown down from above, rattled
back up out of the depths.

The roomintercom buzzed. "Captain, Conn. W're reading a depth
charge!"

Perry hurried away, tapping the intercomas he passed. "Pull us out of
here!" he called out, then ducked through the hatch and ran back

toward the bridge

Anot her expl osi on shuddered through the boat, rocking the Sentinel
These icy waters were about to get too damm hot.

3:03 p.m

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

John Aratuk accepted death. He had seen entire villages, including his
own, mneet brutal and harsh ends. He had held his wife's hand as she
lay dying, trapped in the weckage of his drunken accident. Death was
a constant in his life. So as others around himshouted or cried, he
sat quietly, his hands bound with plastic ties behind his back

Anot her expl osi on shook the barracks building, setting the hanging

| anps to swinging. The ice under the buildings bowed and rattled from
the forces of the nearby explosions, threatening to shatter the entire
ar ea.

Around John, the military men were struggling to get free of their
bonds, using whatever sharp edge they could find to saw through the
tough pl astic.

The Russi ans had bound them after Jenny and the seaman had escaped,
keepi ng t hem under constant armed guard. Then a few nonments ago, the
Russians had fled. It was clear fromtheir hurried departure and
frantic grab for supplies that they were abandoni ng the base.

But why? Had they discovered what they canme to find? And what was to
be their own fate? These questions had been bandi ed about, nostly
anong the civilian scientists. But John had seen the answer in

Li eut enant Commander Sewell's eyes. He had overheard the conversation
about the V-class incendiary bonbs planted throughout the drift
station.



There was no doubt what was going to happen, what the Russians
i nt ended.

Then the blasts had started, rocking the ice, deafening even the
storm

"Everyone stay calm" Sewell yelled in a firmauthoritative voice. H's
attenpt at assuredness was weakened as he alnopst lost his footing with
another rattle of ice. He caught hinself on one of the bed franes.
"Panic will not hel p us escape!"

John continued to sit, unconcerned. Jenny had escaped. He had heard
the Twin Gtter buzz by overhead. John positioned his feet closer to
t he space heater.

At least he'd die warm
3:04 p.m
QUTSI DE OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Mast er Sergeant Kanter lay on the far side of a steep pressure ridge.
The rocket |auncher he had used to pierce the sub was propped beside
him but it was no | onger needed. Hi s ears ached fromthe concussion
bl ows of the depth charges. Even though he was hal f shielded by the
ridgeline, the explosions felt like punches to his solar plexus. Each
one pounded at him

He watched drum after drumdrop into the sea, sink the preset ten feet,
and bl ow. Water ball ooned up, then expl oded skyward, casting a funne
of water and ice high into the air. The float ice under Kanter bucked
with each bl ow

The wi de | ake of the polynya had turned into a roiling and hellish

pool. Fires burned onshore. The edges of the | ake were shattered.
Steam flowed into the snowy blizzard, masking and shroudi ng the bul k of
the sinking submarine. It foundered in the | ake, vertical in the

water, only its nose visible and even this was sinking rapidly.

Kanter spotted a pair of Russian sailors bob up in the |ake, struggling
to keep their heads above water. They wore orange float suits.
Evacuees, attenpting to escape. It did themno good. A depth charge

| anded a yard fromthem It blew, casting their shattered and broken
forms through the air to smash against both ice and their own boat.

There woul d be no escape.

Farther out, the Sikorsky helibus circled the hovering Seahawk. It had
dropped the remai ni ng team nmenbers and awaited further orders.

Sonmewhere Delta One was organi zing ground forces to retake the U S.
research base.

But Kanter's attention remained on the pol ynya.
The maj esty of the attack was breathtaking, a synphony of ice, fire,

water, and snmoke. He felt each explosion down to his bones, beconing a
physi cal part of the attack hinself.



Kant er had never been prouder than at this nmoment.
Then he spotted novenent on the flank of the dying sub
3:06 p.m

ABQARD THE DRAKON

M kovsky was strapped in a seat, as were nost of the key bridge crew,
trying to keep sone senbl ance of order. Their boat was dead:
conpartnents crushed, flooding everywhere, engines al nbost gone. Snoke
choked t hrough the bridge, making it difficult to think, to see. The
expl osi ons deafened them The bridge crew wore emergency air-breathing
masks, but such neager safety devices would not save themonly all ow

t hem one | ast act of revenge.

"Message rel ayed through digital shortwave!" the radionman yelled from
t he nei ghboring communi cati on shack, half his face burned by an
electrical fire he had nanaged to put out. His words sounded as if
they came fromdown a | ong tunnel, hollow and whi spery.

M kovsky gl anced to his weapons officer. He got the nod he wanted.
They could not carry on proper protocol, but conmunication was stil
intact. H s weapons officer confirmed the fire control solution and
target fix one unlike any cal cul ated before.

Their vessel might be dooned, but they weren't dead.

The Drakon carried a full conplenment of two-hundred-knot Shkval

t or pedoes, SS-N-16 anti submarine m ssiles, and one pair of UGST rocket
torpedoes. This last pair were the latest in Russian design, powered
by a liquid nonopropellant with its own oxidizer. They were nounted in
speci al flank tubes that deployed by pushing out fromthe sides of the
boat. It had been an accident in such a deployment that had led to the
Kursk tragedy back in 2000, a mishandling that led to the |oss of al
aboard.

There was no mi shandl i ng today.

He got the nod that the starboard UGST rocket tube was fl ooded and
ready, target |locked. Al that remained was one word from hi m

The [ ast word he woul d ever speak. "Fire!"
3:07 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

"I"mreadi ng a weapons | aunch!" the sonar chief yelled, jerking to his
feet. "Torpedo in the water!"
Perry started toward the man. "Target?"

The Pol ar Sentinel was in full retreat fromthe hot zone. The
bonbardnent of depth charges threatened his own boat. The cap of ice
over head trapped the concussi ve waves fromthe expl osions, radiating
t hem outward under the ice. Like dropping a cherry bonmb down a
toilet.

But as the Sentinel fled, Perry kept tabs on the Russian sub. He was



taki ng no chances. \

"Target does not appear to be us," the sonar chief said.

"Then who?"

3:07 p.m

QUTSI DE OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON
#

Frantic, Master Sergeant Kanter tried to raise Delta One. He needed to
get the warning out.

"Delta One, here."

Kanter still wore his subvocal m crophone where the barest whisper
could be heard but now he yelled. "Sir, you have to tell the Seahawk

He was too late. Fromhis vantage on top of the ice ridge, Kanter saw
a blast of fire ignite below the churning waterline of the foundering
submarine. Fromthe flank side of its drowned bulk, a |ance of gray
metal burst out of the water, leaping into the air.

The missile rocketed skyward, ainmed dead center on the Seahawk
hel i copter hovering overhead. It was inpossible for the craft to get
out of the way in tine.

"Christ!" Delta One screaned in his ear, spotting the danger

The torpedo struck the helicopter. 1t seenmed for a nonent to spear
conpl etely through the Seahawk, an arrow piercing its target.

Kanter held his breath.

Then the rotors slamed into the thrusted tip of the torpedo rocket.
The bl ast accentuated by the two remaining dept h-charge druns stil
attached to the helicopters undercarriage shattered outward in a bal
of netal and flane.

Kant er dove behind his ridgeline, seeking shelter fromthe rain of oi
and steel, covering his head. Through the noise of the explosion, he
heard the telltal e whup-whup of another chopper

He gl anced back over a shoul der

The remai ning helicopter, the Sikorsky helibus, raced overhead. Kanter
saw it pelted with flam ng debris, cutting right through the craft. A
section of the Seahawk's broken rotor flipped end over end and crashed
into the forward crew cabin. The helibus lurched over on its side, its
bl ades chopping vertically at the air.

Kanter struggled to his feet, but the slick ice and bl owi ng w nds
betrayed him He fell. He fought again, fingers digging at the sharp
ice. The toes of his boots fought for purchase.

He snapped a | ook up. The helibus plunmeted toward him spinning
toward the crash, whipping around and around.



It was inpossible to get out of the way in tine.

Kanter sinmply rolled to his back. Staring skyward, he faced his death.
"Shit..." He had nothing nore profound to say and that bothered him
nore than anyt hi ng.

3:14 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry listened as stations reported their status.

He hardly heard, his mind still on what had just happened.

Morrent s ago, the Drakon had sunk away and rolled into the deep ocean
trench bel ow, fading beyond crush depth. Perry had |istened hinmself to
the final bubbling as the Russian submarine gasped its last breath and
was gone

But it had not died al one.

Float ice is a great drum transmtting sound to the waters bel ow.
Perry had heard it all happen. Then a helicopter had jamed into the

cap, shattering through it. It had been visible through the periscope.
The wreckage hung for a stretch, lit by the fires of its own oil and
fuel. Then

the surrounding ice nelted fromthe heat of the conflagration and
rel eased its hold. The tw sted wreckage sank into the sea, chasing the
Dr akon down into the depths.

Now al | had gone dead qui et.

Perry kept his own boat running silent, patrolling the waters.

What the hell was going on? Cut off fromthe world, he was unsure what
to do next. Should they surface and attenpt to contact those who'd

taken out the Russians? Was it indeed a Delta Force teamor could it
be a third conbatant? And what about the Russian ice station? Ws it

still commandeered by a team of Russian ground forces?
"Sir?" Lieutenant Liang was staring at him "Do we prepare to
sur face?"

That was the nost |ogical next step but Perry held off.

A subnmarine was at its nost effective when no one knew it was there,
and he wasn't ready to give up that advantage. He slowy shook his
head. "Not yet, Lieutenant, not jet..."

3:22 p.m

PACI FI C SUBMARI NE COMVAND

PEARL HARBOR, HAWA|

Admi ral Kent Reynol ds strode through the foot-thick steel blast doors

of the command's flag plot room Already in the cavernous room were
hi s handpi cked team experts in their fields called in last night, nopst



buzzed fromtheir beds and set to work here.
The heavy door shut behind him the | ocks engaging.

In the center of the roomstretched a | ong conference table,
constructed of polished native koa wood, a true Hawaiian treasure in
rich, dark hues not that any of the table's handsone surface could be
seen through the piles of |oose papers, books, folders, charts, and

| apt op conputers

Around the table, his team of commrunication, intelligence, and Russi an
experts worked singly and in small groups. Their voices were hushed,
keepi ng private their conversations fromone another. Even here,
secrets were shared reluctantly anong the factions gathered.

A tall, gangly fellow stepped away from one of the backlit wall maps.
He wore an Armani suit mnus the jacket, shirtsleeves rolled up. It
was Charles Landl ey of NRO the National Reconnai ssance Ofice. A
good

famly friend, he was narried to one of Reynolds's nieces. He had been
poring over a chart of the Arctic region, a map |ooking directly down
upon the North Pol e.

He turned now, wearing a tired expression, no welcomng snile. "Adnmira
Reynol ds, thank you for coming so quickly."

"What is it, Charlie?"

Five m nutes ago, Admiral Reynol ds had been interrupted froma
conference call w th COVSUBLANT, his counterpart on the Atlantic coast,
but Charles Landl ey woul dn't have sumoned hi m away unl ess it was

ur gent.

SO SUS has picked up a series of explosions."

"Where?" SO SUS was an ocean-based listening system of |inked

hydr ophones. It could pick up a whale's fart anywhere in the seven
seas.
Charlie stepped to the wall and tapped a spot on the map. "W believe

with eighty-five percent probability that it was at the coordi nates of
the Orega Drift Station."

Admi ral Reynolds had to take a deep breath. Fear for his daughter
Amanda, al ways present these |ast hours, flared to an ache behind his

sternum " Anal ysi s?"

"W believe it was a series of depth charges. W also detected

si gnature bubbling of an inploding submarine.” Charlie lifted one
eyebrow. "Prior to these strong detects, we al so picked up what
sounded like helicopter bell beats ... but they were too weak to say

for certain.”
"A strike tean?"
Charlie nodded. "That is what current intel believes. Wthout

pictures fromthe Big Bird recon satellite, we're blind to what's going
on. "



"How | ong until the spy platformis clear of the solar storn®"

"At | east another two hours. |In fact, | believe that is why the
Russi ans dragged their feet for two weeks after being | eaked news of
the Arctic discovery. They were waiting for this blackout w ndow to
open so they could proceed free of spying eyes."

"And the strike teamthat sank the sub?"

"We're still working on that data. It could be either a second Russian
assault teamin which case, it was the Polar Sentinel that was sunk. O
it's our Delta Force team and the Drakon has been scuttled."”

Admi ral Reynol ds all owed hinself a noment of hope. "It has to be the
Delta Force team The word |'ve gl eaned from Special Forces is that
the Delta teans were deployed in advance of the Russian attack.”

Charlie stared at him eyes pinched, pained. The adm ral braced
hinself for his friend' s next words. Sonething was w ong.

"I"ve learned sonething el se." These words were spoken in hushed
t ones.

Admi ral Reynol ds's gaze flicked to the team gathering and collating
data. Charlie had not shared whatever he had di scovered with these
others. The adnmiral sensed the next bit of news was the true reason he
had been so urgently sumoned. The throbbing behind his ribs grew nore
| anci ng.

Charlie led himover to a side table under one of the maps. A titanium
| aptop rested atop it, floating the NRO icon over its flat-screen
monitor. Charlie booted the |aptop and typed in his security code.

Once it was up and running, he opened a file that required himto place
his thunmb over a glow ng print-reader to open

St eppi ng away, Charlie waved him forward.

Admi ral Reynol ds | eaned toward the screen. It was a Pentagon neno
stanped top secret. It was dated over a week ago. The heading was in
bol d type: grendel op.

Charlie shouldn't have beein able to access this file, but NRO noved
within its owm channels. |Its organization had its fingers and eyes
everywhere. His friend deliberately concentrated on the wall map of
Asia. It had nothing to do with the current situation, but he kept his
attention focused there anyway.

Slipping a pair of reading glasses froma pocket, Adm ral Reynol ds

| eaned cl oser and read the nmessage. It was three pages. The first
section detail ed what was known about the history of the Russian ice
station. As he read, Admiral Reynolds found his vision blurring, as if
his body were physically trying to deny what it was seeing. But there
could be no doubt. The dates, the nanes, were all there.

H s gaze settled on the words human experinmentation. It took him back
to his father's war stories, of the liberation of Nazi concentration
canps, of the atrocities commtted within those dark halls.

How could they ... ?



Si ckened, he continued to read. The last part of the report detailed
the U S nilitary's response: the purpose, the objectives, the end gane
scenarios. He read what was hidden at the ice station and the ultimate
m ssion statenent of Gendel ops.

Charlie reached a hand to his shoul der as he straightened, steadying
him knowing he would need it. "I thought you deserved to know "

Admi ral Reynol ds suddenly found it hard to breathe. Amanda ... The
pai n behi nd his sternum stabbed outward, |ancing down his left arm
Bands of steel wapped around his chest and squeezed.

"Admiral ... ?"

The hand tightened on his shoul der, catching himas his | egs weakened.
Through a haze, he noted others in the roomslowy turning their way.

Sonehow he was on the floor, on his knees.
"Cet help!"™ Charlie shouted, half cradling him

Admi ral Reynol ds reached up and clutched at Charlies arm "I ... |
need to reach Captain Perry."

Charlie stared down at him his eyes bright with worry and sorrow
"It's too late."

Run of the Station
APRIL 9, 3:23 p.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt shivered as he | eaned over the station schematics. The map was
unf ol ded and spread on the floor of the cranped cubbyhol e, another of
the old service roons carved out of the ice. He knelt on one side of
t he paper, flanked by Craig and Ananda. On the far side crouched
Wash-burn, Geer, and Lieutenant Commander Bratt.

Of to the side, the group of biologists kept to thenselves. Dr. Ogden
stood, |eaning on one wall, eyes glazed. His lips nmoved silently as if
he were talking to hinself, going over sonmething in his head. His three
grad students Magdal ene, Antony, and Zane huddl ed toget her, wearing

mat chi ng expressions of msery and fear

A full half hour had passed since the fiery death of Petty O ficer
Pearl son. Racing on pure adrenaline, the remaining group had fled
here to one of the service sheds on Level Three.

Since then, they had wei ghed several different strategies: from staying
put and holing up, to dividing their numbers and fl eeing throughout the
warren of service passages to |l essen the risk of the entire group's
capture, even to trying to escape to the surface and nake for the
parked Sno-Cats and Ski-Doos. But as the pros and cons of each were

di scussed, one fact became clear. |In each scenario, they would have a
better chance of survival if they had additional firepower.

So before any decision about where to go next was nade, they needed to
reach the arnmory. Washburn had inventoried the WNI weapons | ocker. It
hel d several boxes of Russian grenades, a trio of Gernan-nmade



flamethrowers, and a wall of oiled and seal ski n-w apped Russi an
rifles.

"They still work," Washburn said. "I test fired a pair |ast week.
The
ammunition is boxed in strawfilled crates. Here and here." She

j abbed the end of her steel meat hook at two corners of the arnory
mar ked on the nmap

Matt | eaned cl oser, studying the layout. He had to shift the weight on
his knees. Having lost his pants to Little WIly, he was left with
only his long underwear. And kneeling on the ice was testing the
limts of the garment's thermal capability.

Washburn continued: "W should be able to get in and out in under a
m nute. The problemis getting there.”

Bratt nodded. G eer had returned a nonent ago from scouting the
service tunnel that |led back to the station base. On this floor, the
service hatch opened into the generator room and battery conpartment.
Unfortunately, the arnory lay on the far side of the |level, clear
across the open central space.

Matt squinted, trying to force his brain to thaw and think. There has
to be away ... Along with the others, he pored over the map.

The generator room had a side door that led to a neighboring electrica
room but fromthere, they would have to cross the open central space.
Wthout a doubt, it would be guarded. And with the pilfered nedica
supplies as their only weapons, they woul d be hard-pressed to subdue

t he guards without rousing the rest of the base.

Matt sat back, lifting his knees fromthe ice and rubbing them "And
there's no other access into this level? W have to enter through the
generator and el ectrical roons."

Bratt shrugged. "As far as we know. W have only these plans to go
by."
Craig spoke up. "Well, the obvious distraction would be to switch off

t he generators, black out the station, and make a run for the
arnmory."

G eer shook his head. "W have to assune that the Russians know where
the main generators are. |If we knock out the power grid, they' Il be
swarming right where we don't want them" He tapped the map. "Level
Three. "

Amanda had been studying the |ieutenant as he spoke, reading his |ips.
"Besi des," she added, "even if we turn off the generators, the
batteries will retain enough power to keep nobst of the lights on
They' ve been charging since the generators were first overhaul ed by the
material sciences team"

Matt considered all sides of the discussion. "Wat if we |eave the
generators running" he rested his finger on the designated room then
shifted it to the neighboring electrical suite "but cut only the
circuits to the top level of the station? |If Lieutenant Geer is
correct, such a blackout would draw the Russians' attention to that



| evel, away fromus."

Greer nodded to Bratt. "He's right, sir. 1'd wager the Russians
al ready have nost of their forces up top. They'd be on hei ghtened
guard, believing we m ght nake a break for the surface. Cut off the

power to just that |evel and the whole occupying force will be rushing
up there."

"Well, let's just hope that includes the guards stationed on our
level ," Bratt grunbled. He stared at the map, considering this

opti on.

"\What ever we do," Amanda said, "we'd better act fast. At sone point,
the Russians are going to start sending search parties into these
service tunnels."

"Or sinmply |l ob nore incendiary grenades down here," Craig said dourly.
The reporter crouched on his heels, arns wapped around his chest. His
gaze flicked to the three tunnels that left the small room clearly

wat chi ng for Russian commandos to stormthrough or for another of the
bl ack pi neapples to bounce in and incinerate the lot of them

Bratt nodded and straightened. "Okay. Let's scout out the electrical
room See if it's even possible and do a head count on the Russians on
this tier." He eyed the group. "G eer and Washburn are with ne."

"I"mcomng, too," Matt said. He was not about to be left behind.

Greer supported Matt's decision. "The nan was Green Beret, sir. And
we sure as hell could use an extra body if we have to take out any
guards. "

Bratt eyed Matt up and down, then nodded. "The rest will stay here."

Matt raised his hand. "W should al so have soneone on watch in the
generator room In case we get in trouble"? they could haul ass back
here and get everyone el se noving up higher."

"Very good," Bratt acknow edged.

"I"ll doit," Craig said, but he | ooked |like the words had to be choked
out of him

"Then let's get this done." Bratt folded up the schematic and passed
it to Amanda. He quickly reviewed the plan. "W hit the lights. Use
the distraction to take out any soldiers that remain here. Then nake a
dash-and-grab on the weapons | ocker."

Matt picked up the | ength of sharpened pipe fromthe floor. He met
Amanda' s worried gaze and offered a smile that he hoped | ooked
reassuri ng.

"Be careful ," she said.

He nodded and foll owed the Navy trio into the service duct. Craig
craw ed on hands and knees behind him The generator roomwas only
sixty feet down the tunnel. They reached the end, and Washburn used
her neat hooks to work the vent free.

They craw ed into the room The reek of diesel oil and exhaust gases



hung heavy in the humid, heated air. The generators rattled in their
stanchi ons, plenty of noise to cover their invasion

As they gathered, Matt noted the stacks of batteries against the |eft
wal | ; each was the size of a standard air-conditioning unit. As he
eyed the power storage units, a glint on the neighboring wall caught
his eye. The corners of his nouth [ifted with pl easure.

He dropped his pipe and crossed to the wall. He renoved the heavy fire
ax fromits wall pegs.

"Ch, man," Greer griped, lifting the foot-long steel bone pins in his
hands. "I wish | had seen that first."

"Fi nders keepers," Matt said, hefting the ax to his shoulder. Bratt
led themto the neighboring room Al four walls were covered with
el ectrical panels. As they searched for the controls to Level One,
Matt saw the difficulty inmrediately. Everything was coded in Russian

Cyrillic.

"Here," Washburn whi spered. She pointed to a set of hotdog-sized
gl ass-and-1 ead fuses. "These are the relays for the first level." "Are
you sure?" Matt asked.

"My father was an electrician with Cakland PGE," she said. "And she

reads Russian," Geer said. "M/ sort of woman." "The main switch is
corroded in place," she said. "I'll have to pull the fuses."
"Wait." Bratt crossed and posted hinself at the door that led to the

main room A small window in the door allowed himto spy into the
central open space. He pointed to his eyes with two fingers, then

spl ayed four fingers up in the air. He spotted four guards.

Bratt turned to them "M. Teague," he whispered tersely, pointing to
Craig. "dose the generator door. W don't want the noise to alert
t he guards when we open the nain door."

The reporter nodded, closing the door and keeping guard in front of
it.

Bratt turned to the others. "On ny count,"” he whispered tersely. "Pul

the fuses, then be ready to bolt." He lifted his hand, all fingers up
He counted down, lowering one finger at a tinme. Five ... four..

three ...

3:28 p.m

Adm ral Viktor Petkov stood in the entrance roomto Level Four's
research labs. The steel door lay on the floor behind him the hinges
and security bar cut away. Across the door's surface, letters were
scored in Russian Cyrillic:

TPEH | EJI

It was the nanme of the |aboratory, the nanme of the base, the name of
the nonsters that nested in the neighboring ice caves.

G endel .

Hs father's project.



Vi ktor stood in front of an open cabinet. It contained dated journals,
coded and stored, witten in his father's own handwiting. Viktor
didn't touch anything. He sinply noted the m ssing volumes. Three of
them Woever had been here knew what they had been | ooking for. A
fist clenched. He could guess the identity of the thief especially
considering the news just related to him

The young |ieutenant who had rel ayed the update still stood stiffly at
his shoul der, awaiting his response. Viktor had yet to acknow edge the
man's hurried report.

A moment ago, the lieutenant had rushed in, insisting on speaking to
the admral imediately. The radio operator manning the UQC underwat er
phone had pi cked up some di sturbing noises over the unit's hydrophone.
He reported hearing distant blasts echoing under the ice shelf:
mul ti pl e expl osi ons.

"Depth charges," the lieutenant had related. "The radi oman believes he
was hearing the concussion of depth charges.”

But that wasn't the worst of the news. Amd the explosions, a weak
static-chewed nessage had been transnmitted on shortwave. A Mayday from
the Drakon. Their subnarine was under attack

It had to be the U S. Delta Force team finally having arrived on the
playing field. Late, but making up for its tardiness with deadly
ef fici ency.

The lieutenant had then finished his nessage, barely keeping the panic
fromhis voice. "The radioman reported definite bubbling, marking a
sub i npl osion. ™

Vi ktor fixed his gaze on the gaps in the shelf of journals. There was
no doubt who had stolen the volunes: the sane person who called the
attack down upon the Drakon, the Delta Force controller, the |eader
sent

in advance to covertly obtain his father's research, to secure it
before calling in the clean-up crew. Nowwi th the prize in hand, the
Del ta Forces had been nobilized.

"Sir?" the |ieutenant nunbl ed.

Viktor turned. "No one else nust know about the Drakon."™ "Sir ...?"
There was a | ong pause as the admiral fixed the man with his steel -gray
eyes, then a strained response: "Yes, sir."

"W will hold this station, Lieutenant. W wll find the Amreri cans who
were here earlier." He continued to clench a fist. "W will not fai
inthis mssion." "No, sir."

"I have new orders to pass on to the nen."

The lieutenant stood straighter, ready to accept his assignnment. Viktor
told himwhat he wanted done. The Polaris engine had been unpacked and
bolted to the floor on Level Five. By now, all the crew had been
briefed with the m ssion assignment: to retrieve the research here,
then erase all signs of the base. And while the crew certainly knew

t he destructive nature of the expl osive device on Level Five believing



it to be a mere Z-class nucl ear incendiary device none knew its true
purpose. The lieutenant paled as Viktor gave himthe code to prinme the

Pol aris device. "W will not let the Americans steal the prize here,"
he finished. "Even if it costs all our lives, that rmust not happen."
"Yes, sir ... no, sir," the young nan stammered. "My men will find

them Admral.’
"Don't fail, Lieutenant. D sm ssed."

The lieutenant fled away. There was no threat |ike one's own death to
notivate a crew. The Americans would be found, and the prize
recaptured, or no one would be |leaving this base alive not the
Anericans, not the Russians, not even hinself.

Vi ktor studied his wist nonitor as he listened to the lieutenant's
footsteps retreating below On the nonitor, the Polaris star gl owed
brightly, marking his continued contact with the array. The center
trigger remmined dark. He waited

Bef ore detonating Polaris, he had first hoped to return to Russia with
his father's research in hand, to clear his famly nane. But now
matters had changed.

Vi ktor had risen through the ranks to beconme adniral of the Northern
Fl eet because of his ability to nold strategies to circunstances, to
keep the larger picture in nnd at all times. He did so now as he
stared at the

tiny red heart-shaped icon in the | ower corner of the wist nonitor
slipping back to another tine.

He was ei ghteen, entering his apartnent, full of pride, clutching his
adm ssion papers to the Russian Naval Academnmy. He snelled the urine
first. Then the gusty breeze through the open door set his nother's
body to swi nging from her broken neck. He rushed forward, the

adm ssion papers fluttering fromhis fingers and | andi ng under his
not hers heel s.

He cl osed his eyes. He had cone full circle now, |eaving his nother's
body and ending here at his father's crypt.

From one death to another. It was nowtinme to conplete the cycle.
Vengeance wei ghed far heavier on his heart than honor

That was the bigger picture.

He opened his eyes and found the nonitor had changed subtly but
significantly. The five points of the star continued their sequential
flashing, w nding around the dial, and the small heart icon stil

bli nked with each pul se beat in his wist. But nowa newglowlit the
nonitor, a crinson dianmond in the center of the star

The |ieutenant had foll owed orders.

The Pol ari s engi ne had been prined.

Al was in readiness, requiring only one | ast act.



Vi kt or reached to the one button he had held off touching until now. He
depressed the red bezel on the side of the wist nmonitor, holding it
for the required mnute.

Seconds counted away then the central trigger light on the wi st
nmoni tor began to flash. Activated.

He studied the blinking. The trigger marker flashed in sync with the
heart icon in the corner of the screen. Only then did he let go.

It was done.

The detonation of the Polaris device was now tied to his own heartbeat,
to his own pulse. |If his heartbeat ceased for a mnute's tine, the
device would bl ow automatically. It was an extra bit of insurance, a
fall back plan in case all should turn against him

Victor lowered his arm

He was now a living trigger for the array. There was no abort code, no
fail-safe. Once it was initiated, nothing could stop Polaris.

Wth its detonation, the old world would end, and a new one woul d
begin, forged in ice and blood. H s revenge woul d be exacted on all:

t he Russians, the Anericans, the world. Viktor's only regret in such a
scenario was that he would not be around to see it happen

But he knew how to live with regret... he had done it his entire
life.

As he began to turn away, a sailor ran up to him conming fromthe hal
that held the frozen tanks. "Sir! Admiral Petkov, sir!"

He paused. "Wat is it?"

"S-something ..." He notioned back to the hall. "Sonething is
happeni ng down there."

"What? Is it the Americans?" Viktor had left a group of guards by the
service vent. They were to wait until the caustic blast fromthe
i ncendi ary grenade cool ed, then proceed and hunt down any survivors.

"No, not the Americans!" The sailor was breathless, eyes wide with
horror. "You must see for yourself!"
3:29 ppm . tw ... one ..

From his post beside the electrical panel, Matt watched as Bratt
finished his silent count, ticking dowmm with his fingers, ending with a
clenched fist inthe air. . zero ... gol

Washburn began yanking at the fuses that powered Level One, but the old
gl ass tubes were stubborn, corroded in place. She was going too
sl ow.

Matt notioned her aside and used the butt of his fire axe to smash the
line of fuses. The tinkling cascade of shards blew outward. A wi sp of
el ectrical snoke followed, snaking into the air.

The effect was i mediate. Distant shouts echoed to the group



Bratt waved themall to the door. Through the wi ndow, Matt saw a
handful of men in white parkas rush toward the central spira
staircase. Rifles were at the ready. Mre shouting foll owed,

i nterspersed with barked orders.

Two of the four men nounted the stairs and fled upward. Two renai ned
on guard.

"A couple birds aren't |eaving the nest," G eer grunbled

"W'll have to take themout," Bratt said. "W have no other choice.
Qur hand is played."

The two sol diers, dressed in unzipped parkas, continued to man their
posts, but they kept their attention fixed toward the stairs, their
backs to the electrical suite.

Bratt pointed to Washburn and Matt. "You take the one on the left.
W' || take the other." He nodded to G eer

Matt readied his ax. He had never killed a man with such a crude
weapon. In the Geen Berets, he had shot men, even bayoneted one, but
never hacked one with an ax. He glanced over to Craig.

The reporter stared, w de-eyed, unblinking at them He sheltered by
t he door to the neighboring generator room

"Watch through this wi ndow, " Matt said. "If anything goes wong, you
haul ass back to the others. Get themrunning."

Crai g opened his mouth, then closed it and nodded. He hurried over.
Sonething fell out of his coat and clattered agai nst the floor

Bratt scowl ed at the noise, but the runbling generators nore than
covered it. Matt retrieved the object. A book. He recognized it as
one of the journals fromdown in the lab. He lifted an eyebrow and
handed it back to Craig.

"For the story,"
| ever get out of this ness ..

the reporter said hurriedly, tucking it back away. "If

Matt had to give the guy credit. He stuck to his guns.
"Ready," Bratt said.
Nods al |l around.

Bratt reached for the handle. He waited for a flare-up of shouting
fromthe | evel s above, then tugged the door open. The four of themran
t hrough, splitting into two teans to cross toward the guards, whose
backs still remained toward them

Matt raced, oblivious to the ache in his feet. He carried the ax in
both hands. Washburn flew beside him outdistancing himin five
st eps.

But with her speed, she failed to spot the abandoned dinner tray on the
fl oor.



Her foot hit it and skidded out fromunder her, turning her efficient
sprint into a headlong tunble. She tried to catch herself on a table,
but only succeeded in taking it down with her at the heels of the two
guards.

The crashing noi se drew both men around, weapons raised.

Bratt and Greer were close enough. Wth a flash of silver, Bratt

whi pped a scal pel at the man. It flew with frightening accuracy,
inmpaling the man's left eye. He fell backward, nouth open, but before
he coul d scream G eer dove on top of him

Matt faced his own target, |eaping over Washburn's struggling form
"Stay down!"

Still in mdair, he swung his ax in a wide arc but he was too slow, too
far away.

@unfire spat fromthe end of the Russian's AK-47. It chewed a path
over his shoul der, then oddly continued up toward the ceiling.

Only then did Matt notice Washburn bel ow him  She had | ashed out with
one her meat hooks, inpaling the soldier through the calf and ripping
hi m of f bal ance.

Matt | anded as the guard fell back, hitting the floor hard. Wth the
det achrment that could only come fromyears of Special Forces training,
Matt brought his ax down upon the head of the soldier. The skull gave
way |like a ripe waternel on

Matt quickly let go of the handle, rolling away on his knees, as his
target convul sed under the enbedded ax.

Matt's hands shook. Too many years had passed since he'd been a
soldier. He had nade the m stake of |ooking into the eyes of the man
he killed rather, boy he had killed. No older than nineteen. He had
seen the pain and terror in his victims eyes.

Bratt was at their side. "Let's go. Someone surely heard that
shooting. We can't count on the confusion buying us nmuch tine."

Matt choked back bile and clinbed to his feet. Sorrow or not, he had
to keep nmoving. He renenbered Jenny's Sno-Cat vani shing into the
blizzard' s gl oomam d sounds of gunfire and expl osions. They had not
started this war.

A step away, Geer stripped his target's canoufl age gear: parka and

snow pants. "Wth all the noise, we'll need soneone to act as

| ookout." He rubbed the bl oodstains off the waterproof coat and began
to pull it on, ready to stand in for the fallen soldier

"Let nme," Matt said. "You know better what we'll need fromthe
arnory." Geer nodded and tossed the gear at him

Sitting in a chair, Mtt yanked the pants on over his boots. The nman
had a larger franme, making it easier. Once suited, he pulled the
oversi zed parka over his own Arny jacket and retrieved the AK-47 from
the floor. Meanwhile, Washburn and Bratt had dragged the bodi es behind
two overturned tables while G eer had used the butt of his weapon to
shatter a few overhead bul bs, creating deeper shadows.



"Ckay, let's move out," Bratt said, and | ed Washburn and Greer at a
dead run toward the arnory.

They vani shed t hrough the doorway.

Al one now, Matt pulled the parka's hood over his head, hiding his
features. He stared down at hinself.

If nothing else, at least I'Il die with pants on
He stepped closer to the stairway, placing hinself between the stairs

and the sneared pools of blood. So far no one had conme to investigate
the short spate of gunfire but they would. Bratt was right. The
confusion would last only so | ong.

Matt prayed it lasted | ong enough

H s prayer was not answered. Footsteps suddenly sounded on the stairs,
echoi ng from above, pounding down toward this level. Damm it...

Matt noved cl oser, but he kept his head tilted to keep his features
hi dden. A line of soldiers appeared, bristling with weapons, ready
for conbat. They barked at himin Russian. Too bad he didn't
understand a word of it.

Instead he hurried forward, feigning panic. He kept his weapon

| owered, but his finger remained on the trigger. He pointed his other
armdown, frantically nmotioning toward the lower levels. Wth all the
shouting and noi se, the soldiers probably couldn't tell for sure from
which level the gunfire had originated. He tried to indicate it cane
fromfarther below \

To reinforce the act, Matt took a step forward, |ike he nmeant to foll ow
the others down.

The | eader of the squad waved himto hold his position, then notioned
his squad down the stairs. They continued their dash into the depths
of the station.

Matt backed away as the |last man spiraled away into the ice. He let
out a loud sigh. His ruse would not last long but luckily it didn't
have to.

Bratt appeared at the arnory door, both shoul ders |oaded wth
weapons. "Quick thinking there." He nodded to the staircase. He
must have been watching fromthe doorway.

Behind Bratt, Washburn and G eer exited, simlarly |oaded, |ugging a
wooden crate between them

""Genades," Geer said as he passed, his words bitter. "Nowit's our
turrn for a surprise or two."

Toget her the group fled back to the electrical suite, then into the
generator room Craig was no longer there. He nmust have retreated
back to the: others.

Wth a bit of manhandling, they craw ed through the vent, hauling their



arsenal , dragging the box of grenades behind them

Bratt led them carrying the pilfered AK-47 and two additional rifles
on his back. Hi s parka pockets were full of ammunition

Reaching the end, he rolled out of the duct and into the service cubby
hole He stood up, his eyes darting around the room

The place was enpty. The others were gone.

Washburn came next. Her expression soured. "The reporter mnust have
been spooked by the gunfire. He did what we told himand bugged out
with the others.”

Matt shook his head as the others craw ed inside.

Greer scow ed as he eyed the enpty room "I hate this. W go to al
the trouble to bring in the party supplies and everyone's already
left.”

"But where did they go?" Matt asked.

Bratt had been searching the floor. "I don't know, but they took the
station schematics with them Qur only map to this dam place.”

3:38 p.m

Admi ral Petkov followed the young ensign down the hall. He kept his
attention away fromthe frosted tanks with their frozen sentinels
inside. He felt the eyes of the dead upon him sensing the accusations
of those unwilling participants in his father's experinents.

But those were not the only ghosts who laid claimto the | ost base. Al
the researchers stationed here, including his father, had di ed entonbed
inice as surely as the poor unfortunates in this hall.

Among so many ghosts, it was only fitting that the Beliy Prizrak, the
White Ghost of the Northern Fleet, should stride these halls now,
t 0o.

Ensi gn Lausevic |l ed himonward, half stunbling as he tried to hurry but
did not want to rush his superior. "l'mnot sure what it neans, but we
t hought you should see it for yourself."

Vi ktor waved the man on. " Show ne."

The curved hall followed the exterior wall of this level. They were

al nost hal fway around when |aughter fromup ahead trailed back to

Vi ktor. They rounded the curve and spotted a cluster of five soldiers.
They had been | oungi ng, one snoking, until the adm ral appeared.

Laughter strangl ed away, and the group straightened. The cigarette was
hastily stanped out.

The group parted for the admiral. They had been clustered around one
of the tanks. Unlike the other dark, frosted vessels, this one gl owed
fromw thin. The frost had nelted and wept down the glass front.

Victor crossed to it. He felt the heat comng fromits surface. A
smal | notor could be heard chuggi ng and wheezing behind it, along with



a faint gurgling.

"We didn't know what to do," Lausevic said, running a hand through his
bl ack hair.

I nside the tank, what was once solid ice was now a bath of warm wat er,
gently bubbling, its ice nelted by a triple-layered heating nesh that
covered the entire back half of the chanber. The nesh was the source
of the light. The outer layers glowed with a ruddy warnth, while the
deeper |evels shone nore intensely, brighter

"Way wasn't | alerted to this earlier?" Victor intoned.

"We thought it was a ploy by the Anericans to distract us," one of the
other men said. "It's right by the duct they fled through." He
pointed to a nearby vent. A bit of snoke fromthe incendiary grenade
still wafted through its opening.

"W weren't sure it was inportant," Lausevic added.
Not inportant? Victor stared at the tank. He was unable to take his
eyes fromthe sight.

Wthin the tank, a small boy floated, suspended w thin the bubbling
water. H's eyes were closed as if in slunber. H s face | ooked so
peaceful , smooth, olive-skinned, framed in a halo of shoul der-Iength
black hair. Hs linbs floated at his side, angelic and perfect.

Then his left armtwitched, jerking as if pulled by the strings of an
i nvi si bl e puppet eer.

The young ensign pointed. "It's been doing that for the past few
mnutes. Starting with just a finger twitch."

The boy's | eg kicked, spasning up

Vi kt or stepped closer. Could he still be alive? He renenbered the

m ssing journals. That was the quest here. To retrieve his father's

notes. To see if the last report made by his father was true. He had
read this final report hinself, hearing his fathers voice in his head,
as if he were speaking directly to his son

He renmenbered the final line: On this day, we' ve defeated death.

He watched the boy. Could it be true? If so, the stol en notebooks
woul dn't matter. Here was proof of his father's success. Viktor
glanced to the soldiers. He had witnesses to verify it. Though the
exact mechani sm and procedure were |locked in his father's coded notes,
t he boy woul d be |iving and breathing proof.

"I's there a way to open the tank?" Viktor asked.

Ensi gn Lausevic pointed to a large | ever on one side of the tank. It
was | ocked at the upper end marked CLOSED i n Russian. The |ower end of
the levered slot was lettered in Cyrillic: open

Vi kt or nodded to the ensign

He stepped forward, gripped the heavy handle with both hands, and
tugged. It resisted the ensign's efforts for a noment. Then, with a



| oud crack, the | ever snapped out. Lausevic used his shoulders to pul
the lever and slamit down into the "open" slot.

I mredi ately a rush of water sounded, not unlike a toilet flushing. From
his position, Viktor saw the grated bottom of the tank open. Water
fl owed down a drain.

Caught in the swirling force of the draining water, the boy's body
spun, arnms flailed out. H's body seenmed bonel ess, |linmp. He bunped
agai nst the gl ass, the back nesh. Then, as the water drained fully
away, he settled in a loose pile on the bottomof the tank, as lifel ess
as some deep-sea deni zen washed up on a beach

Then with a soft, danp pop, the seal on the glass released. The entire
front of the tank swung open |like a door, blow ng out conpressed air
fromw thin. There was a faint hint of ammonia that came with it.
Lausevic pulled the door aside for the admral

Vi kt or found hinmself stepping forward, dropping to his knees beside the
naked boy. He reached to the boy's arm draped half out the door. It
was warm heated by the bubbling bath. But there appeared to be no
life.

H s hand slipped fromwist to the small fingers. He tried to will the
boy back to life. Wat stories could he tell? Had he known his
father? Did he know what had happened here? Wy the base had gone
dead qui et so suddenly?

It had been the | ast years of Wrld War I1. The Germans were narchi ng
into Russia, laying siege to city after city. Then a renote research
station in the Arctic went quiet, late reporting in ... first one

mont h, then another. But with the war heating up at home, no one had
time to investigate. Wth comunication being what it was and travel
t hrough the polar region so difficult, there were no resources for a

full investigation. Another full year passed. Nagasaki and Hiroshi nma
wer e bonmbed. Nucl ear weaponry becane the grand technol ogy, hunted and
sought by all. 1lce Station Gendel and its research project were now

antiquated, not worth the cost or manpower to discover its fate. The
currents could have taken the station anywhere. The ice island that
berthed it m ght even have broken apart and sunk, something not
uncomon with such floating giants. So nore years passed.

The last report of his father, with its wild clains of breaching the
barrier between life and death, was dism ssed as exaggerated rants
and

shel ved. The only bit of proof was supposedly |ocked in his journals,
lost with the base and its head researcher

The secret of life and death.
Vi ktor stared down at the slack face of the boy, so peaceful in
slunber. Lips a faint blue, face gray and wet. Viktor w ped the face

dry with one hand.

Then small fingers clanped onto his other palm harder and stronger
than Vi ktor coul d have imagi ned.

He gasped in surprise as the boy's body suddenly convul sed inside the
tank, |egs kicking, head thrown back, spine arched up, contorted.



Wat er poured from his open mouth, draining down the tank's grating.
"Help me get himout!" Viktor yelled, drawing the boy to him

Ensi gn Lausevi ¢ squeezed in and grabbed the thrashing | egs, getting a
good kick to his temple in the process.

Bet ween the two of them they hauled the boy out to the hall. H's body
jerked and thrashed. Viktor cradled his head, keeping himfrom
cracking his skull on the hard floor. The boys eyes tw tched behind
their |ids.

"He's alive!™ one of the tither soldiers said, backing a step away.

Not alive, Viktor silently corrected, but not dead either. Sonewhere
i n between.

As the convul sions continued, the boy's skin grew hot to the touch
perspiration pebbled his skin. Viktor knew that one of the main
dangers of epileptic patients during violent or prol onged seizures was
hypertherm a, a raising of body tenperature from muscle contractions
that led to brain danage. Was the boy dying, or was his body fighting
to warmlife back into it, heating away the last dregs of its frozen
st ate?

Slow y the convul sions faded to vigorous shivering. Viktor continued
to hold the boy. Then the boy's chest heaved up, expanding as if
somet hing were going to burst out the rib cage. It held that swelled
state, back arched fromthe floor. Blue |lips had warmed to pink, skin
flushed fromthe viol ence of the seizures.

Then the boy's formcollapsed in on itself, seem ng to cave in,
acconpani ed by a strangl ed choke. Then he lay still again, back to
tired slunber, dead on the floor

A pang of regret, mixed inexplicably with grief, ran through Viktor.

Perhaps this is the best his father had ever achieved, significant but
ultimately not successful

He studied the boy's face, peaceful in true death.

Then the boy's eyes opened, staring up at him dazed. His small chest

rose and fell. A hand lifted fromthe floor, then settled back
weakl y.

Alive ...

Li ps noved. A word was nout hed, groggy, breathless still. "Qyets."

It was Russi an.

Vi ktor stared up at the others, but when he gazed back down at the boy,
the child s eyes were still on him

Li ps noved again, repeating his earlier word. "Qyets ... Papa."

Before Vi ktor could respond, the pounding of many boots suddenly echoed
to them A group of soldiers appeared, arned. "Admiral!" the



lieutenant in the |lead called out as he approached.

Vi kt or renmai ned kneeling. "Wat is it?"

The man's eyes flicked to the naked child on the floor, then back to
the admral. "Sir, the Anericans ... power's out on the top level. W
think they're trying to escape the station."

Vi ktor's eyes narrowed. He stayed at the boy's side. "Nonsense."

"Sir?" Confusion crinkled the officer's eyes.

"The Americans are not goi ng anywhere. They're still here.™
"What... what do you want us to do?"
"Your orders have not changed." Viktor stared into the eyes of the

boy, knowing he held the answers to everything. Nothing else mattered.
"Hunt them Kill them"

3:42 p.m

A level below, Craig crawl ed down the service tunnel, nmap crunpled in
his hand. The chanber had to be close. The others trailed behind
hi m

He paused at a crossroads of ductwork. The intersection was tangled
with conduit and piping. He pushed his way through and headed left.
"This way," he nunbl ed back to the rest of the party.

"How much farther?" Dr. Ogden asked fromthe rear of their group

The answer appeared just ahead. A dimglow rose through a grated vent
enbedded in the floor of the ice shaft.

Craig hurried forward. Once near enough, he lay on his belly and spied
through the grate to the roombelow. Viewed fromabove and Iit by a
singl e bare bulb, the chanber appeared roughly square, plated in stee
like the station proper, but this roomwas enpty, |ong abandoned and
unt ouched.

It was the best hiding place Craig could think of.
Qut of the way and isol at ed.

He wi ggl ed around so he could use his legs to kick the grate | oose. The
screws held initially, but desperation was stronger than rusted stee
and ice. The vent popped open, sw ngi ng down.

Craig stuck his head through to make sure it was clear, then swng his
feet around and | owered hinmself into the room

It was not a long drop. The room had fl ooded | ong ago. The water had
risen a yard into the room then froze. A few crates and fuel drums
were visible, half buried in the ice. A shelving unit stacked with
tools rose fromthe ice pool, its first three shel ves anchored bel ow.

But the nobst amazing sight was the pair of giant brass wheels on either
far wall. They stood ten feet high with thick hexagonal axles attached
to massive notors, enbedded in the ice floor. The toothed edges of the



wheel s connected to the grooves of a nonstrous brass wall that
enconpassed one entire side of the room

The wheel on the right side |ay crooked, broken free from sone old

bl ast. Scorch marks were still visible on its brass surface. The

di sl odged wheel had torn through the neighboring steel wall, cracking
through to the ice beyond. Perhaps it was even the source of

f | oodi ng.

Craig peered through the crack. It was too dark to see very far

"What is this place?" Amanda asked as she landed in a crouch. She
stood, staring at the gigantic gear works

Craig turned to her so she could read his lips. "According to the
schematics, it's the control roomfor the station's sea gate." He
pointed to a grooved brass wall. "From here, they would | ower or raise
t he gate whenever the Russian subnarine docked into the sea cave

bel ow. "

By now the others Dr. (Ogden and his three students had dropped into
the room They stared around nervously.

"WIl we be safe here?" Magdal ene asked.
"Safer," Craig answered. "W had to get out of the service ducts. The
Russians will be swarm ng and incinerating their way through there.
W're better off holing up here. This roomis isolated well off the
mai n conpl ex. There's a good chance the Russians don't even know this
pl ace exists."

Craig crossed to the single door, opposite the sea gate. There was a
small window in it. Beyond he could see the narrow hall that |ed back
to the station. It had flooded al nost to the roof. No Russians would
be com ng fromthat direction

Amanda had to lean in close to read his lips. "What about Matt and the
Navy crew?"

Craig bit his lip. He had a hard tine neeting her eye. "I don't know
They' Il have to take care of themnselves."

Earlier, while watching fromthe electrical room he had seen Wash-burn
slip and fall, alerting the two Russian guards. The resulting rifle
fire had driven himback to the civilian party. Surely Matt and the
others were dead or captured. Either way, he couldn't risk staying
around. So he had led their group off going down rather than up. The
gate control room seened the perfect hiding place.

Dr. (Ogden, along with his graduate students, stepped to join them
careful of the icy floor. "So are we just going to hide here, sinmply
wait for the Russians to | eave?"

Craig shifted asi de a wooden box of enpty vodka bottles. The | ast
survivors of lce Station Grendel nust have had a party at the end. The
bottles clinked as he noved them Wshing for a stiff drink hinself,
he sat on one of the crates. "By now, sonmeone must know what's goi ng
on here. Help has to be on its way. Al we have to do is survive
until then."



Amanda continued to stare hard at him her gaze penetrating. Craig
sensed her deep anger. She had not wanted to flee earlier, not wthout
knowi ng the exact fate of Matt and the Navy crew. But she had been

out vot ed.

Craig | ooked away, unable to face that silent accusation. He needed
something to distract hinmself, sonething to get all their mnds off of
their current situation. He reached inside his jacket and pulled out
one of the three volunes he had | ooted fromthe research |aboratory.
Here was a puzzle to help thembide their time. Perhaps even one of
the scientists mght have a clue to deciphering this riddle.

Amanda' s eyes wi dened, recognizing the book. "Did you steal that?"
Craig shrugged. "I took the first volune and the last two." He
slipped the other books fromhis jacket and passed one to Amanda and
one to Ogden. "I figured these were the best. The beginning and the
end. Who needs to read the mddle?"

Amanda and Dr. (Ogden opened their copies. The biologist's students
peered over their professor's shoul der

"It's witten in gibberish," Zane, the youngest of the trio of grad
students, conmented, his face screwed up.

"No, it's a code," Amanda corrected, fanning through the pages. Craig
cracked the third volume that still rested in his lap. He stared at
t he opening line.

>n\jsn>cro "But what's this script?' Craig asked. "It's clearly not
Russian Cyrillic."
Amanda cl osed her book. "All the journals are like this. [It'll take a

team of cryptol ogists to deci pher them"

"But why code it at all?" Craig asked. "Wat were they hiding?"
Amanda shrugged. "You may be reading too much into the code. For
centuries, scientists have been paranoid about their discoveries,
hiding their notes in arcane nmanners. Even Leonardo da Vinci wote all

his journals so that they could only be read when reflected in a
mrror."

Craig continued to stare at the odd witing, trying to find neaning in
t he squiggles and marks. But no answer came. He sensed sonet hi ng was
m ssi ng.

As he sat, a new sound intruded. At first he thought it was his
i magi nati on, but the noise grewin (vol une.

"What is that?" Magdal ene asked.

Crai g stood up.

Amanda stared around at the others, confused.

Craig followed the noise to its source. |t echoed out of the crack
where the broken wheel had shattered through the wall. He crouched,

ears cocked.

"I... I think ... it's barking," Zane said as the others crowded



around.
"It's definitely a dog," Dr. (Ogden said

Craig corrected the biologist. "No, not dog... wolf!" Craig

recogni zed the characteristic bark. He had heard it offten enough over
the past few days. But it made no sense. He could not keep the
amazenment out of his voice. "It's Bane."

Three Blind M ce
APRIL 9, 4:04 p.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Crouched at an intersection of tunnels, Jenny signal ed Bane to be quiet
by raising a clenched fist. At her side, the wolf cross grow ed deep
in his throat, pushing tight to her, protective. WMtt had trained the
dog to respond to hand commands, an especially useful tool while
hunting out in the woods.

But in this case, they were the prey.

Tom Pomaut uk stood behi nd her, flanked by Kowal ski. He pointed to the
green spray-pai nted di anond that marked the tunnel to the left. "That
way, " he whispered, breathless with terror

Jenny pointed for Bane to take the lead. The dog trotted ahead,
hackl es rai sed, alert. They foll owed.

For the past half hour, they had caught glinpses of the beasts:

massi ve, sleek, and nuscul ar creatures. But sinmilar to their
experience with the first creature, they had found a way to keep them
at bay.

Jenny gripped her flare gun. The explosion of light and heat froma
flare bl ast was enough to disorient the creatures and send them
scurrying back but they continued to dog their trail. And now they
were down to two charges, |oaded already in the double-barreled gun
After that, they were out of anmmunition

The Iight around them suddenly flickered, going pitch-dark for a |ong
monent. Tom swore, knocking the flashlight against the wall. The
[ight returned.

Kowal ski groaned. "Don't even think about it."

The flashlight, retrieved fromthe energency kit in the Twin Oter, was
old, original gear that cane with the plane. Jenny had never changed

its batteries. She cursed her | ax mai ntenance schedul e as the
flashlight flickered again.

"C nmon, baby," Kowal ski npaned.

Tom shook the light, throttling it with both hands now. But no anount
of rattling could fan the flashlight back to life. It died.

Dar kness fell around them weighing themall down, pressing them
t oget her.



"Bane," Jenny whi sper ed.

She felt the familiar rub on her leg. Her fingers touched fur. She
patted the dog's side. A grow runbled deep in him silent but felt
t hrough his ribs.

"What now?" Tom asked.

"The flares,"” Kowal ski answered. "W can strike one of 'em carry it.
It might last till we find somewhere safe to hole up away fromthese
nonsters."

Jenny clutched her flare gun. "I only have two charges left. Wat'l

we use to chase the creatures off'

"Right now, we need to see the creatures if we have any hope of
surviving down here."

Jenny couldn't argue with that logic. She cracked open the weapon and
fingered one of the charges.

"Wait," Tom whi sped. "Look over to the right. 1s that |ight?"
Jenny stared, straining to see anything in the darkness. Then she

noted a vague spot of brightness. Sonething glow ng through the ice.
"I's it the station?"

"Can't be," Tom answered. "W should still be a ways off fromthe base
entrance. "
"Well, it's still a source of light." Kowalski stirred beside Jenny.

"Let's check it out. Light one of the flares."

"No," Jenny said, staring toward the ghostly light. She reseated the
flare and cl osed her gun. "The brightness will blind us to the
source. "

"What are you sayi ng?" Kowal ski grunped.

"We' || have to seek our way in the dark." Jenny pocketed the gun and
groped out for Kowal ski. "Join hands."

Kowal ski took her palmin his. She funbled and found Tom s hand.
"Heel , Bane," she whispered as they set off, Kowalski in the |ead.

Li ke three blind mce, they crept down the tunnel, making the next turn

that headed toward the light source. It was slow going. Jenny felt an
odd tension in her jaw, as if she were clenching it, a mnute vibration
deep behind her molars. It had been with them ever since they

entered

the tunnels. Perhaps it was a vibration fromwhatever generators or
nmot ors powered the station above them

But she wasn't convinced. |If they were far fromthe station, why did
it seemto be growi ng stronger?

They made a few nore turns, zeroing toward the |ight.



"It feels Iike we're headi ng deeper again," Kowal ski said.

In the pitch dark, it was hard to tell if the seanan was correct.

"W have to be well off that marked trail we were follow ng," Tom sai d.

"We could just be getting ourselves lost."
"The light's stronger," Jenny said, though she wasn't sure. Maybe it
was just her eyes growi ng accustoned to the darkness. The inside of
her head itched. What was that?

"This rem nds me of ny grandfather's stories of Sedna," Tom
whi sper ed.

"Sedna?" Kowal ski asked.

"One of our gods," Jenny answered. She knew they probably shouldn't be
tal king so much, but in the darkness, it was a confort to hear
another's voice. "An Inuit spirit. Like a siren. She is said to lure
fisherman into the sea, chasing after her glowing figure until they

dr owned. "

"First nonsters, now ghosts ... | really hate the Arctic." Kowal sk
squeezed her fingers tighter

They continued on, sinking into their own thoughts and fears.
Jenny heard Bane paddi ng and panting at her side.

After a full mnute, they rounded a curve in the tunnel and the source

of the light appeared. It cane froman ice cave ahead or rather froma
crunmbl ed section of the back wall. The ice glowed with a sapphire
brilliance, piercing after so nuch darkness.

They let go of one another and edged forward.
Kowal ski entered the cave first, searching around. "A dead end."

Tom and Jenny joined him studying the shattered section of wall.
"Where's the light coming fron?" Jenny asked.

She was heard.

A voice called out fromahead. "Hellol"™ It was a female voice.
Bane barked in response.

"Tell me that's not Sedna?" Kowal ski hissed.

"Not unless she's | earned English,” Tomreplied.

Jenny shushed Bane and returned the shout. "Hello!"

"Who's out there?" another voice called, a man this tine.

Jenny reacted with shock as she recogni zed the voice. "Craig?"

A pause. "Jenny?"



She hurried forward. The shattered section of wall revealed a vertica
crack in the surface. The light streamed out toward them Through a
crack, only two inches wi de, faces peered back at her. They were only
a yard away. Tears rose in her eyes.

If Craig was here, then surely Mtt...

"How ... What are you doing here?" Craig asked.

Bef ore she coul d answer, Bane began to bark again. Jenny turned to
quiet him but the wolf faced back toward the passage from which they'd

cone.

At the tunnel nouth, red eyes stared out at them reflecting the feeble
light.

"Shit," Kowal ski said.

The creature hunkered into the cavern, wary and snorting, coning toward
them This beast was the largest they' d seen yet.

Jenny yanked out her flare gun, aimed, and fired. A trail of fire
arced across the ice cavern and burst between the forefeet of the
beast. The exploding flare blinded themall with its flash.

Agai nst the glare, the beast reared up, then slamed down. It
backpedal ed its bul k down the passage, away fromthe fiery display.

Tom and Kowal ski edged closer. "W can't trust that thing will stay
gone for long," the seaman said.

Jenny cl enched her gun. "I only have one nore flare." She turned to
the crack in the wall. "Then we have nothing to chase them off
with."

Craig heard her. "They're grendels. They've been hi bernating down

here for thousands of years."

Jenny pushed such matters aside for now and asked the ot her question
utnost in her mnd. "Were's Mtt?"

Craig sighed. He took a moment too long in answering. "W got
separated. He's sonewhere in the station, but | don't know where."

Jenny sensed sonet hi ng unspoken behind his words, but now wasn't the
time to question him "W need to find another way out of here," she
continued. "Qur flashlight is out, and we're down to one flare to
def end oursel ves."

"How did you get down here?" he asked

Jenny waved vaguely behind her. "Through a ventilation shaft back
there. It goes to the surface.”
"Well, it's not safe anywhere out there. W've sone netal tools in

here. Maybe we could hack the crack wider. Get you through to us.'
Hi s voice was full of doubt.

The ice was a yard thick. They'd never make it.



Anot her voi ce spoke frombehind Craig. A woman, the same one who had

called out earlier. "What about the fuel drunms for the sea-gate
notors? Maybe we could create a gigantic Ml otov cocktail. Blow a way
t hr ough. "

Craig's face noved away fromthe crack. "Hang on, Jen."

She heard nuffled words, arguing, as the group beyond sought sone
solution or consensus. She heard sonething about the noise alerting
the Russians. She glanced over to the flare as it began to fade. She
woul d rather take her chances with the Russians.

Craig again appeared at the crack. "W're going to try sonething.
You' d better stand back."

Sonet hi ng was shoved into the crack. It looked Iike a hose nozzle. It
snel | ed of kerosene and oil.

Jenny scooted back fromthe wall. Tom and Kowal ski continued to guard
the tunnel with Bane at their side.

A flicker of flane dazzled in the crack, then a whoosh of fire blasted
toward Jenny. She fell backward as a ball of flane rolled past her
face. The heat singed her eyebrows.

"Are you okay?" Kowal ski asked, stepping toward her

She waved hi m back, pushing up. "I don't think I need to worry any
| onger about that bit of frost nip on ny nose."

"You're lucky you still have a nose."

In the crack, a blazing inferno glowed. Flames |apped out into the
cavern. Steamsizzled and billowed, instantly precipitating and
wetting walls, floors, and bodies. Runnels of fiery oil seeped into
their cavern.

It was surreal to see flames dancing atop ice. "They're trying to nelt
a path through for us," Jenny realized. The fiery channels traced
across the floor toward them driving them back

Kowal ski frowned. "Let's hope they don't set us on fire first."
4:12 p.m

Amanda hel d the hose nozzle while one of the biology students, Zane,
manned t he manual punp. "Keep the pressure up," she ordered, yanking
the rel ease | ever and spraying nore fuel onto the fire in the crack,
careful not to let the flanes leap to the hose. She had to be
car ef ul

Strong outward pressure had to be maintained. It was like trying to
add lighter fuel to an al ready burni ng barbecue.

Craig was on the other side of the crack, shielding his face with his
hand. Steamroiled out, along with snoky billows. Underfoot, channels
of water ran into the roomas the ice bl ockage nelted. Floating oi
burned in several patches, washed out with the nmeltwater. The biol ogy
team snothered themw th fire bl ankets found anmong the supplies on the
shel ves.



Craig turned to her. "W're about hal fway through.™
"How wi de?" she asked, reading his lips.
"A foot and a half, narrow but enough to squeeze through, | think."

Amanda nodded and continued her deft fueling. It would have to do.
They didn't want the nelted tunnel too wide or the grendels could
follow the other party in here.

But the grendels weren't the only danger.

Magdal ene waved from her post by the door, drawi ng Amanda's attention
"Stop!" she nout hed.

Amanda cut the hose feed.

The bi ol ogy postgrad had pressed against the wall beside the door. She
thunmbed toward it. "Soldiers."

Craig crossed to her. He peeked through the door w ndow, then ducked
away. He faced Amanda. "They've pried open the far door. The hal
out there is flooded and frozen over, but they surely spotted the
flickering flanes through the w ndow. "

"But they can't knowit's us," Ogden said, clutching his fire
bl anket .

Crai g shook his head. "They'll have to investigate the fire. Unti
they're finished here, they won't want the base bl owi ng up under
them™

Amanda spoke, careful to nmodul ate her voice to a whisper, "What are we
going to do?"

Craig eyed the crack. "Cone up with a new plan since this one's
screwed. "

n \Mat ?u

Crai g shook his head, his face going unusually hard. He pulled the
drawstring on his parka's hood and pressed it to his ear, then lifted
the wind collar of his coat and pressed it against his throat.

Amanda wat ched his |ips.

"Delta One, this is Osprey. Can you read ne?"
4:16 p.m

"Delta One, respond,” Craig repeated nore urgently.

He |istened for any response. The miniature UHF transnmitter in the
lining of his parka was efficient at bursting out strong signals,
capabl e of penetrating ice. Yet it still required a special receiving
di sh pointed at his exact coordinates to pick up the signal. The radio
di sh was established at the Delta team s rendezvous canmp about forty
mles fromhere. The unit had been tracking himsince he flewin |ast
ni ght .



And while it took only a whisper to conmunicate out to the Delta team
under his command, the radio's reception was a problem The anodi zed
t hread woven throughout the parka's stitching was a poor receiving

ant enna through so rmuch ice. He needed to get out of this frozen hole
to clear his conmunication

Still, faint words finally reached him cutting in and out. "Delta ..
receiving. "

"What is your status?"
"The target... sunk. Onega secured. Awaiting further orders.™

Craig allowed hinmself a surge of satisfaction. The Drakon had been

wi ped off the chessboard. Perfect. He pressed the throat m ke
tighter. "Delta One, the security of the football is conprom sed.
Extraction conplicated by Russian presence. Any direct hostile action
on your part could result in a defensive reaction to destroy the data
along with the station. | will attenpt to get clear of the ice
station. | wll radio for evacuation when clear. Only nove on ny
order."

Static answered him then a scatter of words: " conplication ... two
hel i copters down ... nen on the ground ... only one bird stil

flying."

Shit. Craig had to forgo trying to ascertain what had happened. There
was too nuch interference, but clearly the Russian subnmarine had put up
a fight. "Are your forces still mnobile?"

"Yes, sir.

"Good. Hold Orega secure. Mbilize an evac teamonly on ny all-clear

order. | will attenpt to reach you."
"... One ... roger that."
"Osprey out." Craig yanked the drawstring receiver, and it zipped back

into its hood. He found the group, w de-eyed, staring at him

"Who are you?" Amanda asked.

"My real nanme is not inportant. Craig will do for now"

"Then what are you?"

He tightened his lips. What was the use of subterfuge now? I|f he was
going to secure the data files, he would need the cooperation of
everyone here. He answered the question honestly. "I'mCA, liaison
to the Special Forces groups. Currently in tenmporary comrand of a
Delta Force unit which has retaken Onega."

"Orega is free?" Amanda asked.

"For the nonment." He waved toward the crack. "But that fact will do
us no good here. W need to get out of this station."

"How?" Dr. Ogden asked, standing nearby.



Craig waved to the crack in the wall. "They sonehow got in here. W'l
get out the sanme way."

"But the grendels ... ?" Magdal ene asked.

Craig crossed to the crate of enpty vodka bottles that he had noved
earlier, then eyed the entire party. "To survive, we're going to have
to work together."

4:17 p.m

Jenny watched the flanmes flare up again in the crack, driving her
back.

Thank CGod ..

A moment ago, as the fires had tenporarily died, she had taken a
cautious step closer and peered into the heart of the recent
conflagration. A foot away, the ice crack had been nelted into a true
passage, narrow but passable.

They were al nost through.

For a nonent, she had feared the others were ovrt of fuel. She had
heard anxi ous whi spering then the hose had reappeared, forcing her
back.

Now fl ames again | apped greedily fromthe tunnel, boring through the
remai nder of the ice. They were going to nmake it. Still, Jenny held
her breath. She turned to Tom and Kowal ski .

The pair, along with Bane, guarded the other tunnel, watching for the
approach of any of the creatures.

Tom caught her eye. "It's still down there. | keep seeing shadows
nmovi ng. "

"Bastard's not about to give up on its neal," Kowal ski concurred.
"It should stay away as long as the fire keeps going," Jenny said,
adding a silent / hope.

"In that case," Kowal ski grunped, "I want a goddam fl anet hrower for ny
next birthday."

She studied the dark tunnel and tried to understand what | urked out
there. She renenbered Craig's nane for the beast: grendel. But what
was it really? There were nyths anong her people about whale spirits
that left the ocean and dragged of f young men and wonen. She had

t hought such stories just superstitious tales. Now she wasn't so
sure.

The fury of the blaze had di ed down again, drawi ng back her attention
What are they doing over there?

Jenny waited. The fires died to flickers. She stepped forward again,
ready to call out. But a dark shape appeared instead, pushing out the
narrow crack. It was a figure cloaked in a soggy bl anket.

The bl anket was tossed back, throwi ng out Iight and revealing a tall



sl ender woman, dressed in a blue thermal unitard. The light came from
a mning lantern held in one hand. She lifted it now "Amanda ... Dr.
Reynol ds!'"™ Tom excl ai nred. Jenny recogni zed the nane, the head of the
Orega Drift Station. "Wat are you doing?" Kowal ski asked. He waved
an armat the crack. Another figure pushed out of the nelted passage.
"I thought we were joining you."

"Change in plans," she said, staring around at them "Looks like it's
safer out here than in there.”

To punctuate her statenent, a blast of rifle fire echoed fromthe other
side, ringing off netal

The second figure shook free of the blanket. It was Craig. He hel ped
t he next person out of the crack. "Not to sound trite, but the
Russi ans are coning."

Anot her four people pushed into the cavern: three men and a wonan. They
wore matching terrified expressions. Bane sniffed at them weaving
anmong their |egs.

The el dest of the new group spoke to Craig. "The Russians are shooting
at the door."

"Must be trying to keep us pinned there," Craig said. "Mre soldiers
are probably already on their way through the ducts."

Kowal ski pointed back to the crack. "Considering what's out here, I'd
say let's go back in there and wave the white flag at the Russians."

"It's death either way," Craig answered with a shake of his head. "And

here at | east we have the firepower to challenge the grendels."” He
pul | ed an object out of his pocket. It was a glass vodka bottle, ful
of a dark yellow liquid and stoppered with a scrap of cloth. "W have

ten of them |If your flares kept the grendels back, then these honemade
Mol ot ovs shoul d, too."

"What then?" Jenny asked.

"W're going to get out of here,’
shaft."”

Craig said. "Up that ventilation

"And | was just getting confy here,"” Kowal ski said.

Jenny shook her head at such a fool hardy plan. "But we'll just freeze
to death hiding up there. The blizzard is still blowing fiercely."

"We're not going to hide," Craig said. "W're going to nmake for the
parked vehicles, then strike out for Onega."

"But the Russians "

Amanda interrupted. "Qrega has been liberated by a Delta Force team
W're going to try to reach an evacuation point."

Jenny was stunned into silence.
Kowal ski rolled his eyes. "Fuckin' great. W escape fromthat goddam

pl ace just before it's liberated by Special Forces. W've got to work
on our damm timng."



Jenny found her tongue. "How do you know all this?"

Amanda pointed a thunmb at Craig. "Your friend here is CIA The
controller for the Delta Force team"

"What ?" Jenny swung toward Craig.

He net her eyes as nore gunfire rang out from beyond the crack. "W
need to nove out," he said. "Find this ventilation shaft."

Jenny remai ned frozen in place, her mind too busy trying to assinilate

this new information. "Wat the hell is going on here?"
"I"ll explainit all later. Now s not the tine." He touched her arm
then added nore softly, "I"'mtruly sorry. | didn't nean to get you

pulled into all of this."

He slipped past her, lighting the first Mlotov cocktail with a Bic
lighter, and headed to the tunnel. Once there, he | obbed the bottle
far down the passage

The expl osion of fire was fierce, splattering along the hall. Jenny
caught a glinpse of the bull beast fleeing around a bend in the tunne
and away.
"Let's go,"
much tinme."

Craig said, heading toward the inferno. "W don't have

4:28 p.m

Loaded down with the pilfered gear fromthe arnory, Matt nounted the
wal | | adder and clinbed behind Greer. At the top of the | adder

Li eut enant Commander Bratt crouched in the chute above, illumni nated by
a mlitary penlight hangi ng around his neck. The commander hel ped

G eer off the ladder and into the tunnel

As he clinbed, Matt gl anced down. WAshburn maintai ned a watch on the
two tunnels that entered the service cubby, rifle raised. The tal
worman was taking no chances. The group had reached Level Two and was
striking out for Level One.

Matt cl anbered up the remai ning rungs pounded into the ice wall. An
arm reached down and grabbed the hood of his white parka, hauling him
up. "Any sign of the civilian group up here?" Matt asked, huffing
fromthe weight of the weapons, every pocket stuffed wth grenades.

"No. But they could be anywhere. We'Il just have to count on them
finding a safe hiding place."

Matt crawled into the tunnel, followi ng after Greer and maki ng room for
Washburn. Soon they all were snaking down the ice chute, Geer in the
| ead, Bratt now bringing up the rear

None of them spoke. Their plan was sinple: keep noving up, find a weak
spot in the Russians' defenses, and try to blast their way free of the
station. The Polar Sentinel had deployed a SLOT buoy, a
Submari ne- Launched One-Way Transmitter. Bratt knew where it was hidden
atop the ice. They hoped to reach it and nmanual ly enter a Mayday, then
seek shelter anong the ice peaks and caves on the surface. Under the



cl oak of the blizzard, they m ght be able to play cat and nouse with
t he Russians |ong enough for help to arrive.

And in the neantinme, they'd be a decoy for the Russians, keeping the
eneny's attention away fromthe civilians still hiding in the
station.

The party reached anot her cubbyhol e, sonmewhere between Level One and
Level Two. They entered the space nore cautiously now. The Russians
woul d be searching these upper |evels, expecting themto nake a break
for the surface.

Greer entered first and swept his flashlight over the floor, seeking
any evidence of fresh footprints. He gave the thunbs-up. Matt craw ed
out and stretched his back.

Then the ground shook. A blast echoed to them rmuffled but still | oud.
Matt hunched down. A spatter of rattling gunshots followed, erratic,
i ke firecrackers.

"What the hell ?" he nmuttered under his breath.

Ice crystals danced in the air, shaken | oose by the concussion. He
gl anced to the others as they clinbed into the cubbyhole. They were
wearing snles. So was Geer.

"So let me in on the joke," Matt said, straightening.

Greer thunbed over his shoulder. "It would seemthe Russians finally
di scovered their dead conrades on Level Three."

"W booby-trapped the arnory before | eaving," Washburn added, her snile
cold and satisfied. "Figured once they found the bodies they'd check
there first."

"Payback for Pearlson and all the others," Bratt finished, grow ng
sober again. "And the distraction down there should slow the Russians,
make them nore wary. They now know we're arned."

Matt nodded, still shaken. So nmuch bl oodshed. He took a deep
shuddering breath. For the hundredth tinme since returning fromthe
arnory, he wondered about the fate of Jenny and her father. Fear for
them dul l ed any synpathy for the deaths here. He had to keep going. He
woul d not |et anyone stand between himand Jenny. This resolve both
frightened himand warned him For the past three years, he had
allowed grief and old pain to build a wall between them Now such
feelings seened as thin as the cold air here.

They continued on, working their way upward, aimng for the top
I evel .

After another two | adders and nore chute crawing, nuffled voices and
shouting reached them They followed toward the source, cautious,
silent, comunicating with hand signals. Flashlights were turned

of f.

Ahead, faint |light seeped down the tunnel. They headed toward the
source: a grate along one wall of the tunnel. Wth extrenme care, they
noved forward.



In the lead, Bratt reached the vent first and peered out. After a
| ong nonment, he noved past the grate, turned, and pointed to Matt,
wavi ng hi m f orward

Hol ding his breath, Matt crawed to the grate and bent his head to spy
out. The vent opened into a kitchen, the galley for the station

St oves and ovens lined one wall, while tables and shelves filled nost
of the free space. A double set of doors opened out to the main

room

A Russi an sol dier held one of the doors open, flashlight in hand. Hs
back was to them He was talking to another soldier

Beyond them in the darkened main room flashlights bobbled. Men ran
up and down the central staircase, shouting and barking to one anot her
A sol dier covered in blood pounded up the steps. He had a nedic's

cross on the upper shoul der of his parka. He yelled and nore nen
foll owed hi m down.

Finally, the pair of soldiers noved away, allowi ng the sw nging door to
cl ose behind them A square window in the double doors still shone
with the Iights bobbling in the adjacent room

Matt stared over to Bratt.

The conmmander sidled closer, speaking in his ear. "Can you play
Russi an agai n?"

"What do you nmean?" But even as Matt asked, he already knew the

answer. He still wore the stolen white parka.
"W have a short wi ndow of opportunity. |It's still dark. Everyone's
shaken. If you keep your hood up, you should be able to wal k anong

t hem wi t hout them knowi ng."
"And do what ?"
Bratt pointed toward the closed doors. "Be our eyes."

Matt listened to the plan as it was hurriedly related. His heart
t hudded in his chest, but he found hinself nodding.

Bratt finished, "Wth the current commotion fromthe booby trap, we
m ght not have a better chance.™

"Let's do it," Matt agreed.

Washburn was al ready using one of her multipurpose nmeat hooks to free
the grate.

Once the vent was open, Bratt touched Matt's arm "This plan al
depends on your acting ability."

"I know." Matt took a deep breath. "l'd better find nmy notivation for
this scene.”

"How about survival?" G eer growl ed behind him

"Yeah, that'll do." Matt crawl ed out of the vent and stood up, facing



t he doubl e doors.

The others followed him taking up positions in the galley. They noved
qui ckly. Timng was everyt hing.

Bratt gave Matt a questioning stare. Are you ready?
4:48 p. m

Jenny kept Bane beside her as she walked with Craig. Ahead, Kowal ski
| obbed another fiery charge down the | ong passage. It burst with a
shatter of glass and a splash of flanes across fl oor and walls.

The way was cl ear.
Not a single grendel had been seen in the last twenty m nutes.

Dr. (Ogden, the biologist, had of fered an explanation. "These
creatures live in darkness and ice. And while heat and |ight m ght
attract them these bonbs are sensory overload. Painful and
disorienting to the creatures. So they flee."

So far his assessnent had proved valid. They had succeeded in reaching
the original marked trail unnol ested and unchal | enged and were now

wi ndi ng down into the depths of the ice island, heading toward the
ventilation shaft. The only disturbance had been when an echoi ng bl ast
of some di stant expl osion sounded far above them The tunnels had
rattl ed, stopping everyone. But with no other repercussions or

expl osions, they had conti nued onward.

Behi nd Jenny, Amanda remmi ned in whispered discussions with the biol ogy
team whil e Tom wat ched their backs, arnmed with a pair of Ml otovs.

Craig continued his quiet explanation: "I was the advance nan, the
surgical op for the mission. | was sent into find the data and secure
it. But the Russians nmust have caught wi nd of my cover and mnission and
tried to anmbush nme in Alaska. If it hadn't been for Matt, they
woul d' ve succeeded. "

"You coul d have told us."

Craig sighed. "I was under strict orders. A need-to-know basis only.
This comes fromthe highest positions of power. Especially after the
attack on Prudhoe Bay. The stakes were too high. | had to get

here.”

"Al'l for some possible research into cryogenics.” Jenny tried to
picture the tanks with the frozen bodies inside them It seened
i mpossi bl e, too nonstrous.

Craig shrugged. "I had ny orders."

"But you used us." She thought back to his discussions and argunents
on the Twin Oter after the explosions at Prudhoe Bay. He had
mani pul ated them "You played us."

He smiled apol ogetically. "Wat can | say? |'mgood at what | do."
Hs smle faded, and he sighed. "I had to use the resources at hand.

You were the only neans for ne to get here under the Russians' radar
Again I'msorry. | didn't think it would get this messy."



Jenny kept her gaze fixed forward as the group edged past the expl oded
Mol ot ov. She kept one question to herself. Ws this man still playing
t hen?

Craig continued, but nowit sounded nore |ike he was speaking to
hinself. "Al we have to do is get clear of the station. Then the
Delta teamcan cone in with full forces and secure this place, too
Then it will all be over."

Jenny nodded. Over ... if only it were that easy. She kept one hand

on Bane, needing to feel the sinple, unconplicated |loyalty at her side.
But it was nore than that. And she allowed herself to admt it. Bane
al so was a physical connection back to Matt. Her fingers rubbed into

the dog's ruff, feeling his body heat. Craig had told her about Matt,

how he and a group of Navy nmen had attenpted to raid the station's old
weapons | ocker.

No one knew what happened after that. Bane |eaned agai nst her | eg,
seemi ng to sense her fear. "l see the ventilation shaft!" Kowal sk
call ed back. The group headed after the tall seaman, their pace

i ncreasi ng. Jenny guided Bane past the flanmes of the expl oded Mol otov.
The heat was stifling, reeking of burned hydrocarbons. The ice nelted
and ran underfoot, slick and treacherous. Streans of fire traced
channel s across the floor

Once they were past, the way grew dark again. Kowal ski |ed, the
| antern rai sed above his head.

Ahead a bl ack chute opened on the left wall. The end of the
ventilation shaft.

The group gathered in front of it. Jenny pushed forward. From here,
it was up to her. The tunnel was too steep to clinmb with just boots
and hands. Tom handed her an ice ax that they had found in the
sea-gate control room She checked the tool's bal ance, weight, and
nost inportantly, its sharp edge.

Dr. Reynolds sat on the floor and unbuckled her ice cranpons, taking

themoff. "1 should be the one doing this," the worman sai d.
"They fit me, too," Jenny argued. "And |'ve been ice clinbing many
times in Alaska." She left unsaid what had al ready been di scussed. The

cranmpons were too small for any of the nen, and Amanda's deaf ness was a
handicap if she got into any trouble in the shaft. Dr. Reynolds
passed her the steel cranpons.

Jenny quickly snugged themto her boots. The spiked tips and sol es
woul d all ow her to scale the shaft. The ice ax was both to aid in this
and to protect her.

Once she was outfitted, Tom passed her two of the remaini ng Ml ot ovs.
"I dropped the rope right near the entrance when we were ... were

attacked. If you anchor it to the grate above, it should just about
reach down here.”

Jenny nodded, shoving the firebonbs in the pocket of her parka. "No
problem Keep a watch on Bane. The grendels have himw red. Don't
et himrun off."



"I'"ll make sure he stays, and |I'Il follow behind himup the shaft."
"Thanks, Tom"

Kowal ski bent a knee and offered a hand to hel p her up. She clinbed
himlike a | adder, ducking into the shaft and pulling up her feet to
kick in with her cranpons. They dug deep, the sharp points well

mai nt ai ned.

"Be careful ," Kowal ski sai d.

She had no voice to reassure himor herself. She set off up the shaft,
practicing what her father had taught her |ong ago while glacier hiking
and clinbing: Keep two points of contact at all tines.

Wth both feet spiked in place, she reached up with the ice ax and
jamred it tight. Once it was secure, she noved one |leg up, kicked in,
t hen brought the other up

It was slow going. Slowis safe, her father's old words whispered in
her ear.

Working up the shaft, one step at a tinme, she allowed a small neasure
of relief to buoy her at the thought of her father. At least he's
safe. Conmander Sewel| prom sed to ook after him and now the Delta
units have arrived.

All she had to do was reach them
But what about Matt?

Her left foot slipped out of its plant, gouging ice. She snacked to
her belly on the ice. Al her weight was carried on the ice ax unti
she was able to resecure her feet. Once planted, she still took a
nmonent to suck in large gulps of cold air.

Two points of contact at all tines. **

She shoved aside her fears for Matt. It did her no good. She had to
focus, to survive. After that, she could worry. This thought raised
an unbidden smle. Mtt had once said she could worry a hol e through
pl at e steel

Wshing for a tenth of Matt's conposure now, she planted her ax farther
up the ventilation shaft and continued onward. Ahead the bend in the
shaft appeared. Alnost to the top. She rounded the corner and spotted
the glare of daylight at the end of the shaft. It was open, clear

Wth her goal in sight, she hurried upward but not so fast as to be
careless. The two nmen in her life whispered in her ears.

Slow i s safe.
Don't worry.
And lastly, words reached out of her past, froma place deep and | ocked

away. She remenbered soft |ips brushing her neck, warm breath on her
nape, words husky with ardor: | love you ... | love you so nuch, Jen



She held these words to her heart and spoke al oud, renenbering what had
been forgotten and knowing it to be true. "I love you, too, Matt."

4:50 p.m

Di sgui sed in the Russian parka, Mitt pushed out the galley doors and
entered the main station. Though the |evel renai ned darkened, he kept
one armraised, shielding his face, holding the furred edge of his
white hood | ow over his brow. He carried the AK-47 on one shoul der

Men continued to bustle, oblivious to his appearance. He kept to the

| evel ' s outer edge, crossing along the periphery, staying in the dark.
Most of the commobtion was in the rooms center, where soldiers

gat hered, staring down the spiral steps. From below, snoke bill owed up
fromthe explosion of the booby-trapped arnory.

A pair of men hauled a heavy formstretched in black plastic wap. Body
bag.

Anot her pair of soldiers, laden as grimy as the first, followed.
Conr ades wat ched the procession with angered expressions. Shouts
continued to echo up frombel ow. Men spoke heatedly all around.
Fl ashlights circled and patrolled.

A beam passed across his form Mtt kept his head turned away. As he
maneuvered around the area's tables, he bunped a chair, knocking it
over. As it clattered, he hurried on. Soneone yelled at him It
sounded |ike a curse.

He sinply gestured vaguely and continued along the roonmis edge. He
finally reached a vantage point where he could see into the hall that
led out to the storm He spotted the weckage of the Sno-Cat stil
partially blocking the way, but it had been shoved asi de enough to

all ow a narrow space to pass to the surface. Two nen stood by the Cat,
but he coul d see novenent behind the crashed vehicle.

Fromthe corner of his eye, he continued to stare into the distance.

That was his mission: recon the |evel and determ ne how many hostil es
stood between them and freedom |If escape | ooked possible, he was to
signal the others, then use the grenade hidden inside his pocket to
create a distraction, lobbing it toward the central shaft. The ruckus
shoul d cover the Navy crew s rush toward the entrance. Matt was to
offer cover fire with his own rifle. But first, he had to decide if
escape through the hall was even possible.

He squinted then junped when someone barked right at his shoulder. He
had not heard the man's approach

Matt turned partially toward the newconer, a hulking figure in an un
zi ppered parka. Seven feet, if he was an inch. WMatt gl anced briefly,
| ooking for some insignia of rank. Though the man's face was rugged
and storm burned, he appeared young. Too young to be of significant
rank.

Matt stood a bit straighter as the nman continued in Russian, pointing
his rifle toward the two bagged bodies as they were sprawl ed across one
of the ness hall tables. His cheeks were red, spittle accumul ated at
the corners of his lips. He finally finished his tirade, huffing a
bit.



Only understanding a few words of Russian, Matt did the one thing

everyone did when faced with such a situation. He nodded. "Da," he
munbl ed grimy. Along with the word nyet, it was the extent of his
Russi an vocabulary. In this case, it was a toss-up which to use: da or
nyet.

Yes or no.

Clearly the man had delivered an inpressive rant, and agreenent seened
t he best response. Besides, he was not about to disagree with the
gi ant.

"Da," Matt repeated nore enphatically. He might as well commt.
It seenmed to work.

A hand as large as a side of beef clapped himon the shoul der, al npst
driving himto his knees. He caught hinself and remai ned standing as
the fell ow began to pass.

He had pulled it off.

Then the grenade secreted inside his parka jarred | oose and bounced to
the floor with a loud clatter. The pin was still in place, so there
was no real danger of it expl oding.

Still Matt winced as if it had.
The grenade rolled to the toes of the giant.

The man bent to pick it up, his fingers reaching, then pausing. He had
to recogni ze the armanent as ancient. Half bent, the fell ow gl anced up
at him bushy eyebrows pinched as the gears in his brain slowy

t ur ned.

Matt was al ready noving. He swung his assault rifle around fromhis
shoul der and drove its stock into the bridge of the nman's nose. He
felt bone crush. The soldier's head snapped back, then forward. His
body fol | owed.

Not mi ssing a beat, Matt dropped to his knees beside the fell ow,
pretending to help the guy stand as eyes | ooked toward them He
| aughed hoarsely as if the nman had tri pped.

Bef ore anyone grew wi ser, Matt reached the grenade under the man,
pull ed the pin, and bowed it under the tables toward the centra
shaft. It wouldn't get the distance conpared to throwing it, but it
woul d have to do

Unfortunately, it didn't get far at all. It struck an overturned
chair, the same one he hinmsel f had knocked down a norment ago. It
bounced back toward him

Crap ...

He ducked, shielding hinmself with the giant's body. The fellow groaned
groggily, arms scrabbling blindly.

Matt swore, realizing he had forgotten to signal the others.



Fuck it... they'll get the nmessage.
The grenade bl ew.

Atable flewinto the air, spinning end over end. WMatt barely sawit.
The force of the blast drove himand his unwilling partner across the
floor. Shrapnel ripped through the soldier's thick neck. Blood
spouted in a hot gush over Matt's face.

Ears ringing fromthe blast, Miatt rolled away. He was deaf for the

nmonent to any shouting. He watched nen picking thensel ves up off the
floor. Flashlights searched the room now snoky fromthe bl ast.

Movement caught his eye.

Thr ough the double doors to the galley, a trio of figures rushed toward
him Bratt was in the lead. They ained for him

Matt, still shell-shocked, couldn't understand why they weren't making
for the exit. Still on the ground, he lolled around.

Ch, that's why ..
He was sprawled right in the entrance to the hall that |ed out.
The Sno-Cat lay just a few yards away.

Even closer, only five steps fromhim tw soldiers stood with weapons
| evel ed. They shouted ... or he assuned so, since their lips were
nmoving. But his ears still rang. He couldn't hear, |et alone
understand if he coul d.

They came toward him weapons firm ng on shoul ders, aimng at his
head.

Matt took a ganble. He lifted his arms. "Nyet!" It was a fifty-fifty
chance. Da or nyet.

This time he chose wong. The closer man fired.
St or m War ni ng

APRIL 9, 4:55 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

From a coupl e of paces away, Anmanda stared toward the ventilation
shaft. The sheriff had vani shed beyond the reach of the lantern's
light. The other nenbers of the party gathered at the opening,
anxi ous, eyes darting all around.

She felt isolated. She had thought herself accustomed to the |ack of
auditory stinulation, to the way it cut you off fromthe world nore

t horoughly even than blindness. Hearing envel oped you, connected you
to your surroundings. And though she could see, it was always |ike she
was wat ching fromafar, a wall between her and the rest of the world.

The only tinme in the past years when she had felt fully connected to
the world had been those few nmonments in Greg's arns. The warnth of his



body, the softness of his touch, the taste of his lips, the scent of
his skin ... all wore down that wall that separated her fromthe
wor | d.

But he was gone now. She understood he was a captain first, a man
second, that he had to | eave with the other civilians, had to rescue
those he could. Still, it hurt. She wanted him... needed him

She hugged her arns around herself, trying to squeeze the terror from
her own body. The burst of courage she had been riding since seeing a
grendel for the first time had waned to a sinple will to survive, to
conti nue novi ng forward.

Tom stirred beside her, petting Bane as he stood watch. Kowal sk
guarded the opposite side of the hall. The tension kept their faces

| ocked in a stoic expression, eyes staring unblinkingly. She imagined
she appeared the sane.

The waiting wore on themall. They kept expecting an attack that never
cane. The Russians ... the grendels ..
She followed Tomls blank stare down the hall. She recalled her earlier

di scussion with Dr. QOgden.

The bi ol ogi st had devel oped a theory about the grendels' social
structure. He imagined that the species spent a good chunk of their
life span in frozen hibernation. A good way to conserve energy in an
envi ronnent so scant on resources. But to protect the frozen pod, one
or two sentinels renmai ned awake, guarding their territory. These few
hunt ed the surroundi ng waters through sea caves connected to the Craw
Space or scoured the surface through natural or man-nmade egress points.
Whi |l e exploring down here, Ogden had found spots in the Craw Space
that | ooked like claws had dug a grendel free fromits icy slunber. He
had his theory: "The guardi ans nmust change shift every few years,
slipping into slunber thenselves to rest and all owi ng a new nenber to
take over. It's probably why they've remai ned hidden for so long. Only
one or two remain active, while the rest slunber through the centuries.
There's no telling how | ong these things have been around,

occasionally brushing into contact with mankind, |eading to nyths of
dragons and snow nonsters."

"Or Beowul f's Grendel ," Amanda had added. "But why have they stayed
here on this island for so | ong?"

Qgden had this answer, too. "The island is their nest. | exam ned
some of the smaller caves in the cliff face and found frozen of fspring,
only a few, but considering the creatures' longevity, | wager few
progeny are necessary to maintain their breeding pool. And as with
nost species with small litters, the social group as a whole will
defend their nest tooth and nail."

But where are they now? Amanda wondered. Fire would not hold the
grendel s at bay forever, not if they were defending their nest.

Tom swung around, clearly attracted by some noi se.
She turned and | ooked. The group by the ventilation shaft stirred. She

i medi ately saw why. A length of red rope snaked fromthe opening,
dangling to the floor. Jenny had nade it to the top



The group gathered cl oser

Craig faced themwith a hand up. His lips were illum nated by his
[antern. "To minimze the Ioad on the rope, we should go up in groups
of three. 1'Il go with the two wonen." He pointed to Amanda and

Magdal ene. "Then Dr. (Qgden and his two students. Then the Navy pair
with the dog."

He stared around, waiting to see if there were any objections.
Amanda gl anced around herself. No one seenmed to be di sagreeing.

And she surely wasn't going to. She was with the first group. Wthout
any protests, Craig hel ped Magdal ene up, then offered a hand to her

She waved for himto go ahead. "I've been clinmbing all my life." He
nodded and mounted the rope, pulling himself up. Amanda then foll owed.
The clinmb was strenuous, but fear drove their party quickly upward,
away fromthe terror below. Amanda had never been happier to see
daylight. She scranbled up after the other two, then rolled into open
air.

The wi nds buffeted her as she stood.

Jenny hel ped steady her. "The blizzard is breaking up," she said, her
eyes on the skies.

Amanda frowned at the blowi ng snow, blind to the surroundi ngs beyond a
few yards. The cold already bit into her exposed cheeks. If this
storm was breaki ng up, how bad had it been before?

Craig bent to the hole, clearly calling to those bel ow, then
strai ghtened and faced them "We'll have to hurry. |f the stormis
letting up, we'll have |less cover."

They waited for the next party the biology group. It didn't take too
long. Soon three nore figures rolled out of the ventilation shaft.
Craig bent again to the shaft.

Amanda felt the tiny hairs on the back of her neck quiver. Deaf to the
storm and the chatter around her, she sensed it first. She swing
around in a full circle. Sonar..

"Stop!" she yelled. "Grendels ... I'"™ Everyone tensed, facing
out war d.
Craig was still at the hole. He scranmbled in his parka for one of the

Mol ot ovs. She saw his |ips moving.
creatures are attacking bel ow, too."

scream ng down the shaft. The

Henry Ogden struggled to light his own Ml otov, but the w nd kept
snuffing his lighter. " a coordinated attack. They're using sonar
to communi cate wi th one another."

Amanda stared into the whiteout. It was an anmbush. From out of the
deep snow, shadowy figures crept toward them slipping |ike hulking
phantoms fromthe heart of the storm

Henry finally got his oily rag burning and tossed his bottle outside,
toward the group. It sailed through the snow, |anded in a snowbank
and sizzled out. The beasts continued toward them



Amanda caught novenent from around another ice peak to the far right.
Anot her grendel ... and anot her.

They were closing in fromall sides.

Craig stepped forward, a flam ng Mlotov in his raised hand.

"Avoi d the snow, " Amanda warned. "It's fresh, wet."

Crai g nodded and threw the fiery charge. 1t arced through the bl ow ng
snow and struck the knifed edge of a pressure ridge. Flane expl oded
across the path of the | argest group

The beasts flinched, stopping.

Run away, she willed at them

As answer, Amanda felt the sonar intensify, a grendel roar of
frustration. Qut in the open, they were less intinmdated by the fiery

di spl ay.

Craig turned to her, to the others. He pointed an arm "Back down the
ventilation shaft!"

Amanda swung around in tinme to see Bane | eap out of the same shaft,
snarling and barking, as wild as a full wolf. But Jenny caught her
dog, trying to keep himfromrunning at the grendels.

Around them there was much shouting. Amanda heard none of it. People
were too panicked for her to catch what was being said. Wy was no one
diving into the shaft?

Then she had her answer.

Kowal ski scranbl ed out of the hole, shouting, red-faced. "Get back!"
She was able to read his lips as he yelled. "They're right on our
tail!"

Tom appeared next, the left armof his parka singed and snol dering. He
rolled out, shoving his arminto the snow. Snoke billowed fromthe
shaft. "The shaft caved in with that last Mlotov. It's blocked."

Kowal ski stared toward the flanes out in the storm his face sinking.
"Shit..."

Amanda turned. The fires fromCraig's Mlotov were foundering in the
snownelt. The beasts, obeying sone sonar signal, began to march toward
t he group again, splashing and stanping through the remaining flanes.
<*

As Amanda backed, the party pulled tighter together

There was no escape.

5:03 p.m

Standing only a yard away with his AK-47, the Russian fired at Matt's

head. Mizzle flash flared fromthe rifle barrel. Still deafened from
t he



grenade bl ast, Matt didn't hear the shot or the one that took out the
shoot er.

Matt fell back, his left ear aflame. He watched, confused, as the
right side of the guard's head expl oded out in a shower of bone and
brain. 1t was all done in dead silence. WMatt struck the ground,

| andi ng on his shoulder. Blood trailed down his neck. The shot had

ni cked his ear. He saw Bratt, Geer, and Washburn running at him
Bratt's rifle still smoked. In the hallway, the second guard tried to
react, swinging his weapon, but G eer and Washburn both fired. A
bull et struck the Russian's shoulder, spinning himlike a top. Another
bl asted t hrough the man's neck, spraying bl ood over the wall.

Sound began to return to Matt. Mostly the |ouder noises. Yells, nore
shots. The double doors to the galley suddenly expl oded outward,
tearing from hinges and bl owi ng across the room fire and snoke

foll omed. Another booby trap.

Ami d the chaos, Matt struggled to stand as the group reached him Bratt
grabbed hi m by the hood and haul ed himup, yelling in his good ear
"Next time | duct-tape that damm grenade to you!" As a group, they
sprinted toward the Sno-Cat. "Mre soldiers ...!" Mtt gasped

wavi ng ahead, trying to warn. Shots fired at them from beyond the
Sno-Cat. They dove down, using the weckage as a shield. Rifle shots
rattled the trashed vehicle.

Matt crouched, his back to the Sno-Cat. He stared back into the main
room cloudy with smoke. They were still exposed. They had to nove.

Snoke swirled, and novenent near the room s center caught Matt's eye. A
man seenmed to be floating up the shaft frombelow, it by a couple
flashlights. He was tall, white-haired, wearing an open greatcoat. In
his arms, he carried a boy wapped in a blanket. The boy was crying,
covering his ears. It nmade no sense.

"CGet down!" Bratt yelled to Matt, pushing his head |ower. G eer
tossed a grenade over the top of the vehicle toward the hidden snipers.
Washburn rol |l ed anot her back toward the main room "No!" Matt

cried.

The tw n explosions snuffed out Matt's hearing again. The Sno- Cat
jolted a foot toward themfromthe blast. Chunks of ice rained down;
steany snoke filled the hall.

Bratt notioned, pointing an arm They had no choice but to make a run
for it. They |eaped as a group, having to trust that the grenade took
out all the hostiles ahead of them

The conmmander took the Il ead, followed by Washburn and Matt. Geer ran
behind them firing blindly back toward the main room The shots
sounded far away, nmore like a toy cap gun

Then Greer shouldered into Matt, trying to get himto hurry, but
succeeded in al most knocking himdown. He glanced back angrily as he
caught hi s bal ance.

Greer was down on one knee. He hadn't pushed Matt. He had fallen.

Matt stopped, skidding around on the ice-strewn floor, meaning to go to



his aid. The man's face was a mask of fury and pain. He waved Matt
onward, shouting soundl essly.

Matt saw why. Bl ood pool ed under Greer, pouring fromhis leg. The
bl ood punped in a bright red flow Arterial. Geer slunped to the
floor, rifle across his knees.

Washburn grabbed Matt's arm taking in the scene imrediately. She
yanked him maki ng himfoll ow her

Greer met Matt's gaze, then did the oddest thing. The man sinply
shrugged, disappointed, like he'd sinply lost a bet. He lifted his
rifle, pointed it toward the station, and began to fire again.

Pop ... pop ... pop ... Matt allowed hinself to be dragged away. They
fled past the Sno-Cat and headed toward the bl asted doorway. Bodies |ay
in crunmpled piles; there was no resistance.

Matt spotted a familiar object resting in a severed hand. He snatched
it upin md run and shoved it into his pocket. It could conme in
handy.

The trio fled to the surface, out into the storm

Once Matt was free of the station, the wind seened to dispel his
deaf ness. He heard the blizzard' s how .

"This way!" Bratt yelled, aimng themtoward the parked snow vehicl es.
They planned to steal a Ski-Doo and head out to the SLOT transmitter

hi dden anong t he peaks.

But first they had to get there.

It was a hundred-yard dash.

Clearing the entrance, they sprinted across the open, heading toward
the vehicles half buried in the bl owi ng snow.

It was too nuch to hope they were unguarded.
@uns fired at them Ice spat up fromthe inpacts, stinging them

Bratt and WAashburn dropped to their bellies, sheltering behind a
shal l ow ridge of ice. Matt did the sane. The snipers were hidden in a
val l ey between two ice peaks. Well protected. WMtt spotted orange
tents sheltered up there.

"That's where the corpses fromthe station are kept," Washburn hi ssed.
"I know a back way in, and | have one nore grenade. Cover nme." She
began to crawl away, retreating toward the station's entrance.

Bratt ained his gun and fired toward the tents. Matt rolled and haul ed
his AK-47 around. He ained, searching for snowy shadows. He fired
whenever he saw novenent.

Of to the side, Washburn reached a narrow crevasse between two peaks,
ready to circle behind the snipers.

Then, as was usual for this day, everything went dreadfully wong.



5:11 p.m

By the shaft opening, Jenny readi ed herself along with the others. She
hel d Bane's scruff. The stormwi nds still blew fiercely, but the
snowfal |l had waned to flurries and gusts.

"On ny mark!" Kowal ski yelled a few steps away. He and Tom stood in
front, bearing flam ng Ml otovs over their heads.

Fi ve grendel s massed ahead of them The beasts' approach had stopped
as explosion after nmuffled expl osion erupted, sounding as if they were
com ng fromjust beyond the next peak. The creatures, tuned to

vi brations, were disturbed by the concussions.

"It's the station,"” Tom had said. "Soneone's attacking." Kowal ski had
agreed, "Sounds |ike grenades."

The nonentary confusion of the beasts had bought themtinme to light a
pair of Ml otovs and devise a quick plan. It wasn't artful. Sinply
down and dirty.

Kowal ski took the | ead, stepping toward the nearest grendel and wavi ng
his flaming torch at it.

Li ps pull ed back in response, baring teeth like a dog. The other
grendel s retreated a step, edgy now, wary. The |ead bull kept his
spot, not intimdated by the show

"This one's well fed," Ogden whispered at Jenny's side, crowding her
"It's surely one of the pod's sentinels. |Its territoriality will be
the nost fierce."

That was their hope. Take out the | eader and maybe the pack wl|l
scatter.

Kowal ski took another step. Tom dogged behind him In a blur, the
grendel suddenly | eaped at them roaring.

"Fuck!" Kowal ski screaned, and tossed the Ml otov toward the nonster's
open jaws. He flew backward, bouncing into Tom They both fell

The seaman's aim though, proved true. The flaning bottle sailed end
over end into the creature's maw. The result was spectacul ar

An expl osion of burning oil burst fromthe creature's jaws, |ike sone
fire-breathing dragon. It how ed, spitting and hacking out flan ng
oil. It spun in agony and blind fury. The others fled fromthe

di spl ay, bounding away in all directions.

The snell of burning flesh filled the snmall ice vale.

"Now " Kowal ski screamed, springing to his feet with Tom

The young ensign had nmanaged to keep his Ml otov out of the snow. He
whi pped it now with the strength of a najor-I|eague ballplayer. It
arced past the flailing nmonster and burst farther down the path,

flam ng nore of the trail ahead, warding away any ot her grendels.

"Let's go!" Kowal ski yelled, taking the |ead.



The wounded beast collapsed to the ice, its lungs burned away. Fl anmes
still danced fromits lips and the two nostrils high on its head. It
didn't nove.

Kowal ski gave it a wide berth just in case. Tomwaved for the others
to follow Jenny ran alongside Craig and Dr. Reynolds. Free now,
Bane raced ahead, joining Kowal ski at the front. Behind them the

bi ol ogy group kept pace with Tom

The party fled through fire and ice, running full tilt.

Kowal ski had their |ast Ml otovs. He kept a fiery path blazing ahead
of them The grendels scattered out of their way.

Then a scream. ..

Jenny turned and saw Ant ony down, one |eg plunged through a hole in the
ice. Tom and Zane hel ped draw t he pani cked boy out.

Kowal ski had stopped, waiting for thema few yards down. " Sucks,
doesn't it!" They would all have to be careful of such sinkholes. A
leg could be easily broken ... or a neck. a

Zane hel ped his friend to his feet.
"Shit, that's cold," Antony said

I ce cracked behind him Up fromthe hole, a grendel burst forth,
battering frombelow. It lunged and snatched the boy's leg, biting
deep. [/ Zane and Tom were thrown backward as the ice shattered
outward. The half-ton beast dropped back into the hole, dragging
Antony with it.

He didn't even have tine to scream before he was gone.

Ami d cries and shouts, everyone raced forward haltingly. Wth the snow
covering the ice, it was inpossible to discern the thinner patches.
"They' re pacing us,"
by our footsteps."

Qgden sai d, panting. "Tracking us under the ice

"W can't stop," Kowal ski said.

No one wanted to. They continued onward, but nore slowy. Kowal sk
bravely took the point. Everyone kept to his footsteps, not wanting to
t ake any unnecessary chances.

Jenny had seen pol ar bears hunting seals in such a manner, pouncing up
frombelow to nab their unsuspecting prey. The area must be riddl ed
wi th iced-over breathing holes, permanent cracks in the ice protected
by the pressure ridges around here. They would have to be careful

Jenny spotted a nmound of snow rise as sonething heavy pushed up from
bel ow. She heard the crinkle of breaking ice frombeneath it. The
grendels were still follow ng them

"Around the next ridge!"™ Tomcalled fromthe back. "The station's
parking lot is just ahead!"

They cautiously increased their pace.



Jenny rounded the bend and saw he was right. The junble of peaks
opened into flat ice. They were alnost out of the treacherous pressure
ri dges.

As they nmade for the opening, gunfire cracked through the whine of

wi nds. Kowal ski reached the edge and raised his arm halting them al
whi | e he scanned ahead. Mrre gunfire sounded cl ose by, a rea
firefight.

Tom pul l ed up next to them "Someone's fighting the Russians."
"Could it be the Delta tean?" Amanda asked Craig.
He shook his head.

Kowal ski hissed to them They all noved forward, gathering together.
He pointed an arm Just ten yards fromtheir hiding place rested a
Sno-Cat, with snownobil es and other vehicles lined up just past it.

Beyond the parking lot, Jenny spotted two figures out on the ice,
firing toward the peaks to the left. GQunfire answered them spattering
into the short ridge that sheltered the pair.

It was inpossible to tell who was who. Though the snowfall from
over head had di ed away, the wi nds continued to bl ow surface snow in
scuffs and eddi es, obliterating detail

Bane suddenly lunged forward, breaking away fromthe group. He raced
bet ween t he parked vehicles, heading out toward the open plain.

Jenny nade to |l eap after him but Kowal ski grabbed her el bow and
hi ssed. He pointed an arm

Beyond the firefight, the glowi ng entrance to the base shone in the
stornmy gloom Figures appeared, |imed against the |ight, pouring out
frominside. A major battle was about to begin.

She turned her attention, but Bane was gone, |ost ampbng the parked snow
craft.

The gunfire grew nore intense.

"Now what do we do?" Tom asked.

5:14 p.m

From his position behind the ice ridge, Matt watched as Washburn was

t ackl ed, swanped under three nmen. She kicked and fought, but it was no
use. More soldiers nmoved out, flanking the entrance. Additional nen
took up sniping positions within the shelter of the entrance hall.

It wouldn't be long until Matt and Bratt were outflanked and shot. Matt
covered the nen near the entrance, trying to keep them from edging into
a position fromwhich they could shoot directly at his group. Bratt did
the sane with the group hiding anong the tents.

But they were running | ow on anmunition.

"I"ll try to drawtheir fire," Bratt said. "Make for the vehicles. Try



to grab one and head out."
"\What about you?"

Bratt shied fromthe question. "I1'll do what | can to hold them off
you for as |long as possible.”

Matt hesitat ed.
Bratt turned to him his eyes fierce. "This isn't your war!"

And it isn't yours either, Matt wanted to add, but now was not the tine
for debate. He sinply nodded, acquiescing.

Bratt turned his attention, pulling out a grenade froma pocket. He
poi nted and signaled his plan. "Ready."

Matt took a deep breath and pushed hinmself fromhis belly into a
crouch, keeping low. "Go!"

Bratt | obbed the grenade. He didn't have the armto reach the group in
the tents, not against the wi nds blowing out fromthe ice nountains.

But he did a damm good job anyway. The explosion of ice obliterated
the view.

That was Matt's cue. He took off at a full sprint. Behind him Bratt
twisted to fire at the nmen positioned near the station entrance.

The plan m ght have worked, except that the Russians by the tents had
managed to | oad their rocket |auncher. WMatt heard the fizzling blast,
followed by the telltale whistle.

He dove and twi sted, skidding a few yards on his shoulder. The sharp

i ce shredded his parka. He watched Bratt turn, ready to | eap away, but
the distances were too short, the rocket too fast.

Matt covered his face, both to protect hinself and not to watch.

The rocket struck with a resounding blast. The ice shuddered under
Matt. He lowered his armand pushed up. Their tenmporary shelter was
now a snoki ng hol e of steam

There was no sign of Bratt.

Then a boot | anded beside him thudding in the snow, sizzling against
the ice.

Horrified, Matt rolled away. He shoved to his feet. Not allow ng the
man's sacrifice to be in vain, he ran for the vehicles.

5:16 p.m
Jenny stared at the lone figure running across the ice. He wore a
white parka ... one of the Russians. Then a gust of snow and steam

bl anket ed over him

"W have to nove out now," Craig said beside her, drawi ng her
attention. "Use the distraction to grab what vehicles we can."

"Who can drive a Cat?" Kowal ski asked, pointing to the sturdy vehicle.



It was only ten yards away. So close ... Qgden raised his hand. "I
can."

Kowal ski nodded. "Tomand I'lIl grab a couple snowrobiles to act as

fl ankers and decoys. The Cat should hold the rest of you. |[|'ve got
two Molotovs left." He tossed one to Tom "We'll do what we can to
keep the Russians off your asses." "Let's do it," Craig said

The group bolted toward the nearby Cat. Tom and Kowal ski divi ded and
ran for two Ski-Doos.

Henry reached the Sno-Cat first and yanked the door open. Zane and
Magdal ene cl anbered into the front seat while Henry tried the engine.

It sputtered, then caught. The noise seened |oud, sure to draw the
attention of the Russians now that the firefight had stopped. Hopefully
the soldiers were still deafened by the rocket explosion. And if not,
there was al ways the perpetually howing wind to cover the sound.

Jenny searched for any sign that they were heard. But the cloud from
the rocket attack continued to nask the area. The winds blew the
steany snmoke toward the station's entrance, keeping the view bl anket ed.
But it would not |ast |ong.

She heard one Ski-Doo engi ne wind up, then another. Tom and Kowal ski
had found their nounts.

"Inside!" Craig urged, pulling open the rear door for Amanda and
Jenny.

As Amanda grabbed the edge of the doorframe, sharp barking cut through
t he engi ne noi se.

Jenny stepped around the rear of the Cat. Bane ..

She searched, then spotted nmovenent. A figure |lunbered fromthe snow
fifty yards away. The Ione Russian in the white parka. She hissed to
Craig

He canme over. Amanda paused in the open door

Jenny pointed to the arned figure, who seened unaware of them He had
been cl ose to the explosion. Probably dazed and deaf.

"We'| | have to take himout," Craig said.

Then Jenny spotted another figure, dark and low to the ground. It was
Bane. The wolf mix | eaped at the man, bringing hi mdown.

Craig saw it, too. "It looks like we won't have to deal with the nman
after all. That is some mutt. A real attack dog."

Jenny watched with a frown. Bane was not that sort of dog.

She watched the man westle the dog, then sit up on his knees and hug
him pulling the dog tight. She fell forward two steps. "It's
Matt!"

5:18 p.m

A sob escaped Matt as he clutched Bane. How had the dog gotten here?



Al the way from Onega? It seemed a mracle.

He heard a small cry in the wind, but he couldn't tell fromwhere. He
gl anced up. Then he heard it again. Sonmeone was calling his nane.

Bane dashed a few steps, then turned back to Matt, clearly urging him
to foll ow

He did, one leg nunbly stunbling after the next. He trudged after the
dog, not believing his |uck.

And he never shoul d have.
Again a characteristic whistling wail pierced the w nds.
Anot her rocket.

The Russi ans rmust know his goal. They were going to take out the
parking lot, cutting off any means of escape.

Matt stunbl ed after Bane, nmeaning to catch the danmm dog, drag hi m down.
But the wolf kept running ahead. He raced anpong the first of the
vehi cl es.

"Bane! No!"
Ever obedi ent, Bane stopped and spun back to | ook at him

Then the rocket hit, blasting Matt back fromthe force of the
concussion. He landed on his back, the wind knocked out of him He
felt the wash of heat fromthe explosion roll over him

He cried in his heart and al oud. "No!"

He sat up. The parking | ot ahead was gone, a blasted ruin of ice and
torn vehicles. At the center gaped a hole clear to the ocean bel ow

Matt covered his face with his hands.
5:19 p.m

Jenny nust have bl acked out for a fraction of a second. One nonent,
she was standing by the Sno-Cat, calling out to Matt the next she was
on her back. She sat up, the world spinning slightly.

Her ears ringing, she lay some twenty feet fromthe Sno-Cat. She
renenbered the jolt as ice bucked under her, throw ng her high. Across
the way, the Cat was crashed on its side, toppled over by the force of
t he expl osi on.

Matt ... She flashed back to seeing himjust before the attack. The
fear drove away her nonentary daze.

Jenny struggled to stand. Craig was doing the sane ten feet to her
right. Surprisingly, Amanda was al ready up. She stood by the Sno-Cat,
seem ngly unfazed.

Beyond them the ice field was obliterated, swirling in steam A large
hol e had been bl asted through to the ocean bel ow. Weckage of vehicles
lay all around, thrown and scattered |like so nany toys. There was no



sign of Matt or Bane, but steamstill msted thickly.

C oser, Jenny saw Tom sprawl ed in the snow, pinned under his
snownobi l e. The young ensign was not noving. A trail of crinmson
flowed fromunder him

Oh CGod... She spotted Kowal ski's vehicle hal fway up the nei ghboring
pressure ridge, on its side, notor still chugging. But there was no
sign of the seanan

"W need to help them" Amanda said.

Jenny stunbl ed over to her

Amanda turned. Her words were slurred nore than usual. "The blast..
." She shook her head. "It alnost fell on top of ne."
Jenny placed a hand on her shoulder. It nust be terrifying to see that

play out w thout a single sound.
Craig joined them

Through the Cat's w ndshield, figures noved. Ogden bore a gash on his
forehead. He and Magdal ene were trying to cal mZane. He was dazed,
flailing, half conscious.

"W have to get themout," Jenny said.
"The door's jammed," Amanda said. "I tried ... | couldn't ... maybe
all of us together."

Craig stepped away fromthe toppled Sno-Cat. "We're not going to have
the tine." He stared out beyond the blasted pit in the ice.

As the winds blew the steaming mist fromthe blast zone, a line of
figures in white parkas were setting out across the ice, weapons
ready.

Craig turned to them "The cleanup squad. W have to get away from
here before they spot us."

Jenny stared at the spread of ruined vehicles. "Were?" She pointed
to the pressure ridges. "Back into grendel territory."

Crai g shook his head, trying to map out sone plan. "The Delta team
could be here in twenty minutes ... if we could hole up till then."

Amanda had been followi ng their conversation. "I may know a better
way. But we'll have to hurry. Follow ne." She turned and started
away, heading out fromthe parking lot.

Jenny stared fromthe figures in the Sno-Cat to Tomis linp form She
hat ed abandoni ng them but she had no choice. Especially unarnmed. Her
fingers rested on her enpty holster. Frustrated, guilty, she turned
away.

As Jenny started after Craig and Amanda, the sound of engi nes whi ned

i nto exi stence behind them She gl anced over her shoul der and spotted
a pair of headl anps gl owi ng beyond the fog and m sts. They sped off to
the side in tandem circling around the zone of the rocket attack



Hover - cycl es.

She ran faster.

Thirty yards ahead, Amanda vani shed around a shelf of ridgeline. Craig
followed. As she reached the ridge, Jenny skidded to a stop. She cast
one | ook back at those she was abandoning. Mvenent drew her eye. Tom
still buried under his bike, weakly lifted an arm

She gasped, "Tons still alivel™

Craig yelled to her fromthe niche in the ice, a naturally sheltered

cove. "We don't have time to go back! The Russians will be on us any
second! "
Jenny spotted their neans of escape. Inside the niche stood a

singl e-masted sailing boat, an iceboat, resting on long titanium
runners. Amanda was near the prow of the boat, grasping a small hand
ax. She chopped through the ropes that secured the boat.

Jenny hovered at the entrance to the niche and gl anced back to Tom Hi s
armfell back to the snow, notionless again.

She gritted her teeth and nade a hard choice. They could not risk
capture again. She turned her back on Tom and the others and strode to
the i ceboat.

"One to each side!"™ Amanda instructed as she worked quickly, hopping
around the boat with her ax. "W'Ill have to push her out a ways!"

Jenny hurried to obey as the whine of hovercraft echoed over the ice.
Craig glanced nmeaningfully at her. Tinme had indeed run out. Rescue of
the others was truly inpossible. They worked faster

Wth the boat untethered, Amanda tossed the ax inside, then shoved from
the prow. "Back her out ten feet, then I'Il let out the sails.”

They all pushed, but it was damm heavy. It refused to budge. They
woul d never get it out in tine.

"Cnon," Craig nunbl ed on the starboard side.

Then suddenly the boat broke free. It wasn't heavy. The runners had
just been ice-locked in place. They quickly hauled the boat clear of
the shelter and out into the stronger wi nds.

"Everyone aboard, up near the front!" Amanda yelled as she ran around
to the stern end. "One person on each side for bal ance.™

Jenny and Crai g cl anbered aboard.
From the stern, Amanda unhitched the sail with the speed of experience.
In nonents, sailcloth caught the stiff w nds, unfurled, and snapped to

the ends of their ties.

The boat i medi ately sped strai ght backward, pushing away fromthe
pressure ridges, shoved by the wi nds bl owi ng down from above.

As they skated in reverse, Jenny spotted the two hover-cycl es beyond



the boat's prow. They were circling toward the Sno-Cat. She spotted
two riders on each vehicle.

Unfortunately the Russians spotted them too.
The cycles turned toward them
"Dam it!" Craig swore on the other side.

The passengers on the cycles fired at them peppering the ice in front
and around the boat. A couple rounds punched through the sail but did
littl e danage

Amanda called fromthe stern. "Lie flat! Keep your heads down!"
Jenny was al ready doing that, but Craig pressed | ower.

Overhead the sail's boom sprang around, whipping at a speed that woul d
crack a skull. The boat soon followed suit. The craft spun on the
ice, lifting up on one runner

Jenny held her breath, sure they would topple, but then the boat jarred
back to the ice. The sails popped |ike a sonic boomand they were
of f.

Wnds tore past them

Jenny risked a peek up and backward. Wth the boat turned around
properly, they raced away fromthe cycles, their speed escal ati ng. Past
Amanda, Jenny watched the two hover-bi kes begin to fade back. In this
gale, they were no match for the racing boat.

Jenny allowed a bit of hope to warminside her

Then she spotted a flash of fire fromeither side of the |ead cycle.
M ni r ocket s!

5:22 p.m

Matt ran across the ice, staying low, as bullets pelted and ricocheted
around him Anger fueled himas he dodged around overturned vehicl es
and w eckage, seeking whatever shelter he could, but the line of
Russi an sol di ers noved determ nedly behind him

Ahead, the blasted pit in the center of the parking | ot blocked his
path. He would have to circle around it, losing tinme, but at |east the
foggy steamrising fromthe ragged hol e was thicker around its edges.

He headed toward the wi ndward side, aimng for where the nists were the
nost dense. But where could he go after that? He couldn't hide
forever in the fog. He had to | ose the Russians, get themoff his
tail.

Movement drew his eye out to the open ice fields. He saw a bill ow of
bl ue bl owing across the ice an ice racer. It was chased by two
hovercraft. Then a |arge explosion erupted near the boat, casting up
i ce and

flu mng water high. A last-nmonent jag by the boat was all that saved



it, but ice rattled down atop it. The bikes closed in on the
foundering boat. Coser, a bullet cracked into the ice by Matt's heel
He danced away, turning his attention to his own predi canent. More
bullets blasted at him But as he turned his attention fromthe ice
racer, another sight caught his eye. Mybe ..

He tried to judge the distance, then thought, Fuck it. He preferred to
die trying to save hinmself rather than sinply being shot in the head by
t he Russi ans.

Matt changed course. He sprinted directly toward the rocket inpact,
aimng for the steaming hole. He remained in plain sight, letting the
Russians clearly see him Bullets chased after him striking closer
now. Reaching the hole, Matt dove over the edge, arnms wi de. Bel ow,
chunks of ice floated at the bottom of the blast hole. He wested his
body around to avoid knocking hinself out on a chunk, then plunged into
the frigid waters.

The cold cut through himimediately, closing |like a vise grip, burning
rather than freezing. He fought his body's attenpt to curl fe tally
against the affront. H s lungs screaned to gasp and choke. It was
death to give in to these refl exes.

I nstead, he clanped his chest tight and forced his legs to kick, his
arms to pull hinself down under the edge of the ice shelf. Exertion

hel ped as did the triple-layer Gore-Tex parka. He swamout into the
dark ocean. The waters were as black as ink, but he focused toward the
target he had glinpsed fromthe surface. Sixty yards away, nurky storm
i ght beamed down into the ocean depths.

It was the nman-nmade | ake t hrough which the Russian subnmarine had
surfaced earlier. WMtt swamtoward it, keeping just under the plane of
ice. He kicked against the cold, against the weight of his clothes. He
had to make it.

The Russi ans woul d believe himdead after his suicidal plunge. They
woul d give up the chase. When able, he would clinb free of the polynya
and strike out for some ice cave in the peaks. 1In an inside pocket of
his stol en parka were a pack of Russian cigarettes and a lighter. He
would find sonme way to start a fire, keep warmuntil the Russians

left.

It was not the best plan ... in fact, it had too many faults even to
list.

But it was better than being shot in the back.
Matt struggled toward the light. Just a little farther

But the shaft of lifesaving light did not seemto be getting any
cl oser.

He thrashed and crawl ed through the waters, kicking against the
occasional ice ridge overhead to speed himtoward the open water

H s lungs ached, and pinpricks of light swirled across his vision. His
i nbs quaked fromthe col d.

Maybe this wasn't the best idea after all..



Matt refused to let panic set in. He had been through all manner of
training in the Geen Berets, in all terrain. He sinply continued to
kick with his legs and draw with his arms. As long as his heart stil
punped, he was alive.

But a deeper terror arose in his heart.

Tyler died this way ... drowni ng under ice.

He shoved this thought aside and continued his determ ned craw toward
the light. But the fear and guilt persisted.

Li ke father, |ike son.

A smal|l stream of bubbles escaped his lips as his lungs spasned. The
shaft of |ight grew di mer.

Maybe | deserve it... | failed Tyler.

But a part of himrefused to believe it. H s legs continued to thrash.
He clawed toward the light. It seened closer now For an endl ess
time, he fought toward his salvation both now and in the past. He
woul d not die. He would not let guilt kill him not any |onger, not

like it had been doing to himslowmy over the past three years.

Matt kicked into the light, monentum carrying himout under the |ake.
Bri ght ness bat hed down upon him

He woul d |ive.

Wth the last of his air dying in his chest, he craw ed upward, toward
light, toward salvation. A trenbling frozen hand reached toward the
surface and touched clear ice.

The surface of the open | ake had frozen over during the storm

Matts buoyancy carried himupward. H's head struck a roof of ice. He
pawed around and over him then pounded a fist against the ice. It was

thick, at least six inches. Too solid to punch through from bel ow

He stared upward toward the light, to the salvation denied himby a
nere six inches.

Like father... like son ... Despair set into him H's gaze drifted
down, following the light into the icy depths bel ow

Deep down, novenent drew his eye. Shapes glided into view First one,
then another ... and another. Large, graceful despite their bulk,

perfectly suited to this hellish |andscape. The white bodi es spiral ed
upward toward their trapped prey, clinbing toward the |ight.

G endel s.

Matt's back pressed against the ice roof overhead as he stared
downwar d.

At |east he wouldn't die like Tyler

5:23 p.m



Amanda raked her sails forward, struggling to skate her boat past the
rain of blasted ice. A blue boulder, the size of a cow, |anded a yard
in front of the prow, bounced, then rolled ahead of the boat.

She | eaned into the keel with her hip, fighting to angle off to the
side. They flanked past the rolling boulder as it |ost nmomentum and
sl owed.

Twi sting around, Amanda watched nore ice rain silently down fromthe
skies. Behind them a deep divot had been blasted out of the cap. The
two hover-cycles circled to either side, continuing the chase.

Amanda wor ked the boat's foot pedals, sweeping them back and forth at
erratic intervals. It slowed the boat's forward progress, but they
couldn't count on pure speed to escape the mini rockets or the cycles.
The best course was a crooked, jagged path, to nake them as hard a
target as possible.

Amanda concentrated on the | andscape ahead of them Jenny and Craig
had rolled to their bellies and watched behind her. They kept their
faces turned so she could read their |ips when needed.

Jenny nouthed to her, "Dam fancy sailing."
She allowed a grimsnmile to form but they weren't safe yet.

Craig wiggled around and extracted his hidden radi o earpiece. He
pushed it in place, then pulled up the collar of his parka. Hi s |lips
were covered as he spoke.

Amanda coul d not read what he said, but she could i nmagi ne he was
frantically calling in help fromthe Delta Force unit. Craig was free
of the station. The "football" he carried was safely away fromthe
Russi ans' clutches for the noment. Craig dared not risk a funble and
interception so late in the game. Not when he was so close to the
goal .

Jenny waved to her, pointing back. Trouble.

Amanda swi veled in her seat. The hovercraft to the right was angling
closer, swinging in, blazing across the flat snowscape.

She turned back around and strai ghtened the boat, speeding faster now,

t aki ng advantage of a fiercer gusting of wind. She tried to put nore
di stance between the boat and the cycle.

Jenny's lips noved. "They're lining up to fire again."

Amanda peeked back over a shoulder. The rider on their tail was bent
over his bike, as was his passenger. They had to be pushing the limts
of their cycles.

She woul d have to do the sane.

Amanda gl anced to her boat's |aser speedoneter. She was cl ocking up
toward sixty. The fastest she had ever sailed this craft.

She tried to ignore the danger and focused on the boat under her
fingers on ropes, toes on foot pedals, palmon the keel bar. She felt



the winds tugging at the sails, at the boat. She attuned her entire
formto match the racer. She extended her senses outward, |istening
with the boat in a way only soneone deaf coul d. Through her
connection, she heard the whistle of the runners, the scream of w nds.
Her handi cap becane her skill.

She eked out more speed, watching the speedoneter clinb past sixty ..
sixty-five ..

"They're firing!" Jenny shouted soundl essly at her. . seventy ..
seventy-five..

A flash of fire struck to the right; ice shattered skyward. Ananda
shifted the boat, turning the sails to catch the blast's force.
ei ghty ..

They struck a lip of ice. The boat junped high in the air, like a
W ndsurfer catching the perfect wave. Fire expl oded under them taking
out the ridge.

But the boat flew clear and away. Amanda lifted in her seat, but stil
trimmred her sail to carry themlevel. They hit the ice again, skating
at inpossible speeds. . ninety ... ninety-five..

I ce again rai ned down around them but they were beyond the worst of
the blast area. The boat flew across the ice, one with the storm one
with its pilot.

Craig pointed an arm "Christ, they're turning back. You did it!"
Amanda didn't even bother to gl ance around. She knew she had
succeeded. The racer skated, barely touching the ice now She let the
craft glide, blowm by the storm Only as their speed began to edge

downward on its own did she touch the brake.

Fromthe flaccid response of the handl e, she inmediately recogni zed the
danger. The last junp had shattered the ice brake.

She continued to punp the handle. No response. She tried to reef
t he

*

sail a bit, but the winds had too tight a grip. The ropes were taut
bands of iron, jammed in their racks. The boat was not built for these
speeds.

The ot hers saw her struggle, eyes wi dening.

The wi nds gusted up. The needl e on the speedoneter crept up again.
ninety-five ... one hundred ..

That was as high as the speedoneter could read.
They rocketed over the frozen plain. They were at the nercy of -the
stormwi nds, flying headlong out into the ice, at speeds at which a

single mistake could kill

There was only one course left to them



Sonet hi ng Amanda | oat hed to do.
She yelled to the others. "W need an ax!"
5:26 p.m

Near to bl acking out, Matt faced the rising pod of grendels. They
circled up frombelow, slow, patient. They were in no hurry. Like
Matt, they knew he could not escape. He was trapped between the ice
above and the teeth bel ow.

He renmenbered Amanda's trick of luring the nonsters away with her
hel met and heating mask. If he could only find a way to bait them away
somet hing hot... sonething bright..

Then a thought struck him  Somet hi ng/ orgotten

He pawed into the pocket of his parka, praying it hadn't fallen | oose,
an object he had nabbed fromthe severed hand of a Russian soldier
while fleeing the ice station. It was still there.

He pull ed out the black pineapple. It was one of the Russians
i ncendi ary grenades, the sane as had kill ed Pearl son

As Matt's vision tunneled fromlack of oxygen, he flipped up the
trigger guard and pressed the button that gl owed beneath it. He stared
at the cl osest grendel, a white shadow spiraling upward, and dropped
the grenade toward it, trusting the explosive's weight to carry it down
into the depths.

It dropped quickly, rolling down toward the waiting pod.

Unsure of the timer on the grenade, Matt curled into a tight ball. He
covered his ears and exhaled all the stale air out of his chest,

| eaving his mouth open afterward. Seawater swanped into his throat. He
kept one eye toward the rising sea nonster

The grendel nosed the grenade as it rolled past, nudging it.
Matt closed his eyes. Please ..

Then the world below blew with blinding fire. Matt saw it through his
cl osed eyelids at the same time as the concussion wave struck himlike
a Mack truck, driving himupward, collapsing his chest, squeezing his
skull in a vise grip. He felt a wash of fiery heat, searing his frozen
l'i nbs.

Then his body was bl own upward. As the ice roof shattered with the
expl osion, he flew into open air, linbs flailing. He took one
shudderi ng breath, caught a glinpse of the open ice plains, then fel
back toward the sea, now covered in block and brash. Fire danced over
the surface in oily patches.

Matt hit the water, sank, then sputtered up, dazed, his head throbbing.
He paddl ed | eadenly in the wash.

Ahead, a | arge form hum nocked out of the depths, sluicing ice and
flames fromits back. It was pale white. Black eyes stared at him

Matt scranbl ed away.



Then the bulk rolled ... and sank down into the sea.
Dead. /

Shaking fromboth cold and terror, Matt stared up at the col umm of
steamrising into the air. So much for his clandestine escape. As he
searched for a way to clinb out, figures appeared at the edge of the

pit.

Russi ans.

Rifles pointed at him

Matt clung to a chunk of ice. He was out of tricks.
Fat hers and Sons

AVcj

APRIL 9, 5:30 ppm ONTHE ICE ... Staying low, Jenny freed the ice ax
trapped under her body. As she lifted up, she peeked beyond the boat's
rail at the | andscape whi pping by. They were flying under the ful
force of the storm Wnds screamed. The hiss of the runners sounded
i ke an angry nest of snakes under the keel. The vibrations through
the hull set her skin to itching.

The ax in one hand, Jenny clung to the handrail with the other. She
felt like she'd be kited off the shall ow deck at any monent. "Wat do
you want me to do?" she yelled into the w nd.

Amanda pointed an armto the boom "W need to cut the sail | oose!
Rope's jamed! |It's the only way to sl ow down!"

Jenny stared up at the ballooned sail, then back to Amanda so she coul d
read her lips. "Tell me what to do," she nout hed.

Amanda poi nted, |eaning forward so she could be understood. "I need
the sail to break, but not tear away. W still need to power the boat.
To do that, you rmust chop through sone of the ties, get the sail to
flutter. Once it's loosened, I'lIl be able to work the ropes. At

| east, | hope." She indicated which ties she wanted Jenny to ax.

The first were easy. They were where the sail was secured to the boom
Jenny sinmply had to Iie on her back and hack at them As each rope was
cut, the ties snapped away, popping fromthe tension. The sai
shuddered, but held tight.

The next were trickier. Jenny had to crawl up to her knees, then |ean
into the wind. Wth one hand clutched to the mast, she swung up with
the ax and sliced ropes that secured the sail to the mast. She worked
her way up the pole, holding her breath. One Iash point expl oded,

whi ppi ng out, striking her cheek

She fell back, losing her grip on the mast. She headed overboard.

But Craig caught her by the waistband, pulling her back to the mast.

Jenny regained her grip. Blood trickled hotly down her chin.



Rat her than succunbing to fear, Jenny got angry. She pulled herself
cl oser and hacked determ nedly.

"Careful!" Amanda yelled to her

The sail flapped as its conformation suddenly altered. The boom
guaked.

Amanda fought a rigged line. Suddenly the capstan spun | oose, ropes
| ashed out. "Down!" she yelled.

Jenny turned to obey, but it was too late. The boom sprang around in a
deadly arc. She could not get out of its way in time. Instead of
droppi ng, she | eaped up

The boom mi ssed her, but the | oose sail slamed into her. She snatched
an edge, grabbing what she could. Fingers found a few |ash points near
the mast to cling to as the boom carried her beyond the boat's hull

I ce raced under her toes as she hung fromthe rigging.

Then the sail caught the wi nd again and punched out at her, swelling
full. She was torn from her perch, flying through the air. A scream
bl ew from her 1|i ps.

Then she hit not the ice, but the boat.

Amanda had expertly maneuvered the shell under Jenny, catching her as
she fell.

"Are you okay?" Craig asked.

Jenny coul dn't speak, unsure of the answer anyway. She panted where
she lay, knowi ng how cl ose she had cone to dying.

"I"ve got control of the sail!" Anmanda called to her. "I'm slow ng us
down. "

Thank Cod.

Jenny remai ned where she fell, but she sensed the boat decel erating.

The winds didn't seemas fierce, and the hiss of the runners gentl ed.
She sighed with relief.

Then a new noi se intruded: a deep, sonorous whunp-whunp.

Jenny rolled around and peered beyond the prow. From out of the | ow
storm cl ouds, a white helicopter appeared. She spotted the American
flag enbl azoned on it.

"The Delta Force team" Craig said fromacross the way. Only now did
Jenny allowtears to rise to her eyes. They had made it. Craig spoke
into his throat nmike. "Gsprey, here. W're safe. Heading to hone
base now. Soneone put on a big pot of coffee for us."

6:04 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL



Matt sat in a cell, groggy. He wore a set of dry Russian underway
cl ot hes: pants, a green hooded sweatshirt, and boots a size too |arge.

He vaguely renenbered putting themon. Still he shivered and trenored
fromthe recent dunking in the Arctic Ccean. His wet clothes were
piled in the corner of the guardroomoutside the cell. Every piece and

pocket had been thoroughly searched.

One guard stood by the exit door. The pair of nen who had stri pped
him roughly searched him and tossed the dry clothes to hi mhad
already left, vanishing with his identification papers. But before
| eaving, they had enptied his wallet and pocketed the soggy bills
themsel ves. So much for their old Communi st ideals.

He stared over to the neighboring cells. Though he had been dazed when
brought down here, he knew where he was. He had glinpsed the Iine of
cells when fleeing fromthe Russians earlier. He was back on Level
Four, in the containment cells that must have once housed the poor folk
frozen in the tanks.

Each cell was a cage of bars. The only solid wall was the one at the
back of the cell. No privacy. No toilets. Just a rusted bucket in
the corner. The only other furniture in the roomwas a steel cot. No
nmattress.

He sat on the bed now, holding his head in his hands. The concussion
of the grenade still throbbed behind his ears. H's jaw ached fromthe
strike of arifle butt to his face. H's nose still |eaked blood. But
he wasn't sure if it was fromthe blast or the pistol whipping.

"Are you all right?" his neighbor asked fromthe adjacent cell.

He tried to renenber the boy's nane. One of the biologists. He
couldn't think straight yet. " mm fine," he nunbl ed

Sharing the boy's cell were the other two biologists: Dr. Ogden and
the girl. He vaguely wondered where the other student was. Hadn't
there been a third? He groaned. Wsat did it matter?

"Pike," a firnmer voice said behind him He tw sted around.

In the other cell, Washburn stood by the front bars. Her lower |lip was
split, her left eye swollen shut.

"What happened to Commander Bratt?" she asked.

He sinply shook his head. H's brain rattled inside. Nausea washed
over him He swall owed back bile.

"Shit ..." Washburn nurnured.
They were the only survivors.

Qgden stepped to the bars that separated their two cells. "M. Pike
Matt... there's sonething you should know. Your wife ..."

Frowni ng, Matt's head sprang up. "What ... what about her?"

"She was with us," Qgden said. "I saw her, that Cl A guy, and Dr.
Reynol ds fleeing in a boat."



Matt heard the bitterness in the other's voice, but he could not
conpr ehend what the biol ogi st was saying. There were too nany things
that made no sense. He recalled seeing the ice racer chased by two
hover-cycles. "Jenny ..."

Qgden told himhis story.

Matt did not want to believe the man, but he renmenbered Bane's sudden
appearance ... and end. His fingers crept over his face both to hide
his grief and hold it back. Jenny ... she had been so close. What had
happened to her?

Qgden continued, his voice dropping to a whisper, "I speak sone
Russian. | overheard what the guards were sayi ng when they were
searching us. They're | ooking for some books. Books that the Cl A guy
took with him"

"I heard the sane," Washburn said, edging closer, keeping her words
| ow.

Matt frowned. "What Cl A guy?"

One of the students answered. Matt finally renmenbered his nane. Zane.
The boy munbl ed, "He said his nane was Crai g Teague."

Stunned, Matt felt a surge of heat flow through him He blustered for
a nonent, trying to find his tongue. "Craig ... Teague is ClA?"

Qgden nodded. "Sent here to secure the Russian data on suspended
ani mati on and escape."

Matt thought back on all his dealings with the supposed reporter. All
al ong, he had sensed sone deeper strength in the man, some hi dden wel |
of resourceful ness that would shine through occasionally. But he had
never even suspected ...

Matt clenched a fist. He had saved the jackass's life and this is how
he repaid him "Goddamm bastard ..."

"What do we do now?" Washburn asked.

Matt had a hard time concentrating, balanced between fury and fear for
Jenny.

"Why are they keeping us here?" Wshburn conti nued.

Bef ore anyone coul d answer, the guardroom door swung open. It was the
pair of guards who had left with their identification papers. They

poi nted and spoke to the lone arned guard. The group approached Matt's
cell. "You conme with us," one said in halting English

The guard keyed open the |ock and pulled the door wide. The other two
bore pistols in their hands. Matt judged what it would take to nake a
grab for one of the weapons. He stood. His |Iegs wobbled under him He
alnost fell. So much for a full frontal attack

He was waved out at the point of a pistol

| guess this answers Washburn's question. They were going to be
interrogated. And after that? Matt eyed the pistol. The prisoners



useful ness woul d surely be at an end. They had seen too much. There
was no way they would be allowed to live

Fl anked by the two guards, Matt was | ed deeper into the heart of Level
Four. Rather than going out to the encircling hall with their dreaded
tanks, Matt was led to an inner hall. The passage ended at a solitary
room

He was waved i nsi de.

Matt stepped through the door into a small office, exquisitely
appoi nted i n mahogany furniture: w de desk, open shelves, cabinets.
There was even a thick bearskin rug on the floor. Polar bear. |Its
head still attached.

The first sight that drew his eye was of a snmall boy, dressed in a
baggy shirt. It fit himlike a full-length robe. He knelt on the rug
and was petting the polar bear's head, whispering in its ear

The boy gl anced up to him

Matt gasped and tripped on the edge of the rug, going down on one knee.
He coul d not m stake that face.

One of the guards barked at himin Russian, grabbing himby the scruff
of the neck.

Matt was too stunned to respond.

A new voi ce spoke, cold and conmandi ng. Matt raised his eyes, focusing
on the room s other occupant. He stood up fromthe |eather chair he
had been sitting on and waved t he guard away.

The man was tall, six-foot-five, broad of shoul der, wearing a bl ack
uni

form But his nmpst striking features were his pale white hair and
stormgray eyes. Those eyes pierced through hi m now.

"Pl ease take a seat,"” the nan said in perfect English

Matt found hinmsel f rising, obeying reflexively. But once up, he
refused to sit. He knew who stood behind the desk. The |eader of the
Russi an forces.

The door to the office clicked shut behind him but one guard remained
in the room Matt also spotted the pistol holstered at the | eaders

hi p.

Hard gray eyes stared back at him "M nane is Admiral Viktor Petkov.
And you are?"

Matt spotted his wallet resting atop the desk. There was no reason to
lie. It would get himnowhere. "Matthew Pike."

"Fish and Gane?" This was spoken with thick doubt.
Matt kept his voice firm "That's what ny papers say, don't they?"

One eye twitched. Cdearly the Russian admiral was not someone who was



faced with insolence very often. H's voice steeled. "M. Pike, we
can do this civilly or "

"What do you want?" He was too tired to play the cordial adversary. He
was no Janes Bond.

The admiral's pale face colored, his |ips thinning.

Bef ore anything nore could be said, the child rose fromhis seat on the
rug and wandered over to the ol der man. The admiral's eyes tracked the
Inuit lad. The boy touched his hand.

"That's the child fromthe ice tanks," Mtt said, unable to keep the
true amazenment from his voice

The admiral's hand curled around the tiny fingers, protective. "The
mracle of ny fathers research here."

"Your father?"

Pet kov nodded. "He was a great man, one of Russia's |leading Arctic
scientists. As the head of this research station here, he was del ving
into the possibility of suspended ani mati on and cryogenic freezing."

"He experinented on human subjects,” Matt accused.

Pet kov gl anced down to the boy. "It is easy to judge now. But it was
a different time. Wat is considered nyerzost, or an 'abom nation,"
t oday-was science back then." H's words grew softer, half ashaned,

hal f proud. "Back in my father's time, between the two Wrld Wars, the
dynam cs of the world were tenser. Every country was trying to

di scover the next innovation, the next bit of technology to

revol utioni ze their economi es.

Wth war pending, world tensions high, the ability to preserve life on
the battlefield could nake a difference between victory and defeat.
Sol di ers could be frozen until their wounds coul d be attended to,
organs could be preserved, entire armes could be put into cold
storage. The possibilities for medical uses and mlitary innovations
were endl ess. "

"So your governnent forced some of your own native peoples into
servitude here. To be experinmental guinea pigs."

Pet kov' s eyes narrowed. "You truly don't know what was goi ng on here,
do you?"

"I don't know a goddamm thing," Matt admitted. "So you don't know
where ny father's stolen journals are? Wo has taken then®?"

Matt thought about |ying, but he was not feeling particularly
protective of Craig Teague. "They're gone."™ "In the iceboat that
escaped. "

Escaped? Dare he hope? Jenny was supposedly on that boat. He
struggled to find his voice. "They got away?"

Pet kov stared tightly at him as if trying to weigh the risk of telling
the truth, too. Perhaps he heard the pleading in Matt's voice or maybe
he sinply considered Matt no threat. Either way, he answered the



qguestion. "They outran my nmen and reached Orega."

Matt stepped back and sank into the seat he had refused a nonent ago.

Rel i ef washed through him "Thank God. Jen ... ny ex-w fe was on that
boat . "

"Then she's in nore danger than you." Matt's brow pinched, tensing
again. "What do you nean?" "This isn't over. Not for any of us."

Pet kov's gaze flicked to the boy. "This ice station. 1It's not a
Russi an research base." Matt felt a heavy weight settle in his gut.
Pet kov's eyes returned to Matt. "It's American."

6:16 p.m

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Jenny clinbed fromthe skate boat, her feet settling to the ice. She
stared over at the ruin of the nearby polynya. It was bl asted, stained
with black soot and rusty trails of oil. Fires still burned within the
wr eckage of two helicopters crunpled on the ice. The air reeked of
snmoke and fuel

The t hunder ous whunp of the | one remaining helicopter echoed over the
frozen terrain as it circled to | and near the iceboat. Amanda busied
herself with securing the boat, tying down the sails and finding a
spare set of wooden chocks to brace the runners. She gl anced over her
shoul der as the Sikorsky Seahawk glided out of the bl ow ng winds and
settled to the ice.

Craig crossed toward the helicopter, |eaning against the rotor wash. He
held his throat nike under his chin as he spoke to the Delta Force
| eader inside the craft.

From out of the cluster of Jamesway huts, a group of soldiers in white
snow gear anbled out, weapons in hand, but not raised. They were
taki ng no chances with the Russians so near

One of the men approached the two wonen by the boat. "Ma' am if you'l
followme, I'lIl get you inside with the others. The Russians planted a
sl ew of incendiary devices throughout the base. W don't know if any
of them are booby-trapped."

Jenny nodded, glad to follow, but fearful to discover the fate of her
father. Was he okay?

They wound back through the nest of buildings. The snowfall had
stopped, but the winds continued to gust fiercely through the Jamesway
huts. Jenny al nost |ost her footing, too worried with her goal so
close. As they wal ked, she knew where they were being taken. To the
same barracks fromwhi ch she and Kowal ski had escaped.

Thi s thought generated nore tears. She had thought herself done crying
on the boat ride here, relieved, but at the same time full of grief.
Kowal ski was mi ssing. Tomwas nost |ikely dead. Bane, too. And

Matt. ..

Now all were gone.

She needed soneone to still be alive.



Her pace hurried as the guard opened the door to the hut. Jenny
crossed through, followed by Amanda. The sol di er wal ked them down the
hall to the double doors leading to the barracks.

Jenny noted the two arned soldiers posted by the doorway.
"For your protection,"” their escort said as he led thempast. "W're
trying to keep everyone in one place until we know the base is safe.
And with the Russians entrenched only thirty mles away, nowhere else
is safe.”

Jenny was not about to object to a little protective custody. After
what she had just gone through, the nore, the nerrier

The warmt h of the barracks struck her like a wet blanket to the face.

The heat was stifling fromboth the heaters and the number of bodies.
Jenny qui ckly gl anced through the crowds.

She spotted Commander Sewell imediately. He sat in front. Half his
face was bandaged. His armwas in a sling. She stepped in front of
him her eyes wide.

He stared at her with the one good eye that peeked fromthe bandages.
"You just couldn't stay away, could you?"

"What happened?" Her gaze traveled over his beaten form

"You ordered me to protect your father." He shrugged. "I take orders
seriously."

The crowd parted and a fanmiliar figure pushed through. Tired-eyed, but
unhar ned.

She hurried into his arms. "Papa!"
He hugged her tight. "Jen ... honey."

She coul d not say anything nore. Sonething broke inside her. She
began to sob. Not sinply tears, but racks of pain and gul pi ng breath.
It was uncontrollable, rising froma well deep inside her. It hurt so
much. She had survived. So nmany others had not. "M Matt," she
managed to sob out.

Arms tightened.

She continued to cry while her father drew her back to a bed and pulled
her down beside him He didn't try to console her with words. Wbrds
woul d cone later. Right now she sinply needed soneone to hold and
soneone to hol d her.

Her father gently rocked her

After a period of time, she becane aware of her surroundi ngs again,
enptied and nunb. She slowy lifted her face. At sone point, Craig
had joined them He was seated with Amanda, Commander Sewell, and a
man in a stormsuit.

This last fellow carried a hel et under one arm H's hair was bl ack
short, slicked back. He appeared to be in his nidthirties, but a hard



mdthirties. H s skin was ruddy with a wi cked scar that trail ed under
his ear to the his neckline. He fingered the scar as he | eaned beside
Crai g, studying sonething on a table that had been dragged over. "I
don't see that any of this matters,"” the soldier said. "W should
stri ke now before the Russians can entrench any further."

Jenny extracted herself, concerned about what they were discussing. She
patted her father's hand. "Jen ... ?"

"I"'mbetter."” At least for the monent, she added silently. She stood
and wal ked over toward the group. Her father foll owed.

Craig glanced up at her. "Are you okay?" he asked.
"As well as can be expected."
He turned back to his discussion with the others. "These are the

journals | was assigned to acquire. But they're coded. | can't make
any headway deci phering them"

Amanda gl anced over to Jenny. "He can't be sure he has the right
ones."
"What does it matter?" the stormsuited newconmer asked. "M/ team can

take the station in under two hours. Then you can send in as many
encryption experts as you'd like."

Jenny eyed him He nust be the head of the Delta Force team

Craig answered, "The Russian admiral is no fool. He'll blowthe
station before letting us conmandeer it. Before we go in shooting
blindly, we need nore intelligence.”

Jenny agreed. Intelligence was definitely in short supply here. She
stared down at the open book resting atop two others. The stolen
journals. She glanced to line after line of synbolic markings, her
eyes settling on the title line: \

>n\jsn>

She | eaned over and picked up the book. Craig frowned at her. She ran

a finger over the lines. "This last word is Gendel."
Craig swng around in his seat. "You can read the code?"
Jenny shook her head. "No. It makes no sense to ne." She turned and

showed it to her father

He shook his head. "I can't read it."

Craig stared between them "I don't understand.”

"Neither do I," Jenny said, flipping through the book. "This is al
witten in Inuktitut or rather the Inuit script, but it's not the Inuit
| anguage. This last word, Gendel, | can read because it's a proper

nane, spelled phonetically in Inuit synbols."
Craig stood up next to her. "Phonetically?"

She nodded.



"Can you read the opening line? How it would sound spoken al oud?"

Jenny shrugged. "I1'Il try." She pointed to the title Iine and read
it, slowy and haltingly. " "Ee stor eeya led yan noy stan zee

G endel . " "

Craig jerked straighter, listening with a bent ear. "That's Russian
You' re speaking Russian." He repeated her words nore clearly.
"Istoriya | edyanoi stantsii Gendel. It translates "History of the Ice

Station Gendel." "
Jenny stared up at him her eyes w dening.

Craig hit his forehead with the heel of his hand. "O course, the
doctor who ran the station would know I nuit. They were his test
subjects. He would need to communicate with them So he used their
synmbolic code to record his own Russian notes.” He turned to Jenny. "I
need you to transl ate the books for ne."

"All of thenP" she asked, daunted.
"Just some key sections. | nust know if we have the right books."

Amanda had been followi ng their discussion intently. "To ensure the
research data is secure.”

Crai g nodded, barely hearing her, glancing down at the book in Jenny's
hands.

Edgy fromall that had happened, Jenny risked a gl ance toward Amanda,
unsure she understood all that was going on here. Over Craig's

shoul der, she nouthed words at Amanda. Not speaking, merely noving her
lips: Do you trust hinf

Amanda remained still, then gave the tiniest shake of her head.
No.

6:35 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Vi kt or Pet kov enjoyed the | ook of surprise on the prisoner's face. He
was so sick of Anericans blithely ignoring their own histories, their
own atrocities, while vilifying the sanme actions anong ot her
governments. The hypocrisy sickened him

"Bullshit. There's no way this is an Anerican base,"” the nman insisted.
"I"'ve crawled all through here. Everything's witten in Russian."

"That's because, M. Pike, the discovery here in the Arctic was our
own. The Russian government refused to allow you Americans to stea
what we found. To claimall the glory." He waved a hand. "But we did
allow the United States to fund and oversee the research.”

"This was a joint project?" A nod.

"We put up the dough, and you spent it.



"Your governnent supplied nore than just noney." Viktor pulled the
smal |l boy onto his knee. The boy |eaned into him sl eepy, seeking the
solace of the famliar. Viktor stared over to the Anerican. "You
supplied the research subjects.”

A horrified expression wi dened the nman's eyes as under st andi ng dawned.
H s gaze took in the boy in his lap. "lInpossible. W would never take
part in such actions. It goes against everything the United States
stands for."

Vi kt or educated him "In 1936, a crack unit of the United States Arny
was dropped near Lake Anjikuni. They enptied a renote village. Every
man, woman, and child." He stroked the boy's hair. "They even

col l ected dead bodies, preserved in frozen graves, as conparative
research material for the project. Wo would niss a few isol ated
Eski nos?"

"I don't believe it. W wouldn't participate in human experinents."
"And you truly believe this?" Pike glared, defiant.

"Your governnent has a long history of using those citizens it
considers |l ess desirable as research subjects. |'msure you're
famliar with the Tuskegee Syphilis Study. Two hundred bl ack nmen with
syphilis are used as unwitting research subjects. They are not told of
their disease and treatnment is withheld fromthem so that your American
researchers could study how painfully and horribly these nmen woul d
die."

The prisoner had the decency to gl ance down. "That was back in the
thirties. Along tinme ago."

"It didn't stop in the thirties," Viktor corrected him

"N neteen-forty, Chicago. Four hundred prisoners are intentionally
sickened with nmalaria so experinmental drugs could be evaluated. It was
this very experinment that the Nazis used later to justify their own
atrocities during the Hol ocaust."

"You can't conpare that to what the Nazis did. W condemmed the Nazis'
actions and prosecuted all of them"

"Then how do you justify Project Paperclip?"

The man frowned

"Your intelligence branches recruited Nazi scientists, offering them
asylum and new identities, in exchange for their enploynent into
top-secret projects. And it wasn't just the German scientists. In
1995, your own governnent admitted doing the same to Japanese war

crimnals,

t hose who had firsthand invol venment with human experimentati on on your
own soldiers."

By now, the color had drained fromPike's face. He stared at the Inuit

boy, beginning to conprehend the truth here. It was painful to have
one's innocence ripped away so brutally. "That was |ong ago," he

munbl ed, struggling to justify what was too hard to accept. "World War
Two." "Exactly." Viktor lifted his hands. "Wen do you think this

base was built?"



Pi ke sinmply shook his head.

"And don't delude yourself that such secret experinentation upon your
own peopl e was ancient history, sonething to be dismssed. In the
fifties and sixties, it is well docunented that your Cl A and Depart ment
of Defense sprayed biol ogi cal and chenical agents over major U S.
cities. Including spreading nmosquitoes infected with yellow fever over
cities in Georgia and Florida, then sending in Arnmy scientists as
public health officials to test the unwitting victins. The |ist goes
on and on: LSD experinents, radiation exposure tests, nerve-gas

devel opnent, biological research. It is going on right nowin your own
backyards ... to your own people. Does it still surprise you it was
done here?"

The man had no answer. He stared, trenbling slightly whether fromhis
recent near drowning in the Arctic Ocean or fromthe truth of what
really had gone on here, it didn't matter

Vi ktor's voi ce deepened. "And you judge ny father. Sonmeone forced at
gunpoint into service here, torn away fromhis famly ..." Viktor had
to choke back his anger and bile. It had taken himyears to forgive

his father not for the atrocities comnmtted at the station, but for
abandoning his famly. Understanding had come only rmuch later. He
could expect no less fromthe man seated before him |In fact, he
didn't know why he was even trying. Was he still trying to justify
what happened here to hinself? Had he truly forgiven his father?

He stared into the face of the boy on his lap. H s voice grewtired,
fingers waved. "Take himaway," he called to the guard. "I have no
further use for this man."

The notion startled the little boy. A tiny hand raised to a cheek
"Papa," he said in Russian. The child had inprinted to himlike a
gosling after first hatching.

But Viktor knew it was nmore than that. He knew what the child nust
think. Viktor still had a few worn pictures of his father. He knew
now how nuch he | ooked like his father did. Same white hair. Sane
ice-gray eyes. He even wore his hair like the last picture of his
father. For the boy, fresh fromhis frozen slunber, no tinme had
passed. He awoke to find the son had becone the father. No difference
to the boy.

Vi ktor touched the child's face. These eyes | ooked upon ny father
These hands touched him Viktor felt a deep bond with the child. His
father must have cared for the boy to engender such clear affection
How could he do any less? He ran a finger along one cheek. After
losing all his famly, he had finally found a connection to his past.

Practicing a snile, the boy spoke to him softly. It was not Russian
He didn't understand.

The American did. "He's speaking Inuit." Pike had stopped by the
door, held at gunpoint, staring back

Vi ktor crinkled his forehead. "Wat... what did he say?"

The man stepped back into the room He |eaned toward the boy, bow ng
down a bit. "KinauvitP"



The child brightened, sitting straighter and turning to Pike. "Makivik
Maki 1"

The man glanced to Viktor. "l asked himhis name. 1t is Mkivik, but
he goes sinmply by Mki."

Vi kt or pushed a wisp of hair fromhis face. "Maki. He tried the nane

and liked it. It fit the boy.

The child reached up and pulled a |l ank of his own hair. "Nanug." This
was followed by a giggle.

"Pol ar bear, "
hair."

the prisoner translated. "Fromthe color of your

"Li ke nmy father," Viktor said.

Pi ke stared between them "He nistakes you for your father?"

Vi ktor nodded. "I don't believe he knows how nmuch time has passed."”
Maki, now with an audi ence, chattered blearily, rubbing an eye.

Pi ke frowned.

"What did he say?" Viktor asked.

"He said that he thought you were supposed to still be sleeping."

" Sl eepi ng?"

The nen stared at each other, realization dawning on both of them

Could it be?

Vi ktor's gaze flicked off in the direction of the outer hall, toward
the circle of frozen tanks. "Nyet. It is not possible.” H s voice
trenbled sonmething it never did. "A-ask him \\here?"

Pi ke stared silently at him clearly knowi ng what he wanted, then
concentrated on the child. "Mki," he said, gaining the boy's
attention. "Nau tai nma

The exchange continued, ending with the boy crawing off Viktor's lap
"Qujannam i k," Pike whispered to the boy, then in English. "Thank
you. "

Vi ktor stood. "Does he know where ny father mght be?" As answer,
Maki waved. "Malinnga!" Pike translated. "Followne ..."

7:18 p.m

OVEGA DRI FT STATI ON

Amanda sat at the table as the decoding of the journals continued.
Jenny read fromthe text, translating the Inuktitut symbols, speaking

slowy so Craig could deci pher the spoken Russian

The first book was skinmred. It was the history behind the founding of
the station, dating back to the infanbus tragedy of the Jeannette back



in 1879.

The U. S. Arctic steaner Jeannette, captained by Lieutenant George W De
Long had been sent to explore for a new route between the United States
and Russia, but the boat became trapped in the polar ice cap, frozen in
pl ace. The steaner remmined icebound for two winters until it was
crushed by the floes in 1881, The survivors escaped in three life
rafts, dragging the boats over the ice until they reached open water

But only two boats ever reached landfall in Siberia.

The fate of the third was |l ost to history but apparently not to the
Russi ans. "Saturday, the first of Cctober, in the year of Qur Lord,
1881." Jenny and Craig translated a bit of a diary entry included in
the journal. "W are blessed. OQur prayers have been answered. After
a night of storns, huddled under a tarp, bilging our boat hourly, the
day broke calmand bright. Across the seas, an island appeared. Not
land. God is not that kind to sailors. It was a berg, pocked wth
caves, enough to get out of the storns and seas for a spell. W took
what refuge we could and di scovered the carcasses of sonme strange sea
beasts, preserved in the ice. Starving as we were, any neat was good
nmeat, and this was especially tasty. Sweet on the tongue. God be
prai sed. "

Jenny gl anced around the room Everyone in the barracks room knew what
"beasts" had been di scovered on that |one iceberg. Gendels. Even the
nmeat being notably sweet was consistent with Dr. Ogden's conpari son of
the grendel's physiology to that of the Arctic wood frog. Like the
frogs, it was a glucose, or sugar, that acted as the cryoprotectant.

But Amanda kept quiet about this as Jenny and Craig continued.

"Cctober second ... we are only three now. | don't know what sins we
cast upon these seas, but they have returned a hundredfold. 1In the

ni ght, the dead awoke and attacked our sleeping party. Creatures that
had been are neals becane the diners that night. Only we three were
able to make it to the lifeboat and away. And still we were hunted.
Only a fortuitous harpoon stab saved us. W dragged the carcass behind
our boat until we were confident it was deceased, then took its head as
our trophy. Proof of God's wath to show the world."

This |l ast decision proved not a wise choice. After three nore days at
sea, the survivors made |andfall at a coastal village of Siberia,
bearing their prize and story. But such villagers were a superstitious
lot. They feared that bringing the head of the nonster into their
village woul d draw nore beasts to them The three sailors were slain,
and the head of the nonster was bl essed by the village priest and

buri ed under the church to sanctify it.

It wasn't until three decades later that the story reached a historian
and naturalist. He traced the tale to its source, exhuned the skull of
the nonster, and returned to St. Petersburg with it. It was added to
the world's nost extensive library of Arctic research: the Arctic and
Antarctic Research Institute. Fromthere, a search began to discover

t he whereabouts of this infanmbus ice island. But even using the naps
of the slain sailors, it would take another two decades to rediscover
the berg now frozen and incorporated into the ice pack. But it was
worth the search.

The sailors' story proved true. The grendels were found again.

At that part of the story, Craig, growing inpatient, had Jenny stop



readi ng the history text and junp ahead to the last two journals, the
research notes of Vliadimr Petkov, the father of the admiral who had
attacked Onega and the ice station

"That's what we really need to know about," Craig said.

As the new transl ati ons began, the Delta Force team | eader who gave his
nane only as Delta One entered the barracks room pushing through the
doubl e doors, flanked by two of his nen.

He strode over and reported to Craig. Anmanda read his lips. "The
bird's ready to fly on your word. All we need is the go-ahead to
proceed to Ice Station Gendel."

Craig held himoff with a raised hand. "Not yet. Not until | know for
sure that we have all we need.”

As time was critical, they did a quick scan through the next
sections,

| ooking to make sure they had the final notes on the research here. But
what qui ckly becanme apparent was that Dr. VM adimr Petkov was no fool
Even in the coded text, the researcher had been wary of revealing

all.

H s scientists had isolated a substance fromthe deep gl ands of the
grendel 's skin, a hornmone that controlled the ability to send the
beasts into suspended animation. It seened these gl ands responded to
ice formng on the skin and rel eased a rush of hornones that triggered
t he cryopreservation.

But all attenpts to inoculate test subjects with this hornone had mnet
with disastrous failure. There were no successful resurrections after
freezing.

Craig recited, troubling over some of the words: " "Then | made an
intuitive leap. A ... a cofactor that activated the hornone. This |led
to ny first successful resuscitation. It is the breakthrough |I had

been hoping for."

The victimhad been a sixteen-year-old Inuit girl, but she did not live
I ong, dying in convulsions mnutes later. But it was progress for Dr.
Pet kov.

Jenny paled with the telling of this last section. Amanda understood
why. These were the woman's own people, used so cruelly and callously.
According to the dates of the journal, Dr. Petkov spent another three
years refining his technique, going through test subjects. Craig had
Jenny skinmmed these sections, much of it ancillary research into
sedatives and soporifics. Sleep fornulas that had no bearing on the
main |ine of research

But near the very end, Craig found what he had been | ooking for.
Viadimr finally hit upon the right conbination, as he stated, "an

i mpossi bl e concoction that woul d be nmaddening to reconfigure, nore
chance than science."” But he had succeeded. He synthesized one batch
of this final serum

Then the journal abruptly ended. Wat had becone of those sanples and
the fateful end of the station renmained a nmystery. Jenny closed the



| ast book. "That's all there is." "There nust be nore," Craig said,
taki ng the book. Amanda answered, speaking from experience wth
scientists. "It looks Iike Dr. Petkov becane nore and nore paranoid
as his successes grew. He split his discovery into notes and sanmples."
Crai g frowned.

Delta One stood straighten "Sir, what are your orders?" "W'Il|l have to
go back," Craig munbled. "W only have half the puzzle here. | have
the notes, but the Russians control the sanples. W must get to them
before they're destroyed by Adnmiral Petkov."

"On your word, we're ready to head out," Delta One said gruffly.

"Let's get it done,’
find the sample.”

Craig said. "W can't give the Russians time to

Delta One barked orders to his two flanking nmen, headi ng away.

"I"ll join the teamin a moment," Craig called to him "Ready the

bird." He continued to study the books, then turned to Jenny, wearing
a pained expression. "l can't |leave the journals here. They nust be
protected. But | also need themreviewed in nore detail. In case

we' re nissing any obvious clues."
"What are you asking?" Jenny said.

"I need soneone to come with us who can read the Inuktitut." H s gaze
flicked between her and her father. "W nust know if there are any
directions or hints in the books."

"You want one of us to go with you?" Jenny stepped in front. "Don't
you think we've put our necks out far enough in this matter? Sacrificed
enough?"

"And your know edge could still save lives. Dr. (Ogden, his students,
and anyone el se holed up over there. | won't force you to cone, but |
do need you."

Jenny gl anced to her father, then back to Craig. Her eyes were full of
suspi ci on, but she was clearly a woman of strong reserves. "I'Il go
under one condition."

Craig | ooked relieved.

Jenny patted her enpty holster. "I want ny goddamm pistol back."
Craig nodded. "Don't worry. This time around, we're all going
armed. "

This seened to relieve her

Amanda stood to the side as final preparations were made. Through a

wi ndow, she watched Craig hunch next to Delta One out in the snow. The
stormwas ki cking up again, but she could al nbst make out their |ips.
She turned to Lieutenant Commander Sewell. He was overseeing his own
men. They woul d defend the base until the Delta teamreturned. The
entire teamwas |leaving on this last m ssion

" Conmander Sewel |, "
bi nocul ars?"

she said. "Could | borrow your field



He frowned but passed her his pair froma pocket of his parka. Amanda
focused on Craig and Delta One as they conversed under one of the lanp
pol es.

"I's everything ready here?" Craig asked.

A curt nod. Amanda read the tension at the corner of Delta One's eyes.

She also read his lips. "All is ready. The Russians will be

bl armed. "

A figure stepped to her side, startling her. She turned. It was John
Ar at uk.

"What are you wat chi ng?" he asked.

Amanda prepared to answer, ready to voice her fear and suspicions. But
as terror iced through her, a new sensation arose a familiar one.

No ... it wasn't possible.

The tiniest hairs vibrated on her arns. She felt the telltale tingle
behi nd her deafened ears. But it sounded |ike alarmbells to her

now.

Coul d the grendels have traveled all the way here?

"What's wrong?" John asked, sensing her panic.

She turned to him rubbing the tingling hairs on her arnms. "Sonar..."
7:31 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt held the boy's hand and foll owed hi mdown the hall, back through
the prison wing, and around to the outer circular hall

"Malinnga!" the boy repeated. Foll ow ne!

Behind Matt, the Russian admiral followed. Viktor Petkov was
acconpani ed by the two armed guards. There was no chance of a quick
escape. Matt feared for little Maki's safety. He would not abandon
t he boy.

Whi |l e they passed through the prison section, his fellow captives cast
guestioning glances toward him Dr. Ogden's gaze traveled to the boy.
Matt saw t he shock of surprise on his face.

Matt clutched the tiny fingers, so warmin his palm It seened

i mpossible that this was the same child who'd been frozen in ice only
hours ago. He flashed back on his own son, Tyler, walking with him
hand in hand. Both boys had died in ice, but now one had returned.

As the two entered the curving wall of tanks, the boy stared at the
hazy figures inside. D d he know what they held? Wre his own parents
i nsi de one of these tanks?

Maki pushed a thumb in his nouth, eyes round and wide. He hurried
past, scared.



Pet kov spoke behind them "Does he know where he's goi ng?"

Matt relayed the question in I nuktitut.

"l'i," Maki answered around his thunb, nodding his head.

The hall curved to its end. A wall appeared ahead, bl ocking the way.
They had circled the entire level. There was no way forward. No

door.

The boy continued toward the passage's end. To the right, the tanks

finally ended. Maki led Matt toward the blank section of wall. It
appeared seanm ess and solid, but the boy's tiny fingers found a small
hi dden panel. It swung in, revealing a foot-w de brass contro

wheel

Maki played with the panel, swinging it back and forth. He spoke in
Inuktitut. Matt translated for Petkov. "He says past here is your
secret room

The adm ral gently noved the boy's armout of the way and stared at the
brass wheel. He stepped back and waved Matt forward. "Open it."

Matt bent to the hole and grabbed the wheel. It wouldn't budge, frozen
solid. "I need a crowbar," he gasped as he struggl ed.

The boy reached under the wheel and flipped a hidden catch. The whee
i medi ately spun in his hand, well oiled and preserved.

As the wide handl e revolved to a stop, seals popped with a slight hiss.
A full section of the wall cracked open. A secret door.

Matt was gui ded back at gunpoint. Another of the guards stepped
forward and pul |l ed the door open

The cold flowed out as if froman open freezer. Lights flickered on
revealing that it was indeed an icebox inside. Simlar to the service
huts, it was another roomcut directly out of the island. But it was
no mai ntenance closet, but a lab scul pted fromthe blue ice.

Abutting the three walls were worktables carved fromthe ice. Shelves
of slab ice rose above them covered with an assortnment of

stai nl ess-steel equipnent: crude centrifuges, neasuring pipettes,
graduated cylinders. But the shelves of the back wall, it by a row
of bare lightbulbs, had cored receptacles drilled into them Inserted
into each of the holes were glass syringes, their plungers sticking up
The ice was gl assy enough to see through to the anber-colored liquid
filling each of the syringe's chanbers. There had to be over fifty of
the | oaded doses.

Matt stared around as he stepped into the ice lab. Wrk nust have been
done in a totally frozen state.

The boy entered, still sucking his thunb. Hi s eyes grew wider. He
stared into the room then back out toward the Russi an adniral

Matt under stood his confused expression

"Papa," the boy said in Inuktitut, then repeated it in Russian



Upon the floor slunped a figure, seated, |legs out, head lolled. Even
t hrough the frost on the features, there could be no doubt who it was.
The fam ly's snowwhite hair was unmi stakabl e.

A gasp from Pet kov confirnmed the identity. He shoved forward, dropping
to his knees before the body and reachi ng out.

The el der Petkov's face was tinged blue, the clothes frosted with rine
and ice. One sleeve had been rolled up. A cracked syringe lay on the
floor. Blood trailed froma puncture on the inside of the armto the
needl e.

Matt crossed to the wall of syringes. He pulled one free. The liquid
was unfrozen, inpervious to the subzero cold. He glanced down to the
figure. "He dosed hinmself," he muttered.

Pet kov gl anced between the boy and his father. Then to Matt. Fromhis
expression, his thoughts were easy to read. Like the boy, could ny
father still be alive?

Matt spotted a journal, like all the others, on the table under the
shel ves. He flipped open the brittle cover to find Iine after |ine of
Inuk-tit ut script scrawl ed across the pages, until the notes ceased.
Taught by Jenny and her father to read the | anguage, Matt could rmake it
out, but it nade no sense. He nunbled aloud, trying to determ ne the
nmeani ng.

Pet kov gl anced up to him "You speak Russian."

Matt frowned and indicated the book. "I'mjust reading what's witten
here.”

Still on his knees beside his father's remains, Petkov gestured for the
journal. He flipped through what was clearly the last of the journals.
Pet kov passed it to him "Read it..." His voice cracked. "Please."

Maki wandered to the admiral's side and | eaned into him tired and
needi ng reassurance. Petkov put an arm around the boy.

Matt was in no position to argue with two pistols pointed at him Plus
he was curious. He read as Petkov translated al oud. The admiral
paused every now and then to question and to ask Matt to reread a
section.

Slowmy the truth cane out.

The journal was the final testament of Vliadinmr Petkov. It seened that
in the decade he'd spent here, Viktor's father had slowy grown a
consci ence. Mostly because of the boy Maki. The child was born here,

or phaned when his parents died during the tests. Mssing his own son
back in Mdther Russia, Vladimr had devel oped an attachnment and
affection for the boy, which was always a m stake in research. Never
nane your test animals. Through this | apse of judgnent, however,

VI adimir inadvertently redi scovered his humanity, losing his

pr of essi onal detachnent.

This occurred about the same tinme he answered the puzzle of activating
t he grendel hormone. The hornone had to be collected fromliving
speci mens, thawed and unfrozen. |If collected from dead speci mens or



frozen ones, it would be rendered inert. Furthernore, once a sanple
had been drawn by syringe directly froma living grendel, it had to be
treated carefully, maintained at a constant tenperature.

The tenperature of the ice caverns.
Matt gl anced around the special |ab, understanding its necessity now.

The answer to the puzzle was fire and ice again: the fire of a living
grendel and the ice of the island. Nowhere else could such a discovery
be made.

It was this realization that had finally broken VWl adinmr Petkov.

Si ckened by his own conplicity in what went on here, in the lives |ost,
he had refused to allow his discovery to reach the outside world,
especially after hearing about the Hol ocaust in Germany.

"W have Russian Jews in our own fanmly," Petkov quietly added.

Matt understood. When it was your people being persecuted, it opened
your eyes to the inhumanity of your actions. But understandi ng wasn't
enough. WV adimr needed a final act of contrition. The world could
never benefit from what had been done here. So he and a handful of
others nade the ultimte sacrifice. They sabotaged their own base:
damagi ng the radi os and scuttling the stations transport sub. Cut off
and adrift on currents, they would all ow thensel ves to di sappear into
the silent Arctic. Several base nenbers attenpted an overland escape,
but clearly they never made it.

To protect the innocent prisoners here, Mladimr sent theminto a
frozen sl eep.

Matt gl anced out to the hall, weighing whether such an act was nercy or
further abuse. Still, fromthe syringe in the scientists arm it was
clear that Viadimr took the same nmedicine. But had it worked?

Pet kov munbl ed, aghast. "My father destroyed this station. It wasn't
treachery."

"He had no choice, not if he was to live with hinself," Matt answered.

"He had to bury what had been gained so foully."

Pet kov stared down at his father. "Wat have | done?" he nunbled, and
fingered a thick wistwatch on his right arm Tiny lights blinked on
its face. Sone form of radio device. "I've brought everyone here.

Fought to thwart my own father's sacrifice. To bring his discovery
back to light."

A commption at the door drew their attention around. A Russian soldier
pushed i nside, then stood stiffly before the admral. He spoke rapidly
in Russian, clearly agitated.

The adm ral answered, clinbing to his feet. The soldier fled away.

Pet kov turned to Matt. "We've just confirmed hearing the bell beat
of

an approaching helicopter over the UQC hydrophone. It just left the
vicinity of the Onega base."



The Delta Force team WMatt guessed silently. The cavalry was finally
en route. But did that nmean Jenny was safe? He could only hope.

Pet kov notioned to the guards to nove Matt out. "My father gave his
life to hide his discovery here. | won't let it be stolen now | wll
finish what ny father started.” He shoved his coat sleeve over his
large wist radio. "This is not over yet."

7:48 p.m

EN ROUTE OVER ICE ...

Jenny rode in the back of the Sikorsky Seahawk. She stared outside the
wi ndow. Not that there was much to see. The rotor wash fromthe

hel i copter's bl ades whirled snow about the rising craft. They lifted
fromthe ice in a whiteout cloud.

But as they cleared fromthe surface, the snow fell away. W nds
buf feted the Seahawk, but the pilot was skilled, conpensating, holding
the craft steady.

Craig spoke to Jenny fromthe front. She couldn't see him but his
voi ce reached her through the radio built inside her sound-danpening

ear phones. "W should be at the station in twenty mnutes. |If you
could continue to read fromthe last journal, |'ve set your m crophone
torecord. 1'll also listen as we ride. Any clue could nean the

di fference between success and failure."

Jenny touched the journal in her |lap and gl anced across the crew bay.
Delta One was strapped in the junp seat, ready to respond with the rest
of his twelve-man teamat a nonent's notice. The stern man stared
dully out at the snow fields

Jenny followed his thousand-nile gaze. The red buildings of Onega were
now a hazy smear on the ice. The sun was near the horizon, still up as
t he days grew | onger, headi ng toward the round-the-clock sunlight of

m dsunmer .

Wuld this | ong day ever end?

She returned to the journal in her lap, ready to continue the
translation, but a flash of fire drew her eyes back to the w ndow.

The horizon flared up in a rose of flane and swirling snow.

Then the concussion hit her. Even through the earphones, she heard the

| ow boom It thudded agai nst her chest, a nule kick
God... no ... no ... Jenny |leaned against the straps, pressing toward
the wi ndow, her eyes open with raw shock. It was too horrible to

beli eve. Her hearing stretched, all sounds hollow ng out as sonething
i nsi de her wail ed.

The hel i copter banked, sw nging around.

For a nonent the view was gone. Jenny prayed it was not what she
feared. Then the fiery tornado reappeared out in the ice fields, a
swirling colum of flane, twisting on thermals. Were QOrega had once
stood, flames |eaped as high as the retreating helicopter



Slow y, the blazing cascade fell back earthward, consumed by the w nds
and snow.

Jenny's hearing returned. Cries of surprise and dismay spread through
the cabin. Men shifted for better views, wearing masks of anger and
pai n.

Across the frozen wasteland, lit by the snoldering flanes, a huge hol e
snoked |i ke sone Arctic vol cano. The surrounding ice was covered in
bur ni ng pool s.

There was no sign of Onega. It was obliterated, blasted off the face
of the world.

Jenny could not breathe. Her father... all the others ..

Craig yelled over the radio on a general channel. "Goddam it! |
t hought you said all the Russian booby traps had been di sabl ed!"

A sergeant answered, "They were, sir! Unless ... unless | missed one

Jenny still could not breathe. Tears welled but remrained trapped in
her eyel ashes. She read the honest surprise in everyone's face al
except one person.

The Delta Force team |l eader still stared out at the flam ng | andscape.
H s expression had not changed, still stoic, unaffected ... not
surpri sed.

He gl anced to her.

Wth dawning horror, Jenny understood the true situation here.

She listened to Craig yell at the sergeant. She heard the lie in his
voice. It had all been a setup. The team | eaders here were operating
under the same guise as the Russians: grab the prize and | eave no one
to tell the tale. A clean-sweep operation

No w t nesses.

Jenny maintained the fixed | ook of shock on her face, hiding her
conprehensi on. She stared over at Delta One. He faced her now, trying
to

read her. She would live only as |long as she was useful. Her

i medi ate knowl edge of the Inuktitut script was all that stood between

her and a bullet in the head.

Crai g whi spered condol ences in her ears, but she remained deaf to him
I nstead, she stared down at the book

From the corner of her eye, flames danced. Tears rolled down her cheek
born of both grief and anger. Papa ..

One hand crept to her belt holster. Another prom se not kept.
It was still enpty.

Trial by Fire



APRIL 9, 7:55 p.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt sat in his cell, having been returned at gunpoint. Gddly the boy
had been left with him The child, Mki, lay curled on the bed, in a
cocoon of blankets. Perhaps the adniral had wanted the boy and his
translator close by. WMatt had not objected to his role as baby-sitter
At the foot of the bed, he kept vigil on the |lad, watching the boy
sleep, his tiny fingers curled by his lips as if in prayer.

Maki's features were clearly Inuit: the olive conplexion, the ebony
hair, the brown alnond eyes. As Matt watched over him he was struck
by menories of Tyler, the same dark hair and eyes, like his nother. His
heart ached, beyond terror and fear, only a deep sense of |o0ss.

"It's hard to believe ..." Dr. Ogden nurnured fromthe nei ghboring
cell, looking on. Matt had related the findings in Viadimr Petkov's
j our nal

Matt nmerely nodded, unable to take his eyes fromthe boy.

"What | wouldn't give to study the boy ... maybe a sanple of his
bl ood. "

Matt sighed and closed his eyes. Scientists. They never lifted their
noses fromtheir research to see who was affected.

"A horrmone fromthe grendels," Ogden continued. "That nakes sense at

| east. To produce the cryosuspension, it would require an i mediate
enzymati c cascade of the gene sequence. And skin glands woul d be
perfect vehicles to initiate the event. The skin ices up, it triggers
a hormonal rel ease, the genes are activated through the body's cells,
gl ucose pours into cells to preserve them then the body freezes. And
with the grendels being mamal s, their hornmonal chem cals woul d be
conpatible with

ot her mammal i an species. Like insulin fromcows and pigs that's been
used to treat human diabetes. The work here was ahead of its tine.
Brilliant, in fact."

Matt had had enough. He swung around. "Brilliant? Are you fucking
mad? Try nonstrous] Do you have any idea what was done to these
peopl e? How many were killed? Goddamm it!" He pointed to Maki as he
stirred. "Does that |look like a damm |ab rat?"

Qgden backed fromthe bars. "I didn't mean to suggest "

Matt noted the shadows under the doctor's eyes. (Ogden's hands trenbl ed
as they dropped fromthe bars. Matt knew the man was as tired and
frightened as any of them He didn't need someone yelling at him
Lowering his voice, he continued: "Someone has to take responsibility.
A line has to be drawn. Science cannot ignore norality inits desire
to leap forward. W all |ose when that happens.™

"Speaki ng of |osing," Washburn said behind him "what's up with the
Delta Force tean? Can they take this place?"

Matt saw the two biol ogy students stir at her question. 1t was their



only hope: rescue. But he also renenbered the fierce determ nation of
Adm ral Petkov. The Russian commander was not about to surrender, not
even agai nst superior forces. Mtt had also noted a glint in his eyes,
a cold dispassion that frightened the Anerican nore than the guns or

t he grendel s.

Only the boy seenmed to warmthat edge fromthe nan. Matt gl anced at
Maki. As with Madimr Petkov, the child might hold the key to the
admral's salvation. But such a transformation required tinme ... tine
they didn't have. Petkov was a Russian bear cornered in its den. There
was not hi ng nore dangerous or unpredictable.

Matt turned back to Washburn. "I counted at |east twelve soldiers. And
t he Russi ans have the advantage of being entrenched in here. It would
take a full frontal assault to breach this place, then a bl oody,

brutal, |evel-by-Ilevel clearing."

Magdal ene spoke fromher cot. "But they'Il still come, won't they?"

Matt stared at the small nunmber of survivors. Five of them six if the
child Maki was counted. |If the Delta Force teamwas returning here, it
was for nore than just a rescue mission. Craig nmust have heard about
the sanples. The ultimte success of his nission would require
obt ai ni ng t hem

Washburn knew this, too. "They aren't coming for us," she said,
answeri ng Magdal ene's question. She net Matt's eye. "We're not the
priority."

The door to the prison wing opened. Adniral Petkov strode inside,
acconpani ed by the same two guards. The trio approached Matt's cell.

Here we go again, Matt thought, standing to face them

Pet kov spoke with his usual bluntness. "Your Delta Force team bl ew up
the drift station.”

Matt took a breath to assimilate what had just been said.
Washburn swore off to the side. "Bullshit."
"W recorded the explosion mnutes after their helicopter took off."

Washburn scow ed, but Matt knew Petkov was not lying. It was not his
way. Orega had been destroyed. But why?

Pet kov answered his silent question with two words. "Plausible
deniability."

Matt weighed this answer. He sensed the truth to it. Delta Force
teans were covert, operating with mniml supervision, surgical-strike
teans. They entered a conbat zone, conpleted their nission, and |eft
no witnesses behind.

No w t nesses ..
I nhal i ng sharply, Matt realized what this news meant. He stunbl ed,

hitting the back of his legs on the bed, jarring it. The child woke
with a start.



Pet kov pointed for a guard to open the cell. "It seems your governnent
seeks the sane objective as ny owmn. To seize the research for

t hensel ves, and | eave no one to claimotherwise. At any and all

cost."

The cell was opened. Pistols were again pointed at him
"What do you want with nme?" Matt asked.

"I want you to stop themboth. My father sacrificed all to bury his
research. | will not let either government wn."

Matt narrowed one eye. |If what the adnmiral had related was true if
this truly was a bl ack ops m ssion then perhaps he had just found an
ally. They shared a conmon eneny. He faced the admiral. Anger
churned in him If the Delta team had nurdered everyone at Orega ...
it seemed unfathomable, but also horribly possible ... he would do what
he could to avenge themall.

He pictured dark eyes, staring at himw th | ove.

Jenny ... Fury built in him He saw a matching determnmination in
Pet kov's eyes. But how far could he trust this cold fell ow?

"What do you propose?" Matt finally choked out.

Pet kov answered icily, "That you bear the white flag. | would talk
with
this Delta Force team | eader, the one who stole ny fathers journals.

Then we will see where we stand."

Matt frowned. "I don't think Craig will be in the tal king nood when he
gets here. | inmagine he and his teamw |l do all their talking with
M si xteens. "

"You will have to convince himotherw se."

"What makes you think he'll 1isten?"

"You'll be taking soneone with you whose presence he can't dispute.”
"Wio' s that?"

Pet kov' s eyes settled upon the small boy on the bed.
7:59 p.m
EN ROUTE OVER I CE ...

Through tears, Jenny read the text on her lap. She had no idea what
she was saying. She sinply translated the |Inuktitut synbols in
phonetic Russian. It was all she could do to keep from screanmi ng. She
knew Craig was |istening, recording, seeking sone clue.

Across fromher, Delta One continued his vigil by the wi ndow The
flames of the incinerated drift station had |ong faded into the
twilight. Before leaving, the helicopter had circled the blast zone.
But there had been no survivors.



Wrds cut off her recitation, comng over the general radio. "lce
station dead ahead!" the pilot reported.

"Ready for missile attack," Craig said. "On nmy word." Mssile attack?
Jenny sat straighten "Coordinates |ocked.”" "Fire."

Bef ore she coul d react, a hissing explosion sounded from outside the
door. A flash of flane acconpanied it.

She | eaned forward as the Seahawk banked into the wind. CQut the

wi ndow, a spiraling trail marked the passage of a rocket. It struck
the peaks to the left of the station entry. Ilce and fire bl asted
upward and rolled out into the open ice fields. A flutter of orange, a
tent, flapped up in the gale.

Jenny knew the target. It was the site fromwhich the Russians had
fired rockets at them It seenmed Craig was clearing the field to I and
the helicopter and perhaps getting payback

Under the roil of steam and snoke, the Seahawk rotored down toward the
i ce.

"Ready Team One!" Delta One yelled, startling Jenny.

The doors on the opposite side swung open. Wnds howed into the
cabin. The cold bit at her exposed flesh. Then soldiers began bailing
out, rappelling down, one after the other. They zipped out of view,
vani shing bel ow i n seconds.

"Team Two! "

The door on Jenny's side swng open, and the crosswi nds tore at her
Nearly losing her grip on the journal in her hand, she clutched it to
her chest.

Men pushed past her, grabbing Iines and | eaping free as fast as the
ropes thensel ves were unfurled. The cabin enptied out of all but three
nmen, including Delta One.

"Man the side guns!" the | eader barked.
Al ready in place, tw soldiers swng up huge cannons by the doors.
"Strafe on ny command!" Delta One ordered. "Full perineter fire!"

Jenny risked leaning forward to stare below. The snoke fromthe
rocket attack had begun to disperse. Below, she spotted the off-I|oaded
men. Wi te-canmoufl aged figures scurried and dropped to bellies.

"Fire!" Delta One ordered

The guns roared, chattering, spitting fire. Spent cartridges dropped
like brass rain. Below, the ice was torn apart in a w de swath around
the nen, protecting them

A lone soldier, Russian, fled froma hidden bunker in the ice. He was
cut in half by the gunfire, staining the ice red |like a squashed bug on
a wi ndshield. There seened to be no other survivors out on the ice.

"Take us lower," Craig ordered the pilot, still on the general line.



The Seahawk descended, retreating slightly to put the ground forces
bet ween them and the nouth of the station.

Delta One held one of his earphones firmly to his head. "Reports
coming inl" he relayed. "Surface is ours! Stations entrance under
heavy guard!"

"Isit safe to land?" Craig asked.

"I"d rather keep the bird in the air until the station is taken," Delta

One answered. "But fuel's a concern. W've a |long haul back to

Al aska. Hold on!™ He leaned into his earphone, listening. He pressed
his throat m ke, conversing with sonmeone below. Finally he pulled up
his radi o m crophone. "Sir, ground teans report movenent by the

station entry. Someone's coming out. Unarmed. He's waving a truce
flag."

"What? Already? Wo is it?"

The helicopter turned as it hovered. Jenny spotted the figure a
hundred yards off. He stood out against the snow, though traces of
snoke still snmudged across the view. He was wearing a green jacket,
bri ght against the snow. Even across the distance, she recogni zed the
faded coat. She had washed, mended, patched, ironed the dam thing for
ten years.

She could not keep the joy and amazenent from her voice. "It's Matt!"
A sob of relief followed.

The general channel was still open. Craig heard her. "Jen, are you
sure?"
Delta One spoke up fromacross the cabin. "Sir, there's a boy with
him"

Now brought to her attention, she sawthe child clinging to Matt's |eg.
He kept one arm around the boy; the other held a pole with a scrap of
white parka waving fromit.

"Land!" Craig ordered.
The Seahawk began its descent.

Delta One urged caution. "Perhaps we should remain airborne until the
matter is cleared up."

"He's been sent out as an envoy. W may be able to use this to our
advant age. "

Fear worned through Jenny's relief. Since the beginning, she and Matt
had been pawns in this game between superpowers. It seened their duty
was not over yet.

The skids settled onto the ice. Snow swirled and eddi ed around the
craft. The rotors sl owed.

Delta One passed on an order to the pilot. "I want this engine kept
hot . "



"Yes, Conmander."

Crai g squeezed back fromthe cockpit into the main cabin. "W'll |eave
the journals here." He pointed at Delta One. "They're going to be
your responsibility to guard.™

"What are you going to do?" he asked.

"I"'mgoing to neet that man out there. He's pulled ny butt out of the

fire often enough. Let's see if he can do it again." He turned to
Jenny. "I'd prefer you to stay put."
"Like hell I will." She unbuckled her seat harness. They'd have to

shoot her to keep her here.

Craig watched her a noment, plainly judging her sincerity, then
shrugged. He probably preferred all his targets together anyway.

The pair clinbed out of the Seahawk and onto the ice. They ducked
under the rotors and were net by a trio of Delta Force team nenbers,
who were moving forward under an arned escort.

Jenny barely noticed these others. Her eyes were on the figure
standing thirty yards fromthe station opening. Mtt! She had to
restrain herself fromrunning toward him She feared such a sudden
action would get them both shot.

So she kept to the group, flanked and led by the soldiers. They
crossed the ice, passing beyond the circle of defense and out into
neutral territory.

Matt was down on one knee, sheltering the boy, his attention on the
child. The little guy hugged Matt. He was swaddl ed from head to toe
in soneone's parka, wearing it like a full-length greatcoat. The

sl eeves hung to the ground. |In Matt's arns, he wiggled around to stare
wi de- eyed at the approaching party.

Jenny saw the boy's face clearly for the first tine: the black hair,
the arge brown eyes, the tiny features. She tripped, her |egs going
suddenly weak. "Tyler!"

8:07 p.m
QUT ONTHE ICE ... ;

Matt had his hands full with the boy. As soon as they had stepped out
of the tunnel and into the wind, Miki had clung to himlike an eel. The
expl osions and roar of the gunship's 50nm weapons had al ready spooked
the kid. And now out in the open, he acted agoraphobic, panicking at
the wind and snow. Matt coul d guess why. He had probably spent al

his young years isol ated bel ow, possibly even Iimted to Level Four
Here in the open, with the entire world spread out around him he cane
unhi nged.

He needed something to cling to, an anchor and that was Matt.
Matt hardly noted the approach of the others. He had spotted Craig

anong the soldiers, then had to keep Maki from bolting back toward the
station.



"Tyler!™"
The familiar cry tore him around.

From out of the group of soldiers, Jenny shoved free. Her eyes were
wi I d, but she quickly collected herself as she stepped out. She
recogni zed her m stake as soon as she uttered it. Pure reflex, Matt
under st ood.

"His ... his nane's Maki," Matt gasped out as he stood. The child
clung to his knee, but Matt didn't object this time. H s |egs weak
fromthe relief of seeing Jenny alive, he needed the boy's support now.
She rushed at him

Matt didn't know what to expect, cringing slightly at her approach.
Then she was in his arns, pulling tight to him her own arnms around his

neck. It came so naturally that it surprised Matt. She fit to him as
if she always belonged there. It was as if no time had passed between
themat all. Drawing Jenny even tighter to himto make sure it wasn't

all a dream he snelled her hair, the nape of her neck. She was rea
she was in his arns.

She sobbed in his ear. "Back at the base ... Papa ..." Matt

stiffened. John wasn't with her, or on the helicopter. Her father had
been | eft back at Orega. From Jennys reaction, Petkov's earlier report
had not been a lie. The place had been bl own up

"Jenny, I'mso sorry." Even to him the words sounded lanme. Al he
could do was offer her his strength, his shoulder, his arns.

She shook in his grip. Wrds reached up to him whispered, neant for
his ears only. "It was Craig. Don't trust him"

Matt's fingers clutched her parka. He stared past Jenny to the figure
in the famliar blue parka. He kept his face stoic, pretending he
hadn't heard the words whispered in warning. It was all true.
Ever yt hi ng.

He slowy peeled hinself fromJenny, but he kept one arm around her
Craig stepped forward. "Matt, it's good to see you alive. But what's
goi ng on? Wat are you doi ng out here?"

Matt fought back the urge to punch the man square in the face. But
such an action would only get himkilled. To survive fromhere on out,
it would take an artful gane of half-truths and lies. So first, alie.
"God, it's good to see you all here." Craig' s tentative grin firmed

up.

"The Russian adnmiral remains in control down there, but he sent me up
here. He figures if you all were going to shoot blindly and ask
guestions later, then it mght as well be one of us Anericans that gets
killed." "Wy did he send anyone?"

"To parley a truce. To quote the admral, both sides have half the key
to the mracle here. You have the technical notes. He controls the
sanmples. Either is useless without the other."

Craig stepped closer. "lIs he telling the truth?"

Matt stepped aside and pushed little Maki between his and Jenny's



| egs. The boy kept tight to Matt's thighs. "Here's the proof | was
sent up with."

Craig frowned and bent down to stare closer at the boy. "I don't
under stand. "

Matt shoul dn't have been surprised. Craig had been trained to be
singl e-m nded, to tunnel-vision toward the goal and ignore all the
rest. Especially the bodies left by the wayside.

"It's the boy fromthe tank," he explained. "The ice tank that Dr.
Qgden activated."

Craig's gaze flicked up to him "My God, that's the boy? He
resuscitated? It actually works?"

Matt kept himself conmposed. He couldn't let the nman know that he

understood the deadly intent of the Delta Force team "It worked, but
the only surviving sanples of the elixir are secured in a hidden vault
down below. 1've seen the place nyself. But Admiral Petkov has wired

the base to explode. He'll destroy it all."
Craig's gaze darkened. "What does he want ?"
"Atruce. A parley between the two of you. On Level One. He'll pul

his men down below. You can come in with five of your nmen, arned as
you like. But if any harmcomes to the adnmiral, his nmen have orders to

shoot the prisoners and explode the vault. | don't see that you have
much choice. It's either |ose everything or nake a pact with this
devil."

Matt waited, unsure if he had overpl ayed his hand.

Craig snorted and turned away. He raised the collar of his jacket and
spoke into it, then pulled his hood's drawstring and held it to his
ear. A hidden radio, Matt realized

Jenny sidled closer to him "He's consulting with the Delta Force
conmander. The stolen journals are in the helicopter with the man. But
what about this parley? 1s there anyone we can trust?"

"The only person | trust is standing next to ne."

She squeezed his hand. "If we get out of this "

"When," he corrected her. "When we get out of this."

“Matt..."

He leaned in and gently pressed his lips to hers. It wasn't so nuch a

kiss as a pronmise of nore to come. A pronise he intended to keep. He
tasted the salt of her tears on her nouth. They would survive this.

Craig turned to himas nore nen gathered around him They readi ed
weapons. "You're right. It looks |like we have no choice but to neet
with the bastard."”

Matt counted Craig's team Five. "You have one too many," he said,

noddi ng to the soldiers.



Craig crinkled his brow "Wat do you nean? You said five." Matt
gestured toward Jenny. "She's coming in with us. You'll need to get
her a sidearm™ "But "

"Either she comes or | don't go back. And if | don't return as
ordered, Petkov will blow the vault."

Shaki ng his head, Craig waved off one of the nmen. "Fine, but she's
saf er out here."

Matt didn't respond. For better or worse, they were sticking together.
Jenny gave his hand a final squeeze and held out an open palmfor a
pi stol.

One of the soldiers passed her his sidearm Matt had to gui de Jenny's
hand to her holster. As angry as she was, she mght just shoot Craig
wher e he stood.

Once ready, they set off toward the station. Matt pulled the boy up in
his arms. Maki stared over at Jenny, his small eyes haunted. They
trudged through the bl asted opening and down the tunnel again. The
warnth of the station breathed out at them

Matt wondered if Petkov was prepared. The Russian admiral had been
vague about his plans. Get Craig inside was his nission objective.

Pet kov woul d do the rest. But what could the admiral hope to do? The
Russi an contingent was out nunbered and out gunned.

Matt led the way onto Level One. The lights were back on. Soneone

must have found spare fuses and powered up the level. The place was
too bright. The blood on the floor stood out garishly. Bodies |ined
one wall. The tables had been pushed away.

In the center of the room Petkov stood by the spiral stair. The
el evator had been raised frombelow The Russian admiral stood with
one foot on the elevated platform "Wl cone," he said coldly.

Pet kov stepped onto the platform He shared the space with a strange
device. It was a titaniumglobe on a tripod. A small series of blue
lights raced across the sphere's equator. Though it was unmarked, it
had bonmb written all over it.

Matt had a sudden sinking feeling that his newfound ally in this war
bet ween superpowers had not been as forthconi ng as he woul d have

wi shed. What game was being pl ayed now?

Behind Matt, footsteps suddenly pounded. He swung around. An

other five Delta Force soldiers raced into the room fanning out. It
seened neither side was going to honor the truce.

Matt shoul dn't have been surprised, but he was.
Pet kov remai ned stoic, unreadable. He continued to stand on the
el evator stand. "You risk your mission," he finally said. "On nmy word

or death, the sanmples will be destroyed."

Craig strode up beside Matt. He picked Maki out of his arns, earning a
startled yelp fromthe boy. "This is all | need," he said, holding the



boy aloft. "An issledovatel skiy subyekt. A research subject. Jenny
here was ki nd enough to read nore of your fathers journal while en

route here. It seens the hornone remains active in a revived speci nen
for a full week. Between his notes and the boy, we will distill the
hor mone on our own. \What you hold is worthless. But 1'll still make

an offer. Your life in exchange for the sanples you hold. The offer
will last for exactly one mnute."

"Thank you for your gracious offer," Petkov said, "but | won't need the

m nute."

The expl osi on rocked the | evel, bucking the floor and tossing them al
skyward. Snoke rolled out frombehind them ©Matt landed in a pile
besi de Jenny. He twi sted around.

The exit to the surface was gone. A tunble of broken ice bl ocked the
way, caved in, spilling out onto this level. He rolled to his feet,
ears ringing. Craig and what was left of the Delta Force team pi cked
t hensel ves off the floor. Two nmen were dead, crushed by falling ice
near the shaft.

Lights flickered. Snoke set everyone to coughing.

Matt searched the central staircase. Petkov was gone, having fled down
the staircase. WMatt gl anced between Craig and the vani shed Russian. He
was trapped between two madnen, buried with them

He stared across to the titanium sphere resting on the el evator
platform The blue flashing lights raced around and around the
devi ce.

This was not going to end well.
8:15 p.m
UNDER THE | CE ..

Aboard the Pol ar Sentinel, Amanda crouched beside Captain Geg Perry.
Toget her they studied the monitor of the sub's Deep Eye sonar. Qhers
gat hered behind them some watching the screen, others staring out the
Lexan eye of the sub.

Greg rested a hand on her knee. He was clearly not letting her out of
his reach ... and she was fine with this arrangenent.

Hal f an hour ago, back at Onega, she had been in full panic. She had
struggled to raise the alarm anong the others about the deceit planned
by the Delta Force | eaders and of the nerve-jangling sonar frequency,

i ndicating the presence of grendels. But it hadn't been grendels. It
had been the Pol ar Sentinel activating its Deep Eye sonar

Bef ore she could even get Commander Sewell's attention, the double
doors to the barracks had popped open and Greg had rushed into the room
with a small squad. He had ordered everyone to remain quiet.

Too shocked by the miracle, Amanda had flown into his arms. |gnoring
decorum he had pulled her to him kissed her, and whispered that he
| oved her.

Toget her, they had waited until the Delta Force helicopter lifted off.



Then they were all running. Wth Geg in the |lead, they raced through

t he shadows to the oceanography shack. |nside, Amanda found a strange
sight. Thrust up within the lab's main research room stood the conning
tower of the Polar Sentinel. The sub had surfaced its tower through

the square hole cut in the ice. The small port was normally used by

t he oceanographers to raise and | ower their two-man bat hysphere. But
now it serviced the sub's tower, the proverbial square peg in a round
hole. Wth time ticking down, the party had fled into the submari ne.
As soon as all were aboard, Greg had ordered the submarine to
crash-dive. The Polar Sentinal fell away like a brick. They were at
forty fathons when the Russian V-class incendiaries blew off the top of
their worl d.

Amanda had been in Cyclops at the tinme. She had wi tnessed the blinding
flash, the inpossible sight of flames shooting down through the water.
The submari ne had been rocked, shoved deep, but with the insulation of
al nost three hundred feet of water, they had survived, no nore than
rattl ed.

Greg had then related her father's frantic VLF nessage, his warning

about the ultimate mission of the Delta strike team "I was al ready
here, planning a rescue attenpt under the Russians' noses. | never
i magi ned that 1'd have to rescue you fromour own forces." This |ast

was spoken bitterly.

He had al so shared the news about her father's medical condition. A
heart attack. But he was recovering well in the naval hospital on
Gahu.

"Even before he'd let themtreat him he insisted the warning be sent
first."”

The timng had saved t hem

Now once again, the Polar Sentinel spied frombelow This time the
submarine hovered beside the inverted nountain of ice that hid Ice
Station Grendel. Through the Deep Eye penetrating sonar, they had

wat ched the assault upon the buried station. It was eerie watching the
silent play unfold on the screen, the ghostly inages of nmen and

gunfire

Then the expl osi on erupted, appearing as a wash of yellow on the
noni tor.

It slowy cleared

Greg squeezed her knee, indicating he wanted to speak to her. She

turned and | ooked at him "I don't know what we can do to help," he
said. "It looks like the entrance collapsed. They're trapped in
there."”

Over Greg's shoulder, a figure stirred, nmoving forward. "Jenny." It
was the woman's father. He pointed to the screen and tapped one of the
phantoms, the formbillowy fromthe sonar. "That's ny daughter.”

Amanda gl anced back to him "Are you sure?"

He | eaned forward and ran his finger down the figure's | ower half. "She
broke her | eg when she was twenty-two. They had to pin it back
t oget her. "



Amanda focused the Deep Eye slightly. The old man could be right. The
penetrating sonar was sinmlar to X rays. And there appeared to be a
distinct netallic density in the lower extremties. 1t could be her

She turned to John and read the raw fear in his face. He knew it was
hi s daughter. Amanda struggled to think of some other way to rescue
Jenny and any other folk trapped between the two forces.

Greg pointed to the nonitor. Throughout the upper |evels of the
station, spats of yellow appeared on the nonitor. She didn't have to
read his lips to know what it was. Q@unfire.

A large flare of anber flashed midlevel in the station.

She turned to him

"Grenade," he nout hed.
She turned back as flashes and flares conti nued to descend into the
depths of the station.

It was all out-war.
8:22 p.m
| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Anot her grenade expl oded, rocking the floor under Jenny. |n her arns,
she held the Inuit boy. He screaned and sobbed, covering his ears,
squeezing his eyes tightly closed. She rocked himas she crouched.

Matt hovered over themboth, a rifle in his hand. Screans and shouts
wafted up the central shaft, along with billows of smoke and soot.
Fires were ragi ng somewhere bel ow. Mst of the base was steel, brass,
and copper. But a significant part of its infrastructure was straw and
fl ammabl e conposites. 1t was burning.

Even if the Delta Force team could commandeer the station, what then?
They would either die in flanes or be buried in the ice as the station
col | apsed.

And then there was always the third possibility.

Hovering am d the columm of snoke, the large titani um sphere rested on
the elevator platform One of the soldiers, a denolition expert, knelt
in front of an open hatch at the bottom of the sphere. He had been
studying it for the past ten mnutes, tools spread at his knees,
untouched. It was not a good sign

Crai g barked at her shoul der as the gunfire ebbed bel ow. He was
yelling into his radio while he surveyed the level. Two other Delta
Force soldiers held positions by the shaft. The remainder of the squad
continued its guerrilla war down bel ow

Lowering his throat m ke, Craig stepped to them He eyed the coll apsed
exit. "There's no way for the few nmen | eft above to dig us out. It
woul d take days. Any attenpt to blast a way through with a mssile
woul d just get us all killed."



"So what are they going to do?"

Craig closed his eyes, then opened them He stared over to the bonb.
"I ordered themto stand down, to retreat thirty mles off. | can't
risk losing the journals."

"Thirty mles?" WMtt asked. "Isn't that overkill?" Craig nodded to
t he devi ce being exanmi ned over the shaft. "It's nuclear. That's as
much as Sergeant Conrad can tell us right now. Unless we can
deactivate it..." He shrugged.

Jenny had to give the guy credit. He was one cold fish. Even in their
current straits, his mssion was his first priority.

Matt continued to watch over them eyes sweeping all around. "The
shooting ... | think it's slowing ..."

Jenny realized he was right. She cradled the boy. The gunfire had
died to sporadic bursts.

Over by the central shaft, the two guards stirred. One yelled back to
them "Friendlies com ng up!"

A pair of Delta Force team nenbers clanbered up the steps. They

| ed a Russian soldier, hands on top of his head, at gunpoint. A young
man, no ol der than eighteen, he blinked at the blood that ran down his
face. Soot covered his clothes.

One of his captors snapped at himin Russian. He dropped to his knees.
The other came to report to Craig. "They're surrendering. W've
anot her two prisoners on Level Three."

"And t he ot hers?"

"Dead." The soldier glanced back to the stairwell. The gunfire had
ended. "We cleared all the tiers, except for Level Four. Men are
sweeping it now "

"What about Admiral Petkov?" Matt asked.

The man nudged the prisoner. Wak with terror and | oss of blood, he
fell on his side, afraid even to |lower his hands to catch hinself. "He
says that the admiral fled into Level Four. But so far, we've not
found him The prisoner mght be lying. He may need a little

encour agenent . "

Before the matter could be addressed, Sergeant Conrad approached from
hi s exami nation of the nuclear bonb.

Craig turned his full attention toward the man. "Wel|?"

The sol di er shook his head. "It's like nothing |I've ever seen. As far
as | can tell, it's a lowyield nuclear device. Mnimal radiation
risk. But it's certainly no standard bonb. [|'m guessing nore of a

di srupter of sone type. Like the EM pul se weapons under devel opnent.
The expl osive capability is small for a nucl ear weapon, but its energy
could generate a massive pulse. But | don't think it's an

el ectromagnetic pulse. Sonething else. | don't know what."



Matt interrupted his report. "You said the explosion would be small.
That's the part | want to know about. How small ?"

He was answered with a shrug. "Small for a nuclear device. But it'll
crack this island Iike a hard-boiled egg. |If it blows, we're all dead,
no matter what pulse it sends out."

"Can you deactivate it?"

The sergeant shook his head. "The trigger is based on sub sonics It's
tied to an external detonator. Unless we can get the abort code to
turn this thing off, this baby's going to blow in" he checked his watch
"in fifty-five mnutes."

Craig rubbed his left temple. "Then we need to find the admral. He's
our only chance." H s gaze settled on the frightened youth at his
feet. He nodded to the soldier who had kicked the man. "Find out what
he knows."

The prisoner must have understood. He babbled in Russian, terrified,
his hands still on his head.

Matt stepped between the prisoner and the soldier. "Don't bother. |
can find Petkov. | know where he nust be holed up." Craig turned to
him "Where?" "Down on Level Four. 1'll have to show you."

Craig narrowed his eyes, glancing between the youth and the shaft. "Al
right. | doubt this fell ow knows anythi ng anyway." He pulled out his
pi stol and shot the man in the head.

The retort was loud in the silent station. Skull, brains, and bl ood
splattered across the floor.

"Jesus Christ!" WMatt yelled, stunbling back as the blast echo died.
"Why did you do that?"

Craig's eyes narrowed. "Don't play ne for a fool, Matt. You know
why." He headed toward the shaft, waving for a pair of soldiers to
flank him "It's either us or them Pick sides and let's go."

Matt remai ned frozen but stared toward Jenny, who had twi sted fromthe
body, shielding the boy.

The gunshot had sent the boy into another bout of wailing. Jenny held
himtightly.

Matt stepped over and | eaned down, huggi ng them both. "Co," she
whi spered, defying her own heart's desire. She wanted himto stay with
them "But watch your back."

A small nod. He understood her. The biggest danger right now was the
bonb. Once that was nullified, they'd find some way to survive both
the Russians and the Delta Force strike team Matt stood, shoul dering
his rifle.

Jenny cl osed her eyes, not wanting to see himleave. But as he stepped
away, she opened her eyes. She watched his every novenent: the set of
his shoulders, the Iength of his stride. She drank himin, not know ng
if she'd ever see himagain, regretting the waste of bitter years.



Then they were gone. Two guards watched the shaft. Oherw se she was
alone with the gently sobbing boy. She conforted him as she had not
been able to confort Tyler. She ran fingers through his hair,

whi spered wordl ess sounds to soot he.

Across the way, the two guards by the stairs tal ked softly together
There was no nore gunfire, no nore explosions. Snoke still hazed the

| evel . Through the oily fog, the |one beacon still shone, beating Iike
a titanium heart, counting down.

As she cradl ed the boy, a voice whispered behind her, ghostly and
vague. She was not even sure she heard it. Then her name was spoken
"Jenny ... can you hear ne?"

She cautiously glanced behind her. She did not recognize the voice. It
cane from an overturned set of electronics.

"Jenny, it's Captain Perry of the Polar Sentinel."

8:32 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry stood in the comuni cati on shack by the bridge. He spoke into
the UQC underwater tel ephone. "If you can hear ne, nove toward the
sound of ny voice."

As he waited, he switched to the shipboard intercom He hailed the
Cycl ops chanber. "John, can Amanda see Jenny on the monitor? |Is your

daught er respondi ng?"

A short pause, then an answer cane through. "Yes!" He heard a
father's hope in the man's voice.

For the past five mnutes, they had waited, spying with the Deep Eye
until Jenny was alone. Earlier, Perry had eavesdropped on

conmuni cati on between the station and the Drakon through the underwater
phone. He had hoped the rubber landline that draped into the ocean had
not been severed by the bl ast.

"Jenny, we can see you with our sonar. |Is there any way you can
transmt? There should be a receiver. Just |ike an ol d-fashioned
phone. If you find it, sinply talk into it."

Perry waited, praying. He didn't know what help they could offer, but
he needed to know the situation in the station to fornulate a plan

The Iine remai ned quiet.

Cnron ... we need sone break. A bit of luck

The sil ence stretched.

8:33 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Jenny clutched the tel ephone receiver in her hand. Tears of

frustration welled in her eyes. The cord was cut. There was no way to
conmuni cate out. She wanted to bang the handset on the ground in



frustration. |Instead she sinply set it down.

So far the two guards remmi ned busy with their own di scussion. She
kept one armaround little Maki, not wanting to attract attention

The captain's voice returned. "There nust be a problem at your end.
But we're nonitoring all neans of conmmunication coming fromthe
station. W have all our ears up. You sinply need to find a radio of
any sort. Even a walkie-talkie. Qur ears are very good out here. Cet

toit. But don't let any of the Delta team see you." Jenny closed her
eyes.
"Just know we're watching you. We'll do what we can to help." She

listened to his confidence, but it shed fromher like water off a
seal's fur. Even if she could reach a radi o, what good would it do?
How coul d t hey hel p?

She stared at the blue lights circling around and around the titanium
sphere. A sense of despair and hopel essness settled over her. She was
too tired to fight any longer. She had been up al nost two days
straight. The constant terror and tension had burned all substance
fromher. She felt hollow and enpty.

Then a new voi ce whispered fromthe tiny speaker. "Jenny, we're here.
W won't |eave until we get you all out of there." She barely heard
the words, it was the voice that held her attention: the famliar
slight slurring, the draw ed consonance.

"Amanda ..." She was naming a ghost. "l have someone who wants to
speak to you."

There was a pause during which Jenny sought to nake sense of it all
"Honey ... Jen ..."

Tears flowed, filling the hollow space in her heart. "Papa!" Her
out burst drew the guards' attention. She |eaned over the boy, speaking
to him covering her m stake.

Behi nd her, her father spoke to her ... alive! "Do as Captain Perry
says," he urged her. "W won't |eave you."

Jenny hunched over the boy, rocking, hiding her sobs. Her father stil
lived. The miracle of it pushed back her despair. She would not give
up. She lifted her head and stared over to the dead Russi an teenager
From t he upper pocket of his fatigues, a black wal ki e-tal kie protruded.
Jenny stood up, pulling the boy in her arns. As she paced wth Maki
softly hunm ng, she edged closer to the body. Once near enough, she
waited until the guards' backs were turned. Then she darted down,

snat ched the wal ki e-tal kie, and sprang back up

She hid the radio where no one would think to | ook. But what now?
Across the room the titani um sphere continued its deadly countdown.
There could be no rescue until that threat was addressed. It was al
up to the man she | oved.

8:36 p.m

Matt |l ed the way down the long curving hall of frozen tanks.



Craig followed with his two nen. Oher nmenbers of Delta Force nanned
key positions throughout this level. Wth all the remaining Russians
execut ed, the base was once again an American station ... all except
for one Russian admiral

Matt reached the end of the hall, where the Iine of tanks stopped. He

crossed to the secret panel. Pausing, he weighed the evils here: Craig
versus the Russian admiral. But he also pictured Jenny and the little
boy. He took strength fromher heart, her will to protect the

i nnocent. Before any other matters could be decided, the bonb had to
be deacti vat ed.

Hs fingers tightened on the rifle in his hand.

"There's nothing here," Craig said suspiciously.

"Not hi ng?" Matt reached and swung open the hidden panel, revealing the
wheeled latch to the ice lab's door. He glanced over to Craig with

one eyebrow raised. "Then you go in first, “because | doubt we're
going to get a very warm wel cone. "

Craig waved Matt aside and had one of the Delta Force guards work the

wheel. Matt allowed himto struggle a nonment, renmenbering his own
frustration. But tinme was critical. He |leaned forward and hit the
secret switch that unl ocked the wheel. It spun free. The door cracked
open.

No one noved to open it farther

Craig stepped closer. "Adnmiral Petkov!" he called. "You asked for us
to neet, to parley a solution. I'mstill willing to talk if you
are."

There was no answer.
"Maybe he killed hinmself," one of the guards nunbl ed.
This theory was quickly disproven as Petkov called out, "Conme in."

Craig frowned, unsettled by the adnirals yielding. He glanced to
Matt .

"I"'mnot going in there first. This is your goddamm gane."

Craig notioned everyone to either side, then pulled the door open
hi nsel f, shielding his body behind the door. There was no gunfire.

One of the soldiers, a sergeant, extended a small spy mirror around the
corner. He studied the roomfor a few nonents. "All clear," he said,
not hiding his surprise. "He's just sitting in there. Unarned."

Maki ng the sol dier prove his words, Craig waved himin first. Raising
his rifle, the sergeant slid fromhis vantage point and ducked | ow

t hrough the doorway. Dropping to a knee, he swept his weapon around,
ready for any threat. None arose. "Cdear!" he yelled.

Craig cautiously stepped around the door, his pistol pointing forward.
He crossed into the room WMatt followed, while the other guard
remai ned posted in the hall.



Littl e had changed inside the ice lab. Nothing had been noved or

destroyed. Matt had at |east expected Petkov to have snmashed the

sampl es, but the glass syringes were still secured across the back
shel ves.

Instead, the admral sat on the ice floor beside his father. The two
coul d have been brothers, rather than father and son. "Vladimr
Pet kov," Craig said. There was no need to confirmthe obvious.

Craig's eyes took in the wall of syringed sanmples. He kept his gun
pointed at the admiral. "It doesn't have to end this way. G ve us the
abort code to the bonb upstairs and you can still live."

"Li ke you allowed ny men to live, like you allowed your own peopl e at
Orega to live." Petkov scowed. He lifted an arm and shook back his
sl eeve, revealing the hidden wist nonitor. "The bonb upstairs is a
sonic charge, set to go off in another forty-two mnutes.”

Craig no longer even tried to lie. "l can turn those forty-two ni nutes
into alifetime of pain."

Pet kov | aughed bitterly at the threat. "You can teach me nothing about
pai n, huyok."

Craig bristled at the clear insult.

"What do you mean a sonic charge?" Matt interrupted. "I thought it
was a nucl ear bomb?"

Pet kov' s gaze flicked to him then back to Craig. The Russian admra

knew the true eneny here. "The device has a nuclear trigger. After a
si xty-second sonic pulse, the main reactor will go critical and bl ow.
I[t'lIl take out the entire island."”

Crai g shoved his pistol closer, threatening. The hamer cocked back

Unf azed, Petkov sinply tapped his exposed wist nonitor. "The trigger
is alsotied to ny own heartbeat. A fail-safe. Kill me and the tine
bef ore detonation will drop to one mnute."

"Then maybe sonething else will persuade you." He shifted his pisto

and pointed it at Petkov's father's head. "Matt told me your story.
Your father took the elixir along with the Eskinos. |If he did that,
then a part of himwanted to live."

Pet kov remai ned unreadabl e, stone. But there was no response this
tine.

"Li ke the boy, he may still be alive even now Wuld you take that
chance at rebirth fromhin? 1 understand the shame and grief that
drove your father to his decision, but there can be no redenption in
death, only in life. Wuld you deny your father that?" Craig stepped
forward and crushed the glass syringe Vladi mr had used decades ago.
"He injected hinself. He wanted to live."

Pet kov gl anced to his father. One hand tw tched up, then down, plainly
waveri ng.

Matt pressed, "And what about little Maki? Your father put himto the
final test hinself, the boy he took as his foster son. He wanted the



boy to live. So if not for yourself or your father, consider the
boy. "

Pet kov sighed. His eyes closed. The silence became a physical weight
on themall. Finally, tired words flowed fromthe adniral. "The abort

code is a series of letters. They nust be entered forward, then
reentered backward."

"Tell me," Craig urged. "Please."

Pet kov opened his eyes. "If | do, | want one pronise fromyou."
"What is that?"

"Do with me what you will, but protect the boy."

Craig narrowed one eye. "O course."

"No research labs. You nentioned using himagain as an

i ssl edovat el -skiy subyekt, a research subject."” He indicated the wall
of syringes. "You have nore than enough here. Just let the boy live a
normal life."

Craig nodded. "I swear."

Pet kov sighed again. "l suggest you wite the code down."

Craig pulled a small handhel d device fromhis pocket. "A digital
recorder.”

Pet kov shrugged. "The code is L-E-D-I-V-A-Y-B-E-T-A-Y-UB-OCOR G V'
Craig played it back to make sure he got it right.

The admiral nodded. "That's it."

"Very good." Craig lifted his pistol and pulled the trigger

The noise in the small space sounded like a grenade. Several of the
syringes shattered.

Again, Matt was startled fromthe sudden viol ence. He stunbled back
The guard at the door, obeying sone hidden signal, snatched the rifle
fromhis fingers. The other soldiers weapon pointed at his face.

Pet kov remained on the floor. H's fathers body had fallen over his
| egs, headl ess now. The frozen skull had shattered half away fromthe
poi nt - bl ank shot .

Matt gaped at Craig.

The man shrugged. "This time | did it because | was pissed off."
8:49 p.m
Victor held his fathers body. Parts of his skull littered his lap, the

floor, the shelves. A shard had sliced his own cheek, deeply, but he
barely felt the sting. He clutched the cold flesh

A moment ago, there had been hope that sone part of his father yet



lived, suspended in time. But now all such hopes had been shattered
away as thoroughly as the frozen skull.

Dead.
Agai n.
How coul d the pain be so fresh after so many years?

Though his heart thudded painfully in his chest, no tears cane. He had
shed his tears for his father when he was a boy. He had no nore.

Crai g spoke by the door to one of his guards. "Take themboth to the
cells to join the others. Bring the woman and boy down, too."

The boy ...

Vi ktor stirred, finding purpose. "You swore," he called out

hoar sel y.

Craig paused at the door. "I will keep my promise as |long as you

haven't lied."

8:50 p.m

Matt watched the admiral struggle to his feet and noted there was stil
a strength to him Petkov's hands were bound so that he couldn't
access the wist nmonitor, and in short order, he and Petkov were
escorted at gunpoint fromthe room It was over. Craig had won.

Wth the bonb deactivated, the bastard had plenty of time to recall the
remai nder of the Delta teamand dig hinmself free. And with the notes
and sanples, he had all he needed fromthe ice station

Al that was left was to clean up the ness.

Returned to their cell, Matt and Petkov drew stunned gazes fromthe

ot her prisoners, Ogden and the two bi ol ogy students in one cell
Wash-burn alone in the other

It didn't take long for Jenny and Maki to be herded down as well. They
were thrust into the cell with Washburn. Matt met Jenny at the bars.
"Are you okay?"

She nodded. Her face was ashen, but her eyes were tw n sparks of
hellfire. Washburn took Maki from Jenny and sat with the boy on the
bed. He seened fascinated by the |ieutenants dark skin.

"\What happened?" Jenny asked.

"Craig got the sanples, the books, and the abort code."

Pet kov stirred behind Matt, speaking for the first time. "The huyok
got nothing," he spat out thickly.

Matt turned to the nman. His face was pure ice. "Wat do you nean?"
"There is no abort code for the Polaris Array."

It took half a second for Matt to assinmlate the information. The



admral had tricked Craig, outfoxed himat his own gane. And while
Matt m ght have appreciated it in other circunmstances, the outcone was
bl eak for all of them

"In twenty-nine mnutes," Petkov said, "the world ends."

North Star

APRIL 9, 8:52 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Perched on the elevator platform Craig typed in the code on the

el ectroni c keyboard wired to the titanium sphere. He hurried. They
had wasted a precious ten m nutes hooking up the connection

Still, despite the urgency, Craig carefully listened to the digita
recording. He typed in each letter as dictated. Then, as directed by
the admral, he retyped the sane sequence in reverse this tine. H s
fingers noved quickly and surely.
V-GROB-UY-AT-E-B-Y-AV-I-DE- L

Once done, he hit the "enter" button

Not hi ng happened.

He hit it again with the same result.

"I's this hooked properly?" he asked Sergeant Conrad, the denolition
expert.

"Yes, sir. I'mregistering that the device has accepted the code, but
it's not responding."

"Maybe | typed it in wong," he munbled. |If there was any m stake, it
was probably when he typed the sequence in backward. He |ooked at
those letters nore closely. Then he saw his m stake.

"Goddam it!" he swore, clenching a fist.

The reversed letters separated into Russian words: Vgrobu ya tebya vi
del The translation was a common Russian curse. | will see you in
your grave.

"Not hi ng appears wong," Conrad said, bent half under the device,
m sinterpreting his outburst.

"Everything's wong!" Craig snapped back, |eaping off the platform
"W've got the wong code."

He pounded back down the steps. He knew one way to make the bastard
tal k. The boy.

8:53 p.m

Matt |istened as Adnmiral Petkov finished his description of Polaris.
The sonic bonb on Level One was only one of the devices. There were
another five anplifiers out on the ice, ready to spread the destruction
in all directions. The pure ambition struck himdunb to destroy the



entire polar ice cap, to bring ruin down upon the gl obe, and
potentially trigger the next great ice age.

He finally found his tongue. "Are you nuts?" It wasn't the nost
di pl omati c response, but he was way beyond di pl omacy at this point.

Pet kov nmerely glanced toward him "After all you've seen, is this
truly a world you want to protect?"

"Hell, yes. I'minit." He reached between the bars and took Jenny's
hand. "Everything | love is init. |It's fucked up. No question
there, but hell, you don't throw the damm baby out with the

bat hwat er . "

"No matter," Petkov said. "Polaris cannot be stopped. The detonation
will commence in twenty mnutes. Even if we could escape here, the
secondary anplifiers are planted fifty kilonmeters away, all around the
island. You'd have to disable and renove at |east two of the five to
break the array's full effect. That could never be done. It is
over."

Matt had tired of the admral's defeatism but it was beginning to
spread to him too. Wat could they do?

Jenny slipped her hand fromhis. "Hold on." She eyed the pair of
Delta Force guards. They stood by the prison-w ng door, one watching
out, one in. They were sharing a snoke, passing it between them

i gnoring them

Wth no one watching, Jenny crossed the cell and reached out to Maki
The boy was hal f asleep in Washburn's arms, exhausted and
shel | -shocked. Jenny parted the child' s parka, and with her back to
t he guards, she rempved a bl ack wal ki e-tal ki e.

She tucked the radio in her own jacket and crossed back
"Who do you think you're going to call with that?" Mtt asked.
"The Pol ar Sentinel... | hope.™

Washburn heard her. "Captain Perry's here?" she hissed, stirring from
t he bed.

Jenny waved her back down. "He's been nonitoring everything here,
seeking a way to rescue us." She shook her head. "If what this guy
says is true, rescuing us is inpossible but maybe they can do sonet hing
about this Polaris Array."

Matt nodded. It was a |long shot, but they had no other option. "Try
to raise them"

Washburn hel ped shield Jenny. The lieutenant carried Maki, singing a
lullaby to cover her attenpt to comunicate.

Matt stepped toward the Russian. "If we are to have any hope for this
to work, we need the exact coordinates of the secondary anplifiers."
Pet kov shook his head, not so nuch in refusal as hopel essness. Matt
resisted the urge the throttle the man. He spoke rapidly, sensing the
press of time, the falling ax. "Admiral, please. W are all going to
die. Everything your father sought to hide will be destroyed. You've



won there. His research will be forever lost. But the revenge you
seek upon the world ... because of an atrocity you thought was
conmitted upon your father by your government or mne ... it's over. W
both know what truly happened. The tragedy here was your father's own
doing. He cooperated in the research, and only at the end found his
humanity." Petkov's expression was tired, his head sagging a bit. Matt
continued, pointing over to the boy. "Mki saved your father. And your
father attenpted to save him preserving the boy in ice. Even at the
end, your father died with hope for the future. And right there lies
that hope." Matt stabbed a finger toward Maki. "The children of the
worl d. You have no right to take that fromthem?"

Pet kov stared over at the boy. WMaki lay in Washburn's arns, head

cradl ed agai nst her neck. She sang softly. "He is a beautiful boy,"
Pet kov conceded. His gaze flicked to Matt, then a nod. "I'll give you
the coordinates, but the sub will never nake it there in tinme."

"He's right,"” Jenny said this as she stepped back to the bars, covering
the radio with her jacket. "l've raised the Sentinel. Perry doesn't
think he could even run to one of the anplifiers, let alone twd. But
he's heading away at full steam He needs the exact positions."

Matt rolled his eyes. He'd give his right armfor one optim st in the
damm group. He waved for the radio. "Pass it here."

Jenny slipped the wal ki e-tal kie through the bars. Matt pressed the
transmtter and held the radio toward Petkov's lips. The admiral's
hands were still bound behind his back. "Tell them"

Bef ore the nman coul d speak, a loud thud sounded by the door. All eyes
turned back to the entrance. One of the guards was on the floor. A
dagger hilt protruded fromhis |left eye socket. The other fell back
someone on top of him An attenpt to shout an alarmwas cut fromthe
soldier's throat by a wicked I ong knife. Blood shot across the

fl oor.

As the soldier gurgled, grabbing at his own bloody throat, his attacker
shoved up. He was a true gorilla of a man.

Jenny rushed to the front of the cell. "Kowalski!"

The man wi ped the blood fromhis neaty hands on his jacket. "W have
to stop neeting like this."

"How ... | thought... the rocket attack?"

He worked rapidly, searching the guard. "I was blown into a snowbank
| burrowed down deep when | saw the situation out there. Then | found
anot her ventilation shaft. Wy the fuck out there."

Kowal ski jabbed a thumb toward the door. "Wth a little help fromny
friends."

Anot her man entered the room a bandage around his head and a rifle in
hi s hands. He covered the door

"Tom " Jenny called out. She clearly knew the pair.



But the fell ow was not alone. At the nman's knee, a shaggy form | oped
into the room tongue lolling, eyes bright.

"My God!" Matt said, dropping to the floor. "Bane." Hi s voice caught
in his throat. The dog | eaped on the cell door, pushing his nose
t hrough the bars, trying to squeeze through, whining, squirmng

"We found himin the ice peaks." Kowal ski spoke rapidly as he keyed
open the cell doors "Or rather, he found us. The Russians left Tom as

dead nmeat in the snow, but he was only knocked out. | dragged him
off."
"You survived," Jenny said, still sounding incredul ous.

Kowal ski straightened with a handful of keys. "No thanks to you guys..
runni ng off and leaving us for dead. Next tine check a goddam
pul se, for God's sake."

As Matt's cell was unl ocked, he pushed open the door and worked fast.
Ti me was agai nst them He renoved the dagger fromthe corpse and
sliced the adnmiral's hands free, then searched the guards for further
weapons, taking everything he could find. He passed weapons around as
the other cells were opened. "W'd better haul ass.”

"This way," Tom said, rushing the Iine of prisoners out and around to
the curving exterior hallway. The group hurried to the same service
duct through which Matt and the others had fled hours ago.

As they were ducking away, a comotion sounded from across the |evel.
Yelling. WMatt straightened, |istening as he waved the biol ogy group

into the tunnels. It was Craig. He nust have realized the abort code
was a ruse. Matt didn't want to be here when Craig found out they had
escaped.

Matt dove through the vent, follow ng Bane and Jenny.

Kowal ski led theminto the service shafts. "W've been rats in the
wal | s ever since the attack started. Tom knows this station |ike the
back of his hand. W were waiting for a chance to break you free."

"Where's this ventilation shaft?" Wshburn asked as the group piled
into one of the service huts. She still held Maki in her arnms. The
boy was silent, eyes w de.

"About half a mle," Tomsaid. "But we're safer down here."

Matt turned to the admiral. "Wat's the blast range of the Polaris
bonb?"

Kowal ski swung toward them eyes wide. "Bonmb? What bonb?"

Pet kov ignored the nman. "The danger is not so much the blast as the
shock wave. It'll shatter the entire island and the ice for nmiles
around. There's no escape.”

"What fucking bonmb?" Kowal ski yell ed.

Jenny told him



He shook his head as if trying to deny the truth. "Fucking fantastic,
that's the last time | rescue you guys."

"How much tinme do we have left?" Tom asked.

Matt checked his watch. "Fifteen minutes. Not nearly enough time to
get clear."

"Then what are we going to do?"

Matt renoved one of the confiscated weapons. One of the black
pi neapples. "I may have an idea."

"Buddy, that grenade's not strong enough to blast a hole to the
surface," Kowal ski sai d.

"W're not going up."
"Then where?"

Matt answered, then led themoff in a mad dash as time was running
out .

Kowal ski pounded after him "No fucking way."

9:10 p.m

Craig stared at the enpty row of cells, the pair of dead guards.
Everything was unraveling. He spun on the pair of soldiers at his

side. "Find them"

Anot her sol di er rushed through the door. "Sir, it looks like they fled
into the service shafts.”

Craig clenched a fist. "O course they did," he munbled. But what
were they trying to do? Were could they go? H's mnd spun. "Send
two men in there. The Russian admral nust not "

A muffled blast cut himoff. The floor under his feet rattl ed.

The guards stiffened.

Craig stared down between his toes. "Shit!"

9:11 p.m

A floor below, Mttt tested the docking bay's hatch. The others were
lined up along the wall on Level Five. A nonent ago, he had opened the

hatch and tossed in a pair of the incendiary grenades, one collected
fromeach of the two dead guards

Matt touched the nmetal door with his bare fingers. It had gone from
ice cold to burning hot. The blast of the V-class incendiaries
continued to inpress him But were they strong enough to do the job
her e?

There was only one way to find out.

As the bl ast echoed away, Matt swung; open the door. It led to the
docking | ake for the Russian transport sub, an old | series. A nonent



ago, the room had been half filled with ice, conpletely encasing the
docked conning tower. Matt renmenbered Viadimr's final confession

Pet kov' s father had scuttled the sub, blowing all ballast, driving the
sub up and jamming it in place. Over the years, the room had fl ooded
and frozen.

Matt stared into the room The pair of grenades had transformed the
frozen tonb into a fiery hell. Water bubbled on the surface. Pools of
flame dotted the new | ake formed around the sub. The snell of phosphor
and steamrol | ed out.

As Matt studied the chanber, his eyes and face burned. It was stil
too hot to enter.

"Next time," Kowal ski groused, shielding his face, "let's try just one
gr enade.

Despite the residual heat, at |east the mound of ice covering the
conning tower had nelted away. The sub's hatch was uncovered.

Now i f only they could get to it.

Matt checked his watch. Thirteen mnutes. Wth his face sweating, he
turned to the others. They didn't have time to spare. "Everyone
i nsi de!"

Washburn spl ashed into the roomfirst, foll owed by the biol ogy group
The water was knee-deep. Tomwent with them "Get that hatch open!”
Matt called to the Navy pair.

Kowal ski and Matt covered the door, keeping their weapons fixed toward
the stairs. Despite the thick insulation of the docking bay, everyone
had to have heard the grenade expl osion

Matt notioned Jenny. "Get everybody into the sub!" Jenny nodded,
starting across with Bane at her side and Maki in her arnms. Beside
her, Petkov still spoke into the wal kie-tal kie, passing the coordi nates
to the Polar Sentinel.

Jenny called back to him "Matt!" He heard the distress in her voice
and turned. "The water's getting deeper! It's filling up!"

She was right. The level had risen to her thighs. Suddenly a geyser
of water shot up fromthe half-frozen | ake, exploding up with a soft
whoosh.

"Dam it," Matt swore, understandi ng what was happeni ng. The Russian

i ncendi ari es had been too good. They had nelted spots down to the open
ocean, weakened others. The outside water pressure, held back by thick
i ce, was breaking through. Another geyser erupted. Water flooded into
the room

Jenny and the admiral stood hal fway across the burning | ake. The |evel
had al ready clinbed wai st - hi gh

"Hurry," she called back to him

@Qunfire erupted at Matt's side. Kowalski had his rifle raised to his
cheek, the barrel snoking. "They're comng after us!" he hissed.



No surprise there.

Matt retreated a step with Kowal ski

Behi nd them Washburn and Tom had gotten the sub's hatch open. The

bi ol ogy group was al ready cl anbering down inside. The sub was dead,
defunct. Their only hope of survival was to hole up in the old vessel
trusting its thick hide to insulate themas the ice shattered fromthe
device's shock wave. The chance of survival was slim but Matt stil
had a stubborn streak

Until he was dead, he'd keep fighting.

A nmetallic pinging drew his full attention back to the outer corridor
A grenade bounced down the stairwell.

"Crap!" Kowal ski yelled. He reached out, grabbed the hatch handl e,
and yanked the door shut. "Junp!"

Matt | eaped to one side, Kowal ski to the other

The grenade bl ew the door off its hinges. The bays hatch flew up, hit
the sea cave's ice ceiling, and rebounded into the water with a

crash.

Matt scranbl ed away from the open door

Kowal ski waved an arm firing with the other. "Everybody! Inside!"

Matt trudged across the rapidly flooding chanber, half dog-paddling,
hal f ki cking. Kowalski retreated with him

Jenny and the admiral had al nbst reached the sub. Bane was al ready
bei ng haul ed up and in by Tom and WAshburn.

Then a geyser blew, throw ng Jenny and Petkov apart.

Jenny | anded in the water, cradling the boy. She cane up sputtering.
Maki wai | ed.

The admiral sl ogged toward her

Then a | arge white humock surfaced between them At first Matt
thought it was a chunk of ice. Then it thrashed and vani shed under the
dark water. Everyone knew what it was, freezing in place in terror

A grendel

The predator nust have slipped through the opening water channels,
conmng to search the newterritory.

Jenny cl utched Maki higher in her arns.

Matt stared around. There was no way of know ng where the beast was.
They feared noving, attracting it. But it was also death to stay where
t hey were.

Matt gl anced to his watch. Twelve mnutes.

He stared back out. Across the deepening |ake, the water remained dark



and still. The grendel could be anywhere, lurking in wait.
Fearing to attract it, they dared not nove.

9:12 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Perry studi ed the conmputer navigation and mapping. "Are you certain
those are the coordi nates of the closest anmplifier?" he asked the
ensi gn.

"Yes, sir.

Dam. He recalculated in his head what the conputers confirmed. He
checked his watch, a Rol ex Submariner, wi shing for once that it weren't
so accurate. Twelve mnutes ..

They'd never nmeke it. Even at their top-rated speed of fifty-two
knots, they'd barely reach one of the Polaris anplifiers, not the
necessary two. At their current speed, the entire sub vibrated as the
nucl ear engi nes generated steam at ten percent above design pressure.
There was no need to run silent now It was a brutal race to the
finish.

"W need nore power," he said.

"Engi neeri ng says

"I know what the engineers said," he snapped, tense. He would risk the
entire boat if they pushed her any harder. There were linits that
carbon plate and titaniumcould withstand. And he didn't have the tine
to surface and get instructions from Adniral Reynolds. The decision
was his.

"Chief, tell engineering we need to press the engi nes another ten
percent."

"Aye, sir. Hi s orders were rel ayed

After a few nore nonents, the shuddering in the boat set clipboards and
pens to rattling. It felt as if they were riding over train tracks.

Everyone sat tensely at their stations.

Perry clinbed the periscope stand and paced its length. Earlier he had
consulted with Amanda. As an expert in ice dynam cs, she had confirned
at least the theory behind the Polaris Array. Such a global threat was
possi bl e.

The sub's speed was called out as it clinmbed. "Sixty knots, sir.

He glanced to the ensign at the map table. The young officer shook his
head. "Still ten mles out fromthe first set of coordinates.™

He had to push the boat harder

"CGet me engineering," he ordered.

9:15 p.m



| CE STATI ON GRENDEL

Matt stood in water up to his arnpits. Pools of flamng oil lit the
roombut failed to reveal the grendel hidden in the dark waters around
them (Occasional ripples marked its passage as it stal ked anong

t hem

They were trapped as tine pressed down on them

Ten mi nut es.

They were dooned if they fled, dooned if they stayed.

A voi ce suddenly called frombeyond the snmoky, blasted doorway. "Don't
nove!"

"Great," Kowal ski growl ed. "Just great."

"W have you covered!"™ Craig yelled. "Any aggression and we'll start
shooti ng. "

Enphasi zing this threat, razor-sharp lines of |aser sights crisscrossed
the hazy room and settled on their chests. "Don't nove," Craig
r epeat ed.

No one dared disobey himbut it wasn't the guns that held them al
frozen in place.

The waters continued to remain dark and quiet.

"Like I'mgoing to nmove, " Kowal ski grunbl ed.

Beyond the doorway, figures shifted within the snoke.

Craig called out to them "I want the admiral over here now"

Ten feet from Matt, the waters welled w th novenent.

Matt nmet Jennys eyes, urging her not to nove. It was death to do so.
He checked his watch. N ne mnutes ..

The choi ces were not great: guns, grendels, or nuclear bonbs.

Take your pick.

Matt gl anced to Jenny one nore tine. There was only one chance for the
others. I'msorry, he wanted to say then turned and stepped toward the
door way.

9:16 p.m

Vi kt or knew what the Anerican was attenpting. A sacrifice. He

i ntended to draw the grendel to him allowing the others to break free
and nake for the sub. Hi s eyes lingered on the boy in the woman's

arns.

H s father had adopted the boy as his son, and at the end, sacrificed
so much to keep himsafe. Anger flared in him some of it selfish, a



bit of jealousy at the affection given the boy and denied him But
nostly, he felt a connection to his father through the small child. One
forms a famly where one can. His father had | ost so nmuch up here, but
at the end, not his humanity.

Vi ktor turned away. He had brought this ruin upon themall.
Li ke his father before him Viktor knew what he had to do.

He yelled over to the blasted doorway. "I'mcomng out!" he bell owed,
stopping the Arerican in md-stride.

"What are you t he ot her began

"Here," Viktor said, and tossed the walkie-talkie toward Pike.

He caught it easily.

"Take care of the boy," Viktor called, and began splashing toward the

exit, pushing through the water. "lI'mcomng out!" he yelled again,
pl acing his now enpty hands atop his head. "Don't shoot."

"Adm ral ," Pike warned.
H s gaze flicked to the man. "One mnute," he said under his breath,
tapping a finger atop his wist nonitor. "You have one mnute."

378 9:17 p.m

One mnute? Matt frowned and glanced to his own wist. According to
his watch, they still had a full eight mnutes before the bonb went

Then it dawned on him

He spotted the wake that appeared in the water. It began in a lazy S,
t hen focused and tracked in on the wadi ng adm ral

Matt's gaze fell back to Petkov's wist nonitor. Once his heart
st opped beating, the bonb's timer would drop i Mmediately to one
m nut e.

The wake in the water sped toward Petkov's splashing form

He was taking the bullet for Matt but it would shorten the tinme before
t he bonb expl oded.

Matt swung to face Jenny. Her eyes were confused, terrified.

"Be ready to run," he warned Jenny and Kowal ski .

Crai g appeared at the doorway, flanked by two guards. They were on
hi gher ground. The flooding water had barely reached their knees.

Rifles followed the admiral. Al attention was on Petkov.

He was only four yards from Craig when the grendel struck. It surged
out of the water, jaws wi de, striking himfrom behind.

The admiral's head snapped back fromthe inpact at the sane tinme as his
body was ramred forward. Propelled by the grendel, he flew high
lifted out of the water. Then the nonster rolled, its prey caught in



its jaws. Petkov was slamed back into the water

Craig and his nmen fell back in horror

"Run!" Matt yell ed.

Jenny was cl osest, but she was also in the deepest water, up to her
neck. She swamw th Maki in her arms, kicking with her legs. Once she
was within reach of the conning tower, Tom | unged out, snatched the boy

fromher and pulled himto safety.

Her arns free, Jenny grabbed the outside rungs of the | adder and
cl anber ed upwar d.

Matt retreated with Kowal ski
By the door, the waters thrashed as the grendel whipped its prey,
bashing it through the water. A stain of blood pool ed around the

creature's white bulk. An armflailed weakly.

Craig and his guards sheltered back fromthe savage attack, forgetting
about the others for the nonent.

Kowal ski reached the sub first. Matt waved hi m up.

The seaman nounted the | adder, scranbling. He glanced back, then
stunbled a step. One armshot out. "Behind you!"

Matt twisted in the water. Another white shape surfaced. Then
another. The bl ood was drawi ng nore of the pod.

Matt wei ghed caution versus speed. He opted instead for panic. He
ki cked and paddl ed, fighting his way toward the sub

Kowal ski reached the top of the tower. He began to fire into the I|ake,
of feri ng some defense.

Matt finally reached the sub and grabbed the | ower rung of the | adder.
Pul ling himself up, he struggled to get his | egs under him

H s toes slipped, nunb fromthe cold and slippery fromthe water.

Kowal ski | eaned down, grabbed him half hauling himup the | adder
Beneath Matt, sonething struck the tower, clanging into it. Jarred,
Matt lost his footing and fell free of the wet |adder. But Kowal ski
still had a fist wapped in the hood of Matt's sweatshirt, holding him

froma plunge into the waters bel ow

Matt sought to plant his feet on the rungs. Between his toes, a large
whit e shape surged out of the water.

A grendel, jaws wide, lunged up at him
Wth a groan of effort, Kowal ski heaved Matt higher. Jaws snapped,
catching Matt's boot heel. The weight of the falling beast yanked the

boot clean off. The beast disappeared with its prize.

Matt snatched the | adder and clinbed the rest of the way up. "Damm
bastard!"



Kowal ski was already rolling into the hatch. "What?"

Matt gl anced back to the waters below. He had recognized the grende
who had just attacked him He had noted the pocked and macer at ed
bullet holes. It was the sane creature that had hunted Amanda and him
in the Cawl Space, the one that had stolen his pants.

"Now t he greedy bastard's got ny goddamm boot, too!"

Kowal ski shook his head and dropped down the hatch.

Fol lowing him Matt twisted to clinb down the | adder when bullets
ricocheted off the plate near his head. He ducked | ower, crab-crawing

down into the hatch.

He | ooked back to the docki ng-bay doorway, spotting Craig. A rifle was
| evel ed at Matt. Between them swama small pod of grendels.

There was no trace of the admral's body.

How rmuch time unti

The answer canme a nonent later. The grendels suddenly went crazy. The
wat ers churned as the nonsters thrashed, rolling, |eaping, snapping at
the air.

Matt under st ood what had upset the beasts, driving themto a frenzy.

He felt it, too. Fromhis head to his toes. A vibration through the
station, like a tuning fork struck by a sl edgehammer.

A sonic pul se.

Matt knew what it neant.

Pol ari s had acti vat ed.

Just as the admiral had described, the device would generate a sonic

pul se. And according to Petkov, the pul se would | ast sixty seconds,

then the nuclear trigger would blow, destroying the island and concussi ng out

in a deadly shock wave.

Across the churning | ake, Craig had backed a step away, his rifle stil
in his hands, his head cocked, |istening.

Matt pushed up higher. "One minutel™ he called over to Craig, tapping
his enpty wist, repeating Petkov s earlier warning.

Craig's gun dropped as the realization stuck him

The admiral was dead ... the sonic pulse ..

Time had just run out for all of them

Satisfied by Craig's | ook of horror, Matt dropped through the hatch
clanging it shut behind him He dogged it tight and clinbed down to

t he others.

Kowal ski seal ed the inner hatch, locking it tight. Tom and Washburn



hel d flashlights.
t he back of his throat.

There was no stopping Polaris
9:17 p.m
USS POLAR SENTI NEL

"W have | ess than a m nute?"

No one spoke.

Bane sensed the tension, whining at

now.

Perry asked, incredul ous.

Scratchy static cane over the phone as he listened. "Yes," the man
confirmed. " can't say ... only seconds left!"

Perry gl anced over to Amanda. She had read his lips, saw his
expression. She mirrored his reaction. The race was over before it
began. They were def eat ed.

" nucl ear trigger..." the man continued. "GCet clear..."

Before Perry could answer, Amanda's fingers dug into his arm Her
voi ce slurred at her sudden anxiety. "Get us deep! Now"

"What ?"  he asked.

But she was already running. "As deep as the boat will go!" she

yel |l ed back at him

Perry responded,
yelled to the crew
the sub.

9:17 p.m

| CE STATI ON GRENDEL
Crai g pounded down the hal

but did he have tinme?
pocket,

He ran past one of the Delta Force team nenbers.
called to himas he fled past.

He didn't sl ow,
cane in sight.
t he bl ast wave,

The door to the solitary tank
occupant, the lnuit boy.
yanked the gl ass door cl osed.
automatically | ocked down and
But was it secure enough? He
soni ¢ pul se of Polaris.

Craig sank to the bottom of the cylinder

How much tinme was |eft?

9:17 p.m

trusting the woman's urgency.
"Fl ood negati ve!

of Level
There was no telling.
hearing a satisfying clink

runni ng headl ong around the curving hall.
He needed a secure place to hide,
somepl ace wat er pr oof .

Crai g dove inside

"Enmergency divel" he

Now! Kl axons rang throughout

He knew his destination,
He patted his parka's

Four .

The sergeant nmmj or
n Si r. ?ll

H s goal
sonmewhere to ride out
He knew only one sure place.

was still open, enpty of its recent
He tw sted around and
Still powered on the generators, it
was seal ed, closing himin.

touched the glass. It vibrated fromthe

braci ng hi nsel f.



RUSSI AN | - SERI ES SUB

Matt lay with Jenny. 1In each other's arms, the pair was nestled
between two mattresses, crammed and sandwi ched in one of the bunks. The
others were simlarly padded, limted two to a bunk. WAshburn watched
over Maki. Even Bane had been penned in a padded cell of mattresses.

After boarding the sub, there had been no time for niceties or plans.
They had all fled to the sub's berths and found ways to secure
t hensel ves fromthe comning expl osion

And now t he waiting.
Matt buried hinself into Jenny. The admiral nust have survived

| onger than he'd guessed. O perhaps the lag tine on the device was a
bit |onger than one m nute.

He clutched Jenny, and she him Hands sought each other, noving from
menory, reflexively. H's mouth found hers. Soft |ips parted under
him They murmured to each other, no words, nerely a way to share
their breath, reaching out to each other in all ways, a promni se
unspoken but heartfelt.

He wanted nore time with her

But time had run out.

9:17 p.m

QUT ON THE | CE ..

Under the twlight sky, Command Sergeant Major Edwin WIson, currently
designated Delta One, stood on the ice. The Sikorsky Seahawk rested
five paces behind him |Its rotors slowy spun, engines kept hot, ready
for imediate action. As ordered, he had retreated thirty nmiles from
the submerged ice island. Wth the discovery of the bonb at the
station, it was up to himto protect the stolen journals. He was only
to return if an all clear was dispatched by the m ssion's operationa
controller.

Until then, he waited. No further updates had been transmtted.

Under his feet, the ice had begun to vibrate. At first he thought it
was his imagination, but now he was not so certain. The trenbling
persi st ed.

What was happeni ng?

He faced northeast, staring through hi gh-powered binocul ars, equi pped
with night vision. The terrain was so flat and featurel ess that he was
able to make out the tall line of pressure ridges near the horizon

Not hi ng. No answers there.

He checked his watch. According to the tinmetable of the origina
report, there were only a few nore mnutes to spare.

Frowni ng, he lifted the binocul ars again.



Just as he raised themto his face, the world ignited to the north. The
flash of green through the scopes whited out the view, blinding him
Stunbl i ng back, he let the scopes drop around his neck

He blinked away the glare and stared to the north. Sonething was w ong
with the horizon. It was no longer a snooth arc. It now bowed up,
rising like a wave.

He snatched the binoculars and stared again. A deep green gl ow marked
the center of the cresting wave, |ike a signal buoy riding a wave.

Then it was gone.

A roar like the end of the world runbled over the ice.

He continued to stare. The bonb had clearly gone off, but what was
happeni ng? He coul dn't understand what he was seeing through the
scopes.

Then it hit him He suddenly understood why the gl ow at the center of
t he expl osi on had vani shed. It was bl ocked fromhis view by a wall of

ice rolling toward him as wi de as the horizon

As he stared, the cresting wave spread out fromground zero, like a
boul der dropped into a still |ake.

A tidal wave of ice

H s heart leaped to his throat as he ran for the idling helicopter
"Go!" he screaned as the world continued to runble omi nously. |Instead
of the explosion fading and echoing away, it was grow ng | ouder

He fled to the Seahawk's door

One of his men pushed the door open. "What's happeni ng?"

Wl son dove in. "Get this bird in the air! Now! "

The pilot heard him The rotors i medi ately began to kick up, spinning
faster, rotating toward lift off.

W1 son dove to the copilot's seat.

The bl ast wave of ice raced toward them

He stared upward, praying. Overhead, the rotors spun to a blur. The
Seahawk lifted fromits skids, hobbling a bit as the rotors dug at the
frigid air, trying to find purchase.

"Cron!" WIson urged.

He stared as the horizon closed in on them

Then the bird took to the air, shooting straight up

W son judged the distance of the surging ice-tsunam. Ws its speed
sl owi ng? Fadi ng?

It seened to be.



It was!

They were going to make it.

Then a half nile away, sonething blew under the ice. The entire cap
slamed up at them striking the skids of the helicopter. It tilted
savagel y.

W son screaned.

The anplified wave struck the helicopter, swatting it out of the sky.
9:18 p.m

USS POLAR SENTI NEL

Amanda stared at the screen of the Deep Eye. A nmonment ago, the
monitor's resolution had fogged froma deep sonar pul se, w ping out
detail. Then worse the screen went suddenly bl ue.

Only one effect registered that hue on a sonar device.

A nucl ear expl osi on.

John Aratuk stood beside her. The elderly Inuit maintained his vigi
in the Cyclops room He stared up through the dome of Lexan gl ass. The
seas lay dark around them They were nearly at crush depth. Here the
worl d was eternally sunless.

John poi nt ed.

A star blooned in the darkness. Of to the south, high above.

G ound zero.

The old man turned to Amanda. He didn't speak. He didn't have to. H's
grief was plain in every line of his face. He had aged decades in a
singl e nonent .

Amanda spoke. "l'mso sorry."

He cl osed his eyes and turned away, inconsol able.

Amanda turned back to the Deep Eye The man's daughter, all the others,
they had sacrificed everything in an attenpt to save the world.

But had they wasted their lives?

The Pol aris trigger had blown. That was plain on the Deep Eye nonitor
But what of Amanda's attenpt to block the two amplifiers?

She stared at the blued-out screen. Her idea had been a sinple one,
enpl oyed rapidly. She had ordered the Polar Sentinel to dive deep. She
needed di stance fromthe surface.

As the submarine had plumeted into the Arctic depths, she had rapidly
punched in the coordinates and aligned the Deep Eye toward the

| ocations of the two nearest amplifiers in the array. Once it was deep
enough, she had pointed the Deep Eye and wi dened the breadth of the



sonar cone to enconpass both devices, needing the distance and depth to
acconplish this. Then she had turned the full strength of the Deep-Eye
upon the pair of anplifiers and prayed.

For Polaris to work, the array had to propagate a perfect harnonic
wave, just the right frequency to generate an ice-shattering effect.
But if the Deep Eye was transmitting across the wave front, it could
alter the harnonics just enough to disrupt and perhaps jangle the
wave front fromigniting the two anplifiers within the Deep Eye cone

Amanda stared over at the nmonitor, waiting for it to clear. Had her
pl an wor ked?

9:18 p.m

RUSSI AN | - SERI ES SUB

Burrowed between two mattresses, Jenny clung to Matt. The world
cartwheel ed around them both, not smoothly, but jarringly, |ike a paint
shaker. Even with the cushioning, she felt battered and bruised. Her
head rang fromthe concussion of the expl osion

But she was still alive.

They both were.

Matt hugged her tight, his |legs and arns w apped around her. "W're
headi ng down," he yelled in her ears.

She also felt the increasing pressure.

After a long minute, the world slowed its spin, settling out into a
crooked angl e.

"I think we've stabilized.” Matt slid an armfrom her and peel ed away
one edge of the mattress to peek out.

Jenny joined him

In a berth across fromthem Kowal ski had al ready poked his head out.
He waved a field flashlight up and down the crew quarters. The floor
was tilted down and canted to the side, still rolling slightly. "Is
everyone okay?" he called out.

Li ke butterflies | eaving cocoons, the rest of the party energed.
Muf f1 ed barki ng confirned Bane's status.

Magdal ene cried fromfarther back. "Zane ... he fell out...!"
Zane answered faintly fromthe other direction, "No, |'m okay. Broke
my wrist."

Everyone slowy crawl ed free, checking their own |inbs. Wshburn
carried Maki. She sang softly to the child, soothing him

Tom worked his way up the narrow passage between the stacked bunks. H s
eyes were on the walls and ceilings. Jenny knew why. She heard the
creak of seans, the pop of strained joints. "W're deep," he nuttered.
"The expl osi on nust have thrust us straight down."



"But at |east we survived the explosion," Ogden said.

"It was the ice around the sub,” Tomsaid dully. "It shielded us. The
hol | ow sea cave was a structural weak point of the station. It sinply
shattered away, carrying us with it."

"Are we going to sink to the botton?" Magdal ene asked.

"We' ve positive buoyancy,’
like a cork. But..."

Tom answered. "W should eventually surface

"But what?" Zane asked, cradling his arm

Al of the Navy crew stared at the walls as they continued to groan and
scrape. Kowal ski answered, "Pray we don't reach crush depth first."

9:20 p.m

UNDER THE | CE ..

Wth a start, Craig woke in darkness, upside down. He tasted blood on
his tongue, his head ached, and his shoulder flared with a white-hot
fire. Broken clavicle. But none of this stimnulation woke him

It was the spray of cold water in his face.

In the darkness, it took hima nmonent to orient hinmself. As he righted
hi nsel f, his hands reached out to glass walls. He felt the source of
the jetting spray. A crack in the tank's glass door. The water was

i ce-col d.

H s eyes strained for any sign of where he was. But the world renai ned
as dark as oil. Water rose under him filling the tank. He could hear
t he bubbl e of escaping air. The tank was no |onger intact. He had
survived the shock-wave of the bonb, but he was deep underwater

And still falling.

The spray grew fiercer as the depth grew deeper

I ce water soaked through him thigh-high now H's teeth chattered,
half fromcold, half from shock, but nostly from grow ng panic.

He secretly feared being buried alive. He had heard tales of agents
being elimnated in such a manner

Thi s was wor se

The cold rose through himfaster than the water. Wich would kill him
first, he wondered, hypotherm a or drowni ng?

After a full minute, the answer cane.
The | oud bubbling stopped, and the spray of water slowed to a trickle,
t hen stopped. He had reached some equilibriumpoint. The pocket of

air was holding the water back ... at |east for now

But he was far fromsafe. The small pocket would quickly stale, and
even before that, the cold would kill him



O maybe not.

Fi ngers scranmbled into the pocket of his parka. The clink of glass
sounded. His fingertips touched broken glass, cutting. Still, he
searched and found what he sought. He pulled out one of the glass
syringes, unbroken. He had taken two sanples fromthe ice lab

i nsurance at the tine.

Now it was survival

He thunbed off the needle cap

There was no way he could find a vein in the dark

Wth both hands, he stabbed the long point into the flesh of his belly.
The pain was exquisite. He shoved the plunger, pushing the elixir into
his peritoneal cavity. Fromthere, it should slowy absorb into his
bl oodst r eam

Once enptied, he pulled the syringe free and dropped it into the icy
pool at his waist. Hi s teeth chattered uncontrollably, his |linbs soon
fol | oned.

A fear rose through his panic.

Wul d the cryogenic elixir absorb fast enough?

Only tinme would tell

9:21 p.m \

RUSSI AN | - SERI ES SUB

Hol ding his breath, Matt stood with the others. The old sub groaned
and popped. Kowal ski swung his flashlight up and down the passage.
Distantly a soft hiss of water whispered in the boat. A leak. The
dar kness pressed down upon them

Jenny held his hand, fingers tight, palns danp.

Then Matt felt the shift under his legs, a slight rolling of his
stomach. He turned to Kowal ski and Tom trusting the Navy nmen's senses
nore than his own.

Tom confirmed his hope. "W're rising.”

Jennys fingers squeezed his. They were headi ng back up

Murmurs of relief echoed anong the others.

But Kowal ski's face remained tight. Tomdid not |ook any nore
relieved.

"What's wrong?" Matt asked.

"There's no way to alter our buoyancy,” Tom answer ed.

Kowal ski nodded. "It's an uncontrolled ascent. W' re going to keep
clinmbing faster and faster."



Matt understood, renenbering Tomis earlier analogy. The sub was like a
cork shoved deep into the water. It was now back on its way up

gai ni ng speed, propelled by its own buoyancy. WMatt's gaze drifted up
pi cturing what woul d happen.

Once they reached the surface, the speed of their ascent would be
deadly. They'd strike the underside of the polar ice cap like a train
wr eck.

"Back into the mattresses?" WMatt asked.

"That won't do nuch good," Kowal ski said. "It'll be pancake city once
we hit the surface.”

Still they had no other recourse. The party fled back to the padding
and security of the mattresses. WMatt pushed in next to Jenny. He
sensed their rate of ascent accelerating. He felt it in his ears, a
poppi ng sensation. The incline of the sub grew steeper as it rose.

Jenny sought himw th her hands. He curled into her, not knowing if
this would be his last chance to do so. Hi s hands reached to her
cheeks. They were danp.

"Jen ...
She shook in his arns.

"I love you," he whispered. "I always have. | never stopped."

Her body quaked with silent sobs, but still she reached himw th her
lips, seeking his nouth. She kissed himdeeply, hugely. She didn't
have to speak. She answered with her entire body and soul

They clung to each other, shutting out the world, the terror. Here, in
this nmoment, there was only forgiveness and | ove and sinple need. One
for another. How could they have forgotten something so sinple?

The nonent stretched to a crystalline eternity.

Then the sub hit the surface

9:23 p.m

ABOVE THE | CE .

The nmoon was full, a bright coin breaking through the stormclouds. Its
light cast the Arctic stillness into silver, shining off the ice. The
only blem sh was a half-mnmile-w de dark hole, still snoldering and

snoking. The rest of the world remained a perfect plain of sterling
sil ver.

But it was not to | ast. Perfection never did.

A mle fromthe hole, sonething smashed through from bel ow, a bl ack
whal e breaching fromthe water. It thrust itself high into the air,
| eaving the seas fully behind. It hung in the air until gravity
clainmed it again.

The I ength of iron and steel crashed, belly first, to the sea,
vani shing under the ice for a nonent, then rolling back up, sloshing



and rocking in the slush.
9:24 p.m
RUSSI AN | - SERI ES SUB

Matt lay in a tangle with Jenny. |In the darkness, pressed between
mattresses, it was hard to say whose |inbs were whose.

A moment ago, they had struck the surface. They nust have. Locked in
each other's arns, they had been thrown upward, held weightless for a
long breath as if they were flying. Then they were inexplicably
falling again.

The crash jarred them back to their berth, landing themin a pile.
Cries of surprise reached themfromthe others.
The sub rolled and canted.

Matt extracted hinmself from Jenny and hel ped them both fromtheir nest.
H s feet were unsteady or was it the rocking sub? Mtt kept one hand
clutched to the frame of his berth. "What just happened?" he asked.

Kowal ski scratched his head with his flashlight. "W should be dead.
Crushed." He sounded oddly disappointed, his firmfaith in the physics
of buoyancy and ice betrayed.

"Well, 1'"mnot conplaining," Matt said, gaining his balance as the sub
settled. "Let's see where we are.”

Keeping a firmgrip on Jenny's hand, he led the party back to the
center of the boat. The inner hatch was unl ocked. It dropped open
drenchi ng Kowal ski wi th water

"Crap," he swore. "Why am | the one always getting soaked?"

Matt clinbed the | adder to the top of the boat's sail, cracking the
upper hatch of the conning tower. He threwit open with a clang. Cold
air swept over him He had never felt anything nore wonderful

He clinbed out to the flying bridge to make room for the others bel ow
As he stood, he gaped at the sight beyond the subnarine.

The storm had broken. NMoonlight turned the world silver.
But it wasn't solid silver.

The submarine lolled in a sea of slush. Ripples spread out fromthe
rocki ng boat. A hundred yards away, the gentle waves | apped agai nst a
shore of solid ice. It marked the boundary between two worlds one of
regul ar ice and one of deconposed sl ush

Matt stared out. A huge black hole separated these two worlds.

Jenny joined him slipping her hand back into his. "Wat happened?"
"The Polaris Array did what it was supposed to do," he said, waving a
hand over the vast sea of slush and broken ice. "But it was only half
a success. It looks Iike the other half of the array didn't blow"



"Was it the Polar Sentinel?"
Matt shrugged. "Who else could it be?"
Kowal ski echoed Jennys words. "The Pol ar Sentinel."

Matt glanced to him He was pointing out into the slushy sea. A black
bul k shoved upward, shedding ice as it rose. The submarine's |arge
eye, aglow fromthe lights inside, stared back at them as if surprised
to see themalive

Matt pull ed Jenny under his arm recognizing how well she fit against
him two becom ng one once again.

He had to admit, he was surprised, too.

EPI LOGUE

ONE YEAR LATER, MAY 14, 6:34- a.m BROOKS RAN SE ALASKA
It was too dam early.

Matt burrowed under the worn quilt conforter, refusing to forsake the

warnth beneath the thick down. Though it was already spring, nornings
in the Al askan high country were as cold as any Mdwestern winter. He
sought the warnest spot in the bed, next to his wi fe's naked body.

He spread his length next to Jenny, spooning against her, skin to skin,
nuzzling her neck, |egs entw ning.

"W al ready had your honeynoon | ast night," she murmured into her
pill ow.

He grunbl ed but was unable to squash his smile. He had not stopped
grinning like a | ove-addl ed teenager since he had spoken his vows
beside the river yesterday afternoon. |t had been a small cerenony. A
few friends and famly

Amanda and Greg had flown in, newly married thensel ves. Captain Perry
had been decorated for his heroics up north. Though half the polar ice
cap had been destroyed by the Polaris Array, the other half had been
preserved through his efforts and Aranda's tinely use of the Deep Eye
sonar.

As for the cap's actual damage, it was significant but not irreparable.
Each year, over the course of a sumer, the cap normally nelted in half
anyway, yet recovered in winter, proving the earth's renarkabl e
resilience. The same proved true again. Over the past winter, the cap
had re-forned, spreading intact over the northern seas once again.

However, the healing of the two governnents Russia and the United

States was neither as easy, nor as quick. Throughout the halls of
power in WAshington and Moscow, repercussions and puni shnents stil
rattled. Daily hearings, judicial inquiries, and mlitary
court-martials continued. But even this turmoil would eventually

subsi de, freeze over. Matt only hoped that sonething better canme of it
all. As to what happened in the north, there was no sign. The
schematics for the Polaris Array were never found, destroyed by Admira



Pet kov before he ever left port. And the grendels were gone, too,
wi ped out in the nuclear blast.

In the end, the war had no lasting result. Well, alnmost no result...

Laughter again echoed out fromthe main roomof the famly cabin. It
was the pure delight that only a child could call forth. It was this
nmerrinent that had awakened Matt from his short sleep. Jenny stirred
this time. "It sounds like Maki's up." The clank of pots and pans
sounded fromthe nei ghboring room too. Mtt pulled the cover back
ready to shout for another couple hours of sleep. Then the aromas

reached him He inhal ed deeply, sighing. "Coffee ... that's not
playing fair."
Jenny rolled against him sitting. "l guess we should be getting up."

Matt shifted to one elbow. He stared at his new wi fe, sunlight
stream ng through the wi ndow, bathing her. He was the luckiest man in
t he whol e damm wor | d.

Chil dish giggles again drifted to them

Jenny smiled at the sound. There was not even a hint of old sorrow
Li ke her, he knew how good it was to hear |aughter again in the cabin,
if even for only a short tine.

Toget her, they slipped into pajamas and robes, then crossed to the
bedroom door. WMatt opened the way for her, then foll owed her out.

Maki was in the mddle of the room playing with Bane. The large wolf
mx lay sprawl ed on his back, his belly exposed to be petted. The boy
woul d scratch it, but when he reached the sweet spot, Bane's back |eg

woul d twitch and scratch reflexively. This triggered another peal of

| aught er.

Matt smiled at the sinple pleasure. A boy and a dog.

"You're up!" a voice spoke fromthe kitchen. It was Belinda Haydon
"Where' s your husband?" he asked.

"Benni e and Jen's dad headed out with their poles an hour ago."

Maki clinbed to his feet. He crossed to the kitchen. "Manm," he
said in lnuit. "Can | have a Pop-Tart?" This last was in English. He was
| earning the | anguage qui ckly.

"After you have your cereal, honey," Belinda answered firmy.

Maki stuck out his lower Iip and headed back to Bane.

Matt followed himwith his eyes. After the ordeal a year ago, he and
Jenny had consi dered adopting the boy, but they had too nmuch to hea
bet ween thenselves first. It was not a time for themto raise such a
traumati zed chil d.

Instead, the perfect famly had been found for the boy: Bennie and
Belinda. Jenny had told Matt about the couple's m scarriage and
infertility. The pair had enough love for ten children. |If any two
peopl e could hel p the boy recover and grow, this was the couple.



Matt found hinself staring at Jenny. And they could al ways have nore
children thenselves. It was sonething they had already tentatively
di scussed, whispered in the night, sharing their hopes under the
covers.

There was still time for all of them

"Uncle Matt," Maki called over to him "Bane wants a Pop-Tart, too."
Matt | aughed.

Jenny sniled at him at both of them

He net her bright eyes.

He truly was the luckiest man in the world.

6:55 a.m

UNDER THE | CE ..

The tank rested on the ocean floor, full of water, crushed and cracked.
The | one occupant was a frozen | unp of bone and hardened tissue. There
was no light. No sound.

None coul d hear the screaning inside the man's head.

The cryoprotectant had worked, preserving and protecting him But
there was a side effect he had not anticipated. A horrible, nonstrous
side effect. The figure now understood the years the Russian
scientists had spent researching sedatives and soporifics. Sleep
drugs. The research was not ancillary, but critical to the suspended
ani mati on.

For the state created by the elixir was not sleep

Consci ousness renmai ned frozen, too, but intact.

Sl eep was deni ed him

He screaned and screaned, but even he heard not hi ng.

Deaf, dunb, blind.

Yet his body renmi ned, preserved for all time. Deep in the black
depths of the Arctic Ocean, one thought persisted as nmadness ate at
what was left of him

How | ong? How long is eternity?

AUTHOR S NOTE

Over the past years, | have been asked nany times about where the |ine
lies between truth and fiction in ny stories. So here at the end of
Ice Hunt, | thought it mght be interesting to share sone of those
detail s.

Let's start at the beginning. The novel opens with a fictitious
newspaper article detailing the di sappearance of an lnuit village on
Lake An-jikuni. The details of the tribe's sudden and mysterious



di sappearance are based on fact. The fate of the poor people is, of
course, of my own inmagining. The sane could be said for the story and
fate of the unfortunate sailors aboard the Jeannette back in 1881. The
tragedy was real; the fate of the crew of the lone mssing lifeboat is
pure fiction.

As to the threat posed by the Polaris Array, this scenario is based on
scientific theory, but the practical application of the star-shaped
harmoni ¢ device was nmy own invention. The stated effect of such an
anni hilation of the northern polar cap the creation of a newice age is
al so based on projections by |eading Arctic researchers.

Now, as to the derivation of the "grendels,"” the species is a blend of
fact and fiction, too. The species Anbul ocetus That ans known as the
wal ki ng whal e, has been documented in the fossil record. Additionally,
t he biol ogical oddity of the Arctic wood frog is factual. These
strange frogs do indeed freeze solid for nonths at a tine, then revive
upon thawing. Ken Storey of Carleton University has been researching
the nmechani smfor this mracul ous adaptation. The role of sinple sugar
in this "suspended ani mati on" process is also factual, as is the

si ngul ar and surprising fact about its genetic nechanism that al
vertebrate species carry these genes. | then nixed these facts and
species to create the grendels.

Lastly, a comment on the one detail | thought would be the hardest for
folks to believe: Could the United States, along with Russia, be

i nvol ved with sonething as hei nous as secret human experinentation?

In the novel, Admiral Petkov states his case based on historical facts,
but even he barely scratches the surface of the truth. So, as a
cautionary note, let nme end this book by docunenting a partial l|ist of
hi stori cal abuses coll ated and copyrighted by the Health News Network
(www. heal t hnewsnet . com)

1932 The Tuskegee Syphilis Study begins. Two hundred bl ack nen

di agnosed with syphilis are never told of their illness, are denied
treatment, and instead are used as human gui nea pigs. They al
subsequently die fromsyphilis.

1935 The Pellagra Incident. After mllions of individuals die from
pel | agra over a span of two decades, the U S. Public Health Service
finally acts to stemthe disease. The director of the agency admits it
had known for at |least twenty years that pellagra is caused by a niacin
deficiency but failed to act since nost of the deaths occurred within
poverty-stricken bl ack popul ati ons.

1940 Four hundred prisoners in Chicago are infected with malaria in
order to study the effects of new and experinental drugs to conbat the
di sease. Nazi doctors later on trial at Nurenmberg cite this American
study to defend thensel ves.

1945 Project Paperclip is initiated. The U S. State Departnent, Arny
intelligence, and the ClIA recruit Nazi scientists and offer them
imunity and secret identities in exchange for work on top-secret
gover nment proj ects.

1947 The CI A begins its study of LSD as a potential weapon. Human
subj ects (both civilian and nmilitary) are used with and without their
know edge.

1950 In an experinment to determ ne how susceptible an American city


www.healthnewsnet.com

woul d be to biological attack, the U S. Navy sprays a cloud of bacteria
from shi ps over San Francisco. Mny residents becone ill wth
pneu- noni al i ke synpt ons.

1956 The U.S. military rel eases nosquitoes infected with yellow fever
over Savannah, Georgia, and Avon Park, Florida. Follow ng each test,
Arnmy agents posing as public health officials test victinms for
effects.

1965 Prisoners at the Hol mesburg State Prison in Philadel phia are
subj ected to dioxin, the highly toxic chem cal conponent of Agent
Orange used in Vietnam The men are | ater studied for devel opnent of
cancer .

1966 U.S. Arny dispenses Bacillus subtilis variant niger throughout the
New York City subway system Mre than a million civilians are

exposed when Arny scientists drop lightbulbs filled with the bacteria
onto ventil ation grates.

1990 More than 1,500 six-nonth-old black and Hi spanic babies in Los
Angel es are given an "experimental" mneasles vacci ne that had never been
licensed for use in the United States. CDC later admits that parents
were never inforned that the vaccine being injected into their children
was experi nment al

1994 Senator John D. Rockefeller issues a report revealing that for at
least fifty years the Departnment of Defense has used hundreds of

t housands of military personnel in human experinents and for

i ntenti onal exposure to dangerous substances.

1995 The U.S. government adnmits that it had of fered Japanese war
crimnals and scientists who had perforned human medi cal experinents
salaries and immunity from prosecution in exchange for data on

bi ol ogi cal warfare research.

1995 Dr. Garth Nicol son uncovers evidence that the biological agents
used during the @ulf War had been manufactured in Houston, Texas, and
Boca Raton, Florida, and tested on prisoners in the Texas Departnent of
Corrections.

1996 The Departnent of Defense admits that Desert Storm soldiers were
exposed to chem cal agents

1997 Ei ghty-eight nenbers of Congress sign a |letter demandi ng an
i nvestigation into bio weapons use and Gulf War syndrone.



