
  DARK MESSIAH
  This  is  a  work  of  fiction.  All  the  characters  and events
  portrayed  in  this  book  are  fictional,  and  any resemblance
  to  real  people  or  incidents  is  purely coincidental.
  Copyright  (0  1990  by  Martin Caidin
  All  rights  reserved,  including  the  right  to  reproduce this
  book  or  portions  thereof  in  any form.
  A  Baen  Books Original
  Baen  Publishing Enterprises
  P.  0.  Box 1403
  Riv,erdale,  N.Y. 10471
  'ISBN: 0-671-72022-8
  Cover  art  bv  Ken Kelly
  First  printing,  Novem-ber 1990
 Distributed by
 SIXION  &- SCHUSTER
 1230  Avenue  of  the Americas
 New  York,  N.Y. 10020
  P@iiited  in the  (Jnited  St@ife@ tSA,nP,i,,,
 This  book  is for
  Vicki 01offson



 PART ONE



 Chapter I
     He  spoke  to  her  silently.  Not  so  much  as  a  grunt or
  any  sound  of  verbalization.  His  eyes  spoke  for him,
  commanding,  piercing  as  cold  steel  in  soft  mental flesh.
  His  eyes  and  the  look  of  his  face,  the communication
  that  flashed  between  animals,  four-footed  or bipedal.
  Doug  Stavers  looked  at  the  woman  in  spiked  heels and
  patterned  seamed  stockings,  the  mockery  of  a  skirt, full
  breasts  squeezed  and  pushed  to  pink  globes.  Yet her
  entire  presence  changed  from  the  neck  up.  Whore and
  prostitute  and  anything  else  she  might  be,  her  face told
  a  thousand  unwritten  and  unspoken  tales  of  some other
  time  past.  A  touch  of  quality  showed,  the  eyes not
  entirely  dimmed  by  indeterminate  and  senseless and
  countless  fuckin-a  and  unmeasured  quantities  of drugs
  swallowed,  inhaled  and  needled  directly  into  what had
  been  a  body  young  and  nubile  and  owned  with pride.
  For  this  timeless  moment  the  whore,  rock-Ing  back and
  forth  on  her  spiked  heels,  her  voice  the  bare  whisper of
  a  crooning  moan,  knew  the  veil  had  been penetrated,
  that  this  strange  man  before  her  saw  through  the makeup
  and  the  whoring  and  the  drugs  and  time  itself.  For this
  moment,  only  this  moment,  she  felt  the  clean with
  which  she  had  once  clothed  herself.  Her  eyes seemed
  to  brighten  a  hint  as  she  took,  in  more  months  than she
  could  recall,  a  serious  look  at  this  john  before- No;
  tie's  no  ordinary  john.  This  is  something  special.  This is
    , God,  it's  so  hard  to  think.  What's  so  different about
  this  one?  A  smile  hazed  about  the  corners  of  her mouth.
  Everything  about  this  one  is  different.  I  ivant  to please
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   this  one.  Love  him.  A  snort  of  self-derision  came unbid-
   den  from  her  throat.  Love?  I'm  a  fuck  machine.  A suck
   machine.  What  the  hell  is  love?  I  don't  know anymore,
   but  .  .  .  She  edged  toward  the  unmoving,  stolid man,
   staring  at  her  with  eyes  burning  into her.
     I  love  him.  I  ...  I  adore  him.  I  want  to  worship him,
   please  him.  Oh,  God,  let  me  suck  his  cock,  lick it,
   please  him,  bring  him  to  ecstasy.  I'll  do  anything. He
   doesn't  move  or  speak.  He  doesn't  have  to.  This  is  .  @  . I
   don't  know  what  this  is. He's    ...   shit,  he's  like  a  god. I
   don't  understand  this feeling    ...
     She  had  been  too  far  gone,  for  too  long  a  time,  to do
   more  than  feel  and  sense  and  respond  to  the power
   aura  flowing  from  Doug  Stavers.  Her  mind, sodden
   with  drugs  and  with  alcohol  and  unknown  diseases danc-
   ing  through  her  system,  functioned  at  barely  half its
   former  capacity.  What  she  experienced  as  a  total sense
   of  awe  might  in  earlier  days  have  been  recognized  as a
   very  real,  powerful  aura  emanating  from  this  man, un-
   questionably  devastating  in  its  effect,  but  still recogniz-
   able.  Not  now.  At  this  moment  the  sex  machine moved
   almost  as  an  automaton.  Fuck  for  the  cash,  suck  for the
   ,glittering  dust,  do  anything  for  the  transport  to the
   higher  somewhere  absent  of  pain  and  longing  and where
   she  curled  wonderfully,  protectively,  so  safely within
   the  arms  of  her-mother?  Father?  Lover?  No  time to
   waste  on  questions;  enjoy.  Bliss,  wonder,  safety, warmth
   through  and  through,  floating  and  dreaming and-
     The  needs  that  lived  on  her  shoulder  with bared
   fangs  nudged  her.  It  was  coming  on  again,  the gnawing
   hunger,  the  crawling  pain,  the  jibbering  and screeching
   still  onlv  the  faintest  hoarse  whispering  of sometime
   ago.  But  it  would  accelerate,  it  would  grow  like  the true
   nightmare  it  was  and  it  would  try  to  consume her.
   Don't  let  this  one  get  away.  There's  something  so spe-
   cial  here.  Blow  him.  Lick  his  ass.  This  one's  a  god. Do
   it NOW.
     Some  other  time,  some  other  place,  she  might have
   seen  the  real  Doug  Stavers,  and  had  her  senses and
   true  fears  still  served  her,  she.,  would  have  known a
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  have  fled  for  her  very  life.  Either  capitulated  totally and
  freely  and  with  adoration,  or  sensed  an--evil?  Do the
  gods  bring  evil  with  thern?  No  matter.  Not  now. Her
  true  senses,  her  strong  family  upbringing,  the sturdy
  morality,  the  dedication  to  the  future;  that  all belonged
  to  some  strange  woman  in  some  faraway  and strange
  land  served  only  by  memory  blurred  with  shards of
  broken promises.
     She  never  tried  to  see  beyond  the  heavy leather
  jacket,  the  woolen  cap,  the  strong  trousers  and massive
  buckle,  or  the  steel-tipped  boots  and  the  beautiful gloves
  that  gave  not  a  hint  of  the  knuckle-molded  steel within.
  The  woman  moved  forward,  her  hands  reaching down
  for  the  full  groin,  shaking  as  they  sought  cloth and
  zipper  and  the  bulging  firmness within.
     The  man  did  not move.
     Why,  he  mused  silently,  do  we  gods  always walk



  through garbage?
     Three  men  watched  the  tableau  of  the  stranger and
  the  whore  moving  closer  with  hands  reaching  for his
  groin.  They  clustered  at  the  far  end  of  the  alley off
  Eighth  Avenue,  three  blocks  from  the  huge  bus station
  of  downtown  Manhattan.  Three  blocks  is  a  relative dis-
  tance.  On  a  sunny  tree-lined  residential  street  it  is a
  delightful  walk,  a  view  of  snug  hornes  and  green lawns
  and  driveways  bustling  with  children  at  play.  But  that is
  another planet.
     Three  blocks  from  the  Manhattan  bus  station  is a
  plunge  into  dank,  fetid  scumminess,  The  three men
  were  longtime  residents  of  the  city's  alley  slime, A
  burly  figure  in  western  garb,  as  outlandish  as  the stubble-
  face@  brute  with  blackened  teeth  and  the  smell  of a
  dead  wet  goat,  nudged  a  friend.  "What  the  fuck's the
  matter  with  the  bitch?"  he  complained.  "Just  look at
  Rita.  She  swooning  or sumpin?"
     "Ahh,  she's  on  the  shit again."
     "I'll  kill  the  cunt.  I  told  her  she  don't  get  juiced until
  after  we  hit  the mark."
     The  third  man-  tall  and  lankv  and  cadaverous, his
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  face  a  lunar  map  of  pits  and  craters,  gestured instinct-
  ively.  "Better  take  care  of  that  guy first."
     Two  men  turned  as  one  to  look  at  Preacher. "What
  makes  you  say  that?  He's  just  one  more  fuckin' idiot.
  Anybody  comes  into  an  alley  around  here  for  ass  is just
  a  crazy  fucker.  Using  his  dick  for brains."
     "Yeah,"  grunted  their companion.
     "Shut  the  fuck  up,  Scumbag.  Nobody  asked you."
     "Hey,  I just-"
     "Zip  it, Scumbag."
     Scumbag  took  no  offense  at  the  name.  That  was his
  name.  Virtually  toothless,  skin  a  greasy  sheen  with all
  the  look  of  old  latex  that  had  earned  him  his  name, and
  a  raging  homosexual,  he  had  only  one  saving  grace. He
  wielded  a  straight  razor  with  the  finesse  of  a surgeon.
  Or  a  swinging  butcher.  That  was  his  mark.  No simple
  stab  of  a  sbiv  for  him.  No  blade  in  the  ribs  or  the heart.
  Scumbag  left  his  trademark  on  these  brainless dicks
  who  penetrated  his  territory.  He  made  hamburger out
  of  people.  For  the  moment,  Scumbag  lapsed  into si-
  lence.  Preacher  and  Hog  were  his  only  real  friends in
  the  whole  world.  Besides,  Scumbag  was  getting mad
  now.  He  planned  to  do  a  real  number  on  that prick
  with Rita.
     For  an  instant  time  froze.  The  sanie  scene revisited
  once  more.  Deep  in  the  jungle  of  concrete  and alleys
  and  garbage  strewn  before  the  storin  of  daily hustling
  life.  A  slab-walled  jungle;  four  of  its  feral creatures
  gathered  in  this  alley  of  greasy  underfooting,  of over-
  flowing  garbage  cans  and  dead  rats  and  bustling  rats, of
  roaches  and  broken  hypodermics,  of  crushed  bags once
  holding  sweet  and  deadly  powder,  empty  boxes and
  tins  once  filled  with  pills  and  tablets  and capsules.
  Dried  blood,  spittle  and  vomit  and  old  beer  and the
  stink  of  urine  and  feces  hanging  everywhere  in  its famil-
  iar  cloying  mist.  Four  predators.  Rita,  once beautiful,
  long  dead  in  her  brain  from  the  tumbling  flow  of drugs
  into  her  body.  Rita  with  the  willing  lips  and flashing
  tonaue  and silicon-swollen
                               globes  and  the  vagina with
  its  pustules  and  red slashes  hidden  froin  view.  Rita, the
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     Scumbag,  licking  his  lips,  the  straight  razor  for this
  moment  within  its  scabbard  within  his  pocket, caressed
  by  his  hands,  eager  and  jaggedly  waiting  for  its fleshy
  target.  Hog,  big  and  brutal  and  wholly  amoral, trembling
  with  the  excitement  of  bones  breaking  beneath  his great
  cement-like  fists  and  his  adrenalin  rush  of  smashing and
 hurting,   And,  Preacher.  Different  from  the  others. In-
  telligent,  swift  of  mind,  a  derelict  fleeing  from  a church
  school  in  Kansas  where  he  had  succumbed  to  the lure
  ofpink  little  boys  and  had  committed  sinful, lust-driven
  crimes  against  their  bodies.  Preacher,  who  fled into
  oblivion,  who  brought  with  him  dim  memories  of other
  times  when  he  had  been  a  soldier  and  a  biker,  a man
  superbly  drilled  in  sArift  and  professional  killing. Preacher,
  within  whose  old  leather  jacket  lay  snugged  a long-
  barreled  .38  Smith  and  Wesson,  who  wore  around his



  waist  a  deadly  chain  for  flailing,  with  knives  sheathed in
  the  small  of  his  back,  in  each  old  engineering boot;
  Preacher  with  a  dozen  killing  implements  about his
  body.  Preacher,  who  paid  his  penance  every  day and
  every  night  with  self-imprisoninent  in  this  filthv rotten
 jungle.
     Preacher,  who  despite  the  rotgut  whiskey  and the
  occasional  plunge  into  a  drug-crazy  world,  still answered
  to instinct.
     Preacher  looked  down  the  alley  at  the  man, before
  whorn  Rita  slowly  sank  to  her  knees,  ready  to release
  his  great  member  and  bring  it  fully  within  her mouth.
  Somehow,  Preacher  knew  that  would  not happen.
     Preacher  felt  the  cold  wind  blow  through  his leather
  Jacket  and  laugh  along  his  suddenly  icy  skin. And
  Preacher  was  afraid  in  a  way  and  with  a  fear  he had
  never  before kno,,vn.
     Time  remained  firozen ...
     Doug  Stavers  felt  the  steelmesh  container  lashed by
  flat  steel  cabling  to  his  chest,  snugged  tight, impossible
  to  remove  without  powerful  cable  cutters.  The cables
  ran  about  his  chest  and  across  his  back  and  over his
  shoulders  and  finally  about  his  waist,  as  much  a  part of
  lii,z  rii(mprl  koriv  nK  hk  OWn  6110-1V  ATICI  MIII;Clt-@ ATId
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   flesh.  Within  the  steelmesh  rested  the  great yellow
   diamond,  the  huge  flawless  stone  that  had  raged and
   ripped  and  torn  and  killed  through  more  than two
   thousand  years  of  riotous  history.  The  Stone  of God.
   The  Rock  of  the  Lord.  The  Messiah  Stone.  For  a fleet-
   ing  moment  Doug  Stavers,  his  weight  resting  on mus-
   cles  coiled  like  great  springs,  thought  of  the African
   tribe  that  had  worshipped  this  very  stone  that  fell from
   the  heavens.  And  had  died  for  that  stone  when  a great
   winged  machine  landed  in  their  midst  and  the  men in
   the  huge  airplane  struck  the  tribe  with  machine guns
   and  poison  gas  and  terrible  explosions.  The  stone that
   had  been  cut  by  a  genius  into  its  present  shape. The
   stone  with  the  aura  that  overwhelmed  human senses,
   that  magnified  the  mental  and  emotional  and instinctual
   strengths  of  a man.
    The  Messiah  Stone.  Tens  of  thousands  of human
   beings  had  died  for  and  because  of  it,  and  most  of them
   had  died  at  the  hands  of  this  inan  who  now  wore the
   great  yellow  diamond  within  its  steelmesh,  so tightly
   wrapped  about  his  body.  Doug  Stavers  looked  at the
   diseased  eyes  and  face  and  body  before  him  and again
   he  had  that  sorrowful  thought.  @Vhy  do  we  gods always
   walk  through garbage?
    He  had  a  phantom  look  at  a  face  raced  by  his mem-
   ory.  Adolf  Hitler  had  murdered  uncounted thousands
   to  gain  and  to  wear  this  very  diamond,  With  its powers
   Hitler  had almost-
    Stavers  pushed  away  the  thoughts.  Stay  with  it. Stay
   sharp.  It's  coming  down  to  the  wire  now.  They'll move
   in.  They're  like  a  pack  of  wild  dogs.  He  thrilled  to the
   thought  of  the  struggle  he  knew  i-nust  take  place within
   moments.  He  knew  no  fear,  hosted  no  concern. Three
   tvo-legged  dogs  against  him?  They  were  vastly out-
  numbered.
    He  could  feel  tin-ie  pulsing  about  him.  These mo-
   ments  came  more  and  more  frequently  to  him. The
   longer  he  wore  the  great  yellow  diamond,  the greater
   his  ability  to  seem  removed  from  everything  about him,
   to  leave  it  all  in  stasis  while  his  thoughts  raced with
   ,@jmprhnrn@4n  -zn@orl  flire-al,  1,i- -;-]  All  @]-- 1,;-
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  whatever  was  happening  moved  with  incredible slow-
  motion.  And  be  accepted  the  thoughts  in  his tremen-
  dons  acceleration  of  tinie  for  himself,  knowing  the world
  and  its  inhabitants  about  him  dragged  so  slowly they
  seemed  frozen  in sludge.
    He  knew  what  The  Organization  had  said  about him
  less  than  a  year  before.  A  time  when  he  did  not have
  the  Messiah  Stone.  A  time  when  he  lacked knowledge
  of  its  existence.  A  man  named  Gibraldi  had  spoken to
  his  associates.  Gibraldi  and  his  group,  ah,  they  knew of
  the  mysterious  great  diamond  with  its  fabled powers.
  And  they  hired  the  professional  mercenary, Doug
  Stavers,  to  get  it  for  them.  At  any  cost.  For  any  price in
  money  or  lives,  None  of  that mattered.
    Gibraldi  had  spoken  almost  in  awe  of  Doug Stavers.
  "Even  in  the  Legion  we  knew  of  him,"  he  had  told his



  group.  "He  is  a  mercenary  and  yet  he  is  more than
  that.  He  is  a  soldier  of  fortune  but  on  the highest
  levels.  He  deals  with  governments.  He  has  an uncanny
  ability  to  lead  men,  to  bring  men  to  follow  him without
  reason,  with  blind  fkith.-  Gibraldi  paused  with his
  thoughts  of  Doug  Stavers,  and  he  smiled humorlessly.
  "He  is  more  than  a  killer.  He  is  a  devil.  I've never
  known  a  man  like  him.  Death  is  his  friend,  It never
  touches  him.  He  has  a  reputation  of  never  having failed
  to  get  what  he wants.  "
    Gibraldi's  partner,  one  of  The  Six,  felt  his  eyes widen.
  Kovano,Mcz's  world  was  the  global  underworld  of spies
  and  espionage.  He  joined  then  in  memories with
  Gibraldi.  "if  he  is  the  sairte  one,  then  he  is  the man
  w@o  killed  the  KGB's  entire  assassination  team  in Ber-
  lin."  He  laughed  harshly.  "He  was  wounded,  again and
  again,  but  he  refused  to  die.  He  seemed  to gather
  strength  from  those  wounds.  A  modern  Rasputin. A
  killing  machine  without peer."
    Gibraldi  and  Kovanowicz,  and  the  rest  of  their group,
  hired  Doug  Stavers.  They  paid  him  millions.  He ful-
  filled  his  contract.  He  left  a  swath  of  death  about half
  the  planet  and  he  returned  to  Nevada  with  the great
  gleaming,  flashing  yellow  diamond.  He  killed Gibraldi
  and  Kovanowicz  and  their  oartners,  because  now Douv



10
 Martin Caidin
  Stavers  knew  how  much  more  powerful  he  was than
  any  such group.
     Before  he  held  the  magnificent  stone  of  the  gods in
  his  hands  he  had  been  as  close  to  invincible  as any
  mortal  might  ever be.
     That  was  then.  This  was  now.  And  everything  he had
  been  before  was  infinitely stronger.
     He  felt  that  silent,  almost  indefinable  click  in his
  mind.  Time  picked  up  its  metronome beat.
     Rita's  fingers  brushed  tremulously  against  the fabric
  of  his  trousers,  Her  tongue  wet  her  lips.  An instant
  later  her  tongue  shredded  into  pulped  red  ineat, a
  moment  before  her  teeth  tore  from  their  sockets and
  stabbed  in  a  shriek  of  pain  into  her windpipe.
     Preach  r  gasped.  He'd  never  seen  the  stranger move.
  One  instant  he  stood  rocklike  before  Rita  grasping for-
  ward  and  before  Preacher  could  even  blink  his  eyes the
  right  knee  of  the  mysterious  one  seemed  to  be smash-
  ing  through  the  face  of  the  hapless  woman.  No; not
  seerned  to  be.  It  was  happening  faster  than  he ever
  dreamed  possible.  Preacher  knew  the  signs.  The painted
  face  dissolving  into  gory  hues,  pink  and  red  and white
  teeth  flipping  to  the  sides  of  her  mouth  and  a  tiny flash
  of  white  bone  where  her  cheeks  had  been smashed
  outward,  sideways,  through  her  skin.  He  must  have a
  fiUcking  steel  leg.  Who  the  hell  is  he?  Preacher  felt the
  ice  heavier  than  before  in  his  bones  and  he  knew he
  hadn't  asked  himself  the  right  question.  What  is he'    P
     It  was  happening  in  realtirne  and  in  slow iriotion.
  Rita's  head  snapped  back  violently  and  as  her body
  lifted  and  flew  away  fron-i  the  terribie  impact  of Stavers"
  knee  her  head  snapped  forward,  and  in  that single
  glance  Preacher  knew  the  @irl  was  dead,  her  neck bro-
  ken,  her  upper  spine  a  broken  shambles.  Her  chin and
  cheeks  and  mouth  and  teeth  and  nose  had  been rarnined
  into  her  skull  as  if  struck  with  an  enormous battering
  ram.  Then  Preacher  saw  the  signs  he  feared  the most.
  The  stranger  turned  to  look  at  Preacher  and  Hog and
  Scumbag.  He  turned  and  he  stood  silently  Arid his
  eyes  invited  them  to  eon-ip  fnr",,q1-r1  fr,  L41  h;-, "-
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   seemed  to  smile  as  if  all  that  was  happening  was barely
   a  touch  beyond boredom.
    His  eyes  tore  into  Preacher's  mind  and  Preacher felt
   himself  moving  forward,  his  feet  bending  and lifting
   beneath  his  legs,  all  his  movement  unbidden  by con-
   scious  thought.  Someone's  pulling  my  strings. The
   thought  made  him  want  to  giggle,  but  his  throat sucked
   in  air  desperately,  to  meet  the  demands  of  a suddenly
   pounding  heart  and  a  heaving  chest,  Preacher  saw a
   vision.  Real  or  his  own  mind  yielding  to  this  fear ex-
   panding  outward  like  an  explosion.  Hooves  and horns
   and  a  demonic  smile.  Come,  come  .  . .
     Hog  rushed  forward.  Brutish,  moronic,  his reactions
   wholly  linear,  Kill  this  fucker.  Tear  his  head  off. Hog
   burst  ahead,  leaning  into  his  rush  as  he  had  done so



   many  years  earlier  as  a  football  tackle,  the professional
   boring  ahead  to  harnmer  down  the  opposition.  His eyes
   narrowed  to  a  snakelike  fixation.  Instinct  and  a thou-
   sand  battles  behind  him  led  him  to  look  for  the swing,
   the  sidestep,  whatever  maneuver  this  stranger would
   make  to  meet  Hog's rush.
     The  stranger  didn't  move.  He  waited.  Time  was his
   friend,  his  weapon.  Time  and  above  all,  timing. At
   precisely  the  exact  instant  Stavers'  right  foot  went for-
   ward,  the  steel-toed  boot  positioned  perfectly,  and it
   crashed  with  mind-gibbering  in-ipact  into  Hog's chest,
   the  clothing  offering  no  more  resistance  than  air. Bones
   snapped,  flesh  yielded  as  the  boot  ripped  into Hog's
   chest  and  destroved  his  heart.  Hog  never  uttered a
   sound,  so  much  'warm  dead  meat  as  he  fell forward
   through  the  space  where  the,  stranger  had  stood, and,
   almost  as  if  to  avoid  an  annoving  fly,  had sidestepped
   easily  arid  gracefully.  And  paid  not  another moment's
   attention  to  Hog  thudding  against  the  alley  slime and
   skidding  lifelessly  into  a  heap  of  fetid garbage.
      Scumba-,  and  Preacher  came  forward  as  a well-oiled
   machine,  following  their  practices  of  old.  The straight-
   edged  razor  was  already  in  Scumbag's  hand,  for an
   instant  reflecting  soine  unseen  light  source  and starting
   down  to  slash  into  the  neck  of  the  stranger. Doug
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     Stavers  stopped  inside  the  descending  blade, glanced
  at  the  man's  other  hand  for  a  possible  second  knife, saw
  none,  and  then  Stavers'  left  hand  lashed  forward, un-
  coiling  with  the  faster-than-the-eve-can-follow  speed of
  a  striking  rattler.  The  hand  that  had  killed  a hundred,
  perhaps  several  hundred  men,  reached  Scumbag's wrist,
  closed  tightly  and  then  twisted  with  terrible speed,
  Twist  left,  pressure  up  and  back  and  the  alley echoed
  with  the crack  ' I  of  the  bones  breaking.  Not  a  bone; all
  the  wrist  bones  in  that  terrible  move.  The  move contin-
  ued.  Contemptuously,  Stavers  half-turned,  moving the
  wrist  as  if  it  had  no  more  weight  than  a  lily, maneuver-
  ing  with  ease,  and  Scumbag's  razor  sliced  deeply into
  the  side  of  his  own  neck.  Before  the  blood  could foun-
  tain  outward,  Stavers'  hand  jerked  sideways  and brought
  the  blade  completely  through  the  forward  neck  and the
  jugular  of  Scumbag.  The  latter  tried  desperately to
  scream  and  produced  only  a  pathetic  gurgle  as he
  bounced  and  jerked  on  the  ground,  a  chicken  with its
  throat  slashed  gory-open,  a  humping  animal  in  its mind-
  less  final throes.
     Stavers  half-turned  again  to  face  the  one remaining
  life  form  in  the  alley  with  him.  Preacher  stood perhaps
  six  feet  distant.  The  professional  distance.  Close enough
  never  to  miss  with  the  heavy  revolver  in  his hand,
  hammer  cocked,  vet  not  so  close  that  a blindingfast
  movement  of  this  incredible  stranger  could outspeed
  the  clenching  of  a  finger  on  the  trigger.  I've  got the
  motherfucker  now,  Preacher  shouted  to himself
     His  own  voice  in  his  mind  mocked  him.  No, you
  don't.  You  can't  pull  the trigger.
     "The  hell  I  can't!"  Preacher  shouted  wildly.  His body
  sbook  with  tormenting  emotional  conflict.  He  wanted to
  jerk  the  trigger,  he  wanted  to  shoot,  he  wanted  to  .  . .
     "You  can't  do  it."  Stavers'  voice  rolled  gently over
  Preacher.  The  man's  eyes  seemed  bottomless. Preacher
  felt  as  if  he  were  being  lifted  weightlessly  and  he was
  failing  down  an  abyss  into  those  eyes.  His muscles
  seemed  to  melt,  the  gun  began  to  sag  of  its  own weight
  in  his  powerless  arm.  His  mouth  ovened,  be  felt his
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    lower  lip  tremble,  the  saliva  beading  and  trickling along
    his chin.
       "N-no  ...  c-can't  do  it,"  Preacher  intoned.  He felt
    icy  cold  and  broiled  in  terrible  heat  at  the  same time.
    His  mind  spun,  his  senses  turned  to jello.
       Stavers  never  took  his  eyes  away.  He's  within that
    circle  of  twenty  feet,  Stavers  musei.  The  magic twenty
    feet.  Where  the  diamond  is  strongest.  Where  1,  me, and
    the  diamond,  are  strongest.  Ali,  but  I  like  this. The
    perfect  test.  This  soulless  piece  of  human  shit, this
    killer,  this  creature  of  murder.  Let  us  see  where his
    own  mind  now  takes  him ...
       "You  want  to  kill  me,"  Stavers  said gently.
       "N-no,"  Preacher  forced  out.  "Terrible  ...  no, no.
       "You  waited  to  kill  me."  Stavers  didn't  bother to



    even  glance  at  the  crumpled  doll  form  that  had been
    Rita,  its  body  fluids  still  gurgling  softly  into  the cesspool
    about  them.  "When  she  would  bring  her  disease to
   me.
       "Y-yes.  I did."
       "You  have  the  gun.  Go ahead."
       I  can't  ...  I  mean, I--
       "Tell  me  what  is  in  your  heart."  Stavers smiled.
       I  ...  I  ...  love you     .11  The  words  came  forth at-
    tached  with  strings  of  misery  and  pain  and worship
    from Preacher.
       "You  love  ine,"  Stavers  said,  his  tone  flat, unemo-
    tional.  Statement;  not  a question.
       "I  love  you.  I  .  .  .  I  can't  help it."     Preacher sank
    slowly  to  his  knees  before  Stavers,  his  arms  at  his sides,
    the  heavy  gun  resting  on  the  filth  beneath him.
       Stavers  painted  a  scene  in  his  mind.  His thoughts
    drew  masterful  strokes.  He  wondered  if  the visualiza-
    tion  reached  into  this  dungheap's mind.
       Preacher's  hand  tightened  about  the weapon.
       I  do  believe  it's  working,  Stavers  thought  with sud-
    den mirth.
       I  adore  you,"  Preacher  moaned,  face  twisted, spittle
    drooling  in  a  stringy  iness  from  his face.
       "You  want  to  meet  God, don        I t  you,"  Stavers said,
          _,A__4_  --_-  ;- bi.
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     "Y-ves."
      -T@en  you  must  show  me  how  much  you  love me.
   How  much  you  adore  me.  How  badly  you  wish  to see
   your Father.  11
      "Yes,  Yes,  I do."
      He's  disgusting,  this  miserable  cretin.  I've  had enough.
      "Do  it,  you  filth!"  Stavers'  voice  rolled  forth  with a
   thunder  answering  in  Preacher's mind.
      "Yes!  oh,  yes!"  he  shrieked.  "I  will!  I  will!" He
   jammed  the  barrel  into  his  ear  and  jerked  hard against
   the trigger.
      The  thunder  still  rolled  back  and  forth  through the
   alley  as  Preacher's  brains  and  blood  and  bones oozed
   down  the  nearby  alley wall.
      Unimpressed,  already  disinterested,  Doug Stavers
   turned  toward  the  street  side  of  the  alley.  Beyond that
   squared  space  hugged  between  high  walls  existed yet
   another  world  of  massive  indifference  to  whatever might
   go  on  within  these  walls,  or  any  walls  like  them. What
   you  do  not  see  in  the  bowels  of  Manhattan  does not
   exist.  It  is  that  simple.  The  three  monkeys  that could
   not  see,  hear  or  speak  any  evil  could  take  lessons from
   the  street  people  of  this  slagheap  city,  Stavers knew.
   Even  that  booming  roar  of  a  shot  had  created  no more
   disturbance  than  an  idly  turned  head.  Stavers walked
   toward  the  street  scene  of  people  and  traffic flowing
   noisily  in  the  usual  cacaphony  of  the  worst  parts of
   midtown Manhattan,
     I  need  a  shower,  he  thought  idly.  A  shower  to scrub
   rayself  clean.  Arid  a  good  steak  and  brandy.  As he
   walked  he  reached  idly  into  his  leather  jacket inside
   pocket  i6or  a  cigar  handmade  personally  for  him;  a cigar
   that  cost  the  equal  of  a  full  day's  pay  fl;r  a  working man,
   He  stopped  for  a  inoinent.  bit  off  the  end  and  spat away
   the  tobacco.  He  lit  up,  completely  at  ease,  the perfect
   killing  animal  triumphant  in  vet  another jungle.
    He  looked  up  at  the  sudden  shadow.  A  giant stood
   wide-legged  before  him,  heavy  boots  planted  like tree
   trunks  against  the  concrete.  "You're  out  of  your fucking
   inind,  you.  know  that"I"  he shouted.
    Stavers  stopped  before  the  tiiant.  Skin  MArdf-n  w@7- q@
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  much  a  killing  machine  as  was  Stavers;  perhaps more
  because  of  his  single-minded,  selfless  dedication  to spe-
  cifically  that  task.  In  an  all-out,  no-holds-barred, kill-or-
  be-killed  conflict,  Stavers  would  not  have  chosen  to be
  Marden's opponent.
     Marden  was  a  breed  different  from  any  other man
  Stavers  had  ever  encountered  or  known.  He  was also
  the  only  man  surviving  from  Stavers'  own  violent and
  turbulent  past  whom  Stavers  trusted.  And  trusted abso-
  lutely,  as  he  had  done  so  many times        with  his  life. He
  was  the  perfect  companion-servant-human  pit  bull for
  Stavers;  skilled  in  close  combat,  an  expert  with weap-
  ons,  an  absolute  lover  of  battle,  and  with  a  disdain for



  personal  injury  and  pain  that  at  times  made  him seem
  more  machine  than man.
     Stavers  grinned  at  Marden,  occupied  for  the moment
  with  his  own  thoughts  of  this  killing  machine. Marden
  was  a  lover  of  battle  even  more  than  of  whoring, at
  which  he  had  established  an  unsavory,  yet  enviable rep-
  utation.  He  had  been  known  to  rip  and  tear  his way
  through  a  dozen  women  during  a  single  night  of totally
  uninhibited  ramming  and  thrusting-like  a  monster bul-
  lock  of  limitless  energy  and  seminal discharge.
     He  towered  six  feet  seven  inches  tall;  his shoulders
  spread  out  to  each  side  of  a  thickly  corded  neck like
  massive  boards.  Big  as  he  was  he  did  not  easily reveal
  his  weight  of  305  pounds  because  he  was  knotted sinew,
  and  muscle,  His  hands  spanned  the  size  of  a baseball
  catcher's  mitt  and  he  had  many  times  used  an open-
  handed  slap  with  fury  sufficient  to  split  open another
  man's  face  and skull.
     All  this  served  to  conceal  the  "other  side"  of  the man
  that  was  to  be  measured  in  keen  intelligence,  a multi-
  plicity  of  technical  skills  and  ability,  and  a  dedication to
  whatever  might  be  dernanded  of  him  from  his pursuits
  in  life.  He  seemed  too  huge  and  thickhewn  to  use his
  hands  and  fingers  for  more  than  bludgeons,  yet those
  same  massive  bands  and  sausage-like  fingers enabled
  him  to  flv  as  the  best  pilot  Stavers  had  ever known.
  Behind  that  granite  jaw  and  battered  visage  lay  a mind
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  thing  from  skittish  helicopters  to  swift  and dangerous
  fighters  with  his  own  consummate  skill,  and  just as
  easily  slipped  behind  the  controls  of  an  airliner  and flew
  that  machine  with  babyskin  gentleness.  It  didn't matter
  what  the  machine  was.  If  it  had  wings  or  rotors  and the
  bloody  thing  could  become  airborne  then  Marden flew
  it  like  a  demon  or  an  angel  as  the  moment  dictated. He
  was  lethal  in  a  manner  that  scorned  death  and dismem-
  berment  with  equal  contempt.  Not  that  he emerged
  unscathed  from  his  lunging  brushes  with  weapons and
  forces  aimed  in  his  direction.  Like  Doug  Stavers, and
  their  close  companions  who  by  now  were  only memo-
  ries  to  them,  he'd  been  bombed,  burned, slashed,
  stabbed,  torn,  battered,  buried  alive  and  nearly drowned.
  Almost  every  type  of  weapon  used  by  other  men had
  left  its  mark  on  him.  He  took  great  joy  in  having num-
  bers  tattoed  by  his  scars.  He  liked  that.  He  was past
  eighty-one  by  now  and  he  wondered  if  he  would run
  out  of  numbers  or  years  before  the  game  came  to its
 finale.
    Yet  all  this  was  distant  background  at  this  moment in
  the  lip  of  the  alley  reaching  back  to  Manhattan's Eighth
  Avenue.  No  other  man  alive  spoke  to  Doug Stavers
  with  the  unbridled  fury  he  now  took  from  Skip Marden;
  or  more  accurately,  they  did  not  remain  alive  for long.
  Marden  harbored  no  fears.  He  was  totally  and abso-
  lutely  loyal  to  Stavers.  He  had  saved  Doug's  life more
  tirnes  than  they  bothered  to  count  and  the  favor had
  been returned.
    For  the  past  year  he  had  only  one  goal  in  life. To
  protect  and  to  serve  Stavers.  Before  Stavers  had brought
  within  his  grasp  the  incredible  vellow  diamond that
  twisted  the  senses  and  emotions  of  other  men. Marden's
  anger  now  was  because  he  had  failed  to  be present
  when  Stavers  so  openly  invited  disaster  in  this rectan-
  gular  box  of  filth  and murder.
    "You  are  one  dumb  son  of  a  bitch,"  Marden contin-
  ued,  his  voice  now  gentled  to  a  bullish crescendo.
    Stavers  looked  behind  him  at  four  broken, bleeding
  and  dead  bodies.  "flow  soF  he  asked quietly.
    Marden  brushed  aside  St;4vPr,.'  vi,fimc  -A,  @ d4k-
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   dent  wave  of  his  hand.  "That  shit  doD't  impress  ine and
   you  know  it,"  he  growled.  "But  one  of  thein crazy
   fuckers  one  day  is  going  to  open  up  on  you  froin a
   distance.  Or  they'll  drop  a  garbage  can  full  of bricks
   from  the  rooftop  on  you.  It's  just  not  worth  this crazy
   shitfor  you  to  have  your  fucking  jollies!"  He  sucked in
   air,  his  great  chest  heaving  with  controlled  fury. And
   fear  that  he  might  have  failed  Stavers  in  an  instance of
  peril.
     "I  didn't  kill  that  one,"  Stavers  pointed.  "He  was a
   test. "
     Marden  blinked.  "You're  not  really  playing  that game
   in  this  shithouse.  Jesus  Christ,"  he groaned.
     Stavers  didn't  smile.  "No  game.  I  said  he  was  a test."



     "You  didn't  do him?"
     "Uh  A."  Stavers  smiled;  peace  and  contentment and
   death  warmly  embraced  in  one.  "He  loves me."
     "Past  tense,"  Marden  rebuked gently.
     "He  blew  out  his  own  brains,  my friend."
     Marden  took  a  longer  look  at  the  shattered  skull of
   Preacher.  "He  had  dead  aim  on  you.  I  saw  it.  I was
   afraid  to  move.  Anything  could  have  twitched  his finger
   on  that trigger."
     "Anything  but  love.  He  wanted  very  badly  to see
  God,"  Stavers  countered.  "I  let  him  have  his -way."
     I  can't  picture  God  wanting  to  see hi?n.,"
     Stavers  shrugged,  "I'm  tired  of  this,  Let  s go
     Marden  stepped  aside.  "Narne it."
     "We'll  hit  the  Marine  Terminal  at LaGuardia.---
     Their  jet  was  tucked  away  securely  in  a  lockedi and
   guarded  hangar  at  the  executive terminal.
     Marden  gestured.  "Got  a  limo waiting."
     Stavers  raised  an  eyebrow.  "Linno?  What  are  we doing?
  Advertising?"
     Marden  chuckled.  "It  don't  look  like  no  limo, Doug,
   But  it's  bulletproof  and  it's  got  a  powerhouse  under the
   hood,  and  the  driver  has  a  big  sieve  for  a  skull. He
   knows  nothing,  says  nothing,  remembers nothing."
   Marden  led  the  way  to  the  dark  grey  Lincoln with
   shielded  windows.  @tavers  caught  a  glimpse through
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   reached  the  limo  the  door  close  to  them  sprang open.
   Stavers  nodded  approvingly  and  started  inside.  An enor-
   mous  hand  held  him  back.  The  move  was automatic.
   Marden  leaned  inside  to  check  out  the  interior  and to
   be  certain  the  same  driver  was  behind  the  wheel. He
   stepped  back  and  nodded. "Okay."
     "Mother's  little  helper,"  Stavers  remarked  as  he set-
   tled  back  in  his  seat.  "How  come  this  is  waiting like
  this?"
     "The  way  you  play  alley  pool,  Doug,"  Marden said,
   "I  figured  we  might  need  to  take  a  very  quick powder."
     Stavers  closed  his  eyes.  "Wake  me  up  when  we hit
   the terminal."
     Marden  nodded  to  the  driver.  "LaGuardia Marine,"
   he  said.  "Use  the  Customs  gate.  And  call ahead."
     "Yes,  sir. "
     Damned  good  man.  Marden  sat  erect  in  his seat
   alongside  Doug  Stavers.  His  eyes  missed  nothing, scan-
   ning  the  roads  before  them,  behind  them,  the  cars and
   trucks  on  each  side  as  they  passed  other  vehicles or
   were passed.
     Occasionally  he  looked  directly  at  Doug  Stavers. I
   know  how  that  man  in  the  alley  felt  before  he blew
   himself  to  Kingdom  Come.  I  know  only  too  well  how he
   felt.  I  just  don't  know  how  to  tell  Doug  I  love  him too.
   More  than  life  itself.  He  doesn't  know  I'd  die  for him,
     He  was  wrong.  Stavers knew.
 Chapter 2
    "Remove  your  clothes, please."
    The  woman  who  spoke  these  words  so  casually to
  Doug  Stavers  leaned  back  in  her  executive  chair, per-
  fect  legs  crossed  perfectly.  For  the  moment  he studied
  her.  What  a  goddamned  combination  she  made. She
  was  about  as  perfect  a  woman-physically-as  he'd ever
  known,  and  in  his  time  Doug  Stavers  had  been blessed
  with  a  profusion  of  beauties  of  a  dozen  races  and nation-
  alities.  His  long  studied  sweep  of  Dr.  Rebecca Weinstein
  only  reinforced  his  judgment  of  her  physical attributes.
  Beauty,  as  Stavers  knew  from  deep  intimacy  to philo-
  sophical  judgment,  came  in  many  forms  and  sizes. There
  didn't  exist  and  there  had  never  existed  the  most beau-
  tiful  woman.  The  concept  was  ridiculous  and Stavers
  silently  thanked  the  gods  who  decreed  that  beautv carne
  light  and  dark  and  a  dozen  shapes  in  between, that
  breasts  and  legs  and  puNs  and  neckline  and  nose and
  the  whole  damned  package  went  sour  almost instantly
  when  the  rich  or  pliant  voice  was  lacking,  when the
  smile  proved  lackluster  or  revealing  of  a  dim  and shad-
  owy  wallow  behind  the  pearly  teeth.  And  eyes@  ah, the
  woman  vdthout  eyes  alive  and  daring  and challenging
  and  mysterious,  well,  forget  her,  because something
  very  special  was  left  out  of  the  package  if  the  eyes could
  not  speak  for  the  mind.  You  didn't  need  words to
  communicate;  you  could  just  about  verbalize  with eyes
  and  looks  and  a  tug  at  the  corner  of  the mouth.
    Rebecca  Weinstein  w&,,  almost  a  twin sister-facially
  and  physically-to  a  Hollywood  actresswho  often graced
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  both  theater  screens  and  the  electronic  box  at horne
  with  looks  that  nailed  male  viewers  to  their  seats. Kelly
  LeBrock  was  the  actress,  and  no  small  part  of her
  dazzling  attraction  was  voice  and  accent. Rebecca
  Weinstein  had  everything  that  made  LeBrock  a global
  male  fantasy,  and  more.  Dr.  Weinstein  spoke  with that
  crisp  and  beautiful  annunciation  of  the  British. There
  wasn't  much  doubt,  however,  that  the  subjects she
  spoke  of  were  very different,
    Rebecca  Weinstein  was  a  gifted  and  utterly brilliant
  medical  doctor  and  surgeon.  Thirty-two  years  old, she
  looked  the  perfect  twenty-six  years  of  age.  Stavers once
  again  swept  his  eyes  across  her  stunning  figure,  all the
  more  provocative  as  her  full  breasts  pushed  hard against
  the  crisp  white  uniform.  She  was  his  doctor.  He chewed
  on  that  a  moment  as  he  began  to  undress.  His doctor.
  His doctor.
    But  not  his  woman.  He  offered  himself  the  relief  of a
  momentary  grimace;  from  the  sudden  change  in  look on
  her  face  he  knew  she  had  caught  the  facial expression.
  Physically  she  didn't  move.  Her  eyes  darted  about his
  b  d  like  a  scalpel,  an  extension  of  her  visual observa-
   0  y n .
  tion  that  held  a  tantalizing  almost-physical  sensation to
  her  optical  survey  of himself.
    If  nothing  else,  Doug  Stavers  was  blessed  with ani-
  mal  instincts  of  survival.  A  lifetime  of  surviving lethal
  situations  had  honed  this  feeling  within  him  to obsidian-
  bladed  sharpness.  He  felt  a  slight  prickling  of  the hairs
  along  the  base  of  his  neck.  She  did  this  to  him. This
  stunning  woman,  this  doctor,  without  even  being aware
  of  what  was  happening,  was  able  to  look  directly  at him
  as  if  sizing  up  a  zreat  slab  of  frozen  meat  swinging from
  a  butcher's  hooC  It  brought  him  almost  to  the  point of
  being  unnerved  by  the  sensation.  He  had  the feeling
  that  beneath  all  her  obvious  physical  and  cerebral abili-
  ties,  staggering  enough  by  themselves,  lay  another source
  of  strength,  or  power.  He  didn't  know, and-
    She  cut  short  his  introspection  as  her  eyes continued
  their  search  for  physical  injury.  When  she  failed to
  discern  visible  damage,  she  voiced  norynal  concern in
              A-  -  @ I.       I  P  I -
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      "Did  you  sustain  injury?"  she  asked.  Her  words were
   so  clinical  they  smelled hospital.
      He  stopped,  awkward,  his  trousers  half removed.
   "Do  you  mean  was  I  hurt?"  He  grinned crookedly@
   "Like  stabbed,  punched,  kicked, shot?"
      He  never  reached her.
     "Yes. 11
      He  shook  his  head.  "Not  from  them.  To  them." He
   shrugged,  draping  his  pants  across  a  chair  and starting
   to  remove  his shorts.
      "Them,"  she  repeated.  "Whoever  they are."
      "Whatever  is  more  like  it,"  he  countered. "Scum.
   Unimportant. "



      "You  had  physical contact?"
      "Yes. 11
      "You  were alley-catting?"
      "How  the  hell  did  you know?"
      "You  were  alley-catting,"  she  said  to  confirm aloud
   her  judgment,  "in  that  filth  beyond  filth.  A jungle
   epidemic  couldn't  touch  this sleaze    '"
      "Jesus,  woman,  I  didn't  wallow  in it."
      "But  you  touched,  breathed,  inhaled,  carried  it on
   your  shoes,  your  -clothes,  your .       your skin."
     "But-"
      "You  smell,"  she  went  on  relentlessly,  and  he  knew she
   also  enjoyed  his  discomfiture.  "You  reek;  you-" she
   took  a  shuddering  breath "  --stink  of  a  thousand  foul odors."
      "All  that?"  he  mocked  her, smiling.
      She  remained  unfazed.  "You've  been  exposed  to bac-
   terial  and  viral  assaults  that  medical  science  can't even
   identifv,"  she  reeled  off.  "You've  permitted  a  scrape or)
   the  s4eof  your  right hand-"
      He  lifted  his  hand,  astonished  to  see  llow accurate
   her  penetrating  glance  had been.
      "-to  expose  you,  as  well,"  she  drilled  at h         'rp, "to
   herpes,  syphilis,  unidentified  venereal  rot, pneumonic
   and  tuberculosic  infection, AIDS--"
      "You  forgot  the clap."
      "That  was  coming,"  she snapped.
      "Goddairmit,  Weinstein!"  he  shouted,  "I  Gidn't fuck
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     "Please,"  she  protested  in  gentle  rebuke,  a smile
  tugging  at  the  corner  of  her  mouth,  reminding him
  again  of  those  beautiful  lips.  "Even  I  would  not even
  consider  such  idiotic  self-abuse  on  your  part. Besides,
  you're  fully  aware  of  everything  I've  said.  And more,"
  she  added tartly.
     He  stood  naked  before  her,  not  fully  aware  of the
  staggering  effect  be  produced  within  Dr. Rebecca
  Weinstein.  Impassive  to  his  masculinity,  adhering rig-
  idly  to  her  position  as  his  doctor-ah,  bow  well she
  concealed  her  own  reactions  to  this  magnificent male
  creature.  She  could,  and  she  did,  but  it  required no
  more  than  a  long  moment,  her  study  masked clinically,
  her  memory  serving  her  as  well,  to  capture  in  her mind
  the  entire  package  of  this  man.  Hers  was  a demanding
  dichotomy  of  observation.  She  saw  Doug  Stavers  as a
     edical  doctor  and  she  saw  Doug  Stavers  as  an individ-
  ual  and  she  longed  for  him  as  a  man,  and  would have
  bitten  through  her  tongue  before  admitting  to  the al-
  most  lustful  yearning  for  him.  First  and  foremost and
  last  she  was  and  must  be  what  he  needed  from  her: her
  medical  observations,  treatment,  anticipation  of prob-
  lems,  and  as  swiftly  as  possible  a  cure  or  fix  for what-
  ever  failed  this man
     Rebecca  Weinstein  was  a  surgeon.  Observing the
  naked  male  body,  moving  of  its  own  volition  or stilled
  forever  without  life,  studying  it  in  its  entirety  or exarn-
  ming  various  dissected  parts;  all  was  professional  to her.
  There  was  no  nudity  or  nakedness  on  the surgeon's
  table  or  even  in  the  privacy  of  an  examining  room, and
  so  Rebecca  Weinstein  found  all  the  more  baffling and
  frustrating  her  division  of  professional  and  a woman
  who  would  willingly  act  in  wild  sin,  if  only  she could
  achieve  the  latter  without  compromising  ihe former.
  Which  she  couldn't  do,  and  she  clung  grimly  to her
  professional  objectivity,  no  matter  how  painful  the lie.
     But  there  was  an  objective  study  to  fascinate her
  when  Doug  Stavers  eased  into  her  care.  Standing be-
  fore  her,  she  could  accept  him  in  physical  bulk  for what
  he  was:  thick-bewn  and  yet  with  long,  flowing and
  nnu7Prfii1  miic-1,f,-  QJ_  J__  @1_  _-_  -  _f  @L  -  __ -
 DARK MESSIAH
23
   fectly  honed  human  machine  arid  Doug  Stavers  was one
   of  its  finest  examples.  He  was  a  cerebral  wonder  and a
   vicious  killer  in  the  animal  world,  especially  since that
   time  when  she  had  come  to  embrace  his  definition of
   bipedal  human  beings  as  prey  equal  to  any four-footed
  creature.
    Her  gaze  passed  with  clinical  measure  across his
   muscle-ribbed  stomach,  scarred  and  browned, flowing
   into  thick  pubic  hair  and  a  heavy,  pendulous  penis. No
   more  than  a  fleeting  instant  of  pause  would  she permit
   herself  unless  medical  care  demanded  further attention;
   her  eyes  flicked  from  one  wrist  to  the  other.  The first
   time  she  saw  the  blue  tint  to  his  wrists  had been
   perplexing  to  her,  and  then  she  remembered.  The mas-



   ters  of  the  martial  arts.  The  best  of  the  men  who waged
   hand-to-hand  combat.  The  blue  wrists  of metal-hard
   bone  and  tendon  and  sinew  and  muscle,  all  to transform
   the  sides  of  his  hands  into  rock-hard  boards.  A blow
   from  his  hand  could  crack  a  man's  skull  as  easily  as he
   might  smash  his  hand  into  a melon.
     He  had  no  upper  stomach  to  speak  of.  Ribbed and
   patterned  muscle  as  if  carved  from  dark  autumn mar-
   ble.  The  Greeks  and  the  Romans  built  statues  to men
   like  this,  she  museo,  This  man  would  rule  the gladia-
   tors.  Only  lie's  deadlier.  He's  the  true  predator. She
   took  a  deep  breath.  So  why  am  I  not  fearful  of  him? No
   answer  met  her  unspoken question.
     Stavers  lifted  his  arms  and  held  them  high  to each
   side  and  began  a  slow  turn,  unbidden,  but anticipating
   her  request.  Muscled  ribs.  buttocks  like  a  water bnf-
   falo,  a  back  of  piano-wire  strung  lightly  in bunched
   mass.  A  neck  of  corded  muscle,  He  moved  -as  if to
   music.  Heflowed.  She  forced  herself  back  to  reality, to
   those  first  moments  when  she  met  in  private  with Skip
   Marden  so  that  Marden  might  reveal  to  her whatever
   she  might  require  to  best  serve  Doug Stavers.
     Marden  held  a  bottle  of  vodka  in  a  hand  so  huge the
   bottle  seemed  a  toy.  She  knew  Marden's  appetite for
   alcohol  and  his  strange  resistance  to  its  effect,  He could
   drink  pure  ethyl  alcohol  and  with  sudden concentration
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  as  if  he'd  never  taken  a  drink  in  his  life.  Yet  the  tales of
  his  great  drunken  bouts  in  the  bars  of  Arizona  and back
  Indian  country  were  as  legendary  as  anything befitting
  Paul Runyan.
    I  don't  like  talking  about  him,"  he  told  Dr. Weinstein.
    "Why?"  she  asked delicately.
    "Lot  of  women  ask  questions  about  that man."
    "I'm  not  here  as  a  woman. "
    "You  sure  as  hell  are  a  lot  of woman!"
   11  1  repeat,  I'm  here as-"
    -1  know,  I  know,"  he  interrupted,  gesturing  with the
  bottle,  taking  a  huge  swallow  before  continuing. "You're
  his  sawbones.  The  medical  wonder.  Hell,  Doc,  I know
  your  dossier  backwards  and forwards."
    Her  eyes  seemed  to  laugh.  "Then  why  don't you
  trust  me?"  she queried.
    "S  ay  a  doctor,"  he  rebuked  her.  "Don't  be an
  asshole. "
    "I  don't  understand,"  she  chided  him, smiling.
    "Lady,  just  do  not  bullshit  me.  Not  now,  not ever,"
  he  warned.  His  eyes  went  dark.  Eyes  buried  in the
  skull  of  a  great  coiled  python.  "And  don't  patronize me.
  You  know  goddamned  well  we  trust  you.  If  I didnt
  trust  you,  you'd  have  been dogmeat-literally-lorig
  before  now."  His  eyes  stripped  her.  "And  that would
  have  been  a shame."
    She  shifted  uncomfortably.  "Then  I  apologize.  I did
  not  intend  to  act,  as  you  say,  like  an  asshole  or to
  bullshit  you.  I  need  information--data--on  Mr. Stavers,
  and  my  questions  are  intended  to  permit  me  to function
  in  the  best  manner  possible  for  his well-being."
    "Apology  accepted.  That's  also  a  hell  of  a speech."
    "Then  speak  up!"  she snapped.
    "You  do  have  fangs,"  he  said  in  appreciation, rising
  respect  clear  in  his  face.  "Itty-bitty  fangs,  but," he
  shrugged,  "you  got  to  start somewhere."
    "Jesus  Christ,"  she  said,  exasperated,  -I'd  been told
  you  were  a  man  of  a  few words."
    "You  turn  me  on, Doc."
    "Then  turn  off  your  seminal  flow,  Mister Marden."
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   room.  "Not  in  the  way  you  took  that.  You  turn  me  on as
   a  real people."
     She  blushed.  She  was  stunned  with  her reaction.
   "Please,"  she  said weakly.
                              ,  grasping  for  a  clue,  a start.
   "His  attitude;  tell  me  about  his  attitude  toward  life. I
   know  much  of  his  background,  I  mean,  the  records are
   there.  He's  fought  in  wars,  large  and  small, through
   half  the  world.  He  has  a  reputation  as  a  destroyer, a
   man  who  always  gets  what  he  wants.  I  don't understand
   that  strange  harness  he  wears.  It's  a  taboo  subject. No
   one  will  talk  about  it."  She  saw  the  eyes  darken again
   and  she  held  up  a  hand  to  stop  any  angry  reaction from
   Marden.  "I'm  not  asking  you  about  that.  I'll  ask him.



   But  what  makes  him  so  deadly?  So special?"
     Marden  smiled,  a  thin  slash  across  his  powerful, bat-
   tered  face.  "Contempt,"  he  said,  and  as  he became
   serious  about  Doug  Stavers,  his  tone,  his  entire demea-
   nor  changed,  as  if  he  were  talking  about  someone beyond
   normal,  almost supernatural.
     "Contempt?"  she  echoed.  She  paused  only  a mo-
   ment.  "For @Ahat?-
     "Everything."  Marden  put  aside  the  bottle. Rebecca
   Weinstein  knew  she'd  been  right  in  her  assessment of
   this  man.  He  had  become  very  serious.  A  sudden thought
   chilled  her.  "Mr.  Marden,  if I-"
     "Skip,"  he  slid  easily  between  her  words,  -You  and 1,
   Doc,  we're  gonna  be  just  like  Siamese  twins where
   Doug  Stavers  is  concerned,  so  let's  cut  out  all the
   in-betweens,  You  just  accept  that  I'm  part  of  V,ou and
  you I re  part  of  me  and  rhat  we  are  going  to  be  the best
   damned  gestalt  there  ever was."
     Marden  bedeviled  her.  Massive  brute  and  killer that
   he  was,  openly  contemptuous  himself  of  women,  or just
   about  anything  else,  she  had  quickly  discerned,  he still
   thought  with  a  brain  of  great  and  diverse capability.
   Not  that  he'd  simply  uttered  gestalt;  the  phrase held
   deep  and  long-standing  meaning  to  him,  and  he'd ac-
   cepted  that  she  also  would  catch  all  its implications.
   That  took  swift  and  multiple  channel  reasoning  and that
   arose  only  from  long-standing  and  accomplished disci-
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   this  towering  book  before  her  by  its  drastically mislead-
   ing  cover.  Then  she  forced  all  thoughts  of  Marden from
   her  mind  to  concentrate  on  her  purpose  for  this exchange.
     "You  said  contempt,  um,  about  everything, made
   him  deadly,"  she  went  on,  returning  the  subject to
   Stavers.  "How  do  you  mean that?"
     His  laugh  was  more  deep  chuckle  now  and  he shook
   his  head  in  a  visible  derision  of  her  attempt  to probe.
   "Don't  go  Freud  on  me,  Doe.  Remember?  We're a
   team?  Ask  your  questions  straight  out  or,"  he paused
   that  briefest  of  time  clicks,  barely  perceptible  but heavy
   with  meaning,  "you  go  straight  out  of here."
     "Sorry,"  she  murmured,  lowering  her eyes.
     "Sure  you  are,"  he  said  easily.  "No  fish  likes the
   hook. "
     She  looked  up  sharply.  Who  the  hell  is  the doctor
   here?  she  wondered.  He's  playing  with  ine, damnit!
   And  he's  right.  Stay  straight  with  the  questions, Doc,
   she  added  as  a  final  silent admonition.
     "He  reminds  me  of  a  cat,"  she  said  suddenly. "Feral,
   deadly,  but  not  like  a  tiger."  She  reflected  a moment,
   called  up  a  mental  picture.  "A  sabertooth. Shorter,
   more  muscle-coupled  in body-"
     "Excellent,"  Marden  told  her  with  evident pleasure.
   "Sabertooth.  Yeah.  Very good."
     "This  is  not  a  leading  question.  It  is-I'm-serious. If
   be  is  without  weapons,  the  so-called  great  claws and
   fangs  of  the  cat  and  any  variety  of  weapons  in  the man,
   what  then  separates  him  from  the  pack@'  How  does the
   contempt  fit  in  as  an advantage?"
     "Well,  consider  bow  the  big  cats  function," Marden
   said  thoughtfully,  and  Rebecca  Weinstein  knew  he spoke
   as  much  from  experience  as  contemplation,  "A jaguar's
   a  good  example.  When  he  gets  into  a  scrape, every
   thought  is  dedicated  to  the  kill,  or,  to  his  own self-
   preservation.  It's  all  instinct  tempered  with experience,
   but  I  can't  see  how  there's  deliberate  thought  to it.
   Instinct,  reaction,  slavish  to  needs,  and  in  an animal
   like that' desire  and  need  are  the same."
     Marden  put  aside  the  bottle  and  took  the  moment to
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  table  before  him.  "Doug  does  what  the  cat  can't do.
  First,  he  can  select  any  cerebral  level  he  wants  for any
  particular  situation.  He  can  sidestep  instinct,  he plans
  his  moves,  and  he  takes  instant  advantage  of  any oppor-
  tunity  that  comes  to  him.  Do  you  see  what  I'm getting
  at?  He's  like  a  super  computer  that's  also  the  jaguar. He
  gets  into  the  scrape  with  absolute  killing  efficiency, but
  a  part  of  him  is  constantly,  in  realtime,  updating what's
  going  on.  I  said  he  was  contemptuous  and  when  he's in
  the  thick  of  it  he's  also  contemptuous  of  his  own life."
    Marden  smiled  with  a  swift  passage  of  memory. "That's
  the  greatest  of  all  the  weapons.  There's  an  old saying
  that  all  creatures  always  choose  the  least  difficult  of two
  pathways.  Exclude  Doug  from  that.  He's  totally objec-



  tive  when  his  life  is  on  the  line.  He  doesn't  worry about
  being  killed.  You  take  time  out  for  that  and you've
  given  away  the initiative."
    Her  brow  creased  with  the  words.  "But  the instinct
  for  self-preservation,"  she  offered  in  mild protest.
  "If  he  gives  that  away,  doesn't  he  make  himself more
 vulnerable?"
    "In  a  fight  to  the  death,  lady,  that  figures  only  if you
  stop  to  figure it."
    "That's  a  neat  little  catch  22,"  she said.
    I  guess  so.  You  see,  Doc,  you're  asking  for rational-
  ization.  You  start  doing  that  in  a  brawl  and  likelv you're
  dead  before  you  can  reach  any  conclusions.  "  He jau'gbed
  loudly  with  his  own  words.  "Shit,  I  like  that,"  he mur-
  mured.  "Never  thought  of  it  that  way,  but  that's the
  way  it works."
    "You're  saying,  then,  and  I'm  trying  to  get  this cor-
  rectly,"  she  added  quickly,  "that  if  he  has  all those
  other  attributes  of  fighting,  or  killing,  or  whatever, then
  never  questioning  that  he'll  win  becornes  its own
 weapon
    "Beautiful,"  he  said  with  admiration.  "You've cut
  through  the  thickets, Doc."
    I  don't  think  it's  contempt,  Skip."  His  facial react-Ion
  told  her  she'd  sliced  neatly  with  a  verbal blade.
    "It  may  be  contempt  for  the  opposition."  she went
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      "You're  the  doctor.  You  tell  me, then."
      "He's  free  of  the  restrictions  and  the  inhibitions that
   affect  just  about  all  of  us  in  our  lives."  Rebecca Weinstein
   smiled.  "Even  this  little  exchange  has  emphasized to
   me,  through  you,  that  we  all  lie  a  little  every  day to
   protect  ourselves.  You  caught  me  playing  a  word game
   with  you  and  you  came  at  me  with  almost physical
   force.  I  hadn't  intended  to  play  the  game,  yet," she
   brought  herself  up  a  bit  straighter  in  her  seat,  "there I
   was  at  the  old  word  tricks."  She  made  a  steeple  of her
   fingers  and  peered  at Marden.
     "It, s  not  simply  indifference,"  she  repeated. "He's
   aloof  He's  beyond  indifference  or contempt."
     "The  word,"  Marden  said  with  a  sly  smile,  the mind
   once  again  emerging  above  the  brute,  "is committed.
   That's  the  word,  Doe.  You  see,  Doug  is  a  man of
   incredible  logic.  His  mind's  more  than  a  computer. It's
   a  whole  goddamned  bank  of  computers.  But  he  lives in
   the  real  world.  You  know  the  real  world?  There's no
   Easter  Bunny.  And  the  whole  world  is  a  rotten neigh-
   borhood  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  So  when hit
   comes  to  shove,  and  your  ass  and  life  are  on  the line,
   and  anything  logic  can  do  has  been  done,  then  you shift
   those  gears  between  your  ears  and  in  your  gut  to the
   survival  mode.  Then  logic  is  for  diddly-shit  and physical
   action  is  \,,,hat  keeps  you  alive,  Th@at@s  when killing,
   destroying,  eliminating  the  opposition,  whatever you
   want  to  call  it,  is  the  only logic."
     Marden  studied  her  for  a  long  moment, appreciated
   her  silence,  and  went  on.  "You  were  almost  right when
   you  said  he  wasn't  really  indifferent.  Almost,  Doc. You
   just  got  to  change  the  words  a  little. Unconsidered
   indifference  to  the  lives  and  affairs  of  anybody,  to any
   person,  who's  not  important  to  Doug  Stavers. There's
   the  keyhole,  baby.  He  is  totally  uninterested  in any-
   thing  else.  Your  life  touches  his,  he  accepts  you, but
   only  under  his  own  rules,  and  lie  never  considers the
   rules  of  anyone else."
    "And  he  gets  away  with  it?"  she  asked,  knowing it
   was  true  even  as she   indicated  a  tinge  of  disbelief  in her
  words,
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     "Gets  away  with  it?"  Marden  chuckled  again.  "He  is  it. "
     "And  it  carries  across  the  physical  line,"  she murmured.
    "What?"
     I  said  it  carries  across  the  physical  line.  Into  the rest
   of  his  life.  His  business  activities,  and  I  have  only a
   hazy  glimpse  of  what  he  does.  international affairs,
   political,  military,"  she  paused  and  went  on  almost at
   once,  "his  personal  lifestyle,  his women-"
     "Back  off,  Doc."  She  didn't  mistake  the  real warnirig
   in  his  tone.  "There's  quicksand  out  there  and you're
   headed  straight  for  it.  You  ever  see  him  buckass naked?"
     The  question  hit  her  with  sudden  surprise. "W-why,
   yes,  of  course,  I  mean,  I'm  his  doctor, and-"
     "Why  are  you  so  flustered?"  Marden  sat  straight now,



   feet  planted  solidly  on  the  floor,  eyes  boring  into hers.
   "I  didn't  ask  you  if  you  were  a  doctor,  so  why  tell Me
   what  I  already  know?  You  ever  see  the  man swinging-
   dick  naked, damnit!"
     She  had  control  again.  "Yes,"  she  said firmly.
     "Then  that's  what  you  think  about,"  Marden snapped.
   "The  physical  man.  Well-being.  Health.  Strength. All
   those  good  things.  Stay  out  of  where  you  don't belong."
     I  didn't  mean-"  Her  hand  was  half-raised  in protest.
     "The  fuck  you  didn't,"  he  said  heavily.  He  got  up and
   left  her  staring  at  an  empty door-way.
     She  gaped  at  what  a  moment  before  bad  been eiripty
   space.  Marden  was  back,  his  great  bulk  loorning  in the
   space,  filling  the  doorway,  one  hand  on  each  side  as if
   he  were  holding  up  the  building.  He  had  a  look  of stone
   about  his  face,  unreadable,  a  cover  of  great ennotion
   roiling  his mind.
     "You  haven't  inet  the  real  Stavers  yet,  have  you?" He
   didn't  ask  the  question  but  hurled  it  at  her  like  a javelin.
     Something  brought  her  to  her  feet,  a  sense  of a
   terribly  critical  mornent  at  hand.  "The  real Stavers?"
   she  eciroed.  "I  don't understand-"
     "You  will  when  you  do."  He  shook  his  head  with the
   sound  of  his  own  inadequate  words.  "I  meant  to say,
   you'll  understand  what  I  mean  when  you  meet  the real
   Stavers.  The  one  that's  down,  real-deepdown.  The One
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       This  is  crazy.  What  does  he  nwan  about  people com-
     ing to-
       "You  ever  meet  a  god, Doe?"
       She  had  a  firm  grip  on  herself  "You  sound  as if
     YOU  ve  lost  your  mind,  Skip.  "  She  almost  laughed aloud,
       "Oh,  thanks  for  the  tip.  But  I  haven't.  Lost  my mind,
     that  is."  He  laughed  softly,  a  breeze  of  sound  from his
     great  bulk,  "But  when  you  meet  the  one  I'm talking
     about,  you'd  better  hang  on  to yours."
       That  was  days  ago.  Now,  here  and  now,  was the
     second  floor  of  Vulcan  Flight  Operations,  a massive
     two-story  structure  in  the  heart  of  the  Marine Terminal
     of  LaGuardia  Airport  in  the  borough  of  Queens  in New
     York  City.  Like  almost  everything  else  associated with
     Doug  Stavers,  only  part  of  the  Vulcan  facility  could be
     seen  by  the  eye.  The  entire  perimeter  of  the second
     floor  held  a  row  of  offices  that  girdled  the building.
     Deep  inside  the  structure,  surrounded  by  those offices,
     was  the  private  domain  of  Doug  Stavers  who, through
     an  intricate  web  of  corporate  stepdown  holdings, was
     the  true  owner  of  all  of  Vulcan  Flight,  one  of  the largest
     and  most  successful  jet  charter  and  sales  operations in
     the world,
     To  the  men  and  women  who  staffed  Vulcan Flight,
     this  inner  saDCtUM,  to  which  admittance  was  granted to
     an  inteDsely  screened  and  investigated  few,  was known
     simply  as  the  Anechoic  Chamber,  The  room  of  no ech-
     oes.  The  chamber  of  silence.  No  one  discussed the
     structure,  its  inhabitants  or  visitors.  You  did  not talk
     about  it.  Period.  Any  such  conversation  resulted in
     instant  dismissal.  Any  conversation  made  for  the spe-
     cific  benefit  of  anyone  with  too  many  questions  in mind
     about  Vulcan  or  Stavers  often  resu@itted  in  an obituarv
     within Se@17  eral  days  of  the  fatal indiscretion.
     The  Chamber  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  flying, sales
     or  operational  affairs  of  Vulcan  Flight.  It  was  but  one of'
     a  dozen  similar  facilities  maintaine(I  throughout  the coun-
     try.  A  magnificent  collection  of  apartments,  hot baths,
     rnedical  facilities,  superb  communications  systems and
    A                   in  -4, Tf
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  fort,  services  and  security  desired  by  Doug Stavers
  when  and  where  he want4
    And  where  he  now  turned  slowly,  stark  naked, be-
  fore  the  sharp  eyes  of  Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein. She
  recalled  her  conversations  with  Skip  Marden about
  Stavers;  once  again  she  experienced  the  strange sensa-
  tion  of  surprise  at  always  seeming  to  discover some-
  thing  different  about  tfiis  man  that  she  had missed
  before.  She  knew  the  human  body  in  the  most exquisite
  detail  and  once  again,  as  always,  she  reflected  with no
  small  wonder  as  his  muscles  rippled  with  that marvel-
  ous  combination  of  hardness  and  flex.  She  had exam-
  ined  Stavers  in  detail,  had  kneaded  those  muscles and
  discovered  the  broken  bones  in  his  wrists  and  arms and
  legs.  The  X-ray  file  told  its  own  grim  story  of past
  terrible  damag@,  and  it  took  only  the  naked  eye  to see



  the  scars  of  bullet  punctures,  the  thin  and  often jagged
  white  lines  of  steel  slicing  his  flesh.  She  shuddered at
  the  sight  of  whip  burns  laced  into  his  back  and buttocks
  and  legs.  She  shuddered  not  only  because  of  the wounds
  and  rips  and  tears  but  because  §tavers  had  a marvelous
  skin  structure,  like  prime  leather  well  kneaded. She
  looked  for  and  found  the  deep  scar  along  the third
  finger  of  his  left  hand.  This  mark  needed  no explana-
  tion;  Skip  Marden  had  told  her  about it.
    "It  came  from  a  gold  ring.  Not  the  ring  itself but
  because  it  was  there,"  he  related.  "I  watched  the whole
  thing.  Angola.  I  tried  to  get  to  him  but  a concussion
  grenade  had  knocked  me  into  never-never  land  and my
  legs  wouldn't  work.  Doug  had  been  blasted  by the
  same  shock  wave  and  I  saw  him  face  down  in muck,
  trying  to  turn  over  to  breathe.  A  native  soldier, crazy
  bastard,  pulled  a  knife.  Tried  to  cut  off  his  finger  to get
  the ring."
    "From  the  looks  of  that  scar .       he  didn't  get  it, did
  he?"  she asked.
    Marden  shook  his  head.  "Doug  got  his  fingers into
  the  bastard's  eyes.  Then  he  got  him  by  the  throat. It
  saved  his  life.  The  native  pulled  back  and  Doug  held on
  and  that  goddarnned  black  just  pulled  Doug  out  of the
  11-ff.111  'Ili+  -  -71-4-1-  it -7nQ  Dmicy  npvpr  Ipt vo.   H e,
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      crushed  that  bastard's  jugular.  I  mean,  pulped  it  like it
      was  a  rotten  grapefruit.  Then  he  dragged  me  the hell
      out  of  there."  Marden  shook  his  head.  I  was supposed
      to  watch  his  back  and  there  he  was  saving  my life."
      "Where  are  you, Doc?"
      Stavers'  voice  pushed  aside  the  strange  flow  in her
      mind  from  past  to  present.  She  came  to  with  a sudden
      start,  flustered.  1-I'm  sorry,"  she  said  quickly.  I was
      thinking, remembering-"
      "About what?"
      He  stood  before  her,  splendidly  nude, completely
      oblivious  to  their  physical  proximity.  She  fought for
      clarity  in  her thoughts.
      "About  you,"  she  forced  out.  "Scars,  burns,  bones. I
      told  you.  You  were  crazy  to  do  what  you did."
      "Yes.  You  told me."
      She  reached  for  his  hand,  turned  it  to  expose  the raw
      scrape  of  skin.  She  reached  behind  her  to  a cabinet,
      withdrew  a  bottle  of  clear  iodine.  "This  may  hurt." Her
      words  sounded  lame  even  as  she  spoke  them  but there
      was  no  way  to  recall  what  must  have  been  an insipid
      remark  to  him.  Angrily  she  poured  iodine  freely  on the
     scrape.  A  white  froth  rose  on  his  skin.  No  flinch; no
     reaction.
      "That's  it?"  he  asked.  His  voice  seemed  to  ring  a bell
      of humor.
      "Yes.  Will  you  shower  now  please?  And  really scrub
      in  that  special  soap."  She  sig@ed.  I  meant  what  I said
      before.  About  what  you  were  exposed to."
      "You  should  go  to  Calcutta.  Or  Cairo,  Someplace like
      that,"  he  said  matter-of-factly.  "Eighth  Avenue's anti-
      septic  by comparison."
      She  gestured  to  the  harness  snugged  tightly  about his
      chest  and  back.  "Aren't  you  going  to  remove  that strap-
      ping first?"
      His  eyes  became  a  dark  fire.  "No,-  he  said,  his voice
      bareiv  audible.  "Don't  ask  about  it  again.  Don't  refer to
      it  in  any  way  unless  I  bring  it  up  first,  And  do not,
      please,  minimize  what  I've  just  said  to  you.  Your life
      could  deDend  on  it.  k  f6f  rle;4r  h, voll?"
 DARK MESSIAH
 33
    She  met  his  gaze.  It  took  all  her  strength.  The inten-
  sity  of  his  eyes  robbed  her  of  physical  strength. "Yes,"
  she  said  finally,  her  voice  almost  a croak.
    "Good.  Get  the  dogs  in  here."  He  walked  into the
  shower  room.  She  paused  only  a  moment,  turned  to a
  wall  phone,  picked  it  up,  tapped  in  the  number four,
  three  times.  "Templin here."
    "The  dogs,  now,"  she  spoke  into  the  phone.  She was
  a  quick  learner.  One  of  the  first  things  she'd teamed
  was  that  when  an  order  was  being  given  you  didn't use
  many  words  and  you  never  gave  explanations. Almost
  immediately  a  side  door  opened.  At  Templin, ebony
  dark  with  glistening  bald  head,  two  revolvers  in under-
  arm  holsters,  held  open  the  door.  He  looked  down and
  to  the  side.  "Guard,"  he commanded.
    Two  large  dogs  came  quickly  into  the  room. Luger
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  trotted  to  the  entryway  of  the  shower  room,  turned to
  face  her,  and  sat  stolidly.  One  hundred  and twenty-five
  pounds  looked  at  her,  unblinking.  Nothing  would get
  past  him  to  that  shower  now  until  Stavers  released the
  great  Bernese  Mountain  Dog  from  his  guard station.
  The  second  animal,  almost  as  large,  trotted  to  her and
  lay  down  at  her  feet,  Rebel  was  of  the  same breed.
  They  were  gorgeous  dogs,  black  and  rust  and white.
  Before  she  came  to  work  for  Doug  Stavers  she'd never
  seen  one  of  the  powerful  mountain  breeds  that origi-
  nated  in  ancient  Rome,  The  original  fighting  dogs  of the
  Roman  Empire,  trained  to  protect  the  families  of the
  senators  and  high  officials  of  that  em  pire.  These were
  their  direct descendants.
    Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein  sighed.  She  leaned  back in
  her  chair  and  closed  her  eyes.  What  a  hell  of  a group.
  Stavers,  Luger  and  Rebel.  And  the  most  dangerous of
  the  three  was  standing  on  two  legs  in  the shower.
    She  opened  her  eyes  slowly.  A  smile  tugged  at one
  corner  of  her  month,  They're  so  primitive.  They are
  themselves  what  they  term  aborigine  in  others.  But I
  must  never  forget  the  first  rule.  I  walk  through their
  jungle  and  I  must  bide  my time.



                         Chapter 3
      Lew  Morgan  and  John  Garber  stretched  a  lift cable
     across  the  rooftop  of  the  Vulcan  Flight  hangar  at the
     Marine  Terminal  of  LaGuardia  Airport.  They  wore the
     familiar  blue  jumpsuits  of  Vulcan,  the  words SERVICE
    CI
     REW  embroidered  front  and  back  of  the  jumpsuits, and
     each  man  wore  about  his  neck  a  slim,  steel  cable with
     his  sealed  identity  card.  The  cards  showed  color photo-
     graphs  of  their  named  owners,  fingerprints,  and were
     printed,  embossed  and  sealed  with  magnetic  data al-
     most  impossible  to  counterfeit,  Which  didn't matter
            -h,  anyway,  since  the  cards  could  be interpre-
     very muc
     ted  only  by computer.
     Morgan  and  Garber  seemed  almost  to  be  cut from
     the  same  mold;  each  man  stood  six  feet  tall, showed
     broad  shoulders  and  an  athletic  build.  Morgan  had ash-
     blond  hair  and  Garber  dark  hair,  neither  man spoke
     much  and  both  were  exceedingly  alert  to  their sur-
     roundings.  They  had  other  things  in  common. Each
     man  was  a  Mormon  and  totally  dedicated  to  his respon-
     sibilities,  which  were,  directlv  or  ultimately,  to pre
     serve  the  well-being  and  health  of  one  Dougl@s Stavers,
     and  any  of  his  group,  and  anything  that  was  his building
     or  property.  Morgan  and  Garber  were  but  two  of twenty-
     ix  Powerful  young  men  who  worked  for  Stavers, either
     at  Vulcan  Flight  or  any  other  facility  connected with
     Doug Stavers.
     Stavers,  in  turn,  had  adopted  the  security  rule  of a
     man  who  had  through  much  of'  his  life desperately
     needed  the  absolute  loyalty  ofhis  security  people: How-
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  ard  Hughes.  Wisely,  knowing  the  svstern.  he  had ap-
  proached  directly  the  officials  of  the  Mormon  Church in
  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  for  the  purpose  of  retaining eight
  bodyguards  to  accompany  hirn  at  any  time,  on  any trip,
  and,  when  not  traveling,  to  attend  to  security functions
  for  his  home  or  any workplace.
    None  of  the  bodyguards  carried  weapons.  When hired
  by  Hughes,  their  select  number  of  eight  was  in  itself a
  weapon,  Revolvers  packed  six  rounds. Semiautomatic
  pistols  usually  six,  sometimes  sever.  rounds  of ammuni-
  tion.  Hughes'  Mormon  guards  were  sworn  to protect
  him  at  any  cost.  An  individual  facing  the  group  of eight,
  holding  a  weapon  on  the  unarmed  Mormons,  was given
  a  most  disquieting message,
    "You're  not  going  to  be  able  to  kill  all  of  us. When
  you  pull  that  trigger  some  of  us  likely  will  die. It
  doesn't  matter.  What  does  matter  is  that  you  also will
  die.  After,  of  course,  we  squeeze  whatever information
  we  want  from  you."  There  was  always  a  brief pause.
  "Drop  the  weapon  and  you  leave  here  unharmed. You
  have  our word."
    There  existed  no  doubt  the  Mormon  j4uards meant
  what  they  said.  And  in  all  the  time  they  did  their duty
  for  Howard  Hughes,  no  one  ever  fired  a  weapon at
 them.



    Doug  Stavers'  group  didn't  have  as  spotless  a record.
  Neither  did  his  men  niake  speeches.  They  were in-
  structed  to  perform.  They  did  as  they  were instructed
  and  with  the  full  blessings  of  the  church,  which found
  its  coffers  increased  each  vear  by  a  contribution frorn
  Vulcan  Flight  of  three  million  dollars.  The  men also
  were  paid  well,  held  the  respect  of  others  who worked
  for  Doug  Stavers,  no  small  reason  being  that  they never
  discussed  their  duties  with  anyone  save  Doug Stavers,
  Skip  Marden,  or  Al  Templin,  the  securitv  chief for
  Stavers.  During  the  past  six  months,  Al  T@mplin had
  personally  attended  the  funeral  rites  of  nine Mormon
  guards.  He  always  left  a  blank  envelope  with  the elders
  in  Salt  Lake  City.  Every  death  was  worth  a  cool hun-
  dred thousand.
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     Morgan  and  Garber  had  raised  one  particular an-
  tenna  on  the  roof  of  the  Vulcan  hangar  at  least  a bun-
  dred  times.  The  antenna  was  a  decoy.  it  justified their
  attention,  and  the  crews  who  replaced  them  on round-
  the-clock  shifts,  Vulcan  Flight  was  famous  for  its con-
  stant  modernization  program  of electronics.
     Each  man  wore  an  engraved  necklace  with Vulcan
  Pilot  wings.  Each  set  of  wings  contained  an exquisitely
  microprocessed  microphone  and  transmitter;  its wearer
  needed  only  to  talk  in  a  loud  whisper  for  the supersen-
  sitive  mike  to  pick  up  his  words.  He  could receive
  return  signals  from  a  microreceiver  embedded tightly
  against  an  earbone.  Nothing  was  visible  in  the  way of
  powerful  communications equipment.
     Lew  Morgan  beard  the  alert  signal  in  his earpiece.
   Vulcan  Six,  this  is  Landscape.  You copy?"
     Morgan  looked  to  Garber;  he'd  heard  and acknowl-
  edged  with  a  curt  nod.  "Go  ahead,  Landscape," Mor-
  gan  said  to  empty  air.  Landscape  was  their  man  in the
  LaGuardia  Towc@.  There  was  always  at  least  one  man in
  that  tower  working  for  Vulcan.  And  nothing  moved in
  the  airport  without  observation  from  the tower.
    " Ah,  you've  got  a  seven-tbirty-seven  on  a ten-mile
  final.  We  have  a  signal  on  this  bird,  Departure origi-
  nally  from  Sardinia.  It's  got  long-range  tanks  and it
  staged  through  Africa  to  Brazil  and  then north."
     "identify,"  Morgan  said curtly.
     "Red  and  white.  Blue  swan  on  the  tail.  Turkish regis-
  tration.  It's  three-dollar-bill  time.  oh.  they  cleared Cus-
  toms  in  Miami.  Only  eight  souls aboard."
     "Vulcan  Seven  here,"  Garber  broke  in.  He  had more
  than  a  hunch  on  this  iron  bird.  A  Boeing  737 doesn't
  make  a  flight  from  Sardinia,  which  he  knew  could not
  be  its  original  departure  point.  People  who  make those
  kind  of  long-distance  flights  use  long-distance airplanes
  and  the  737  was not.
     Yo,  Seven,"  Landscape replied.
     "Tell  me  about  their  antenna,"  Garber  said quickly.
    11  Yeah,  it's  weird.  They  got  sorne  crazy  stuff  on that
  machine.  Identical  LORAN  systems  on  each wingtip,
  the  vertical  fin  ;4nd  dnnu  4-  1-i1v "
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       "That  isn't  LORA.N[  "  Gerber  said  quietly. "Land-
       scape,  stand  by,  And  icep  everybody  else  clear  of that
      aircraft,"
       "Roger, Seven."
       Garber  switched  frequencies  to  the  scrambled in-
       house  transceivers,  "Security,  you  copy  Six  and Seven
       with Landscape?"
       "Affirmative,  Seven.  We've  got  a  scope  on  him now@
       Those  LORANs  are  receivers  for  an  external Sigr[01"
       "They're  loaded  "  Garber said.               of high-
       "just  what  we  kgure.  Maybe  a  tort  or two
       energy  stuff  scattered  through  the bird."  me straight
       "When  they  roll  off  the  runway  they'll co
       here,"  Garber warned.
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       "We  agree.  Are  you ready?"
       "Seven  is  ready."  Garber I ooked  to  Morgan  who was
       tracking  the  descending  Boeing  with  a  long helical
      antenna.
       "When  you  see  the  tires  hit,  do  it,"  security said.
       "That's  affirm,"  Garber  replied quickly.
       He  switched  back  to  the  private.  line  with  the tower.
       "Landscape,  how  far  out  is  our company ?"
       "Ah,  Seven,  three  miles.  Nobody  within  five  miles in
       the  air  and  we  just  turned  off  an  Airbus.  He's clear.
       "Don't  wait  for  tire  smoke, Landscape."
       "Jesus  Christ,  vo-a5re  going  to  do  it nowP-
      11  Seven  out,"  Garber  said,  ignoring  any  Further calls
       from Landscai)e@
       "I've  got  hirn  clean,"  Morgan  said,  holding powerful
       binoculars  tight  on  the jetliner.
       "Keep  I  im  there,"  Garber  said  brusquelv,  "Give ime-
              @@  then drop@"
       the  call an
       Al  Templin  spoke  with  deceptive  calm  into  his micro-
       phone.  He  sat  before  a  wide  wall  display  of eighteen
       video  monitors  and  a  single  larger,  central  video screen
       showing  great  detail  that  he  could  call  up  from  any of
       the  security  cameras  scattered  through  the area.
       "It  looks  like  a  double  hit,"  he  said  into  the mike.
       "We  can  expect  at  least  one  or  two  trucks, probably
       tl@liiii,rv  cir  zpxvirp  vehides.  Thev'11  inake  their move
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      I     their  chopper  transmits  the  boom  button.  " TemphD
      might  have  been  transmitting  a  business  message. He
      was  a  cadaverous  man,  flesh  drawn  tightly  over his
      bones,  his  cheeks  hollow  and  his  face  as  close  as  a man
      might  get  to  a  skull  and  still  be  alive.  Years  of jungle
      warfare  and  strange  diseases  that  wracked  his body
      brought  him  to  this  physical  state,  but  it  denied him
      nothing  with  his  sixth  sense  of  danger  and extraordinary
      skills  in  running  a  security operation.
       At  least  thirty  men  and  women  listened  to  his words.
      Templin  spoke  with  the  quiet,  unquestioned authority
      of  Doug  Stavers.  To  the  security  chief,  be  was,  if not
      the  actual  person  of  Doug  Stavers,  his  alter  ego in
      every  sense,  including  life-or-deatb.  Templin's disease-
      wracked  body,  his  ghoulish  appearance,  had  closed doors
      to  im  almost  everywhere  in  industry  and  absolutely in
      government.  Doug  Stavers,  who  more  than  once had
      encountered  Templin  in  various  international capers,
      and  fully  cognizant  of  his  talents,  snatched Templin
      from  his  quiet  near-despair  of  being  left  on  the  rocks of
      persona  non grata.
      "You'll  work  for  me.  Security  chief  Absolute author-
      ity  second  to  me,"  Stavers  told  him  in  their  first official
      interview.  "But  you've  got  to  do  inore  than  work for
      me.  You  become  my  shadow.  You  become,  you  are me,
      when  I'm  not  around.  In  matters  of  security  the only
      person  other  than  myself  to  whorn  you'll  answer  is Skip
      Marden.  No  one  else.  Absolutely  no  one  else. You
     interested?"
      "Yes,"  Templin  said.  No  need  to  waste words.
      "It's  more  than  that,"  Stavers  said,  weighing  the man
      and  the  critical  points  about  his  past  performance and
      future  potential.  "If  I  tell  you  to  kill  someone,  you kill
      him.  Can  you  anticipate  that situation ?"
      "Yes. -
      "And  if  you  need  to  kill  more  than one?-
      Templin  gave  himself  the  latitude  of'  a  cold smile.
      There  are  no  restrictions.  I'm  also  aware  that  being in
      the  position  you'll  place  me,  and  with  access  to inf'orma-
      tion  about  you  I  would  never  otherwise  have. I       f-
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  terminated  instantly  if  I  fail  you,  And  by  &ilure  I don't
  mean  performance;  I  mean. trust."
    Stavers  chuckled.  "Why  did  you  use  terminated rather
  than killed?"
    "I  prefer  the  luxurious  term  in  reference  to  my immi-
  nent demise."
    Stavers  leaned  forward.  "You're  it,  then.  From this
  mornent  on  you  sever  every  connection  with  every per-
  son  you  have  ever  known  in  your  life.  No exceptions."
    Templin  barely  nodded. "f)one."
    "How  much  do  you  want?"  Stavers asked,
    "Unimportant,"  Terliplin  said instantly.
    And  the  money  didn't  matter.  Purpose  in  life mat-
  tered.  Doug  Stavers  had  offered  him  that  purpose, and
  Al  Ternplin  returned  that  offer  with  absolute  loyalty and



 performance.
    As  he  was  doing  at  this  moment  within  the electronic
  control  center  of  Vulcan  Flight  at  LaGuardia's Marine
 Terminal.
    "Launch  the  robot  chopper,"  he  commanded quietly,
  in  his  familiar  choked  hoarse  voice,  "Get  behind their
  helicopter,  lock  on,  and  be  ready  for  immediate colli-
  sion  ou  my call."
    A  mate  voice  responded  through  Ternplin's earpiece
  and  through  a  wall  spep&en  @Toger  on  the  robot. Launch-
  ing  now.  We  will  have  video-,  radar  'lock  arid infrared
  lock,  We'll  hold  position  two  hundred  yards directly
  astern  their chopper.@'
    "You're  oil  track-and-lock?"  Ternplin queried.
    "Yes,  sir.  They're  using  a  JetRanger,  Port Auffiority
  numbers  and  call signs.`
    Templin  pressed  a  button  to  his  right.  "Swat Two@
  you  ready  to roll?"
    Another  earpiece  arid  speaker  callback  came immedi-
  ately.  "Swat  Two  affirm.  Two  fire  trucks  with us,"
    Teiriplin  almost  laughed  aloud.  Give  those  crazy se-
  curitv  teairis  the  first  edge  of  freedom  and irnmediatetv
  they'-wax  creative.  But  it  was  a  darnned  good  idea. Fred
  Kasner  ran  the  mobile  securitv  force  and  he  knew this
  damned  citv  inside  out  an(l  how  its  people  acted and
 --_4 ...  I  __@  ;@  i",  1--l  P-,  f-,L-c  -c,@Av  hi  roll  he @ilqo
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       knew  they'd  be  the  most  effective  force  on  the scene.
         "All  right,  Swat  Two,"  Templin  answered, almost
      aconi                                     mes  running and
            ic  in  his  speech.  "I  want  all eng*
       the  feet  ready  to  take  the  pedal to    the metal."
        "You're  on  Number One."
        Skip  Marden's  face  snapped  into  view  on  the top
       security  videoline,  "You  set Al?"
         We're  covered.  Air  and  @round.  "  Templin hesitated
       a  bare  moment.  "I  don't  like  this,  Skip.  More than
       meets  the  eye.  Put  up  all  the  blast sbields.
        "They're  up.  Hangar,  office;  the works."
        "Confirm  Herbie. "
       Who  would  ever  guess  Herbie  was  their  code name
       for  Doug  Stavers?  But  it  worked.  People  react  to se-
       mantics  input.  Herbie  was  the  perfect  name  for the
       typical  nerd.  There  was  an  automatic  cerebral  cutoff to
       connect  Herbie  with  anything  even  remotely resembling
       Doug Stavers.
       "Shower.  Med room."
      11  Shields up?"
       "Confirm. "
       "What  about  the  lady doe?"
       "In  the  med  room  waiting  for birn.
       "Sea  thern  off,"  Templin  ordered.  "All  halon systems
    ready  for  high-pressure spray."
       Marden  seemed  a  touch  annoyed,  "It's  all  been done."
       Al  TempbD  ignored  everything  except  the  business at
    hand.  He  glanced  at  the  main  video  screen,  tapped in
    another  camera  position  and  the  Boeing  737 appeared
    in  brilliant  color,  enlarcling  swiftly  as  it  cleared  the dike
    preceding  the  touchdown  area  of  the  runway  for  a land-
    ing  to  the west,
       "Party  time,  Skip.  Maybe  ten seconds,"
       "Yeah. -
       They,  could  onlv  wait  these  few  moments  until rubber
    whipped  against  the  runway  at  130  miles  an  hour. When
    the  tires  bit  ground  at  that speed   '  thev'd  burn  off an
    outer  layer  of  their  surface.  That  kind  of  friction always
    threw  off  a  telltale  flash  of  white smoke.
       N/fardeD's  voice  was  a  sudderi  interruption.  "Got any
    ideas  about  wbo's  coming  to  dinner- AIP"
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    Templin  didn't  bother  trying  to  answer.  In  the first
  place,  he'd  never  have  used  this  kind  of  line  for that
  kind  of  information,  and  in  the  second  place, there
  wasn't  any  time  to  answer.  Templin  glanced  at the
  screen  showing  Lew  Morgan  and  John  Garber  on the
  Vulcan  roof.  Morgan  had  been  waiting  with  his trans-
  mitter  on  the  same  frequency  that  their  "visitors" had
  set  up  to  detonate  the  Boeing's  on-board  charges, By
  his  side,  Garber  still  had  his  binoculars  glued  to the
  jetliner  about  to  touch down.
    it  didn't  take  a  genius,  being  aware  of  how many
  people  were  trying  desperately  to  capture  or  to kill
  Doug  Stavers,  to  know  that  this  airplane,  allegedly from

mailto:@round.


  Turkey  or  Sardinia  or  wherever,  was  on  a  suicide mis-
  sion.  And  that  it  had  areas  within  its  wings  and fuselage
  crammed  with  extremely  powerful  high  explosives. And
  possibly,  deadly  nerve  gas  as  well,  their  canisters  to be
  blown  open  in  the  scheduled  explosion  to  permeate the
  target  area.  Which,  unquestionably,  was  Vulcan Flight,
  They  would  never  have  bothered  to  go  after Vulcan
  unless  they  knew  it  would  most  likely  be  occupied at
  this  time  by  Doug  Stavers.  If  Stavers  were  absent the
  plane  woula  have  landed,  carried  on  "normal business
  activity"  and  then departed.
    Not  now.  With  confirmation  (somehow)  that Stavers
  ,was  in  Vulcan,  the  planned  events  were  painfully obvi-
  ous.  The  737  would  land  norrnally@  The  pilots would
  call  for  the  fast  exit  rain-,  from  the  runway  so  they could
  take.  it  at  high  speed,  Once  they'd  made  that  turn  it was
  a  straight  shot  to  the  Vulcan 'hang,  ar,  and  with  the way
  clear  the  pilots  would  rain  the  throttles  forward  to fuU
  takeoff  power  and  go  straight  for Vulcan.
    The  rest  of  the  plan  was  utter  simphcity@  The heavy
  Boeing  would  rip  through  the  hangar  deors.  As the
  nose  of  the  plane  entered  with  the  body  guaranteed to
  follow  out  of  sheer  inertia,  someone  in  that aircraft
  would  set  off  the  detonator  signal.  Several  tons  of high
  explosive  would  go  off  with  terrible  force.  The fuel
  aboard  the  737  would  also  erupt  and  the explosion
  would  produce  a  fireball  great  enough  to  engulf the
  dkinf(,L7ratina  structure  of  Vulcan  and  everyone within.
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       If  anyone  did  survive  the  explosion  there  would  still be
       that  nerve  gas,  most  likely  Tabun  or  Sarin,  the old
       German  agents  from  the  second  world  war.  Nasty stuff,
       one  good  Jungful  and  you  were  paralyzed  and dying
       within  seconds.  No  re'prieve  once  it  hit  the alveoli
       structure  of  the lungs.
        Templin  brought  in  his  high-powered  zoom  lens. The
       tires  were  about  to  touch.  He  glanced  at  the screen
       showing  the  JetRanger  from  the  video  view  of their
       -  _____te  helicopter  killer.  Then  the  thought  struck hirn.
       The  gas!  We  haven't-  He  didn't  bother  completing the
       thought.  His  right  hand  shot  out  and  banged  down  on a
       large  round  pad.  As  fast  as  his  hand  closed  the electrical
       circuit,  blast  doors  and  panels  slammed  shut through-
       out  the  hangar,  scaling  off  all  air  intakes  and switching
       t  e  entire  structure  to  internal  systems, He-
       "smoke!"  Garber's  voice  burst  from  the speakers.
       All  hell  broke  loose  at  LaGuardia Airport.
       With  the  cry  of  "Smoke!"  Lew  Morgan  pressed his
       detonator  switch.  The  radio  signal  received  within the
       Boeing  set  off  the  explosive  charges.  At  130  miles an
       hour  the  737  changed  instantly  into  a  huv_e mushroom-
       ing  ball  of  dazzling  flame.  The  explosion  blew  out through
       the  wings  and  the  fuselage  and  as  the still-rupturing
       machine  burled  itself  along  the  runway,  the shattered
       fuel  tanks  exposed  their  jet  fuel  to  the  blast  and ignited.
       A  great  horizontal  mushroom  of  writhing  flame, twisted
       and  roiling  with  shock  waves  and  smoke,  erupted along
       the  run%vay.  The  horrific  scene  bore  a  shocking resem-
       blance  to  a  mass  drop  of  napalm  tanks,  all  of which
       exploded  violently,  with  unerring  precision  and timing.
       Everyone  aboard  the  Boeing  died instantly.
       The  runway  remained  free  ofinnocent  targets, Land-
       scape  in  the  tower  had  made  certain  of  that  as he
       moved  airplanes  on  the  ground  and  ordered  long sepa-
       rations  from  the  jetliners  driving  down  the  long incline
       through  the  sky  to  the  runwav.  But  there's  little escape
       from  so  devastating  a  blast.  ihe  shock  wave  tore out-
       ward  from  the  savage  explosion.  The  curving  front of
       the  steel-hard  shock  wave  ripped  into  the  control tower
       and  exploded  the  thick  glass  of  the  tower  control d.,I,
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  with  the  ease  of  puncturing  cellophane,  Great  chunks of
  jagged  glass  whirled  crazily  and  also  punched back-ward
  with  the  force  of  the  shock  wave.  Ironically, unexpect-
  edly,  Landscape  was  the  first  to  die  as  a  great jagged
  chunk  of  glass  sliced  sideways  into  his  chest, immedi-
  ately  below  his  neck,  and  separated  the  upper  part of
  his  chest,  neck,  shoulders  and  head  from  the torso
  below.  The  halved  lower  body  stood  rockstill  for a
  moment,  blood  spurting  upward  in  its  own  garish foun-
  tains,  and  then  the  legs  collapsed,  The  upper remains
  of  Landscape,  along  with  the  dismembered  parts and
  spray  of  blood  and  flesh  from  other  tower operators,
  scattered  for  another  hundred  yards  beyond  the tower.
    A  Fokker  F-28  jetliner  had  been  taxiing  in  the direc-



  tion  opposite  to  the  landing  path  of  the  mystery 737.
  The  Fokker  was  just  distant  enough  and  heavy enough
  to  recoil  with  the  force  of  the  shock  wave;  the airplane
  rocked  mildly  on  the  landing  gear  farthest  from the
  source  of  the  blast.  The  shock  wave  forced  the tail
  around  and  collapsed  one  main  gear;  the  nose swung
  upward  and  the  jetliner  bounced  like  a  toy  with the
  bowling  wind.  The  broken  gear  came  up  through the
  wing  to  sever  hydraulic  and  fuel  lines.  What  could have
  been  only  an  incident  transformed  into  a shattering
  explosion  as  flames  from  the  runway,  carried  by wreck-
  age  twisting  through  the  air,  touched  spraying fluids
  from  the  Fokker.  Fire  raced  along  the  ground, danced
  upward  along  the  pouring  fuel  and  the  right  wing  of the
  airliner  disappeared  in  a  massive  crunching explosion.
  The  machine  fell  heavily  to  its  side,  nose  stabbing up-
  ward  at  a  crazy  angle,  and  continuing  blasts  shook the
  airliner  like  a  plastic  toy  in  a windstorm.
    Along  the  main  runway,  what  remained  of  the Boeing
  tumbled  and  bounced  @ildly.  What  resembled black-
  ened  human  forms  bounced  horribly  on  the runway
  surface  just  before  the  jagged  wreckage  sliced and
  chopped  charred  flesh  and  bone.  For  fully  two-thirds of
  the  runway  it  appeared  that  war  had  come  to visit
 LaGuardia.
    The  Vulcan  Flight  hangar  remained untouched,
  f--Winu  from  tli,,  @kook  wliv(,,,  but  without dama@ye.
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      Sensors  along  the  exterior  of  the  building  caught the
      faintest  wisps  of  nerve  gas.  None  entered  the structure;
      every  opening  and  gap  had  been  sealed  when Al
      Templin's  hand  banged  down  on  the  emergency but-
      ton.  But  the  nerve  gas  had  been  released. Invisible,
      odorless,  tasteless,  mixing  with  sl-noke  from  the shat-
      tered  remains  of  the  Boeing,  it  drifted  back  down the
      runway  and  across  the  runway  from  the  quartering wind.
        Aboard  a  number  of  jetliners,  along  the  flight lines
      and  the  passenger  loading  ramps,  sucked  into  the ter-
      minaJ  itself  by  great  air-conditioning  systems,  the rem-
      nants  of  the  nerve  gas  struck  with  devastating effect.
      Within  seconds  of  inhaling  the  gas,  pilots,  crews, pas-
      sengers,  baggage  handlers,  mechanics  and  service crews
      were  choking  violently,  clutching  throats,  staring with
      bulging  eyes  as  flames  seemed  to  explode  within their
      throats  and  chests.  Nerves  jerked  like  piano  wire struck
      sledgehammer  blows.  Hundreds  of  hapless  human beings
      snapped  and  twitclied  violently,  their  nerve systems
         :red  by  the  gas.  They  would  have  screamed except
     savag
      for  the  paralyzing  effect  of  the  gas  on  their  vocal cords;
      instead,  they  choked  and  gagged,  uttering  hoarse ani-
      mal  gurgles,  throwing  themselves  about  in  a  freDZY Of
      death .
      That  was  center  stage  at LaGuardia.
      There  were  other  acts  to  play through.
      The  Bell  JetRanger,  painted  with  exacting thorough-
      ness  in  the  colors  and  with  the  identifying  numbers of
      th  Port  Authority  of  New  York,  had  positioned  itself to
      dive  swiftly  for  the  rooftop  of  Vulcan  Flight  if  the Boeing
      731'  immolation  failed,  Obviously,  something  had gone
      terribly  wrong,  a  fact  all  the  more  dramatized  by the
      blazing  charnel  scene  along  the  runway.  In  the helicop-
      ter,  Mummar  Garang  pounded  his  pilot  on  the shoul-
      der.  "Get  down  now!"  he  screanned.  "Now,  NOW! Land
      on  the  roof-"  He  interrupted  himself  to  ban]  a heavv
      leather  case  from  the  seat  behind  hini.  Forty  pounds 4
      plastique  would  shatter  the  rooftop  and  drive,  a shaped
      charge  of  another  ten  pounds  deep  within  the building,
      Only  ten  pounds  of  the  RD9  Plasticlue  was  enoncrh f-
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  shatter  every  wall  and  office  in  the  upper  floor  of the
  Vulcan  hangar.  Muminar  Garang  hauled  back  on the
  sliding  panel  beneath  his  feet.  He  spread  his  legs wide
  as  wind  howled  up  at  him  with  the  roar  of  the helicop-
  ter  engine.  The  Vulcan  hangar  titted  at  a  crazy  angle as
  the  pilot  began  a  dizzying  curving  drop  into  the  wind to
  land  on  the rooftop.
     That  was  the  last  thing  N/lummar  Garang  ever  saw in
  this  life.  At  Templin  had  "released"  the  robot helicop-
  ter,  locked  onto  the  JetRangger  with  three  separate track-
  ing  systems,  and  activated  the  "Rain"  signal  to the
  robot's  computer.  A  solid  rocket  motor  hurled  the un-
  manned  helicopter  forward  and  in  its  own downward
  curve.  Seven  seconds  after  "release"  the  robot ripped



  into  the  JetRanger  and  detonated  its  own explosive
  charge.  Again  the  sequence  of  events  flame-rippled with
  terrifying  speed.  The  robot  exploded,  the JetRanger
  blew  apart  and  its  own  fuel  lines  and  tanks  tore  away in
  a  trusbrooming  ball  of flame.
     The  blazing  wreck-age,  flames  and  bodies  tumbled to
  earth,  a  shocking  sputurn  of  destroyed  machinery and
  dismembered  hurnans.  This  time  no  victirns  on the
  ground  would  be  counted,  the  blazing  mass spewed
  into  a  parking  lot  and  ignited  a  dozen  vehicles.  It was
  an  impressive  and  frightening  sight,  but  those who
  would  die  from  this  crash  were  already dead.
     The  last  act  was  already  under  way.  as  if  a murderous
  three-ring  circus  was  in  full  flaming  flower  on  and adja-
  cent  to LaGuardia.
     Whoever-what  organization,  what  group, what
  persons-had  orchestrated  what  had  become shocking
  horror  at  LaGuardia  had  also  backed  up everything
  they  arranged  with  alternate  plans  for  getting within
  Vulear,  Flight.  They  cared  nothing  for  the  structure or
  its  aircraft  or  even  any  of  its  personnel,  They  Dot only
  did  not  care  if  Doig  Stavers  died  in  the  inultiple strike
  against  Vulcan;  twite  the  opposite.  They  all  had the
  same  orders  from  'the  highest headquarters."
     "Do  whatever  is  liecessary  to  reach  Stavers.  If  he is
  alive  and  resists,  overpower  him.  Kill  anyone, every-
  --  -1-, ----               --,cl  r)o  not  1-ill  CfAvers, @it



46
  Martin Caidin
  once.  if  he  is  already  dead,  be  ready  to  cut  open his
  body.  Start  with  his  neck  and  down  his  chest,  tear away
  his  rib  cage,  push  your  hands  into  his  stomach, throw
  his  intestines  from  his  body.  You  must  reach  the dia-
  mond.  You  must  gain  the  holy  stone.  You  must  bring it
  back  here,  to  us.  You  are  commanded,  you  are blessed
   y  the  All  High.  Heaven  awaits  your  success  and  if uou
  return  here  with  what  we  seek,  you  will  find  Heaven in
  this  li  as  well  as  the next.
       @fe
     "If  he  lives  and  we  cannot  find  the  stone  you  wish us
  to  return  to  you,  what  are  your orders?"
     They  all  turned  to  Richard  Boesch, bull-necked,
  shaven-skulled,  powerful,  scarred  and  weathered.  A spe-
  cial  agent  of  the  secret  Brigade  of  the  Fourth  Reich, a
  deeply  concealed  movement  to  regain  military prowess
  to  a  Germany  slowly  coining  together  again, squeezing
  the  Berlin  Wall  to  a  transparency  that  would finally
  vanish  altogether  and  begin  the  torturous  road back.
  The  Movement,  the  only  name  Boesch  knew,  paid his
  Secret  Brigade  astonishing  sums  for  special services,
  Boesch  would  lead  the  ground  assault  to  penetrate the
  remains  of  Vulcan  Flight  after  it  had  been  crushed and
  torn  open  by  the  Boeing  737.  If  that  failed,  then the
  jetRanger  would  plunge  like  a  great  golden  eagle  to its
  target,  And  if  that  failed,  then  Boesch  would  lead his
  strike  teani  with  arinor-peDetrating  weapons directly
  into  Vulcan  Flight  and  go  after  the  elusive  and danger-
  ous  Doug Stavers.
     "if  this  Arner'can  lackey  -is  still  alive,"  Boesch  told his
  Merl,  then  I  will  attend  to  him.  if  i  arn  killed,  any or
  all  of  you  who  still  live  must  reach  him physically,
         ower  him  but  do  not  kill hur.    "I          -e
 Overp                                      Boesch  1,  id  up a
  sinall  via]  with  its  top  tightly  screwed  dovvn.  "In  here is
  a  powder.  It  is  from  the  legs  of  a  centipede.  The Great
  Tropical  Scolopendra  from  the  deep  jungles  of  the Ama-
  zon.  The  powder  causes  a  pain  so  excruciating that
  having  a  live  wire  shoved  Lip  your  ass  with  over a
  hundred  volts  is  like  a  woman*s  gentle  caress.  You need
  only  spread  it  on  Stavers'  body,  anytc,"iere.  and  he will
  feel  as  ir  he  were  burning  alive,  on  fire  ftoan  head to
 I
  root.  He  will  beg.  to  die,  to  be  relea,,cd  6,-in  f1lic n-in
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     There  is  no  defense  against  it.  I  do  not  care  if  he lives
           I  care  only  for  what  we  are  charg  d.  To find
     or dies.                                 ge
     this  strange  diamond  he  is  reported  to  carry  on his
     person  or  within  his  body  and  return  it  here. Nothing
     else,  from  this  moment  on, inatters.
     Boesch  and  his  group  planned  well.  Once  in New
     York,  they  gathered  in  Astoria  in  the  borough  of Queens.
     They  rolled  two  heavy  fire  trucks  into  a  warehouse onlv
     three  blocks  from  the  Marine  Terminal  of LaGuardia
     Airport.  They  timed  everything  down  to  the  last sec-



     ond.  When  the  Boeing  73@,  broadcasting  its  secret sig-
     nal  on  a  discrete  frequency,  was  within  thirty seconds
     of  touchdown,  the  fire  trucks  with  Boesch  and  his teams
     would  rush  from  the  warehouse,  lights  flashing and
     sirens  screaming.  Even  as  they  rolled  they  knew the
     explosions  and  flames  would  dominate  everything at
     LaGuardia  Terminal.  No  one  would  question  the sight
     of  fire  trucks  shrieking  their  way  toward  the obvious
     disaster  at  the airport.
     The  fire  truck  hoses  concealed  rocket  launchers within.
     The  smoke  masks  carried  by  every  man,  and their
     impermeable  rubber  suits,  would  protect  them against
     the  nerve  gas  of  the Boeirq4'  as  well  as  the  vomiting gas
     they  planned  to  pour  into  the  Vulcan  hangar wreckage.
     If  all  the  plans  failed,  then  they  must  smash  their way
     through.  They  carried  explosive  charges,  gas, incendi-
     ary  bombs,  rockets  and  automatic weapons.
      Nothing  could  stop them.
      Flame  and  sinoke  shot  skyward  from  the airport.
     Boesch  knew  the  layout  by  heart  and  knew something
     was  very  wrong.  There  should  have  been  no  eruption of
     smoke  and  flame  from  the  runway.  And  over there;
     smoke  boiling  upward  from  the  parking  lot.  The heli-
     copter!  He  cursed  angrily.  The  explosives  could have
     gone  off  prematurely.  Or  somehow  Stavers'  men had
     penetrated Boesch  I s  plans  and  were  successful  in blunt-
     ing  the  attack.  No  matter!  Boesch  was  grimly satisfied
     with  his  own  abilities.  All  else  had  failed,  but  he would
     succeed.  He  would  become  a  areat  force  within the
     Fourth  Brigade  secreted  within  the  Bavarian Alps.
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    Steve  Cordas  drove  the  first  fire  truck  with  the large
  green  lettering  on  its  sides  that  read  LAGUARDIA FIRE
  STATION  ONE.  Boesch  had  no  idea  that  what  made sense
  to  him  might  also  fit  neatly  into  the  mobile defensive
  perimeter  of  Vulcan  Flight  so  carefully  established by
  the  cadaverous  Al  Templin.  And  compared  to Templin,
  with  experience  in  all  his  many  wars,  Boesch  was a
  thick-lipped  lout  with  a  thick  brain  to match.
    The  truck  Cordas  drove  contained  two  massive en-
  gines  in  its  body,  one  under  the  front  hood  and the
  other  in  the  belly  of  the  machine  to  drive  the rear
  wheels.  The  entire  vehicle  was  fashioned  of  thick ar-
  mor,  and  the  forefront  of  the  vehicle  was  a carefully
  manufactured  ramming  system,  This  particular  fire truck,
  its  driver  and  assistant  sealed  within  a  massive armor-
  shielded  cab,  could  drive  through  any  ordinary building
  with  all  the  punch  of  a  great  armored tank.
    Cordas  rolled  with  high  speed  from  the  Vulcan ser-
  vice  building  behind  the  hangar.  Every  move  he made
  was  choreographed  by  Templin  in  master  control within
  the  hangar.  Templin  enjoyed  the  vantage  of  glancing at
  the  video  screens  that  fed  images  from  all  streets and
  roads  leading  to  the  Marine Terminal.
    "They're  two  blocks  away  coming  down  the main
  boulevard  right  in  front  of  you,"  he  radioed  to Steve
  Cordas.  "Doing,  ah,  just  about  forty-five.  I've  got both
  of  you  on  a  single  screen,  so  you  can  floor  it,  ah, now,"
    "Balls  to  the  wall,"  Cordas  grunted  into  the micro-
  phone  about  his  neck.  He  slammed  the  pedal  down, a
  huge  turbocharger  howled  into  derrion  sound  and the
  massive  "fire  truck"  burned  rubber  down  the  street as
  it  accelerated  to  the  right-angled  rendezvous  with the
  unsuspecting  Boesch  and  his crew,
    "You  take  the  lead  vehicle,"  Templin  added. "When
  you  plow  them  under,  if  your  truck  is  still  able  to roll,
  get  the  hell  out  of  there,  Take  Ambrose Boulevard
  South  to  the  number  three  warehouse  and disappear.     "
    Cordas  chuckled  at  the  suggestion  that  his massive
  arraored  vehicle  might  not  be  "able  to  roll.  "  But  he had
  a  fast  question.  "What  about  their  fi()Pwwfin'@- he
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      in  reference  to  the  second  fire  truck  bearing  down On
      Vulcan Flight.
      "Andy  Wynn  and  his  boys  have  that  one," Templin
     chided.
      "Got  it,"  Cordas  said.  siren  howling,  traffic horn
      blasting,  the  turbocharged  engines  thundering,  he bar-
      reled  down  the  street  and  caught  sight  of  the  fire truck
      with  Boesch  and  his  group  inside@  They hammered
      down  the  two  traffic  lanes  of  a  wide street.
      Beautiful!  Cordas  shouted  to  himself.  They're locked
      in  with  the  traffic  dividers  in  road  center  and the
      parked  cars  to  their  right.  They've  got  to  continue just
      the  way  they are-
      He  hit  the  control  button  to  shut  off  all  air  intakes to
      their  driving  cab,  snugged  tighter  the  lap  and shoulder
      harnesses,  flexed  his  toes  within  his  metal-tipped boots



      in  their  braces  against  the  foot  controls.  As  a  final safety
      measure,  Cordas'  assistant  pulled  an  asbestos  hood and
      a  mouth  oxygen  clamp  over  his  head,  then  did  the same
      for  himself.  Outside  of  direct  blows  against  their bod-
      ies,  the  two  men  could  withstand  virtually  any impact
      or  violence  they  were  about  to initiate.
      It  all  came  together  with  blinding  speed. Cordas
      watched  the  other  fire  truck  race  into  the  edge  of the
      intersection;  he  was  perhaps  two  seconds  behind  for a
      perfect  collision  of  the  front  of  each  vehicle.  Yet his
      own  timing  was  perfect.  The  driver's  cab  of Boesch's
      vehicle  blurred  past  him  and  then  the  entire world
      filled  with  the  enlarging  bulk  of  the  fire  truck  as his
      own  vehicle  tore  with  locomotive  force  into  the rnidsec-
      tion  of  his  target-its  weakest  point.  The  effect was
      much  the  sarne  as  a  bull  charging  and  smasbing  into a
      thin  wooden  fence.  The  sheer  plunging mass       of Cordas'
      heavy  vehicle  was  that  of  a  monster piston-unstoppable,
      fury-driven.  It  tore  through  running  board, sideboards,
      hoses  and  equipment,  punctured,  cut  and shattered
      fuel  lines,  electrical  circuits,  and  hydraulic  lines, and
      slashed  the  heavy  steel  fraine  of  the  truck  as  if  it were
      so  much  cardboard.  It  continued  through  the  middle of
      the  truck  to  its  other  side,  literally  tearim4 Boesch's
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  into  the  air.  The  hapless  human  forms  were  sent vio-
  lently  tumbling,  spinning  and  hurling  to  inevitable im-
  pact,  severe  injury  and  inescapable death.
     Cordas  elt  is  o  y  jerk  with  impact,  then  aug e
  aloud  with  the  magnificent  feel  of  the  monster piston
  hurled  forward-the  unstoppable  force  mashing, crush-
  ing,  destroying  whatever  stood  before  it.  His armored
  vehicle  ripped  through  the  Boesch  truck  and  as the
  wreckage  scraped  and  tumbled  and  showered sparks
  and  debris  all  about  the  boulevard,  Cordas  kept driving
  straight  ahead  through  the  intersection.  Moments later
  he  was  just  one  more  fire  truck  speeding  through the
  airport  section  of  Queens,  where  the  bowl  of  sirens and
  klaxon  horns  could  already  be  heard  in  a  rising crescendo.
     Al  Templin  allowed  himself  the  luxury  of  a brief
  smile  as  he  witnessed  on  his  large  video  screen the
  flaming  carnage  of  Cordas'  plunge  through  the Boesch
  fire  truck.  He  flicked  his  gaze  to  the  second truck
  driven  by  Andy  Wynn  and  his  crew.  On  the  screen, the
  crushed  burning  wreckage  and  bodies  from Boesch's
  vehicle  filled  the  roadway  directly  before  the backup
  truck  to  Boesch's attack.
     "Andy,  you're  coming  up  for  your  move," Templin
  spoke  into  his mike.
     "Yeah.  Man,  he's  going  crazy  trying  to  slow down,"
  Wynn  answered  in  a  cowpoke  draw].  Driving  a  truck or
  riding  a  quarter  horse  was  all  the  same  to  him.  "I mean,
  he's  skidding  something  awful  out there."
     "Expect  him  to  try  to  punch  through  that concrete
  median,"  Temple  warned.  "He  can't  go  straight ahead.
  Too  much  wreckage  and  fire.  If  I  guess  right,  he'll lock
  all  his  tires,  plow  through  the  median  and  he should
  end  up  hitting  that  abutment  and  light  pole  at the
 corner.
     "Sounds  right  to  me,  and-  Whoops!  There  he goes,
  right  through  the  concrete.  Thought  it  would  flip him
  for  a "
     "Zip  it,  Andy.  Make  your  move.  He'll  be  locked in
  for  you.  We  do*ln't  want  anyone  getting  out  ofthat thing
 alirr,_"
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    "Gotchal  boss,"  Wynn  cracked  and  then  devoted his
    full  attention  to  his  prey.  Chunks  of  concrete bounced
    and  skidded  along  the  roadway  from  where  the fire
    truck,  exactly  as  Templin  had  predicted,  had punched
    through  the  traffic  median.  Cars  and  trucks  on the
    roadway  scattered  like  quail,  skidding  and  veering wildly
    to  avoid  collisions.  Wynn  ignored  them  all  as  the truck
    slammed  into  the  concrete  abutment  at  the intersection
    and  hurled  the  light  pole  away  with  an  audible Crackl
    of  metal  breaking  away  from  its  supports.  The truck
    rocked  and  shook  wildly  for  a  moment,  then stopped.
    Wynn  saw  figures  moving  in  the  cab  and  starting to
    leap  from  the  back steps.
     Wynn  pressed  the  intercom  button  on  his steering
    wheel.  "This  is it," he  told  his  crew.  "Hit  them with
    everything."  He  brought  his  truck  to  a  stop broadside



    to  their  target.  The  men  on  the  crashed  truck  looked at
    them,  puzzled  but  not  yet alarmed.
     To  onlookers  everything  went  as  it  should. Powerful
    nozzles  on  Wynn's  trucks  aimed  at  the  other vehicle
    and  a  huge  spray  of  foam  gushed  forth  from  three hoses
    under  great  pressure.  in  moments  the  white  foam inun-
    dated  the  target.  Onlookers  nodded  in appreciation.
    Any  danger  of  fire  from  leaking  fuel  or  oil  lines  or tanks
    was  now  suppressed  by  the  familiar  fire-dousing foam.
      Appreciation  was  short-lived.  The  foam  contained a
    gel  mixture  of  aerated  napalyn  and  jet  fuel.  Normally it
    was  harmless  because  of  its  high  flash  point.  A match
    thrown  into  the  foam  would  have  been extinguished
    immediately.  But  a  fire  sourcepoint  of  extremely high
    temperature  was  enough  to  detonate  the  foam. Wynn
    was  already  accelerating  his  own  vehicle  as  a fourth
    nozzle  spewed  a  tight  beam  of  powdered  aluminum and
    crystal  chlorine  under  great  pressure  into  the quivering
    mass  of  foam  to  their  side.  A  moment  later  an  igniter in
    Wynn's  truck  transformed  the  almost  solid  lance of
    material  into  an  intense  jet  of flame.
       Instantly  the  foam  flowered  into  a  soft  explosion, a
    mushrooming  ball  of  flame  that  rose  upward  like  a huge
    burning  evil  eye.  Beneath  the  surging  balloon-like fire-
                                  ff"-I(T11  Pxfprv  in(-h  of its
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       exterior  and  internal  surfaces,  setting  aflame anything
       that  could  ignite.  Burning  foam  was sucked  into mouths,
      noses   and  lungs  of  the  men  within  and  aboard the
       truck;  most  lacked  the  last  surges  of  energy  to  scream as
       their  ngs  first  exploded  and  then  imploded  from the
       lack o ressure  that  had  ripped  out  of  their bodies,
       By  the  time  anyone  could  even  start  to  believe the
       unbelievable,  Wynn's  truck  was  already  several blocks
       distant  and  racing  toward  another  warehouse  where it
       would  drive  down  a  ramp  to  an  underground garage
       and  be  sealed  from sight.
         e  attack  was  over,  stillborn  by  flame  and fury.
       A]  Templin  took  several  moments  to  lean  back  in his
       chair,  scanning  all  his  video  scenes,  checking every
       camera and  surveillance  device.  Nothing  else  was com-
       ing  in  toward  them.  Outside  the  building, LaGuardia
       Airport  was  a  blazing,  screaming madhouse.
       Templin  sighed,  Doug  Stavers  had  planned  to depart
       LaGuardia  in  their  Skua  jet.  That  was  now  out  of the
       question.  Nothing  would  move  on  a  runway  or taxiway
       for  hours,  perhaps  days.  A  horde  of  investigators would
       swarm  over  the  airport.  Vulcan  Flight  must  be  ready to
       open  its  doors  and  invite  them  in,  must  make available
       anything  they  wished  to  examine.  Everything  must be,
       would  be,  in order.
       But  Doug  Stavers  could  not  remain  here.  And be
       must  leave  without  being  seen.  Templin  had  no doubts
       other  eyes  were  trained  on  Vulcan  Flight.  It  was time
       for  their  twisted  play  on  the  Trojan Horse.
       He  leaned  forward  to  isolate  his  communications cir-
       cuit  to  Skip  Marden.  "It's  time  to  roll,"  he  told Marden.
       Marden's  face  showed  a  flash  of  disbelief "Nothing
       flies  out  of  here now  ,  Al. "
      " Right,"  Templin  confirmed.  "Let's  do  the  burn unit
       thing. "
       Marden  scowled.  "The  man  won't  like  it.  He  goes to
       trouble,  not  away  from it."
       Templin  didn't  smile.  "Mister,  I  do  my  job.  I  do  it in
       his  best  interests.  You  tell  him  he  can  kill  me,  but he
       can't  fire me."
 X4-A_
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  sion  sobered.  "I'm  on  my  way.  You  got  the equipment
 ready?"
    Templin  appreciated  a  swift  mind.  Skip  Marden had
  already  judged  all  the  aspects  and  consequences  of the
  events  that  had  savaged  the  airport  and  its environs.
  Departing  LaGuardia,  any  part  of  the  field,  by helicop-
  ter  was  simply  too  dangerous.  They  could  not  be cer-
  tain  of  who  might  be  keeping  them  under surveillance.
  Even  the  local  and  federal  authorities  could  not help
  but  take  sharp  notice  of  a  helicopter  rising  from the
  field  without  tower  clearance,  and  the  tower  was a
  twisted  and  bloody  shambles  at  this  moment.  They had
  to  disappear,  literally  become  invisible.  Melt  into the
  swirling  mass  of  confusion  and  fear  all  about them.



    Sometimes  the  best  way  to  be  invisible  was  to blaze
  with  flashing  lights,  dazzling  strobes,  a  brilliant paint
  scheme  and  a  screaming siren.
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 Chapter 4
      The  blast  doors  to  the  medical  quarters  opened with
    a  hard  thudding  sound  and  a  burst  of  compressed  air. It
    sounds  like  a  giant  snake.  Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein stared
    in  near-disbelief  at  the  armored  plates  sliding  apart and
    into  recessed  panels  in  the  walls.  I  feel  like  I'm  in some
    crazy  Star  Trek movie....
      Skip  Marden  burst  into  the  room  with  all  the  grace of
    a  charging  water  buffalo.  One  glance  told  him  that in
    his  brief  absence  Doug  Stavers  had  felt  the mushroom-
    ing  shock  wave  from  the  exploding  Boeing  strike the
    Vulcan  structure.  He'd  come  out  of  his  shower soaking
    wet  and  slipped  into  boots  and  jeans.  Marden  looked at
    the  Ruger  P.85  automatic  in  Stavers'  hand.  "You won't
    need  that  now,"  he  barked  to  Stavers  as  he  crossed the
    room  and  hit  the  switch  to  open  the  blast  shields before
    the  windows.  Here  we  go  again,  Weinstein mused,
    bewildered  but  fullv  observant.  Obviously  something of
    catastrophic  proportions  had  happened  ai@d  the  two men
    ,Mth  her  were  charged  to  hair-trigger alertness.
     Stavers  moved  to  the  thick  arrnored-glass windows.
    He  beckoned  to  Weinstein.  She  joined  him  and  as she
    caught  a  full  view  of  the  airport  she  felt  the  gasp leave
    her  lips.  She  didn't  say  a  word.  Questions  at  this mo-
    ment  would  be  awfully  stupid;  she  also  realized imme-
    diately  that  anything  they  told  her  wou),"In't  meet their
    imme@iate  needs.  Along  the  main  runway  she saw
    smashed  and  burning  chunks  of  wreckage.  The  tail  of a
    jetliner,  scorched  and  torn, stood  out  amidst spattering
    flames.  Where  thc-  ;iirniAnp  had  ornck@-d  (a,@v"f it
  crashed.-  for  now,  she  told  herself  the  runway  was a
  great  blackened  area,  Then  she  saw  flames  leaping higher
  from  an  airliner  on  the  taxiway.  Dozens  of emergency
  vehicles  with  flashing  lights  and  strobes  sparkled and
  shone  everywhere.  Another  column  of  thick  black smoke
  rose  into  the  air  to  the  side  of  the  terminal building.
    "They  get  close  to  us?"  Stavers  queried Marden.
    Marden  shook  his  head.  "We  got  the  word  about a
  Boeing  coming  in  from Europe--"
    "We  get  his  frequency?"  Stavers  was  anticipating ev-
  ery  possible  situation  and  coming  up  with  his  own swift
  conclusions.  Rebecca  Weinstein  became  ever  more fas-
  cinated  and impressed.
    "You  got  it, Doug-"
    "So  you  timed  it  for  the  frequency,"  Stavers judged
  correctly.  He  glanced  across  the  airport  at  the blazing
  wreckage  of  the  Fokker  jetliner.  "They  got  in  the  way, "
  he  said  quietly.  He  didn't  turn  to  face  Marden, -T@ey
  must  have  had  at  least  two backups."
    "They  did,"  Marden  answered  immediately@ "Chop-
  per  in  the  air  and  in  a  holding  pattern.  We  took  it out
  with  one  of  the robots."
    "Wipe everybody?"
    "From  what  we  can  tell  there  wasn't  anything  left to
 breathe."
    "And  on  the ground'?"
    "Templin  was  right  on  top  of  A.  Two  firetrucks. I



  watched  it  on  the  remotes.  Froln  the  looks  of  it they
  were  really  carrying  heavy stuff.'
    "AnytbiDg special-f-
    "From  what  we  can  tell  so  far,  nerve gas."
    That  piqued  Stavers'  interest.  He  turned  back to
  Marden,  smilinv.  Weinstein  stared  frorn  One  man  to the
  other.  They  might  have  been  holding  a  business meet-
  ing  for  all  the  excitement  they expressed.
    "Who'd  they use?"
    Marden  shrugged.  "No wx    ' v  for  me  to  tell  from where
  I  was.  But  whoever  set  it  up  was  a  pro.  Our  boy  in ATC
  reported  the  Boeing  had  started  from  Sardinia." He
  grinned,  "Top  Wop Airlines."
                    -r-kni1v  "A  wven-thirtv-seven? That
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       was  stupid.  They  might  as  well  have  sent  us  an en-
       graved invitation,"
       Marden  grinned.  "They  did.  We  went1to  their party.
       Lots  of  fireworks  and  nobody's partying.
       Al  Templin's  voice  burst  from  the  wall speakers.
       "Marden,  will  you  stop  the  shit  and  get  with  it? Move
       it,  you asshole."
       Marden  jerked  a  thumb  at  the  speaker.  "Templin's in
       a  sweat.  He  wants  you  the  hell  out  of  here  before the
       feds  and  the  locals  corne  charging  up  on  their white
       horses. "
       "He  sounds  pretty  upset,"  Stavers acknowledged.
       "Stavers,  if  you  can  hear  me,  goddamnit," Templin's
       voice  burst  forth again, 11  and  I  know  you  can, stop
       ja%ving  and  get  going!  We're  running  out  of time. 11
       Rebecca  Weinstein  knew  her  eyes  had  widened. She'd
       never  heard  anyone  speak  in  that  tone  or  use that
       manner  with  Stavers.  The  word  was  out  from  her first
       day  with  this  mob  of  thugs  and  maniacs  that  to  do so
       was  an  invitation  to  meet  your  Maker.  But Stavers
       didn't  show  any  sign  of upset.
       Marden  laughed.  "He  told  me  to  tell  you  that you
       can  kill  him  but  you  can't  fire  him,  and  man,  he is
       really  pissed. "
       "He's  right  on  both  counts,  "  Stavers  said,  becoming a
       touch  more  serious.  He  looked  through  the window
       again.  "But  I  hate  to  leave  right  now.  You're wrong,
       Skip.  This  party  isn't  over. "
       "That's  what  A]  said,"  Marden  agreed, "However,"
       he  shrugged  again,  "he  feels  that  if  you  stay  here vou
       get  in  the  web  of  the  closedown  and  investigation and
       you  become vulnerable.-
       "That's  true.  Give  me  the  cut-and-run, tight."
       "We  leave  here  on  four  wheels,  hit  the Bronx
       Whitestone Bridge'  north  on  Henry  Hudson Parkway,
       double  back  on  TreeTop  Road  into  Westchester County.
       The  crew  will  have  the  Skua  there  ready  to  power up
       and  go."  He  scratched  his  ebin.  "On  second thought,
       we  can  have  the  engines  running  just  before  we get
       there. "
       "Do  that."  Stavers  sAid  -WP  an  ollf  rif  kor@  in 0-
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  white-and-orange."  He  nodded  to  himself  "That's the
  best  shot."  He  sighed  as  he  looked  at Weinstein.
    "Doe,  you're  now  a  burn  victim.  You  and me."
    For  the  first  time  she  found  her  tongue.  "I'm  a what?"
    "Move  it,  rnove  it!"  Templin  shouted  through the
  speakers.  "They're  coming  into  all  hangars  and build-
  ings,  starting  from  the  west  and  coming  this  way. God-
  damnit,  we're  running  out  of time!"
    Stavers  nodded  to  Marden,  who  answered  the speaker
  box.  "We're  on  the  way,  Al.  Have  the  motor running."
    Stavers  grasped  Weinstein's  arm.  "On  the double,
  Doc."  He  started  out  fast,  catching  her  by  surprise. and
  she  was  jerked  cruelly  along,  his  fingers, immensely
  strong,  stabbing  pain  through  her  arm.  She  cried  out in



  the  sudden  pain.  "Sorry,  Doe.  Move  it,  damnit." She
  tried  to  wrench  her  arm  free.  I  don't  need  to be
  dragged,  damn you,   "  she  retorted  angrily.  "I'll  keep up
  with you."
    He  didn't  comment.  In  moments  Stavers  and Marden,
  running  from  the  medical  center,  were  dashing  down a
  hallway  with  Weinstein  in  hot  pursuit.  They  held a
  heavy  door  open  for  her,  and  the  threesome rushed
  down  a  flight  of  stairs  to  the  ground  floor.  Before her,
  gleaming  and  huge,  loomed  the  Ainged  shape  of the
  Skua  jet.  She  had  expected  to  be  leaving  LaGuardia in
  this  very  machine.  She  lf@orced  herself  to  hurry  after the
  two  men.  They  ran  beneath  the  airplane's  tail,  turned a
  corner  to  a  loading  ramp.  She  stumbled  as  she stopped,
  staring  at  a  white-and-orange  ambulance,  white  and red
  lights  and  flashers  blazing  in  the  confined  space,  As she
  caught  up  with  the  others,  Marden  turned  to  her. "Get
  your  blouse  off, Doc."
    She  knew  her  mouth  had  formed  a  stupid  0. Finally
  she  stammered  a  pathetic, "W-what?"
    "Your  blouse!"  he  snarled.  "Take  off  your fucking
 blouse!"
    Instinctively  she  stepped  back,  her  arms  covering her
  breasts,  and  just  as  quickly  as  she  saw  the  anger in
  Marden's  eyes  she  knew  she  was  being  both  slow and
  stupid.  Before  she  could  move  to  comply, Marden's
  -  fl-l-A  fn  hs-r  nc@c,L,  2  siteel  talon  vrit)ned  silk, and
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     he  tore  the  blouse  into  shreds  and  hurled  it  aside. He
     gestured  to  the  back  of  the  ambulance.  "Move  it! Over
     there!"  he  shouted,  trying  to  goad  her  into proper
     response  without  hauling  her  there physically.
       One  arm  still  foolishly  before  her  cl@avage  in  her bra
     she  moved  hesitantly  toward  the  ambulance. Several
     men  were  swathing  Doug  Stavers  in  heavy  white ban-
     dages.  He  grinned  at  Weinstein  as  two  technicians moved
     to  either  side  of  her  body,  bandage  rolls  in  their hands.
       "Raise  your  arms,"  one  man  told  her.  She  was still
     slow  in  response  and  again,  before  she  knew  the pbysi-
     cal  act  was  going  to  take  place,  her  arms  were  jerked up
     and  outward.  She  rallied  her  wits  about  her.  "This  is a
     s  rang  moment  to  be  carried  on  a  crucifix,"  she said,
     more  timidly  than  she  liked.  But  her  words  had their
    effect.
      "You're  not  being  crucified,"  one  man  joshed her.
     "Just  burned  at  the stake."
      She  blinked. "What?"
      "You're  a  bum  victim,  ma'am.  Badly  burned over
     most  of  your  body."  White  bandages  swirled  about her
     in  steady  wrapping  as  the  men  moved  briskly  at their
     task.  She  stared  at  Stavers.  He  grinned  at  her  a mo-
     ment  before  his  face  and  head  disappeared  beneath two
     halves  of  head  bandages.  They  joined  neatly  from front
     to  back.  His  eyes  peered  out  at  her  from  the  white mass
     and  he  winked.  "Neat  stuff  Self-adhering. Youl.can
     breathe  easily,"  he  said  in  a  slightly  muffled  voice, and
     talk  well  enough,  And  you  can  pull  the  headgear  off if
     that's  necessary.  But  in  the  mearitime,"  he  paused to
    chuckle, 11  you  think  and  act  as  if  you  were burned.
     You're  on  your  way  to  a  burn  unit  hospital.  You're in
     pain  and  drugged  so  you  can  moan  all  you  want.  just do
     not  react  to  any  oraers  or  requests  or conversations
     unless  it  comes  from  us.  Got it?"
     "Uh,  yes,  of  course, but-"
     A  powerful  arm  out  of  her  peripheral  sight yanked
     her  from  her  feet  to  haul  her  like  a  rag  dofl  into the
     ambulance.  She  caught  a  glimpse  of  Stavers' bandaged
     form  easing  onto  a  stretcher.  A  white-suited paramedic
     straDDed  him  down  Shi@ zfill            +1-1@
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  enough  to  get  with  the  action.  Her  feet  were whisked
  out  beneath  her,  she  felt  herself  falling  and strong
  hands  gentled  her  to  the  stretcher.  Straps  pinned her
  down.  Skip  Marden  looked  down  at  her.  "It's moaning
  time,  babe,"  he  chuckled.  She  saw  his  hand gesture,
  bodies  moved  barely  within  her  view  of  the immediate
  world  as  seen  through  bandage  slits,  doors slammed
  close  and  the  ambulance  started  off  with  a  surge of
  power  and  squealing  tires.  A  siren  howled  like  a wounded
  dog  as  they  plunged  into traffic.
    For  the  first  time  in  many  long  hours  she  had  time to
  think.  She'd  sweated  out  Stavers'  stupid  jaunt  into the
  city  to  test  his-well,  it  wasn't  any  of  this  macho crap
  because  he  was  far  beyond  that.  He'd  been testing
  something  else  that  called  for  a  horribly  asinine expo-



  sure  to  danger.  She  had  studied  the  body  signals of
  Stavers  and  Marden;  the  marks  on  Stavers'  body told
  her  much  and  the  horrific  stink  of  the  back  alleys told
  her  even  more.  She  had  refused  to  ask  what  had hap-
  pened,  but  there  had  been  the  aura  and  stench  of blood
  and  death,  surrounding  and  following  Doug  Stavers like
  an  animated  fog.  Death,  fury,  danger;  all  those ele-
  ments  that  had  always  heightened  the  senses  of anyone
  she  had  ever  known.  Wide  eyes,  flared  nostrils, quick-
  ened  pulse,  higher  blood  pressure,  adrenalin shooting
  through  the  system  like  water  through  a  hose  and none
  of  these  sians  had  been  evident  in  any  form  from these
  two  men.  Could  killing  actually,  literally,  be  so casual?
  Were  Marden's  words-she  recalled  indifferent, aloof-,
  ah,  yes,  but  to  that  could  she  also  add  callous? Or,
  amoral?  It  wasn't  immoral,  not  from Stavers    , point of
  view,  anyway,  and  he  didn't  care  what  miaht  be the
  viewpoint  of  anyone  else.  There  lay  the rub.
    Doug  Stavers  might  as  well  have  announced,  This is
  my  world,  my  life,  my  existence,  my  universe,  my real-
  ity;  you're  part  of  me  and  what  I  know  and recognize
  and  that's  all  there  is  to  it,  so  jump  to  it  or unexist.
  Unexist?  She'd  never  even  imagined  such  a  word and
  now  it  had  meaning  to her!
    She  became  aware  through  the  rocking  motions of
  the  ambulance  Dlunizina  through  traffic,  siren howling,
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     that  the  sounds  within  the  vehicle  had  eased  to  a de-
     ceptive  and  professional  calm.  No  one  spoke  in  a raised
     voice;  commentary  was  terse  and  easy,  inflection  was as
     close  as  she  dared  compare  it  to  skilled boredom.
     Through  the  slits  of  the  facial  bandages  she  saw Doug
     Stavers  raise  himself  to  a  sitting  position.  He removed
     his  head  bandage;  she  almost  laughed  aloud  at the
     sight.  Doug  looked,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  living body
     within  Egyptian  mummy  wrappings.  He  slipped  a head-
     set  over  his  ears  and  began  a  conversation  by  radio with
     some  unknown,  to  her,  anyway,  contact.  He  was so
     calm,  so  detached,  so  like  an  android,  that  it  struck her
     that  Stavers  had  come  to  some  critical  crossroad  in his
     mind.  For  several  moments  she  raised  herself  to her
     elbows,  studying  the  man  for  whom  she  was medically
     responsible.  And  psychologically  as  well,  she  told her-
     self.  She  didn't  listen  or  even  attempt  to  hear  what he
     said  into  the  lip  mike.  It  was  the  growing,  almost alarm-
     ing  intensity  emanating  from  the  man,  bringing the
     others  in the  ambulance  to  an  irritating alertness.
      With  a  start  she  realized  that  whatever  power, what-
     ever  aura  roiled  from  Stavers,  it  bad  become  almost a
     direct  and  visible  force.  The  whole  idea  surprised and
     fascinated  her.  She  could  onlv  liken  the  effect  to identi-
     fiable  phenomena;  Stavers  could  have  been beaming
     out,  in  all  directions,  a  screeching  but  soundless ultra-
     sonic  howl.  You  can't  bear  it  but  it  sets  your  teeth on
     edge  and  irritates  and  brings  the  ears  to  fearsome itch-
     ing,  and  your  stomach  feels  raspy  and  you.  tighten your
     sphincter  muscle  because  every  fiber  of  your  mind and
     body  is  screaming  a  warning  that  something  is very
     wrong,  very  deadly,  and  you  cannot  come  to  grips with
    it.
     I  don't  have  to  fight  it,  she  warned  herself Some-
     thing's  about  to  change  with  this  madhouse.  All this
     time  Stavers  has  been  moving  at  what  is  to  him  a slow,
     casual,  idling  speed.  They're  getting  revved  up. The
     boom's  about  to  fall.  Why  am  I  shoving  all  these stupid
     homilies  through  my  mind?  I  don't  know  what's hap-
     pening  but  I'm  a  part  Of  it.  if  I  try  to  not  be  a  part  of
it
     mu  life's  not  worth  a nirUl  Pt-w  d"  1,  1-1w1w fhntp
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    The  voice  seemed  to  come  from  everywhere about
  her,  to  penetrate  her  skull  bones  as  well  as  her hearing
  mechanism.  This  is  what  it  must  feel  like  to  know the
  wrath  of  God  ...  and  he's  not  even  angry.  The beat
  held  her  thoughts  and  the  clincher  came  with  a single
 word.
   Yet.
    She  thought  of  the  bizarre  body  harness  snugged so
  tightly  about  that  muscular chest '  She'd  heard strange
  references  to  a  godstone.  Something  messianic. God-
  power.  It  made  little  sense.  There  had  been  snatches of
  words  pregnant  with  meaning  you  needed  to  reach out
  to  grasp.  A  fire  of  ice.  Yellow.  Gleaming, magnificent



  yellow.  Strange powers.
    Metaphysical?  She  almost  laughed  aloud.  This bunch?
  Metaphysical?  They'd  be  hysterical  to  know  she'd con-
  sidered  that  thought  even  for  an  instant.  These were
  the  most  unmetaphysical  human  beings  she'd  ever en-
  countered  in  her  life.  They  gave  pragmatism  a meaning
  beyond  any  boundaries  she'd  ever  known.  They're not
  just  a  killing  machine.  My  God,  they'd  scare  the shit
  out  of  Genghis Khan!
    Something  terribly  important  was  not  only  going to
  happen.  it  had  begun.  She  didn't  know  how  or  what or
  why,  only  that  she  knew  it  was  happening  and  she  was a
  passenger,  or  perhaps  a  crew  member,  being swept
  along  at  the  head  of  the  enormous  surge  of power
  hammering  her  body  and mind.
    Stop it@  '  she  commanded  herself.  You'll  go  crazy like
  this.  Push  it  away.  Put  yourself  to  sleep,  Rebecca. You
  need  the  protection  Of  a  sharp  and  alert  mind against
  this force.
    She  had  trained  herself  as  masterfully  inward  as she
  had  as  a  physician  to  those  for  whom  she  cared. Mo-
  ments  later  she  slipped  into  deep  sleep,  unaware and
  uncaring  as  the  ambulance  sped  along  the riverfront
  highway,  up  and  along  the  high  bridge  ramparts and
  well  into  Westchester  County  before swin    ging  wide to
  approach  the  airport  from  the  north.  From  a direction
  opposite  to  that  of  an  ambulance  arriving  from the
  hnlnoqll,@f  nt  LnGn,,Ardia AirDOrt.
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    They  moved  with  the  speed,  recision  and unerring
                                  I p
  confidence  of  men  with  machine-like  power. Rebecca
  Weinstein  awoke  as  the  ambulance  turned  into the
  entryway  of  Westchester  County  Airport.  She lifted
  herself  on  her  elbows  just  long  enough  for  a powerful
  hand  to  reach  out  from  beyond  her bandage-slitted
  vision  and  press  her  back  down.  The  ambulance rolled
  through  a  series  of  turns,  sunlight  and  shadow mottling
  her  cramped  view  of  the  outside  world.  Then  she  had a
  glimpse  of  a  large  steel  structure,  felt  the  tires bump
  over  the  rails--the  rails?  Of  course.  The  rails along
  which  slid  the  doors  to  the  huge  hangar  of Vulcan
  Flight.  She  waited  patiently,  knowing  now  what to
  expect.  The  ambulance  interior  darkened  as  she heard
  and  felt  the  rumble  of  huge  doors  closing.  A  final thud;
  sudden  new  light  as  overhead  floods  came  on.  With the
  light  came  a  friendly  hand  to  remove  the  head ban-
  dages,  release  the  b@dy  straps  and  ease  her  to  her feet.
  A  medic  held  out  a  white  jacket  to  cover  her near-
  nakedness  and  she  slipped  into  the garment.
    They  gave  her  not  a  moment  to  think.  "Move it,
  Doc,"  Skip  Marden  urged,  leading  the  way  from the
  ambulance.  She  walked  to  the  front  of  the  vehicle and
  almost  stumbled  as  she  looked  up.  It  wasn't possible.
  The  same  Skua  jet  they'd  left  in  LaGuardia  loomed high
  over  her.  That  couldn't  be and-
    She  skewered  herself  mentally  for  retarded thinking,
  There's  more  than  one  Skua  painted  in  the  same colors
  and  the  same  numbers,  you  idiot,  she  chided herself.,
  and  agrain  commanded  her  thoughts  to  the irnmediate
  moment  and  surroundinas.  A  crewman  stood  by the
  airstair  door  and  she  hurried  into-  the  aircraft-, Marden
  gestured  to  a  leather-covered  oval  table  and  deep leather
  armchairs  lined  about  the  table,  "Seat  number four,
  Doc,"  he  told her.
    She'd  never  been  able  to  accept  easily  the incredible
  luxury  of  this  machine.  Leather,  suede,  thick-  pile car-
  peting,  cushioned  walls  and  ceilinj4.  Room  for sixteen
  people  in  almost  sinful  comfort  in  a  cabin  that could
  hold  sixty.  Several  bathrooms-  a  fidi  IrifoL-  @-  -7- @f
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    galley?)  dressing rooms,  clothing  changes,  a shower
    aiid-&  pushed  it  aside.  It  didn't  matter.  About her
    the  crew  moved  with  drill-team  efficiency,  Doug Stavers
    started  into  the  cockpit,  stopped  suddenly  and she
    watched  him  staring  at  MardeD.  "You  take  it,  Skip." He
    didn't  explain  his  sudden  decision  not  to  fly  the Skua
    out  himself  or  why  he'd  ordered  Marden  into  the left
    seat,  especially  when  every  one  of  the  five  crew rnem-
    bers  of  this  Skua,  right  on  down  to  the  cabin attendant,
    was  fully  qualified  to  fly  the  machine.  Stavers came
    back  to  take  the  seat  across  from  her.  Sornewhere be-
    tween  the  ambulance  and  boarding  the  Skua he'd
    changed  into  a  leather  jerkin,  a snatched-out-of-time
    garment  that  would  have  been  found  in  some ancient



    medieval  castle.  Another  twist  in  personality and
   presence.
     The  seat  belt  chime  sounded  and  the  warning lights
    came  on.  The  view  of  the  hangar  through  her oval
    window  brightened  as  great  doors  to  the  front  and  aft of
    the  Skua  slid  aside.  Before  the  airplane  would move
    from  the  hangar  its  engines  would  be  running  fully and
    its  early  checklists  completed.  She  recognized their
    routine;  by  the  time  they  rolled  from  the  taxiway onto
    the  active  runway  they'd  be  rolling  for  takeoff.  Not a
    second  wasted  between  one  surface  and  the other.
     "Your  belt,"  Stavers  said,  No  concern  or  care  in his
    voice.  A  staternent  flat-toned,  indifferent,  part  of the
    mental checklist.
      She  felt  stupid  again  as  she  brought  together  the two
    ends  of  the  belt  and  tightened  the  strap  across her
    thighs.  He  looked  at  her  as  if  waiting  patiently  for a
    child  to  recognize  the  obvious;  she  felt  the  blush com-
    ing,  could  not  for  her  life  understand  why.  His eyes
                              I-  A@A  1, f@-]       W    ? He
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 stabbed into
 showed  no  expression  in  his  face,  no  narrowing  of eyes,
 not  the  slightest  tenseness  of  lips,  and yet-
   She  understood  as  he  reached  up  behind  him and
 brought  forward  the  double  shoulder  harness.  He re-
 mained  silent  as  he  brought  the  straps  down  across his
 cbest  and  hooked  into  the  circular  lock.  Why hadn  't she
                                   NA11-f  11""A A-
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   fore  a  dozen  times!  She  secured  the  shoulder harness,
   the  straps  sliding  outward  of  each  full  breast.  She ex-
   pected  him  to  smile  with  the  sight.  He  wasn't even
   looking  at  her.  The  airplane  was  rolling;  she'd never
   noticed  the  slight  rise  of  sound  that  told  of increased
   thrust  from  the  two  main  engines.  God,  she  was weary
   of  dragging  a  few  seconds  behind  the  rest  of  the world!
   She  turned  her  seat  so  that  she  faced  forward, tapped
   the  locking  button  to  hold  the  seat  in  place  as bright
   sunlight  streamed  through  the windows.
     They  taxied  with  a  solid  feel,  a  thudding  of great
   weight  and  enormous  power  through  the  machine. Well
   ahead  of  them  the  cockpit  doors  remained  locked wide
   open  and  she  could  see  into  the  flight  deck  and through
   the  windshield  beyond,  catching  fleeting  glimpses of
   other  planes  about  the  wide  expanse  of  the  airport. For
   a  moment  she  shifted  forward  as  Marden  applied brakes.
   Before  them,  from  a  taxiway  to  their  right, another
   Skua  rolled  swiftly  and  turned  directly  before them.
   The  two  Skuas  taxied  one  behind  the  other. Voices
   crackled  from  the  cabin  speakers  dialed  into  the pilots'
   radio  frequencies.  On  a  panel  facing  her,  directly  aft of
   the  flight  deck,  a  battery  of  gauges  and  digital readouts
   told  a  knowing  observer  (which  she  was  not) everything
   the  pilots  judged  in  the cockpit,
    Then  they  were  turning.  A  blowtorch  cry  howled at
   them  from  the  lead  Skua  as  it  throttled  up  to full
   power,  rolling  swiftly.  A  final.  turnin  movement, she
                                        9
   saw  the  runway  extending  far  ahead  of  them,  the shape
   of  the  other  Skua  bursting  upward  from  the ground,
   and  an  invisible  hand  shoved  her  hard  back  into her
   seat.  Thunder  boomed  through  the  machine  as Marden's
   right  hand  on  the  throttles  went  full  forward;  a second
   hand  rested  on  his  to  assure  the  throttles  stayed there
   and  they  rushed  down  white  concrete.  in  moments she
   felt  the  nose  lift,  the  horizon  fell  before  them,  and she
   looked  into  the  rich  blue  of  the  sky  above.  They climbed
   at  a  frightening  angle;  she  felt  as  if  they  must fall
   backwards,  all  lifting  energy  torn  from  them  by their
   ridiculonsIv  stp.(-@n  inolinp  Tl- G--
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   she  hosted  them  briefly,  were  meaningless.  The Skua
   tore  into  the  sky  with  its  usual  furious pace.
     Doug  Stavers  turned  his  seat.  He  set  his  gaze di-
   rectly  upon  her  and  that  familiar  unease  rippled through
   her.  He  sighed  finally.  "Release  your  shoulder harness,
   Rebecca. "
     Rebecca?  He'd  never  before  used  her  first name.
   Quickly  she  loosened  and  released  the  harness. She
   waited.  He  gave  no  signal  but  an  attendant  was  by his
   side  almost  before  he  saw  the  man  appear. Stavers
   spoke  briefly;  the  man  was  gone.  Stavers  turned  to her.
   "He's  bringing  food.  We've  all  been  burning energy
   like  it's  going  out  of style."
     She  tried  to  think  of  something  meaningful  to say,



   knew  small  talk  would  only  bring  a  look  of contempt,
   and  said  simply,  "Thank  you."  She  didn't  have anything
   else  to say.
     But  he did.
     "You're  a  brilliant  surgeon,"  he  stated matter-of-factly.
     He  was  in  her  territory  now,  Confidence  rushed back
   into  her  like  a  frigbtened  tide. "Yes."
     "You've  done  transplants."  Statement;  not question.
   He  was  after something.
     She  nodded.  "Yes,"  she  repeated.  "Heart, lungs,
   liver-most  organs,"  she  concluded quickly@
     "Biortic  systems?"  he asked.
     She  hesitated  but  an  instant,  needing  only  that time
   fully  to  interpret  his  question.  "Pacemakers, silicote
   membranes  for  acoustic  rebuild,  hip  joints, chronate
   elbow,  microdiam  optic  fibers--"  She  stopped herself
   in  midsentence.  Quickly  enough,  at  least,  to interfere
   with  his  game.  "You  have  my  complete  dossier," she
  added.
     "You  comfortable  when  you're  deep  insideF' The
   question  almost  threw her.
     "Yes.  As  a  surgeon  I'm  a  priest  within  the body
   temple. "
     "Neat  turn  of  words,"  he  offered,  bringing  her almost
   to  flush  with  a  compliment  so  rare  he  mig  t  have shouted
                                            A
   the  words.  He  thought  heavily.  A  strange description
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       "Ever  lose  anyone  on  the  table.?  Under  your kni
       "on  my  table,"  she  told  him  at  once,  "but never
       Under  my knife."
       "You  weren't  top  dog  at  that time?"
       "No.  More  than  one  surgeon  under  whom  I trained
       was  an  incompetent fool."
       "Harsh words."
       "Stupid,  insensitive, money-grubbing-"
       I  get  your  message. "
       "As  trite  as  the  words  seem,"  she  added quickly,
       truth  is truth."
       He  seemed  to  ignore  her  remark  as  he  pushed his
       own  message.  "You  ever  operate  on  a  dead man?"
       "You  could  mean  that  several  ways."  She  knew he
       expected  the  query  to  throw  her.  If  he  only knew!
       "Such as?"
       "Cadavers.  Slicing,  probing,  dissecting, learning-"
       "No,"  he  broke  in.  "Not  classroom  crap.  Your patient
       on  the  table  under  your  knife  and  he dies."
       "Yes."  She  hesitated  a  moment,  "Sometimes,  in emer-
       gency,  you  get  bodies  too  broken  to  heal.  Hearts al-
       ready  damaged,  brains  devoid  of  oxygen,  organs ruptured;
       one  and  a  hundred  things.  They're  the  living dead.
       They  were  dying  before  we  got  them.  We  go through
       the  routine."  She  shrugged.  "Most  of  them  are better
       off  dead.  By  that  I  mean  total  cessation  of  all  body and
       brain function."
       "Someone  else  stabs  'em  and  you  slab 'em."
       "Crude  but  accurate,"  she  returned,  her expression
      blank@
       "You  ever  bring  a  dead  nian  back  to,  life? Someone
       who  was  worth saving?"
       She  started  to  speak,  ran  memories  swiftly through
       her  inind.  "Yes.  They  were  dead.  We  pulled  off medical
       miracles. "
       "How  do  you  mean, dead?"
       "Complete  cessation  of  brain  function.  EEG's  a straight
       line.  Bingo time."
       He  chuckled  with  her  last  remark.  "How  does  it feel
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    Her  answers  came  swift  and  sure.  "We  weren't playing.
  Never. "
    "A  hundred  years  ago  you  would  have  been  a witch."
    "I'm  a  witch  now.  The  uniform  is  different  and the
  knife  is antiseptic."
    "And  you've got     all  that  good  machinery, monitors.
 lasers-"
    "And  knowledge,  she  broke  in.  "Along  with experi
  ence.  The  old  saw,  Mr. Stavers--
    "From  now  on  it's  Doug.  You've  been baptized."
    "Thank  you.  How'd  I  do  on  the test?"
    "Seven  out  of  ten.  But  you're  a  fast  learner.  You were
 sayingF
   " Yes;  the  old  saw.  Our  feet  on  the  shoulders  of giants.
    "Can  you  kill  a  man  on  your  operating table?"
    "Could  I  do  that?  Why  @n  earth  would I-"
    "No  questions  for  answers.  An  answer, please."



    "if  I  had  to,  but-"  She  sensed  a  change  in  mood, a
  hard  and  serious  vein  behind  his  easy  flow  of words.
  She  looked  about  the  aircraft  cabin.  This  man  by her
  side;  a  professional  killer  all  his  life.  Skip  Marden; on
  the  edge  of  mass  homicide  all  the  thne.  She  didn't want
  to  know  about  the  others.  She  was  in  the  midst of
  casual  death.  She  laughed  to herse     if. A nd  I  thought 1
  was  the  tough  cookie  in  the  operating room!
    She  took  a  deep  breath.  "Yes.  Yes,  I could."
    "You're  learning  fast.  You  didn't  give  me  a vacuous
  explanation  to  go  along  with  your  answer.  I like
 that. 11
    She  made  a  swift  stab  to  trap  him.  "Do  you have
  someone  in  mind  you  want  me  to,  ah,  terminate  on the
 table?"
   "Yes.
    The  single  word  carne  so  softly,  so  velvety  sibilant, it
  startled  tier.  He  smiled  at  her discornfiture.
    "You  terminate  him.  Complete  EEG  straightline, as
  you  put  it.  The  brain  is  dead.  All.  electrical activity
  ceases.  A  machine  keeps  the  heart  purnping.,  the juices
  flowing,  the  air  sucking  in  and out---
   "But-why!"
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  back  to  life  with  that  knowledge.  It's  critical  for  hirn to
  do  so. "
    She  studied  this  strange,  frightening,  charismatic man.
  "You  have  somebody  in  mind  for  this,  ah, experiment?"
    "It's  not  an  experiment.  It's  life-and-death.  You will
  never  for  an  instant  forget  that  I  said  and,  not, or."
    "I'll  remember."  Goddamn  him.  I'll  play  his game-
    "Who  do  you  have  in mind?"
    "Why,"  he  smiled,  "me,  of course."
    She  started  to  reply.  Her  lips  moved,  her mouth
  opened,  but  no  sound  emerged.  Suddenly  a crewman
  was  by  Stavers'  side.  "Sir,  up  front, please."
    Stavers'  raised  an  eyebrow.  "Mr.  Marden,  sir. He
  says  it's  fun  and  games time."
    Stavers  was  on  his  feet  immediately,  starting forward
  in  the  cabin.  He  stopped,  turned,  smiled  at Rebecca
  Weinstein,  and  patted  her  hand  as  a  wise  man might
  soothe  a  child.  Then  he  was gone.
    She  took  the  moment  of  being  alone  to  review swiftly
  what  he  had  asked  her,  what  he  was  even specifying.
  The  idea  fascinated  her.  He  had  no  idea  how  easily life
  could  be  withdrawn  from  a  man  or  even  how  easily it
  could  be  replaced.  Or,  as  needed,  how  it  could be
  modified  so  that  the  man's  body,  and  his  mind, could
  serve  needs  these  men  never  dreamed of.
 Chapter 5
    "Holy shitl"                                      explo-
    The  cry  burst  from  Skip  Marden unbidden,
   sively.  Doug  Stavers  leaned  forward  to  view  a broader
   expanse  of  sky.  Higher  than  even  the Accompanying
   Skua,  a  thin  trail  of  smoke  etched  across  the  sky,  a tiny
   blossom  of  flame  leading  the smoke.
    "The  fuckers!"  Marden  yelled  again.  "Heat seekers!
   They're  way  up  there!"  Stavers  caught  a  glimpse of
   sun-reflecting  metal.  Big  bastard.  That  meant  a sbitload
   of  missiles.  This  was  trouble.  He  banged  a  hand  on the
   copilot's  shoulder.  "Bill,  out,"  be  snapped. Immedi-
   ately  the  copilot  unstrapped  and  climbed  from  his seat,
   sidestepping  out  of  the  way.  Stavers  stepped  onto the
   seat  and  dropped  down.  1r)  a  moment  be  was hooked
   into  his  harness.  This  coul  I  get  prettv  Nvild,  He saw
   Marden's  hand  move  in  a  blur.  Pressure  masks dropped
   before  both  pilots,  They  had  no  need  for  words, They
   were  level  at  57  7  (W  feet  and  if  they  lost  cabin pressure
   they'd  be  out  cold  in  seconds  wiffiout  those masks.
     Marden  worked  the  controls  and  the  Skua's nose
   came  tip  and  banked  right  to  give  them  a  clear  view of
   the  attack  against  their  lead  ptane.  The  Skua spouted
   flames.  For  an  instant  Stavers  judged  his  other aircraft
   to  have  been  struck  with  a  missile;  but,  no.  Those guys
       -  good.  Wilkinson  flew  the  other  ship  and  he bad
  were
   over  a  thousand  missions  in  jet  fighters  in  both public
   and  private  wars.  And  the  Skuas  were  all outfitted
   against  just  the  kind  of  killer  moves  being  made against
   theni  now.  Small  rockets  tore  upwards  from  the Skua.
                              (44
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  Magnesium  -colin  drite  allov  flares  burn  with  a devasta-
  ting  temperature  and  they'll  attract  any  heat-seeker for
  miles  around.  Sure  enough;  even  as  they  watched, the
  long  thin  streak  of  smoke  belching  downward  from its
  parent  aircraft  bent  in  its  path  and  went  hellbent for
  leather  after  a  decoy  flare.  A  mushrooming  burst of
  flame  and  smoke  marked  detonation  against  the decoy.
    Then  another  missile  arrowed  downward  and another.
  "You  know  what  they  got  up  there?"  Marden  yelled to
  Stavers.  "It's  a  fucking  Bear.  One  of  them Russian
  turboprops.  Bic  er  than  a goddamn-"
                og
    "I  know  what  it  is,"  Stavers  said  icily.  "That means
  they've  got  a  freightcar-load  of  missiles  and  they  can sit
  up  there  for  an  hour  and  lob  shit  down  on  us." He
  cursed  beneath  his  breath  as  he  thought  swiftly. "And
  it's  not  your  ordinary  Bear.  Turboprops  can't  keep up
  with  us  at  this  altitude.  Son  of  a bitch  ,  he exclaimed
  within  his  own  remarks.  "Someone  bought  that thing
  and  added  a  bunch  of  big  jets  to  it  and  they've got
  damned  good  altitude  capability."  He  glanced  at Marden.
  "They're  tougher  than  I  thought.  There's  either big
  money  or  big  government  behind  all this."
    "Tell  me  later!"  Marden  burst  out,  racking  the Skua
  over  in  a  hard  climb.  Stavers  caught  the glistening
  starburst  as  a  whole  cluster  of  missiles  showered toward
 them.
    Stavers'  first  instinct  was  to  shout  orders  to  the elec-
  tronics  specialist  in  his  sealed  cubicle  behind them.
  "Baxter,  you  got  that  cluster  coming down?"
    Baxter's  voice  crackled  through  the  flight  deck speak-
  ers.  "Got  them,"  he  said  with  unnerving  calm,  his voice
  as  soothing  as  if  be  were  running  through  a simulation
  on  the  ground.  "I'm  releasing  the  MACflares now."
  They  felt  the  dull  tbud  beneath  them  as  a weapons-bay
  door  opened  in  the  belly  of  the  Skua.  A  moment later
  they  winced  as  a  dozen  long,  thin  rockets  sliced heav-
  enward,  trailing  flame  and  burning  with  dazzling light
  and  heat  from  their  magnesium-colindrite.  The sight
  brouaht  them  a  sense  of  fiahting  back;  as  quickly  as the
  rocket  flares  sped  from  the  Skua,  arcing  up  and outward
  in  n  I'mro-inor  mm-t-  A-  --0-  r---  -1-  ----  1-  -  -  '  - -
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      their  own  flight  to  chase  hungrily  after  the  intense heat
     patterns.
      Baxter  gave  them  no  time  to  enjoy  the  moment of
     escape." Sir,  you'd  better  go  balls  to  the  wall. I'm
                                    r
      picking  up  another  pattern on  mv  svsterns.  From the
      looks  of  it  they're  going  for  a  visu'all'v-directed missile
      strike.  It's  old-fashioned,  but  it works."
      Stavers  knew  Baxter's  voice  should  also  have carried
      to  the  lead  Skua  flown  by  Wilkinson.  "Gumdrop," Stavers
     called, "you  read  that  last comm?"
      They  watched  the  Skua  go  through  a  wide  barrel roll
      in  the  sky,  slipping  over  and  around  a  brace  of heat-



      seekers  snaking  toward  thern.  "Gotcha.,  Boss," Wilkin-
      son  came  back,  and  Stavers  knew  be  was  grinning with
      the  heady  adrenalin  of  the  unexpected  fight.  "I'm gonna
      give  those  boys  a  taste  of  their  own  medicine," They
      heard  his  orders  to  his  own  crew.  "Let  'ern  have four
      skin-trackers,"  Wilkinson  ordered,  "One-second inter-
      vals.  just  like  a  fucking  submarine. Fire!"
      The  Skua  was  rolling  out  ofa  wild  curve  when flame
      and  smoke  flared  beneath  the  jet,  falling  swiftly behind.
      Four  dark  shapes  shot  ahead  of  the  Skua, weaving
      slightly  as  they  accelerated  toward  the  Bear  still high
      above them.
      "Whoever's  in  that  'ba,  up  tbar,"  Wilk-iny,-)n drawled,
      "he's  very good."
      "I  can  tell,"  Stavers  said,  souir-voiced.  That  "bar' in
      the  huge  aircraft  was  an  old  hand  at  missile Infighting.
      He  had  his  own  m  issile  uqder  visual  ct--mtrol.  As the
      radar  systems  of  his  weapon  rcsp(-_)aded  to  the electronic
      signals  from  the  skin-tracke@s  fired  -from Wilkinson's
      Skua.  the  unknown  enemy  worked  sm  all  fligbt control
      systems  in  the  mother  plane.  In  effect,  be  eyeballed the
      decoys  and  overcontrolled  his  mvn  missile  to speed
     downward.
      Baxter  fired  a  brace  of  decoys  to  thwart  the downcoming
      visual  strike,  His  ECM  decoys  broadcast  a  wide spec-
      trum  of  electromagnetic  signals  and  even  sent  out a
      signal  that.  made  each  decoy  to  be  the  size-electrom "Ay,
      @4f  lopqf--4d  P  hnvc@ ielliner,
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      "It  in't  gonna  wash,"  Marden  snapped  angrily. "Bax-
    ter,  you  got  anything  else  in  your  bag  of tricks?"
      They  could  feel  the  tense  stricture  of  Baxter's voice.
    "No,  sir,  and  I'd  sure  appreciate  it  if  you'd  do something
    about  that  pigsticker  on  its  way  down.  He's  going  to hit
    us, unless-"
      That's  all  they  needed  to  hear  in  the  cockpit.  Time to
    quit  the  fun-and-games  routine  and  go  to  the all-out
    survival  mode.  "Wilkinson!"  Stavers  shouted  into his
    radio.  "Dump  everything  you've  got  at  that  guy. Every-
    thing! Now!"
      His  words  were  barely  received  in  the  upper Skua
    when  smoke  and  flame  shrouded  the  jet;  an instant
    later  the  airplane  emerged  from  its  own  blast  as two
    dozen  missiles  of  various  sizes  and  missions  tore away
    from  the  airplane  and  headed  for  the Bear.
      But  that  was  another  man,  another  airplane, and
    Stavers  and  Marden  had  their  own  moves  to  make. The
    Skua  was  more  than  a  minor  modification  of  the Canadair
    Challenger  with  the  three  huge  engines,  two  podded to
    the  aft  fuselage  sides  and  one  through  the  bottom of
    and  forming  the  keel  for  the  vertical  fin.  That engine
    was  a  dupe.  It  looked  like  a  jet,  and  it  was,  but  in the
    sense  of  a  distant,  highly  advanced  cousin.  It  was a
    ramjet  that  operated  at  speeds  only  in  excess  of 400
    miles  an  hour.  It  also  had  a  hundred  thousand pounds
    of  thrust,  burning  a  hydrogen-laced  fuel  of enormous
    energy.  At  full  power  the  engine  exhausted  its  fuel in
    precisely  seven  minutes.  But  in  those  seven  minutes it
    transformed  the  Skua  jet  into  its  equal  as  a  giant rocket.
     Now  they'd  need  everything  they  bad.  The  big mis-
    sile  gained  speed  with  tremendous  acceleration,  a rocket-
    driven  pigsticker  with  an  explosive  snout  plunging down
    the  gravity  well  at  them.  Stavers  snapped  away the
    safety  cover  on  the  ramjet  and  hit  the  igniter. The
    engine  had  only  two  working  speeds.  None  at  all, and,
    full  blast.  They  felt  and  heard  the  tremendous eruption
    of  flame  in  the  long  tailpipe  above  and  behind  them as
    the  ramjet  ht.  Everything  happened  with punishing
    speed  and  force.  Invisible  hands  slammed  Marden and
    Stavers  back  into  their  seats.  In  the.  ECM  cuhivle. R.@_
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  ter's  head  cracked  against  a  sidewall,  missing  the pad-
  ded  headrest  behind  him.  Groggy,  he  fumbled  at his
  controls,  but  he  was  clumsy  and  helpless  at  the moment.
    Not  so  the  Skua  as  it  leaped  forward,  a  great rocket
  spearing  upward  in  an  almost  vertical  climb. Stavers
  half-rolled  the  thundering  machine  onto  its  back to
  keep  the  oncoming  missile  in  sight.  The  controller in
  the  Bear  was  doing  everything  possible  to  change the
  downward  rush  of  the  missile,  but  now  the tremendous
  speed  and  plunge  of  the  missile  worked  against him.
  With  all  the  missile  controls  trying  for  a  maximum shift
  in  course  the  systems  overloaded,  the  missile tumbled
  violently,  shedding  its  wings  and  arcing  downward  in a
  whirling  spiral  of  flame.  In  a  last-ditch  maneuver the



  missile  controller  detonated  the  warhead,  hoping to
  snare  the  wildly  accelerating  Skua  in  a  desperation em-
  brace  of  shock  wave.  Flame  snapped  into  existence, a
  fireball  blossoming  outward  in  the  thin  air  casting its
  steelhard  shockwave  before  its  own appea    "x@nce.
    Too  late  and  not  enough  punch.  Stavers  rode the
  Skua  through  the  shock  wave  with  a  rumble  of turbu-
  lence  and  then  he  kept  the  Skua  coming  over even
  more  on  her  back,  a  maneuver  of  madness  at their
  height,  but  made  possible  by  the  thundering  thrust of
  the  ramjet.  He  carne  up  and  over  in  a wide-soaring
 loop.
    "Oh, Jesus
    He  saw  it  himself  even  as  he  heard  Marden's whis-
  pered  call  of  death.  'rhe  other  Skua,  Wilkinson,  all his
  crew.  Despite  their  own  desperate  salvo  of  all their
  remaining  missiles,  the  Bear  had  launched  its  omin ring
  of  death.  a  great  circle  of  missiles  catching  the  Skua like
  a  great  steel  trap  snapping  closed  about  it,  Four rnis-
  siles  sped  harmlessly  bNr  the  other  plane;  two  did not.
  One  missile  tore  into  the  tail  section,  another ripped
  away  part  of  the leftwing.
    "i@nd  we're  out  of  missiles,"  Stavers  said  very qui-
  etlv,  a  sense  of  helplessness  in  his  voice  to  aid  his own
  men.  He  rolled  the  Skua  again  to  bring  the airplane
  right  side  tip,  preparing  to  race  away  from  the great
  Rpnr  in  dip  -kv.  faster  than  another  onslaught  of mis-

mailto:x@nce.
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  siles  might  pursue  and  chew  them  into  tangled metal.
    "We  won't  need  them,"  Marden  broke  into his
  thoughts.  "Holy  shit,  look  at  Wilkinsonfly  that thing!"
    The  other  §kua  was  doomed,  its  pilots  and crew
  guaranteed  dead  even  if  they  still  breathed  and fought
  their  shattered  machine.  With  part  of  their  tail crushed
  to  battered  metal,  part  of  a  wing  gone,  the machine
  sluggish  to  its  aerodynamic  controls,  Wilkinson  chose to
  die  fighting.  Flame  lanced  back  from  his  ramjet engine.
  A  simple  but  tricky  equation  in  the  cruelly  thin  air at
  their  height.  What  was  uncontrollable  became barely
  controllable  with  that  monster  thrust  spearing  the air-
  plane.  He  couldn't  sustain  controlled  flight  but Wilkin-
  son  now  had  the  battering-ram  thrust  of  energy that
  permitted  him  to  aim  his  disintegrating aircraft.
    His  voice  came  into  their  headsets,  a  voice  tight with
  straining  muscles,  with  death  sucking  into  his nostrils.
  "You  copy, Boss-man?"
    Stavers  pushed  his  words  into  his  lip  mike.  "We copy
  you, Gumdrop."
    Stavers  could  hear  the  bubbling  of  blood  in  the voice
  from  the  other  machine.  "Break  a  leg,  guys.  So Ion--
    He  never  finished  his  farewell.  The  flaming, splin-
  tered  Skua  tore  with  accelerating  fury  into  the huge
  Bear.  Soundlessly  to  those  watching  from  Stavers' plane,
  the  two  machines  locked  in  ultimate  embrace mingled,
  twisting  one  within  the  other,  and  then  the  great fuel
  tanks  and  blazing  fire  of  both  machines  joined  in the
  savage  final  chorus  of  detonation.  First  the  flash, then
  the  twisting  eruption,  the  shock  wave  crunching metal
  and  squeezing  bodies  'lifeless  before  they  could  char in
  that  hellish furnace.
    Gravity  provides  a  great  swooping  descent  for such
  moments.  Black  smoke  poured  forth  and  instantly shred-
  ded  in  the  tremendous  winds  of  their high-altitude
  flight.  Only  a  swiftly-fading  smudge,  thinning  and dissi-
  pating,  marked  where  there  had  been  the explosion.
  Along  the  downward  arc  fell  pieces  large  and small,
  shiny,  blackened,  some  still  burning,  twisting  and shred-
  ding  in  the  final  descent,  and  mixed  within  that flaminu
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      mess  were  smaller  objects  with  arms  and  legs akimbo,
      lifeless  flopping  of  once-alive limbs.
      Stavers  brought  the  Skua  about  in  a  wide circle,
      holding  a  dangerously  steep  angle  at  their  height, only
      the  furious  thrust  of  the  ramjet  carrying  them  through a
      turn  nibbling  at  high-speed  stall.  At  such  moments men
      like  Stavers  and  Marden  were  of  a  single-minded thought,
      requiring  no  verbal  utterance  of  sharing.  Each man
      followed  for  a  moment  the  now-distant  twinkling and
      sparkling  metal  reflecting  sunlight,  for  all  air disasters
      are  only  for  the  moment  and  fade  away  into  history with
      shocking  suddenness.  Both  men  looked  down, both
      men  without  a  driven,  deliberate  thought  brought up
      their  right  hands  in  a  crisp,  snapped  salute,  their final
      homage  to  friends  newly  gone  from life.



      Then  Stavers  was  again  all  business.  He  rolled the
      Skua  out  of  its  perilous  steep  bank,  felt  the sudden
     11  comfort"  of  the  machine  as  its  wings  tightened their
      grip  on  the  sky.  A  red  light  blinked  on  the  panel  and a
      chime  sounded  in  their  headsets.  "Thirtv  seconds to
      ram  bingo,"  Marden  spoke  calmly.,  as  muA all-business
      as  the  man  to  his side.
      "Kill  it,"  Stavers  replied.  Marden  snapped  back the
      lever  that  shut  down  fuel  flow  to  the  rarnjet;  the engine
      had  less  than  thirty  seconds  of  its  howling  life remain-
      ing.  Instantly  the  sudden  sharp  deceleration  threw them
      forward  mainst  their  harness;  they  bobbed forward,
      then  backward.  "You've  got  it,"  Stavers  said  to Marden.
      Marden  nodded  as  he  took  the CODtrois.
      "Baxter?"  Stavers  spoke  into  his mike.
      His  electronics  specialist  replied  immediately,  if not
      a  bit  groggily,  from  his  cubicle.  "Baxter  here, sir."
      "You  got  any  more  company  on  your  erector  set 'back
     there?"
      Baxter  offered  a  chuckle.  "Nothing,  sir.  No; belay
      that,  Mr.  Stavers.  We've  got  four  Eagles  climbing up
     to-
     "F-fifteens?"
      "Yes,  sir.  Sorry.  Four  F-fifteens  on  intercept. I've
      been  talking  with@  them.  You  should  see  them  any mo-
      ment  now.  Thev're  climbim4  on  full afterburner."
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       And  they  can  climb  at  forty  thousand  feet  a minute,
       Stavers  thought.  Four  of  the  big  F-15E  fighters. NORAD
       obviously  scrambled  them  when  ground  radar  began to
       show  the  mess  in  the  sky.  Hell,  there  was  enough fire
       going  on  for  even  a  few  satellites  to  start screaming
       electronic  warnings.  He  had  barely  completed  his thought
       when  the  big  fighters  eased  into  view,  sailing upward
       on  magic  invisible  strings,  slowing  down  from super-
       sonic  flight  to  take  up  escort positions.
       "Ali,  Vulcan,  "  came  the  voice  in  his  headset,  "This is
       Eagle  Leader.  Acknowledge,  please.  Use homeopath
       freq,  Vulcan. "
       "Ohol"  Stavers  exclaimed,  not  intending  to speak
       aloud  ior  a  moment.  Those  few  words  from  the F-15E
       ight  leader  told  him  everything,  Requesting contact
       on  "homeopath  freq"  meant  a  highly-guarded special
       frequency.  So  the  Pentagon  was  escorting  them, pro-
       tecting  them.  No  bullshit  here  as  to  what  was  going on.
       They  already  knew  a  great  deal  and  what  they didn't
       know  they'd  find  out  with  full  cooperation  from Stavers.
       He  punched  in  the  sequenced  numbers  on  his UHF
       system.  "Eagle,  Vulcan  here.  Nice  to  have  you along."
       A  gloved  hand  raised  in  an  easy  salute  to  a helmet
       visor.  "Yes,  sir.  We're  to  stay  with  you  to  home plate.
       We're  fuel  fat  for  the  whole run."
       "Sounds  good, Eagle."
       "it  looked  pretty  nasty  back  there  for  a  while, Vul-
       can. What, s  your status?"
       "We're  okay,  Eagle.  We're  pretty  light  now  and we'll
       stay  at  fifty-seven  grand  until  starting  descent. That
       okay  with  you guys?"
       "That's  affirm,  sir.  We'll  take  care  of  ATC." The
       F-15E  pilot  laughed  easily.  "Just  leave  the  driving to
       us,  Vulcan. "
       "You  got  it,  friend,"  Stavers  told  the  other  man sit-
       ting  fifty  feet  away  from  him,  across  bitter  cold  thin air
       and  cruising  at  a  leisurely  (for  the  Eagle)  six hundred
       miles  an  hour.  Then  suddenly,  with  that snap-abruptness
       Marden  bad  come  to  know  so  well  for  so  long, Stavers
       had  enough  of  the  cockpit.  He  hit  the  harness releases,
      shoved his oxvgen mask mit  ()f thP IA7@:OV 11"11f111L-A  1,;,
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  last  connections  and  climbed  out  of  his  seat. Without
  another  word  to  Marden  he  walked  back  into  the cabin.
  He  didn't  see  the  other  man  move  but  he  knew his
  copilot  was  already  in  the  right  seat.  Stavers  had al-
  ready  dismissed  the  details  of  the  flight  from  his mind
  as  his  eyes  caught  the  gaze  of  Rebecca Weinstein.
     He  stood  for  several  moments  before  her.  Her eyes
  still  held  the  pinkish  glaze  of  someone  who's been
  through  fierce  gravity  loads,  and  she'd  been through
  plenty  as  they'd  thrown  the  Skua  about  so violently.
  She  looked  up  at  him,  not  speaking,  all  their communi-
  cation  through  eyes  and  facial  expressions.  The steward
  approached  and  waited  without speaking.
     "Straight  vodka  for  me,"  he  told  him,  not  turning his
  head. "Rebecca?"



     Her  voice  came  through,  strained, husky-sounding.
  "The same."
     "Bring  water  and  tissues,"  Stavers  added.  Then be
  gestured  to  the  wornan.  "Don't  talk.  Not  yet." The
  steward  returned,  opened  a  table  tray,  placed their
  glasses  before  them.  Stavers  took  the  tissues  and the
  water.  He  wet  an  edge  of  the  tissue.  "Hold  still," he
  told  Weinstein.  Gently,  he  wiped  away  the  blood that
  had  slipped  from  her  nose  across  her  upper lip.
     She  stared  at  the  red-stained  tissue.  "I  didn't know-"
     He  handed  her  the  vodka. "Drink."
     He  took  his  own  in  a  long,  steady  swallow, grateful
  for  the  burning  sensation  down  his  throat  and  into his
  gut.  She  sipped  more  slowly.  Again  without  taking his
  eyes  from  her  he  gestured  with  a  hand,  The steward
  was  there  almost  immediately  with  two  more drinks,
  Stavers  waited  until  they  were  on  the  tray  and waved
  him away.
     "That  helps,"  she  said  with  a  shuddering,  deep breath,
  He  nodded.  She  looked  at  him  with  both knowledge
  and  curiosity.  "We  lost  the  other  plane,  didn't  we." It
  was  a  statement;  no  question  there,  seeking confirma-
  tion.  Stavers nodded.
     "I  didn't  see  all  of  it.  It  was  crazy  back  here.  I could
  feel  my  insides  sloshing  back  and  fbrth  like  liquid metal."
  qb,,  mmspd  oniv  a  moment.  "It hurt."
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       "It  does  that."  He  leaned  back  in  his  seat, sucking
       vodka.  "Yes;  we  lost  them.  Wilkinson  was  a damned
       good  man.  Now  he's  dead.  Maybe  it's  why  we're alive."
       She  glanced  through  her  window.  Two  huge fighters
       held  perfect  formation  on  her  side  of  the  Skua. "Nice
      escort."
       "The best."
       "Obviously,  you  rate,"  she  said.  For  a  moment he
       wondered  if  her  words  contained  a  touch  of  acid, then
       accepted  they didn't.
       "We  work  with  them,  thev  work  with  us.  I'm much
       more  valuable  to  the  Pentagon  alive  than dead."
       "As  the  old  saying  goes,"  she  said  quickly,  "dead men
       tell  no tales."
      "And?"
       "And  live  men  have  no  end  of  tales  to tell."
       "Neat,  Where'd  you  learn  all that?"
       "Among  other  things,  Father  was  a philosopher."
       "Tell  me more."
       "A question.
       "Shoot. "
       "Where  could  that  Bear  have  come from?"
       A  warning  bell  began  to  sound  in  the  back  of his
       head.  He  gave  no  sign  of  his  heightened  alertness to
      her.
       "Bear,  Backfire,  Vulcan;  whatever.  You  got money,
       you  got  connections.  You  got  money  and connections,
       you  got  what  vou want."
       "Crude  but  direct,"  she  snuled.  Again  there  was that
       brief  pause  by  the  good  woman  doctor.  "Isn't  that air-
       plane  far  beyond  its  range?  I  rnean,  this  deep  in the
       United StatesR-
       "Uh  ub.  Not  when  vou  have  aerial  refueling  any time
             "  He  didn't  say  anything  about  the  Jet  pods on
       you want,                                L i
       the Bear,  wondering  if  she'd  bring  it  up.  She didn't.
       But  she  knew  it  was  a  Bear.  She  knew  the NATO
       code  narne  for  that  goddarnn,  thing.  And  there's nothing
       we  found  in  her  background  that  shows  experience in
       this  field,  or  even  any  real  interest.  And  according to
       her  records,  she's  not  a  pilot.  How  the  hell  (lid she
       know  Preciselu  what  that  vhii wtycp
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     He  decideci  to  put  it  aside  for  the  moment. There'd
  be  plenty  of  time  and  plenty  of  people  to  start peeling
  away  whatever  cover  this  woman  had  wrapped so
  invisibly-  and  so  effectively!-he  thought  with admi-
  ration-about  herself  He  shifted  comfortably  in his
  seat,  toying  with  his  drink.  Abruptly  he  put  it  onto the
  tray  and  reached  for  a  slim  cigar.  For  a  moment he
  permitted  himself  the  luxury  of  non-thinking;  yet, that
  was  impossible  for  him  and  more  than  shutting  off that
  incessant  thought  flow,  he  had  simply  gone  blank facially.
    Or  so  he  bad  always  believed  himself  capable of
  doing.  Rebecca  Weinstein  was  a  medical  doctor. She
  was  also  sensitive  beyond  feminine  intuition  or long



  training.  She  needed  only  a  glance  in  those  black, con-
  tracted  pupils  of  the  man  beside  her  to  detect that
  somewhere,  somehow,  she  had  committed  a breach.
  Perhaps  no  more  than  the  tiniest  sliver  in  her armor,
  yet  to  this  man,  who  seemed  to  sense  deep inside
  anyone  close  to  him,  that  tiniest  sliver  in  an otherwise
  unmarred  surface  became  a  gaping  abyss  within which
  he  saw  what  was  denied  to  all  other  men.  The  cold chill
  she  had  known  before  swept  through  her,  and she
  shuddered,  not  so  much  from  that  sudden  icy grasp
  within  body  and  psyche,  but  also  the  turbulent  clash of
  the  cold  sensation  and  the  almost  desperate  urge to
  clutch  that  magnificent  man  and  hold  his  head firmly
  and  tightly  against  her  full breasts.
    The  aroma  of  Jamaican  tobacco  drifted  past  her, star-
  tlingly  pleasant  and  toasted;  she  had  always disliked
  cigar  smoke  and  was  continually  surprised  to  find  it so
  welcoming.  The  614ar  or  the  man?  A  combination of
  both?  He  had  that  astonishing,  unsettling  ability to
  constantly  stab  his  mind  deep  into  hers,  A  touch  of a
  frown  crossed  her  forehead.  How  amazing.  She  had just
  been  through  a  wild,  raging  to-tlie-death  swirl miles
  above  the  earth  and  emerged  with  twisted  insides and
  blood  on  her  face,  but  her  inner  self,  her  mind,  was so
  completely  composed  it  amazed  her.  And  now  it took
  only  these  very  few,  ;@ese  barelv  identifiable  sions of
  this  man  to  rattle  her cage.
 _1_1  I -
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   real  know?  She  pushed  aside  the  thought  as  they both
   accepted  the  uneasy,  unbidden  standoff,  which  to Stavers
   was  far  more  remarkable  than  it  was  to Rebecca
   Weinstein.  As  she  pondered  what  only  she  knew be-
   tween  them,  he  was  disturbed  with  thoughts  he hadn't
   embraced  for  many  long months.
     She's  getting  to  me.  Goddamnit,  I  don't  believe this!
   Somehow  she's  under  my  skin  and  she's  getting  to me,
   and  it's  a  hell  of  a  lot  more  than  her  being  just a
   splendid  female. Jesus ...   I'd  hate  to  kill  her because
   of  what  I  don't know  ...
    One  thing  is  certain,  mused  Dr.  Rebecca Weinstein,
   turning  the  vodka  glass  slowly  within  her  fingers, my
   identifying  that  Russian  bomber  has  him  on hair-trigger
   alert.  What  he  doesn't  know  is  that  I  know  more about
   that  thing  he's  wearing  against  his  body  than  he  does ...
 Chapter 6
    "Full  ski  gear.  Thermals  underneath,  good boots,
  gloves.  Consider  in  the  windchill  factor."  Doug Stavers
  scratched  his  left  earlobe,  an  unrecognized  habit refect-
  ing  easy  thinking.  "Use  a  backpack  for coffee."
    "Ski  gear?"  Rebecca  Weinstein  hated  her  own echoed
  remarks.  It  sounded  simpering  but  he'd  caught her
  unawares,  "There's  no  snow out-"
    I  didn't  say  skiing.  I  said  ski  gear. Goddamnit,
  Weinstein,  call  it  whatever  you  want.  just  get  with it,
  Doe.  Be  readv  in  twenty minutes."
    "Yessir,"  &  rattled  in  an  unavoidable  fli-ovant tone.
  "Any  other  special  orders, sir?"
    "Yes.  Can  the shit."
    She  caught  the  slig  t  tug  at  the  corner  of  his mouth,
                      nh
  recognizing  the  smile  that  lurked  beneath,  She offered
  her  own  smile  in  response.  "Got  it,"  she  said. "You,
  me,  who else?"
    "You,  me,  Skip,"  be  grunted,  "Besides,  you're wrong
  about  the snow."
    She  thought  of  the  barren  Arizona  desert stretching
  awav  from  Indian's  Bluff.  Not  more  than  an  hour ago
  she'd  been  topside  in  the  town,  well  above  this sprawl-
  ing  underground  complex  concealed  from  the world.
  No  snow.  No  clouds.  You  didn't  need  to  be  a  genius to
  figure  out  the  rest.  No  snow  here.  By  helicopter  to the
  mountains  and  you  had  snow.  She  knew  better  than to
  prattle  with  unnecessary  conversation.  if  it  didn't serve
  a  purpose,  keep  your  mouth  shut,  Sbe  smiled  to her-
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  "Know  what  you're  going  to  say  and  let  people think
  that  you're  an  idiot.  That's  better  than  shooting  off your
  mouth  and  proving  you're  a  fool."  Great,  Dad, she
  mused,  if  only  I  could  stick  to  that  rule.  Sometimes my
  mouth  thinks  on  its own-
     She  cut  off  the  meandering  within  her  head. "Twenty
  minutes,"  she  tossed  over  her  shoulder  as  she  left for
  her quarters.
     "Nineteen,  now,"  he  threw back.
     She  offered  a  theatrical  wince.  "ouch,"  she mur-
  mured,  and  left.  The  airtight  door  closed  with  a hiss
  behind  her  as  she  walked  along  the  corridor  of  the East
  Wing.  Jesus, it , s  like  being  in  Star  Trek.  Doors opening
  and  closing  by  themselves.  Microphones  and receivers
  built  into  our  clothes  or  worn  on  a  necklace. Instant
  communications  all  the  time.  and  anywhere.  She shook
  her  head  with  the  simplistic  marvels  of  the  city beneath
  the town.
     I  like  that,  she  thought  idly,  walking  along  the car-
  peted  corridor  that  reduced  her  footfalls  to  soft muffled
  sound.  The  city  beneath  the  town.  The  locals  had their
  own,  very  private  joke  about  the  two  communities. The
  Indian's  Bluff  that  the  outside  world  knew,  and Stavers-
  ville,  the  invisible  city  that  nobody  ever  saw  from above.
  It  was  true  enough.  Eons  ago  underground  rivers had
  carved  enormous  channels  and  caves  fifty  feet below
  the  desert  floor,  Stavers'  engineers  tracked  down old
  rumors  and  proved  their  truth.  Old  mines  once scratched
  and  pawed  at  for  silver  and  gold  abounded  in  the re-
  gion.  The  perfect  cover.  Stavers'  bought  out  the mines
  and  renewed  digging  for  gold.  That  proved  to  the locals
  he  was  mad. Loco.
     "Ate  one  tumbleweed  too  many,"  they  said.  But they
  didn't  say  it  loud  enough  to  be  overheard  because soon
  all  of  them  worked  for  Stavers  Mining  and Engineering.
  Then  they  discovered  Stavers'  had  bought  them  as well.
  Bought  up  their  homes  and  stores  and  gas  stations at
  prices  they  could  never  turn  down.  Bought  the banks
  arid  the  realty  companies  (which  hadn't  done much
  business  for  years,  anyway).  Then  he  bought  the town.
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   assigned  people,  was  Indian's  Bluff.  He  had  it  all: po-
   lice,  security,  fire,  the  courts.  Nobody  argued. They'd
   never  seen  so  much  money  in  their  lives,  They also
   signed  contracts  that  guaranteed  their  silence about
   what  was  going  on  beneath  their  feet,  where Stavers
   Mining  and  Engineering  transformed  the  ancient river-
   beds  and  caves  into  a  sprawling  underground  city of
   steel  and  glass,  electronics  and  generators, computers
   and  weapons  arsenals,  huge  kitchen  and  inedical facili-
   ties,  living  quarters,  and  the  kind  of communications
   that  kept  Stavers  and  his  tearns  in  realtime  contact with
   anywhere  in  the world.
     Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein  had  been  through  the entire
   complex.  Stavers  ordered  that  tour.  She  marveled at
   the  films  of  a  giant  Ariane  rocket  launching  from the



   eastern  coast  of  South  America;  Stavers  made  it finan-
   cially  worthwhile  for  the  French  to  put  up  his own
   communications  satellite.  It  sat  out  in  space  more than
   twenty-two  thousand  miles  high  in  geosynchronous or-
   bit  and  he  had  twelve  hundred  channels  to  say  what he
   wanted  and  to  hear  what  he demanded.
     If  you  could  think  of  it,  and  it  had  a worthwhile
   purpose,  you  could  find  it  in  the  underground marvel
   Stavers  created  about  his  needs  and  wants. Machine
   shops,  nuclear-generated  power,  huge  underground ban-
   gars  for  more  than  thirty  aircraft  frorn  smalljet fighters
   to  international  transports,  it  was  all  there.  And that
   arsenal.  That  one  was  more  a  closed  than  an opened
   door.  Oh,  she  knew  about  the  rifles,  inachine guns,
   assault  weapons,  chernicall  agents@  the  deadly  toys grown
   men  loved  so  much.  But  she  knew  only  ruinors about
   the  bigger  stuff.  Hints  of  nuclear  weapons.  She'd asked
   Stavers  directly  about  that  matter.  just  the  idea of
   being  buried  beneath  the  desert  with  nukes  chilled her
   to  the bone.
     "I've  heard  you  have  atomic  bombs  down  here,," she
   confronted  him.  "Maybe  even  bigger stuff   * "  She paused.
   Cold  steel  eyes  looked  back  at her.       Not  a  flicker of
   emotion.  She  shifted  uncomfortably,  the  cold trickling
   down  her  back  with  tiny  sounds  of  cracking ice,        IT rn
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     for  the  right  words.  -You  told  me  to  learn absolutely
     everything  about  you  I  could  learn.  You're  looking at
     me  like  a  pit  viper  about  to  strike  a  rabbit. Damnit,
     frankly,  you're  scaring  the  hell  out  of me!"
      The  deep  fire  she'd  seen  beyond  his  eyes dimmed
     slowly  but  purposefully  and  she  felt  a  bit  more alive
     than  the  moment  before.  Now  I  know  what  it's  like to
     be  on  the  razor's  edge,  she  thought wildly.
      I  didn't  hear  your  question,"  he  said  after  his own
     thoughtful pause.
     11 1- 11
       And  I  don't  want  to  hear  it,"  he  added,  very softly.
        ose  were  the  moments  when  she  thought  the real
     world  had  evaporated.  That  she  existed  in  some monu-
     mental  acade.  And  it  was  true  enough.  This division
     between  the  crackerbox  town  with  nine  out  of  every ten
     people  being  of  Indian  blood,  and  this  sprawling under-
     ground  complex-  I  have  my  own  name  for  this place.
     And  it's  not  Staversville.  This  is  a  real  Potemkin Vil-
     lage,  but  the  czar  is  Doug  Stavers  and  he  built  it this
     way  to  fool  the  whole  outside world.
     She  pushed  aside  as  much  of  the  emotional  and intel-
     lectual  conflict  as  she  could.  Stick  to  what  he  hired you
     to  do,  she  reminded  herself.  Attend  his  health and
     well-being  and  mind  your  own  damned  business, Don't
     let  him  probe  too  deeply  into  what  you  really are.
     And  that  was  excellent  advice.  It  was  pure twenty-
     four-karat,  great,  sensational  advice.  The  security sys-
     tem  run  by  Al  Ternplin  was  ruthless  and permanent.
     Anyone  who babbled   about  Indian's  Bluff-which  in its
     own  way  was  the  Potemkin  Village  for  the underground
     complex-broke  his  or  her  unbreakable  contract, That
     contradiction  in  terms  was  completed  by  eradication of
     the  errant  parties.  Not  only  those  who  talked  too much
     but  those  who  had  queried,  or,  simply listened.
     They  all  came  down  with  fatal  illness,  disease or
     suffered  the  most  incredible  accidents.  But  they were
     always  accidents.  Al  Templin  wouldn't  talk  about his
     security  system,  but  Skip  Marden  held  few reservations
     where  Rebecca  Weinstein  was concerned.
     -T  --I,  T-%--  " L_    .  L -,    I
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 seemed  to  attack  rather  than  discuss verbally,    it works
 this  way.  Doug's  seen  fit  to  put  his  life  in  your hands,
 see?  That  means  he's  also  put  your  life  in  my hands.
 Something  goes  real  bad  with  Doug,  then  you  dance on
 the grill."
    "I  don't  like  that,"  she  said,  surprised  with  her sud-
 denly  vehement  tone,  She  had  all  the  effect  of  a fly
 hitting  a mountain.
    "What's  there  to  like?"  He  grinned  as  he shrugged.
 "That's  the  way  it  works,  You  knew  that  when you
 made  the  inside  team.  Doug  trusts  you.  So  do  1. That's
 why  you're  still  breathing, and-"
    "Shove  your  threats  up  your ass,"    she  snapped,  in a



 fashion  most  uncharacteristic  for  herself.  She  felt  as if
 she  were  battling  phantoms  made  of stone.
    He  sighed  with  forced  patience.  "When  will you
 understand,  Doe?  We  don't  threaten.  That's  dumb. We
 make  simple statements."
    She  sought  desperately  to  shift  his  emphasis. "You
 were  telling  me  about  people  who  talk  too  much and-"
    "Yeah,  so  I  was,"  and  he  renewed  the  grin.  He was
 into  a  subject  dear  to  his  heart.  "They  talk  too much
 and  we  cancel  their  contract.  You  ever  hear  of the
 Great  Tropical  Scolopendra, Doc?"
    She  shook  her head.
    "Centipede.  Big  sucker  frorn  South  America.  It's got
 long  hairs  and  they've  got  a  powder  on  thern  that causes
 the  goddamndest  pain  you  could  ever  imagine.  Let one
 of  those  things  walk  across  the  arm  of  a  sleeping man
 and  he  wakes  up  like  his  whole  arm's  been  dipped in
 molten  iron.  He'll  scream  until  his  vo@@al  cords don't
 work  anv  more  and  his  arm  is  as  dead  as  a  block of
 wood.  Iie  can't  stay  still,  he  can't  lie  down,  he's mad
 with  the  pain.  Re  runs  around  like  a  chicken  with its
 head  cut  off,  howling  the  whole  time  like  a  mad dog."
 He  thought  about  past  incidents.  "Come  to  think  of it,
 they  also  froth  at  the  mouth,  Like  a  damn  dog with
 rabies.  The  whole  point  is  that  they'll  do  anything to
 get  away  from  that  pain.  They'll  run  in  front  of  a speed-
 ing  truck.  Throw  themselves  out  of  windows.  If they
 ---  __4-  , _-          @1-f  f1l@mcpIvPz  if  thev  oan  get a
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  knife,  well,  we  had  one  guy  who  stabbed  himself  over a
  hundred  times  before  he  bled  to  death.  Kept jamming
  that  knife  again  and  again  into himself-"
   11  Spare  me, Marden."
    A  smiling  death's  head  looked  back  at  her.  "No," be
  said  softly.  "You  asked,  I  answer.  But  I'll  wrap  it  up for
  you.  We  had  a  whore  drop  some  of  that  powder  on a
  guy's  dick.  He  went  mad  in  seconds.  He  grabbed a
  knife  and  cut  off  his  own  prick,  and  he  killed  the whore,
  and  he  ran  down  the  hall  in  the  cathouse,  blood pump-
  ing  fi-orn  what  was  left  of  his  dick  like  a  fountain  and he
  killed  three  more  before  he  shoved  the  knife  into his
  own heart.
    Silence  hung  heavily  between them.
    "You're  the  doctor,"  he  went  on  finally.  "You get,
  say,  a  case  like  that  for  an  autopsy.  By  the  time  you get
  the  body  the  powder  is  so  much  dust  like  anything else.
  Not  a  trace  of  it.  And  there's  nothing  in  the blood,
  nothing  internal.  So  it  goes  down  on  the  record books
  that  the  dude  flipped  out,  went  bananas,  or  maybe a
  poison  spider  or  a  scorpion  got  his  ass.  The  point  is the
  whole  thing  gets  buried  and  forgotten."  He chuckled.
   There's more-"
    I  don't  need-I  don't  want  to  hear  any  more," she
  said coldly.
    .  You're  a  doctor.  You  cut  up  bodies.  Slice them
  open,  pull  out  organs  and  bones,  right?  You  cut up
  cadavers  for  practice.  You  do  stuff  for  a  living that
  would  make  most  people  puke  out  their  guts.  And now
 you I ve  got  the  willies  because  of  what  a  little powder
  can  do. "
    "The  difference  is  that  I  try  to  save  lives,"  she said
 angrily.
    "Little  lady,"  Marden  replied,  leaning  forward, "if
  you  ever  get  a  taste  of  that  dust  you'll  never  even  try, to
  save  your  own  life.  Got  it?"  He  laughed  again. "Then,
  of  course,  there's  traffic  accidents.  We  bum  'em, crush,
  mangle,  decapitate,  you  know, Doc."
    She  knew.  She'd  worked  emergency  rooms, she'd
  been  on  the  road  as  a  paramedic;  she  knew.  The craz        'y
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   brand  of  contract  termination,  thousands  ofpeople tore
   themselves  to  bloody  shards  every  day  of  the  week in
   the  normal,  prosaic,  "decent"  world,  She  hated her
   own  self-rationalization.  Nothing  performed  bv  this group
   in  its  enforced  silence  and  isolation,  in  the  total number
   of  people  it  affected,  could  hold  a  candle  to  the drunks
   and  the  addicts  ripping  apart  lives  in  normal life.
      She  forced  a  switch  in  their  conversation, "N/lind
   another  questiort?"  she  asked,  more  hopefully  this time.
      "Anything, babe.
      He  talks  like  an  old  movie,  for  God's  sake!  "All this,"
   she  gestured  to  take  in  the  great  underground complex,
   "has  a  purpose.  I  know  that  Stavers  has  airlines, shipping
  companies-"



      "Steel  mills,  electronics  plants,  aircraft  factories, ship-
   yards,  export-import,  plantations,  oil  fields,  mining, ar-
   chitecture  and  engineering,"  he  added  to  her list.
      "And  that's  just  touching  the  surface,  isn't it?"
      "Uh  huh.  You  could  add  casinos  in  Vegas  and Atlan-
   tic  City,  mercenary  forces  for  hire,  and  verv  legit. He
   buys  and  sells  weapons  all  over  the  world.  You  want the
   staff  to  fight  a  war?  Come  to  Stavers  Industries.  You got
   enough  bread  and  we'll  fight  the  war  for you@           @ 1.  He
   laughed  at  her  expression  (if  astonishment.  "Hey,  -it's all
   business,  Doc.  How  the  hell  do  you  think  the  world is
   run. anyway?"
     "But        but  what  does  he  do  hem?  I rnean,         11  she
   faltered,  "I  know  he's  -ot  nh-s  incredible  empire, but
   what  does  he want?"
      Marden's  expression  was  blank.  "Anything. Ever,-
   thing,"  He  paused  a  heartbeat.  "Sometimes, nothing.-
   fie  grew  serious  and  it  was  the  first  time  he'd  shown a
   serious  side  without  malevolence  stirring  within his
   words.  "Christ,  Weinstein,  think  of  it.  He  owns rnedi-
   cal  research  centers  and  hospitals.  Half  the damned
   cosmetics  industry  in  the  country, Supermarkets,
   Churches and---"
     11C hurches?"
     "wh
           y  not@"  He  was  bonestly  puzzled.  "God's  a hell
  -47       i--  @-.f  qde  01" Vnfi(".4n
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      He  rose  to  his  feet  and  stretched.  "Later,  Doe. And
    close  your  mouth.  You'll  start  catching  flies  like that."
      And  now  they  were  going  to  take  a  walk  in  the high
    snow  of Arizona.
      It  wasn't  that  simple.  The  snow  Stavers  sought was
    sixty  miles  away  across  rugged  country  in  even more
    rugged  mountains.  Clad  in  the  cold-weather  gear Stavers
    had  urged,  she  returned  to  the  operations  room  to meet
    Stavers  and  Marden.  Stavers  had  dressed  in  what she
    recognized  as  military  mountain  gear;  plain,  rugged and
    effective,  a  drab  contrast  to  her  own brightly-colored
    outer  clothing.  Marden  stood  silently  to  the  side;  it was
    impossible  not  to  notice  the  heavy  pack  strapped about
    his  shoulders  or  the  weapons  slung  about  his  body. Her
    first  impulse  was  to  smirk  at  the  lethal  "toys."  As quickly
    as  she  entertained  that  thought  she  dismissed  it as
    stupid.  How  could  she  have  forgotten  their  flight west
    in  the  Skua  with  a  modified  Russian  bomber-not crewed
    by  Russians-doing  its  very  best  to  kill  them  all? Stavers'
    world  was  another planet.
      She  watched  as  he  studied  an  electronic situation
    map  and  a  live  television  broadcast  from  some  sort of
    aircraft.  "You're  clear  T'Or  the  area,"  Templin  said  in his
    brisk  manner  of  speaking.  "Anything  that's  flying is
    either  very  high  and  traversing  the  area  on  a  flight plan,
    or it, s  got feathers."
      Marden  moved  forward.  "Give  me  the  IR  plot," he
   ordered.
      Templin  worked  the  electronic  control  console and
    the  situation  map  flickered  to  a  different  readout. -Lri-
    frared  shows  only  scattered  life  forms,"  Templin told
    him.  "We've  got  high  resolution  on  each  target. What-
    ever  you  see  moving  out  there  has  four  legs  and  a tail."
    Templin  turned  to  Stavers.  "You'll  have  your usual
    chase  chopper,  of  course. "
      Stavers;  nodded.  "When  we  put  down  I  want both
    choppers  to  fly out."
      "But  we  cant  cover  vou if-"
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     "And  they  come  back  here  and  they  land," Stavers
  added quietly.
    .1  Damnit,  boug,  I can't-"
     "Yes,  you  can,"  Stavers  told  him,  still  quiet and
  businesslike.  "Can  and  will.  Don't  break  my orders."
     Templin  clenched  his  teeth.  "Yes,  sir,"  He swung
  about  in  his  chair.  "But  I  am  not  shutting  down high
  surveillance. "
     Stavers  didn't  bother  to  answer.  He  was  already walk-
  ing  toward  the  exit  to  the  main  vehicle  roadway  of the
  underground  complex.  Marden  waited  for  Weinstein to
  follow  and  then  brought  up  the  rear,  Through  the doors
  that  opened  and  closed  with  that  unreal  sound and
  movement  of  a  spaceship  they  found  a military-type
  vehicle  waiting,  engine  running  and  a  driver  at the
  wheel.  "Let's  roll,"  Stavers  told  the  driver  as  they took
  their  seats.  "Heliport Three."
     Everything  moved  with  a  strange,  futuristic, almost



  robotic  sense  of  unreality,  as  if  she  were  in  some futur-
  istic  film.  They  left  the  vehicle  (she'd  never  seen one
  like  it  before)  and  entered a    Jet  helicopter.  Two pilots
  were  at  the  controls,  and  this  was  strange  enough to
  merit  heavy  thinking,  Neither  Stavers  nor Marden
  showed  any  indication  of  flying  the  machine themselves.
  Questions  bunched  in  her  mind,  but  Rebecca Weinstein
  knew  that  when  other  people  were  Nrithin  earshot you
  did  not  ask  questions, Period.
     A  hydraulic  ramp  lifted  them  upward  as  large hori-
  zontal  doors  slid  away  above  them.  Moments  later they
  rested  on  desert  floor  and  the  t,,k,,in  jet  engines  of the
  chopper  moaned  into  life  and  quickly  changed their
  tone  to  screeching  jet  blasts  and  howling  rotors. Weinstein
  watched  in  silence.  Everything  happeried crisply,
  smoothly,  -,vithout  wasted  motion.  The  lead  pilot glanced
  back  to  Stavers,  who  nodded,  and  the  earth  fell  away as
  the  helicopter  rose  and  banked  into  a  climbing turn.
  They  never  rose  more  than  a  few  hundred  feet above
  the  ground,  but  climbing  steadily  as  the  barren earth
  rose  in  its  upslope  beneath  them.  The  ground features
  chanf4ed;  gorges  and  huge  boulders  appeared  in greater
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  and  then  they  climbed  more  steeply  as  patches  of snow
  appeared.  Suddenly  everything  was  either  fresh snow
  or  barren rock.
     Stavers  pointed  to  a  large  flat  area  in  the  midst of
  angry  rock  formations.  "Land there."
     They  settled  down  in  a  miniature  snowstorm hurled
  about  by  the  rotors.  Stavers  climbed  out, guiding
  Weinstein  through  the  eye-stinging  snow.  She  caught a
  glimpse  of  Marden  behind  them  as  they  cleared the
  worst  of  the  howling  wind.  Stavers  gestured,  the jet
  engines  screamed  with  added  power,  and  in  a whirl-
  mind  of  its  own  making  the  machine  was gone,
     This  is  great.  just  great.  I'm  in  the  middle  of nowhere
  with  snow  up  to  my  ass  with  two  professional killers
  and  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea  why  I'm here.
     The  ear-ringing  sound  of  whining  jet  engines faded
  into  the  presence  of  winds  surging  along  the snow,
  bursting  suddenly  in  gusts  about  tumbled boulders.
  Then  those  sounds,  too,  began  to  fade  beneath the
  painfully  bright  and  clear  blue  sky.  Rebecca Weinstein
  turned  slowly  to  absorb  the  full  view;  she  could see
  mountains  more  than  a  hundred  miles  distant, thin
  lines  cresting  the  visual  edge  of  the  world.  We  could be
  in  Antarctica.  The  thought  comparison  surprised her.
  She  forced  herself  back  to  her  earlier  thorny  query. I'm
  still.  in  the  middle  of  nowhere  with  two professional
  killers  and  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea  why  I'm  here. She
  stopped  the  turn  of  her  gaze  to  rest  her  eyes  on Doug
  Stavers.  He  stood  motionless,  his  eyes  unreadable to
  her,  and  she  knew  something  was  wrong.  Then Stavers
  spoke,  his  words  easy  and  comfortable,  and  any ques-
  tion  of  danger  instantly  became fact.
     He's  the  very  big,  very  dangerous  cat,  and  I'm one
  lousy,  fragile  mouse.  A  smile  came  unbidden  to  her lips
  as  she  thought  of  her  father,  that  brilliant philosopher-
  scientist-warrior  who  had  so  long  ago  prepared  her for
  this  moment,  without  ever  knowing  when  and  bow the
  moment  would come.
     "When  that  time  is  with  you,  Rebecca,  you  will know
  it.  Death  will  be  scarceiv  more.  than  i  henrthppt nivqu
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   You  will  know  the  scent  of  flowers,  no  matter where
   you  are  or  what  you're  doing.  That  is  the  time  you must
   be  willing,  almost  but  not  quite  eager,  to embrace
   death.  Because  he  will  be  ready  to  gather  you  into his
   bony arms."
     I  smell  roses.  That's  bad.  That's  the  smell  of  death. A
   rose  has  nofragrance  until  it  begins  to die.
     "Do  you  know  where  you  are, Rebecca?"
     Even  with  her  tremendous  self-control,  she  was al-
   most  startled  with  the  question  and  its  verbalization in
   a  soft,  easy  tone.  She  locked  eyes  with  Stavers before
   she  answered,  needing  that  brief  moment  to gather
   herself  into  a  tight,  armored persona.
     She  gestured  oftbandedly.  "It  could  be Antarctica,
   but  I  know  it's  Arizona."  She  hesitated  only  a moment,



   deciding  in  that  interval  not  to  remain  the  fragile mouse.
   "That's  a  strange  question  from  you,  Doug,  seeing that
   you  know  that  I  know  where  we are."
     I  wasn't  referring  to  a  physical  location,"  he an-
   swered easily.
     "When  did  we  become  metaphysical?"  she countered
   quickly  and smoothly.
     He  offered  a  barely  visible  curl  at  the  side  of his
   mouth.  The  Doug  Stavers'  admission  of  riposte  from a
   worthwhile  opponent.  The  smile  vanished  as  quickly as
   it appeared.
     "Metaphysical,"  he  repeated. "You    I re  closer  than you
   think  to  the  truth."  He  gestured,  half-turning  to  take in
   the  bleak,  snow-streaked  vastlands.  "A  long  time ago,
  Rebecca---
     I  hate  his  calling  me  that.  The  way  he  uses  my name.
   There's  sonixthing  very  wrong here-
    .1  -the  great  shamans  of  the  Indian  tribes  came here,
   walked  these  same  hills,  stood  right  where  we  are now,"
   Stavers  went  on.  "They  came  here  to  talk  with their
   gods.  Not  talk  to.  They  could  do  that  anywhere,  in their
   teepee  or  hut  or  cave.  But  when  they  sought answers
   from  their  gods,  the  medicine  men  walked  out arnong
   these  hills.  Because  here  they  were  close  to  the two
   most  important  things  in  their  lives.  Their  gods." He
                    Q@@Minv  fn  flnqb  q),(1r1r-.n1v_  "And- tnith."
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    She  kept  her  silence.  Stavers  sighed,  the  visible sign
  of  a  man  whose  patience  trickled  away  from  him like
  sand  between  a  man's fingers.
   "You I re  betwixt  and  between,  Rebecca.  You're closer
  to  whatever  gods  you  worship, and-"
    She'd  had  enough  of  the  waiting.  "And  the  truth, or
  whatever  it  is  you  call  the  truth,"  she  finished  for him,
  anger  sharpening  her tone.
    "Yes,"  he  nodded.  Marden  was  a  huge  spectre well
  behind  and  to  his  side,  stoic,  human  granite,  part  of the
  scenery  instead  of  part  of  them.  "And  anything less
  than  the  truth,  from  this  moment  on,  means  you  will be
  with  your gods."
    She  held  his  eyes  and  she  was  grateful  she never
  dropped  her  gaze.  "You'd  kill  me?"  she  said,  amazed at
  the  strong  tone  of  her  voice,  feeling  none  of  the shakes
  she  thought  might  betray  her self-control.
    Stavers  laughed.  "Of  course."  The  laugh  died  away to
  a  deep  rumble  from  his chest.
    "Now,  I  ask,  you  answer."  He  sighed  again.  "What a
  damned  shame.  I  was  honestly  becoming  quite  fond of
 you.
    She  nailed  him.  "I  know.  She  said,  again  with that
  amazing  calm.  "Go  ahead.  But  keep  one  thing  in mind,
  Stavers."  She  enjoyed  this  use  of  his  name  at this
  moment.  "Even  the  leaders  of  the  Inquisition didn't
  kill  their  own  victims,  They  had  executioners." She
  pointed  with  open  disdain  to  Skip Marden.
    I  see  you're  no  different.  You  had  to  bring along
  your  bully  boy  to  do  your  dirty work."
    She  had  never  before  seen  Doug  Stavers'jaw drop.
    She  took  the  moment  to  think  furiously.  For Rebecca
  Weinstein  this  was  no  simple  human  task.  She had
  been  trained  and  practiced  in  the  technique developed
  generations  ago  with  her  people  to  shut  off  every  part of
  her  mind  except  what  was  needed  to  meet  the immedi-
  ate  threat.  It  wasn't  a  matter  of  winning,  or, simply
  surviving.  It  was  emerging  from  the  trap  closing  in on
  her  in  such  a  way  she  would  turn  this  man's own
  strength  %4ainst  him.  To  Sinv@-rq  o,411-bf -ff
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  this  moment,  it  might  be  reduced  simply  to  Beauty and
  the  Beast.  Or  Beauty  vs.  the Beast.
    But  as  good  as  this  man  was,  she  was  better. Faster,
  trickier,  vastly  more  experienced,  and  in  her  Own  Way a
  survivor  for  more  years  than  he  could  ever believe
 possible.



 Chapter 7
     "You're  pressing  me,"  Stavers  said  finallv. Weinstein's
  words  struck  a  note  of  confusion  in  him.  &ot  simply the
  words  but  the  manner  in  which  she'd  accepted his
  virtual  promise  of  her  demise.  Fear  should  have been
  apparent  to  him;  it  wasn't  there  for  him  to  see.  In this
  sudden  standoff,  Rebecca  Weinstein  knew  that without
  a  stunning  impact  on  the  psyche  of  Doug  Stavers, by
  her  words,  actions,  and  attitude,  she  would  never leave
  th'i _
     is  mountain  fastness  alive.  Well,  that  was  the game,
  she  thought  wryly,  but  she  was  a  top  player  and Stavers
  was  just  beginning  to  suspect  that  was  the case.
     "Yes,"  she  told  him,  aware  the  cat-and-mouse parry-
  ing  now  tilted  slightly  in  her  favor,  She  tried  but failed
  to  keep  a  smile  from  her  face.  And  he's  got  muXh more
  to learn.
     "You're  not  afraid  to  die."  He  spoke  the  words  as a
  statement,  not  a  question.  His  eyes  widened  as he
  realized  the  truth  of  his  own.  words,  He'd  onlv known
  two  Women  in  his  life  who  equaled  the  strength  of this
  woman  standing  in  the  bitter  cold  of  a  desert winter.
  Ana'  they're  dead,  Does  this  ont-@  have  to  go  the sanw
 u,)ay?
     'Trn  quite  prepared  to  die,"  she  said  easilv, and
  again  she  knew  she'd  struck  a  sensitive  nen,e.  ';I have
                                         th  f  -,ved  from her
  been  for  a  very  long time       Streng     lo
  body  into  her  words,  "My  training  was  very good.
                                , end  and it       .11        -
  Doug.  I  need  but  to  will to                          she fat
  tered,  searching  for  the  right  words  but  accepting the
  chimsy  rel)etition,  "and  it  will end.
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     His  eyes  darkened  as  she  studied  him.  He  shook his
   head.  "My  people  are  too  good  to  let  someone slip
   through,"  he  said,  as  much  to  himself  as  to  her. "Much
   too  good  for  any  organization  to  get  this  close to,"
     "No organization,',  she  broke in.
     "Tough  to  believe, Weinstein."
     "The truth."
     "There  are  all  kinds  of  truth.  Spoken  and unspoken."
     She  smiled.  "I  realized  my  mistake  even  when I
   spoke  those  few  words  on  the  flight here."
     An  eyebrow  rose.  What  he  had  started  as  an inquisi-
   tion  had  become  an  all-too-rare  contest.  "Tell me."
     "The  Tupolev. "
     He  nodded. "There   I s  no  reason  why  you  should have
   known  the  NATO  code  name  for  the  Bear.  You said
   volumes  when  you  did that."
     She  shrugged.  "And  that  was  enough  to  let  the cat
   out  of  the bag?"
     "You're  slick,"  he  said,  strangely  relaxed  despite the
   killing  physical  posture  he'd  adopted  by  instinct. "Very
   slick.  Neat  way  for  me  to  tell  you things."
     "You're  wrong.  What  would  be  my  purpose  in that?
   If  you  believe  I'm  part  of  any  organization  trying to
   infiltrate,  to  get  close  to  you,  for  whatever  reasons you
   believe,  this  is  my  last  day  in  this  life.  This  isn't some



   stupid  Hollywood script!"
     "Yet,"  he  spoke slowly,     "you  did  get  closer  to me
   than  .  .  .  well,  than  .  .  . "
     "Than  Rasputin, there,   "  she  said  as  she  pointed to
  Marden.
     "He  has  no  part  in this,"   Stavers  snapped. "Different
  categories."
     "All  right,"  she said.
     "You  are  a  doctor."  He  threw  out  the  statement to
   elicit  a  response  he  wanted  in  his  own fashion.
     "A  surgeon,"  she  offered  in  mild  correction.  "All my
   skills,  all  my  credentials,  are real."
     "You've  been  close  enough  so  that  not  even Marden
   could  have  stopped  you from-"
     "From  what?"  she  said  harshlv,  "Frorn  hurtina W0
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  From  killing  you?  Don't  you  even  realize  the  flaw  in all
  your thinking?"
     "I  have.  It  bothers me."
     "It  damned  well should."
     "Why  doesn't  the  diamond  work  on  you, Weinstein?"
     I  think  now  I  prefer Rebecca."
    .1  Fuck  what  you  think.  Tell  me  what  you know."
     She  shook  her  head.  "No.  Not yet."
     "That  means  something  else  lies ahead."
     "True, "
     I  won't  let  Marden  kill  you,"  he  said  calmly. "I'm
   eginning  to  t  in 1       0  it myse  *
     "Only  if  you're  stupid.  You're  not  stupid.  You won't
  kill me."
     "Goddamned  sure  of  yourself, Doc."
    "I'm  seared  shitless, Stavers."
    11 on, re  very,  very  good, then."
     "Yes. "
     "Why  doesn't  the  diamond  work  on  you, Weinstein?"
  he  finally repeated.
     I  told  you.  I  can't  tell  you yet."
    1@  Tell  me why."
     "We  need  to  be  closer.  You.  Me.  A  single entity.
  Total,  absolute  trust.  "  She  took  a  deep  breath. "Damnit,
  Doug,  I  had  a  dozen  chances,  a  hundred  chances,  to do
  you  in.  A  scalpel,  a  needle,  any  one  of  fifty poisons,
  bacterial,  viral.  I  know  more  ways  to  quietly,  to secretly
  kill  a  man  than  your  gorilla  over  there  with  all that
  hardware  be's carrying."
     "You  want  a partnership.   ?"  He  was incredulous.
     "Nothing  so  basic.  The  answer  to  that  is  no. Partner-
  ship  implies  ownership,  business,  possessions, monev.
  I  don't  have  interest  in that."
     "In  what, then?"
     She  gestured  clumsily.  "I  haven't  even  formed the
  words.  A  d@fferent  excitement,  Challenge. Accomplish-
  ment.  Many  of  the  same  things  you  want.  Goals beyond
  your,  mine,  our  reach.  King  of  the  hill;  maybe  that's a
  clumsy  way  to  say  it.  But  you're  the  one  to  be  king. Not
  me.  You  have  the  aura.  What  you're  wearing  in that
  Qf@rJ  k@rn@Qv  i. ---AA                 P-4 __
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    own  power  without  it.  it  shows  up  every  now  and then
    in  history.  Atilla,  the  Khans,  Stalin,  Mussolini, Hitler,
    Christ,  dozens  of  men  who  could  have  been  kings and
    rulers  but  for  their  own  reasons  chose  not  to be."
      He  laughed.  "That  the  kicker  for  a Shakespearean
   quote?"
      She  fought  off  the  tendency  to  fall  into  easy banter.
    "To  be  or  not  to  be  is  for  vou  to  say,  Neither Hamlet
    nor  myself,"  she  said  with  deceptive calm.
      He  had  the  uncanny  ability  to  switch  from  one ex-
    treme  to  another  in  their  exchange.  "How'd  you come
    to  now  ussian  om ers.
      I  studied  them,"  she  answered  smoothly.  I  can tell
    you  the  Russian  designation  and  the  NATO  code names



    of  every  major  Soviet  fighter,  bomber,  transport, and
    missile,  and  missile-firing  surface  ships  and submarines."
      Stavers  almost  blinked;  alinost,  but  not  quite. "What
   else?"
      "The  standing  military  forces  of  every  major  and sec-
    ondary  power  in  the  world,"  The  words  rolled easily,
    with  confidence,  from her.
      "Why?"  he  asked; demanded.
      "For  this  moment,"  she  said  and,  as  she  intended, it
    forced  him  into  deeper  consideration  of  the  word clash
    between them.
      "How  did  you  know  about  the  diamond?" Reflex
    brought  up  his  hand  to  brush  fleetin0y  across  his chest
    where  the  magnificent  yellow  diamond  lay  captured in
    the  steelmesh harness.
      "It's-"  She  stopped  herself  as  she  began  her reply.
      "Don't  arrange  your  answers,  goddamnit!"  he shouted
    suddenly, brutally.
      But  she  bad  caught  the  lapse  before  it  escaped her;
    they  both  knew  it  and  Stavers  could  not  pursue the
    issue.  Not  yet,  he  swore,  but later-
      "I've  known  of  it  before  you  sought  it  out  for that
    group  in  Las Vegas."
      I  fucking  don't  believe her."      The  words rumbled
    heavily  from  Marden.  For  the  first  time  he intruded
    into  their  exchange.  "Kill  her,"  he added.
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   confusion'.  a  chink  in  the  Marden  armor  appeared. As
   much  as  fie  fathomed  what  he  heard,  be  had  also never
     eard  anyone  speak  in  this  manner  to  the  man he
   worshipped.  It  was  ...  it  was  sacrilegious, damnit.
     A  rief  gesture  started  from  Stavers  for  Marden to
   hold  his  words;  as  quickly  as  his  hand  moved, however,
   Rebecca  Weinstein  fixed  him  with  a  sharp  look  of utter
   disdain.  "What  you  believe  is  immaterial.  What  I know
   is  everything.  But  to  satisfy  your  loutish  curiosity, Mister
   Marden,  she  added  with  enough  scorn  in  her  voice to
   twist  the  knife  with  skill,  "need  I  describe  to  you the
   Board  of  Directors?  And  their  virtual  fortress  atop El
   Cid  in  Vegas?  Oh,  you  show  doubt  on  your face,
   Mardent"  She  sighed,  allowing  one  shoulder  to slump
   just  enough  to  add  to  the  contempt.  She  began ticking
   off  names  on  her  gloved  fingers.  "Benito  Gibraldi. Har-
   old  Metzbaum.  Alberto  Grazzi.  Vernon Kovanowicz.
   That  beauty,  the  black  widow,  Concetta  de  Luca. And,
   of  course,  their  security  man,  Monte  Hinyub." She
   smiled,  tight-lipped  and  humorless.  "You  arranged for
   them  all  to  leave  this  world. Permanently."
     Stavers  was  both  openly  surprised  and bemused.
   "You're  better  than  I  thought,"  he  admitted  with open
   admiration.  "How'd  you  know  all  this?"  His  brow knit-
   ted.  "And  you  know  my,  ah,  relationship  with them?"
     "metzbaum,"  she  answered  smoothly,  "More than
   four  hundred  pounds.  Gross,  corpulent,  and  a cancer-
   ous  prostate.  I  did  the  surgery  to  keep  him alive."
     Stavers  grinned.  -Perf@ct,  "he  congratulated  her. -Spi-
   nal  tap,  rightP"  She  nodded.  "And  while  he's opened
   up  like  a  fat  worm  he  hurts  just  enough  to  need  a shot.
   He  goes  into  a  spip,  he  shoots  off  his  mouth,  and he
   remembers  nothing  except  that  the  surgery  was suc-
   cess  ,  and  that  he's  going  to  live  a  while longer."
     "An  excellent summation."
     ::OAnd  you learned-F
       ne  name  should  do."  She  paused  a  moment. "No.
   You  deserve  more  than  that,"  She  paused  but  a mo-
   ment,  making  some  inner  decision.  before  plunging on.
   "You  qiiestioned  Kurt  Mueller  in  Berlin.  He  knew Hit-
  I   -       -11 11       .1 A      17
 DARK MESSIAH
 99
  higher  coin.  The  Russians  butchered  him  when they
  discovered  your  session  with him."
     "You  know  a  hell  of  a  lot  of  narnes,"  Stavers said
 heavily.
     "It's  but  the  beginning.  You,  Mr.  Stavers,  have been
  the  focal  point  of  most  of  my  adult  life.  The  planning all
  led  to  this moment."
     "if  you  didn't  have  those  names  I'd  have  killed you
  by now."
     She  laughed,  a  burst  of  hilarity  that  came  from deep
  within  her,  laughter  honest  and  true  and  the mirth
  unbidden.  "What  regression!"  she  taunted  him. "Could
  you  honestly  stop  me  now?  What  vast  mystery lies
  behind  what  I  know,  how  exquisitely  the preparations
  for  this  meeting!  You'd  kill  anyone  else  who interfered



  with  what  I  yet  have  to  say  to you."
     He  glowered.  "Go  on,"  he  said,  menacing,  but  as put
  out  with  himself  as  with  this  woman  who  had such
  devastating  intimate  knowledge  of  a  past  he  had been
  convinced,  until  this  moment,  lav  shrouded  in  the dark-
  est,  tightest secrecy.
     "Prince  Antoine  Bibesco.  The  Roumanian  who flew
  that  three-engined  German  machine  to  Africa,  the same
  man  who  slaughtered  most  of  a  peaceful  tribe, who
  brought  back,"  she  paused,  smiling  with  the  strength of
  her  knowledge,  "the  great  yellow  fire  of  ice. Mueller,
  Bibesco,  Joachim  Fest;  and,  then,  Colonel-General von
  Greim.  The  final  hours  in  the  bunker  in  Berlin. Hanna
  Reitsch,  von  Greim,  that  sergeant  pilot  in  another big
  transport  all  braving  the  Russian  anti-aircraft  and their
  fighters  to  fly  from  the  Victory  Colunin,  to  break  free of
  Berlin  before  the  Russians  swallowed  it  whole." Wein-
  stein  shook  her  head.  "I  speak  of  too  many names.
 They--
     "The  Roumanians,"  Stavers pressed.
     Weinstein  gestured,  an  offhanded  manner  that made
  little  of  her  extraordinary  information.  "Oh.  you met
  with  Yevdokia  Budilova.  He  was  utterly  devoted  to the
  old  woman,  Simeon  Tuleca,  well,  she  had  the historical
  details  you  wanted.  A  truly  remarkable  worrian. Now
  @  ,  " I
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   visible  effect  on  Stavers.  Weinstein  felt  the  cold  thin air
   starting  to  reach  her  skin.  She  shivered,  a  motion Stavers
   couldn't  miss.  He  ignored  her discomfort.
     .'And,  Africa?"  he  pushed her.
     "The  Manturu  tribe.  But  don't  forget  Andre Gardescu
   of  the  Roumanian  secret  police.  He  tried  very  hard to
     ill  you."  She  took  a  deep  breath,  let  it  out suddenly,
   watching  the  moistness  of  her  breath  condense  into a
   frostv  cloud  immediately  swept  away  by  the  biting wind.
   "Shall  I  get  to  what  you  wear  in  that  harness, Doug?"
     "Keep  it  tight, Rebecca."
     She  studied  him.  His  expression,  the  manner  in which
   he'd  relaxed  his  physical  stance  told  her  everything. He
   had  no  intention  of  seeing  her  dead  by  anybody. All
   this  was  too  carefully  done,  there  was  too  much infor-
   mation  she  had.  And  there's  a  lot  more,  my  bucko, she
   smiled  to  herself,  and  you're  going  to  be  the most
   attentive  listener  on  this planet.
     "The  world's  first  radiant  cut.  The  records  are  still in
   secret  vault  files  at  Three,  quai  du  Mont  Blanc in
   Geneva.  After  it  was  cut-and  the  man  who  cut  it was
   killed  so  he  could  never  talk  about  what  he'd done-the
   Roumanians  had  what  is  known  in  the  trade  as  a cush-
   ion  octagon  modified  brilliant.  I  will  keep  this  to specif-
   ics  because  I'm  freezing  my  ass  off, and-"
     He  motioned  her  impatiently  to  go  on  without verbal
   sidebars.  She  smiled  quickly  at  him.  "All  right.  It came
   in  at  two-eight  point  six-five  by  two-two  point two-
   seven  millimeters."  She  ticked  off  the  numbers  on gloved
   fingers.  "Add  the  third  side  at  one-five  point eight-zero
   millimeters.  And  absolutely  flawless  at  eighty-one point
   one-two  carats.  I'll  wrap  it  up,  Doug.  Depth perception
   seventy  point  nine  percent,  table  diameter percentage
   sixty  percent,  girdle  thickness  medium,  and  official rar-
   ity  grade  flawless.  In  the  books  it  goes  under  the de-
   scription  of  fancy  yellow,  natural  color,  and under
   ultraviolet  light  it  emits  a  faint  yellow glow."
     She  deliberately  went  silent,  letting  it  all  sink in.
   Even  Skip  Marden  stared  at  her  with  a  changing per-
   ception.  She  wasn't  explaining  anytbiDg  to  Doug Stavers-
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  bargain  for  their  life.  This  woman  wasn't  having  any of
  that.  He  was  astonished  to  find  his  admiration  for Re-
  becca  Weinstein  growing  in  leaps  and  bounds, although
  he'd  still  kill  her  with  no  more  signal  than  a finger
  twitch  by  Stavers.  Somehow  he  knew  that wouldn't
  happen;  in  these  few  moments  he  knew  his  own world
  was  turning  upside  down,  and  from  now  on  he must
  protect  Weinstein  with  the  same  slavish  dedication he
  had  always  given  to  Stavers.  He  felt  befuddled,  at a
  loss;  he  could  not  yet  fully  grasp  this  situation,  and his
  only  hard  grip  on  his  own  senses  was  that  Doug Stavers
  seemed  almost  as  much  at  a  loss  as  he'd  found himself
     "And  that  is  what  I  have  in  this  harness?" Stavers
  asked  after  the  long  mutual pause.



     "Yes."  She  shivered  from  a  cutting  knife  of wind.
  "But  you  do  not  wear  it properly."
     He  was  so  startled  his  body  jerked,  a  muscular reflex
  action.  She  could  have  struck  him  and  achieved less
  physical  reaction  than  he  showed.  She  saw  the other
  signs  as  well.  The  suddenly  flared  nostrils,  the hardness
  settling  in  his  eyes,  the  subtle  shift  of  his  body  as he
  resumed  his  fighting  stance.  All  of  it.,  she recognized
  also,  reflex,  and  she  also  knew  what  he  recognized, that
  the  mystery  thrust  upon  hirn  on  this  desolate  mesa was
  not  going  to  be  solved  by  his  physical  prowess  or skills
  as  a  killing machine.
     Finally  he  found  his  voice  again.  "What  the  hell do
  you  mean  by  that?"  he rasped.
     "It  belongs  in  your  body@  VVithin.  IDside.  And it
  needs  a  precise emplacement."
     "How  could  you-?"  He  stopped,  again  caught off
  balance.  He  showed  a  flicker  of  a  smile.  "You  missed on
  that  one,  Doctor.  It was-"
     "For  Christ's  sake,  Stavers,  that's  when  you swallowed
  it!"  She  allowed  exasperation  and  impatience  to hover
  between  them.  "When  you  were  in  that  temple in
  India.  You'd  just  done  in  Patschke  after  chasing him
  around  half  the  planet  and  you  yanked  the diamond
  from  him,  or  her,  depending  upon  how  you  judge male-
  female  before  and  after  surgery,  and  then  you swal-
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  went  through  surgery  to  remove  it  from  your stomach,
  and  then  everybody  in  that  medical  clinic  died when
  the  whole  damned  place exploded."
    "And  you  say  it's  got  to  go  back  inside me."
    "Yes. "
    I  don't  want  to  miss  a  single  nuance  of  this, Weinstein.
  Precise  emplacement,  you said."
    "Yes,"  she repeated.
    "And  if  I  figure  you  right,  you're  going  to  do it."
    "You  figure right.
    "Why you?"
    "Because I   know  things  about  that  diamond  you don't
  know,  and  because  I'm  the  only  surgeon  in  the world
  you  can  trust  completely,  and because-"
    He'd  made  a  very  dangerous  decision  and  once again,
  knew  Rebecca  Weinstein  was  balancing  her  life against
  this  headache  she'd  brought  to  him.  "I'm  going  to ask
  you  one  more  time,  Doe.  Why  doesn't  the diamond
  have  the  same  effect  on  you  as  it  does  on others?"
    "it does."
   "What?"
    I  said,  it does,"   she  repeated emphatically.
   11  You  damned  well  don't  show  it,"  he  said,  a  touch of
  heat  in  his voice.
    "You  damned  well  don't  know  how  to  look  for it,    11  she
  countered  immediately.  "You  think  that  between your
  own  psyche,  and  it  is  very  real,  and  the  diamond strapped
  to  your  body,  everyone  within  close  reach  of  you re-
  sponds  slavishly.  Adoration,  awe,  impressiveness, love,
  worship;  all  that  guck.  What  you  have  not considered,
  very,  obviously,  is  that  you  can  be  loyal,  devoted, hon-
  est,  dedicatea,  whatever  words  you  wish  to  use, and
  not  be  a  fawning,  foppish ass-kisser,"
    "And  that's  you?"  He'd  bent  his  head  slightly  to one
  side,  intrigue  immediately  replacing  the  anger  he'd felt.
    "Absolutely,"  she said.
    "Why  do  you  have  these  feelings?  Oh,  I  don't mean
  aura  or  personality  or  the  diamond.  I  mean,  you," he
 emphasized.
    "You  are  the  only  man  I  have  ever  met,  or  know of,
  or  hone  ever  to  mef-t-"  she  snid  dow1v  "whn  iQ --ti-,
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  of  me,  and  my  absolute  loyalty  arid  devotion  to him."
      "Jesus  Christ,"  Marden said.
      "He's  dead.  He  doesn't count  ,  she  offered  in riposte.
      "You  don't  know  that  much  about  me,"  Stavers said
  to  Weinstein,  ignoring  the  brief  exchange  between her
  and  Marden.  "Or,"  he  added  quickly,  -perhaps you
  do. "
      "I  do,"  she  said  without hesitation.
     11  Maybe  you  don't  fit  iny  bill,"  he said.
      "Your  sarcasm  is  what  doesnt  fit,"  she  snapped. "You,
  of  all  people,  Doug  Stavers,  do  not  need  to bandy
  words. "
      "I  will  admit  you've  put  me  back  on  my  heels  a few
 times. -



      "Yes,  I have."
      "I  think  you've  got  an  ego  greater  than mine."
      She  smiled.  "I  won't  fall  into  your  snare  of snappy
  word  exchanges,  Doug.  Arid  my  ego  needs  no assis-
  tance  from  you  or  anybody else."
      He  sighea.  "All  right,  1@dy.  Time  to  get  to  the nitty-
  gritty.  What's  behind  all this?"
      "You  and  me,  Stavers,"  she  said  softly,  "you and
 me.
      "And  then what?"
      "Solving  the  problem  that's  driving  you mad."
      He  didn't  apswer  her  foy  a  while.  it  had become
  colder,  the  wind  stronger.  She  wus  freezing-,  yet she
  was  thrilled  to  the  bones  within her.     it  was  working. It
  was  happening.  All  these  years of         preparation. The
  gambles,  the  risks.  It  was  actually  happening! "Tell
  me  the  problem, Weinstein."
      She  laughed.  the  nnirth bubbling     over  him  with his
  surprise  at  its  sudden  appearance.  "You're  bored  out of
  your  skull,  Douglas  Stavers.  Bored  to  madness. You're
  not  king  of  the  hill.  You're  the  big  ant  -in  a  whole mess
  of  antpiles.  To  put  it  in  your  own  manner  of expression,
  it  all  comes  to  a  big  fucking  nothing  deal, "
      His  voice  came  back  at  her,  sibilarrt,  a  huge python
  weighing  life  and  death.  "And  what  do  I  want, Weinstein?"
     " The world."
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     "Yes,  the  world.  The  whole  damned planet."
    "Why?"
     "Nothing  else  is  worth  the  game.  Nothing  less, for
 sure.
     "You  know  too  much.  You  know  too  many things
  about me."
     Here  it  comes,  she  thought,  gripping  herself from
 within.
     "You're  too  dangerous  to  go  on living."
     "Oh,  really?"  It  took  all  her  self-control  to manage
  the  lightness  in  her  voice.  The  coils  of  the  death python
  were  tightening  about  her.  "Bullshit,  Stavers.  You need
 me.
     "You  better  have  one  hell  of  an  answer.  Why  do I
  need you?"
     "Because,"  she  said  slowly,  holding  his  eyes tightly,
  "I'm  the  only  person  alive  on  this  planet  who knows
  that  the  diamond  you're  wearing .                 she  took  a deep
  breath,  "isn't  a diamond.-
     I've  got  him  now.  There's  no  question.  I've sliced
  through  his  mind  like  a  laser  beam  through  fat, Noth-
  ing  could  have  hit  him  harder.  His  eyes  tell  it  all. Will
  these  people  never  learnP  Will  they  ever  discover how
  to  control  the  expansion  and  contraction  of  their pu-
 pils'  P  It  tells  everything!  A  doorway  to  the  inner mind.
  Stavers  came  here  to  threaten  or  to  frighten  me, or
  even  to  kill  me,  but  he  did  that  out  offrustration. Now
  I've  replaced  frustration  with  hisfascination,  his deter-
  mination  to  know  so  much more.
     She  took  a  deep  breath  and  sighed,  nothing  in her
  facial  expression  revealing  the  enormous  strength be-
  hind  that  facade.  How  I  hate  playing  the  game  out this
  way.  Cat-and-mouse,  and  he's  the  unknowing mouse.
  But  my  master  is  Time. I , ve  got  to  go  through  the whole
  slow,  sorry  mess  these  people  consider  the  acme  of their
  science,  And  there's  no  changing that,
     She  smiled  to  herself.  It's  so  strange.  As  animals go,
  he  would  make  a  marvelous  pet.  A  trained, healthy
  animal  made  for  breeding.  Well,  my  fine  friend, you're
  _Uoiney  to  be  the  kin-,  whether  nou,  b7cp  if-  nv nt)f
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    The  smile  turned  to  inner  ice.  I  wonder what
 would  do  if  he  knew  I  could  kill  him  from right t'k@A,@-re
 stand,  without  moving  a  muscle.  One  day  I mign
 do  that  just  to  find  out  how  it feels.             X@t C--Ven



                        Chapter 8
     The  questions  he  had  ready  to  hurl  back  at Dr.
  Rebecca  Weinstein  were  so  immediate,  so  bloody obvious
  that  he  hesitated  giving  them  voice.  Never  in  his entire
  life  had  he  felt  so  manipulated  as  he  was  right now.
  Weinstein  held  the  strings  in  the  manner  of  the master
  puppeteer  and  he  was  jerking  back  and  forth  to every
  twitch  and  snap  of  her  fingers.  Of  course  be  must ask
  her  all  the  questions  that  leaped  into  being.  But  if he
  spoke  quickly  be  would  be  reversing  their  roles; he
  would  be  openly  dependent  upon  her.  On  her answers.
  And  I  must  know  what  she  knows.  He  accepted without
  reservation  that  she  spoke  the  absolute,  literal truth.
  No  word  games.  That  would  have  served  no purpose.
  She  played  her  game  in  a  different  way  than  he'd ever
  encountered  before.  Oh,  she  could  have  sat  with  him in
  privacy,  told  him  straight  out  without  all  this dizzying
  probing  and  dodging,  but  somehow  it  wouldn't have
  carried  the  impact  it  presented  because  this  was his
 setup.
     He  felt  jumpy.  Being  startled  like  one  gunshot after
  another  wasn't  his  way  of  doing  things.  And  this woman
  had  nailed  him  again  and  again.  The  NATO  code name
  for  that  Russian  bomber  ...  goddamnit,  now  I'd bet
  my  last  dollar  she  never  slipped  at  all!  That everything
  she  said  was  deliberate,  that  she  laid  out  the  bait  for me
  to  bite.  And  it  worked  .  . .
    There  was  something  else.  It  had  to  be. Rebecca
  Weinstein  hadn't  become  what  she  was,  hadn't traveled
  this  far,  hadn't  gained  so  much  knowledge,  without an
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  organization.  Weinstein.  Jewish;  it  might  be Austrian
  or  German  but  that  didn't  matter.  She  had  the  touch of
  the  Mediterranean  in  her.  No;  not  Jewish.  Not unless
  you're  thinking  of  the  warriors  of  Saul  and  David, or
 ...  or,  the Sabra.
    He  lifted  his  head  suddenly.  "Your  organization. What
  was  it called?"
    "You  used  the  past  tense,"  she  fended  away the
  question. "Why?"
   Goddamnit   , but  she's  fast.  And  slippery.  "Just an-
  swer  me, Doe.  11
    "It  had  no  name.  A  number,  that's  all.  A number
  picked  at  random  so  it  didn't  mean  anything  and it
  could  never  mean  anything.  Triple Five."
    "Neat,"  he  acknowledged.  "The  numeral  prefix used
  in  all  Hollywood  movies  because  the  five-five-five isn't
  used  anywhere."  He  had  a  sudden  hunch.  "You're trained
  in  weapons,  aren't you?"
    "Yes. "
    "I'm  getting  the  strangest  feeling  your  past  is some-
  how  interconnected  with mine."
    She  waited.  He  was  moving  perfectly.  Precisely the
  way  her  father  had predicted,
    "Well,  you're  not  volunteering  much.  Then give
  me  just  one  name  that  fits,  Weinstein,  and  I'll  do the
 rest."



    "Call  for  the  chopper,  Stavers,"  she  said, shivering
  anew.  "I'm  not  joking.  I  don't  know  how  you  two luna-
  tics  handle  all  this  cold  but  I'm  starting  to  gel, into
  serious  trouble  just  standing here."
    He  turned  to  Marden  and  nodded.  Marden  pressed a
  button  on  a  belt  transmitter.  A  yellow  light glowed.
  "They've  got  it. "
    Stavers  had  already  dismissed  the  helicopter  that in
  moments  would  be  on  its  way  to  pick  them  up. He
  studied  Weinstein  anew.  "The  name, Doc."
    "You're  not  going  to  like  it, Doug."
   "Why?"
    "Memories,  Knife  to  the  heart.  That  sort  of thing."
    A  premonition  swept  through  him.  He  pushed it
  n6di,  -Tbi-  nni-m- -
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    "Stan Horvath."
    He  swore  softly  to  himself  A  flood  of  emotions raced
  and  pounded  across  his  face.  She  saw  surprise,  the rush
   f  memory,  and pain.
    "I'm  sorry,"  she  said quietly.
    "What  the  hell  for?"  he  half-shouted.  "Stan Horvath
  was  a  professional  killer,  Like  myself,  like  Skip, So
 what?"
    "He  trained me.
     So  he  trained  you.  So  fucking what?"
       hate  this,"  she murmured.
    "why?"  he demanded.
    "You  sent  Jack  North  to  Israel  to  meet  with Stan
  Horvath."  She  saw  his  eyes  widen  and  she  knew Stavers
  was  anticipating,  even  dreading,  what  she  knew. Worse,
  what  she  might  say.  "You  wanted  Horvath  to  lead you
  and  your  group  to  Patschke  in  the  high  Ecuador coun-
  try.  Not  to  lead  you  there  personally,  but  to pinpoint
  the  mountain  fortress  of Patschke."
    "A  lot  of  people  know  that,  Weinstein,"  he said,
  glowering,  his  eyes  like  red coals,
    "Jack  North  was  Tracy's  father."  She  took  a deep
  breath,  hoping  the  old  and  terrible  wound  had been
  healed  enough  for  Stavers  to  keep  a  tight  grip on
 himself.
    "You  loved  Tracy.  She  loved  you.  Total, complete,
  perfect  love.  She  burned  to  death  on  an  airport runway
  in  Philadelphia,  You  were  the  only  survivor  of the
  crash.  Part  of  you  died  in  that fire."
    Marden  knew  of  the  pain  Doug  Stavers  bad gone
  through  for  so  long.  He  knew  how  much  Stavers had
  loved  Tracy, and-
    "Let  ine  kill  the  bitch,"  Marden  snarled.  He could
  think  only  of  the  pain  she  had  brought  to  Stavers. Kill
  the  bitch  and  I  end  all  this shit.
    "Shut  the  hell  up,"  Stavers  said  through  gritted teeth
  to  Marden,  then  turned  back  to  Weinstein.  For  a long
  and  anguished  moment  he  studied  this  incredible woman,
  shivering  in  the  cold,  master  of  more  knowledge of
  Doug  Stavers  than  any  other  person  in  the  world. She
  knew  inside hirn@
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                                   s  for  you, Doc."
       ,I've  got  a  thousand question
       "I  know that."
       "You'll  answer them."                       't  think to
       "I'll  even  tell  you  the  questions  you won
       ask. "
       "Do  you  love  me, Weinstein?"
       "Do  I  answer  in  triplicate?  Press  hard  with  the  pen to
       make  clean copies?"
         serious.
       'So  am  I,"  she retorted.
       Answer  me,  straig  t.  Do  you  love me?"
                       nh
      "Yes."
      "Why. P11



       "I  was  trained,  psychologically  prepared, emotional
                                                           lly
       controlled  to  love  you.  What  you  are,  and  that damned
       stoneyou  wear,  and  what  we've  already  been through,
       the  jaws  of  death  and  all  that,  yes,  I  love you."
       He  smiled;  his  teeth  barely  showed.  "Do  I  love you,
      Weinstein?"
      "No."
       The  smile  became  a  grin.  She  shut  it  off  with an
       almost  audible bang.
       "But  you  will"'  she added,
       He  started  to  laugh,  shut  it  off  as  quickly  as the
       unbidden  mirth  started.  She  was  crazy!  And  yet ...
       "You  have  ;always  believed  you  would  never love
       anyone,  again,  after  Tracy,"  Rebecca  Weinstein told
       h in                     ven
      i'  slowly, carefully.          when  that  splendid, su-
       perb  woman  got  to you.
       He  felt  a  chill  run  through  hirn;  not  a  sliver  of the
       cold  about  them,  but  an  icicle  frorn  the  past. "You
      know?"
       "She  did  everything  she  could  to  kill  you.  That was
       her  sole  purpos@  in  life.  She  was  of  the  holy  of the
       holies.  One  of  the  Six  Hundred.  The  blessed  of the
       Vatican.  She  tried  to  kill  you  again  and  again, she
       caused  the  death  of  Tracy  North,  and  she  came  to you
       as  a  virgin.  Rosa  Montini  of  the  famil  of  the  popes. A
                                            ly
       direct  family  member  of  Joseph Montini      .  Pope Pius.
       And  his  brother,  Senato  Lodovici  Montini,  a  great and
                c@npfny  411nrnp  Ilnzn  kinnfini  rlp.,qMv lipqij-
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  tiful,  magnificent,  virginal.  Yet  she  gave  herself  to you.
  You  overcame  the  blessings  of  God  Himself  You over-
  came  her  sworn  duty  in  life.  You  made  love  to her."
  Weinstein  skipped  a  heartbeat.  "Did  you  know her
  body  lies  in  holy  state  in  the  catacombs  of  the Vatican?
  Of  course,  they  did  great  plastic  surgery  on  her face
  after,"  another  heartbeat  pause,  "she  was  hurled from
  that  helicopter  in India."
     "Good  God,  what  the  hell  don't  you know!"
     "It's  not  that  difficult,  Doug.  My  father  was  a close
  friend  of  Cardinal  Butto  Giovanni,  and  he  was chosen
  by  the  Pope  to  create  and  to  guide  the  Six  Hundred in
  their  search  for  the  object  you  now  wear."  She showed
  a  brief,  wan  smile  as  she  brought  up  old memories.
 " But  not  even  they  knew  what  it  truly  was.  Is," she
  ammended.  She  sighed.  "To  the  Vatican,  what you
  wear  was  the  adanws,  the  holiest  of  holies.  To the
  Vatican,  the  stone  appeared  two  thousand  years ago,
  simultaneously  with  the  birth  of  Christ.  They  called it
  the  Star  of  Bethlehem."  She  shook  her  head. "But
  that's  a  mix,  confused  and  fantasizing;  it  had  nothing to
  do  with  Bethlehem,  which  in  itself  is  an allegory."
     She  looked  back  in  the  direction  of  Indian's Bluff,
  shuffling  from  one  foot  to  the  other,  wrapping  her arms
  about  herself  to  stave  off  the  cold.  "Where  the  hell is
  that  chopper?"  she hissed.
      It's  on  the  wav,"  Stavers  said  unnecessarilv. "The
  cold  getting  to  your  brain, Weinstein
     "Oh,  God.  Up  yours,  "  she  threw  back  at  him, pleased
  with  her  sudden  descent  to  gutter wording.        "No; it   ,s
  just  going  into  deep  freeze.-  She  flashed  a shivering
  smile.  "But  don't  count  me  out  yet,  Stavers,  All right,
  I'll  give  this  thing  a  quick  wrap.  The  Vatican believed,
  believes,  the  stone  is  a  diamond.  Born  in  the  fires of
  atmospheric  entry  to  the  earth.  Fifty  to  eighty thousand
  miles  an  hour.  That's  enough  heat  and  pressure to
  create  a  diamond  from  meteoric  material.  It doesn't
  matter,"  she  waved  a  hand  to  dismiss  that  issue. "What
  does  matter  is  what  they  believe,  and  the  fact  that the
  stone,  or  diamond,  or  whatever  they  wish  to  call it,
  does  have  an  incredible  effect  on  nermlp Pv@,,
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       within  the  effective  reach,  the  range  of  field,  of the
       object.  Put  sirnply,  and  you  already  know  this, the
       Manturu  tribe,  in  the  midst  of  savage  tribal  wars, raids
       and  jealousies,  lived  without  war  for  some  two thousand
       years.  That  is  powerful  medicine,  my  friend.  So power-
       ful  the  Vatican  would  do  just  about  anything  to  get that
      object."
       She  laughed,  another  sudden  quiet  offering  of inner
       mirth.  "But  why  am  I  telling  you  what  you already
       know?  You  fought  the  Israelis,  and  the  Americans, and
       the  Vatican,  and  the  Russians,  from  Berlin  to South
       America  and  India  and-"  She  shook  her  head and
       lapsed  into  silence,  an  unspoken  passing  of  the ex-
       change  to Stavers.
       He  walked  closer  to  her,  so  close  they  stood  face to



       face,  the  condensation  vapor  from  their  breath mingling
       in  a  single  cloud.  "You  know  all  these  things,"  he said,
       quietly  and  directly,  "yet  you  tease me, 11
       "I  am  not  teasing,"  she  answered immediately.
       "Then  you  are  so  clever  as  to  be  phenomenal," he
      countered.
       "True;  I  am,"  she  told  him,  without  a  trace  of ego.
       "But  you  already  know that."                      11
       "You  said  you  were  trained  for,"  he smiled      ,   this
      moment.
       "Yes. "
       "By whom?"
       "My  father,  or,  by  people  under  his supervision."
       She  could  also  feel  his  mind  speeding  into new
       thoughts,  wheelim4  freely  to  concepts  he'd  let  lie  for too
       long.  The  question's  came  faster, sharper-edge'.
       "How  many  languages  do  you  speak, Weinstein""
       "Twenty-four. -
       Stavers  blinked;  that  for  him,  in  this  context..  was a
       monumental  expression,  a  startling  reaction  to what
       he'd  heard.  He  nodded  slightly  to  his  own thoughts,
       "Religions;  how  well  do  you  know them
       She  smiled,  only  a  quirky  lifting  of  one  corner  of her
       mouth.  The  expression  hurt  her  teeth  from  the cold.    "I
       could  be  a  priest  in  almost  any  of  the  major religions,
       @-d  +@"  fi@c-,c  -z  rn@4nv  in  thp  minor IpqvnPq_"
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    "To  say  nothing  of  the  weirdos,"  he appended.
    "They  are  all  weirdos,"  she  said  to  refine  their mu-
  tual definition.
    "Who's  your  father, Weinstein?"
    "rake  away  the  W  in  the  family  name,"  she said,
  ever  so softly.
    "Abraham Einstein?"
    "You'll  never  know  how  desperately  I  wanted  you to
  say  that  name  without  my  verbalizing  it first."
    "Direct  cousins,"  he  added,  his  acknowledgement of
  the  family  of  pure  genius  unhidden  in  his expression.
   11  it's  starting  to  come  together,  Rebecca.  Piece by
  little  piece.  You  play  a  mean  jigsaw  puzzle, lady."
    "God,  don't  stop  now,"  she  almost  begged him.
    "Your  father  trained  you  for me?"
    She  shook  her  head.  "No.  For  what  you  wear  on your
  body.  For  what  must  be  placed  surgically  within you.
  For  what  was  so  incredibly  beyond  any  monetary or
  other  value  that  tens  of  thousands  of  people  have al-
  ready  died  for  it.  My  father  said-we'll  call  it  the stone
  for  the  rnoment-that  it  would  finally  become  the pos-
  session  of  a  single  individual  who  would  rise through,
  ter  me  use  his  own  words,  a  torment  of  combat, terror,
  horror,  death  and  emotional  pain.  That  is  where I've
  been  directed  almost  all  my life."
   "Why?"
    "Because  my  father,  and  myself,  are  the  only two
  persons  who  have  ever  known  what  you  have  in that
  harness,  Doug.  And  my  father  is dead."
    "I  have  a  hunch  it  wasn't  of  natural causes.-
    "The Vatican."
    I  thought  he  was  fiiends  with  the  big-cheese cardinal?"
    "Friendship  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  higher  aims of
  the  church. "
    She  heard  the  distant  chopping  sounds  of helicopter
 blades.
    "You're  convinced,  strangely  so,  that  I'll  submit to
  this  surgery  you  keep  going  back  to.  The  stone,  uh, the
  diamond,  inside me."
    "Yes.  Yes,  you  will  do  just that."
    "After  you  tell  me whv'@'-
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  Then you'll
        "I'll never
        understand  - "
        "When? where?"      er  glinted  in  the  low  sun  as it
        "Soon."  The helicopt
        approached,  the  blades  flat-blatting  in  the  heavy cold
       air'. 'Weinstein,  I  have  another  question  for you."
        "One  of  many"'  she smiled.
        "This  one  stands  alone,"  he  told  her,  and  she waited
        for  his words.
        -Would  you  kill  me  if  it  were  necessary?  If you
        believed  it  were necessary?"
        She  held  his  eyes. "TNO."



        "could  "  He  stopped  his  words,  eyes  widening as
                           to  him.  "Could  you  kill me.  P11
        the  new  thought came
        Her  smile  was  everything;  warm,  deep,  honest, sim-
        ple  and  vastly  complex.  "No,  Doug,"  she  said, touching
        his arm. "Don, t  you  understand  yet?  The  program@ The
        way  I've  been  programmed.  if  ever  I  tried  to  kill  you I
        would  suffer  a  lethal  stroke  immediately.  Surgical im-
        plant.  A  truly  brilliant  accomplishment.  The  rnan who
        did  the  surgery  believed  the  precaution  was necessary.
        "Damn,  you're  mixing  me  up  again,  Weinstein! Who
        did  that  kind  of surgery!"
        "Abraharn Einstein."
        "Your father?"                                      GO
        "Yes.  Does  that  rernove  some  01  your concernr
        on,  Doug.  Swallow  the  lies,  eat  the  Jairy  tales.  one day
        you'll  really  know  but  not yet.
        He  chnelded;  a  grisly  and  dam4erous  cousin  to a
        laugh.  "Only  if  all  this  wild  stuff  you've  been  telling me
        is true.
        She  watched  the  heiicopter  touch  down  and  a door
        open,  She  started  for  the  warnith  of  the  cabin, then
        stopped.  "It's  not  that  complicated,  Doug.  If  I  am lying,
        then  you'll  kill  me.  And  I  have  absolutely  no  fear of
        that."  She  motioned  toward  the  waiting  machine. "Now,
        can  we  please  go?  IT  need  to  thaw  out  before I'm
        ready. "
        They  started  together  for  the  belicoptey,  Her words
        .- :,_,      -n_    , f-  -  @+ P_1,--'J"
        _.  _A I-.'-      -A,       V,
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    She  looked  up  at  him  as  she  placed  her  arm through
  his.  "Sometimes,  even  the  best  and  the  brightest are
  very  dumb,"  she  said.  "For  you  to  make  love  to  me, of
 course.
 Chapter 9
      Even  the  gladiators  must  practice.  Not  just  any com-
   batant  for  the  arena.  All  of  them.  Keep  the  killing juices
   going.  The  muscles  limber and        snap-powerful. The
   bloodlust  free  and  yet controlled.
      And  there  are  many,  many  different  arenas,  and they
   do  not  look  the  same,  yet  they  all  serve  the same
  purpose.
      For  a  man  to  test himself.
      Doug  Stavers  left  the  helicopter  on  its  landing plat-
   form  beneath  Indian's  Bluff.  The  hydraulic  piston 10XV-
   ered  them  slowly  and  the  earth  sealed  above  them and
   they  were  lost  to  the  outside  world,  Marden  eased his
   heavv  bulk  from  the  machine  first;  that  was  habit and
   praciice.  He  stood  to  the  side,  first  scanning everyone
   and  everything  about  him,  Stavers  emerged,  his  face its
   usual  unreadable  granite,  Rebecca  Weinstein  held out
   her  hand,  ready  for  Stavers  to  take  it  in  his.  She felt
   stupid  as  he  walked  away  from  the  landing platform
   without  a  single  word  or  even  a  glance  in  her direction.
      They  walked  together  down  a  long  corridor, stavers
   and  Marden,  the  untouchables.  Alone,  and  yet their
   movernent  monitored  by  the  concealed  television scan-
   ners  of  Templin's  security  system.  Stavers  kept  his gaze
   directly  before  them  as  their  boots  thudded  into the
   plastimetal  beneath  their  stride.  "Get  the  wolves. Two
   of them .  Bay Six."
      Marden  nodded.  "As  you  say.  I'll  be  there  with you."
      "No  weapons,"  Stavers instructed.
      "Of  course.  No  guns.  lust  the knife."
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    "No  weapons.  No  knives."  He  offered  a  wan  smile to
  Marden.  "Just  you.  And,"  he  said  sharply,  unusually so
  in  speaking  to  Marden,  "no interference."
    Skip  Marden  had  his  answer  ready  for  that,  but he
  kept  his  silence.  When  Stavers  was  in  this  mood, and
  that  bitch  doctor  had  put  him  into  one  hell  of  a mood,
  you  just  did  not  mess  with  the man.
    They  separated  as  Stavers  went  into  a  locker room.
  He  threw  off  his  cold-weather  garments,  stripped him-
  self  naked.  He  looked  toward  the  entrance  to  Bay Six,
  stopped  and  looked  up  to  where  he  knew  a  scanner held
  him  in  view.  "You  on,  At?"  he  spoke  to  empty space.
    "Yes,  sir. "
    "Kill  all  other  surveillance  but  your  own  unit. Here,
 and , Bay  Six.  No  interference  from you."
   11  Yes,  sir.  "  Templin's  voice  was  flat,  mechanical, obe-
  dient.  It  wasn't  the  first  time  he'd  seen  Doug Stavers
  naked  except  for  the  steel  harness,  and  he  wasn't being
  paid  to  ask  questions  when  he  knew  the  answers were
  none  of  his affair.
    Stavers;  turned  into  the  doorway  to  Bay  Six, hesitated
  for  the  door  to  slide  open,  and  walked  inside.  The door
  hissed  closed  behind  him.  The  room  was  big,  Big, and
  empty.  A  cork  floor,  cork  walls,  the  illumination from
  overhead  translucent  panels.  Nothing  bright  or pro-
  truding.  A  room  of  soft  grey-blue empty.
    A  panel  slid  away  from  a  far  wall.  He  watched Marden
  enter,  wearing  military  trousers  and  a  tank  top. No
  weapons;  as  Stavers  had  ordered.  Marden  showed the
  question  in  his  face,  Stavers  nodded.  Marden  pressed a
  concealed  button  on  the  wall  close  to  him  and another
  panel  whisked away.
    Two  great  wolves  moved  cautiously  into  the  bay. The
  panel  closed  behind  them.  The  great  feral creatures
  were  hungry;  they  hadn't  been  fed  for  nearly  a week.
  Hungry,  angry,  aggressive.  They  sniffed  the  air, focus-
  ing  on  the  strange  unfamiliar man-figure.
   Food.
  The  wolves  moved  cautiously,  every  instinct scree-
  obinor  ift 61-f
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    bad  smelled  the  man-smell  in  their  territory,  heard the
    explosive  sounds,  felt  pain  as  needles  lanced  them and,
    unknowing  to  the  four-footed  targets,  became  the vic-
    tims  of  a  powerful  drug.  Some  unknown  time  later they
    regained  their  senses  in  a  strange  and  frightening enclo-
    sure,  The  sharp  odor  of  steel  cages,  straw beneath,
    more  cold  substance  holding  water,  Days  later, fero-
    cious  with  hunger  and  snarling-mad  with  their strange
    confinement,  they  were  fed,  Barely  enough  to sustain
    them;  instinct  brought  the  bloody  meat  into  their sys-
    tems.  Then  the  strange  pains  began,  Their  feet; sudden
    sharp  pains  brought  them  yelping  and  jumping. Elec-
    tric  shocks.  As  their  keepers  attested,  "They  are mean
    sons  of  bitches now."
     The  two  biggest,  most  powerful  of  these  animals cir-



    cled  slowly  about  and  between  the  two man-figures.
    They  knew  their  smell,  and  while  familiar,  it  was some-
    how  different,  One  stood  far  away,  unmoving,  his back
    to  a  rocklike  wall,  Not  the  other.  The  smell  from him
    was  powerful,  menacing.  Experience  bad  taught these
    animals  well.  They  sniffed  and  looked  for  the  long sticks
    that  hurled  fire  and  thunder  and  pain.  They  looked for
    the  shine  of  light  from,  metal  teeth  that  also  could bring
    terrible  pain  and  open  bodies.  The  hands  of  the man-
    figure  held  nothing  they  could  see.  The  lead amynat
    growled  deep  and  low,  a  feral  snarl  from  his  innards, an
    instinctive  rumble  signaling  signs  of  his  growing confi-
    dence.  Quickly  the  second  animal,  less  dominant than
    the  accepted  leader,  echoed  the  throaty  rumble, Hair
    erected;  ruffs  expanded,  lips  curled  back. Shoulders
    rolled  and  muscle  bunched  and  great  teeth appeared.
    Thev  moved  closer,  slowly  but  inexorably,  to  the man-
    figu@e  standing alone.
      The  man-figure  without  the  killing  metal  teeth, or
    the  thundersticks  that  could  be  smelled  across hills.
      The  lead  wolf  stopped,  sniffing,  curious,  feeling strange
    sensations  he  had  never  before  known.  There  was no
    fear-stink.  This  was  a  very  dangerous  animal.  A drumroll
    of  hunger  growled  in  the  wolfs  stornach.  Lips curled
    more,  teeth  flashed.  The  wolf  prepared  to  spring. The
    @1_ _-    _1_-,  -@ ,4      4-1- fl--#   Th-            @Tlim@ll
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    would  move  swiftly,  also.  They  had  hunted  before. The
    first  attack  to  the  throat,  the  second  at  the  feet  to topple
    the  prey  or  directly  at  the  mating  appendages  to render
    the  animal  helpless.  Teeth  through  throat, springing
    blood;  instincts  met. Food.
      The  wolf  backed  slightly.  Without  conscious thought
    his  legs  moved  him  backward.  The  man-animal was
    advancing  against  him.  The  wolf  stared,  then blinked,
    strange  forces  swirling  through  his  brain,  tying  his in-
    stincts  into  knots.  He  struggled  within,  prepared to
    leap  and  throat-slasb  with  his  terrible  teeth,  but he
    could  no  longer move.
      The  huge  animal  whined.  He  had  not  summoned the
    sound,  but  his  brain  ordered  the  submission sound.
    Surprised,  uncomprehending,  he  heard  his  own keen-
    ing  yield  to  the man-animal.
      Emotions  swirled.  Fear  of  the  man-animal, savage
    hunger,  feral  instinct,  and  ...  writhing  from  the brain-
    twist  of  himself,  the  man-animal  seemed  to  bend and
    swirl,  to  embrace  itself  within  a changing-shape-fog,
    and  without  the  clear  picture  of  understanding, without
    the  shape  of  the  wolf,  the  great  animal  saw  and smelled
    and  knew  that  before  him  was  the  pack  leader, the
    ultimate  of  his  kind.  Whatever  is  love,  devotion, loy-
    alty,  protection;  whatever  are  these  feelings  in  the ani-
    mal,  they  thrummed  and  beat  madly  in  the  chest  of the
    wolf  The  sensations  and  the  feelings  burst upward,
    enveloped  the  animal  and  it  no  longer  followed its
    earlier  powerful  emotions.  Whining,  tail  drooping, the
    great  wolf  sidled  close  to  Stavers,  rubbed  warmly, wrildly,
    hysterical  with  joy,  against  his  thigh.  The  wolf reveled
    in  the  kinesthetic  sensing,  in  the  scent  of  Stavers, in
    recognition  of  this  creature  as  the  absolute lobo.
     Marden  leaned  forward,  his  own  instincts  ready to
    launch  him  against  that  huge  animal,  those powerful
    teeth  and  jaws  now  so  close  to  Stavers.  Even  the power
    of  that  animal  would  not  prevail  against  a  killing animal
    like  Skip  Marden.  More  than  once,  many  times, in-
    deed,  he  bad  been  attacked  by  powerful  animals. More
    than  once  he  had  gripped  a  boberman  or  a rottweiler
    by  its  throat,  held  the  animal  niit  qf  qrm'Q  1--b -1
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  squeezed  the  life  from  its  jugular.  So  not  even this
  great  killer  of  the  forests  held  fear  for  him.  His  only fear
  was  for  Stavers,  and  then  he  saw  the  brief  shake  of the
  other  man's  head.  Marden  relaxed  and  watched  in won-
  der  at  the  marvelous scene.
     Stavers  projected  his  thoughts,  sensations,  his strength,
  his  love,  as  powerfully  as  he  could  radiate  the feelings
  he  wanted  to  embrace  and  soak  into  the  wolf  by his
  side.  He  had  no  idea  until  this  moment  that  his own
  personality,  his  own  lack  of  fear  for  animals,  no matter
  how  wild  and  dangerous,  could  be  so  incredibly height-
  ened.  He  wasn't  the  man-figure;  he  was  the man-arlimal.
  the  lord  of  the  animal  kingdom,  and  he  felt  an mcredi-
  ble  kinship  as  the  wolf  offered  its  absolute subQssion



  and  acceptance  of  everything  Stavers  wanted  him to
  feel  and  to know.
     Then  he  stood  straight,  body  bristling, spriDgsteel
  tightening  in  the  power  of  the  wolf  body.  Stavers looked
  not  at  the  animal  by  his  side  but  at  ihe  second wolf,
  trembling,  frightened,  confused.  Stavers  unleashed a
  torrent  of  hate  at  the  second  animal.  The  huge creature
  by  his  side  looked  tip  to  Stavers,  totally  immersed in
  lupus  loyalty,  and  Stavers  growled  deep  in  his own
  throat  and  pointed  to  the  second wolf.
     The  speed  and  fury  of  the  attack  surprised  even these
  two  men.  One  hundred  and  thirty  pounds  of timber
  wolf  hurtled  at  the  other  anirnal,  jaws  closing  with a
  terrible  ripping  sound  into  the  throat@  A  lupus screaln
  of  pain,  spattering  blood,  snarling;  it  was  over. One
  animal  lay  dead,  The  other  stood  sident'lly, waiting.
     Stavers  gestured.  "Throw  the  carcass  into  the cage.
  The  other  One  will  follow.  Close  it  tip  and  corrie back
  here."  He  started  from  the  bay,  stopped  and half-turned.
  "I'll  be  back.  Wait  here  for  me."  Stavers  went  to trie
  locker,  dressed  and  returned  to  the  bay,  letting the
  door  ti-itid  tight  behind  him.  Slowly,  defiberately., not
  speaking,  he  withdrew,  a  cigar  from  his  shirt  and  lit up.
     Nlarden  studied  him.  A  different  Marden  from every-
  day.  A  inan  whose  usually  granite  expression displayed
  his  inixture  of  emotion  arid  wonder  at  what  had hap-
                                                             11
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    he  exclaimed  quietly  to  Stavers.  "Man,  I  have  been up
    against  everything  from  pythons  to  tigers  to  water buf-
    falo,  and  wolves,  and  hyenas-"  He  stopped  to shake
    his  head  in  another  sign  of  wonder  and  awe  at what
    he'd  just  witnessed.  "You  know  what  I  saw?"  he  shot at
   Stavers.
      Staves  smiled.  He  knew.  What  Marden  believed he
    himself  knew  would  be  interesting.  The  big  son  of a
    bitch  was  just  as  much  jungle  cat  as  he  was human.
    "Tell  me,"  Stavers said.
     "That  big  timber  came  in  here  functioning  on pure
    instinct,"  Marden  replied.  "I  know  those  wolves. You
    watch  their  ruff,  ears,  their  eyes;  everything's  a sign.
    And  he  was  hungry.  Shit,  he  was  starving.  And  when a
    timber  wolf  gets  to  starving,  he  throws  away  all caution.
    In  fact,  you  can  be  chased  by  a  whole  goddamn  pack of
    them-i  was,  once,  and  without  a  damn  gun  to my
    name-and  use  them  against themselves."
     Stavers  searched  old  memories;  indistinct  shapes and
    knowledge,  but  nothing  he'd  ever  used  himself.  He was
    more  than  interested.  He  motioned  for  Marden to
   continue.
     "We  were  part  of  a  team  checking  out  a  Russian radar
    station  in  the  middle  of  fucking  nowhere," Marden
    said,  reliving  the  experience.  "Weren't  supposed  to be
    there,  of  course.  Came  in  by  parachute  and  we planned
    to  go  out  with  a  C-130  scooping  us  up  on  a  hung line.
    You  know  the  system."  Stavers  nodded.  "Anyway, to
    cut  it  to  the  hard  nut,  the  Russians  nailed  us,  and we
    took  off  for  the  deep  woods.  We  got  chopped  up pretty
    bad.  Most  of  our  people  killed  right  off  and  the others
    wounded  or  captured.  I  got  away,  in  deep  snow. I
    thought  I'd  got  away,  that  is.  The  Russians  must have
    been  laughing  like  hell,  because  I  was  headed straight
    for  some  really  heavy  wolf  country.  And  in  that  part of
    the  world  the  clock  stopped  ticking  a  hundred years
    aga.  Killer  wolf  packs  were  as  common  there  as  a poo-
    dle  on  Fifth  Avenue here."
    "You  didn't  go  up  a tree?"
    "uh  uh,"  Marden  said  ruefully.  "Wouldn't have
    helned.  I'd  have.  Frn7,,.n  tn  dnfl,  b,,  --i-a  --d 44-
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  wolves  would  just  have  waited  for  me  to  fall  out  of the
  tree.  I  said  I  didn't  have  any  guns,  but  I  did  have a
  whole  passel  of  knives.  Like  I  usually  carry.  Boots, belt;
  you  know.  When  I  could  hear  the  wolves  getting closer,
  I  stopped  long  enough  to  cut  a  slice  in  my forearm.
  Bloodied  up  the  blade  real  good  and  I  Jammed  it butt
  down  into  the  snow,  and  then  I  kept  running  like hell.
  We  had  left  some  cargo  drops  about  ten  miles  away.  If I
  got  there  I'd  be  okay.  Weapons,  food,  barrel shelter;
  radio,  the works."
     He  grinned  with  memories.  "Anyway,  the  first wolf
  comes  up  and  smells  all  that  fresh  blood  on  the knife.
  So,  right  off  he  licks  the  blood.  That.  knife  was razor
  sharp.  Wolf  sliced  his  tongue  all  to  hamburger  and he
  began  to  bleed.  The  more  he  bled  the  more  he licked,



  he  was  so  mad  with  hunger  and  bloodlust.  Two more
  wolves  came  up,  got  the  blood  smell,  saw  the  first wolf
  covered  with  blood  and  they  tore  into  him.  Killed him.
  Don't  know  if  they  were  going  to  eat  one  of  their own,
  but  I  didn't  wait  to  find  out.  Kept  running  until  I heard
  more  of  them  getting  closer.  This  time  I  smeared blood
  over  two  knives.  That split   , ern.  Two  animals  cut their
  tongues  to  hot  pastrami,  and  there  was  blood every-
  where.  I  did  that  one  more  tirne  and  I  was half-frozen
  and  out  of  breath  and  got  to  that  supply  drop  one jump
  ahead  of  the  rest  of  the wolves."
     "You  didn't  use  any  more  knives.-  Stavers  said quietly.
     "Hell,  no.  Not  with  one  of  those  auto  magnums with
  the  200-round  plasticlip.  Shot  the  hell  out  of those
  critters.  I  must  have  killed  twelve  or  fifteen  of them,
  Got  into  heavy  clothes.,  some  good  rations  and whiskeV,
  and  then  I  climbed  a  tree,  Had  five  clips  by  then. just
  potshotted  anything  that  moved,  They  got  me  out with
  a  turbo.  Pilatus  job  from SAritzerland."
     Stavers  dragged  deeply  on  his  cigar,  "What  does all
  that,  and  whatever  else  you  know  about  these animals,
  tell  vou  about  what  happened here?"
     "'there  wasn't  any  conflict  with  that  wolf," Marden
  said,  choosing  his  words  carefully.  "Inner  conflict, I
  mean.  Whatever  you're  sending  out  with  that diamond-
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  great  sawbones,  but  she  don't  know  shit  about the
  stone-along  with  whatever  you  are,  it overwhelmed
  that  animal.  First  look  he  had  of  you  be  was  going  to eat
  your  ass  from  ears  to  toes.  Then,  a  few  moments of
  confusion,  and  all  that  was  gone.  Once  you  got between
  his  ears,  even  his  hunger  got  buried.  You  flat over-
  whelmed  him.  From  that  point  on  that  animal never
  hesitated.  He  loved  you,  like  that  bitch  back  in that
  alley  in  New  York.  Loved  you,  man,  however  an animal
  loves,  or  whatever  emotion  is  involved.  His acceptance
  of  you  as  the  pack  leader,  the  ultimate  lupus, was
  absolute.  I  never  saw  anything  like it."
    Marden's  face  showed  a  grimace  of  struggle  to refine
  his  thoughts.  "Then  he  attacked  the  other  one.  You did
  that,  didn't you?"
    Stavers  nodded,  "And  when  he  returns  to  the pack,
  to  the  other  wolves,  he'll  be  the  same  to  them,  as  I was
  to  him."  Stavers  smiled,  more  from  growing knowledge
  than  humor.  He  flicked  cigar  ash  to  the  floor. "He
  won't  think  because  be  can't  think,  in  terms  of higher
  reasoning.  But  his  feelings,  instincts,  whatever they
  are,  will  be,  are, absolute."
    Stavers  laughed,  a  harsh  tone  reflecting  some inner
  turmoil  of  his  own.  "As  close  as  those  animals  are to
  man,  and  our  histories  are  intertwined,  we're  also  as far
  apart  as  we  can  imagine.  They're  superb  animals. It's
  their  very  instinct,  historical  instinct,  call  it genetic
  memory,  whatever,  that  makes  thern  so  special. They're
  smarter  than  hell,  and  yet  auto-instinct  gives  them the
  edge  in  a  world  where  claw  and  fang  and  cunning are
  everything.  You  know  something,  Skip?  I'll  never again
  be  a  factor  in  that  animal's  life  unless  he.  comes in
  contact  with  me.  Oh,  sure,  memory  will  alert  him to
  me  if  sight  or  smell  is  involved,  but  what  if  I'm not
  wearing  this  diamond?  What  if  it  isn't  adding  to, accel-
  erating,  boosting,  whatever  the  hell  it  does,  this  aura or
  power  I'm  generating?  Will  the  wolf  know  that some-
  how  I'm  different  than  I  was before?"
    "He'll  sense  it,"  Marden  said  emphatically. "He'll
  sense  it  and  he'll  get  the  hell  out  of  your  way. Instinct,
  cunning,  survival;  all  of  it  comes  into n]Rv-"
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      "But  he won't   fear  me  until  he  comes  within the
      reach,  the  grasp  of  energy-I  lack  the  right  words for
      this--of  the  diamond.  Maybe  he'll  run  and  maybe he
      won't,  but  it  won't  be  because  he  reasons  it out."
      Marden  shrugged,  "You're  using  human  logic with
      lupine  intelligence.  It's  not  just  a  matter  of  more or
      less,  Doug.  it's  alien.  That  wolf,  and  you  and  me, we
      may  have  come  from  the  same  pool  of  genetic slime
      hundreds  of  millions  of  years  ago,  but  we're  still alien.
      Like  as  much,  say,  that  a  man  and  a  scorpion  are cut
      from  the  sarne cloth."
      Stavers  took  a  long  drag  on  his  cigar.  He smiled.
      "Same  cloth,  different  tailor."  His  facial expression
      changed;  Marden  knew  the  signs  of  Stavers  shifting  to a



      completely  different  plateau  of  thinking.  "Let's go,  " he
      said  sharply,  his  unbidden  patience  evident.  "I'll meet
      you  in  the  training  room.  You  arm  yourself  to  the teeth.
      Everything  you'd  pick  for  a  hellfight,  got it?"
      "Yep.  Got  it.  Any  special instructions?"
      "Be  there  in  fifteen  minutes.  I'll  follow  you  in. just
      you  and  me,"  Stavers  instructed.  "And  be  ready for
      anything."  Stavers  went  through  the  door,  Marden fol-
      lowing.  in  the  corridor  they  split  in  different directions.
      Stavers  walked  to  the  living  quarters,  stood before
      the  entrance  to  Rebecca Weinstein  I s  studio,  a mixture
      of  luxury  apartment  and  very  private  medical facility.
      He  pressed  the  announcer  button.  She  must  have been
      waiting  for  me  to  show  up,  he  judged  as  the door
      opened  only  seconds  later,  Weinstein  was stun-ling.
      And  clever  as  hell.  She  wore  a  lounging  shift  ofher own
      design.  A  mixture  of  ancient  Greek  or  Roman with
      modern  touches,  revealing  the  deep  hollow between
      her  full  breasts,  yet  something  less  than  an  open or
      brazen invitation.
      "Come  in,"  she  said,  studying  his  face.  Stavers recog-
      nized  the  signs  of  a  woman  wanting  to  make  love,  to be
      loved  fiercely,  to  abandon  herself,  and  yet  walking her
                        tightrope.  This  ]over  was  totally un-
                 1     anted  him,  desperately  so.  She wanted
      even  more  for  him  to  want,  to  take  her,  and  yet she
      must  remain  at  arm's  lenL,,tb  until  the  rivht rnoTnent-
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      But  she  didn't  know  the  right  inoment,  Not  with this
   man,  to  whom  she  had  already,  in  brief  and unques-
   tionable  words,  given  her  complete commitment.
      Stavers  shook  his  head.  "No;  I've  got  something to
   do.  Down  in  the  weapons  bay  with  Marden.  Give me
   thirty  minutes,  Rebecca,  and  meet  me  in  the  spa. The
   private  one.  We'll  do  the  spa  together."  He  turned and
   she  stared  at  his  back  as  he  walked  away  as  though he'd
   never  even  spoken  to her.
     Thirty  minutes.  God  is  it  really  going  to happen?
   Finally?  Do  we  go  through  a  mating  ritual  in  that pool
   of  bubbling  water  and  fragrance?  Music  and cham-
   pagne?  And  what's  so  important  with  Marden  that we've
   got  this  waiting period?
     She  closed  the  door  slowly,  leaned  back  against it,
   startled  with  the  sensations  of  her  flaring  nostrils, her
   pounding  heart  and  shortness  of  breath.  I'm  acting like
   a  goddamned  schoolgirl!  she  berated  herself.  Jesus, all
   I  need  to  do  is  swallow  water  in  that  spa  and  choke in
   his  face  when  he's  ready  for-  She  thought  of his
   pendulous  organ,  that  heavy  penis.  flow  many times
   had  she  imagined  Stavers  hard  and  brutally sexual?
   She'd  never  seen  him  aroused.  Not  sexually. Good
   grief,  woman,  slow  down!  You're  going  to hyperventilate!
     She  forced  her  breathing  deeper  and  slower, Dizzi-
   ness  abated.  She  smiled,  then  giggled  aloud.  just  be the
   woman  you  are.  You're  dynamite  in  the  sack.  So this
   time  it's  a  spa  instead  of  a  mattress.  You  know, every
   trick  there  is  in  pleasing  a  man.  She  stood  before a
   full-length  mirror,  humming  a  turie  to herself.
     Doug  Stavers  was  moving  into  her  arena.  She didn't
   need  stiffened  nipples  or  coyness.  His  stimulus  lay much
   deeper.  She  fascinated  hirn  and  even  more important,
   lie  was  still  perplexed,  still  confused  by  what  she knew
   and  had  told  him,  and  even  more  to  the  point,  what she
   still  withheld  from him.
    It  was  going  to  be  manelous  to  yield  to  him physi-
   cally,  sexually.  She  glanced  at  a  wall  clock.  Only five
   minutes  had  passed  so far!
 Chapter 10
     Stavers  entered  the  weapons  bay  quietly.  Skip Marden
  stood  in  room  center,  a  human  killing  arsenal. He'd
  followed  Stavers'  instructions  to  the  letter.  Hand weap-
  ons,  laser  sights,  grenades,  throwing  knives, automatic
  weapons,  even  a  riot  gun  slung  from  a  side  pouch. And
  those  were  only  the  weapons  that  were  visible. Stavers
  grunted  with  satisfaction,  turned  and  dropped  a steel
  bar  across  the  entryway.  It  would  take  a  small bulldozer
  to  get  in  now.  He  turned  back  to  Marden. Withou
  prelude  or  reminder  he  dropped  back  to  their conversa
  tion  in  the  bay  with  the wolves.
     "That  wolf,"  he  said  slowly,  choosing  his  words delib-
 erately, 11  is  a  killer."  He  pointed  to  Marden.  "You're a
  killer.  What's  the  difference  between  you  and that
 animal?"
     "I'm  unpredictable,"  Marden  answered  quickly.. eas-
  ily.  "That  is,  I  have  a  virtually  unlimited  reach  in  what I



  can  do  as  an  aggressor  or  killing  machine.  I  can modify
  my  instincts  across  a  tremendous  range.  The  wolf can't
  do  that.  The  animal  has  instinct  and  memory  and the
  two  operate  on  full  automatic.  Within  his  mental range
  the  animal  is  completely  predictable.  But  people work
  on  a  differeDt  plane altogether."
     Stavers  considered  Marden's  words;  more specific-
  ally,  he  considered  Marden  as  the  source  for these
  words.  They  were  both  killers,  Stavers  and Marden,
  and  yet  they  could  be  and  at  times  were  vastly different
  in  their  calculated,  even  methodical savagery.
     "Explain  further  what  you  just  said,"  Stavers directed.
                              125
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      Skip  Marden  showed  his  surprise.  "Youre baiting
    me,  aren  t you?"
      Stavers'  showed  contempt.  "If  I  were,  vou wouldn't
    be  asking  n-)e  to  confirm  your  little  worries."  His words
    had  a  nasty  cutting  edge  to  them  and  they  only rein-
    forced  for  Marden  the  belief  that  Stavers  was moving
    through  some  intricate  cerebral  maze  with  him.  He cut
    off  that  line  of  thinking  almost  at  once.  Matching wits
    with  Doug  Stavers  was  a  hopeless  task.  He'd  had plenty
    of  proof  in  the  past  in  that area.
      "All  right,"  Marden  said  after  that  brief  pause of
    caution  to  himself  "I  still  say  it's  something  you know
    better  than  I  do.  But,"  he  shrugged,  "let's  say,  and I'm
    very  sure  of  this,  I  know  people  on  a  feral  level. Baw
    gut  instinct.  Survival, killing-"
      "Goddamnit,  I  know  all  that  shit,"  Stavers  said scath-
    ingly.  "Now  tell  me  what  I  don't  know,  or  what you
    believe  I've forgotten."
     "You're  the  master  with  people,"  Marden  went on,
    his  surprise  undiminished.  "You  read  them  like  an open
    book.  I  feel  them.  I  guess  you  do  also  but  you read
    them.  Y  u  get  under  a  man's  scalp  and  you  go hunting
    for  their  thoughts.  Invasive;  that's  the  word.  And some-
    how  you  know  what  they  remember,  Most  people have
    memories  that  are  poorly  instinctive.  They're highly
    trained,  but  a  natural  talent  for  reallv  detailed memory
    is  on  the  rare  side.  Those  are  the  few  people really
    worth  a  shit,  anyway.  Like,  well,  when  that  wolf re-
    turned  to  his  pack,  like  you  said,  his  memorv function-
    ing  is  automatic.  While  he's  with  the  pack., nothing's
    changed.  I  mean,  the  goddamn  animals  don't compare
    notes,  But  people  do  just  that;  they  take  their mental
    notes  and  their  recorded  information  with  them wher-
    ever  they  go.  So  even  if  their  instincts  aren't worth
    diddIv-shit,  they've  got  the  rneans  to  carry  past lessons
    into  the  present moment,"
    X,Iarden  had  a  pained  look  on  his  face.  I  still don@t
    get  this,  Doug.  Jesus,  man,  you're  the  brains here.
    Everything  I'm  saying  I  learned  from  watching you,
    listening  to  vou,  supportin@4  vou."  He  shook  his head,
    his  conhutlin(r  discomfort  a  revelation  to,  Stavers, Marden
              I
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  had  saved  his  life  more  times  than  he  could remember;
  in  this  respect  he  was  an  extension  of  Stavers' own
  survival  instincts  and  abilities.  And  now  he  was floun-
 dering.
    Good;  just  the  way  I  want  him  to  be.  The  more screwed
  up  he  gets  in  his  head,  the  more  he'll  be  like  that dainned
  wolf.  Now;  in  deeper  with  the  needle,  Stavers judged.
    "Spell  it  out,"  Stavers  demanded.  He  kept pushing
  Marden  because  he'd  never  heard  Marden  express a
  depth  of  feeling  as  he'd  just  done.  Was  the  aura, his
  own  aura,  so  enormously  energized  and  expanded by
  the  great  yellow  diamond,  having  a  positive  effect on
  Marden?  What  a  hell  of  a  concept!  But  that  woman  .  . .
  Weinstein  said  it's  not  a  diamond,  I  ought  to  kill her.



  She  gives  me  one  hell  of  a  headache.  I  should  kill her,
  but  she  knows  I  can't  until  I  find  out  what's  behind her
  words.  Goddamnit  it ...
    He  forced  himself  back  to  the  bewildered  giant be-
  fore  him.  Marden  was  functioning  as  a  mirror  of Stavers    I
  own  thoughts.  It  was  a  viewpoint  of  observation he'd
  never  before  encountered.  It  was  so  surprising  it stood
  apart  as  a  commanding  revelation.  Marden  bad been
  with  him  through  every  kind  of  thick  and  thin. Battles
  about  half  the  planet.  Fighting  everything  from hired
  killers  in  dark  alleys  to  savage  firefights  on  a  full war
  scale,  against  the  massed  firepower  of  the  Blue Light
  killer  chopper  tearns  of  the  Americans,  those  wily and
  dedicated  professional  savages  of  the  Israelis,  the Allah-
  seeking  Moslems,  the  fanatics  of'  the  Vatican's  holy 600:
  natives,  professionals,  madmen,  geniuses,  even  the ter-
  rible  dorninance  of  God-fever  generated  by Ernst
  Patschke  in  India  where  Stavers  had  overcome  the power
  of  the  diamond  and  cut  down  Patschke  like  a  great "bag
  of blood.
    Skip  Marden  had  been  through  it  all  covering Stavers'
  back.  Stavers  was  still  alive  because  of  this  man, and
  here  he  was,  tearing  into Marden.
    I  wish  I  knew  what  the  hell  you're  after, Doug,"
  Marden  said  finally.  "Christ,  man,  I'm  no  genius but
  I'm  Alqn  not  fiict  q  @mnh  hired  mervenarv.  You couldn't



  8
 Martin Caidin
      hire  me  to  be  what  I  am  for  you,  Doug!"  Pain creased
      that  scarred face.
       "I  know  that,"  Stavers  said  quietly,  easing  the pain
      but  not  releasing  the hook.
       "Then  you  know  I've  also  studied  my business,"
      Marden  said  quickly.  "Look,"  he  said  suddenly, almost
      pleading  for  Stavers'  understanding,  I  ain't  no scholar
      and  sure  as  hell  I'm  no  egghead,  but  I  deal  in  life and
      killing  and  surviving  and  controlling.  I'm  a  hell  of  a lot
      closer  to  that  wolf  than  I  am  to  most  people.  I'm damned
      well  familiar  with  some  of  the  greatest  leaders,  and the
      warriors  of  history-and  that  includes  the limpwrists,
      like  Ghandi,  who  had  to  have  more  heart  than  a fucking
      lion  to  do  what  he  did-and  out  of  all  of  this,  because I
      know  these  kind  of  people,  you,"  he  paused  for  a deep
      breath,  never  accustomed  to  the  torrent  of  words now
      pouring  from  him,  "and  I  mean  this,  you're  among the
      best  of  them.  The  only  reason  you  ain't  never  ruled an
      army  or  a  country  is  because  you  never  gave  a shit
      about  doing  that.  But  you  could.  You  can.  Now. Any
      time  you  want  to  go  that route."
      He  shifted  his  feet  and  balance,  as  uneasy  with his
      verbal  onslaught  as  he  would  be  against  an  enemy with
      unknown  prowess.  He  bad  more  to  say,  he  wanted to
      say  more,  but  with  the  unease  bringing  hackles  to the
      back  of  his  neck,  he  clamped  down  on  his  teeth  and fell
      into silence.
      Son  of  a  bitch,  thought  Stavers.  He's  right. And
      that's  why  Im  so  -tucked  up  between  my  ears.  I've got
      the  power  and  I  forgot  the  power  isn't  worth piss
      without  its catalyst.
      He  laughed  aloud,  amusing  himself  %krith  his own
      thoughts.  Run  an  army?  Rule  a  country?  That's piss-
      ant  stuff!  Fuck  the  armies  and  the  countries!  There's a
      whole  goddamned  world  out  there  and  I've  got some-
      thing  that  fell  from  heaven  and  it  ruled  warring tribes
      for  a  couple  thousand  years,  and  I'm  screwing around
      in  the mud'!
      I'm  bored.  Holy  Jesus  Fucking  Christ,  I'm bored.
      Skip's  got  a  part  of  it,  but  not  all,  because  he's  like the
      wolf  and  he  can  see  only  so  far  and  no more.
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    I  see  it  now.  I'm  like  the  professional  gambler  in the
  perfect  casino  with  perfect  women  and  pe7fect drinks
  and  perfect  food  and  I've  got  the  ultimate  streak  of luck
  and  I  never,  never  lose  at  any  gamble  I  take.  I always
  win.  Always.  It  takes  a  while  for  a  gambler  in that
  position  to  understand  that  pe7fection  in  gambling is
  the  final  of  all  curses,  that  you're,  in  Hell.  It  is  total and
  utter  boredom.  No  risk,  no  challenge,  no  gamble. The
  man  who  can't  lose  has  already  lost  everything because
  the  one  thing  he  doesn't  have  is  challenge.  Maybe  risk is
  a  better  word.  There's  no  penalty.  So  life  becomes a
  matter  of  eating  perfect  food  and  dropping  turds of
  pure  gold  but  gold  under  these  conditions  isn't worth
  even  shit.  Like  pissing  in  a  gold  urinal.  Big fucking



 thrill!
    I've  got  this  power.  But  if  I've  destroyed  so many
  power  groups  with  all  their  global  influence,  what  did I
  really  accomplish?  Why  am  I here?
    Stavers  stared  at  Skip  Marden  and  perhaps  for the
  first  time  he  saw  the  dog-devotion,  the  shine  of  awe in
  the  eyes  of  the  other  man,  and  it  didn't  mean anything
  any more.
      mfucking  bored!  What's  the  purpose?  Of anything?
  Did  God  give  me  this  power?  Is  this  all  some  sort Of
  master  plan?  But  that's  bullshit.  Einstein  was wrong,
  God  throws  dice  all  the  damned  time.  But  right here,
  now,  imprisoned  on  this  one  fucking  planet,  am  I really
  the  manGod  that  Marden  sees  in  me,"  Is  that  crazy? Or
  is  it  purpose?  Is  this  what  Christ  wept  throU117h, tbryi   .ng
  to  reach  the  idiot  rabble  all  about  him  in  his tirne     Am I
  like  Christ  when  he  was  a  kid,  a  real  mean  little sucker
  with  telekinetic  powers?  Or  God-given  powers because
  God  was  bored  and  gave  this  kid  the  means  to  use his
  mind  and  kid's  greed  as  a  bludgeon?  He  had  his priests
  then,  too,  just  like  Skip,  here,  And  Christ  would strike
  other  kids  dead,  and  then  the  olderfolks  dead,  and he
  blinded  as  many  as  he  cured  and  all  the  priests about
  him  would  shit  a  brick  and  mutter  to  themselves about
  whether  or  not  they  had  a  messiah  in  their  midst, or
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  going  to  shake  up  the  whole  world.  But  why  did Christ
  do  what  he did?
    He  felt  an  explosion  mushrooming  silently  in his
  head.  He  did  it  because  he  was  fucking  bored!  He was
  so  bored  he  risked  whatever  the  Romans  might dump
  on  him,  and  if  he  fucked  up,  and  I  guess  he  did because
  they  nailed  his  ass  to  a  hunk  of  wood  and  strung  him up
  like  beefjerky  just  like  any  other  human  mongrel  in the
  eyes  of  the  Romans.  Was  Christ  laughing  with the
  futility  of  it  all?  Or  was  the  whole  thing  a  big  joke to
  him  to  get  out  of  being  bored?  What's  the  use  of  being a
  king  in  a pigpen?
    So  he  took  his  shot  and  they  strung  his  ass  up  on the
  hill.  I'll  bet  he  laughed  at  them.  Laughed  at  the nails
  and  laughed  at  the  spear  chunked  into  his  side.  I'll  be a
  son  of  a  bitch.  He  had  the  power.  He  could have
  thrown  away  the  nails  any  time  he  wanted  without ever
  touching  them,  But  he  was  bored,  bored,  bored! He
  didn't  just  die.  He  took  the  only  gamble  left  to  him. And
  it  was  worth it,
    The  laughter  rang  loud  and  clarion  clear  and echoing
  in  his  mind.  Stavers  locked  his  eyes  on  Skip Marden.
  You  love  me,  you  big  son  of  a  bitch,  he  thought, con-
  centrating  hard.  Marden  blinked,  rocked  back  on his
  heels  as  the  aura  of  power  swept  over  him  and rushed
  silently  through  his mind.
    He  saNv  the  smile  on  Stavers'  face,  saw  the  man lift
  his  arms  to  each  side,  palms  extended  upward. Stavers
  thought  fiercely  at Marden.
    Kill me.
    shock  swept  through  the  face  of Marden,
    You  love  iru?,  Show  ntc  your  love,  you  son  of  a bitch@
  Go  on!  Kill ine!
 Chapter 11
                                                       rearm
    I  can  take  him  out  with  the  star.  just  snap  my fo
   straight  and  it  will  whip  faster  than  a  thrown  blade into
   his  throat.  Right  through  the  jugular  and  the  other side
   of  the  windpipe  and  .  . .
    Skip  Marden  staggered  backward  as  if  struck  a physi-
   cal  blow.  He  caught  one  boot  against  the  other and
   swung  out  an  arm  for  balance.  A  tiny  wire  seemed to
   pierce  his  brain,  bringing  with  it  a  keening  cry  of pain.
   Why?  What  was  happening?  Did  Doug--?  No; the
   other  man  stood  quietly,  the  trace  of  a  smile  on  his lips,
   his  body  relaxed,  both  unafraid  and  unthreatening. Then
   why  do  I  want  to  hurt  him?  What  the  hell  is happening
   to me?
     His  imagination  brought  his  fingers  curling. Neatly,
   tightly,  snugly  about  the  grip  of  the  P,85  in  his belt.
   Fifteen  rounds  of  nine  millimeter.  jacketed  slugs made
   to  tear  through  a rnan , s  body  and  chop  up  skin  and the
   subcutaneous  layers,  severing  the  lesser  blood vessels
   and  arteries  anci  veins,  chunking  out  organs  and bone,
   tendops  and  sinew  and  muscle,  and  if  you  (lid  it  right, it
   would  shatter  a  portion  of  the  spinal  cord  and  that slug,
   God,  but  it  was  so  beautiful,  would  keep  right on



   ripping  through  to  burst  outward  from  his innards,
   making  a  great  big  wonderful  hole,  flaying  the skill
   apart  in  an  explosive  shredding,  sending  buge  gobs of
   blood  and  pieces  of  flesh  with  it and-
      The  pain  Nvhipped  about  his  forehead,  an invisible
   wire  snaking  silently,  invisibly  against  his  skin, bringin
                                                             9
   on  a  ring  of  agony  worse  than  any  migraine  he could
                              131
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     imagine.  His  vision  blurred  as  he  tried  to  focus on
     Stavers.  I  love  hint.  oh,  God,  how  I  love  him.  I love
     him  so  much,  and  an  alumipower  rocket  would  .  . .
       He  could  almost  see  the  short-barreled,  big diameter
     rocket  launcher  unsnapping  like  a  bungee  stick  to come
     together  from  pieces  of  metal  folded,  oh,  so  neatly and
     beautifully,  and  in  that  clanking  and  tinkle  of  metal he'd
     have  the  launcher  in  his  hands,  and  you  couldn't  miss at
     this  range  with  one  of  those  suckers,  a  tiny warhead
     that  could  blow  awav  the  bead  and  shoulders  of  a fuck-
     ing  water  buffalo,  and  what  it  did  to  a  man,  oh,  it was
     beautiful,  it  was  just  what  Doug  wanted,  what Doug
     bad  told  him  to  do,  it  was  a  message  from God         '  yes,
     yes,  that's  what  it  was,  just  one  small  rocket projectile
     and  it  would  blow  that  wonderful  body  in  half, explode
     it  from  within  so  that  the  bottom  torso  would  still be
     standing,  gravity  gluing  it  to  the  floor  as  the  chest and
     the  upper  torso  blew  away  in  a  great  showering  gout of
     bloody,  strawberry,  pinkshell  spray,  and  before  the man
     would  have  time  to  die,  his  body  would  be  cut  in half,
     whirling  away,  and  he'd  still  be  able  to  see,  to feel,
     because  it  takes  time,  it  takes  a  moment  or  two and
     that's  forever  when  you  realize  you've  been  blown in
    half-
     Bile  rose  in  Marden's  throat,  spilled  back  down into
     his  system,  burning  hot,  steaming,  bubbling.  He stag-
     gered  again.  A  knee  began  to  buckle  and  he hung
     grimly  to  his balance.
     The  MAC  Eleven.  Yeah.  That's  a  hell  of  a  way  to go.
     Doug  would  like  that.  I  could  get  off  six,  maybe seven
     rounds  with  a  good  squeeze  of  that  trigger  and be@forc
     Doug  could  move,  we  could  blow  his  head  apart  like an
     overripe  melon.  juice  and  seeds  and  gore  and spaghetti
     of  brains  erupting,  what  a  shower  of  dying!  It  would be
     all  over  the  room,  spraying  wildly  everywhere  and even
     at  this  distance  I'd  feel  it  spray  onto my - face  and skin,
     and  I  could  lick  my  lips  and  taste  his  death  and I
    could@
     Marden  wiped  spittle  with  the  back  of  his  hand frorn
     his  lips.  He  lurched  forward,  driven  by  this terrible
     conivulsion  to  obpij  f4i,  fi--- --l-A
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   closing  spasmodically,  claws  and  talons  and  steel strands,
   itching,  burning  to  feel  skin  tearing  and  bone breaking
   in  their  grip.  Another  step  forward.  Oh,  God,  it hurts.
   Where  is  this  painfrom?  Pain  ...  I  am  not  obeying his
   command  to  kill  him  and  I  am  being  punished,  and the
   demons  run  tvild  and  mad  through  me,  biting and
   tearing  at  me  because  I  am  bad,  I  do  not obey-
    Gurgling  sounds  rose  in  his  throat.  One  more step.
   Sweat  bursting  from  his  pores.  Knees  twisting  in pain.
   His  fingers  on  fire.  Needles  stabbing  into  his eyeballs.
   He  bent  over,  gasping.  There's  no  one  here  and  yet ...
   The  vomit  sprayed  onto  his  clothes  as  he  felt  the terri-
   ble  twisting  pain  in  his  testicles,  the  wet,  hot helpless
   pain.  He  dropped  to  one  knee,  fought  his  way up,



   looked  through  a  bloody  film,  loving  Stavers and-
    I  know  what's  wrong.  I'm  bad.  No  weapons.  You do
   not  take  godlife  with  steel  and  explosives.  No,  no,  NO. I
   must  embrace  him,  fold  him  in  my  arms,  crack his
   bones  with  my  own  hands,  squeeze  his  head  so  his eyes
   bulge and-
     He  staggered,  but  his  hands  moved,  and  they worked.
   The  weapons  fell  from  him.  Automatic  pistols, rocket
   launcher,  throwing  stars  and  knives,  submachine gun.
   Killing  implements  raiDed  dovvn  ftom  Marden  with clank-
   ing,  metallic,  echoing  sounds.  For  the  moment  he felt
   better,  he  was  free  of  that  terrible  weight,  now he
   could  use  his  hands,  his  feet  and  his  teeth  and yes,
   YES!  my  fingers  in  his  'throat,  tear  out  his  windpipe, a
   thumb  into  each  eye,  twisting  se,  the  great  white. and
   purple  grapes  hang  or,  thin  stems  of  optic  nerves, ch,
   yes,  that  is  what  he  wants.  But  nwybe  he'll  kill me,
   That  could  happen,  But  I  love  him  so  it doesn'tmatter.
   But  I  must  obey,  I  must  kill  him.  Why  am  I  so con-
   fused?  I'llfi-oht  hirn  one  on  one.  Why  isn't  he defending
  himself?
     He  groped  and  stumbled  forward,  a  disjointed hu-
   man  automaton  in  agony  and  seeking  surcease through
   atonement  of  obedienc@.  A  lifetime  of  experience and
   natural  instinct,  and  the  blinding  devotion  for the
   manGod  figure  before  him,  kept  Marden  lurching ahead.
   f4,-  IF,,aned  into  his  movement,  a  precarious  giant tee-

mailto:obedienc@.
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     tering  on  collapse,  shifting  his  weight,  shuffling, shoul-
     der  muscles  bunched  like  bungee  cords,  leg muscles
     cramping  as  if  blown  by  pumped  bellows.  Marden was
     unaware  of  his  lips  twisted  in  a  cruel  grimace, spittle
     forming  on  his  lips  and  chin.  From  his  chest  and throat
     issued  a  deep  throaty  growl,  as  feral  as  any four-footed
     predator.  Stun-ibling,  jerking  as  if  he  were  a  robot ripped
     by  short-circuiting  systerns,  he  moved  inexorably to-
     wards  Stavers.  He  no  longer  thought.  All  was instinct,
     reflex,  utter obedience.
      Stavers  stood  his  ground.  He  stared  unblinking  at the
     killer  rumbling  towards  him  in  obedience  to  the silent
     mental  howl.  Primal  cry;  naked  compulsion.  Not an
     order  or  a  command,  a  sense  rather  than  a  thought, a
     compulsion  from  primitive  times.  The  closer Marden
     came  to  Doug  Stavers,  the  more  powerful  became the
     effect  from  the  stone  in  its  steelmesh  container. The
     stone  from  before  biblical  times.  His  hands  jerked for-
     ward,  fingers  clawed  and  locked  into  talons  as  he groped
     for  the  face  of  the  manGod  be  loved  so desperately.
     Stavers  felt  the  heat  from  the  other  man's  body,  felt and
     smelled  the  animal  breath,  studied  the  clawed hands
     that  could  bend  inetal  bars  or  crush  a  human  skull  like a
     hydraulic press.
     Stavers smiled.
     The  sun  exploded  within  Marden's  brain.  One instant
     he  saw  the  manGod  within  reach  of  his  hands,  and felt
     the  thrill  and  the  wonder  of  absolute  obedience  as he
     reached  for  Stavers'  throat  and  began  to  close  his terri-
     ble  fingers  and  then  the  sun  exploded  and  savage light
     ripped  through  his  eyeballs  and  seared  every  fold and
     tributary  of  his  mind,  and  lie  roared,  a  primai  bellow of
     pain  and  terror.  "I  can't  see!"  he  howled.  "I'm blind!"
     Pain  and  terror  assailed  him,  as  be  spun  about, a
     Frankensteinian  monster  unable  to  function,  struck by
     unholy  wrath.  'I'm  blind!"  he  bowled again.
     Stavers  laughed.  "Yes,  you  are."  He  chuckled. "And
     then  again,  you  aren't."  He  studied  the wildly-flailiDg
     blind  man  before  him  as  Marden  dropped  to  his knees,
     face  Uplifted,  eves  unseeing-  and  StAvPrq  il"-rin-I I,;--
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   self  choking  and  in  his  mind  he  rai-timed  that sensation
   to  the  stricken Marden.
      Marden's  hands  grasped  his  throat  as  he  coughed and
   hacked  for  air  and  then  vomited  wildly  as  breath re-
   fused  to  enter  his lungs.
      "Having fun?"
      Stavers  spun  about,  gaping  at  the  sight  of  Dr. Re-
   becca  Weinstein  in  a  loose,  revealing  shift.  She stood
   with  her  arms  crossed,  raising  the  globes  of  her breasts,
   studying  the  wild  scene  before  her.  She  lifted  a  hand to
   point  to  Marden,  "While  you're  looking  at  rne," she
   said  over  the  rasping  death  rattle  of  Marden, "he's
   dying. "
      Stavers  turned.  Marden  had  fallen  forward,  face down
   on  the  floor,  blood  and  white  foam  issuing  from his
   nostrils,  his  face  twisted,  clammy  and  grey. Stavers



   sucked  in  air,  a  deep  and  penetrating  ingestion  of oxy-
   gen,  and  he  immersed  Marden  in  that  same thought.
   Marden's  body  jerked  and  spasmed  as  his  lungs filled,
   and  he  coughed  up  blood,  but  his  lungs  labored  and his
   chest  pumped  his  body  up  and down.
      "He'll  live,"  Stavers  snarled  at  Weinstein, "Where
   the  hell  did  you  come frotn',"
      "The  spa.  That  was  a  neat  little  reception  vou  had for
   me  there."  She  smiled  at  Staver,.  I hdn'@
                                          Q      ,  figure you
   for  that  touch.  That  was  quite  a  lesson  you  were going
   to  give  me.  Three  nubile  teenagers,  naked,  as hullgry
   for  sex  with  you  as  a  flower  casting  out  perfurne. Very,
   very  neat.  What  were  you  goirig  to do'   , -  @Vaft  if'or  me t(l
   corne  into  the  spa  and  remove  1TIV  clothes,  and  force me
   to  watch  you  fucking  those children?-
      Something  snapped  in  Stavcrs.  lie  glanced  at Marden,
   forced  a  sensation  ol  muscle  rigidity  through  the body    ,
   hurled  the  feeling  of  being  frozen,  unable  to  inove frorn
   the  floor.  He  spun  about,  took  angry  steps,  almost an
   animal  bounding  motion  to  Weinstein.  A  powerful hand
   tore  her  shift  away  from  her  body,  left  her  naked before
   hirn,  She  stood  silent,  eyes  wide  as  he  tore  away his
   own  clothes.  Anger,  hatred,  fury,  the  man  within, lust;
   whatever  part  or  all  of  it,  brought  him  erect,  his penis
   juttin%,-,  forth.  Faster  than  she  could  follow  he scooped
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      her  up  into  his  arms,  turned  back  to  Marden  and threw
      her  down  onto  Marden's back.
      He  never  heard  his  own  bellow  of  raging  lust  as he
      dropped  heavily  onto  her,  throwing  her  legs  apart and
      plunging  violently  within  her.  Rebecca  stifled  the scream
      of  pain,  biting  her  lip  until  she  tasted  her  own blood
      from  her  teeth  cutting  into  flesh.  He  pounded against
      her  with  mindless  sexual  fury,  and  through  the  pain she
      looked  into  his  eyes,  ignored  the  animal  breath coming
      over  her  in waves.
      "That's  good,"  she  forced  the  words  at  him. "You're
      too  hung  up  to  make  love  to  me,  but  rape's  the  name of
      your  game.  Go  ahead,  fuck  me,  rape  me  if  that's the
      best  you  can do!"
      He  pulled  away  from  her,  his  face  a  twisted  mask of
      .rage  and  fury.  "Oh,  no!  No,  you  don't!"  she shrieked,
      nails  grasping  his  ear,  the  other  hand  digging  her nails
      into  a  buttock  and  forcing  him  back  to her.
      "Do  it,  you  son  of  a  bitch!"  she  screamed  into  his ear,
      thrusting  upward  to  take  all  of  him.  "Do  it-if YOU
     can!"
      If  you can!
      Her  words  thundered  in  his  head.  If  you  can! What
      the  hell  did  she  mean  by  that?  And  why  did  she ...
      This  was  crazy.  He  felt  leaden  in  his  belly.  Jesus Christ,
      I'm  losing  it!  I  don't  believe this"
      "Is  this  how  you  rape  a woman?"
      Her  words  hit  him  like  ice.  She  wasn't  mocking him.
      Not  even  ...  laughing.  He  could  have  taken that,
      accepted  it  as  a  challenge.  But  he  felt  her thoughts.
      That  was  impossible,  but  it  was  happening.  For  the first
      time  in  his  life  he  felt  dismay  in  the  act  of  loving a
      woman.  Dismay,  and  he  softened,  lost  the  organ with
      which  he  had  loved  so powerfully.
      He  couldn't  believe  it.  She  pities  me.  Good God,
      she's  pitying me!
      Rage  exploded  within  him,  his  hand  drew  back and
      his  fist  rushed  at  her  head.  A  single  blow  could  kill her;
      they  both  knew it.
      "Go  ahead,  Doug.  You  can't  fuck  me,  so  whv  not  kill me?"
 DARK MESSIAH
137
     Shock  froze  him,  then  he  felt  empty,  hollowed out.
  His  arm  hesitated,  then  fell  limply.  All  of  him  felt limp.
  He  rolled away.
     Without  a  word  she  rose  to  her  feet,  slipped  into her
  robe  and  left  the room,
     In  her  apartment,  she  made  certain  not  to laugh
  aloud.  Not  with  the  secret  microphones  that  would pick
  up  every  sound.  But  she  didn't  need  laughter.  She had
  plunged  the  knife  deep  into  him  and  twisted,  her few
  words  crumpling  his  proud  erection,  sapping  his strength.
     I  wonder  how  many  women,  if  they  only  knew, would
  wish  to  thank  ine ...



 Chapter 12
    She  slipped  into  a  jumpsuit  and  surveyed  herself in
  the  mirror.  Her  reflection  satisfied  her.  A high-necked
  silk  sweater  beneath  the  jumpsuit.  Feminine  but not
  provocative.  The  less  skin  she  revealed  in  their next
    eeting--or,  encounter-the  better  would  be  the mo-
  ment.  He  wouldn't  need  any  reminders  of  what had
  happened  in  that  room.  it  wouldn't  even  do  for  her to
  joke  that  Marden's  unconscious  form  made  a really
  lousy mattress.
    Doug  Stavers  had  spent  a  lifetime  doing  his women.
  Somewhere  in  that  turbulent  past  he  had  been gentle,
  even  loving,  but  he  more  than  made  up  for  those rare
  moments  by  the  very  brutality  he  visited  so  callously on
  other  people.  Now  he  had  become  victim  of  a malady
  that  crushed  most  men,  robbed  them  of  their masculin-
  ity.  That  would  not  happen  with  Stavers.  There had
  been  too  many  conquests  in  the  past  for  hirn  to ques-
  tion  his  own  virility,  and  he  had  already  been con-
  founded  repeatedly  by  her  remarks  and  actions. They
  would  let  the  incident  slip  into  the  past,  unspoken and
  as  far  as  the  world  knew,  and  as  far  as  they  would both
  ever  speak,  an  incident  that  bad  never happened.
    She  knew  surprise  with  her  sense  of  triumph. A
  victory  far  removed  from  the  sexual,  or  even mari-
  woman  confrontation,  That  was  silly  nonsense  for minds
  that  were  immature  or  emotionally  strung  out. Her
  triumph  went  far  deeper  than  that.  He  had  lost control.
  She  knew  men.  She  knew  Doug  Stavers.  He  would find
  some  other  fulcrum  about  which  to  cross  swords ,vitb
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                 ient spoke    about whi
       her,  a conven                      ch  they  would both
      turn.
       He  performed  almost  on  schedule.  Her  room speaker
       rang  softly  and  she  pressed  the  open  transceiver but-
       ton. "Yes?"
       He  didn't  bother  to  identify  himself.  "My apartment,
       Rebecca. "
       "Of  course. When?"
       The  query  of  one  word  forced  him  to  respond with
       unplanned  irritation.  "Now,  for  Christ's  sake.  You have
       something  more  pressing  to do@-
      "Never,   she  said  warmly.  "I'll  be  right there."
       "The  door's  open.  I'll  be  in  the  spa.  I  want  you in
       there  with me."
       She  switched  off.  A  smile  spread  slowly  across her
       face.  Neutral  ground,  that  spa!  They  would  be nude,
       immersed  in  perfumed  oils  and  swirling  water, and
       there  would  be  not  even  a  hint  of  sex.  Wonderful! in
       this  manner,  Stavers  would  return  to  intimacy  and push
       aside  less  pleasant  memories  still  burning  within him.
       Stavers  eased  his  body  to  the  left  to  catch  the full
       thrust  of  water  pummeling  his  groin  from  the  spa thrust-
       ers.  He  rested  both  elbows  behind  him  on  the spa
       ledge  to  keep  his  chest  above  the  swirling  water. He
       reached  to  his  side  for  his  cognac  and  took  a  IoDa drink,



       then  lit  a  fresh  cigar  as  Rebecca  slipped  from  her clothes
       and  eased  into  the  swirling  froth.  He  'nodded  to her
       right;  her  own  cognac  awaited her.
       How  romantic,  she  thought wry!y      ,  then  told herself
       to  shut  it  off  and  r)ay,  attention.  She  studied  him, He
       was  again  in  full  co@ntrol.  He  had  put  behind  him what
       had  happened  earlier,  That  meant  he  was functioning
       again  as  the  dangerous  man  she  bad  come  to  know so
       well.  Take  this  carefully,  she  warned  herself.  She bid
       for  several  additional  moments  by  sipping  slowly  of her
      cognac.
       Stavers  wasn't  even  thinking  of  anything  even re-
       motely  involving  sex-past,  present  or  future.  His own
       instincts  had  come  to  the  fore;  the  basic  animal was
                                                                I
       once  again  in  charge.  For  a  Deriod  lom,,er  than  lie could

mailto:co@ntrol.
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  recall,  he  had  not  considered  the  security  of  his person.
  But  suddenly  his  defenses  were  down,  banished, An
  event  had  taken  place  that  both  amazed  and angered
  him.  Weinstein  had  entered  a  fully-secured room.
    "Rebecca. "
    The  sound  of  her  name  brought  her  up  from the
  water  until  her  breasts  swelled  and  bobbed  gently be-
  fore  the  rushing  froth.  She  showed  no  emotion, no
  expression  save  that  of waiting.
   "  You  had  me  helpless,"  he  said,  a  bit  more acidly
  than  he intended.
   11 Yes. 11
    "How  the  hell  did  you  get  into  that  room?  It's as
  secure  as  a  fortress.  I  know  I  dropped  that  steel bar
  across  the  door.  There's  no  way  to  open  it  from the
  outside  short  of  blowing  the  whole  place apart."
    "Obviously,  there  is,"  she answered.
    "We  playing  games?  I  have  to  push?  Don't  be so
  damned  literal,  Rebecca.  If  you  can't  read  my  lips then
  read  mv mind."
    Laughter  for  the  first  time  from  her.  "No;  I  can't do
  that.  But  I  know  what  you  mean.  And  "  she added
  quickly,  "obviously  there  was  a  way  in@o  that "room,
  sans  explosives,  because  I  did  get  in  and  you never
  knew it."
   "How?"
    A  shoulder  lifted  in  a  bare  hint  of  a  shrug, "Electro-
  magnet.  Outside  the  door.  The  door  itself  is  nonmagnetic. "
    He  nodded,  remembering.  That  had  been  by  his own
  orders.  Even  before  she  continued  he'd  figured  it out.
  "Power  electromagnet.  Against  the  door.  The  field goes
  through,  you  move  the  magnet  and  it  lifts  the  bar  out of
 th@,,fh,ay@"  'd  used  wood  or  brass,  or  even  an aluminum
       you
  bar,  I  couldn't  have  gotten  inside.  Don't  you under-
  stand.  Doug?  Your  own  security  system,  that  steel bar,
  was  the  weak  link,  the  ke@,,  I  needed  to  open  the door,"
    He  scowled.  "I  damned  well  don't  like that."
    "Blarne  yourself  Blame  Teinplin.  Your  whole secu-
  rity  team."  She  raised  herself  higher,  breasts  above the
  water,  "Every  security  system  has  its  fflaws@  its loop-
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       holes.  Especially  against  the  amateur  who  doesn't know
       he,  or,"  she  smiled,  "in  this  case,  she,  me,  is supposed
       to  know  they  can't  get through."
       "And  we  were  in  a  room  filled  with  weapons." he
       mused  aloud.  "Guns,  knives;  enouorh  stuff  there  to  kill a
       hundred  men."  He  studied  her  carefully.  No tenseness
       there.  Calm,  ease,  confidence.  "You  c@uld  have done
       me  in.  I  never  saw  you until
      "Yes.
       "I  feel  stupid,"  he  said.  "I  haven  t  known  that feeling
       for  a  very  long  time.  One  woman  overcame everything
       and  had  me  completely vulnerable."
       "would  you  be  the  ruler  of  this  world  if  you  were the
       only  human  alive  on  the planet?"
       "What  the  hell  kind  of  question  is that?"



       "Consider  it, please."
       He  shook  his  head.  "0  course  wouldn't  be  any kind
       of  damned  ruler.  You  don't  rule  when  there's nobody
       else around."
       "Do  you  question,  in  any  way,  that  I  intend  you anv
      harm?"                 -h  the  question.  "Hell,  no.  I bad
       He  took  his  time wit      't  have  them  anv  more. You
       doubts.  Past  tense.  I don
       may  give  me  reason to  change  my  inind,  Rebecca, but
       until  that  happens, no.       , 'P"
       "Do  you  trust  me completely.
       "You  do  know  how  to  push,"  he  said,  anger coming
       into  his  words  with  what  was  turning  into  an interrogation.
       "I  don't  mean  to,  Do  you?  At  least,  as  much as
       you  know  how  to  trust  someone  completely, without
      reservation"'
       "I've  only  known  one  person  in  -my  life  with  whorn I
                             Of  any  kind,"  he  told  her, his
       had  no reservations.
       words  and  tone flat.
       She  showed  surprise  in  her  reaction,  "Then  it's not
       someone  with  whom  1'rn  familiar,"  she  said quickly.
       "What  makes  you  say  t at     I.@-
       "You've  eliminated  men  from  the  way  you  re talking.
       Even  if  they're  totally  loyal  to  you,  they  can  be con-
       trolled.  That  leaves  women.  Tracy  North  was  very spe-
       oini  nnd  vou  loved  her,  but  the  times  of  vour  love were
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  violent  and  tumultuous  and  there  was  no  way  for  you to
  let  go  completely,  even  if  you  had  wanted to."
    "Go  on,"  he  said,  his  face  clouded  and unreadable,
  but  his  emotions  clearly  troubled  beneath  the granite
 ,visage.
   11  Rosa  Montim.  Wild,  spectacular,  utterly marvelous.
  A  great lover-"
     Whose  burning  passion  for  the  greater  glory  of God
  was  to  kill me ,  be  finished  for her.
    "Then  there's  someone  else.  "  Her  brow  creased. "That
  means  I've  missed  something."  Her  voice  grew gentle.
  "Who  was she?"
   " My  wife. "
    Weinstein's  eyes  widened  and  she  reacted physically
  to  his  words.  "Your  wife?"  She  watched  him  nod. "But
 ...   there's  no  record.  Not  even  a  hint,  and  we knew
  everything about-"
    "There  wasn't  any  record,  Helena  was  Swedish; tall,
  utterly  beautiful,  She  might  have  stepped  into  my life
  from  Viking  history.  We  met  in  Switzerland. Mountain
  skiing."  His  eyes  glazed  slightly  as  he  accepted the
  painful  memories.  "It  was  all  magic.  Ordained,  we be-
  lieved.  But  there  was  the  real  world.  I  used another
  name.  Easy  enough.  She  used  her  mother's maiden
  narne.  A  priest  married  us  in  a  remote  lodge.  No one
  else knew."
    He  refilled  his  glass,  drank  deeply  in  a  long ingestion
  of  alcohol.  "Hell  comes  without  knocking  on  your door.
  We  had  four  months.  We  were  in  Nevada. Cornmercial
  flight."  His  words  came  in  staccato,  halting, painful
  chops,  "We  hit  really  bad  weather.  Embedded thun.-
  derstorin  cells.  NN,e  hit  a  mountain  slope."  His words
  reflected  terrible  scones,  like  still  pictures snapping
  into  view  on  a  screen.  "Explosion.  Fire.  I  got out.
  Fuselage  busted  wide  open.  Carried  Helena  in my
  arms,  Knew  we  were  lucky.  Until  I  put  her  down gently-
  Then  I  found  out  she  was  dead  frorn  a  broken  neck. "
    He  lapsed  into  a  dark,  sullen  silence.  "I  saw the
  pilot.  Busted  arm.  He  had  alcohol  on  his  breath. He'd
  been  flying  drunk.  He  never  flew  again."  Another pause,
  eyes  squeeze(] tightly,
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      "You  killed  him,"  she  said matter-Of-faCtly.
      "Of  course."  He  released  long-held  breath.  "I wanted
      to  do  it  slowly.  Break  each  and  every  bone  in  his body
      so  carefully  he  wouldn't  die  until  he  was  a  bag  of  jelly. I
      didn't  do  that.  I  hit  him  so  hard  I  cracked  his  skull and
      the  son  of  a  bitch  just  died."  Stavers  toyed  with the
      bottle  of  Scotch,  poured  slowly,  but  did  not  pick  up his
      glass  to  drink.  His  eves  glazed  and  she  knew  he was
      somewhere  way  bac@  in  time.  He's  on  that mountain
      with  his  dead  wife.  Weinstein  kept  her silence.
      "I  carried  her  higher  up  the  mountain.  I  buried her
      there.  A  deep  grave,  filled  and  covered  with heavy
     stones."
      He  said  no  more.  She  made  the  move  to  bring hirn
      out  of  that  grievous  spell  by  sipping  from  her  own glass.



      The  motion  jarred  him  6om  the  memory  mists. He
      gestured  with  his  glass  in  a  silent  salute  to  the  past and
      drank slowly.
      "How  alone  are  we  in  here?"  she  asked suddenly.
      Her  question  brought  him  fully  alert.  "How  do you
      mean alone?"
     "Security."
      "Better  than  that  roorn  with  the  steel  bar,"  he said
      both  ruefully  and  with  a  touch  of humor.
      "And  what  we  say  to  each other?"
      "We're  being  monitored.  Oh,  not  eavesdropping, but
      for  an  emergency,  something  like that."
     "Demonstrate,
                     , please."
      Stavers  lifted  his  view  to  where  he  knew  the location
      of  sensitive  microphones.  "Code  Apple  Turkey  Six Two
      Niner,"  he  said  to  thin  air.  "Station  security report."
      "Yes,  sir,-  came  the  immediate  resp  nse.  She searched
      for  the  speaker,  gave  up  the  job  as  hopeless.  The mikes
      and  speakers  were  most  likely  microchips  built  into the
      structures  all  about  them.  Then  she  knew  she  was right
      as  Stavers  tilted  his  head  slightly,  better  to  hear a
      ceramic  tile  that  was,  in  fact,  a  speaker,  She  pushed her
      way  across  the  spa  to  his  side  to listen.
     11
        Two  low  satellite  passes  in  the  last ninety-sevcn
      minutes.  Both  vehicles, seanmn@    - 4  with  multiple sys-
            V11  Or-  ---@-  -'41,  -- 1-+,@;i                                
    @"rj
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  realtime  transmissions  to  NORAD.  One  sweep,  ah, forty-
  one  minutes  ago  by  an  SR-128  at  one  hundred thirty
  thousand.  We  were  intended  to  detect  that vehicle.
  Also,  twenty-seven  minutes  past,  a  747  pass  at forty-one
  thousand  feet.  Bogus commercial.-
    11  Same  old  story,"  Stavers  said  to  Weinstein. "Some-
  time  during  the  night  we'll  get  a  spanican  or two--
     Spamcan.
      Private  aircraft.  Could  be  anything  from  a single-
  engined  job  to  an  execjet.  They're  all  big  noses, eyes
  and  ears."  He  grinned.  "One  of  their  best  bets  is a
  solar-powered  robot.  Whole  thing  is  solar  cells. Big
  goddamned  span.  Composites  and  mylar,  three props,
  loafs  along  at  a  hundred  and  forty  thousand.  It  flies at
  night  from  the  power  the  cells  have  dumped  into bat-
  teries  during  the day."
     He  turned  to  speak  again  to  the  air.  "Surface intrusions?"
     "None, sir."
     "Cancel report."
     "Security out."
    "That , s  a  pretty  smug  look  you  have  on  your face,"
  Weinstein remarked.
     "Not  really,"  Stavers  replied,  shrugging  off  any criti-
  cism.  "Our  system  is  the  best.  Electronic, mechanical,
  computerized,  and  hurnan.  I  forgot  one.  We  also use
  animals.  They  can  operate  on  sense  frequencies we
 can , t  even  begin  to touch."
     She  gestured  at  their  naked  bodies.  "Maybe  this isn't
  the  best  time  and  place,"  she remarked,          - and you'll
  pardon  the  pun,  but  you're  all wet."
     "You  sure  got  a  smart  mouth  for  a  beautiful  lady," He
  added  a  touch  of  scorn  to  his  tone.  "When  did you
  become  the  expert  on  defense systems?"
     "You  forget,"  she  said,  her  easy  tone  more effective
  than  any  acidic  comment.  "I  was  with  you  at LaGuardia.
  I  know  what  happened  there,  and  I'm  certain  a lot
  more  happened  that  I  don't  know.  I  was  with you
  upstairs,  remember?  That  Russian  bomber,  the otlier
  ship  we  lost,  our  survival  by  the  skin  of  our  teeth  of all
  of  us?  Incredible  flying,  miss-or-hit  factors  of split-
 seconds?"
 DARK MESSIAH
145
      "What's  your  point?"  he  asked darkly.
      "Your  security  is  shit,"  she  stated matter-of-factlv.
      "Shit, huh."
      "Absolutely."  She  gestured  to  take  in  the under-
   ground  complex  all  about  them.  "Coming  ere  was a
   terrible  mistake  on  your  part.  You  have  the  idea that
   concrete  and  television  and  all  your  little  goodies really
   protect  you.  I  wonder  just  how  many  thousands 0
   people  who'd  like  to  see  you  dead  know  where  you are.
   There's  an  entire  international  network  that  follows vou
   around,  and  every  time  you  hunker  down  in  this glori-
   fied  pillbox  of  yours  you  leave  yourself  wide  open  to get
   smeared. "
      He  stared  at  her  in  wonder,  Once  again  a  new iden-



   tity  had  emerged  before  his eyes.
      "Every  goddamn  time  you  start  to  talk  like this,
   Rebecca,  you  bring  up  more  questions  than answers,"
   he snapped.
      "I  didn't  think  the  truth  would  piss  you  off," she
   threw  back  at him.
     "Truth?"
      "Oh,  for  Christ's  sake  Dougl  You're  protecting your-
   self  against  amateurs  an@  professionals.  But  all  the stuff
   you  have  couldn't  stop  a  well-finapced, well-equipped
   international  group  with  hingh-tech  people  who'd be
   williDa  to  die  for  their  greater  glory  of,  of,"  she ges-
   tured  in  frustration,  "of  Allah,  or  Jehovah,  or  Christ, or
   whatever  bogeyrnan  they worship."
                   "I            ar
      "Fast  answer  be  said  an.-  ily. "Example.-
      "Pilot  in  an  F-104,  as  one  example.  Or  an  F-5,  Or an
   F-4  or  a  MiG-21  or  even  a  MiG-29.  They're  all avail-
   able  as  you  know.  High  supersonic.  One  nuclear weap,.-,,n
   in  one  ofthose  and  they  corne  over  at  forty  or  fifty or
   even  sixty  thousand  feet  and  they  push  over  on the
   stick  and  they  come  straiAt  down  at  high supersonic
   and  they  dive  right  into  the  iniddle  of  this complex.
   Suicide'!  Modern  kamikaze  for  thegreater  glory  of what-
   ever.  And  all  about  you,  right  in th  , e  belly  of  this stupid
   battleship  that  can't  move  an  inch,  we  have  the detona-
   don  of  a  hundred  kiloton  atomic  boinb.  It  could be
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  the  world,  but  you  don't  need  one.  It  punches well
  below  the  surface,  and  what  the  fireball  and  the shock
  wave  and  the  heat  pulse  and  the  radiation  don't  get, the
  earthquake  effect  will  absolutely pulverize."
     She  snapped  her  fingers.  "Bingo.  One  fighter plane,
  one  bomb,  one  suicidal  maniac,  and  pooJ7  Doug Stavers
  and  all  of  us  are  so  much  radioactive  shit  floating through
  the  air."  She  held  her  glass  and  drained  the Scotch,
  swallowed  hard.  "If  you  only  knew  on  how  many situa-
  tion  maps  you  can  find  the  exact  latitude, longitude,
  depth,  cross-seetion  and  size  of  this  complex  we're in!"
    11  How  the  hell  do  you  know  so  much?"  he demanded.
     She  held  up  one  finger.  "One,  your  question  is a
  dead  giveaway  you're  upset  and  the  truth  just  sat down
  in  your  gut  and  it  tastes  terrible.  "  She  smiled  at him
  and  held  up  a  second  finger.  "Two,  I  have  told  you, or
  tried  to  tell  you  repeatedly,  my  entire  life  has been
  spent  in  training  through  my  father  tojoin  with  you, to
  become  a  part  of you,   to-,;
    11  Why?"  The  question  stabbed  at  her  with almost-
  visible heat.
     She  was  astonished  and  didn't  try  to  hide  her reac-
  tion'  "You  mean  you  really  don't know?"
    11  1  don't-"  He  stopped  himself  as  he  was barely
  started.  "I  have  ideas,"  he  said  cautiously.  "But they're
  my  ideas.  Concepts,  wrestling  with  myself  in  my head.
  I  have  never,  and  I  repeat,  never  spoken  any  of the
  words  aloud.  No  one  knows  what  this  wrestling match
  is  between  mv  ears,  and  I'm  not  even  sure  what the
  devil  it  is  I'm hghting."
     "I  do,"  she  said quietly.
     "You  do  to  what?"  he demanded.
    11  Everything  you  just said."
     "Bullsb-"  He  stopped  again.  Anger  rose  like  a dark
  cloud  within  him.  Why  did  she  throw  him  off  so beauti-
  fully  like  this?  He  hadn't  beer,  in  a  situation  where he
  didn't  absolutely  command  everyone  about  him  for  .  @ .
  for  longer  than  lie  bothered  to  recall.  And  this woman
  wasn't  fighting  him;  he  knew  that.  He  didn't  know what
  the  hell.  she  was  after  and  she  tantalized  him  by with-
  holdinv  information  he  @new w@4@               i-  @,i- -,*-
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    being,  and  she  maddened  the  frustration  because he
    knew,  deep  within  him,  that  nothing  would  force it
    from  her.  And  she  was  for  himl  He'd  never known
    another  person  like  Rebecca  Weinstein,  let  alone  just a
    woman.  She  transcended  every  competitor  he  had ever
    encountered,  and-goddamnit,  she's  not  competing with
    me!  or,  he  mused,  if  she  is,  she  is  the  smartest, fastest
    bitch  I  have  ever known.
      "We're  getting  out  of  this  overgrown  bathtub  in a
    minute,"  he  said,  picking  up  his  own conversation.
    Abruptly  he  shifted  the  subject.  "You hungry?"
     "Starved."
      "Yeah.  So  let's  get  some  clothes  on  and  I'll have-
    what?  Breakfast?  Name  your poison.   ,



      "Fried  eggs,  T-boDe  steak,  home-fried  potatoes  and a
    gallon  of  dark,  strong  Colombian  coffee.  Oh,  yes, French
    bread.  I  sop  up  my  egg remnants."
      He  looked  across  the  room.  "Code  Five  Niner Niner.
      A  voice  issued  immediately  from  an  invisible micro-
    phone  chip.  "Yes, sir?"
      "Fire  up  the  chow  hall.  Breakfast  time."  He glanced
    at  her. " How  much time?"
      "Half-hour.  I  need  to  attend  to  Mardell.  Have some
    of  the  medics  move  him  to  the  infirmary,  He's  going to
    need  IV  and  some  special  attention.  After  you scram-
    bled  his  brains  tonight,  he  could die."
      "Christ,  I  forgot  completely  @,3)out-  He  shook his
    head.  "I'll  take  care  of it,"
      She  started  from  the  spa,  but  -1  s@et-l  band encircled
    her  wrist.  "Before  we  leave,  what  is  it  that everyone
    else  seems  to  know  that  I  don't  know,  but  makes them
    try  to  kill me?"
      She  touched  his  fingers  gently  with  her  own. "That
    you  intend  to  take  over  control, Doug.
      "Of what?"
      "The,  world,  silly.  The world."
      What  did  she  say?  "The  world,  silly.  The world
      What  the  hell  was  she  that  she  talked  to  him  now as
    if  he  were  some  backward  child?  And  that  name@ Silly.
    She'd  said  it  with  warnith!  No  insult  there-He relaxed
    kk  urin  ;wd  thev  climbed  froni  the  spa.  For several
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  moments,  naked,  dripping  wet,  they  stood  close to-
  gether,  staring  into  each  other's eyes.
    "Where  do  you  fit  into  all  this, Doc?"
    "You  can't  do  it  without  me,"  she  said,  a  quiet and
  awesome  power  in  her  voice.  "So  we're  going  to  do it
  together. "
    "You  are  very  sure  of  yourself, lady."
    She  held  up  her  right  hand,  forefinger  and thumb
  closed  together  as  if  holding  an object.
   11  You  see  what  I  have  here?"  she  asked.  He didn't
  answer  and  she  didn't  expect  him  to.  "It's  the  key to
  what  you  want,  Doug.  The  key  to  the  world.  Only it's
  invisible,  and  right  now,  I'm  the  only  person  in  all this
  world  who  can  see it."
    She  reached  for  a  robe.  "I'll  meet  you  in  the dining
       .  Thirty  minutes.  And  would  you  please consider
  one  aspect  of  our conversation?"
    "Which is?"
    "You  haven't  found  fault  with  a  single  thing  I've said
  to  you  tonight.  It's  worth  thinking  about,  isn  t iti
    She  leaned  forward  to  kiss  him  lightly  on  the cheek,
  turned,  and  was gone.
    He  felt  as  if  a  tree  had  fallen  on him.
 Chapter 13
    He  had  no  idea  how  incredibly  hungry  he'd become.
    He  didn't  wait  for  Rebecca  Weinstein  to  join  him, He
    slipped  into  the  dining  room@  Barry  Andrews, one-eyed
    and  as  scarred  as  an  old  dump  truck,  waited  for  him in
    the  private  kitchen,  "Bring  the  coffee  pot  to  the table,"
    Stavers  told  the  grizzled  cook  who'd  been  part  of his
    team.  for  more  than  eight  years,  Stavers:  grabbed a
    heavy  rnug  and  went  to  a  table  at  the  far  side  of the
    room,  Andrews  following  with  a  large old-fashioned
    coffee  pot  and  a  slab  of  fresh bread         the  butter still
    melting  on  top.  Stavers  made  no  comment;  this man
    knew  better  than  himself  what  he  wanted  to  eat  and at
    what  time  of  tbe  dav  or  night.  But  he  alwavs  asked the
   questions.
      "T-bone,  rare.  Home  fries,  crisped  up  a  bit. Four
    eggs  over  medium.  You  want  this  bread  toasted? The
    ladv  doctor  called  and  asked  for  Frepch  bread.  I told
    hei  my  sourdough  was better."
      Stavers  sipped  coffee,  llo,@vered  the  cup  to  tbe table.
    1  see  you  had  the  coffee  she wanted."
      "Yessir,  the  strong  Colombian.  The  real  stuff. Sir,
    you  want  to  wait  for her.
      Stavers  shook  his  head.  "Get  started,  Barry.  M, yes,
    close  off  this  room  once  the  doctor  gets here,"
      "Yessirree."  The  old  man  tossed  a  loose  salute to
    Stavers  and  went  back  to  his  kitchen.  Stavers  was  on his
    second  cup  when  Rebecca  Weinstein  joined him.
                                149
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     She  glanced  in  the  direction  of  the  kitchen. Andrews
   waved  with  a  skillet.  Ten  minutes  later  her  meal was
   delivered  to her.
     "Anything  else,  boss?"  He  directed  the  question to
  Stavers.
     "No;  that's  it.  Clear  out.  It's  bedtime  for  you,  you old
   bastard. "
     "I'll  be  in  my  quarters,  but  I  won't  be  sleeping. You
   want  anything else-"
     "I  know.  Throw  my  coffee  mug  against  the  wall." The
   old  man  grinned  and left.
     Weinstein  dug  into  her  food.  She  glanced  at Stavers.
   "Coffee  mug  against  the wall?"
     "Old  inside  joke.  I  used  to  get  his  attention  by throw-
   ing  the  coffee  mug  at  his  head.  He  likes  the  wall bet-
   ter."  Stavers  turned  to  the  rim  of  the  table  to  his left
   and  pressed  a  diamond  design.  Weinstein  no longer
   had  to  ask  the  questions.  She  knew  by  now  that this
   entire  complex  was  equipped  with  communications sys-
   tems  invisible  to  the uninitiated.
     "Yes,  sir,"  a  voice  from  the  table  answered  his finger
  pressure.
     "Stavers here."
     "Yes,  sir.  Print confirmed."
     Weinstein  listened  with  appreciation.  It  wasn't enough
   for  someone  to  depress  that  concealed  button.  And it
   wasn't  just  a  button;  it  was  an  electronic  matrix  that not
   only  sensed  the  inward  pressure  but  also  took  an elec-
   tronic  scan  of  the  fingerprint  and  fed  it  immediately  to a
   computer,  which  in  turn,  and  just  as  swiftly, transmit-
   ted  the  identity  data  to  the  security  chief  on dutv.
     "Lock  up  this  place.  Doors  open  only  from  the in-
   side.  Do  it now."
     She  heard  metallic  clicks  and  thunks.  Bingo;  it's done.
     "Music  and  ultrasonic  in  the  Q  band.  Confirm video
   scan  off  until  you  have  print  confirmation  and voice
   command  from  ine.  Do  it now."
     "Yes,  sir."  A  brief  pause.  "Done.  Anything  else, sir?"
     "Kill  all  contact  into  here.  Be  ready  for  my  call to
   return  systems  to  standard  ops.  Stavers out."
     A  needle  stabbed  light1v  I-)nt  nnniu-JitmAkiv  infi, 1-
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  left  ear,  then  her  right,  and  an  easy  pain  washed against
  her  head,  followed  by  a  sound  she  thought  she'd heard
  the  moment  Stavers  cut  contact  with  security. Music;
  soft  and  gentle  music,  washed  through  with  the sounds
  of  surf.  And  birds.  She  showed  her surprise.
     "We  can  talk  freely  now,"  be  said,  no  longer wolfing
  down  his  food.  He  gestured  with  a  fork  to  her plate.
  "Eat,  lady.  It  just  gets  cold  when  you  stare  at it.-
     She  cut  steak,  paused.  "Music?  Is  that  what 'I'm
 hearing?"
     "You  eat,  I'll  talk,"  he  told  her,  refilling  his mug.
  "It's  music  and  more.  That  needle  you  felt,  or perhaps
  sensed,  in  your ears?"
     "Ultrasonic,"  she  managed  through  her steak.



     "Very  good,"  he  told  her.  -Ultrasonic  in  the  Q band.
  The  music  chops  up  our  voices.  It's  a  mixture  with the
  SODiCS.  Our  voices  are  distinguishable  only  at  this table.
  Three  feet  from  us  there  isn't  a  microphone  or system
  in  the  world  that  can  listen  to  us  or  record  what we're
  saving."  He  pushed  his  plate  away  and  lit  a  cigar. "The
  viaeo  coverage  is  off  No  lip-reading, either."
     "Neat."  She  ate  slowly,  relfishing  her  food.  "I needed
  this. "
     "You  haven't  said  anything  about  Skip,"  he broke@
  into  her thoughts.
     "You  nearly  killeO  hini@-  She  studied  Stavers' reac-
  tion.  I  mean  that.  it's  as  if  you  got  inside  his  bead with
  a  baseball  bat.  He's  got  a.  gorilla-sized  migraine kle's
  blind  in  his  left  eye  but,"  site  added  quick'IN,  "that @,vill
  pass  in  a  few  hours.  But  e-erv  nuise'le  in  his  bodv 'flas
  been  twisted,  Massive  spasnis.  sorne  convulsion. I've
  sedated  hirn  and,"  she  shrugged,  "I  have  full tirne
  watch  on  him  with  two  doctors.  He'll  sleep maybe
  twelve,  t"ourteen  hours,  then  he'll  be  cominu@  out  of it."
     She  'Look  a  bite  of  bread,  washed  down  her  food with
  coffee,  and  leaned  back  in  her  seat.  "You  did  get inside
  his  head  with  that  bat,  didn't you?"
     "Never  meant  it  that  way."  fie  rested  his  chin  on his
  fists,  elbows  on  the  table,  remembering  the  scene where
  Skip  Marden  bad  writhed  in  some  terrible  inner pain.
  1  didn't  know  the  effect  could  be  that  stroria, The
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  diamond,  I  mean.  Oh,  on  the  smallbrains  it's  like a
  command.  Almost  hypnotic.  But  Skip?  He's  as tough
  between  his  ears  as  he  is  with  his  muscles.  You're sure
  he'll  be okay?"
    She  nodded,  smiling,  pleased  with  this unexpected
  concern  for  another  human  being.  She  hadn't encoun-
  tered  this before.
    He  smiled  at  her.  "I  forgot.  According  to  you," he
  touched  his  chest  lightly,  "this  isn't  a diamond."
   "Right,"
    "It  comes  to  a  head  tonight,  Rebecca.  I  can't,  I won't,
  take  any  more  of  your  leading  me  around  by  the nose."
  He  grimace wit          istaste.  T  at  s  just  w  at  you ve
  been doing."
    "Partially,"  she  admitted.  "Because  some  of  this must
  proceed  in  a  specific,  a  very  deliberate  series  of events."
    "What's  this  crap  about  so  many  people  being wor-
  ned  that  I  want  to  control  the world?"
     Don  t you.
     Christ,  but  you're  slick  with  answering questions
  with questions!"
   "Sorry. 11
    "The  hell  you are."
    She  gestured  with  a  wide  sweep  of  her  arm. "They
  are  out  to  kill  you,  Doug!  Either  get  that  diamond, or
  what  they  think  is  a  diamond,  and  if  they  cant  get it,
  then  kill  you  and  destroy  the,  uh, stone."
    He  held  her  in  a  cobra's  stare.  "You  almost said
  something else."
    "I  will,  soon.  But.  if  nothing  else,  stay  with  my line
  of  thought  just  a  bit longer'@"
    "I've  got  all  night,  Rebecca.  You  may  not have
  tomorrow. "
    She  smiled,  but  a  chill  gripped  her.  Was  she pushing
  him  too  far?  "Threat?"  she  said  as  easily  as  she could.
    It  didn't  work.  "Promise,"  be  told  her,  and  she knew
  from  his  tone  and  expression,  his  body  English, that-
  Damn,  he's  committed  himself.  He  really  can't  or won't
  take  any  more  of  my  guiding  him.  The  danger  point is
  here.  His  frustration  is  areater  than  his  curiositu and
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 crystal  isn't a
   he's  really  not  accepting  that the
  diamond.
      "All  right,"  she  said,  the  pleasantries  of exchange
   dismissed.  "It's  time  to  get  down  to cases."
      "By  all  means,"  he  said scornfully.
      "My  strength  with  you  is  manifold,"  she  said abruptly.
   "You  know  if  I  had  been  sent  to  kill  you,  or  if  I wanted
   to  kill  you,  I  could  have  done  you  in  long  before now.
   Any  one  of  a  dozen  times,  It's  vital-it  is critical-that
   you  absolutely  believe  this,  and  accept  that  I  am abso-
   lutely  no  threat,  in  any  way,  to  your  well-being. How
   do  we  stand  on that?"
          r  seemed  to  flow  from  him.  No,  she -warned
   herself,  it  doesn't  seem  to  anything.  That  power is



   That's  why  that  thing  he  wears  has  such tremendous
   power.  It  needs  a  catalyst  and  he  isn't  aware  he's pre-
   cisely that.
      "I've  heard  this  little  speech  from  you before,      he
                                      . T,
   countered.  "Why  do  I  hear  it again.
      "Reaffirination  before  plunging ahead  "I  she snapped
  back.
      "Okay  .  Granted,  but  with  resei  vations,  "  he  said, more
   coldly  ihan  she  liked.  "Kill  Pie?  No.  You  have *bigger
   plans  than  that.  So let  ; s  say  I'm  conviDeed  you don't
   want  me  dead.  But  1  don'@  know  the  reasons  yet. That
   means  you're  trying  to  run  ine  like  a  railroad,  and that   ,s
   even  less  acceptable  than  turning  offn  my -ights",
      "Granted,"  she  said,  and  he  detected  a  power frorn
   her  he  had  never  before  encountered.  What  the  hell' is
   thisP  A  feinale  Doug Stavers.P
     "Will  you  accept  I  have  your  best  uiterests  at heart
      He  burst  into  laughter.  "Hell,  no!  What  are you,
   some  sort  of  goody  two-shoes  shaking  with  joy  to i-nake
   me  safe  and happy?"
      "Hardly,"  she  answered,  displeased  with  his unex-
   pected response.
      "Come  off  the  bullshit  trail,  Doe.  You  said something
   about  plunging  ahead.  It's  like  Skydiving,"  he said,
   grinning.  "Any  time  you  jump  you  know  this  could be
   the  last  step  of  your  life.  You're  on  the  edge.  Step Off!"
      "What  do  you  want, Dougl'
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     He  blinked. "What?"
     "There!"  she  said  triumphantly.  "The  man  who abso-
   lutely  knows  his  own  mind,  the  man  with  the awesome
   power,  the  infamous  mercenary,  the  ruthless  killer, the
   avenging  dark  angel!  I  give  you  Doug  Stavers  with a
   simple  question  and  he  says, What?"
     "Weinstein,  what  the  hell  are  you  getting at?"
     "You  know  damned  well!  What  do  you  want, Doug?"
     He  drummed  fingers  against  the  table,  flicked  away a
   cigar  ash,  stalled  for  time.  "How  do  you  mean that
   question?"  he  asked finally.
     "Any  way  you'd  like  it."  She  wasn't  giving  away any
  edge.
     "I'll  accept  you're  talking  about  the  big picture."
     "Sure.  Why  not?"  she  shrugged.  "It  can't  be money.
   You've  got  more  money  right  now  than  you  can spend,
   and  if  you  ever  run  out,  there's  always  more  coming in.
   But  therein  lies  a  flaw.  You  don't  know  what  to  do with
   your  money.  As  leverage,  that  is.  As  a  weapon.  As a
   means  to  an  end,  because  you  haven't  defined that
   end. "
     "And  you  have?"  he  asked acidly.
     "Yes. "
     "Then  you  tell me."
     "Uh  uh.  Not  yet.  Why  not  try  to  answer  the ques-
   tion?  And  don't  tell  me  you  don't  have  to.  I already
   know  that  and  those  words  would  be juvenile."
     "You  trying  to  insult  me, Rebecca?"
     "Absolutely  not.  You're  beyond  insult.  That's  not a
   negative  statement,  either.  You're  too  self-assured, too
   strong,  too  much  aware  of  who  and  what  you  are,  to be
   insulted. "
     He  thought  heavily  for  several  moments.  "The an-
   swer  isn't  that  difficult',  I  suppose,"  he  said  at  last. His
   facial  muscles  tightened  as  he  set  his  jaw.  "But I'm
   lying,"  he  said  suddenly.  "Oh,  not  lying  in  the  sense of
   untruth  .  .  ."  He  let  his  words  trail away.
     "would  self-deception  fit  better?"  she  asked, phras-
   ing  her  words  as  gently  as  she could.
     "I  hate  to  admit  something  like  that."  He  was almost
   surly  now  and  she  knew  his  @@orae  would  be risirn,
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   within  him.  Stavers  was  one  of  those  people  who could
   build  a  paranoid  anger  against  himself,  but  he  had a
   perfect  way  of  dispelling  his  violent  bile:  he  killed other
   people.  It  was  a  habit  he'd  exercised  all  his  life,  and she
   knew  it  could  spill  out  from  him  without  warning. He
   was  still  as  dangerous  as  liquid  nitroglycerine;  she had
   to  settle  him  down  to  something  safe.  Like dynamite,
   she  thought wryly.
     "Then  don't  admit  anything.  That's  doctor's advice.
   Not  personal."  She  rested  her  band  on  his;  satin against
   thick  hair  and  scars.  "Look,  the  purpose  behind this
   entire  conversation  is  that  people  are  deciding whether
   or  not  to  throw  everything  they  have  at  you. We're
   back  to  square  one.  They  see  the  great  yellow diamond,



   and  we'll  go  with  their  perception  for  the  moment, as
   something  worth  any  number  of  lives.  Millions. Even
   billions.  To  them  the  game  is  worth  the  candle.  This is
   the  Holy  Grail  of  power,  You  have  it.  They're  afraid of
   what  you  might  do  with  it.  Since  you  haven't done
   anything,  then  whatever  you  do  or  don't  do  is terribly
   suspect  to  them.  Sooner  or  later,  Doug,  they're going
   to  feel  trapped  and  they  must act."
     She  sat  back  and  burst  into  laughter.  "The  parallel is
   incredible,"  she  cried out.
     -",'hat  parallel?"  he  asked,  almost  but  not  able to
   grasp  her point.
     "You  and  me,"  she  said,  breathing  deeply,  her laugh-
   ter  born  more  of  dark  hurnor  than  any  true  mirth. "You
   want  desperately  to  know  what  I  haven't  told  you be-
   cause  you've  judged,  for  many  gpod  reasons,  that it's
   terribly  important  to  you,  and  yet,  because  your pa-
   tience  is  strained  to  the  limit,  you're  at  the boiling
   point  of  deciding  to  hell  with  how  important  it  is. So,
   you  make  a  decision.  Eliminate  the  good Doctor
   Weinstein  and  your  poor  little  brain  doesn't  have to
                                                        it- and
   cope  with  that  problem  any  more.  In  short, fuck
   let's  get  on  with  the  ball  game, right?"
     He  stared  at  her,  unmoving, unblinking.
      I  take  it,  from  vour  reaction,  that  we  have  a basic
   agreement  on  this  matter,"  she  went  on,  feeling incred-
   ih1v  free  of  danger  from  Stavers.  Not  because  of what
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   he  might  or  might  not  do,  but  because  she  didn't  give a
   damn  any  more. I    I m  at  the  same  breaking  point! she
   cried,  laughing  and  yet  deadly  serious,  to herself
     "So,  to  honor  an  old  homily,  it's  time  to  fish  or cut
   bait,  shit  or  get  off  the  pot,  do  or  die,  "  she  went on,
   almost  airily.  "Mister  Stavers  might  do  me  in  for  all the
   reasons  so  recently  elucidated."  She  giggled.  "Half the
   powers  in  the  world  out  there,"  she  waved  a hand
   carelessly  about  her  head,  "are  ready  from  their fears
   and  frustrations  to  do  in  our  same  Mister  Stavers. And
   why?  Why  do  they  want  to  do  you in?"
     She  leaned  forward,  totally  aggressive  now towards
   Stavers,  her  own  strength  almost  palpable  in  the air
   between  them.  "Because  they  want  to  run  this god-
   damned  planet  and  you're  in  their  way.  just  as impor-
   tant,  even  more  so,  you  may  literally  hold  the key-that
   thing  about  your  neck-that  could  let  them become
   world-dominant,  It's  an  old  story,  my  bizarre  friend. If
   the  dragon  won't  fly  with  or  for  you,  stay  the  hissing son
   of  a  bitch.  "  She  almost  giggled  like  a  schoolgirl. "But
   you  don't  really  look  like  a dragon."
     "YOU  do  go  on,"  he  said,  calmly,  smoothly,  still trying
   to  feel  her out.
     "Oh,  I  haven't  yet  said  a  word  about  the  real you,"
   she offered.
     "Nitty-gritty  time,"  he  said,  his  smile  thin and
  unfriendly.
     She  didn't  answer  immediately,  but  went  to  the kitchen
   with  the  coffee  pot,  returned  to  the  table  and filled
   their  mugs.  She  took  her  seat,  held  the  heavy  mug in
   both  hands  before  her  face  and  peered  over  the stone-
   ware  rim  at  Stavers.  "You  want  it  straight?  No  sugar, no
  cream?"
     "The  clock's  ticking, Rebecca."
     So  he  has  made  up  his  mind.  I'm  too  confusing to
   him,  too  mysterious,  too  much  of  the  unknown,  and the
   clock@'s  ticking  for  me.  Well,  fuck  you,  Mister Stavers-
     "T  e  real  vou,"  she  repeated  softly.  with  an under-
   current  of  strength  that  comes  only  from  the  son,' that
   knows  it  is  going  to  die  and  doesn't  really  give  a tinker's
   damn.  It  is  an  exhilarating  rush,  a  fierce  iov  of freedom
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  and  Rebecca  Weinstein  immersed  herself  in  that free-
  dom.  "The  real  you,  Mister  Stavers,  this professional
  mercenary  and  pitiless  killer,  this  paragon  of  death and
  murder,  the  man  whose  very  name  strikes  fear into
  hearts  hither  and  yon,  well,  the  real  you  behind  all this
  reality,  and  it  is'  real,  and  you  are  literally  all these
  things,  once  meant  everything,  but  no  longer. "
     "You've  lost  your  marbles,  Rebecca,"  he  said, almost
  sadly,  gentle  now  because  he'd  decided  her  fate. I
  knew  you  were  too  good  to be-"
     "Not  even  a  fart  in  a  windstorm,"  she smirked.
    "What?"
     "A  quitter  isn't  worth  a  fart  in  a  windstorm. You
  make  as  much  noise  in  the  real  world,  now,  as two



  snowflakes  kissing  ass  in  the  arctic  night."  She raise
  her  brows  in  self-reflection.  "That  isn't  half-bad," she
  complimented  herself.  She  felt  giddy  with  her  sense of
  inner  freedom.  "Almost  poetic,  in fact,     "  she added.
     The  needle  had  gone  in.  She  saw  it  in  his  face, the
  sudden  flicking  back  and  forth  of  his  eyes,  and  like the
  true  sharp-fanged  vixen,  she  darted  into  the  soft under-
  belly  of  his ego.
     "You're  so  fucking  bored  you  no  longer  have  any real
 goals ,  she  said  scornfully.  "The  man  who  should have
  it  all  has  lost  the  ability  to  define  the  only  challenge left
  to  him.  In  short,  Stavers,  you're  so  damned bored
  because  of  that  doodad  hanging  around  your  neck, be-
  cause  you  believe  you're  all-powerful,  some  form of
  piss-ant  deity,  and  you  doD't  know  what  to  do with
  yourself  All  that  talent!  All  those  things  that  make uou
  the  exceptional  man!  Right  down  the  damned toilet
  because  you're  bored  with  winning  and  you  don't know
  where  to  go  or  really  what  to  do  with yourself."
     She  hurled  her  coffee  mug  from  the  table  in sudden
  frustration-  It  clattered  on  the  floor  and  bounced from
  the  wall.  They  waited  as  the  rattling  noise subsided.
    11  Did  you  ever  stop  to  think  that  your,  call  it psyche,
  all  your  power,  and  that  glitter  around  your  neck, never
  warns  you  of  any  danger  to  you?  Ever  think  of thatP"
  Sarcasm  hung  almost  visibly  between  them.  "It's really
  amazing.  isn't  it?  If  that  diamond  has  all  that incredible
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   power,  then  why  doesn't  it  sound  an  alarin,  ring  a bell,
   jump  up  and  down  and  clap  hands  when someone's
   trying  to  kill  you?  It  doesD't  do  that,  does  it? You
   asshole,  you  carne  through  that  crazy  scene  at LaGuardia
   and  that  fucked-up  dogfight  in  the  air  because  of prepa-
  ration'  skill,  dedication,  courage  and  all  those  things on
   your  part  and  the  same  from  your  men.  Thatfancy glop
   on  your  chest  didn't  have  a  thing  to  do  with your
   surviving  all  that."  She  took  a  deep  breath  as  she ran
   on.  "You,  and  your  men,  that  was  your  strength." She
  smiled.
     "Consider  this,  Mister  Stavers.  If  you're  out walking
   in  those  snowy  hills  of  yours,  a  man  concealed  a mile
   away  from  vou  with  a  telescopic  sight  can  blow  out your
   brains  and  you'll  never  know  what  hit  you.  One finger
   squeeze  and  there  goes  good  old  Staver's  brains  and guts
   and  glory  messing  up  the snow."
     She  was  on  her  feet  now,  hands  balled  into fists,
   knuckles  hard  against  the  table,  leaning  forward. "You're
   scared,  Stavers,  Scared  silly!  You're  scared  because you're
   forty-two  years  old  and  you  don't  have  enough  time left
   to  do  what  you  really  want  most  of  all.  To  be wor-
   shipped.  You're  watc@ing  the  years  pile  up  behind you
   and  you'd  like  to  be  immortal  and  you  don't  know how.
   You  poor  dumb  pimple  on  God's  ass,  do  vou  think I
   don't  know  about  the  thirteen  wornen you           ve made
   pregnant  so  you'll  have  sotnething  to  leave  after you    I re
       Q)
   gorie-  There's  Yvette  and  Ricki  and  Sarah  and Alicia,
   and  all  the  others,  scattered  in  diFerent  countries around
   the  world,  all  provided  for  and  protected  and  all that
   bullshit,  and  it  doesn't  matter  one  little  bit because
   they'll  never  really  know  you  and  so  they  don't matter
   one  way  or  the  other.  Except  maybe  when  you're lying
   to  yourself  about  how  important  all  that  is.  Ws not.     f It
   just  doesn't  matter.  What  does  matter  is  what  you do.
   What  you  do  now.  And  instead  of  doing,  you  spend all
   your  time  going  through  some  twisted psychological
                           cl
  thumb-sucking!"
     She  almost  fell  back  into  her  chair,  nearly breathless,
   perspiration  beading  her  face,  soaking  her  clothes. "You
   can  be  the.  richest,  the  most  newerful  man  in  the. wnrld
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  and  it  doesn't  mean  shit."  She  sighed.  "It's incredible
  how  long  it  takes  men  like  you  to  understand  that the
  kind  of  power  they  want  is  a  prison.  You're  always a
  target.  You're  always  the  score  for  the  professional killer,
  the  hired  hit  man.  Always.  Day  and  night,  no matter
  where  you  go,  the  world  becomes  a  lethal  video arcade
  and  everybody's  gunning  for  you.  Suddenly  the money
  isn't  worth  anything  and  you'd  trade  all  your  power to
  be  just  free  enough  to  mix  in  openly  with  the  rest  of the
  world. "
     His  face  had  turned  almost  a  dark  red.  It  was a
  miracle  he  hadn't  yielded  to  his  violent  temper and



  primal  instincts  and  killed  her  with  a  single  blow  to her
  skull  with  one  of  his  rock-hard  fists.  She  gambled that
  she  was  getting  through,  slicing  somewhere  into that
  jellied  mass  of  the  brain  so  that  she  could  touch the
  mind within.
     "You  are  alive,"  he  said  slowly,  forcing  the words
  through  clenched  teeth,  "only  because  of  one thing.
  No,"  he  corrected  himself  -T@ree  things.  Do  you know
  what  they  are, Rebecca?"
     "Yes,  I  do,"  she  said,  to  his  astonishment.  "At  least, I
  think  I do."
     "Tell  me  what  they  are, Rebecca."
     She  locked  her  gaze  with  his.  "Up  yours.  It works
  only  if  you  tell me."
     "All  right."  He  clenched  his  two  hands together,
  fingers  interlocked,  resting  on  the  table  before hirn.
  "First,  everything  you  say  is true.  "
     He  studied  her  carefully.  "Funny.  I  expected your
  jaw  to  drop.  I  expected  surprise, amazement-"
     "Try  a  deep  inner  joy,  Stavers.  God,  don't  stop now!"'
     "That's  the  first  of  the  three.  The  second  is  that I
  know,  now,  that  you're  going  to  tell  ine  the  truth about
  this  diamond.  Or  whatever  you  call it."
     "Close,"  she  said,  her  voice  barely  above  a whisper.
  "Very  close.  I  won't  tell  you.  I  intend  to  show you."
     He  nodded slowlv.
     "What's  the  third, Stavers?"
     He  smiled.  And  in  that  instant,  as  his  facial muscles
  rAnxed  as  the  tension  went  awav  as  if  a  switch had
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  been  thrown,  she  knew  she  had  never,  not  for  an in-
  stant,  been  in  any  danger  from  this  man. Never.
    "Oh,  that's  easy,  Rebecca.  You  see,  I've  known for
  some  time  that  you  are  more  than  three  hundred years
  Old. -
 PART Two



 Chapter 14
    "Take  off  your  hat,"  Stavers  told  Skip  Marden. "And
  you  will  always  remove  everything  from  your head
  except  your  hair  whenever  you  enter  a  church again.  "
    Marden  took  Stavers'  admonition  with  open disbelief
  Clad  in  timber  gear  with  a  heavy  lumberman's jacket,
  laced  boots  and  heavy  trousers  tucked  into  his brogans
  he  was  almost  a  full-scale  edition  of  the  mythical Paul
  Bunyan.  Beneath  the  huge  jacket  lie  carried  his usual
  complement  of  weapons.  He  stopped  at  the  steps  to the
  church,  one  foot  on  the  first  step,  and  looked  for help
  from  Rebecca Weinstein.
    "It's  all  right,  Skip.  just  stuff  your  hat  into  a  pocket if
  you  like,"  she  told him.
    "I  don't  get  it,  Doc,"  Marden  gestured  at  the huge,
  old  stone  building,  as  grim  and  forbidding  as  any for-
  tress.  "So  it's  a  church,  So  what?  I  mean,  Doug bought
  the  goddamned  thing.  it  aint  just  any  church.  It's our
  church!"  fie  studied  the  huge  building,  the largest
  structure  by  far  in  Black  Rock,  sitting  astride Highway
  10  in  Utah,  a  shitty  town  memorable  only  for  the fact
  that  to  the  west  soared  the  Manti-La  Sal  National For-
  est.  North  on  the  battered  highway  you  ran  into the
  nothina  town  of  Hiawatha,  and  if  you  went  in  the other
  direction  you  reached  the  nonAriving  metropolis of
  soninolent  Castle  Dale.  Head  east  and  you  had  dirt and
  clay  roads  in  barren  country;  bleak  Tavaputs plateaus,
  the  nasty  heights  of  Roan  Cliffs,  and  the  abject lonely
  misery  of  appropriately  named  Desolation CaDvon.
    "just  go  along  with  the  script,"  Weinstein urged
                           163
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     Marden.  They  climbed  the  steps  together.  Another world
     awaited  them  as  they  entered  the  newly-named Church
     o  t  e  Ascension.  The  land  outside  was  remote, rough-
     hewn,  isolated,  fringe  communities  far  beyond  the tem-
     pled  strongholds  of  Provos,  Salt  Lake  City, Ogden,
     Brigham  City  and  the  other  centers  of  Mormon country.
      "Jesus,"  Marden  said  softly,  Arches  soared  above him.
     Great  sheets  of  stained  glass  showered  multihued glows
     through  the  structure.  Sunlight  danced  on  dust  in visi-
     ble  pillars,  and  from  loudspeakers  scattered  through the
     building  organ  music  flowed  about them.
      "An  appropriate  comment,"  Weinstein  said, smiling.
     They  walked  to  a  side  aisle,  their  presence  noted briefly
     by  worshippers  scattered  amidst  the  long  rows  of pews.
     A  priest  opened  a  door,  beckoning  them  to  hurry to
     join  Doug  Stavers.  The  door  closed,  but  Marden re-
     fused  to  be  hurried.  An  eyebrow  raised  slightly, the
     only  visible  sign  that  he  had  already  judged  the true
     fortress-like  nature  of  this  building.  That  door  was wood
     only  on  its  exterior;  a  sheet  of  armored  steel  lay sand-
     wiched  between  the  wood.  The  bolts  to  secure  the door
     would  stop  anything  short  of  a  bulldozer. Marden's
     interest  heightened  and  he  began  to  smile.  This was
     more  like it!
     The  visits  to  seven  other  churches  in  the  past few
     days  had  driven  Marden  almost  to  distraction, They
     were  all  named  the  Church  of  the  Ascension. They
     were  all  in  remote  locations  with  each  church scattered
     in  a  different  state.  And  every  one  of  them  had  a new
     landing  strip,  or,  an  old  strip  lengthened  and hardpacked
     to  accommodate  the  weight  of  a  heavy  jet  like  the Skua,
     or  a  big  turboprop  of  the  Beech  Starship  class. Therein
     lay  another  similarity  that  snagged  Marden's basically
     suspicious nature.
     Not  a  single  airstrip  was  paved.  That  seemed stupid;
     why  land  these  multimillion  dollar  machines  on  dirt or
     clay  rather  than  macadam  or  concrete?  Then  he walked
     across  the  first  "primitive  strip"  and  he understood.
     The  surface  beneath  him  bad  been  prepared  by  a ge-
     nius.  It  bore  the  weight  of  any  aircraft  as  well  as a
     Daved  surface.  Rnt  kpi,,a  4 li  f  -  _J-  ;+ -A-4."A
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  heat  in  the  same  manner  as  the  countryside.  At night,
  infrared  scanning  of  the  countryside  by  high-flying re-
  connaissance  aircraft,  and  satellites,  would  fail  to "see"
  an  airstrip  that  offered  no  telltale  thermal  signature. At
  each  strip  the  jet  or  turboprop  disappeared  within a
  large,  ramshackle-appearing  barn.  Tractors  and pickup
  trucks  moved  through  the  area,  mixmg  with cropdusters
  and  helicopters,  the  movement  of  all  the  vehicles and
  aircraft  scrubbing  away  any  signature  of  the powerful
  jet  machines.  It  was  the  ultimate  camouflage.  You did
  everything  right  out  in  the  open  for  all  the  world  to see
  and  what  you  saw  was  everyday  ordinary.  And  the jets
  kept  flying  in  and  out  whether  or  not  Doug  Stavers was
 aboard.



     Skip  Marden  failed  to  understand  the  whirlwind tour
  they  followed  across  the  country.  Nonstop  travel by
  aircraft  and  helicopter  and  large  vans.  People whom
  Marden  had  never  seen  or  knew  about  met  in brief,
  taut  sessions  with  Stavers  and  Weinstein,  and then
  vanished  on  affairs  to  be  pursued  under  Stavers' orders.
  What  at  first  had  piqued  Marden's  interest,  and then
  baffled  him  to  the  point  of  surliness,  was  the command-
  ing  interest  in  the  churches.  It  made  no  sense  to him.
  Of  course,  he  grumbled  to  himself,  no  one  had to
  explain  anything  to  him.  He  bad  one  assignment  only in
  the world.
    Cover  the  back  of  Doug  Stavers.  Cover  it  with  all his
  guile  and  cunning,  courage  and  expertise  with weap-
  ons,  and  above  all  his  animal-like  sensitivity  to danger;
  the  latter  was  as  much  experience  and finely-honed
  observation  as  arty  sixth  sense.  But  there  was  a difffier-
  ence  now.  The  doctor.  Rebecca  Weinstein  was with
  Stavers  day  and  night.  They  were  more  than doctor-
  patient.  They  were  far  more  than  lovers.  And  if they
  wanted  to  hump  each  other  day  and  night  that  was their
  own  affair.  Not  that  they  had  much  time  to perform
  acrobatics  in  the  sack.  Not  the  way  they  kept  on  the go,
  a  hammering  roller-coaster  journey  throughout the
 country.
    Something  was  up.  Something  very  big  @vas  up. Ex-
  citement  trembled  beneath  the  surface.  For  this, Marden
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  felt  a  combination  of  enormous  relief  and  no small
  pleasure.  Ever  since  he'd  come  into  possession  of the
  fabled  yellow  diamond,  Stavers'  life  had  gone downhill.
  He  dumped  on  himself  with  petty  pleasures.  Often he
  snarled  like  a  wounded  bear  when  there  was  no appar-
  ent  reason  for  such  antagonism.  None  of  this affected
  Marden  except  for  his  total  dedication  to  the well-being
  of  one  Doug  Stavers.  But  you  couldn't  fight  ghosts and
  surliness.  A  man  with  Stavers'  incredible  skills and
  talents,  his  relentless  crush  of  any  opposition  to  what he
  sought  or  wanted,  needed  morethan  stuffing  his salami
  between  the  legs  of  a  nonstop  procession  of  young quiff.
  That  grows  old  quickly.  There'd  got  to  be  a challenge,
  and  Doug  Stavers  didn't  know  what  the  hell  to  do with
 himself.
    Until  Rebecca  Weinstein  came  on  the  scene. And
  even  then  her  presence  didn't  bring  Stavers  back  up to
  snuff.  It  didn't  light  his  fire.  He  wasn't  acting  on his
  own;  he  was  reacting  to  an  extraordinary  wave  of at-
  tempts  against  his  life.  Marden  regarded  Weinstein  as a
  magnet  for  lethal  trouble.  It  seemed  to  home  in  on her
  like  a  controlled  missile.  Missile,  hell;  it  was  a complete
  barrage!  That  attack  at  Butler  Terminal  in  New York.
  Shit,  that  would  never  have  happened  unless Boesch,
  who  ran  the  whole  operation,  hadn't  felt  both  the pres-
  sures  of  time  and  a  squeeze  from  the  people  who fi-
  nanced  his  worldwide  terror  attacks.  You  pay  the piper
  when  he  plays  a  tune  on  his  flute,  and  it  wasn't too
  tough  to  figure  that  Boesch  was  a  direct  line  down from
   he  old  guard  of  Nazi  leaders  who  had  tucked  neatly in
   ed  with  a  power  group  inside  the  Vatican,  a rotten
  love  affair  stemming  from  the  rare  opportunities offered
  by  a  Europe  festooned  in  the  madness  of  the second
  world  war.  They'd  been  after  Doug  Stavers  for  a long
  time  but  it  had  always  been  little  more  than  a casual
  affair.  Doug  was  a  thorn  in  their  side  but  little more.
  Doug  didn't  care  what  they  did  with  one  another or
  what  global  racketeering  they  commanded,  iust  so long
  as  they  didn't  mess  with  hirn.  All  that  changed when
  Doug  went  after  the  'great  yellow  diamond  in  a world-
  soarmina  hysteria  of  intrivue-  murderand  Nondv on-l,@f
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    Even  after  Doug  had  what  they  referred  to  almost in
   hoarse  whispers  as  The  Messiah  Stone,  or  simply the
   Godstone,  the  pressure  increased,  but  not  to  any extent
   they  couldn't handle.
    Then  Rebecca  Weinstein  carne  on  stage.  From the
   first  moment  he  saw  her,  moved  close  to  her, Marden
   knew  they'd  opened  a  Pandora's  Box.  it  was  a gut
   feeling  as  subtle  as  a  kick  to  the  nuts;  cerebral compre-
   hension  didn't  have  shit  to  do  with  it,  Marden recog-
   nized  the  honed  killing  instinct  of  any  animal. This
   woman-and  Marden  wasn't  surprise(i  when  he learned
   she  was  a  medical  doctor;  a  surgeon-had  all  that sleek
   power  beneath  her  beauty.  Her  voice;  Jesus,  but she
   could  do  incredible  thinas  with  her  voice!  That British



   accent,  the  crisp  cool,  the  breath  of  a  breeze blowing
   downwirid  of  an  iceberg.  She  could  cut  through sur-
   rounding  bedlam  with  that  voice.  Especially  to Marden
   with  his  recognition  of  that  mysterious  strength  of hers
   behind  her words,
     The  longer  she  remained  as  part  of  the  elite inner
   circle  of  Doug  Stavers-ostensibly  as  a  medical watch-
   dog  for  all  of  Stavers  Industries-the  more  frequent and
   determined  the  attacks  against  Doug.  Boesch's assault
   at  LaGuardia  was  the  most  dangerous  because 133oesch
   had  violated  a  cardinal  rule  in  gunning  down  his prey
   by  exposing  his  forces  in  the  atultiplicity  of  attacK. He
   had  thrown  evervthinjz  lie  had  at  Sta-vers;  the Boeing,
   the  helicopters  and  the  missiles,  and  then  that Key-
   stone  Kops  routine  with  the  fire  eacdnes.  Kevstone it
   might  have  bem  lethal  it  was  unci-nestioned,  it mitzht
   have  worked  against  any  other  tarve,@,  'but  even Boesch
   realized  he  was  up  against  something  that  bordered on
   the  supernatural.  Or  was  regarded  that  way  by  a fright-
   ened  clique  within  the  Vatican.  So  they  backed  up their
   bets  with  that  strike  from  the  huge  Russian  bomber and
   again  they  almost succeeded.
     Almost  ain't  good  enough,  Marden  grunted  to him-
   self.  And  he  knew  that  long  before  this  mornent Boesch
   had  joined  the  ranks  of  the  permanently  departed. His
   fuckup  was  of  monstrous  proportions.  He  might have
   gotten  awav  with  his  dramatic  scenes  in  New  York, but
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  you  don't  have  a  huge  Russian  turboprop  bomber fall-
  ing  out  of  the  sky  over  the  United  States  without the
  top  people  getting involved.
    So  they--either  Moscow  or  the  Vatican  or  hired guns-
  had  by  now  disposed  of  Boesch.  And  for  a  while there
  had  been  a  strange  surcease  of  further  assault, either
  blatantly  open  or  covert.  In  the  world  he  occupied that
  was  not  the  norm  for  Doug  Stavers.  That goddamned
  rock  hanging  around  his  neck  had  no  price  in money,
  lives  or  anything  else  save  possession.  And  they were
  coming  for  it.  Jesus,  you  could  taste  it  in  the  air. At
  least  Skip  Marden.  All  his  animal  instincts  had been
  running  at  max  sensitivity  for  weeks.  The  quiet was
  wrong.  It  was dead.
    By  now,  mused  Marden,  Doctor  Rebecca Weinstein
  s  on  d  also  have  been  dead.  She  had  stomped and
  knifed  and  spat  and  clawed  at  Doug  Stavers;  so many
  times  she  might  as  well  have  dug  her  own  grave and
  climbed  in.  But  that  didn't  happen.  She  got  tighter and
  tighter  with  Doug.  Marden  would  have  given  ten years
  of  his  life  to  know  what  happened  after  that episode
  with  Doug  in  Indian  Springs.  That  scene  with  the wolves.
  And  then  his  own  maddening,  crazy  urge  to  kill Doug,
  and  the  thousand  devils  running  wild  inside Marden.
  pulling  and  savaging  and  clawing  him  to  bloody shreds,
  and  Jamming  knives  and  picks  and  acid  through his
  brain.  He'd  hurt  for  days  afterward,  as  though they'd
  injected  acid  into  every  muscle  and  tendon  of  his body
  when  he  collapsed  unconscious  in  his  miserable strug-
  gle  to  obey  that  insane  command  within  his  mind  to kill
 Doug.
    It  was  like  waking  up  in  a  world  that  had changed
  completely.  No  longer  was  there  a  danger  that Weinstein
  would  meet  harm  or  more  than  harm  at  the  hands or
  command  of  Doug  Stavers.  Exactly  the  opposite had
  happened!  Even  he,  Marden,  had  been  told beyond
  any  question  that  he  was  to  place  the  value  of Weinstein's
  health  and  life  on  the  same  level  as  that  of  Doug Stavers.
    It  didn't fit!
    Well,  Marden  had  admitted  grudgingly  to himself
  there  was  a  positive  side  to  all  this.  More  and  more the
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   old  Doug  Stavers  was  back  on  the  scene.  Marden didn't
   know  the  garne  plan,  but  something  was  up. Something
   very  big,  maybe  bigger  than  anything  they'd  ever done
   before.  Doug  had  a  purpose,  a  powerful  drive again,
   and  even  if  he  did  it  in  concert  with  Weinstein,  as if
   they  were  two  functioning  as  one  (they  are,  you asshole,
   he  snarled  to  himself,  admit  it!),  they  were  on the
  move.
    Then,  the  churches.  Now,  that  just  about  blew away
   one  Skip  Marden.  Churches!  And  he  was  buying them
   up  like  a  starved  kid  set  loose  in  a  candy  store!  It didn't
   make  any  sense.  None!  Of  course,  maybe  it wasn't
   supposed  to  make  any  sense.  Doug  had  done crazy
   things  before  that  in  the  end  turned  out  to  be some



   pretty  damned  brilliant strokes.
     Like  that  medical  center  he'd  bought  through  one of
   the  distant  corporations.  There  must  have  been  a hun-
                                   d,  shit.  he  never under-
   dred  of  those  in  stock  firms an
   stood  that  much  about  it,  but  Doug  could  own  a hundred
   factories  and  other  places  and  you  couldri't  find  a direct
   connection  between  those  facilities  and  Doug  Stavers if
   you  tried  for  a  hundred  years.  The  legal  thickets grown
   by  his  staff  of  lawyers-and  he  bad  a  whole  office build-
   ing  filled  with  those  snakes-put  up  barriers  that were
   impenetrable.  Doug  needed  his  own  medical facilities
   that  couldn't  be  recognized  as  especially  for  hirn. Oh,
   there'd  been  that  private  sanitar-lum  in  Arizona, but
   when  Doug  finished  with  that  place  he'd  given  the job
   to  Marden,  and  the  whole  clinic,  including  all  the peo-
   ple  within,  had  vanished  in  a  roaring  explosion  that was
   heard  a  hundred  miles  away.  Even  the  rubble  had been
   ground  down  to  nothing  larger  than  the  size  of  a man       Is
  fist.
     The  new  clinic  in  Salt  Lake  City  was  a  beaut. Espe-
   cially  the  deep  underground  facilitv,  now  closed  off to
   anyone  not  connected  directly  -Aqth  one  Doug Stavers.
   Above  ground,  the  place  was  a  medical  marvel, run.
   straight  and  clean  by  the  Mormon  Church  and consid-
   ered  one  of  the  world's  finest.  It  already  had  a clientele
   stemming  from  the  most  influential  and  powerful peo-
   Die,  in  the  world  who  needed  something  more than
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  could  be  acquired  simply  by  signing  a  check.  You needed
  a  special  touch  to  get  into  that  place  Sigma Genetics,
  that's  what  they  called  it-and  the  "touch"  was Stavers.
     No;  that  was  wrong.  Stavers  or Weinstein.
     Skip  Marden  was  still  mostly  in  the  dark  during their
  whirlwind  tour,  and  walking  through  this eye-stunning
  Church  of  the  Ascension  in  Black  Rock  hadn't made
  him  any  the  wiser.  Well,  he  smiled  to  himself, almost
  none  the  wiser.  That  door.  Ah,  the  door  of  wood exte-
  rior  with  its  heavy  steel  interlining.  It  was  made  to hold
  Off  armed  intruders.  Even  if  he  didn't  understand why,
  just  knowing  they  were  thinking  in  that  direction eased
  greatly  this  headache  dogging Marden.
     Then  the  headache  got worse.
     Not  in  Black  Rock.  Marden  waited  outside  the sealed
  room  where  Stavers  and  Weinstein  met  with people
  Marden  had  never  before  seen.  The  meeting  didn't last
  long.  A  half  hour  after  thev  went  in,  Stavers and
  Weinstein  came out.
     "Let's  do  it,"  Stavers  said  to  Marden,  offering no
  other  explanations,  "We're  flying  out.  The  Skua.  You go
  ahead. "
     Marden  shook  his  bead.  "No.  I'm  sticking  with you."
     Weinstein  raised  an  eyebrow.  No  other  sign  of sur-
  prise  at  Marden's  unexpected  refusal  to  obey Stavers.
  But  not  unexpected  to  Stavers,  she  realized.  The three
  of  them  stood  apart  from  the  others,  Weinstein keeping
  her  silence,  Stavers  studying Marden.
     "Explain,"  he  said  quickly  to  the  big man.
     "Something's  different,"  Marden  said  quietly. Wein-
  stein  marveled  at  the  sight  of  him.  Muscles tightened,
  eyes  narrowed,  hair  jutting  outward  from  his  body, he
  didn't  know  tie  was  even  sniffing  the  air  for  the  smell of
  danger.  He  was  more  animal  than  human  at  this mo-
  ment.  "Something's  ...  wrong,"  Marden  added  after a
  troubled pause.
     Stavers  nodded  slowly,  the  thinnest  Msp  of  a smile
  on  his  face.  That  disturbed  Marden.  it  pissed  him off
  highly.  What  kind  of  fucking  game  was  going  on here!
     "Skip,  you  ever  go  to  church?"  Stavers  asked suddenly.
     "I'm  in  a  ffickin2  church  nou)."  Marden  said- ninrp,
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  beset  than  ever  with  phantom  warnings  that  could  in an
  instant  turn real.
    I  mean,  on  your own."
    "Sure,"  Marden  answered,  surly  and  mean  as he
  looked  about  him.  "To  get  out  of  the  rain  a  couple of
  times.  A  couple  more  times  I  went  inside  to  kill some
  people. "
    "You,  ah,  never  attended  a sermon?"
    Marden  stared  in  disbelief  at  Stavers.  Was  he mock-
  ing  him?  Why  would  Doug  do  this? Why-
    "I  want  you  to  listen  to  this  sermon,"  Stavers said,
  still  quiet,  but  with  a  sudden  new  force  to  his  voice. He
  gestured  to  the  far  end  of  the  church  where  a priest
  ascended  a  podium  and  then  stood  beneath  a huge



  cross.  "I  want  you  to  listen  to  him,"  Stavers added.
    "Doug,  have  you  gone  fucking  crazy?"  Marden asked,
  his  tone  plaintive, confused.
    "Listen,  that's  all,"  Stavers  said  almost  in  a hush.
  "Listen,  and  look."  He  chuckled.  "And  do  not com-
  ment  about  what  you  see  and  hear.  Not now."
    Marden  turned  about  fully.  He  looked  down the
  distance  above  the  aisles  and  the  pews,  and  the priest
  lifted  both  arms  in  a  supplication  to  fucking something,
  it  didn't  matter  what,  and  his  voice  rang  out,  and a
  silent  explosion  rocked  Marden's  brain,  a  pounding from
  side  to  side  as  reality  fought  with  stark disbelief
    He  watched,  and  he  listened,  to  Doug  Stavers preach-
  ing  from  that  podium.  Reflex  brought  him  moving for-
  ward  several  feet,  straining  the  better  to  see,  to confirm,
  what  his  eyes  and  ears  WId  him,  and  his  brain skittered
                          L
  and  rebelled  against  believing.  He  stumbled  to  a halt,
  still  staring,  then  jerked  about  wildly  as  a  hand dropped
  heavily  on  his shoulder.
    Doug  Stavers'  hand.  But  that  was impossible!
    Stavers  grinned  at  him.  "Pretty  neat,  I'd say."
    Marden  jerked  his  view  from  Stavers  resting  a hand
  on  his  shoulder  to  look  at  Stavers  hammering  the word
  of  God  from  the  other  end  of  the church.
   1,   uh,  I-"  skip  Marden  could  not speak.
    "Hev,  easy;  easy,"  Stavers  said  softly.  "You're not
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  going  crazy.  I  could  have  told  you  this  before,  Skip, but
  then  I  could  never  have  gotten  your reaction."
    "How  the fuck-"
    "Let's  go.  We'll  talk  when  we're outside."
    Stavers  led  the  way,  Marden  at  his  side,  from the
  church.  They  had  a  ten-minute  walk  to  the hangar
  where  the  Skua  waited.  Stavers  waved  away  a van
  moving  slowly  towards them.
    "Who'd  you  see  on  that  pulpit, Skip?"
    "YOU."  Marden  gritted  his  teeth.  "But  I  know that's
  not  true. You , re here."
    "If  I  hadn't  been  next  to  you,  if  the  only  man  you saw
  was  that  priest  in  the  church,  who  would  you have
 seen?"
   11  Doug  Stavers.  "  Marden's  lips  were  pressed  so tightly
  th@y  were white.
      No question?"
    "Jesus; no,"
    "That's  good,  then.  That's  very good."
    "I  don't  ask  questions  of  you  very  much,  Doug, but-"
    "Ask. "
   "Why?!"
   Stavers , voice  was  almost  sing-song,  laughing.  I got
  religion,  man,"  he  said  in  a  sudden  falsetto.  He raised
  his  arms  to  the  heavens.  "Religion!  I  got  it good.1"
    Marden  stopped.  "You  gone  crazy,  Doug?  You don't
  make  any  sense, damnit!"
    "Who'd  you  see  preaching  in  that  fucking church,
  you  bia  dummu?"  The  words  came  &om  Stavers  with a
  snarl.  "Tell  me  his name!"
    I  saw  you!  Doug Stavers!"
    Stavers  draped  an  arm  about  Marden's  shoulders and
  nudged  him  to  continue  walking.  "It's  this  way, Skip.
  You  saw  Doug  Stavers.  The  man's  got  religion. He'll
  preach  here  every  so  often.  But  at  the  same  time he
  preaches  here,  he'll  be  preaching  in  every  Church of
  the  Ascension.  Got it?"
    Marden  looked  aghast.  "There's  more  of you?"
    "Shit,  yes.  At  least  two  dozen.  Some  of  thern  will be
  on  television.  Big  goddamned  sermons.  Some others
  -will  preach  frorn  different  countries,  Bi,@4  religious re-
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   vival.  It's  the  Second  Coming,  Skip,  The  Second Com-
   ing,  and  it's  going  to  be  the  biggest  goddamned  deal in
   two  thousand years."
     "Who's coming?"
     "Why,  the  old  boy  himself  Jehoshua.  Jesus, baby.
   The  carpenter's  little  baby.  Buddy-buddy  of Lazarus,
   and  Peter,  and  the  whole  watering-hole  gang  from Jeru-
   salem.  The  messiah,  gone  and  flown  the  coop  all these
   centuries.  He's  coming.  I'm  going  to  bring  him back.
   But  first  we  got  to  get  out  the  message."  Stavers was
   laughing  with  his  own  feelings  of  delight.  "That's why
   we  got  so  many  of  me.  Some  really  neat-o  plastic sur-
   gery.  Voice  training.  Studying  films  of  me.  Listening to
   tapes.  And  the  new  copies  practicing  over  and  over and



   over."  Stavers  motioned  to  Weinstein  who  walked on
   his  opposite  side.  "Tell  him, Doc."
     "It's  been  a  long  program,  Skip.  Very secret."
     "Secret?  It's  been  invisible.  I  never  knew  the first
   thing  about it,"'
     "After  we  train  these  men,  we  do  holographic com-
   puter  runs  on  them.  The  holograms  are  matched against
   holos  of  Doug.  When  the  holos  match  within ninety-
   nine  percent  in  motions,  actions,  voice,  gestures -Nvithin
   one  percent  of  the  real  article  walking  right  now be-
   tween  you  and  me  they  go  to  a  church  or  on revival
   tour. "
     "And  just  think,"  S  tavers  laughed  aloud  again. "Where's
   the  real  Doug  Stavers?  How  do  they  tell  who's who@'
   What  if  they  knock  off  a  Doug  Stavers?  No  matter what
   they  do,  there'll  be  another  Stavers  preaching, calling
   out  the  gospel,  i4etting  the  sheep  ready  for  the great
   second  coming."  He  looked  hard  into  Marden's eyes.
   "But  you'll  always  know  the  real  me,  won't you,
  Skip?"
     "Yes.  Sure;  of  course  I  will!"  Marden  said  in  a shout
   of  protest  that  there  inight  even  be  a  question  of that
  issue,
     "How,  Skip?  How  will  you  know  the  real  me?" Stavers
  pressed.
     "That's easy.
    "How?   "
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    "What  you  look  like  don't  matter,  Doug.  You're inside
  my  head.  There's  no  ever  mistaking that!"
    "Right,"  Stavers  said  to  end  the  questions  on that
  subject.  He  stopped  short  of  the  hangar.  "We're going
  on  a  trip.  So  you'll  know  the  routine,  we  fly  from here
  to  Canada.  We'll  have  clothing,  whatever  we  need wait-
  ing  for  us.  We  leave  the  Skua  there  and  we'll  fly as
  passengers  on  a  Swedish  commercial  job  to Stockholm."
    Marden  blinked.  "Sweden? Stockholm?"
    "Uh huh."
    "That's  just  a  stopover,  of  course,"  Rebecca Weinstein
 added.
    Marden  looked  at  them  both.  He  hated  this secretive
  shit,  their  doling  out  information  to  him  in  short gasps.
  He  saw  quickly  that  Stavers  perceived  his discomfort.
  Doug  took  his  arm.  "Don't  sweat  it,  Skip.  I'll  fill  you in
  when  we're upstairs."
    Skip  Marden  took  the  interval  gratefully.  His head
  pounded,  a  steady  jungle  banging  of  clubs  on hollow
  logs.  It  was  all  too  fucking  much  at  one  time. Nothing
  that  Doug  might  do  ever  really  surprised  him  (at least
  not  after  that  initial  kick  in  your  nuts,  be admonished
  himself  with  the truth  )  once  he  had  a  chance  to  think it
  through.  Even  the  maDufactured  line  of  Doug Stavers.
  That  didn't  take  too  much  grey  matter  to  figure out.
  The  old  camouflage  routine.  Do  your  song  and dance,
  right  out  in  f  nt  of  everybody.  Doug  didn't  give  a shit
              ro                       t,
  about  religion  except  Where  somebodv  else's beliefs.
  convictions,  practices,  or  whatever,  met  @is  needs. TbeyA
  had  enough  evidence  of  that  in  the  past  several months.
    Rosa  Montini,  darling  of  the  Vatican's  secret killer
  force,  cameo  beauty  and  Jungle  cat  inside,  and  not even
  everything  Doug  had  going  for  hiin,  even  after  he had
  the  iiiamond!  The  thought  brought  Marden  up  with a
  physical  shock.  Rosa  the  Catholic  had  remained  in con-
  trol  over  everything  Doug  Stavers  could  and  did offer
  Rosa  the  woman,  and  then  she  whipped  cold  steel into
  his  rib  cage  in  a  desperate  attempt  to  kill  him. The
  Israelis  down  in  South  America,  hell,  they  didn't care
  wrov  the  Americans  or  anybodv  else  was  down there
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   trying  to  rip  apart  a  mountain.  They  were  also  on a
   crusade.  The  Godstone  to  them.  The  Messiah  Stone to
   others.  And  then,  Marden  mused,  their  trip  to India.
   Religion  came  out  of  the  fucking  ground,  it  floated in
   the  trees,  it  drifted  on  the  stink  of  sewage  and garbage,
   it  was  a  choking  miasma  from  cooking  pots  and incense,
   and  it  flourished  in  starvation  and  holy  worship and
   open  sores  on  children  and  the  streams  along  the road-
   sides  where  pilgrims  trod  in  nonstop  procession choked
   with  human  turds.  But  that  religion  was  hot,  and Patsclike
   was  on  his  way  to  spreading  his  faith  and absolute
   worship  to  hundreds  of  millions  of  the  devout. Until
   Doug  Stavers  tore  the  life  out  of  that  old  but dangerous
  body.



     Marden  recalled  that  even  Rosa  Montini  had flinched
   before,  recoiled  from  the  power  of  the  faithful  as she
   moved  with  Stavers  into  the  frantic  masses  of  India. So
   the  church  had  reasons  other  than  the  Godstone  to be
   concerned.  Patschke's  religion  was  spreading through
   the  Asian  subcontinent  in  the  form  of  an unstoppable
   fire;  Christian  and  Muslin,  alike  showed  their concern
   in  secret  gangs  of killers.
     Doug  Stavers  had  The  Messiah  Stone.  The Catholic
   Church  was  convinced,  absolutely,  it  was  the diarnond
   of  the  Messiah,  a  fierv  lance  to  match  the  presence of
   Jesus  on  the  earth.  It  must  be  brought  to  the  seat of'
   power.  But  Rosa  Montini  was  dead  and  her  band of
   trained  killers  mostly  dead  and  the  rest  scattered like
   wheat  before  a  bowling gale.
     Marden  thought  of  Doug  Stavers  preaching  in the
   Church  of  the  Ascension.  He  thought  of  Doug Stavers
   and  his  enormous  personal  aura  reaching  out  to the
   masses  hungry  for  salvation.  He'd  do  Patschke better
   by  a  hundredfold.  Marden  knew  the  enori-nity  of money
   and  power  that  Doug  controlled.  He'd  be  a tcrribl@
   new  religious  force.  And  what  would  the  seers  in the
   Vatican see'?
     Doug  Stavers  had  The  Messiah  Stone.  The Godstone.
     Doug  Stavers  was  assuming  the  mantle  of  the New
   Messiah.  PeoDle  were  fallinv-,  in  acloration  at  his feet,
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  already  flocking  to  the  churches,  glued  to  their televi-
  sion  sets,  attending  mass revivals.
    This  blasphemer  must  be  stopped.  So  they'd send
  out  their  assassins.  You  can't  always  protect someone,
  Not  always.  If  you're  really  good  and  you  really want
  bad  enough  to  kill  someone,  then  you're  going  to g
 through.
    The  faithful  of  the  Vatican,  or  of  Islam,  would  go after
  Doug  Stavers.  They  couldn't  miss  him,  with  his ser-
  mons  in  church  and  from  the  television  sets and-hell,
  it  didn't  matter.  They'd  get  through  and  they'd kill
  Doug Stavers.
    They  would  know  exultation  and  trepidation. Exult-
  ing  that  this  blasphernous  murderer  was  dead; fearful
  that  the  Godstone  might  be  destroyed  or  lost. And
  while  they  mixed  their  celebrations  with  watching and
  waiting  for  news  on  the  great  yellow  diamond,  the ice
  of  fire,  the  fire  of  ice,  the  dragon's  teeth  would be
  rising.  Marden  chuckled aloud.
    "Of  course!"  he  shouted  aloud,  not  aware  he had
  verbalized  his  own  thought.  They  would  kill Doug
  Stavers,  but  like  the  dragon's  teeth  rising  from the
  ground,  just  like  in  the  ancient  myths  and  fables,  a new
  Doug  Stavers  would  arise  from  Death  and  cry  forth his
  message  to  the  faithful,  ever  more  awed  and stunned
  and  believing,  because  if  the  church  made  the mistake
  of  killing  Doug  while  he  was  on  live  television, they'd
  see  him  die  and  they'd  see  him  rise  from  the dead.
    That  would  bring  on  some  great  head-fucking  in the
 Vatican!
    As  quickly  as  he  enjoyed  these  thoughts, Marden's
  frown  reflected  new  inner  doubts.  He  watched Stavers
  and  Weinstein  sitting  at  a  table  in  the  center  of the
  Skua,  deep  in  discussion.  Obviously  planning.  But what?
  All  this  had  to  lead  to  somewhere.  When  they had
  pursued  the  elusive  Messiah  Stone  they  had  that goal
  in  mind.  But  now  Marden  felt  himself  adrift, confused,
  left  out.  For  a  mornent  he  felt  anger  rising  at  the very
  sight  of  Rebecca  Weinstein.  As  quickly  as  he  felt the
  heat  he  disinissed  the  thought  as  both  stupid  and un-
  wortbv  of  hinn.  That  woman  had  brouAt  a  Dew  steel to
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   Doug,  had  awakened  whatever  had  been  dormant in
   this  man.  Some  new  purpose  was  alive.  Marden sighed.
   He'd  find  out  soon  enough, and-
     He  saw  Doug  motion  for  him  to  come  forward  to join
   the  twosome.  Marden  glanced  at  the  cabin instrument
   panel  that  told  Skua  passengers  the  essentials  of their
   flight.  Cruising  at  sixty-two  thousand,  heading  zero five
   two  degrees,  right  on  up  toward  eastern Canada.
     Marden  slipped  into  a  contoured  and  padded seat,
   notched  the  seat  belt  against  his  waist.  Even  this high
   you  could  hit  a  sudden  finger  of  a  jetstream.  More than
   once,  cruising  in  perfectly  still  air,  they  had  seemed to
   smash  into  a  wall  of  violent  turbulence.  There'd been



   no  warning.  His  wearing  a  seat  belt  was automatic.
     On  the  table  were  maps  of  Europe.  Marden needed
   only  a  glance  to  recognize  northern  Europe. Norway,
   Sweden,  Finland,  the  encroaching  territory  of western
   Russia;  south  of  Norway  and  Sweden,  Germany  and the
   low  countries.  Doug  placed  the  map  of  Sweden atop
   the  others.  For  the  moment  he  made  no  reference to
   the  map.  A  cabin  attendant  moved  to  Marden's side,
   offering  cognac  and  Jamaican  cigars.  Marden  was grate-
   ful  for  both.  He  took  a  healthy  slug  of  the  cognac and
   felt  the  heat  wash  down  his  system.  Then  he  lit lip,
   savoring  the  fine  tobacco.  And waited.
     "We're  going  here,"  Doug  said  finally,  tapping the
   map  of  Sweden.  Well,  he'd  already  said  that before.
   Now  Marden  might  learn  details  and  he  leaned for-
   ward.  Doug's  finger  traced  positions  on  t  c  map, mov-
   ing  into  northern  and  inland Sweden.
      "We  take  our  first  landin,(!-,,  in  Stockholni,  here,  in the
   south,"  Doug  explained,  his  hand  sweeping  -in  an oval
   movement  down  the  map  and  then  starting  back up
   again.  "When  we  land,  we'll  be  at  a  cargo  terminal. No
   passengers,  no  customs,  no nonsense."
      Marden  Dodded.  it  usually  went  that  way. "There'll
   be  a  British  146  waiting  for  us,  and  we'll  take  that ship
   north  to  the  town  of  Kiruna,  here."  His  finger pointed
   to  the  map.  "Now,  directly  west  of  Kiruna,  and  this is
   rough  country,  we  go  to  a  military  installation  you won't
   4@_,l  __  -,,  -  n@  A@irt  TbP  n,,@arp,@t  mon  rpff-.rence is
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  this  mountain,  called  Kebnekaise.  It's  seven thousand
  feet.  And  the  exact  position,"  Doug  paused  to  mark the
 map,  11  you'll  see,  is  just  below  sixty-eight  degrees north
  latitude  and  twenty  degrees  north longitude."
     "Above  the  Arctic  Circle,"  Marden  said,  speaking for
  the  first time.
     "Right. "
     -NN'hat's  there?"  Marden  asked,  finishing  off  the cognac.
     "We  go  inside  the  mountain.  The  three  of  us. You,
  me,  and  the  lady.  Nobody  else.  Several  people will
  meet  us  inside  the mountain."
     Marden  controlled  impatience  and  questions  and kept
  matters  deliberate  and  professional.  "How  close  is the
  strip  for  the  One  Forty  Six  to  where  we're going?"
     "Twenty-seven  miles.  We  make  the  lift  by chopper.
  Alouette  with turbines."
     "The  Swedes.  Who  are  they?"  Marden's questions
  weren't  idle  curiosity.  He  always  sought  all  the informa-
  tion  he  could  get  on  any situation.
     "Their  names  don't  matter.  They're  strictly caretak-
  ers  and  guides.  They've  been  briefed  by  the proper
  authorities.  They'll  take  us  to  where  we  need  to go,
  well  inside  that  mountain,  to  meet someone."
    "Who?"
     Dr,  Rebecca  Weinstein  smiled.  Doug  Stavers looked
  about  him,  casually,  but  with  the  moves  of  the profes-
  sional.  No  one  was  within  hearing  distance.  Then Stavers
  turned  back  to  Marden.  He  leaned  back  in  his seat,
 toying     th  his  cognac glass.
    " Adolf  Hitler,"  he said.
 Chapter 15
    "This  is  our  first  meeting  as  a  complete working
  group,  an  entity  that  transcends  the  perception  of cor-
  porate  structure  and  function.  This  will  also  be  our only
  gathering  where  we  have  the  opportunity  to  studv one
  another  on  the  basis  of  one-on-one.  Look  at  each person
  in  this  room.  Study  them.  Note  their characteristics.
  Make  any  conclusions  you  wish,  Be  as  generous  or as
  bigoted  as  you  like.  But  whatever  you  do,"  the speak-
 erI s  voice  changed  from  silky-smooth  to  a no-nonsense
  permanence,  "you  will  never  permit  personal feelings
  or  prejudice,  for  any  reason,  ever  to  conflict  with your
  responsibilities  now  and  in  the future."
    Roberto  Diaz  leaned  back  in  the  high  leather swivel
  chair  at  the  head  of  the  spacious  oval  conference table.
  Every  other  chair  was  of  the  same  supple  and  lux riou
  deep  red  leather,  Every  chair  had  before  it  a  lined pad
  and  a  single  pen,  an  ashtray,  a  pitcher  of  water and
  another  of  coffee,  a  glass  and  a  COPI-ee  mug.  In the
  sumptuou.s  surroundings  of  the  sweeping conference
  room  the  items  placed  neatly  before  each occupant
  were  spartan.  In  this  same  room  of  leather-lined walls,
  deep  rich  mahogany  and  Brazilian rosewood,
                                                  ,  plush car-
  peting,  triple-thick  armorglass  windows  to  the outside
  world,  the  minimal  arrangements  seemed  even tacky.
  Roberto  Diaz  had  selected  these  items  personally, had



  rejected  all  suggestions  of  gold  pens  and  leathered port-
  folios  and  other  such  nonsense.  Had  he  followed his
  own  wishes,  he  would  have  held  this  conference  in an
  old  garage  in  a  nondescript  desert  or  farming community.
                              17 9
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      That,  however,  would  have  denied  him  the  ability to
    acoustically  and  electronically  isolate  this  very same
    room  from  the  attentions  of  any  observers  of either
    casual  or  desperate  interest  in  the  words  being spoken
    by  Diaz  and  the  seven  other  corporate  officials of
    Satterhill  Home  Construction  &  Financing Corpora-
    tion.  Satterhill  had  been  in  the  home  construction busi-
    ness  for  thirty-two  years.  It  reached  out  into  banks and
    finance  and  mortgage  firms  through  the  length and
    breadth  of  the  country.  It  controlled  and  owned banks,
    It  wheeled  and  dealt  virtually  as  it  pleased.  It moved
    through  the  nation  on  the  wheels  of  its  own trucks,
    rumbled  through  fields  on  its  own  bulldozers  and con-
    struction  vehicles.  It  dealt  in  electrical  power, natural
    gas,  oil  pipelines,  automobile  maintenance,  home appli-
    ances,  supplies  and  equipment  of  every  possible de-
    scription.  More  than  a  million  Americans  lived in
    Satterhill  homes.  Millions  more  spent  fortunes in
    Satterhill  service  companies;  bathroom  supplies, lawn
    maintenance,  household  upkeep,  cleaning  services, re-
    pairs  and  modifications.  You  didn't  just  buy  a Satterhill
    home,-  you  married  the  company  and  all  its diverse
    tentacles  of  financing  and servicing.
     The  eight  officers  and  directors  of  Satterhill  now pres-
    ent  on  the  ninety-second  floor  of  the  Thompson, Tbomp-
    son  and  Nelder  building  in  downtown  Kansas City,
    Kansas  home  of  the  giant  stock,  money  market and
    other  financial  dealings  of  American  commerce, had
    absolutely  nothing  to  do  with  the  Satterhill  Home Con-
    struction  &-  Financing  Corporation.  Their  presence there
    was  a  carefully  orchestrated  facade  of  corporate struc-
    ture  and  murkiness,  behind  which  their  true  purpose to
    assemble  was  obscured,  even  invisible,  to  the outside
   world' Even  with  the  elaborate,  complex  and intricate
    security  measures  taken,  there  was  still  that  chance that
    somehow,  in  some  way,  there  existed  a  tiny  sliver, a
    barely  discernible  crack  through  which  an interloper
    might  electronically  penetrate  the  systematic isolation
    of  these  eight  men  and women.
    Roberto  Diaz  sighed.  He  reached  within  an inside
    Docket  of  his  ianitor'q  nvPrA11v  fnr  q  Inna  tbi@ @v--_
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  sive  and  wonderful  cigar.  He  knew  they  were made
  especially  in  Jamaica  but  that  their  manufacture was
  never  connected  with  the  name  of  the  man  who had
  presented  these  cigars  to  Diaz.  No  one  ever connected
  the  name  of  Douglas  Stavers  with  anything  unless that
  was  the  express  desire  or  command  of  Stavers. Like
  these  cigars.  They  were  the  world's  finest,  but the
  paper  band  about  the  slim,  tight  wand  of  tobacco bore
  the  name  of  a  cheap  brand  that  could  be  bought in
  almost  any  drugstore  in  the  country.  It  would  never do
  for  a  janitor  to  be  arrested,  or  incapacitated,  for any
  reason,  and  have  suspicions  raised  because  a  man who
  earned  less  than  eight  dollars  an  hour  was smoking
  cigars  that  cost  fourteen  dollars; each.
    Roberto  Diaz  smiled;  the  others  had  been  shocked to



  discover  a  peon  janitor  in  soiled  overalls  at  the  head of
  the  conference  table.  They  were  shocked;  no  one out-
  side  the  room  would  pay  attention  to  the  man who
  cleared  up  stoppages  in  the  toilets  or  made mundane,
  dirty  but  necessary  maintenance  repairs  to  the hun-
  dreds  of  offices  (and  toilets).  So  Diaz,  slicked  and greasy
  hair  and  soiled  overalls  and  old  sneakers  came and
  went,  about  as  invisible  as  a  man  might  become when
  he  is  in  full  view  every  day,  for  months  on  end,  of the
  same people.
    No  one  in  the  conference  room,  shuddering  at the
  smell  of  the  greasy  pomade  in  Diaz's  kinky  hair, would
  have  dreamt  this  man  was  the  director  of  Sta-vers Indus-
  tries.  No  one  knew  who  that  person,  man  or woman,
  might  be.  it  didn't  take  the  others  long  to  discover that
  while  they  didn't  know  the  exact  title  or  position  of this
  Hispanic  stinkpot,  there  remained  absolutely  no ques-
  tion  of  his  authority  within  minutes  of  Diaz  taking con-
  trol  of  the  meeting.  Authority  emanated  in  an almost
  visible  glow  from  the  man.  Slumped  shoulders and
  stooped  posture  gave  way  to  an  obviously  fit  and power-
  ful  body  beneath  the  crumpled  clothing.  The singsong
  and  toothy  accented  voice  vanished  as  perfect articula-
  tion  and  an  obviously  intimate  relationship  with the
  English  language  sounded  in  the room.
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     "Does  anybody  in  this  room  know  me?"  he  began his
   infiltration  of  their senses.
     No  one  spoke.  Diaz  expected  that.  Of  course they
   didn't  know  him.  They  might  have  recognized  him sev-
   eral  weeks  before  as  a  powerful  German industrialist,
   for  Roberto  Diaz  was  a  master  at  disguise  and  a perfec-
   tionist  in  eight  languages.  But  this  pig  who  cleaned shit
   from  clogged  toilet  bowls'? Never!
     "I  am  Roberto  Diaz.  That  is  the  only  name  you need
   to  remember.  It  is  the  only  name  by  which  you will
   address  me.  Mister  Diaz.  You  may  question  my author-
   ity  but  that  would  be  a  terrible  mistake.  If  you question
   it  publicly  or  in  such  a  manner  that  you  draw undue
   attention  to  me,  to  anyone  in  this  organization,  you will
   pay  for  it  with  your life."
     He  held  up  his  hand  to  close  off  the  sudden murmur-
   ing  and  shifting  of  body  positions.  "Do  not  even start
   with  me,"  he  said  curtly,  with  overwhelming confi-
   dence.  "You  will  soon  discover,  as  we  continue,  that I
   know  more  about  each  of  you  than  your  closest family,
   or  your  friends,  or  even  the  IRS.  And  it  will  be obvious
   to  each  of  you  that  unless  I  were  in  the  position of
   authority  with  whom  you  will  concern  yourselves, and
   from  whom  you  will  receive  vour  orders,  I  would not
   be  here  and  I  would  not,  couid  not.,  relate  to  you what
   you  will  hear."  He  paused  to  light  a  cigar  and  pour his
   own  coffee;  he  had  forbidden  any  personal  servicing of
  anyone.
     He  turned  to  the  man  at  his  right.  "Al  Templin. In
   charge  of  security  for  all  systems,  all  organizations. The
   security  man  closest  to  our,  ah,  vice president."  No one
   at  these  meetings  ever  used  the  name  of  Douglas Stavers;
   he  was  always  the  vice  president.  The  man charged
   with  the  disbursement  of  student  scholarships.  The leg-
   ends  about  this  man  transcended  fiction,  which was
   precisely  their purpose.
     Ed  Carson  raised  his  hand;  no  schoolroom interjec-
   tion,  a  motion  made  with  the  elbow  resting  on the
   table.  Diaz  encouraged  immediate  interruptions  so long
   as  a  querv,  never  an  objection,  was  the  issue.  Almost all
   Drofited  fi-oin  accurate  resnonse  to  n  nneslinn- oki@-
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  tions  were  bullshit  ego  posturing.  Heads  turned  to Car-
  son,  took  note  of  the  stocky  build,  the  massive chest
  and  gut  and  thick  neck  that  went  along  with  the five
  o'clock  shadow.  Carson  was  a  giant  fireplug.  His name
  should  have  been  Dicarlo  or  Bonano  or  Testa  or some
  good  Italian  monicker,  but  not  Carson.  That  was too
  anglicized,  too  smooth  for  an  unsmooth  man.  Diaz nod-
  ded  to him.
     "I  don't  mean  to  break in-"
     He  got  no  further  for  the  moment.  "Don't waste
  words,"  Diaz  reprimanded  lightly.  "You  did  break in."
  Abruptly  Diaz's  words  came  heavily  singsong slurred
  with  a  thick  Hispanic  accent.  "You  talk,  man,  okay?" It
  was  an  inside  joke  between  the  two  men,  Carson was



  Italian.  His  mother  was  named  DiAngelo  but  she had
  married  into  the  Carson  name.  She  could  still barely
  speak  English.  But  her  son  spoke  a  multitude  of lan-
  guages  and  was  highly  skilled  in  the  profanity  of them
  all.  When  you're  a  steelworker,  dockworker, miner,
  truck  driver,  wildcatter  and  lumberjack  as  your trade
  through  life,  you  must  speak  all  these  languages and
  dialects  to  communicate  with  the  spreading  variety of
  nationalities.  Carson  was  that  manelous  cross  of bril-
  liant  mind  with  blatant  coarseness,  the  perfect  man to
  be  Director  of  Field  operations  for  the construction
  company  (or  wherever  he  was needed),
     "We  need  a  narne,"  Carson  said  abruptly.  "No narne
  is  bullshit.  It  attracts  attention  like  Plies.  Mr,  X  is  u -
  shit,  but  that's  whatwe're  going  to  start  calling  him. It's
  almost  as  bad  as Batman-"
     Roberto  Diaz  agreed  completely,  but  he  turned and
  nodded  the  question  to  Al Templin.      "since  he's  an Irish
  drunk,"  Templin  said  slowly,  -we'll  use  his  real narne.
  Angus McIver."
     A  hand  rose  over  the  seat  of  Roger  Sabbai,  the tall,
  asthetic,  almost  cadaverous  figure  in  dark  suit  and white
  shirt  and  string  bowtie  of'  the  Church  Coordinator of
  tbeir  jzroup.  Religion  was  an  important  issue  for the
  giant  Satterhill  firin.  After  all,  they  built  the churches
  for  the  new  communities,  and  tl@ey  were  faxned for
  buNinq  and  then  restorjm4  old  churches  and donating
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  them  to  whatever  religion  stood  dominant  in particular
  neighborhoods.  It  mattered  little,  or  not  at  all,  to this
  group,  that  Sabbai,  a  dark  mixture  of  Burmese and
  Romanian,  was  absolutely  a  master  of  knowledge of
  world  religions,  and  steeped  deeply  in  the  lore  of the
  devout  wriggling  on  their  knees  or  bellies  to  the pleni-
  tude  of  gods  found  across  the  planet.  Diaz  nodded to
 Sabbai.
    "An  interesting  name,"  he  said  in  a  voice echoing
  from  deep  within  a  stone  cave;  his  own  chest.  "I will
  not  be  the  only  one  to  notice  that  Angus  is Scotch
  rather  than Irish."
    Diaz  kept  his  face  straight.  "I  have  it  on  good word,
  Reverend,  that  his  mother  was  known  to  run rather
  freely  among  her  choice  of  lovers."  Without  a moment's
  hesitation,  Diaz  turned  back  to  Al  Templin  and wordlessly
  returned  the  baton  to  the  security man.
   11  You  will  not  have  any  need  to  speak  with,  to meet,
  or  to  have  any  contact  with  Mr.  McIver,  "  Templin said,
  his  voice  soft  and  yet  strangely  compelling.  Only  he and
  Diaz  had  ever  met  with  and  knew  the  identity  of Doug-
  las  Stavers.  "This  is  my  purpose  here  today.  To rein-
  force  that  rule  with  you  all.  You  do  not  need. Therefore,
  you  do  not  and  you  will  not  know  anything  further in
  the  execution  of  your  duties.  Any  attempt  on  your part,
  individually  or  collectively,  to  penetrate  beyond the
  name  of  Angus  McIver  will  bring  on,  immediately, your
  termination  with  this group."
    Mark  Baxter's  verbal  reaction  without  a  physical ges-
  ture  came  from  complete  surprise.  Baxter  didn't under-
  stand  people.  He  didn't  like  people.  He  was pure
  mathematical  genius  and  singularly  brilliant  in  his func-
  tioning  as  a  part  of  a  vast  computer  and electronics
  industry  closely  "allied  with  Satterhill  Industries." He
  had  without  intent  even  adopted  the  cold  and colorless
  dress  of  his  machines;  his  physical  actions  and  his speech
  were  almost  robotic  in  many  ways.  His  world  was vision
  through  electronic  blinders;  a  giant  horse pounding
  through  the  nonsensical  flotsam  of  everyday  piddling by
  the  masses.  He  was,  in  short,  an  unmitigated  ass, but
  would  never  have  understood  such  an  unkind descrin-
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   tion.  He  rarely  left  the  electromagnetic  boundaries of
   his  own  beloved nonhumans.
     "You  would  terminate  us  for  so  innocent  an action?"
   he  asked  of  Templin's  reference  to  never  attempting to
   ascertain  the  true  name  of  "Angus  McIver,"  "You'd fire
  us?"
     I  said  nothing  about  firing  anyone,"  Templin told
   him  quickly,  adding  a  thin  smile  to  his words.
     "But  I  distinctly  heard  you say@@'
     "The  word,  Baxter,  was terminate."
     Baxter  pulled  back  in  his  seat.  Humans  were crazy.
   "You  mean you'd-"
     Templin  didn't  want  him  to  finish  the  issue  as a
   question,  and  he  broke  in  at  once,  "Precisely. Termi-



   nate.  Eliminate.  Dispatch.  End  of  human  program. The
   simple  word,  I  believe,  is  death."  He  nodded  to Diaz.
   "That's  it.  I've  said  my piece."
     Roberto  Diaz  slid  smoothly  again  into  leading the
   group.  His  words  came  in  a  strange  mixture  of the
   Hispanic  janitor  and  the  wielder  of  secret,  terrible power,
   "You  all  have  private  fortunes  because  of  your associa-
   tion  here.  Each  of  you  has  a  million  dollars,  plus, in
   your  possession,  legal,  taxes  prepaid,  Your  families are
   protected  and  their  futures  secured.  Only  if  you  keep in
   mind  what  you  just  heard.  We  will  not  review this
   matter.  You  already  know  it.  Eriough,"  he  said finally,
   steel  adding  harshness  to  his  closing  the  subject. He
   turned  back  to Templin.
    "You  , re  not  quite  through.  The  security program.
   please. "
     Al  Templin  nodded,  "Let  us  cut  through  all this
   conversation  and  get  to  the  hard  nut.  While  it  is not
   street  knowledge,  it  is  well  accepted  on  Wall @;reet,
   the  Pentagon  and  certain  other  circles  not  easily acces-
   sible  to  the  public,  that  behind  all  the  many companies,
   firms,  factories  and  operations  of  Satterhill,  and  a hun-
   dred  other  business  entities,  there  is  the  ultimate con-
   trol  of  Stavers  Industries.  I  had  not  intended  to bring
   up  this  issue,"  he  added,  noticing  the  raised  brow of
   Roberto  Diaz,  "but  in  some  way  that  connection was
   rwide  on  a  voninuter  review  seekinv-  otit  data  on Anaus
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  McIver.  Again,  in  some  way  yet  not  known  to  us, but
  identified  by  Mr.  Baxter,  here,  those  two names-McIver
  and  Stavers-appeared  in  the  same  computer database
  program.  It  is  no  more  important  than  my  making the
  point  that  you  do  not  know  anything  about  the relation-
  ship  between  these  two  gentlemen.  Angus  McIver  is all
  you  need  to  know.  The  name  of  Douglas  Stavers is
  well-known  in  the  circles  I  have  described.  Mr. Stavers
  is  an  extremely  wealthy  and  powerful  man,  but some
  time  ago  he  abandoned  control  of  all  his  industrial and
  business  holdings  to  Mr.  McIver,  and  Mr.  Stavers has
  also  been  for  some  time  the  Reverend  Douglas Stavers.
  That  is  his  burning  interest  in  life,  to  bring  together the
  great  religions  into  a  single  cohesive  force.  He  is con-
  vinced  that  between  the  greenhouse  effect,  the contin-
  uing  destruction  of  the  ozone  layer,  the  proliferation of
  nuclear  and  toxic  wastes,  acid  rain,  deforestation, the
  slaughter  of  many  animal  species,  the  unbridled explo-
  sion  of  population,  and  other  elements,  the  future of
  this  planet  and  the  continued  existence  of  the human
  race  is  in  doubt.  He  intends  to  do  everything  he  can to
  end  this  rape  of  our  world.  He  believes  powerful reli-
  gious  movements,  combining  the  emotional  and the
  psychic  strength  of  billions  of  people,  is  our only
  salvation. "
    Al  Templin  went  silent  for  the  moment,  astonished at
  his  own  fervor  of  presentation.  I'm  starting  to believe
  this  shit  myself,  be  thought.  Carqful,  careful; don't
  overdo  it.  "One  second  voint,"  he  went  on smoothly.
  "The  Reverend  Stavers  I's  no  sissypants.  He  was for
  many  years  an  international  soldier  of  fortune.  He served
  in  the  armed  forces  of  our  country.  He  is  a combat
  veteran  of  many  wars,  known  and  unknown.  In short,
  he  is  of  tremendous  pragmatic  temperament.  He is
  aware  that  no  single  movement  will  accomplish  what he
  wishes  to  see  emerge  from  his  efforts.  So  there  is a
  second  movement  that  operates  concurrently  with his
  evangelical  call  to arms."
    He  poured  a  glass  of  water  and  drank  slowly, then
  replaced  the  glass  on  the  table.  "This  second  activity is
  where  vou  will  direct  vour  efforts.  Reverend Stnver,
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  knows  the  world  must  have  an  outthrusting  of  its en-
  ergy.  He  is  aware,  he  believes  implicitly,  that man-
  kind's  ventures  away  from  the  earth,  into  space, are
  more  of  a  genetic  and  religious  response  to  the basic
  drive  of  our  race  for  survival.  We  must  reach other
  worlds.  We  must  improve  our  ability  to  move through
  space.  We  need  propulsion  means  far  superior  to the
  clumsy  chemical  rockets  we  are  using.  This  will require
  the  expenditure  of  several  hundred  billion dollars."
    Templin  again  went  silent  to  let  that  number  sink in,
  "Reverend  Stavers  has  the  capacity  to  raise  that  level of
  funding,  but  it  will  require  dedicated  and  loyal and
  skilled  people  like  yourselves  to  bring  all  this  to pass.
  From  this  moment  on  this  will  be  your  only  goal  in life.



  I  am  overstepping  the  boundaries  of  my responsibili-
  ties,  and  I  hope  Mr.  Diaz  will  forgive  this transgression
  into  his territory."
    Diaz  nodded,  gesturing  for  Templin  to  go  on; his
  reaction  precisely  as  they  had  planned  well  before this
 meeting.
    "My  position  as  the  head  of  Security  for  our activities
  is  less  in  terms  of  physical  security-such  things as
  guards,  warning  systems,  all  the  bells  and  whistles of
  personal  protection-than  it  is  to  assure  that  all this
  activity  shall  proceed  smoothly.,  efficiently,  entirely within
  the  law,  and  without  interference,  The  lntern@l Reve-
  nue  Service  is  a  good  leading  example.  You  will never
  provide  the  IRS  the  slightest  opportunity  to  find fault
  with  your  tax  returns.  This  has  far  greater imnortance
  than  any  of  you  may  realize.  If  your  personal lifestyle
  produces  a  shortfall  you  will  come  to  Mr.  Diaz  to cor-
  rect  the  matter.  If  he  is  unavailable,  you  will  come to
  me.  But  you  will  never  fudge  on  anything.  We expect
  absolute  loyalty  from  you  and  we  will  answer  in  kind, as
  well  as  support.  Peopie  at  times  go  overboard.  You may
  do  the  same.  Operate  under  the  cloak  of  our protection.
  We  will  alwavs  have  it  for  you  and  your  families. Use
  vour  own  Ck  services.  Do  not  have  them involved
  @vith  or  connected  with  us  in  any manner."
    Al  Templin  went  through  a  list  of  another dozen
  ;4-  J]  A_f@il-l  -f+-  0-i  --1A  I-  --f-I +-
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   each  person  at  the  meeting  in  the  form  of  a transcript
   for  them  to  study.  They  could  have  planned  for those
   papers  to  self-destruct,  but  nothing  was  said  at this
   meeting  that  could  adversely  -affect-He  stopped his
   talk  and  his  thought  pattern@.  No;  he  and  Diaz were
   wrong.  No  copies  of  anything.  No  records.  That system
   had  hung  many  a  Nazi  officer  who  might  have  gotten off'
   scot-free  of  war  crimes  except  for  that  German pen-
   chant  for  elaborate  record-keeping.  And  any lawyer
   worth  his  salt  could  always  make  something  out of
   nothing.  Templin  made  a  mental  note  that  before these
   people  left  the  floor  of  this  building,  they  would be
   strip-searched  and  their  clothing  shredded  to individual
   fibers  for  any  wires  or  electronic devices,
     He  turned  the  meeting  back  over  to  Roberto Diaz.
   The  janitorial  figure  sipped  coffee  and  turned  to Ed
   Carson.  "From  here  on  I  wish  you  to  keep everything
   short,  tight,  succinct,  condensed  as  to  your  goals. Not
   your  responsibilities.  It  is  your  goals  that  I  want. When
   you  complete  your  presentations,  all  of  which  shall be
   mercifully  brief,  I  will  then  listen  to  your  needs  if you
   have  any  beyond  the  authority  already  in  your hands.
   Mr.  Carson,"  he  -nodded  to  the  beefv  rnan  at  the table,
  11  your  subject  is  Field  Operations."  Diaz  made  a steeple
   of  his  fingers,  slumped  in  his  seat  and  studied Carson.
   "If  you  please,  sir. "
     "Let  me  explain  first  what  I  do  not  do," Carson
   answered  immediately,  I  let  my  subordinates handle
   the  every'day  operations  of  all  our  industries  and busi-
   ness.  Thev're  the  best.  Thev  deliver,  so  that  I can
   attend  to  what  is  n-ty  real  Job.  Working  with other
   officials  of  this  organization,  we  are  moving  to  take over
   contro).  of  the  aerospace,  electronic  and  related indus-
   tries  that  make  up  the  launch  capabilities  of  just about
   everv  country  firing  heavy  payloads  into  space. Note
   my  emphasis  on  the  term  of  heavy  payloads.  The Italians
   have  launched  small  satellites,  So  has  India,  and Israel.
   That's  kid  stuff  I'm  talking  about  the  people  who right
   now  can  launch  the  really  big  loads,  or  who  will have
                                      I  l1v  if  we  assist them
   that  capability  in  the  future, especia
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  The  big  boys  right  now  are  obviously  the  United States
  and  Russia.  Our  shuttles,  the  Energia  boosters, the
  new  Neptune  cargo  booster  developed  from  the shuttle
  system,  the  oncoming  Nova  booster  series.  This  is the
  real  stuff  Even  our  old  equipment  got  us  to  the moon
  back  in  the  Apollo  days.  The  new  boosters  will make
  the  Saturn  Fives  and  the  shuttle  rockets  look  like toys.
  It's  a  huge  job  and  a  bitch  of  a  job,  but  we  want launch
  capacity  in  places  other  than  the  U.  S.  and  Russia. The
  French  have  some  big  stuff  now,  The  Chinese have
  some  monsters  coming  on  line.  The  British  are getting
  into  the  act  with  direct  runway  takeoff-to-orbit systems.
  That's  what  we're  talking  about.  In  short,  we  are to
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  create  and  to  control  the  ability  of  our  organization to
  launch  the  materials  to  establish  a  manned  moon base,
  and,  concurrently  with  that  effort,  to  get  ships  ready for
  manned  flights  to  and  exploration  of  the  surface  of the
  planet  Mars. "
    Carson  ended  his  briefing  with  a  dead  stop. Not
  another  word  of  explanation  or  even  a  telltale expres-
  sion  on  his  face  to  reflect  further  information.  Not to
  say  that  silence  reigned  among  the  group.  There was
  plenty  of  self-murmuring  and  glances  of  surprise be-
  tween  them.  Carson's  face  was  frozen,  Templin showed
  a  thin  and  cold  smile  as  if  pitying  the  inability  of even
  these  selected  people  to  handle  what  they'd  just heard.
  Roberto  Diaz  smiled  broadly,  his  golden  tooth  in the
  forefront  of  his  mouth  reflecting  overhead  lights  with a
  garish sheen.
     "Doctor  Hammad  Al-Binn,"  Diaz  said  suddenly, his
  calling  out  the  name  a  direct  order  for  the  doctor to
  report,  Al-Binn,  a  fierce  and  brilliant  mixture  of Arab,
  Hindu  and  Canadian  who  had  practiced  and researched
  medicine  the  world  over,  and  then  had  been carefully
  directed  to  his  present  position,  nodded  slowly.  But he
  failed  to  speak  as  Diaz  desired.  "it  is  appropriate  to ask
  questions  of  what  we  have  just  heard?"  he queried
 Diaz.
     The  shine  faded  from  the @    )Old  tooth  as  Diaz leaned
  forward.  Gone  was  the  smile  or  any  trace  of pleasantry.
                               -;J  -;41, A-10--f-
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   and  an  abrasive  tone  to  his  voice  and demeanor.
   "Goddamnit,  stick  to  what  you're  supposed  to do,
   Doctor. "
     "I  apologize,"  A]-Binn  replied  smoothly,  unfazed by
   Diaz,  for  the  doctor  was  as  much  psychologist  as  he was
   a  medical  doctor.  He  recognized  double-teaming when
   he  saw  it  and  be  knew  to  question  the  need  for this
   behavior  by  the  team  of  Diaz  and  Templin  (they were
   so  obvious!)  would  be  a  major  error  on  his part.
     "My  task  is  simple,"  he  said  slowly,  in  a honeyed
   voice  long  ago  smoothed  by  his  own  personal ventures
   into  the  forbidden  and  mostly  forgotten  medical prac-
   tices  of  almost-vanished  cultures  about  the  world. "We
   are  to  assume  control  of  the  great  pharmaceutical firms
   of  the  world.  That,  in  a  nutshell,  so  to  speak,  is our
   task.  By  control  is  meant  we  will  control  the voting
   stock  of  the  corporations.  This  will  be  done  under vari-
   ous  companies  and  also  individuals,  all  of  whom you
   may  correctly  assume  are  under  the  control  of Satterhili
   and  Stavers.  I  personally  know  little  of  the mechanisms
   for  accomplishing  all  this.  My  responsibility  is  to select
   the  firms,  evaluate  their  products,  extrapolate  their fu-
   ture  needs,  and  then  recommend  what  facilities we
   should  also  purchase  outright  or  control.  I  speak of
   international  conduct.  It  is  obvious  to  anyone within
   this  field  that  whoever  controls  pharmaceuticals con-
   trols  much  of  the  world.  Ours  is  a  planet  with  billions of
   people  devouring  trillions  of  capsules,  pills,  liquids and
   other  means  of  ingesting  drugs.  Control  their produc-
   tion  and  distribution  and  you  control  the people."
    Dr.  Hammad  Al-Binn  toyed  with  his  pencil..  "We go
   far  beyond  this,  of course,"  he  added  finally.  "We shall
   gain  a  controlling  interest  in  the  major genetic  esearch
   firms  and  facilities  of  the  world.  We  do  not  need to
   control  agriculture,  but  we  have  need  to  control the
   chemicals  and  genetic  substances  on  which  they de-
   pend  to  continue  their  food  production.  In  this manner,
   the  group  we  represent  will  actually  control  inuch of
   what  the  world  does  every  day.  Man  must  eat.. we
   control  his  sonrce,  of  sllordv  kf@m  rnll@f  6@- J--
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  alleviate  pain,  control  his  ailments,  improve  and extend
  his  life.  We  will  also  control  this area."
     A  hand  went  up  and  Diaz  nodded  to  the Reverend
  Roger  Sabbai.  The  stringy  cadaver  leaned  forward, his
  eyes  ablaze  with  interest.  "Question,  not  comment," he
  began  by  way  of  holding  off  any  objection  from Diaz,
  "Do  you  include  in  this  compendium  you  have just
  described  the  illicit  drugs  of  the world?"
     Al-Binn  didn't  hide  his  sudden  annoyance.  "I find
  generic  references  a  waste  of  time  and  words.  I will
  respond  to  a  specific  query,  if  you please."
     The  reverend  smiled.  -6f  course.  Those  who  deal in
  narcotics  of  all  kinds  usually  find  disfavor  in  words that
  penetrate, and-"
     "Sabbai,  goddamnit,"  Diaz  broke  in,  "knock  off the



  editorial  crap.  If  you  can't  bottom-line  your questions,
  shut up."
     Sabbai  nodded.  "Do  we  take  over  the international
  sale  and  distribution  of  drugs  such  as  cocaine, heroin,
  marijuana-the  whole  litany  of  addictive  materials, to
  further  our  needs?  I  ask  the  question  because  we are
  referring  to  an  industry  that  earns  some  hundreds of
  billions  of  dollars  a year. 11
     Dr.  Al-Binn  off-eyed  a  sly  smile  in  response.  "No. Our
  interest  in  the  illicit  narcotics  trade  will  be  to learn
  their  contacts,  routes  anG  operations.  Then,  once  I have
  ascertained  the  main  flow,  I  turn  my  info-mation over
  to  Mr. Diaz."
     "Two  points,"  Diaz  said  brusquelv.  "We  will  go after
  the  major  drug  dealers.  We  will,  through  forces not
  allied  with  us,  strike  at  their  funds  and  sources  of funds.
  That  is  all  you  need  to  know  on  this  subject,  except to
  stress  that  we  will  not  sell  or  disperse  drugs  that stu-
  pefy  rninds  or  create  addicts.  We  want  control  of func-
  tioning  minds  and  bodies."  Diaz  nodded  to At-Binn.
  "You  may  discuss,  very  briefly.  your  other  main line,
  Doctor. "
     Al-Binn  showed  his  surprise  at  being  instructed to
  describe  openly  what  was  until  this  very  moment a
  heavily  guarded  secret  of  his  work.  "We  intend  to re-
  Dlace  most  of  the  heroin  and  cocaine,  The  United States
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   is  our  main  area  of  research  and  testing.  At  this mo-
   ment  it  is  the  United  States  that  has  five  percent  of the
   world  population  and  consumes  more  than  fifty percent
   of  all  these  drugs  consumed  on  this  planet,  or some
   seven  hundred  tons  every  year.  Let  me  add  a  point 1
   hope  Mr.  Diaz  will  not interrupt."
     "Be  specific,  Doctor,"  Diaz  said,  gesturing  for  him to
  continue.
     "We  work  with  hard  basics,"  Al-Binn  said  in  a lecture
   tone,  convinced  his  immediate  audience  knew  little of
   the  true  psychological  and  physiological  facts  of life.
   "Man  functions  by  responding  to  the overwhelming
   commands  of  his  system  and  his  survival.  His single
   most  overriding  need  is  to  eat,  so,  at  the  head  of  our list
   is  hunger.  It  is  simple.  Eat  or  die.  Second  to food,
   almost  a  parallel,  is  the  need  for  water.  Thirst com-
   mands  us.  Food  and  drink.  The  moment  a  belly  is full,
   sex  assumes  the  dominant  position.  Sex  with mankind
   transcends  procreative  needs.  It  is  intoxicatingly satisfy-
   ing.  And  there  is  the  key  to  the  fourth  basic  need for
   mankind.  Intoxication.  Every  society,  every  culture in
   the  history  of  the  human  race  follows  this pattern.  -
     A]-Binn  took  a  deep  breath.  "We  intend  to  meet this
   fourth  drive  by  producing  and  distributing, worldwide,
   a  new  addictive  drug  that  is  safe  to  consume, with
   which  to  intoxicate,  but  which  will  not  have deleterious
   effects  upon  the  human  system.  In  street  words,  it does
   not  hurt  the  body,  but  it  will  expand,  it  will almost
   explode  other  sensations  so  incredibly  that  people will
   fight  for  and  risk  death  for  this  drug.  We  have already
   produced  this chemical."
     He  glanced  at  Diaz.  "Do  I identif@,?"
     Diaz  nodded  and  Al-Binn  went  on.  "It  is  known by
   its  code  name  of  4K  dash  S.  It  is  a chemical-molecular
   quantum  leap  into  the  future.  It  turns  sexual gratifica-
   tion  into  magnificent  pleasure  and  obsession,  yet does
   not  harm  the  body  or  the  mind.  It  makes  food  taste  as if
   it  were  prepared  for  the  gods.  It  increases tremen-
   dously  the  pleasure  of  working  and  creating.  And it
   enormously  expands  the  desired  traits  of  loyalty fealty
   and  faith  to  whatever  grou-P  sunnhes  this  dr@;.- [Ir-
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  took  another  deep  breath.  "That  is  my  function  and my
  report. "
     Diaz  stretched  his  arms  above  his  head, brought
  down  his  hands  and  cracked  his  knuckles.  He wanted
  this  speeded  up.  He  nodded  to  the  next  chair  and its
  occupant.  "Dwight  Grayson.  Keep  it tight,"
     Grayson  could  have  stepped  forward  from  an adver-
  tisement  in  Forbes  or  the  Wall  Street  journal. Attired
  impeccably,  silver-grey  hair  "just  so,"  moustache per-
  fectly  trimmed,  long-perfected  modulation  to soothe
  and  impress,  he  sat  ramrod  straight,  yet  relaxed. "My
  field  is  cosmetics  and  gambling.-  He  smiled  with the
  facial  signs  showing  the  startled  response  to unexpected
  words.  He  always  enjoyed  mashing  down  the inferiors



  about  him  with  his  superior  intellect,  and  the record
  spoke  for itself
     "Cosmetics  and  gambling,"  he  repeated.  "In some
  ways  I  disagree  with  the  good  doctor  who  preceded me.
  Gambling  is  as  powerful  a  drive  as  intoxication.  It is
  intoxicating.  In  today's  world,  and  it  will  increase  in the
  future,  gambling  as  it  truly  exists  is  the  perfect ma-
  chinery  with  which  to  create,  foster,  perpetuate and
  enlarge  upon  mass  hysteria.  This  has  long  been  the goal
  of  governments  through  legalized  gambling  and the
  huge  payoffs  of  lotteries.  The  ultimate,  sinful, wonder-
  ful,  Cinderella  reward.  PennsvIvania  nald  one  man the
  sum  of  three  hundred  and  thirty  million  dollars  in a
  lottery.  So  far,  thirty-nine  states  have  lotteries  and they
  increase  by  leaps  and  bounds.  We  shall,  through our
  government  contacts,  create  the  first  lottery  prize of
  one  billion  dollars.  it  is  already  underway.  "ben we
  embark  upon  such  a  venture  we  will  likely  sell  on the
  order  of  more  than  one  hundred  thousand  tickets every
  ininute  throughout  the  country  and  likely  five times
  that  number  throughout  the world."
     Grayson  bestowed  his  most  beatific  smile  upon the
  lowlifes  about  him.  His  was  the  business  of  true popula-
  tion  control,  as  he  would  in  a  inoinent  drop  upon them
  with  all  the  subtlety  of  an arivil.
     "Gambling  is  more  addictive  than  drugs,  It  meets all
  dreanis,  all  wonder,  and  it  makes  illusion  into reality,
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  which  drugs  cannot  do.  Gambling  is  debasement, but
  then,  so  the  human  race,  is  debased,  and  it  is this
  pairing  of  factuality  we  shall  weld  even  tighter. You
  see,  people  are  essentially  fatalistic  and  we  all  wait for
  the  wand  of  the  sorcerer  to  wave  over  us  and sprinkle
  us  with  dreams  come  true.  Cinderella,  indeed,  for  all of
  those  who  gamble!  We  offer  wonders;  we  offer good
  fortune,  blessings,  luck,  riches  from  randomness, mira-
  cles  from  bias,  power  from  chance.  The  fall  of  dice, the
  slap  of  cards,  the  races;  none  of  these  can  touch a
  lottery  with  a  reward  exceeding  the  power  of  kings and
  despots. And  ,  he  added  with  a  courtly  flourish,  "we do
  all  this  through  good  citizenship.  We  are  loyal and
  patriotic.  We  shall  disperse  to  our  government  all the
  profits  from  such  lotteries  so  that  we  maV  rectify the
  staggering,  crushing  burden  of  federal  deficit.  We shall-"
     "Holy  Jesus  Shit  Christ,  man,  get  to  it,"  Diaz growled.
     "Sorry,"  Grayson  said,  not  hiding  his displeasure.
     "Fuck  your  sorry,"  Diaz  snapped,  choosing  his words
  deliberately  to  bring  this  pompous  (but  brilliant) asshole
  down  to  the  level  of  the  conference  table.  "Cut the
  bullshit,  man.  Spell  it out."
     Grayson  nodded.  He  knew  the  real  power  of the
  greasy  man  in  the  overalls  and  he  knew  absolutely he
  must  never  get  on  his  wrong  side.  Diaz  was performing;
  so  be it.
     "Every  lottery  ticket  in  this  country  for  the national
  contests,"  Grayson  went  on,  "and  every  lottery  ticket to
  be  sold  throughout  the  world,  will  be  printed  by our
  companies.  Every  ticket  will  have  a  chemical cornposi-
  tion  that  will  rub  off  on  fingers  and  hands  and be
  absorbed  by  the  body.  The  printers,  distributors, store
  salespeople,  the  buyers  and  their  families;  each and
  every  one  of  these  people,  hundreds  of  millions of
  them,  even  billions  of  people,  will  be  absorbing 4K
  dash  S.  The  chemical  will  be  impregnated  in every
  ticket,  in  every  sales  brochure,  Along  with  this effort
  will  be  subliminal  advertising  extolling  the  virtues of
  the  Reverend  Douglas  Stavers  and  the  Church  of the
  Ascension.  The  feehrigs  toward  this  man  and  this church
  will  he  holy,  God-gratif@,jng,  nitimate  enrichment  and a
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  guaranteed  trip  to  whatever  heaven  is  popular  at the
  moment.  It  will  be  a  most  carefully  orchestrated effort,
  and  we  shall  through  two  other  means  assure the
  connection. "
     He  turned  to  the  head  of  the  table.  "Mr.  Diaz, I
  impinge  upon  the  authority  of  Miss  Maxine  Stark, here
  at  my  left,"  he  gestured  to  the heavyset.
                                           ,  powerful woman
  with  daggers  for  eyes,  "who  is  charged  with  basic re-
  search  for  our,  ah,  group leaders."
     Maxine  Stark  nodded  slowly.  She  did  not  smile. She
  hadn't  smiled  for  years.  She  didn't  care  for  smiles ex-
  cept  in  the  models  she  used  for  the  worldwide cosmet-
  ics  sales  and  advertising  she  ran  for  Stavers Industries,



  for  the  chemical  products  pouring  into  Satterhill homes
  and  thousands  of  others.  She  made  her  decision to
  remain  as  silent  as  possible.  She  wanted  great heights
  through  Satterhill  and  Stavers,  and  she  didn't  need to
  mouth  off  to  achieve  that goal.
     "You're  doing  fine,  Mr.  Grayson,"  she  said, then
  looked  to  Diaz.  "He  speaks  -well  for me."
     Diaz  nodded.  "Stay  with  it, Grayson."
     "This  is  where  cosmetics  come  in.  We  already have
  the  controlling  interest  in  every  major  cosmetics  firm in
  this  country  as  well  as  seventy  percent  of  those  in  ot ther
  countries.  They  will  carry  our  advertising  on  radio., on
  television,  in  all  matter  of  publications.  Every product,
  from  lipstick  to  hairspray  to  aftershave  lotion,  will carry
  4K  dash  S.  The  advertising  is  critical  to  making the
  subliminal  connection  between  what  effects  this drug
  will  produce  and  the  goals ol       I the  Church  of the
 Ascension.
     "Now  we  attend  to  a  major  point.  We  are  behind the
  vast  mergers  in  global  media.  Weli  hidden  front even
  the  most  astute  financiers,  we  now  have  the majon        Ity
  control  of  Sony,  Bertelsmann  AG,  the  Australian News
  Corporation,  flachette  of  France,  Maxwell  of England
  as  well  as  Pearson  of  England,  and  we  are maneuvering
  into  a  control  position  of  Turner  out  of  Atlanta,  as well
  as  the  three  major  television  networks  in  this country.
  We'll  attend  to  the  smaller  syndicators  later.  We will
  hnvp  the  porwe'ded  hut  onlitmilina  interest  ;rt '111din
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  tapes,  discs,  and  home  videos.  This  will accomplish
  what  I  have  already described,"
     He  looked  at  each  person  in  turn.  "The  sum  total of
  all  this  is  to  bring  the  world,  as  individuals  and power
  groups,  to  support  the  Reverend  Stavers,  and  the Church
  of  the  Ascension  in  their  goal.  And  that  goal  is  to return
  man  to  the  moon  and  send  him  on  his  way  to  the planet
 Mars.
     Dwight  Grayson  had  intended  to  add  one  more point
  to  his  briefing.  But  he  noted  that  Dr.  Hammad Al-Binn
  had  stayed  religiously  away  from  the  subject,  that gaunt
  Sabbai  had  said  not  a  word  about  it,  and  he  judged he
  was  being  tested  to  see  if  he  could  decide  on  his own
  when  to  keep  his  mouth  shut.  If  Douglas  Stavers (and
  he  knew  the  true  identity  of  this  man),  or  Angus McIver,
  as  they  chose  to  refer  to  him,  wanted  nothing said
  about  the  chemical  substance  a  thousand  times more
  effective  than  4K  dash  S,  then  most  certainly  he wouldn't
  say  a  word.  But  he  couldn't  instantly  dismiss  the Etorphin
  Mark  Six  they  had  produced  under  a  secrecy  so tight
  that  even  mention  of  the  chemical  could  result  in pun-
  ishment  by  execution.  They  simply  called  it Goddess,
  an  innocuous  brand  of  perfume  they  had  kept  active as
  a  cover name.
     Goddess---or  Etorphin  Mark  Six-was  the  most po-
  tent  mind-altering,  mind-controlling,  substance  ever cre-
  ated.  As  a  pain-killer  it  was  on  the  order  of twenty
  thousand  times  as  effective  as  pure  morphine. Which
  meant  it  was  the  most  powerful  control  of  other men
  ever  devised,  greater  than  any  religious  faith  or fanaticism.
     Loaded  into  the  frangible  tip  of'  a  narcotic  dart and
  tested  under  every  condition  imaginable  it  had proven
  devastating,  A  single  dart  fired  into  the  skin  of  a charg-
  ing  African  elephant  killed  the  beast  before  it  lost its
  footing.  It  "froze"  crocodiles  to  utter  stupefaction so
  that  they  sank  to  the  bottom  of  a  river  and drowned
  because  they  never  carne  up  for  air.  The  test  against a
  great  blue  whale  ninety  feet  long  startled  the  test crew.
  They  fired  one  dart  from  a  helicopter  into  that massive
  hide  and  sent  the  greatest  creature  on  the  planet into
  throes  of  ecstav  and  drowning,  as  it  sank  heedlessiv into
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  the  depths.  It  turned  a  great  white  shark  into  an idiotic
  animal  with  its  killer  senses  shut  down  to zero.
    it  couldn't  be  used  in  pure  form  against  a human
  being.  Total  paralysis  and  death  resulted  instantly. But
  with  Goddess  diluted  to  acceptable  proportions they
  had  a  mind-control  device,  that  for  approximately three
  hours  before  it  wore  off,  brought  on  total obedience
  while  leaving  the  prey  in  full  control  of  cerebral func-
  tion.  Once  you  breathed  Goddess  in  no  more  than a
  vaporous  whiff,  for  the  next  several  hours  you were
  instantly  obedient  to  the  first  words  spoken  to you.
    Goddess  would  be  the  most  tantalizing,  barely dis-
  cernible  scent  of  perfume  in  the  Church  of  the Ascen-
  sion.  In  all  the churches.



    And  it  would  be  used  with  perfectly  diluted amounts
  for  key  leaders  of  government  and  industry throughout
  the world.
    Man  would  soon  be  started  back  to  the moon.
    And  then  to Mars.
    They  were  all  gone  save  Roberto  Diaz  and  Al Templin,
  The  two  men  secured  the  room  and  Diaz  brought  out a
  bottle  of  Suntory,  vodka,  favored  by  these  two, They
  drank  straight,  relishing  the  rare  moment  of easing
  down  from  razorsharp  alertness  to  others  about them,
    "That  was  quite  a  session,"  Templin  said  with ,in-
  disguised  admiration  to  Diaz.  Templin  kicked  off his
  shoes  and  raised  his  feet  to  the  table.  He  looked over
  his  glass  at  the  man  in  janitor overalls.
    "One  of  a  bunch,"  Diaz  acknowledged.  "We've got
  four  groups  just  like  this  Meworking  day  and night,
  None  of  them  know  about  the others,
    "Makes  sense."  Templin  acknowledged.  "Wipe out
  one  or  two  and  everything  keeps marching."
    "That's  the  idea."  Diaz  refilled  his  glass. "Funny
  thing, Al.
       hat.
    "I  don't  even  know  that  much  about  what's  behind all
  this.  I'm  running  tbe  shop  and  I'm  dealing  with shadows."
    "That  a  complaint?"  Ternplip's  eyes  narrowed slightly.
    "I-T-11  -  Qf-111-  111k  -1-i-  __  @@ -Mi   ...     ---1
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  times  over.  I've  got  power,  position,  a  great family,
  beautiful  women  in  three  cities,  and  a  goal.  No,  it's not
  a  complaint.  It  was  a  quirk  of  curiosity.  If  I  didn't know
  Doug  Stavers  personally  I  wouldn't  even  mention his
 name.
     "Well,  it's  no  secret  among  the  top  people  that you
  probably  saved  his  life  in  South America."
     "We  saved  each  other's  life  several  times,"  Diaz cor-
  rected.  "Marden,  also.  It  was  one  hell  of  a bloodbath
  down  there.  Out  of  every  six  people  on  both sides,
  maybe  one  came through."
     Templin  sipped  his  vodka  slowly.  "One  thing's crazy,
  for sure."
     Diaz waited.
     "We're  at  some  incredible  crossroads  of  history. A
  fork  in  the  road  for  the  human  race.  The  world's going
  through  some  wild  social  upheavals.  Society  is turning
  inside  out.  You,  me,  some  other  people,  we're  at the
  controls.  But  the  man  at  the  top  of  the  heap couldn't
  care  less  about  running  the world."
    " Well,  shit,"  Diaz  retorted,  "look  at  the  human race.
  They're  not  worth  it.  Not  the  masses,  anyway. Stavers
  decided  that  a  long  time ago."
     "But  .  .  ."  A  note  of  protest  sounded  in  that single
  Word  before  he stopped.
     Diaz  laughed.  "Maybe  I  should  ask  you  the same
  question  you  asked  me,  Al.  Did  I  hear  a  complaint get
  started  and  then  get  swallowed  before  it  came out?"
     Templin  joined  his  laughter,  but  it  was  cautious and
  guarded.  "No.  not  a  complaint.  You  know  me better
  than  that.  You  know  my  relationship  with  Stavers. He
  gave  ine  rny  life.  Not  just  eating  and  pissing  and breath-
  ing.  He  gave  me  meaning,  pride-the  whole goddamned
  ball  of  wax."  He  shook  his  head.  "Forget  it, Bob,"
     "So  let  me  ask  you  another  question,"  Diaz  said, his
  sudden  change  of  tone  reflecting  his  inner concerns.
    " Shoot. "
     "The woman."
     "Ah,  talk  about  a  loaded  question,"  Templin said
 softly.
     -V_  -1, --ki-a
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    "I  didn't  think  you  were.  The woman         he echoed.
  "The  doctor.  Beautiful,  young,  powerful, incredibly
  knowledgeable.  Speaks  more  languages  than  I  can count.
  A  surgeon  so  capable  she'd  need  a  hundred  years to
  leam  what  she  knows.  She  looks  maybe twenty-six,
  maybe  twenty-eight.  Probably  in  her  forties.  But  even I
 canI t  figure  it.  A  Jewish  doctor  who  comes  out of
  nowhere. "
    Templin  leaned  for-ward.  "My  job  is  to  look after
  Doug  Stavers.  I  do  my  job.  This  Jewish  woman doctor
  shows  up,  she  and  Stavers  are  like  two  wildcats stuffed
  into  a  sack  the  way  they  tear  after  one  another,  and I
  figure  she  is  not  going  to  be  alive  very  long.  It doesn't
  figure.  She's  more  than  just  a  woman.  Stavers  has al-



  ways  bad  women  clawing  over  hot  coals  just  to  get near
  him.  So  it's  a  hell  of  a  lot  more  than  that.  They're at
  each  other's  throats.  Nobody  does  that  with  Stavers and
  lives  very  long.  One  night  I  get  a  call  to  go  to the
  emergency  room;  the  infirmary.  I  get  down  there right
  away,  and  while  I'm  hotfooting  it,  I  figure  Doug has
  said  screw  it,  and  I've  got  a  dead  female  body  to  get rid
  of.  I  couldn't  believe  it.  I  find  Skip  Marden uncon-
  scious,  something  hurting  him  so  bad  he's writhing
  even  while  he's  out,  and  he  looks  like  sorne  devil's get
  inside  him  and  just  ripped  him  to  shreds.  We thought
  we'd  lose  him.  But  the  doctor-Rebeeca, Weinstein-
  does  thinjzs  nobody  understands,  and  theD  Marden is
  sleeping  Fike  a  baby,  and  when  be  comes  out  of  it the
  next  day,  be  feels  like  a  bulldozer  ran  overhim  a couple
  Of  times,  but  he's  okay.  Nobody  says  a  word,  not one
  word,  about  what  happened,  but  froin  that  day on
  everything  changed. "
    They  sat  in  silence  -for  several  minutes,  Diaz spoke
  finally.  "I  know  about  the  diamond., Al."
    "I  know  you do."
    I  was  with  him  when  we  took  that  mountain apart
  down  in  South  America.  I  didn't  make  the  trip  to India
  because  I  was  all  busted  up  and  in  the  hospital. From
  what  I  heard  it  was  a  good  thing  I  missed  that trip.
  Only  two  people  came  out.  Stavers  and Marden."
                                             11
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    "Everything  and  nothing.  Crazy  stories.  Wild stories.
  None  of  them  made  sense.  Fairy  tales, metaphysical
  crap.  Nothing  I  could  ever  really  understand.  I over-
  heard  stuff,  that's all."
   " What  kind  of  stuff?  I'm  not  probing, Bob."
    "The  diamond  of  the  messiah.  Stuff  like  that. Hitler's
  name.  Other  names  I  don't  even  remember.  I was
  busted  up,  on  morphine  to  keep  me  from  screaming. I
  needed  both  hands  to  keep  my  guts  from  spilling  on the
  ground.  I  wasn't  that  interested  in  anything  else.  All I
  know  is  that  there's  a  diamond  like  none  other.  I heard
  fire  and  ice.  No  sense  to  it.  I'm  repeating myself,
  damnit.  I  don't  like  to  do  that,  but  the  whole  thing is
 crazy.   Diaz  blinked  several  times.  "When  did Stavers
  get  religion?  That  question  I  would  love  to  get an-
  swered.  The  Reverend  Douglas  Stavers?  From  the man
  who'd  spit  in  God's  eve  and  kick  him  in  the nuts?"
    Templin  laughed.  "You've  said  it  all.  Nothing  to add,
  my friend."
    "Then  one  last  question.  Maybe  you  can  answer it."
   ,Tll  try.  I  really will."
    "What  the  hell  is  all  this  stuff  about  going  to Mars?"
    Templin  finished  his  drink,  put  down  the  glass slowly
  and  held  Diazs eyes.
   " I'll  be  fucked  if  I  know,"  he said.
 Chapter 16
    "Now  I  know  what  they  mean  by  Nordic  music.  It all
  comes  true  at  a  moment  like  this."  Rebecca Weinstein
  gestured  to  take  in  the  stunning  and  dangerous moun-
  tain  terrain  surrounding  them  on  every  side except
  directly  above.  "In  the  halls  of  the  mountain  king. The
  Valkyries.  Asgard.  I  can  see  how  the  gods  would have
  lived  here."  She  gripped  a  handbar  as  the helicopter
  took  a  heavy  blow  from  a  downdraft.  Massive peaks
  reared  all  about  them,  a  thin  reflected  silvery  trickle far
  below  indicated  a  narrow  stream  drawing  its  life from
  melting  snow.  Mists  and  snow  clouds  blew  across and
  down  from  the  crags  ;and  abutments,  while  the  blue sky
  high  above  mixed  and  churned  with  the  white  of rap-
  idly  passing  clouds.  "I  never  thought  it  would  be this
  ki@d  of  blue,"  she  went on.     "Slate  grey  or  Coppery or
  black  or  white  from  snow,  even  green  -from  fbrests, but
  not  this  kind  of  dark,  brooding blue."
    She  offered  a  quick  smile  to  Doug  Stavers.  "This is
  more  beautiful  than  I'd  expected.  It's  incredible. It's
  almost  as  if  we  were  on  a  different planet-"
    "Or  thrown  back  in  time  on  our  own world       ,  Stavers
  observed,  in  sharing  the  magnificent  vistas  through which
  they  threaded,  banking  and  turning  to  follow  the nar-
  rowing  walls  of  mountain-made  gorge.  He  looked ahead
  and  then  to  both  sides  of  their  helicopter,  shaking from
  the  steady  throb  of  choppy  air  spilling  down angry
  peaks.  "National  boundaries  didn't  mean  anything in
  those  days.  It  was  all  territorial  and  when  winter carne
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  even  that  concept  lay  buried  under  thirty  feet  of snow.
  Abetter  world, maybe."
     "I  should  be  surprised,  but  I'm  not, really,      she told
 him.
    11 Oh?"
     "I  expected  you  to  sass  me  a  bit,"  she  said, squeezing
  his  arm.  "That  old  saw  about  not  knowing  I  was so
  poetic;  something  like  that.  Now  I  discover  that not
  only  didn't  you  say  that  but  you've  been  having the
  same  kind  of  thoughts  I have."
     Stavers  nodded.  He  appreciated  beauty  and  above all
  he  appreciated  splendor  on  a  grand  scale.  He grinned.
  "If  you  look  hard  enough,  and  the  sun  is  just  right, and
  it  becomes  a  visible  beam  because  of  the  snow dust
  clouds,  you  might  even  catch  a  glimpse  of  the old-
  timers.  This  is  where  Thor  and  his  people  hung out."
     Her  laugh  was  music.  "Wonderful!"  she  cried aloud,
  clapping  her  bands.  She  turned  to  look  at  Skip Marden
  in  the  seat  behind  them.  He  sat  wide-legged, body-
  braced  against  the  turbulent  flight,  arms  folded across
  his  massive  chest.  What  held  her  attention  wasn't his
  physical  presence  but  a  sense  of  "faraway"  in  his eyes.
     "what  about  you,  Skip?"  she  asked gently.
     She  watched  a  man  she  had  never  met  or  even known
  existed.  Sadness  crossed  his  face,  and  in  the changing
  reflections  of  sky  and  cloud  and  sudden  mountain shad-
  ows  she  knew  something  deep  had  emerged.  "I've never
  been  here  before,"  he  said,  so  quietly  and  softly, his
  voice  barely  audible  over  the  hammering  punch  of en-
  gines  and  rotors  and  wind  that  even  Stavers  turned to
  look  at  him.  "Yet,  "  he  stopped  his  words,  watching a
  sudden  burst  of  sunlight  cascading  down  turnbled slopes,
  and  then  it  was  gone  with  a  rush  of  their  speed,  "I have
  the  sensation,  it's  crazy,  but  it's  so  strong,  that  I've just
  come  home.  I've  never  felt  such  a  ...  a,"  his eyes
  dimmed  for  an  instant,  "a  sense  of  belonging. "
     "Crazy  bastard,"  Stavers  poked  at  him,  then looked
  to  Weinstein.  "I  think  he's  off  on  reincarnation. Patton
 was-
     "General  Patton?"  she interrupted.
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  once  been  a  great  general  of  the  Roman  Empire, and
  had  come  back  to  fight  another  war."  Stavers  jerked a
  thumb  at  Marden.  "Now  he's  got  the  idea  that  he was
  probably  a  Viking  warrior  killed  in  battle  and  had his
  ass  hauled  to  Asgard  by  some  big-titted  Valkyrie," Stavers
  shrugged.  "Who  knows?  Maybe  it  was  right  in this
  same  gorge.  Maybe  a  rock  fell  on  his  head.  Maybe," he
  chuckled,  "you're  Cleopatra. Maybe--
     He  cut  off  his  words  as  their  pilot  motioned for
  attention.  "Straight  ahead,"  he  said,  pointing.  "The land-
  ing  pad.  They've  got  the  strobe  going,  just  as they
  said."  He  pointed  again  to  a  digital  readout whel         '_
  glowing  numbers  flashed,  blurred  into  motion, and
  stopped  again.  "That's  the  preset  code,  sir. Everything
  is  exactly  the  way  you  wanted it."



     "Take  it  down,"  Stavers ordered,
     Their  pilot  was  better  than  good.  He  had  to  be. Both
  Stavers  and  Marden  were  superb  helicopter  pilots and
  they  knew  what  this  man  was  fighting  in  wild updrafts
  and  downdrafts,  and  winds  that  burst  suddenly around
  crags.  In  this  kind  of  crazy  approach  and  landing, expe-
  rience  under  these  conditions  was  every  bit  as impor-
  tant  as  ordinary  skill  under  normal  conditions. They
  rocked  wildly  several  times  as  the  pilot  fought  the cur-
  rents,  lowering  steadily,  the  iet  engines  shrieking, and
  then  be  put  them  down  witb  a  solid  thump  onto the
  landing  grid.  He  signalled  to  several  men  standing at
  the  edge  of  the  platform.  They  ran  forward  and at-
  tached  holding  cables  along  the  undercarriage and
  tiedown  rings.  The  pilot  got  a  thumbs-tip  signall waited
  for  a  voice  confirmation  of  the  tiedowns,  and  killed the
  power.  He  turned  back  to Stavers.
     "I'm  supposed  to  reconfirm  the  moment  we  land and
  shut  down.  My  orders  are  to  remain  here,  keep the
  engines  warm,  be  ready  for  takeoff  whenever  you say."
     "That's  right,"  Stavers  told  him.  "What's  your fuel
 status? 11
     "Plenty  of  fuelplus  two  hours reserve."
     "Good.  If  voure  not  in  this  thing,  where  will you
 be?"
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   quarters  right  there,  sir.  Full  communications  to the
   installations  inside  this place."
      "Very  good.  What's  my name?"
     .1 Sir?"
      I  asked  you  what's  my name?"
      "Uh,  it's  on  the  manifest,  Right  here-"  He started
   to  look  at  his  notes  when  Stavers'  arm  shot  out  to lock
   on  his wrist.
      "Use  your  memory,  pilot.  Only  your memory."
      The  pilot's  eyes  were  wide.  "Uh  yes,  sir. You're
   Nelson,  Shelly Nelson."
      "And hers?"
      "Quinn,  sir.  Dr.  Roberta Quinn."
      "And  our  Viking  warrior  back there?"
      The  pilot  tried  to  smile  but  failed  and  settled  for a
   grimace.  "Alberto Degarmo."
      "Great.  We'll  see  you later."
      They  climbed  from  the  helicopter.  Three  men in
   Swiss  army  uniforms,  each  carrying  an  automatic rifle,
   met  them  on  the  landing  pad.  Their  ranking officer
   extended  his  hand.  "Colonel  Nelson,  welcome to
   Transvale.  I'm  Major  Johansen."  They  shook  hands and
   Stavers  introduced  "Quinn"  and  "Degarmo.  "  They walked
   through  huge  blast  doors-  as  soon  as  they  were through
   the  doors  they  closed  @7ith  a  ground-rumbling thud
   behind them.
      Stavers  spent  several  moments  looking  about them,
   at  the  smoothly  carved  rock  turmels,  the  heavy cabling
   that  ran  along  each  side  of  the  curving  walls,  the smooth
   floor  beneath  them.  Overhead  lights  were  more than
   sufficient,  and  be  noted  the  heavy  batterypowered back-
   ups  spaced  at  regular  intervals.  The  experienced eve
   works  quickly  and  he  knew  Marden  had  picked  out the
   same  details.  Loudspeakers.  Telephones  at  regular in-
   tervals  as  well.  Additional  blast  doors,  three  sets, al-
   most  invisible  in  their  slots  on  each  side  of  the descending
  tunnel.
      "When  was  this  built,  Major?"  Stavers asked.
      "I  wasn't  even  born  yet,"  Johansen  replied.  "It was
   started  in  1936.  The  king  and  his  ministers  knew even
   fbon  w@'(] n_@A              U"  fl.i,  f",  +1,-  --1  V--'1- -
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     "To  say  nothing  of  a  military  command headquar-
 ters,   Stavers added.
     "Yes,  sir.  That, too."
     "You  have  full  orders  about  us, Major?"
     Suddenly  everything  was  tight,  official, no-nonsense
  business.  I  do, sir."
     "Are  there  any restrictions?"
     "None,  sir.  My  orders  are  to  cooperate  fully  with you
  in  every way. 11
     "What  else, Major?"
     "Colonel  Quinn,  those  are  my  orders, period."
     "Excellent.  Let's go."
     "Yes,  sir.  Stay  close  to  me,  please,"  Johansen di-
  rected.  "We  have  a  rather  crooked  path  to  traverse  for a



  while.  This  way,  please. "
     A  hundred  yards  down  the  curving  tunnel carved
  from  solid  rock  they  stopped  before  a  large  and open
  elevator  platform.  "We  take  this  up  for  thirty meters,"
  Johansen  explained.  "There  are  stairways  on  each side
  of  this  lift  system,  but  we  won't  need  to  use them          '"
  They  stepped  onto  the  platform,  Johansen  worked a
  lever  and  they  rose  slowly.  "The  purpose  of  this  lift  is to
  continue  the  tunnel  after  the  safetv  margin  of these
  thirty  meters,  or,  essentially  one  hundred  feet.  In this
  manner,  if  we  were  ever  flooded  through  the main
  entrance,  and  all  three  barriers  were  breached, the
  water  would  still  have  to  rise  these  thirty  meters before
  it  could  continue  into  our systern,  -
     The  lift  stopped  and  they  walked  to  a  circular  area. A
  single  open  car  on  rails  stood  before  them.  I recom-
  mend  we  ride.  We  will  go  at  least  another  quarter mile
  inside  the  mountain  to  the  cryonics laboratory."
     They  took  their  seats  and  the  rail  car  glided  off si-
  lently  with  smooth  electric  power.  Stavers  studied the
  tunnel;  a  space  ran  between  the  rails.  Neat  and simple;
  he  knew  a  cable  stretched  beneath  the  car  to  the power
  source  well  beneath  them,  and  likely  the  main power
  source  came  from  hydroelectric  generators  near this
  particular  mountain.  Whatever  had  been constructed
  here  back  in  the  1930s  had  also  been  updated through
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  scanners,  infrared  detectors  and  even  the  blast doors
  that  could  slam  shut  to  close  off  this  rail tunnel.
    The  car  slid  to  a  stop.  They  walked  across another
  platform  and  entered  a  brightly  lit,  large  room  that was
  obviously  a  final  checkpoint.  Ail  doors  and  walls  were of
  thick  glass,  the  kind  that  could  take  a  direct  hit  from an
  artillery  shell  and  remain  unbroken.  Stavers  ran his
  fingers  over  the  glass.  "An  excellent  choice,  Major," he
  said  to  Johansen.  "The  same  material  we  use  in the
  deep-diving  submersibles.  Better  than  carboloy steel.
  We've  gone  down  to  better  than  thirty  thousand  feet in
  the  Marianas  Trench  with  this stuff."
    Johansen  nodded  slowly;  he  was  surprised  with this
  unexpected  recognition  of  the  armorglass  in  their secu-
  rity  facility.  "You  will  forgive  me,  I  hope,"  he  said,  a bit
  more  abruptly  than  he  intended,  "but  we  must confirm
  your  identity  patterns  here  with  what  is  in  the com-
  puter  systems. "
    They'd  expected  this;  Stavers  had  insisted  on  it. Pa-
  per  identification  in  the  form  of  passports,  cards or
  other  materials,  even  magnetized  documents, would
  not  suffice  here.  One  by  one  they  stood  before  a corn-
  puter  panel.  "Please  do  not  bLnk,"  Johansen told
  Weinstein.  "We  are  running  a  match  of  your retinal
  pattern."  They  went  from  the  retinal  test  to  body mass
  and  then  the  electromagnetic  signature  of  their three
 visitors.
    "Thank  you,"  Johansen  told  them  at  the  conclusion of
  the  tests.  "You  have  also  been  cleared  for  entry  to the
  inner chamber."
    They  followed  the  major  through  several  doors of
  massive  armorglass  and  came  to  a  dead  stop  before the
  final  doors.  No  one  bad  expected  to  see  a  great gold
  swastika  over  the entrance.
    "Major,  do  you  have  any  restrictions  on information
  you  may  give  to  us?"  Stavers  asked suddenly.
    "None, Colonel."
    Stavers  gestured  to  the  doors.  "Once  we  enter the
  cryonics  system,  are  there  any  restrictions  we may
 expect?"
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      "Who  pays  the  bill  for  this  package, Major?"
     "Sir?"
      "This  facilitv  has  been  maintained  at  peak efficiency
    since  1944,  Major  Johansen.  We're  talking  nearly  a half
    century  of  very  expensive  systems.  Who  pays  the bill?"
     " it  was  all  prepaid, sir."
     "When?"
      "The  year  you  mentioned. 1944.
      Weinstein  moved  for-ward  slightly.  "By  the Third
    Reich,  if  my  records  are correct?"
      "Yes,  Doctor.  They  are correct."
      "Who  runs  the operation?"
      "Why,  we  do,  Colonel.  As  you  can  see,  all personnel
    here  are  from  the  Swedish army."
      I  mean, inside."



      "You  will  see  for  yourself,  Colonel."  Johansen turned
    and  placed  both  hands,  palms  flat  against  a  metal plate.
    Laser  beams  flashed  briefly  to  study  his  retinal pat-
    terns.  The  last  doors  opened,  They  stepped  into  a gleam-
    ing  chamber  of  fluorescent  lighting,  antiseptic cleanliness,
    masses  of  piping  and  strange  equipment,  They walked
    slowly  through  a  strange  and  almost  alien  laboratory. At
    the  end  of  the  huge  room,  lined  with  steel  and plastic,
    they  saw  what  appeared  to  be  a  huge  thermos bottle
    with  armorglass  along  its  upper  surface.  Dozens  of ca-
    bles  and  pipes  ran  to  the  cryonic  capsule,  Power hummed
    all  about  them,  they  could  feel  it  through  the floor,
    almost  taste  the  electricity  in  the air.
      A  tall  man  came  forward  to  meet  them. Stavers.
    Marden  and  Weinstein  kept  their  reactions  under tight
    control  at  the  sight  of  a  Nazi  field  marshall  in full
    uniform.  The  officer  stopped,  clicked  his  heels  with a
    ringing  crack!  and  extended  his  right  arm.  "Heil Hit-
    ter,"  he  said  quietly,  immediately  dropping  his  arm  as if
    grateful  to  be  rid  of  the  necessary greeting.
      "I  am  Field  Marshall  Heinrich  Wolfson.  I  am in
    command  of  this  facility.  I  have  orders  from  my superi-
    ors  to  offer  you  absolutely  full  cooperation.  You," lie
    pointed  to  Stavers,  "are  Douglas  Stavers.  Your cover
    name  is  Shelly  Nelson.  You,"  he  stabbed  a finger
    !4f  Mpi-ripri  "Are  Steven  Marden.  known  also as
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      Skip  Marden.  Alberto  Degarmo  is  your  cover name,"
      Wolfson  looked  long  and  hard  at  Rebecca Weinstein,
      'You  are  not  Doctor  Roberta  Quinn.  Your  name -is
      Rebecca  Weinstein,  and  your  fame  as  a  surgeon  is very
      well  known  to  us,  I  had  not  expected  ajuden  name, but
      that  has  little  concern  to  me.  You  are  also  known as
      Doctor  Olga  Gustafson,  under  which  name  you prac-
      ticed  medicine  and  surgery  in  Switzerland  during the
      war  years.  Several  of  our  leading  officers  owe  their lives
      to  your skill."
      He  looked  at  the  stunned  face  of  Major  Johansen. "It
      is  all  right,  Major.  The  use  of  the  non  de  plumes was
      necessary  and  all  prearranged.  Gentlemen,  Doctor, this
      way,  please. "
      They  walked  to  the  cryonic  capsule.  Through the
      misty  air  of  nearly  three  hundred  degrees  below zero,
      they  stared  at  the  face  of  a  silent  Adolf Hitler.
      "Jesus  fuc-"  Marden  shook  his  head. "General     , is--
      "Field Marshall."
      "Whatever,  man.  Is  he  really  still alive?"
      "He is"'
      "Since  1944  be  has  been  here,"  Weinstein added.
      Wolfson  nodded.  "Correct, doctor."
      "Right  after  that  attempt  to  kill  him  in  July  of that
      year,"  Stavers  said.  "That  bomb  at  his headquarters
      meeting.  It  nearly  killed  him."  Stavers  moved  closer to
      the  armorgiass  to  study  the  figure  within.  "So  he must
      have  been  hurt  a  lot  worse  than  we  knew,  and you've
      been  keeping  him  on  ice  ever  since to-"
      Weinstein  touched  his  arm.  "Not  a  word  of  that is
      true.  Hitler  knew  of  the  bomb  attempt  before  it took
      place.  He  also  knew  his  generals  were  plotting against
      him. "
      "And  he  knew  the  war  was  lost,"  Wolfson  broke in,
      his  face  grim,  hardened  with  anger  at  the memory.
      "How  old  are  you,  Field  Marshall?"  Stavers asked,
      "Eighty-four,  Herr  Colonel.  And  I  am  in excellent
      health.  And  I  have  been  with  my  Fuehrer  all these
      many,  many years,
      "If  he  wasn't  hurt  when  he  was  placed  in  this cap-
      sule,  then,"  Stavers  said  slowiv.  his  mind  mrhina fr@
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  piece  it  all  together,  "then  biologically, physiologically,
  if  that's  correct,  he  is still-"
     Weinstein  finished  the  sentence  for  him.  "He  is fifty-
  four  years old."
     "Neat,"  Marden  added.  He  was  very  clearly unim-
  pressed  with  being  this  close  to  the  German dictator.
  "He's  screwed  up  the  war,  so  he  leaves  a  double  to take
  the  heat,  and  you  people  move  him  into  this super
  icebox  and  put  him  in  the  cooler  for  forty  or fifty
                                                      , years
  until  you're  ready  to  take  your  shot  at  a  new takeover.    11
     "Very  crude,  Mister  Marden,"  Wolfson  said,  his voice
  as  cold  as  the  cryogenic  systems  about  him. "Crude,
  unspeakably  insubordinate,  callous,  even  beyond re-



  demption, and--
     "But  accurate,"  Marden  snapped.  He  was leaving
  nothing  to  the  imagination.  He  didn't  like  Field Mar-
  shall  Heinrich  Wolfson  and  he  didn't  give  a  damn  for all
  the  Nazi  trappings  about him.
     Marden  turned  to  Stavers.  "It's  not  tough  to  figure it.
  We're  here  because  these  people,"  he  jerked  a thumb
  at  Wolfson,  "have  fucked  up.  They  got  their  bully boy
  on  ice  but  they're  afraid  to  snap  him  out  of  his popsicle
  coma  because  all  the  experiments  they've  made with
  other  subjects,  with  guinea  pigs,  if  you  like,  have failed.
  They  broke  up  into  ice  cubes  or  slush,  whatever, and
  soldier  boy,  here,  and  his  crowd,  are  convinced the
  same  thing  may  happen  to  Shicklegruber  and  all their
  years  of  waiting  go  right  down  the crapper."
     Wolfson's  face  was  a  dark  red  as  he  controlled his
  fury  at  the  insuff-erable  disrespect  of  the  big American.
  Stavers  loved  it.  "You  win  a  eigar,  Skip,  old  boy.  " he
 chortled.
     Wolfson  glared  at  Major  Johansen.  "I  will  not stand
  for  this!"  he shouted.
     "Fuck  you,  asshole,"  Marden  told  him,  not conceal-
  ing  his contempt,
     "I  have  my  orders,  Field  Marshall,"  Johansen said
  crisply,  unabashed  by  the  fury  of  the  German officer.
  He  seemed  to  draw  strength  from  Marden's callous
  indifference  to  Wolfson.  "And  with  all  due  respect, sir,
  I  remind  vou  that  uou  have  tiour  orders.  You will
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   cooperate  in  every  way,  without  hesitation,  with these
   people."  As  an  afterthought  he  threw  in  a  final, "Sir!"
     "But  ...  but  .  -  ."  Wolfson  spluttered  through  his an-
   ger.  "such  disrespect!  I  have never-"
    " Zip  it,  turdmlouth,"  Marden  barked.  He studied
   Hitler  from  as  close  to  the  glass  as  he  could  get. Stavers
   and  Weinstein  joined  him.  Behind  them  Wolfson trem-
   bled  with  his rage.
     Johansen  gripped  the  old  German  officer's  arm. "Lis-
   ten  to  me,  Heinrich,"  he  hissed.  "You  are  playing the
   fool!  That  woman,  I  do  not  know  everything  about her,
   but  we  have  been  told,  beyond  any  question,  she  is the
   only  doctor  in  the  world  who  can  bring  back  the Leader.
   The  only  one,  you  understand?  If  your  temper turns
   them  away  then  you  will  have  lost  the  Fourth  Reich its
   only  real  chance,  So  shut upf"
     Johansen  turned  in  silence  to  watch  the  three Ameri-
   cans  (although  there  were  strange  and  unanswered ques-
   tions  about  the  woman,  whose  past  disppeared  in a
   giant  matrix  of  contradictions).  Wolfson  was  well past
   his  own  time  for  death  and  he  mattered  little.  He was
   here  at  this  moment  for  facade  value.  Field Marshall,
   indeed!  Field  Marshall  of  a  ghost  army.  The real
   Wehrmacht  had  decades  before  been  chewed  and stran-
   gled  by  the  victorious  armies  on  German  soil, and
   millions  more  Germans  had  languished  and  many of
   them  died  in  the  Russian  prison camps.
     Yet,  "they"  bad  kept  alive  the  drearn  of  a Fourth
   Reicb.  The  Germans,  and  many  more  from  an interna-
   tional  community,  believed  that  Adolf  Hitler brought
   back  to  hfe-miraculousiv,  of  course,  and  still  at his
   "death  age"  of  fiffy-four  years-would  galvanize  tens of
   millions  of  people  fed  to  the  teeth  with  the  constant war
   bickering  of  the  world  since  Germany  collapsed  in the
   late  spring  of 1945.
     Strangely  enough,  "hey  cared  not  a  suit  for Hitler
   personally.  He  was  strictly  a  power  figurehead,  an erno-
   tional,  religious  figurehead  combining  magic  with the
   touch  of  God  by  bringing  him  forth  once  again.  If lie
   could  be  imbued  with  his  almost-satank,  powers  of cap-
   tivating  his  audiences,  there  wou,14  be  the onnortimitv
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  to  seize  and  hold  a  great  power  base  in  the  world, The
  idea  of  another  war  was  insane,  of  course.  But the
  threat  of  the  war  was not.
    Major  Sven  Johansen,  commanding  officer  of  the se-
  cret  mountain  redoubt  known  as  Transvale,  would have
  been  shaken  to  his  very  core  to  know  that  the Ameri-
  cans  studying  the  face  of  Adolf  Hitler,  agreed com-
  pletely  with him.
    But  for  different  reasons,  of course.
    "Can  you  do it?"
    Weinstein  turned  from  her  professional  study  of the
  instrument  readings  of  the  cryonic  capsule  back  to Doug
  Stavers.  He  caught  the  barely  perceptible  shake  of her
  head;  sudden  disappointment  fled  as  he  realized she
  wasn't  answering  his  question  with  a  rejection  of suc-



  cess,  but  wanted  him  to  hold  his  questions  until later,
    Stavers  shifted  his  conversation.  "So  we're running
  out  of  time,  then, Doctor?"
    "Time  has  become  Critical,"  she  said  tersely,  all pro-
  fessional  in  her  conversation,  She  motioned  for the
  German  general  and  the  Swedish  major  to  join them.
    "I  will  be  as  brief  as  possible.  Our  special  clinic iin
  Canada  is  the  best-equipped  facility  in  the  world to
  bring  this man  "I  she  gestured  to  the  caosule,  "back to
  life.  But  returning  hirn  to  a  living,  breathing  being is
  child's play-"
    "What?"  Field  Marsha!]  Wolfson  was  stunned with
  her  words  and  showed  it  physically  by  a  sudden palsy-.
  the  helpless  shuddering  of  emotional  excitement. He
  had  not  heard  such  words  for  many,  many  years. The-,
  idea  of  actually  talking  to  Adolf  Hitler  once  again! Mein
  Gott,  I  cannot believe-
    "Please.  Allow  rae  to  finish  without in.          t*
                                               terrup Ion,
  Weinstein  said  as  coldly  as  the  cryonic  systems about
 her.
    Wolfson  exercised  self-control,  bowed  briefly and
  clicked  his  heels.  Marden  could  be  heard  murmuring in
  the  background,  "Fucking  asshole."  Weinstein ignored
 him.
    "I  repeat,  reviving  this  man,  and  medically  be  is a
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   patient  to  me,  no  more  and  no  less,"  Weinstein went
  on, 11  is  not  difficult.  But  revival  and  sustenance  with a
   completely  normal  brain,  now  that  is  absolutely the
   key.  Without  success  in  this  area  we'd  be  kind  to  him to
   simply  shut  down  all  this  machinery  and  let  him lapse
   from  cryonic  coma  to  death  in sleep."
      Wolfson  could  not  contain  himself  "But  you  can do
   it?  Restore  him  with  that  great  mind  intact? Func-
   tional?  As  brilliant  as  he  was,  uh,  before .      His voice
   trailed away.
      "Yes,"  Weinstein  said  brusquely,  I  can.  I  can," she
   repeated,%Nith  a  sense  of  command  that  took  the others
   unawares.  She  turned  to  Stavers.  "We  must remove
   him  from  this,"  she  looked  about  her  with distaste,
  11  mausoleum.  During  that  move  there  must  not  be any
   interruption  with  the  power  systems  or  the continuity
   and  levels  of  temperature.  They  can't  vary  by more
   than  one  degree  plus  or  minus  or  we'll  take  damage we
   can't  handle. "
      "But  where  would  you  take  him?"  Wolfson called
   out,  almost  wringing  his hands.
      "Canada,  I said.
     "Canada?"
      "You  have  either  a  brain  disease  or  there  is  an un-
   usual  echo  in  here,"  Weinstein  snapped.  She looked
   directly  to  Stavers.  I  want  him  flown  as  soon  as possi-
   ble  to  the  Mannheim Institute."
      "Good  God,"  Johansen  said  to  match  Wolfson's sound
   of  despair.  "How  could  we  hide  such  a move?"
      "Major,  your  lack  of  imagination  is  stunning," Wein-
   stein  cut  into  the  Swedish  officer.  "Mannheim  is the
   world's  leading  center  of  hypothermia  research,  It is
   also  the  main  school  for  arctic  weather  survival  for the
   American  and  Canadian  military,  Cryogenic materials
   are  delivered  there  on  a  regular  basis.  One  more cry-
   onic  capsule  means  nothing  out  of  the ordinary.-
      "But  to  bring  a  man  back  to  life!"  cried Wolfson.
   "Surely  that  would  draw  attention!  It would-"
      "Be  quiet,"  Weinstein  snapped.  "We  have restored
   life  to  at  least  a  hundred  people  who  were clinically
 DARK MESSIAH
 213
  dead.  Science  has  come  far  since  your  stupid  war so
  long ago."
    She  sighed  with  unconcealed  exasperation  and impa-
  tience.  "Mister  Stavers,  if  you  please.  I  am  not  here to
  counsel  frightened  little  people,  and  we  are wasting
  valuable time."
    Stavers  picked  up  on  her  message  and  moved in
  closer  to  the  others  to  wrap  it  up.  He  concentrated as
  hard  as  he  could  and  could  feel  himself  exuding  a sud-
  den  flow  of  energy,  a  series  of  spasms  as  if  a  rock had
  been  tossed  into  a  silent  pool  and  sent  out  spasms of
  ripples.  He  threw  all  his  mental  force  into generating
  the  aura  that  had  mesmerized  so  many  people before
  this  moment,  that  had  brought  men  to  kill themselves
  for  the  love  of  Doug  Stavers,  that  had  twisted  even Skip



  Marden  into  a  jellied  pretzel  within  his  mind  and turned
  his  muscles  into  gnarly  ropes.  Stavers;  stood  inches away
  from  Wolfson  and  Johansen.  They  recoiled  physically as
  if  burned.  Stavers  concentrated  on  the  diamond pressed
  against  his  chest  and  the  two  men  before  him  felt a
  searing  mental  heat  from  this  man  who  bad suddenly
  become  so  frightening  to them.
    "Major  Johansen,  Sweden  is  party  to  an international
  arctic  research  program,  is  it not?-
    "Y-yes,  sir. -
    "Then  you  v-,ill  arrange  what  Doctor  Weinstein has
  just  told  you  is  required.  '[here  are  two long-range
  Boeings  with  full  cryonic  controls.  The  aircrafft  are pres-
  surized  and  equipped  to  maintain  internal  capsule tem-
  peratures  down  to  only  a  few  degrees  above absolute
  zero.  That  emphasizes  their  range  of  control.  You car-,
  bring  in  a  heavy-lift  helicopter  with  a  cabin sufficiently
  large  to  accommodate  the  cryonic  equipment,  the capsule
  and  liquid  nitrogen  supply  source.  You  will  fly that
  helicopter  to  the  nearest  field  capable  of  taking the
  Boeing,  and  waste  not  a  moment  in  transferring  to the
  Boeing.  The  aircraft  will  have  sufficient  range  to fly
  nonstop  to  the  Mannheim  Institute,  which  has  a nine-
  thousand-foot  runway.  Our  staff  will  meet  the aircraft.
  Even,thina  will  be  readv  and  waitftw  to  set  or) the
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  capsule,  and  we  will  then  commence  the  steps neces-
  sary  for, ah-"
     "Rejuvenation,"  Weinstein  broke in.
     Field  Marshall  Heinrich  Wolfson  had  never been
  given  so  many  orders  and  commands  in  more than
  thirty  years.  Instinct  and  ego  had  him  fairly bristling
  with  anger.  Several  times  he  started  to  object,  even to
  Shout,  and  then  a  look  into  the  eyes  of  Stavers; sapped
  his  energy,  leaving  him  weak-kneed  and  fighting for
 breath.
     It  is  almost  like  he  was  the Fuehrer               this is
  incredible.  When  I  first  met  Adolf  Hitler,  this  is exactly
  how  I  felt.  I  could  hardly  breathe,  my  heart pounded,
  my  legs  threatened  to  collapse ...
     Unbidden,  responding  to  an  overwhelming, surging
  joy  that  appeared  through  his  heart  and  soul  and his
  limbs  as  if  by  magic,  Heinrich  Wolfson  brought his
  heels  together  and,  shaking  with  his  turbulent  roil of
  emotion,  thrust  out  his  right  arm-not  to  Hitler,  but to
 Stavers.
     He  never  again  saw  the  face  of  the  man  to  whom he
  had  just  given  his  loyalty,  heart  and soul.
     Stavers,  Weinstein  and  Marden  were  already  at the
  far  end  of  the  cryogenic  facility  on  their  way out.
     Major  Johansen  ran  frantically  after them.
     Twenty  minutes  later  their  helicopter  lifted  from its
  mountain  pad  and  swung  down  the  twisting  deep gorge.
  Kebnakaise  Peak  vanished  in  the  mists  closing  the moun-
  tains  behind  them,  and  they  fled  in  the  Alouette to
  Kiruna  Airport.  The  Bae  146  was  off  the  ground in
  another  fifteen  minutes  and  heading  south  to Stockholm.
     Three  hours  later  they  were  in  Amsterdam, boarding
  an  Airbus  for  a  direct  flight  to  the  island  of  Malta  in the
  Mediterranean.  The  Airbus  usually  flew  from Amster-
  dam  to  Rome  on  its  route, but         1.  arrangements" had
  been  made  for  the  unscheduled  flight  direct  to Malta.
  They  deplaned,  the  Airbus  departed  immediately, and
  the  group  walked  into  the  cabin  of  their  own Skua.
     In  Stockholm  and  Amsterdam,  perfect  doubles of
  Doug  Stavers  led  teams  of  agents  on  long  and tedious
  drives  throuizh  the  local  countrvside.  In  Rome. another
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  surveillance  team  waited  with  growing  frustration for
  the  scheduled  Airbus  flight,  until  they  confirmed the
  airliner  would  not  land  at  that city.
    in  Malta,  another  surveillance  group  rushed  to the
  island  and  watched  through  powerful  telescopes  as Doug
  Stavers,  another  man  and  a  woman  companion went
  deepsea  fishing  in  a  chartered yacht.
    By  that  time,  one  Skua  was  flying  nonstop  from Malta
  for  a  scheduled  landing  at  Lajes  in  the  Azores, another
  Skua  had  departed  for  a  long-range  flight  to Newfoundland.
    In  the  third  Skua  to  depart,  Doug  Stavers  took his
  second  martini  slow  and  easy,  enjoying  his  usual Porto-
  fino cigar.
    The  Skua  flew  at  61,000  feet,  sharing  airspace with



  the  tri-weekly  Concorde  flights  running  north-south be-
  tween  Europe  and  South  Africa.  The  Skuds destination
  was  Bloemfontein,  the  judicial  capital  of  South Africa,
  where  Stavers  had  waiting  for  him  a  powerful  but pri-
  vate  military  strike force.
    He  had  plenty  of  tirne  to  ask  Rebecca  Weinstein for
  answers  to  hard  questiops,  Her  seesaw  manipulation of
  Stavers'  life  was  eroding  his  patience  to  the breaking
  point.  His  resolve  to  Dring  matters  to  a  head dissolved
  with  their  initial exchange.
    "Three  hundred  years old.-
    She  nodded,  a  brandy  in  her  hand. "Yes,"
    "I'd  'Like  to  believe that.
    "You  don't?"  She  siniled  at  him  in  her daninable.
  cat-and-mouse parrying.
    "I'd  like  to  believe  it,"  he countered.
    "You will."
    "How  manv  more  like you?"
    She  studied  him.  She  wasn't  play-acting.  He never
  missed  in 11.'s' Judgement  of  others  on  that  issue. "That's
  difficult  to  answer.  The  best  I  can  tell  you  is  that  for a
 while,--"
    "Be specific."
    "I  can't,"  she  said,  shaking  her  head.  "If  I could ' then
  I  would  be  specific.  I  can't  because  I  don't  have  all the
  answcrs;  to  all  the  questions  you're  ready  to  throw at
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     He  held  his  angry  retort  in  check.  "How  old  are ...
  these others?"
     "older. "
     He  raised  a  brow  and  sipped  slowly.  "Their health?"
     Her  laugh  came  easily  and  free.  "Excellent. Like
  mine. "
     "You  are  bedeviling  me, Rebecca.
     "I  do  not  intend  to.  In  absolute  honesty  that's  not my
  intention.  But  I  must  take  everything  step  by step."
     "Are  you  offering  me  this  same.  @  .  this  same lifespan?"
     A  minute  of  silence  held  between  them.  Then, barely
  audible,  she  said,  "Yes. "
     "When,"  he persisted,   11  will  I  know  this  will happeD?"
     No  delay  this  time.  "The  moment  you  recognize a
  picture  of  my father."
     "You're  as  crazy  as  a bedbug,"
     'It  may  seem  that  way,  but  what  I  just  told  you is
  true  and  absolutely accurate."
     "When  I  recognize  a  picture  of  your  father,"  he mused
 aloud.
     "Yes,"  she repeated.
     "That's insane."
     "It  is not."
     "Can  you  revive  Hitler?  Like  you  promised  that bunch
  of  weirdos  in  the  mountain?  I  mean,"  he stressed,
   revive  him  with  all  his  mental faculties?"
     "He  was  already  unbalanced  when  he  was  put into
  cryonic  coma,"  she  said,  her  tone  flat  and no-nonsense,
  "His  mental  state  is  speculation  at  this time."
     "But  you  can  bring  him  out  of deep-freeze?"
     "oh,  yes.  But,"  she  added  quickly,  "not  by  myself I
  need  one  other  element,  one  other  person,  who  is still
  being  prepared  to  make  it  all possible."
     Her  answer  rankled  him.  "Who  the  hell  is that?"
     She  squeezed  his hand.
     "You. "
 Chapter 17
    Yuri  Gagarin  eased  deeper  into  the  frigid  waters of
  the  North  Pacific.  The  16,000-ton  attack-and-strike sub-
  marine  of  the  Soviet  Naval  Command  rocked  gently as
  its  mass  penetrated  a  shelf  of  colder  water.  The motion
  was  barely  discernible  within  the  enormous  vessel span-
  ning  thirty-eight  feet  from  one  side  to  the  other  of its
  hull  and  as  great  a  distance  from  the  top  to  the bottom
  of  the  hull.  Despite  its  enormous  weight  and  its size,
  more  than  530  feet  from  rounded  nose  to almost-silent
  deep-running  screws,  Yuri  Gagarin  was  virtually unde-
  tectable  to  the  outside,  above  world.  Yet  the  huge sub
  was  not  isolated.  On  the  suiface,  twentv  miles  to her
  starboard,  cruised  a  Japanese  deep  ocean  fishing vessel,
  and  a  Soviet  trawler.  Both  vessels  were  part  of the
 11  three-dollar-bill  fleet,"  research  ships  and  fishiug trawl-
  ers  to  the  observer,  but  in  reality  ships  crammed from
  bow  to  stern  with  elaborate  electronic  and communica-
  tions  equipment.  On  this  blustery  night  each  ship knew
  the  precise  location  of  the.  other,  as  well  as  that  of Yuri
  Gagarin  far  below.  The  surface  vessels  trailed deep



  lines  with  which  they  used  maser  beams  lor unbroken
  communication  with  the submarine.
    The  presence  of  the  three  vessels  served  but one
  purpose,  and  that  was  to  provide  total  security  for a
  meeting  underway  within  the  captain's  spacious quar-
  ters  of  Yuri  Ga.-arin.  Tbe  submarine  captain  was no',
  pre.SeDt.  He  was  the  captain  and  plaved  no  part  it) the
  meeting  and  was  tinder  the  strictest  orders  never to
  know  anythin',  of  this  voyage  other  than  routine patrol.
                             217
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    Admiral  Bruno  Zhukov  chaired  the  meeting, although
  he  held  no  more  import  or  power  than  any  of the
  others.  Zhukov  looked  remarkably  like  his namesake
  from  the  Great  Patriotic  War,  when  his  distant cousin
  led  Soviet  forces  in  their  smashing  victories  over the
  invading  Nazis.  He  had  been  entrusted  with  this mis-
  sion  by  none  other  than  the  Secretary-General, and
  Gorbachev  had  spoken  in  his  usual  candid,  if  not some-
  times  harsh  manner,  with  his instructions.
    "Carry  out  this  meeting.  There  will  be  six,  and the
  American  government  is  cooperating  fully  with  us. No
  matter  what  may  happen,  except  for  your  own survival
  you  are  not  to  take  any  aggressive  action  against any
  military  move  against  you.  "  The  Secretary-General stud-
  ied  Zhukov.  "You  will  be  surprised  with  your contem-
  poraries.  Cameron  Vanderhoff  from  the European
  Common  Market,  so  we  will  have  full  interplay with
  western  Europe.  Cardinal  Lodovici  Tosca  from  the Vat-
  ican, and-"
    Zhukov's  words  burst  unbidden  from  his heavy-lipped
  mouth.  "Vatican?  The Vatican?"
    Gorbachev  smiled.  "Do  I  next  hear  you  ask  the fa-
  mous  Stalin  question  as  to  how  many  divisions  the Pope
 hasP-
    "No,  no  sir,  of  course  not, but-"
    "What,  Bruno, what?"
    "I  hold  the  impression  this  meeting  represents the
  leading  power  of  the  world,  sir,"  Zhukov  said quickly.
    "It  does.  But  divisions  do  not  count  in  this matter,
  and  the  Vatican  does."  The  Secretary-General  went on.
  "Harvey  Schlemmel  of  Israel."  Gorbachev  paused. "That
  one  doesn't  seem  to  surprise you."
    "No,  sir,  it  does  not,"  Zhukov  said  firmly.  "I know
  Schlemmel.  A  general.  A  former  commando,  a fighter
  pilot.,  a  brilliant  strategist.  And  the  man  who  has brought
  to  his  country's  arsenal  no  less  than  four  hundred atomic
  and  hydrogen bombs."
    "Including  at  least  one  such  bomb,"  Gorbachev said
  drily  in  a  mixture  of  annoyance  and  respect  for an
  adversary,  "in  every  Arab  and  Indo-European capital
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   Marsha  Pardue-the  only  woman  present--of  the Amer-
   ican  government,  and  do  not  underestimate  her. Fi-
   nally,  Chai  Honwu  of China."
      "Yes,  sir.  I  notice  Japan  is absent."
      "Yes.  Their  power  is  brittle  and  bloat.  A  nation to-
   tally  dependent  on  imports  is  not  a  lasting  power, They
   are  not needed."
      "May  I  comment,  sir?"  Zhukov  went  on  without in-
   terruption.  "I  am  surprised  there  are  no  Arab repre-
   sentatives. "
      "Don't  be  so  surprised.  The  Israelis,  as  we  have just
   mentioned,  hold  them  all  hostage.  Besides,  they can't
   agree  on  anything  among  themselves  anyway,  and they
   are  totally,  impossibly  incapable  of  keeping  anything a



   secret. "
      "Yes, sir.
      "When  you  are  through,  Bruno,  report  back  to me
   immediately,  and  personally,  and  do  not  discuss any-
   thing  with  anybody  until  after  you  make  your  report to
   me.  Good  sailing,  my friend."
      Zhukov  saluted  and left.
      And  now  he  sat  at  the  conference  table  800 feet
   beneath  the  black  Pacific  Ocean.  Cameron Vanderhoff,
   even  wearing  the  comfortable  jumpsuit  ordered  for them
   all,  might  have  been  ready  to  attend  an  evening ban-
   quet.  Tall,  silver-haired,  masculine,  si-nooth,.  and  a mas-
   ter  at  negotiations,  he  was  the  perfect  selection to
   represent  the  polyglot  mixture  of  western Europe.
   Zhukov  had  been  assured  he  spoke  for  them all.
      The  Cardinal  baffled  him.  Fiery  red  hair  remained in
   a  shock  atop  a  man  sixty-eight  years  old; exuberant
   freckles  and  flashing  eyes  inade  hirn  seem  twenty years
   younger,  and  he  was  obviously  unaccustomed  to any
   authority  save  that  of  the  Vatican.  He  wore  the obliga-
   tory  jumpsuit  but  he  had  placed  atop  that  bright red
   growth  a  cardinal's  skullcap.  Ridiculous  though  it might
   be,  it  said  inuch  for  the  strength  and  some  secret hand
   this  man  might play.
      Harvey  Schlemrnel  was  no  stranger.  Through the
   Middle  East  he  was  known  as  the  "Clint  Eastwood of
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  tactician,  and  recklessly  contemptuous  of  those opposed
  to  Israeli  ambitions,  and  anxious  to  back  up contentious
  exchanges  with  firepower.  Yet,  this  tall  and leathery
  man  was  a  good  friend  of  Zhukov.  Years  before, thev
  had  joined  forces  in  secret  missions  within  Iran ana
  Iraq  and  formed  a  bond  between  true  professionals and
  courageous  men.  Schlemmel's  danger  was  that  he was
  ready,  even  eager,  to  go  to  war  at  the  drop  of  a fig.
    Marsha  Pardue  was  a  mixture  of  blue-steel  hair, an-
  gry  dark  eyes,  a  trim  figure,  clearly  an  athlete  in excel-
  lent  condition,  and  a  computer  and  electronics genius.
  She  had  risen  to  the  rank  of  major  general  in the
  Marine  Corps  of  her  country  before  being  tapped for
  service  directly  from  the  White  House.  Zhukov appre-
  ciated  women  of  such  extraordinary  talent  and strength:
  she  ave  no  quarter,  asked  for  none,  and  spoke  with the
  tongue  of  a  clever viper.
    Finally  there  remained  only  Chai  Honwu. Zhukov
  disliked  him  intensely  on  first  sight.  He  was  the abso-
  lute  antithesis  of  Pardue;  he  was  soft,  almost  jellied in
  his  flabby  skin,  a  pasty  white-yellow  in  hue,  with slitted
  eyes  that  seemed  closed  from  pus.  His  lips  were always
  moist  and  he  seemed  to  cringe  if  he  stood  or  sat. Yet
  Honwu  must  not  be  held  in  less  respect  than  his fierce
  reputation  as  a  bloodspilling  hardliner.  This  soft pillow
  of  a  man  had  swept  Communist  forces  in  spraying blood
  through  the  sudden  burst  of  democratic  nonsense that
  wracked  China  back  in  1989.  China's  leaders  had abso-
  lute  faith  in  this man.
    One  other  man  cornmanded  their  attention. Unfortu-
  nately,  this  American,  Douglas  Stavers.  was  not present.
    But  be  was  the  reason  they  bad  all  gathered  in so
  secretive  and  powerful  a group.
    Everyone  knew  before  boarding  Yuri  Gagarin that
  no  matter  what  they  said,  no  matter  what agreements
  were  reached,  their  sole  purpose  was  to  muster  all their
  strength  and  abilities  to  kill  Douglas Stavers.
    "We  have  killed  him  three  times!"  Cardinal Lodovici
  Tosca  slammed  his  hand  a,,ainst  the  conference table,
                        DARK MESSIAH                      221
   turning  his  hand  painfully  red  from  the  impact. His
   physical  action  and  torrent  of  angry  words demanded
   their  attention,  as  ridiculous  as  was  his  statement of
   thrice  sending  Douglas  Stavers  to  his maker.
     "That  is  patently  ridiculous,"  observed Cameron
   Vanderhoff.  He  was  long  accustomed  to  fiery outbursts
   and  afforded  them  no  more  consequence  than the
   thoughtless  anal  droppings  of  birds  in  public parks.
   "You  do  not  kill  anyone  more  than  once.  May  I suggest
   you  clarify  this  muddled remark?"
     "You  are  a  fool,"  Lodovici  snapped.  "Do  you not
   believe  I  can  separate  childish  fiction  from actuality?
   On  three  separate  occasions  we  tracked  and  we located
   this  demon  Stavers.  He  was  twice  killed, individually,
   by  gunfire,  and  on  the  third  occasion,  strictly obeying
   my  orders,  he  was  held  down,  killed  by  knife blade,
   and  his  heart  torn  from  his  chest,  I  returned  it person-



   ally  to  the  Vatican  in  a  steel  box.  Yet,"  and  his face
   twisted  in  angry  futility,  "two  weeks  later  Douglas Stavers
   was  seen  in  Salt  Lake  City,  giving  a  sermon  to more
   than  ten  thousand  people  packed  into  that enormous
   glut  of  a  sacrilegious  church  they-his  group; whomever!
   -built  in  that city."
     "He  is  no  demon,"  Marsha  Pardue  observed.  "He is
   a  man,  no  more  and  no  less,  despite  the  tendency 0
   your  office  to  imbue  anyone  with  demonic  or satanic
   powers,  Any  fool  would  conclude  there  are  many of
   these  Douglas  Stavers persons.   11
     "It's  not  difficult,"  Zhukov  said pleasant   , IV,  yet an-
   noyed  so  much  attention  was  being  paid  to th     e obvious.
   "There  were  at  least  eight  absolute  replicas  of walking,
   talking  Adolf  Hiders.  Several  times  we  were convinced
   we  had  killed  off  that  maniac.  Each  time  we were
   wrong.  Not  until  we  gathered  his  remains  from the
   Berlin  bunker  were  our  pathologists  convinced  we had
   finally  seen  his end."
      "Ifere  in  this  gathering,"  Chat  Honwu  observed with
   a  sibilant,  wet-lipped  hiss,  "you  give  the  ghost much
   substance.  May  we  proceed  with  more  pressing matters?"
      "As  soon  as  we  are  in  agreement  with  what  we face,"
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   used  plastic  surgery,  exquisite  training  and whatever
   other  means  necessary  to  create  duplicates  of himself
   Each  duplicate  has  a  specific  goal.  There  is  only one
   Stavers.  He  has  to  date  eluded  us  all." Vanderhoff
   turned  to  the  Israeli.  "General  Schlemmel,  am  I correct
   in  saying  that  you  at  one  time  encountered  the original
   Stavers?  The  real  article,  so  to speak?"
      Schlemmel  nodded,  his  gaunt  features surrounding
   deepset  eyes.  He  spoke  in  a  gravelly  voice,  the  result of
   an  old  injury.  "Yes.  In  South  America.  We  had  a pow-
   erful  combat  force  there  to  hunt  down  and destroy
   Stavers."  Schlemmel  laughed  gently.  "As  did  the mili-
   tary  forces  of  our  unhappy  Catholic,  here.  And  a Blue
   Light  brigade  of  the  Americans.  We  were  there, it
   turned  out,  all  for  different  reasons  but  seeking the
   same man.
      "You  did  not  succeed?"  Honwu  queried,  knowing the
   answer  in  detail  before  asking  his question.
      "He  tore  us  all  to  little  pieces,"  Schlemmel replied,
   no  apology  in  voice  or  expression.  "He  did  not escape
   our  combined  forces.  He  devastated  us  and  left  at his
   leisure.  If  our  combined  intelligence  proved  correct, be
   next  appeared  in  India,  and,  disappeared  just as
  mysteriously.-
     11  Stop,  stop!"  Zhukov  broke  in.  "You  are  all avoiding
   why  we  are  here!"  He  pointed  a  finger  at Cardinal
   _1  osea.  "Your  expertise  is  the  church.  Religion  and God."
      "About  which  you  know  nothing,"  Tosca  replied  in a
  half-snarl.
      He  failed  to  irritate  the  Russian.  "Granted.  I know
   nothing  of  statues,  icons,  mass  wailing  and  ghosts. That
   is  your  province.  Will  you  please  report  to  us  on the
   area  you  know  the most?"
      Tosca  nodded,  self-control  again  dominant.  If  he must
   speak  with  these  heathens,  at  least  it  was  at  the express
   desire  of  the  Pope  himself.  Tosca  took  a  deep breath,
   considered  referring  to  his  notes  and  rejected them;
   better  to  keep  it tight.
      "This  Church  of  the  Ascension,  as  it  is  called,  is a
   heathen  possession  of  this  man  Stavers.  Oh,  not di-
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  he  has  throughout  the  world.  There  are,  at  the last
  examination,  no  less  than  one  hundred  and eighty-two
  such  churches  in  the  United  States  alone.  They have
  spread  like  wildfire  through  Latin  and  South America.
  Much  more  dangerous,  as  Rome  sees  this  issue,  is their
  explosive  outgrowth  in  the  Asian  areas.  India seerns
  stunned  by  the  variation  of  this  Ascension;  the priests
  are  regarded  as  true  messengers  of  some  gospel that
  guarantees  their  path  to  Heaven.  I  am  not familiar
  completely  with  this  diversity  and  management, but
  what  is  conclusive  is  that  it  is  masterful  in  the psycho-
  logical  sense,  it  already  has  hundreds  of  millions of
  dedicated  followers,  it  is  supported  by  seemingly un-
  limited  funds,  and  it  brings  together  this disgusting
  religious  prattle  with  the  very  hardline  goal  of  flying to



  the  moon  and  to  the  planet  Mars."  Tosea  drummed his
  fingers  on  the  table.  "In  short,  Stavers'  religious  army is
  plentiful,  powerful,  growing  explosively,  it  is  now a
  great  political  and  economic  giant.  Stavers  seems to
  appear  everywhere.  The  same  man,  physically identi-
  cal,  speaks  flawlessly  in  at  least  two  dozen languages."
     Marsha  Pardue  slipped  in  a  comment  waiting  to be
  dropped  on  the  table  like  a  cement  overshoe.  "And he
  is  culling  the  best  of  the  other  religions,  sweeping them
  up  as  if  he  has  some  enormous  vacuum  cleaner, from
  the  other  churches  into  his.  One  more  thing," she
  gestured  quickly  to  stave  off  an  angry  retort  from Tosea,
  "his  church  promises  no  miracles.  That  is  the strangest
  of  all.  He  preaches-he  or  whoever  appears  to be
  S  tavers-pre  aches  the  sanctity  of  the  Spaceship Earth.
  He  is  against  the  odious  outpourings  of industry      i
                                                    . poison-
  ing  the  planet.  He  and  his  minions  preach  that salvation
  lies in" reaching  other  shores  that  lie  across  the  sea of
 space.
     She  offered  a  rare  smile  to  Tosca,  "Forgive  my out-
  burst,  Cardinal.  I  must  add  another  point.  There  is now
  an  overwhelming  cry  in  the  United  States  to divert
  many  billions  of  dollars  from  our  military  programs  to a
  renewed,  dav-and-night,  no-holds-barred, hang-the-
  expense  space program.
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  is  doing  has  great  merit.  Less  military  spending. Less
  weapons.  No  sanctimonious  bullshit  from  the estab-
  lished  religions.  Work  for  the  safety  and  future  of this
  world.  Cleaning  house  from  the  false  prophets.  I find
  what  he  is  doing admirable."
     I  would  expect  that  from  a  Jew,  "  Cardinal  Tosca said
 coldly.
     "Bravo!"  seblemmel  exclaimed.  "Now  we  know where
  you  stand.  Protect  the  sanctity  and  the  wealth  and the
  power  of  Rome  at  any  cost,  even  if  this  Stavers  is a
  hundred  percent  right  and  Rome  is  a  hundred percent
 wrong.
     "Enough!"  Zhukov  bellowed.  "Collect  your thoughts
  and  control  your  tempers,  please!  I  talk  now.  You lis-
  ten.  To  the  devil  with  your  competing  desires. Stavers
  counts.  What  Stavers  does  counts.  Why  he  does what
  he  does  is  criticalfor  us  to know."
     "Answer  is  very  simple,"  Chai  Honwu  slipped into
  the  momentary  silence.  "Why  you  are  so  worried? This
  man,  Stavers,  he  wants  to  go  to  die  moon?  Send him,
  then.  He  wants  to  go  to  Mars?  Send  him  to  Mars.  He is
  taking  control,  as  we  understand,  of  rocket companies.
  He  is  taking  control  of  those  who  build  great motors
  and  boosters.  He  is  paying  high  wages.  Perhaps  he is
  mad.  Perhaps,"  Honwu  shrugged,  "he  is  a  genius. But
  if  you  help  him  and  send  him  to  Mars,  he  is  no longer
  of  any  concern  to  us.  He  is  goodbye  and  he  is good
  riddance.  What  is  your problem?"
     "Our  learned  gentleman  may  have  a  point  we have
  failed  to consider,    said  Cameron  Vanderhoff. "The
  French  government,  which  has  a  powerfial  space capa-
  bility,  has  signed  contracts  with  Stavers'  people. They
  have  offered  to  launch  whatever  he  wishes  for  him from
  the  South  American  coast,  from  French  Guiana.  He is
  paying,  as  the  Americans  say,  top  dollar,  The French
  are  wildly  enthusiastic  for  him.  He  has  been  invited to
  visit  the  country."  Vanderhoff  studied  the  group. "And
  I  recommend  to  you  that  when  and  if  that happens,
  absolutely  no  attempts  should  be  made  against  his health
  or  his  life.  We  have  been  told  as  you  are  now being
     @ 11
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  person  and  his  office,  "that  if  such  a  grave  error  were to
  occur,  France  will  launch  at  least  fifty-seven  large mis-
  siles  with  thermonuclear  warheads  into  the  major cities
  of  the  world,  without  regard  to  friend  or foe."
    "The  French  are  mad,"  Zhukov spat.
    "They  have  always  been  mad,"  Vanderhoff admitted.
    "And  they  can  do  just  what  we  have  been told,"
  Pardue added.
    "Admiral  Zhukov,"  Schlemmel  inquired,  leaning for-
  ward  to  look  directly  at  the  Russian,  "what  is Moscow's
 position?"
    "Assassination  is  idiotic,"  zhukov  rumbled.  "As idi-
  otic  as  what  we  have  heard  from  our  Cardinal here.
    "Watch  your  mouth!"  Tosca snapped.



    "Be  quiet,"  Zhukov  replied  quickly,  determined to
  yield  no  more  slack  to  the  Catholic  firebrand.  "I tell
  you  right  out,  my  maniacal  priest,  that  the  French have
  included  the  Vatican  high  on  their  list  for  a  one mega-
  ton warhead."
    "Perhaps  we  should  let  him  rave,"  suggested Chai
  Honwu.  "The  consequences  are  obvious.  The firestorms
  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  in  Rome,  What  a  great mo-
  ment,"  he  lisped,  "for history."
   " Okay,  that's  enough  for  this  Pompei Revisited,"
  Schlemmel  broke  in,  "Does  Stavers  present  a  threat to
  us  with  his  call  to  arms  for  selected  members  Of the
  human  race  to  swim  to Mars?"
    His  question  unbalanced  them.  Nobody  had  an an-
  swer  to  that  specific  item.  "He  is  creating  a  vast new
  religious  rnovement-"  began  Cardinal  Tosca,  who was
  cut  short  at  once  by Vanderhoff.
    "Cardinal, please,    he  said  in  tones  clipped  and dip-
  lornatic.  "The  question  is valid."
    "He  threatens  nothing,"  Zhukov  tossed  onto  the ta-
  ble.  I  believe  Miss  Pardue  will  agree.  America and
  Russia  are  the  leading  space  giants  of  the  world. Stavers
  enhances  our  programs.  He  has  offered  even  to add
  financing  to  them  through  his  church.  Cardinal, no
  offense  is  meant,  but  this  Church  of  the Ascension
  promises  more  than  one  hundred  billion  dollars  to ad-
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   advance  to  Mars,  all  at  the  same  time."  Zhukov ges-
   tured  to  Marsha  Pardue.  "If  I  have misrepresented,
   please  correct me."
     "You  have  spoken  accurately,"  Pardue  confirmed. "But
   I  add  to  your  remarks.  Stavers'  industrial  groups have
   already  bought  up  controlling  stock  interests  in  a dozen
   of  our  largest  aerospace  firms.  What  is  baffling  to  us is
   that  he  hides  nothing  and  has  even  invited  in  the gov-
   ernment  to  see  everything  they  are  doing.  And the
   more  people  he  brings  into  his  sphere  of  influence, the
   more  support  he  gains,  and  the  greater  the  effort exerted.
   it  makes  the  old  Apollo  program  look  like  a  swim  in the
   old  fishing  hole  instead  of  crossing  the Atlantic."
     Lodovici  Tosca  sneered.  "All  this  rush!  This madness!
   God  had  shown  us  the  way  to  outer  space.  His sched-
   ules  do  us  well.  We  do  not  need  this  madman Stavers,
   and  his  sacrilege "
     Harvey  Schlemmel  burst  into  laughter.  "God has
   given  us  a  schedule  from  heaven?  Cardinal,  you're a
  fruitcake. 11
     Zhukov  chuckled.  "The  church  always  has  its answer.
   My  hero  is  Bruno Garabaldi."
     Cardinal  Tosca's  lasbback  to  the  Israeli  died unborn
   as  he  heard  Zhukov's  words.  "Your  hero  is  a great
  Catholic? 11
     "Of  course.  He  lived  about  the  year  1500.  A learned
   man,  a  scientist,  a  brilliant  man.  He  insisted  that the
   earth  revolved  about  the  sun,  The  church  cried sacri-
   lege.  It  was  the  other  way  around.  All  the heavens
   orbited  the  earth.  So  they  solved  the  problem with
   characteristic  Catholic efficiency."
     "Right,"  Schlemmel  chuckled.  "They  burned  him alive
   to  rearrange  the heavens."
     "We  will  be  in  San  Francisco  before  this meeting
   gets  to  the  point,"  Vanderhoff  said  with  a  touch of
   contempt.  "You  babble  like  the  Arabs.  Smoke  and fury
   and  insults.  Is  nose-picking  next?  I  propose  we query
   this  group  one  by  one  for  an  answer  to  the question
   raised  earlier.  Is  the  activity  of  Stavers  to  create  a vast
   new  space  capability,  and  go  on  to  the  moon  and Mars,
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     Silence.  Several  murmurs  of  "No."  Mostly  a slight
   shake  of  the head.
     Vanderhoff saw     that  he  had  clamped  his personal
   hold  on  the group.   He  snatched  at  the  situation, caught
   Zhukov's  eye and     received  a  nod  from  the  Russian to
   run  with  the ball.
     "Stavers' group    has  gathered  to  itself  an enormous
   industrial plant",  Vanderhoff  said,  more  solemnly than
   he  intended.  "Everything  from  steel  to  aircraft, appli-
   ances  to  vehicles,  ships to-"
     "Yes,  yes,  we  know  what  comprises  an industrial
   plant,"  Zhukov  pushed  him.  "The  point,  sir,  the point!"
     Vanderhoff  cruised  slowly  right  through  Zhukov's im-
   patience.  "Stavers  has  also  gained  control  of  an enor-



   mous  share  of  the  world  media.  This  is  far more
   dangerous  than  industrial  or  corporate  stock  control. I
   need  not  discuss  all  these  elements.  A  list  is  available to
   you.  Suffice  to  say  his  control  of  the  media, worldwide
   and  in  many  aspects,  from  print  to  television,  also con-
   trols  the  thinking  of  literally  several  billion  people. He
   is  a  hero  without  a  political  cause  and  the  key ingredi-
   ent  to  belief---overwhelming  repetition  and repetition
   through  a  variety  of  ways  of  saving  the  same thing-is
   handled  with  consummate  ftlast@ry.-  Vanderhoff tapped
   his  pen  against  the  table.  "So!  Let  us  dismiss  our niud-
   dling  about  Stavers'  control  of  space  boost capability
   being  of  any  harm  to  us.  Let  us  even  admit  that  the rise
   to  power  of  his  Church  of  the  Ascension  is  no threat
   save  that  to  other  religious  groups."  Vanderhoff looked
   directly  at  Lodovici  Tosca.  "The  Catbolic  Cburch  is, if
   nothing  else,  superbly  equipped  and  experienced at
   surviving  everything  from  famine  to  pestilence  to wo;ld
   wars.  They  are  hardly  in  danger  of  sinking  ftorn siglit.-
     "May  1?  Briefly?"  Marsha  Pardue  gestured  for atten-
   tion  and  the  floor;  Vanderhoff nodded.
     "We  are  all  treading  on  fragile  eggshells  in  this meet-
   ing."  She  spoke  quietly  but  with  a  sure  grasp  of her
   position  that  demanded  attention.  "I  don't  care, my
   government  really  doesn't  care,  what  Stavers,  or his
   many  duplicates,  does  with  their  church.  So  far thev
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  institutions,  including,"  and  she  looked  meaningfully at
  Tosca,  "paying  their  required  taxes.  But  even  that is
  not  the  issue.  I  could  occupy  you  for  hours  with the
  manner  in  which  paramilitary  forces,  obviously con-
  trolled  through  Stavers,  have  struck  devastating blows
  against  the  most  powerful  international  drug cartels.
  They  have  killed  hundreds  of  these  vermin.  They have
  destroyed  untold  quantities  of  narcotics.  Now,  we, my
  government  cannot  prove  this  is  the  work  of Stavers'
  forces,  but  when  something  walks,  talks,  waddles and
  looks  like duck-"
    "It's  not  a  water  buffalo,"  Schlemmel  finished  for her.
    "Good  enough.  Permit  me  a  few  more  moments, Mr.
  Vanderhoff,  for  I  feel  we  must  get  to  the  hard  nut  of all
  this.  We  have  plenty  of  staff  subordinates  who will
  compile  for  us  all  the  data  we  need  on  the monopolistic
  activities  of  Stavers.  Those  are  numbers,  they comprise
  fiscal  quantities,  goods  and  services,  and  there  is no
  secret  to  them.  Even  Stavers'  dominance  of  the rocket
  launch  cai)ability  is  no  secret  and  we  can  have  all the
  numbers  we  wish  at  any  time  we  wish.  And  the more
  we  deal  with  these  statistics,"  she  stressed heavily,
  looking  at  each  person  in  turn,  "the  more  we  avoid the
  real  issue  why  we  are here."
    Silence  trailed  her  remarks.  Based  on  their expres-
  sloris  she  knew  she  had  struck  home.  They  had  all been
  skirting  the  issue  no  one  wanted  to  introduce.  It  was so
  ridiculous  it  seemed  part  of  some fantasy.
    But  it  wasn't,  as  they  all  knew  only  too well.
    "May  I  suggest-no.,  I  insist-that  we  put  aside the
  smokescreen  our  words  have  generated  ever  since this
  1-1-leeting  began,"  she offered.
    Lodovici  Tosca  bristled.  "And  what  do  you  mean by
  thatP  Do  you  suggest  I  arn  here  as  a  facadeP  That  I play
  a  role  of deception?"
    "You  bet  your  sweet  Catholic  ass  you  do," Schlemmel
  snapped,  catching  the  others  by  surprise.  "Why don't
  you  just  shuck  all  this  crap,  anyway?  You  think that
  stupid  little  skullcap  is  a  mystery  shroud?*'  The Israeli
  looked  at  the  others  in  a  broad  sweep  of  the  room. "He
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      the  Vatican.  Oh,  no,"  Schlemmel  taunted  Tosea. "That
      son  of  a  bitch,  and  I  call  him  that  with  respect he's
      earned,  is  the  leader  of  the  group  known  as  the Second
      Six  Hundred.  it's  one  of  the  hottest. best-equipped
      fighting  strike  teams  in  the world."
      "The  Second  Six  Hundred?"  queried  Chai Honwu.
      What  was  the First?"
      Schlemmel  grinned,  "You  could  ask  Puccini over
      there,"  he  stabbed  a  finger  at  the  cardinal,  "but  he'd lie
      to  you.  The  first  group  was  led  by  the damnedest
      woman  you  ever  saw.  Rosa  Montim.  Sworn  to  the Vati-
      can  to  find  and  kill  one  Douglas  Stavers  and  to  get from
      him  what  the  Vatican  calls  the  Stone  of God."



      Cold  seeped  through  the  room.  "There," Se     ' hlemmel
      went  on,  "it's  out.  It's  on  the  table.  Why  we  re really
      here.  Because  we're  all  seared  shitless  of something
      called  The  Messiah  Stone,  and  Stavers  has it  ,  and the
      Vatican  is  having  shitfits  about  not  having  it,  and they've
      tried  everything  to  get  it.  That  First  Six HundredO
      Stavers  took  them  apart,  ate  them  for  lunch, destroyed
      them.  He  had  a  hell  of  a  'love  affair  going  with Rosa
      Montini and- "
      "You  son  of  a  bitch,  you  lie!"  Tosca shouted.
      .,-and  when  he  was  through  with  her,  he  killed her
      and  tossed  her  ass  out  of  a  helicopter  while  flying in
      India,"  Schlerm-nel  went  on,  unperturbed.  "The Indians
      cremated  her  body,  because  she  had  cholera, courtesy
      of  Stavers,  and  the  church  got  the  ashes  back  to Rome.
      They're  in  a  crypt  right now,-
      Honwu  looked  to  Bruno  Zhukov.  "You  know  of this,
      what  be  has  called  The  Messiah Stone?"
      Zhukov  clasped  his  fingers  together,  enjoying the
      scene.  He  nodded.  "Yes.  We  know  of it."
     "Ai
         -id  it  is real.,
      "it  is,"  Zhukov  answered tersely.
      "what  is  this  o  *ect  that  it  could  be  cliven such
     veneration?"
      Cameron  Vanderhoff  gestured  easily,  a deceptively
      casual  move  for  a  man  recordim4  everything  in  a su-
      perbly  concealed  recorder,  most  of  the  equipment within
                                                   tv  fpAr and



 230                   Martin Caidin
  wonder.  It  is  a  kaleidoscope  of  dreams  and  terror.  In its
  briefest  measure,  shorn  of  all  save  what  may  be the
  facts  the  object  is  a  diamond.  Or,"  he  added self-
  corrLtion  quickly,  "it  appears  to  be  a  diamond. Some-
  what  more  than  eighty  carats,  what  the  trade  would call
  fancy  yellow  in  color,  but  flawless  even  at  a magnifica-
  tion  of  several  hundred.  Legend  and  reality together
  believe  that  two  thousand  years  ago,  at  what  is accepted
  as  the  birthtime  of  Jesus,  or  Jehoshua,  as General
  Schlemmel  might  accept  the  name "
    Harvey  Schlemmel  nodded;  he  knew  every  word of
  Vanderhoffs  before  the  man  verbalized  his memory.
   11  At  any  rate,  the  legends  tell  us  that  a  meteor,  or a
  comet,  penetrated  the  atmosphere  somewhere  in the
  south  of  Africa  and  retained  its  shape  until  it  struck the
  surface,  when  it  exploded.  The  meteorite  was  to have
  imp  cted  at  the  same  instant  as  the  birth  of  the Christ
  child.  So  we  are  told,  so  inany  believe,"  he  stressed. He
  took  a  deep  breath  before continuing.
   " This  stone,  which  became  known  to  many  as The
  Messiah  Stone,  to  the  churches  as  The  Godstone, and
  by  many  other  names,  is  reputed  to  endow  its bearer
  with  extraordinary  powers  over  other  people. Nothing
  so  dramatic  as  you  might  see  in  a  theatrical  film, but
  the  individual  with  the  stone  develops  or  generates an
  area  that  bends  the  will  of  other  people  to his--or
 her-own.   11
    Chai  Hoirwu  smiled.  "There  have  been  other such
  objects  with  such  powers  believed  to  exist,"  he said.
    Vanderhoff  came  back  immediatclv,  "You inisunder-
  stand.  I  inake  no  claims.  I  reject  no  claims.  I  do not
  dispute  the  history  of  any  other.  I  see  directly  ahead on
  this  matter.  Nowhere  else.  A  native  tribe  in  Africa, the
  Manturu,  possessed  the  diamond.  They  ruled utterly
  without  fear  or  danger  until  perhaps  sixty  or seventy
  years  ago.  A  Romanian  group  led  by  Bibesco  flew  to the
  Manturu  tribal  lands.  Remaining  distant  enough from
  the  stone  not  to  be  affected,  they  devastated  the tribe
  with  modern  weapons,  seized  the  diamond,  and fled.
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     transpired  is  that  this  diamond  came  into  the possession
     of  Adolf  Hitler  in  the mid-thirties."
     Vanderhoff  went  silent.  He  did  not  need  to  explain to
     anyone  the  strange  powers  attributed  to  Adolf Hitler,
     his  ability  to  overwhelm  through  sheer  ffirce  of inental
     energy  the  people  about  hirn,  to  mesmerize  thern, to
     literally  bend  them  to  his  will,  to  instill  a  fierce loyalty
     and  love  for  Hitler.  He  knew  where  their thought             s
     would  take  them  in  a  brief  travelogue  of  review  of all
     they  knew  or  had  heard  of  regarding  the messianic
     powers  of  Germany's  "sainted" Hitler.
     If  this  stone  were  rea  ,  or  t  e  powers  in e
     stone  were  real,  why  .  .  .  the  world,  the  entire world,
     could  be  brought  under  its  incredible ...
     Bruno  Zhukov  burst  into  laughter.  Pragmatic Russian
     that  he  was,  he  found  tremendously  amusing  what he



     knew  transpired  silently  in  their  gathering.  "Sol Finally
     we  have  reached,  albeit  in  silence,  a  complete agree-
     ment  on  at  least  one  subject!"  He  laughed  again, the
     sound  carrying  unmistakable  ridicule  for  them  all. "Are
     you  through  with  your  brief  fantasies  of  unlimited power?
     Shall  we  get  back  to  the  business  at hand?"
       Well,  it  damned  well  explains  one  thing," Schlemmel
     followed  Zhukov's wo    ds.  "I  never  did  understand why
     almost  every  rocket  scienflst  and  physicis'  in  the world
     was  overnight  a  staunch  and  even  a  fierce  follower of
                         the  powers  of  this  diamond  are real,
     Douglas  Stavers. Ij
     it  explains  many things,
      "I  dislike  emphasizing  the  crass  against  the meta-
     physical,"  Hon,,vu  broke  in  smoothly,  "but  rnay  I attri-
     bute  vast  sunis  of  money,  and  the  means  to  play with
     their  great  rocket  machinery,  as  also  a  source  of great
     lovalty  by  these  scientists  for  StaversP  -After  all,  it  is his
     checkbook  that  makes  all  this  possible.  If  you marry
     dreams  to  the  wealth  to  create  your  machines, the"
     political  boundaries  and  loyalties  may  be  said  to dimir,
     ish  in  proportion  to  the  sum  of  the  money  spent  and the
     objects created."
      "Is  that  straight  from  Confucious?"  Marsha Purdue
     asked  in  a  scathing tone.
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        "The  French,"  Vanderboff  said.  "Think  of  the French,
        We  had  reports  that  Stavers  had  spent  time  with the
        leaders  of  France.  Upon  his  departure  the  French hurled
        their  entire  national  energy  into  the  huge  booster rock-
        ets  and  advanced  systemsfor  deep  space  flight.  Is this
        only  from  money?  Is  this  diamond  truly  so  possessed of
        these  magical  mind-bending  powers  that  Stavers brought
        the  French  to  their knees'  to  his will?"
       " We  agreed  the  French  were  mad,"  Zhukov reminded
       them.
        "Mad,  but  not  stupid,"  Schlemmel  offered  as correc-
       tion. 11  No,  there's  a  hell  of  a  lot  more  here  than we
        understand. "
       11  And  that  is  why,"  Zhukov  thrust  at  them,  "we had
        to  meet  as  we  do  right  now.  That  is  why  we  must come
        to  some  understanding  that  to  attempt  to  kill Douglas
        Stavers  is  insanity.  His  death  could  lose  us,  any  of  us or
        all  of  us,  that  stone.  Forever.  Along  with  what wonder-
        ful  powers  it  may possess."
        "The  magic  I  see  in  this  group,"  Chai  Honwu spoke,
        as  a  teacher  would  address  a  schoolroom,  "is  belief in
        fantasy  of  an  object  no  one  has  seen  and  has more
        chance  of  arising  from  an  Arthurian  Merlin  than being
        regarded  in  the  pragmatism  of  science.  We  Chinese are
        supposed  to  be  steeped  in  tradition  and metaphysics;
        not  you  Westerners,  You  amaze  me.  You  babble like
        children.  I  do  not  believe  what  I  have heard."
        Zbukov  leaned  back  heavily  in  his  seat.  "The eternal
        problem  of  the  Chinese.  If  they  cannot  see,  feel, touch,
        bear,  bite,  lick,  squeeze  or  otberwise  clasp  an object,
        then  they  reject  all  that  may  be  attached  or  ascribed to
        that object."
        Honwu  smiled,  "Precisely.  Your  intended  insult bites
        you  in  Vour  own  intestines.  What  you  say  is  truth. At
        last,"  he appended.
        Zhukov  blinked  as  he  studied  the  Chinese.  "And I
        told  the  Secretary-General  that  to  include  your kind
        would  be  the  height  of folly."
       11  Why  does  he  want  to  go  to  the  moon?  Why  does he
        want  to  go  to  Mars?"  They  turned  to  Schlemrnel, "Any-
        I-  -  -1  _.  L  -  __  - 1,  ,  I ,,
 DARK MESSIAH
233
    Vanderhoff  laughed.  "We  don't  know  any  such things.
  Stavers  publicly  says  these  are  his  desires,  his  goals. Do
  you  know  if  he  speaks  the truth?"
    "No,"  Schlernmel answered     '
    Vanderhoff  shifted  in  his  seat  to  face  Lodovici Tosca.
  "My  friend  from  Rome,  you  have  been uncharacteristi-
  cally  silent  through  all  this.  That  disturbs  me. Espe-
  cially  since  we  have  learned  your  talents  extend far
  beyond  the  stone  walls  of  any  particular church."
    Tosca,  relaxed  now  that  this  group  knew  of  his mili-
  tary  talents  as  well  as  his  position  as  a  Cardinal of
  Rome,  regarded  the  group  with  a  contempt  be  felt as
  strongly  as  he  showed  his feelings.
    "My  predecessor,"  he  began  slowly,  "was Butto
  Giovanni.  A  Cardinal.  The  devout  man  who  at the



  order  of  our  Pope  created  the  Six  Hundred.  He knew,
  this  Giovanni,  the  unbreakable  thread  that  runs through
  the  history  of  man.  He  knew  where  the  thread would
  twist  and  evil  would  arise.  Every  so  often,  when He
  deemed  it  necessary,  God  would  speak  through the
  sun.  Through  the  shattering  light  of  a  million suns.
  Through  Sodom  and  Gomorrah,  Hiroshima  and Naga-
  saki.  Each  moment  of  terror  a  warning,  and  each mo-
  ment  always  a  reminder,  an  arroxv,  to  point  the  way. "
    They  would  have  iriterr'dDted  this  impromptu Caiho_
  lie  sermon  under  the  sea  except  that  the  nian before
  them  was  now  inore  sold-Jer  fhan  cardinal,  and  lie had
  through  the  sheer  iutensitv  of  his  eyes  captured them
  all.  "Two  thousand  years  ago  a  million  suns  shone, but
  it  was  an  inner  light  and  our  Lord  was  born  unto  m an.
  The  liorht  that  i-nited  in  the  hearts  and  souls  of rnen
  blinded  them  to  another  sign,  At  the  moment  of our
  Lord's  birth  on  this  world  there  was  sent  to  us  an object
  of  veneration,  of  holiness  that  would  soar  even higher
  than  the  chalice  of  the  Last  Supper.  No  chalice, no
 cassock ' no  crucifix  could  even  approach  what  had been
  sent  to  men  of  the  true  Tfaith.  The  great  wars were
  coining.  The  atom  would  be  unleashed  to  rage through
  mankind  like  the  dogs  of  war.  The  only  way  to avoid
  Satan's  triumph  would  be  to  bring  men  from  the brink
   I I  .     ____ I_                -J!  fi-n-1  f.,tke  @11ories to
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  true  faith.  Men  could  not  do  this,  so  from  On  High we
  were  sent  the  means  of  salvation.  From  the moment
  the  hand  of  God  lowered  what  you  in  this  room  call The
  Messiah  Stone,  it  has  been  the  mission  of  our  Papacy to
  bring  the  Godstone  to  Rome,  so  that  the  Pope might
  bring  this  flow  of  power  through  his  own  mind  to bend
  greedy  men  away  from  Satan.  You  smile,  you patronize
  me,  you  mock  me  in  your  minds,  and  you  are fools
  beyond  redemption.  You  speak  of  this  diamond  as  if it
  were  some  bauble  from  a  jewelry  store  to  be swung
  between  the  full  breasts  of  a  harlot!  Diamond, indeed!
  You-see  only  the  shape  and  not  the  holiness within!
  You!"  He  stabbed  a  finger  at  Marsha  Pardue.  "You have
  already  been  soiled  by Stavers!"
    Her  mouth  fell  open  in  utter  astonishment.  "Did we
  not  hear  you  say  you  and  your  government  did  not even
  care  what  Stavers  does  with  his  church?  With  his un-
  clean  gatherings?  You  do  not  care  how  God  Himelf is
  addressed?  Or  soiled?  Those  were  your  very  own words!
  And  what  else  might  we  expect,"  he  went  on  in  a voice
  suddenly  so  hushed  they  strained  to  hear,  "from some-
  one  under  the  control  of  Stavers  so  we  must  not inter-
  fere  with  Stavers'  unholy mission?"
    Tosca  smiled  coldly  and  directed  his  gaze  to Zhukov.
  "And  you,  too,  you  miserable  spawn  of  a succubus.
  Who  would  have  expected  Islam  to  have  been so
  strangely  accurate  when  they  joined  Russia  and Amer-
  ica  a's  the  claws  and  talons  of  Satan?  But  they  saw! And
  it  is  you  whose  own  words  spoken  to  us  were  that it
  would  be  insanity  even  to  think  of  killing  Douglas Stavers,
  this  unholy  minion  of  the  nether  worlds.  It  is  you who
  would  leave  him  unfettered  to  spread  his  control of
  peoples  and  nations  the  world  over,  and  sow  like the
  teeth  of  foul-mouthed  dragons  his  thugs  and  priests in
  their  unspeakable  orgy  they  call Ascension."
    Lodovici  Tosca's  hand  rose  and  fell,  slapping gently
  against  the  table,  "Not  once  have  I  heard  what  you all
  know.  Not  once  even  a  mention  of  this  miserable harlot
  who  is  always  at  Stavers' side."
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      woman,  Doctor  Rebecca  Weinstein?  A  surgeon  of great
      skill,  and  to  you  she  is  only  a harlot?"
      Tosca  smiled.  "She  is  no  Jewess.  Ah,  but  the Israeli
      general  shows  his  surprise!  He  either  lies  well,  or more
      likely,  he  is  simply  stupid  or  without  knowledge. What
      do  any  of  you  know  of  this  woman  save  that  she  is what
      you  call  a  brilliant  surgeon?  She  appears  from nowhere.
      You  can  find  little  or  nothing  of  her  background. But
      we  know  because  the  records  of  the  Church  go back
      and  back  and  back.  @  . "
      His  voice  faded;  he  shook  off  some  inner  feeling of
      dread.  I  talk  too  much already."
      "Amen,"  Schlemmel  said  with  dripping sarcasm.
     " Jew,  listen  to  me."  Tosca  shifted  position  so that
      their  eyes  locked.  "This  woman  was  a  nurse  in Switzer-
      land  during  the  war  years  of  1941  through  1945. That



      was  a  half-century  ago,  but  she  is  only  some  thirty years
      old. "
      His  words  fell  like  stones.  "Have  you  seen  her pa-
      pers?  Her  records?  She  was  a  nurse  in  Austria  in the
      First  World  War,  and  she  was  then  only  some thirty
      years  old."  His  voice  hammered  relentlessly.  "She was
      a  doctor,  or  a  nurse,  as  she  wished  at  any  time,  in the
      Franco-Russian  War!  She  performed  medical service
      through  the  great  Persian  wars!  She  was  a brilliant
      surgeon  in  the  Otfornan  Empirel  And  she  is always
      sorne  thirty  years old! 11
      "That's  crazy,"  Zhukov  said  in  a  hoarse whisper,
      "Nevertheless,  it  is  true,"  Tosca  said  quietly,  "Do not
      for  one  moment  believe  we  have  not  exhausted every
      means  possible  to  confirin  what  I  have  just  said  to you.
      Do  not  for  a  moment  feel  we  act  as  we  do  from Rome
      because  we  seek  to  be  triumphant  over  any opponent
      save  evil.  We  do  not  know  why  she  took  this particular
      time  to  be  with  Stavers,  but  as  powerful  as  is  this man,
      and  he  has  great  and  terrible  powers,  we  believe  hers is
      the  greater.  She  is  the  serpent  of  Satan,  He  is the
      spawn  of  the  devil.  We  intend  to  kill  them  both. We
      will,  we  shall,  we  must  find  the  Godstone.  If  we  are to
     I   I  I-  ___]  -  I-:- L-L,                    --  @1-iiQf firct
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   cut  away  the  Devil's  hand  by  smashing  these  two, tl@e,,,
   so  be  it.  We  are  sure  of ourselves."
      He  sat  back,  head  high,  master  of  the moment.
    11  And  you're  as  full  of  shit  as  a  Christmas turkey,"
   Harvey  Schlemmel  told  him.  The  Israeli  turned  to Bruno
  Zhukov,
      This  meeting  is  over.  I  have  nothing  more  to  say or
   to  hear.  I  shall  observe  the  rules  of  this  vessel.  I shall!
   keep  my  word  to  you,  Zhukov.  But  if  you  wish this
   maggot,"  be  jerked  a  thumb  at  the  white-faced and
   now-trembling Tosca,   11  to  reach  port  alive,  then  I advise
   you  to  separate  us.  Because  otherwise  as  my  God and
   his  God  are  my  witness,  I  will  kill  that  fanatical bastard
   with  my  own  two hands."
    Another  voice  followed  his,  It  was  the  first time
   they'd  ever  heard  a  Chinaman say'   "Amen."  Chai Honwu
   buc  led.  "Our  Catholic  has  forgotten  the  promise of
   the  French.  The  light  of  a  million  suns  into  the  heart of
   the  Vatican.  I  do  not  believe  the  Pope  is  so  stupid  as to
   risk  the  heart  of  the  Holy  See  for  the  heart  of  a  man. -
 Chapter 18
    Skip  Marden  spread  the  photographs  and topographic
  charts  on  the  long  table  beneath  intensely  bright lights.
  He  moved  with  an  efficiency  and  silkiness  never before
  observed  by  Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein,  This  was,  as she
  had  suspected  all  along,  a  completely  different man
  from  the  Marden  she  had  come  to  know  in  the forego-
  ing  months.  Hesitancy  of  any  kind  had  vanished. The
  listlessness  that  plagued  the  man  and  made  him as
  ornery  and  irritable  as  a  flea-plagued  hound  dog had
  evaporated,  as  well.  This  was  a  man  back  in  his own
  element,  where  his  instinct,  cunning  and experience,
  and  skills  honed  through  a  lifetime,  were  the primary
  factors  in  living  and  continuing  to live.
    After  all,  mused  Weinstein,  they  were  about  to plunge
  into  a  hornet's  nest.  All  the  way  inside,  and when
  you're  buzzing  with  the  hornets  in  their  hom  e world,
  there's  only  one  way  to  get  along  with  the  nasty creatures.
    You  kill them.
    Skip  Marden  would  have  been  astonished  to know
  that  Rebecca  Weinstein  gave  no  more  thought  to the
  mass  slaughter  they  might  ignite  than  she  would hesi-
  tate  in  swatting  a  mosquito.  Women  were  either fully
  aggressive  against  their  opponents,  or  they  wrung their
  hands  and  wailed  piteously.  Middle  ground between
  these  two  extremes  just  didn't exist.
    As  far  as  Marden  knew  Or  understood,  and  he neither
  knew  nor  understood  Rebecca  Weinstein,  who had
  planned  for  and  waited  a  very  long  time-measured in
  multiples  of  lifetirnes-for  the  event  about  to happen.



 :92  3 8
 Martin Caidin
  The  lives  about  to  be  extinguished  mattered  not  a whit
  to  her.  Through  her  own  lifetime  she  had  seen tho-u-
  sands  of  men,  women  and  children  perish  within be-,-
  own  personal  view,  and  she  had  been  embroiled ir,
  events  that  in  the  vicinity  immediate  to  her  own, liter-
  ally  millions  of  human  beings  had  perished.  She  felt no
  pity,  no  sense  of  loss,  no  empathy  for  any  of  them, for
  she  knew  the  emotion  was  useless  and  therefore abso-
  lutely  wasted.  Her  reaction  was  that  of  the indifferent
  observer  until  and  unless  she  was  involved personally.
    She  was  returning,  after  an  incredibly  long  wait, to
  the  land  of  the  Manturu.  The  original  line  of  the war-
  riors  of  the  South  African  regions  had  long  dissipated in
  broiling  beat,  disease  and  diluted  genetics,  and they
  had  been  replaced  by  groups  of  native  warriors ce-
  mented  into  a  force  with  singular  purpose  sustained by
  legend  and  myth  and  fearful  superstitions. Whatever
  their  reasons,  Weinstein  knew,  these  same warriors
  must  defend  and  repel  any  invaders  of  their  holy ground,
  a  temple  with  a  weed-overgrown  facade  as  its exterior,
  and  the  greatest  secret  the  world  had  ever  held beneath
  the  ground  strewn  with  the  droppings  of  animals and
  the  native locals.
    Only,  these  natives  carried  autornatic  weapons rather
  than  spears  and  long knives,
    "These  are  good."  Doug  Stavers  tapped  the sharp
  end  of  a  Ghurka  boot  knife  against  photographs before
  him.  To  his  left  were  high  oblique  pictures  in ordinary
  light  of  an  African  plain  with  a  single  high  mound, or
  more  accurately  a  long  low  hill,  covered  with heavy
  undergrowth  arid  trees.  In  the  center,  before Stavers,
  lay  a  photograph  taken  at  night  %vith  infrared  film. A
  glowing  haze  about  the  hill  defined  its  parameters bet-
  ter  than  any  daylight  picture.  But  what  held  his interest
  the  most,  was  a  scene  recorded  in  magnetic wavelengths.
    He  studied  the  presentation  with  as  i-nuch unan-
  swered  intrigue  as  being  able  to  define  the readouts.
  Magnetic  fields  appear  on  film  'Laken  from  high altitude
  in  various  ways;  masses  of  ore  or  metal  show with
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    Weinstein.  "This  doesn't  make  much  sense.  The regu-
    lar  light  photos  are fine    and  so  are  the  thermals. But
    this,"  he  shook  his head.    "Look,  if  this  were  an under-
    ground  installation we'd     have  linear  or constant-curve
    definitions  of  some kind,    and  we  don't  have  that  at all.
    I've  looked  at  plenty  of  these,  Rebecca,  and  this  is a
    mishmash.  You  got  an  answer?"  He  slipped  the deadly
    blade  back  into  a  boot  scabbard  and  took  his time
    clipping  off  the  end  and  lighting  one  of  his favorite
    cigars.  A  glass  of  brandy  lay  untouched  on  a nearby
    table.  Stavers,  she  had  taken  careful  notice, never         in-
    gested  anything  that  might  interfere  with  thinking and
   cognition.
     I  have  an answer,     11  she  said finally.
     Stavers  didn't  ask  for  it.  instead  he  turned  slightly in
    his  chair  to  study  the  woman.  Once  again  she  had shed



    an  outer  cocoon;  the  doctor  was  gone,  the  woman van-
    ished,  and  in  the  stead  of  former  personalities  he looked
    at  what  might  have  been  a  dedicated, experienced,
    trained  and  deadly  Sabra.  A  killer  in  Israeli  desert garb,
    wearing  combat  boots,  combat  fatigues  and  jacket, and
    her  body  adorned  with  a  variety  of  knives  and other
    throwing  weapons  as  well  as  for  close-in  defense. The
    heavy  artillery,  automatic  weapons,  grenades  and the
    like,  weren't  needed  for  this moment.
      "YOU  know  the  answer,  then,"  Stavers  said  after his
    long  pause  and  slow  undressing  and  redressing  of the
    woman.  He  leaned  forward.  "I  get  the  idea,"  he said
    slowly  and deliberately,       that  you've  known  all along
    what's  under  that hill."
      Again  her  answer  and  her  manner  of  response was
    maddening.  "Yes,"  she  said simply,
      "Then  why'd  we  go  to  all  this  trouble  of  getting these
   photos"r"
      "'One,  I  might  not  be  able  to  describe  in  the terna
    you  need  the  amount  of  metallic  substance  under that
    hill.  I  might  describe  it  with  inaccuracy.  I  might not
    apply  to  certain  elements  the  importance  you  and Skip
    might  find  so  obvious."  She  glanced  at  the pictures,
    pushed  theni  with  one  hand.  "Arid  there  could have
   I                I  -  _r -1 -------            'I'-  I'Al  _,-- 411-



      240                  Martin Caidin
       last  time  I  had  knowledge  of  its  location  and  what -;T
       might  contain.  The  reconnaissance  coverage removes
       me  from  the  uncertainties.  This  is  your  bag,  not mine',
       my  friend,  and  when  it  comes  to  assault  operations, I
       take  the  back  seat.  In  short,  you  run  the operation,
       Skip  runs  it  as  Your  second-in-command  and  so  on. My
       position  is  as  advisor,  and  I  would  like  to  remain with
       that  freedom  so  that  in  addition  to  being  guide and
       advisor  I  can  also  cover  your back, 11
       He  laughed.  "That  old  bit  of  keeping  me  alive no
       matter  what, right?"
       "Yes. "
       "What's  tinder  the  hill, Rebecca?"
       "You  will  know  soon  enough.  We  launch  in darkness?
       Within  an  hour  after  you  open  fire,  you  will know."
       "And  you  insist  that  I  wait  until  then,"  he added,
       repeating  earlier conversation.
       "I  must.  Anything  else  diminishes  the effect."
       "What  efffect?"  He  held  up  both  hands  to  prevent her
       answer.  "I  know,  I  know.  Wait."  Abruptly  he  stood up.
       "All  right,  it's  fun  and  games  time.  SkipF'  he  called to
       the  giant  who'd  fought  by  him  through  so  many past
       operations.  "Final  call.  Get  the  team  leaders  in here."
       Eight  subordinate  commanders  gathered  about the
       table.  Eight  men  each  with  ten  men  under  their direct
       platoon-force  command.  Every  one  a  trained, battle-
       hardened,  scarred  veteran  of  wars  small,  large  and rot-
       ten  throughout  the  world,  fought  everywhere -from
       ice-covered  slopes  to  fetid  garbagy ghettos.
       Killers all.
       "You  already  know  the  battle  plan,  "  Stavers  told them.
       His  mannerism,  s  fascinated  Rebecca  Weinstein.  He didn't
       need  that  stone  resting  against  his  chest  to command
       these  men.  They'd  follow  him  richt  into  Hell  and tear
       the  place  apart  because  they  believe  in  him.  No wonder
       he  commands  and  leads  so  naturally.  And  no  one about
       him  has  ever  understood  that  his  --enetic structure,
      dif
       .ferent  from  all  the  others,  is  whatmakes  this possible.
       Sfi@  laugh'ed  to  herself,  not  a  hint  of  that  mirth showing
       on  her  face.  And  it's  why  I  need him.
       "N'n r@@]          ku_%_            -  - 1@          -
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  precisely  twelve  minutes,  A  cloud  cover  will  block out
  the  moon,  so  night  vision  enhancers  are  important. No
  flares  if  at  all  possible;  it  blinds  the  IR  and  the enhance-
  ment  systems.  The  flares  give  these  black  gooks  a bet-
  ter  crack  at  us."  Three  out  of  every  ten  men  in Stavers'
  force  were  black.  They  took  no  umbrage  with  his black
  gooks r   mark.  Those  were  natives.  These  men  were the
  Stavers  team  and  they  were  second  to none.
    "No  prisoners,"  Stavers  went  on  as  calmly  and imper-
  sonally  as  if  reading  off  the  latest  stock  market report.
  "You  see  a  man  fall,  make  sure  you  put  another round
  into  his  head  before  you  go  up  to  them.  These loonies
  are  like  the  ghurkas  and  the  old  Filipino  soldiers. They'll
  take  a  half-dozen  slugs  and  still  keep  twitching. Assign



  two  men  from  every  group  to  follow  the  other nine.
  They  carry  machetes.  They  lop  off  heads.  Heads that
  roll  around  the  ground  without  bodies  don't  talk. Don't
  let  anyone  break  that  rule,  I  do  not  want  any identifica-
  tion  of  anybody  when  this  is  over, understood?"
    He  looked  about  hirn  as  they  nodded.  "Parker," Stavers
  cracked  out  the  name  and  nodded  to  a  burly, skull-
  scarred  killer.  "What's  the  other  unbreakable rule?"
    "Don't  fuck  up  any  of  the  rules,"  Parker  answered in
  a  sandpapered  ruml@le  of  a  voice.  The  men  about him
 grinned.
    "Specifics,"  Stavers  pushed, unamused.
    "Nobody  ever  works  alone.  There's  always  a team.,
  two  men  or  more.  We  bring  out  all  our  dead and
  wounded.  All. "
    Stavers  shifted  his  gaze. "Stevens?"
    "Anybody  loses  an  arm  or  a  hand,  we  bring  it back
  with  us,  Nothing  gets  left  behind  that  can  be  used later
  for identification,"
    Garcia?"
    "No  exceptions.  Men,  women,  kids.  Everybody we
  find  gets it."
   "Sakarnoto?"
    "Marden  runs  the  operation.  You  take  us  in. When
  we  get  there,  Skip  is  top dog."
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      "
      11
        if  the  woman  gives  orders,"  he  nodded towan_i
      Weinstein, 11  we  obey them."
       ':Not  strong  enough, Dallas."
       'We  obey  them  no  niatter what."
       Stavers  nodded  slowly,  shifted  again  to  another mai.
      "O'Grady?"
       "There's  always  the  chance  we  may  run  into  far more
       than  we  expect.  If  everything  goes  to  hell,  and the
       helicopters  get  greased,  we  all  buy  the  farm. That'@)
      guaranteed.
      "Hogan?"
       "Three  choppers.  Each  carries  a  tactical  nuke.  If  it all
       comes  unglued  and  we  can't  get  out,  any  one  of those
       nukes  will  blow.  Everybody  buys  the  farm.  All  of  us, all
       of them."
       Rebecca  Weinstein  turned  white.  She  didn't know
       thls@  She'd  never  heard  of  it!  And  as  quickly  as she
       heard  the  words  she  knew  it  was  too  late  to change
       anything.  From  this  moment  on,  until  they  were be-
       neatb  that  hill-she  and  Stavers-she'd  become  a third
       wheel.  It  sent  a  chill  running  down  her  back. She
       hadn't  been  out  of  control  of  anything  for  a  very, very
       long  time.  But  it  could  be  fun,  she  thought  with a
       sudden  surge  of amusement.
       "Question,  sin "
       Stavers  looked  up  at  George  Sterling  and  nodded for
       him  to  continue.  "Does  the  woman  go  in armed?"
       "Yes.  So  that  you  know  this  isnt  a  babysitting opera-
       tion  she  rates  expert  in  every  weapon  we  carry.  - Men
       nodded  in  appreciation  of  those words.
       "Mitchum.  yourjob  is  last-minute  catchup. Anything?"
       Jeb  Mitchurn  moved  forward  and  laid  a  packa@e ael)th'
       on  the  table.  "These  came  in  about  two  hours ag(@'One'
       for  everybody  in  our  team.  I've  been  testing them.
       They  work.  I  want  everybody,  as  soon  as  we  leave here,
       to  strip  down  and  put  theirs on."
       "What'd  you  take?"  Stavers asked.
       Mitchum  stripped  off  his  battle  jacket  and  shirt until
       he  was  bare-chested.  Angry  red  welts  and  dark bruises
       covered  his  chest,  stomach  and  arais.  An  angry  welt ran
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     "TWO  spears  and  seven  arrows,  Direct  strikes.  I went
  back  and  down  three  times.  These  damn  things reallya
  do  the  job."  He  opened  the  package  and  held up
  shimmering  metallic  cloth.  "Shark  suits,  gentlemen. Or
  rather,  anti-shark  suits.  In  the  water  you  can  have a
  blue  or  a  mako  or  even  a  hammerhead  clamp  on  an arm
  or  a  leg  and  bite  down.with  all  its  strength,  The teeth
  can't  get  through  this  stuff.  It's  a  new  kind  of steelmesh.
  The  only  killer  we  haven't  tried  it  on  is  the  great white,
  and  that  mother  can  just  about  swallow  you whole
  anyway."  He  looked  at  the  team  leaders  with  him. "You
  can  take  direct  hits  from  spears,  lances  or  arrows. They
  will  not  penetrate  these  suits,  They'll  knock  you on
  your  ass  but  they  won't  get  through  to  your  skin. Ev-



  erybody  wears  one.  It'll  be  hot  as  hell,  but  I'd  rather be
  hot  and  alive  than  cold  and  dead.  Now  we  know there'll
  be  more  than  spears  and  arrows.  Autorifles  and small
  arms,  for  sure.  These  suits  will  stop  a  Colt  forty-five or
  a  police  special.  We  don't  know  about  magnum pene-
  tration,  but  my  advice  is  not  to  worry  about  it.  If the
  suit  won't  stop  a  forty-four  magnum,  your  ass  will be
  dead anyway."
     "That's it,  "  Stavers  said  suddenly.  rising  to  his feet.
  "Get  these  suits  to  your  men  right  away.  Like  Jeb said,
  everybody  wears  one,  Then  get  your  people  into the
  choppers.  Into  them.  Larson,  after  each  chopper is
  loaded  I  want  every  flight  crew,  two  men  at  least,  to do
  a  final  weight-and-balance  on  each  helicopter  to be
  absolutely  certain  you're  all  in  the  ballpark.  I don't
  want  to  have  a  machine go           because  it  wasn't loaded
                                      choppers  they  stay in.
  properly,  Once  they're  in t
  Anybody  needs  to  take  a  leak,  he  does  it  through a'door
  or  a  winclow."  Stavers  glanced  at  his  watch. "Coming
  up  on  zero  four  hundred.  Marden,  take  over  for time
  synch  and  get  everybody  into position."
     He  turned.  nodded  to  Weinstein,  and  she  left with
  him  for  the  offi'ce  be  used  as  headquarters coordination.
  Outside,  they  were  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  a squalid
  native  village  with  large  round  huts,  a  miserable page
  out  of  history.  And  a  Potemkin  village  in  reverse. Every
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  weapons  storage,  and  on  wheels.  They  all stretched
  along  a  six-thousand-foot  runway.  Spread  out  at  the far
  end  of  the  runway,  beneath  the  cover  of  huge "trees,"
  three  Antonov  jet  assault  transport  planes  waited with
  their  flight  crews  for  these  teanis  when-and if-they
  returned  from  the  strike mission.
    Stavers  and  Weinstein  stripped  to  their  underwear to
  don  their  steelmesh  suits  and  replace  their  outer gar-
  ments.  "We've  got  one  hour  before  we  get  into the
  second  chopper,"  Stavers  told  Weinstein.  "That means
  you've  got  just  about  thirty  minutes  to  tell  me  why we
  didn't  do  the  number  on  our  Fuehrer  icicle  before now.
  And  I  want  you  to  tell  me  why,  and  in  language I'll
  understand,  and  for  whatever  reasons  there  were, or,
  are,  that  I'll understand."
    She  poured  coffee  from  a  thermos  and  sat  on  the floor
  with  her  back  to  a  wall.  She  nodded  to  Stavers; he
  reached  behind  him  to  an  electronic  control  panel. A
  gentle  stinging  sounded  in  their  ears.  Electronic inter-
  ference;  they  couldn't  be  heard  outside  the  hut  and any
  recorders  within  the  hut  would  record  oniv hash.
    "In  that  mountain  cave,"  Weinstein  began slowly,
   we  were  in  the  midst  of  primitive  equipment. Any
  medical  facilities  were  strictly  for  emergency  use of
  normal,  or  everyday,  problems,  Nothing  in  the cryonic
  systerns  were  of  any  use  to  revive  Hitler.  What  you saw
  there,  despite  all  that  cabling  and  tui--)ing,  was  the most
  primitive  and  inadequate  facilities.  If  we  bad  made any
  attempt  to  thaw  out  that  man  he  would  have  died in
  minutes.  You  see,  he  isn't  in  a  true  cryonic  state; he's
  frozen,  and  at  the  time  he  was  placed  in  storage, the
  people  carrying  out  that  procedure  knew  far  less than
  your  doctors  know  today,  more  than  forty  years later."
    Stavers  caught  what  Weinstein  had  never  intended to
  say.  She  hadn't  said  "doctors."  She'd  said  "your doc-
  tors.  It  was  a  slip  that  he  d  have  to  mix  with  other data
  for  its  proper  meaning.  He  nodded  as  she  spoke, a
  silent  request  for  her  to continue.
      "That  capsule-like  a  thermos  bottle-is  basically a
  Nnk of)irwifl                          if  -  4  -  -,  ---  ,  @  --  @  - 
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      a  constant  minus  320  degrees.  That's  Fahrenheit scale,
      When  Hitler  went  into  cold  storage  the  plans  to bring
      him  out  of  that  storage  were  more  dreams  than medical
      science.  Up  until  1944,  and  it's  one  reason  the Germans
                                  dults  and  children, they
      experimented  with  so  many a
      actually  went  through  more  than  eight  thousand people
      in  freezing  and  retrieval.  Most died,  and  very badly.
      The  fortunate  ones  diedi  quickly.  The  others  went through
      agony  because  of  clumsiness  and  stupidity  on  the part
      of  the  doctors,  many  of  whom  were  veterinarians in-
      stead  of  fully  trained  medical doctors."
      Weinstein  reflected  a  moment,  scanning  her memo-
      ries.  "There  was  some  success.  The  Germans  seized on
      anything  that  held  promise.  The  problem  is  that this
      method  of  freezing  is archaic."



      There  it  is  again,  as  if  she  was  on  sovw  higher plane,
      looking  down  on  us  .  . .
      "The  freezing  method  with  liquid  nitrogen causes
      inescapable  damage  to  the  human  system,  to  the physi-
      cal  bodv.  For  example,  as  it  freezes,  the  body's water-  11
      "Expands,"  Stavers  broke  in.  He  wasn't uninformed
      on  the  procedures  and  he  felt  it  advantageous for
      Weinstein  to  know this." if  I  recall,"  be  went  on, saying
      less  than  he  actually  knew,  "that  expansion through
      freezing  ruptures cells,"
      "Precisely,"  she  said.  "The  expansion  ruptures the
      cell  membranes,  That's  just  one  of  many problems.
      Sometimes  the  body  water,  despite  As  sodium content,
      expands  between  cells  and  crushes  them.  And  then you
      have  that  chemical  problem.  As  the  body  water freezes
                s  manv  different  kinds  of  salts, Normaliv
      it separate
      they're  not  a  problem.  In  rapid  cryogenic treatment,
      however,  these  salts  max,  gather  in  concentrations poi-
      sonous  to  the  body,  Tbat'killed  thousands  in  the @Nar-
      firfie  experiments.  I  studied  the  system  used  with Hitler.
      They  overcame  this  problem  by  freezing  him under
      tremendous  pressure,  oh,  at  least  fifteen  to  twenty at-
      mospheres.  That  way  the  body  liquids  doD't expan@."
       "Did  it  work  with Hitler?"
       She  nodded.  "There's  every  indication  it  did, Oh,
      I  I I.            111--           -1,  Ar---  ;@  #,A  Lri@" him

mailto:expan@.


 246
  Martin Caidin
     out  of  ice  pickling  so  he'll  be  more  than  a zombie."
      "I  was  going  to  ask  you  about that."
     11  The  brain  itself  won't  be  a  problem,  as  far  as  I can
     see.  There  were  enough  experiments  run  so  that the
     Germans  had  at  least  one  hundred  revivals,  and  at the
     conclusion  of  those  tests,  they  confirmed  normal elec-
     troencephalographic  activity.  But  those  weren't longterm,
     so  that  remains  a  bit  of  an unknown.
      "Most  cryogenic  storage  cases  today  are  with people
     who  have  already  died.  They  pickle  them  so  that their
     systems  will  remain  unchanged  in  the  hope  that one
     day  in  an  unknown  future,  medical  science  will have
     advanced  enough  that  they  can  be  revived  and what-
     ever  killed  them  excised  from  their  bodies.  Organ trans-
     plants,  whole  blood  replacement,  genetic  variation; that
     sort  of  thing.  This  isn't  the  case  with  good  old Adolf.
     They  had  to  freeze  him  before  death,  otherwise the
     odds  were  he'd  come  out  of  it  more  a  cabbage  than a
     human  being.  They  were  shooting  in  the  dark,  so to
     speak,  and  they  did  so  because  their  war  was  lost, and
     the  Germans  always  liked  the  touch  of  Valhalla  in what
     they did."
     She  smiled  at  her  own  remarks,  then continued.
     "They  gave  Hitler  drugs  that  would  block  every possi-
     ble  sensation  of  pain.  Then  they  opened  the carotid
     artery,  and  the  jugular,  and  they  began  to  mix their
     chemicals  with  his  circulatory  system.  Perfusion isn't
     that  difficult,  and  if  they  could@  move  the chemicals
     quickly  enough  through  the  system,  and  still  keep the
     brain  cells  from  expanding,  then  deepfreezing  the brain
     and  all  its  capabilities  was  within  their  grasp. They
     appear  to  have  done  very  well  with that."
     "So  the  old  boy  will  come  out  of  it  still  convinced he's
     a  world  beater,"  Stavers said.
     "He  should.  Something  else  is  needed  that  will per-
     meate  the  entire  genetic  system,  give  it  a tremendous
     shock  of viability."
     "You-we--have  that  something?"  lie asked.
     "We  do.  Or  we  almost  do.  I  believe  we  can  do  it, but
     let  me  get  to  thAt  nelinf @    l-, -
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     "All  right.  I  can  guess  that  this  same  chemical sub-
   stance  went  into  his lungs?"
     "Of  course.  Damaging  the  alveolar  system  for  a con-
   tinned  exchange  of  gases  after  revival  is  absolutely nec-
   essary.  It  was  then.  Today  we  have  the  equipment  to do
   it  with  machinery  and  electronics.  Anyway,  once these
   preparations  were  completed,  they  wrapped  Hitler  in a
   pouch,  a  body  garment  packed  with  fineiv  crushed ice,
   and,  I  imagine  they  knew  enough  back  then  to include
   a  kind  of  granular  salt.  This  keeps  the  freezing process
   steady  rather  than  sudden  spurts  or  lunges.  They ap-
   pear  to  have  done  this  to  allow  ice  crystals  to form
   slowly  to  prevent  damage  to  the  cutaneous surface.
   From  then  on  it's  like  deepfreezing  ice  cream. They
   wrap  the  entire  biological  package  in  a  type  of foil-



   aluminum  was  the  best  material  they  had tben-and
   slipped  the  foil  wrapping  into  that  cryonic capsule-
   that  thermos  bottle-that  had  been  precooled  with dry
   ice.  They  kept  him  that  way  for,  oh,  I'd  guess six
   months  or so."
     "Why  six months?"
      "It  gave  them  time  to  monitor  everything  that had
   happened  and  to  correct  any  mistakes  before they
   wrapped  him  up  for  good.  Until  attempted  future re-
   vival,  that  is.  After  a  fe@A,  months  of  this  kind  of moni-
   toring,  they  dump  lurn  into  stasis  for  the  promised land
   of  future  superscience.  Until  now  the  bod-y temperature
   has  been  about  110  degrees  below  zero.  That's  not good
   enough  for  long  storage. "
      "I  saw  liquid  nitrogen  in  that  lab.  That's  below 300
   degrees,  isn't it?"
      "Yes;  320  degrees  below  zero.  When  they  slide the
   body,  which  is  already  a  big  slab  of  meat,  into the             '
let's
   call  it  the  thermos  bottle,  then  they  administer the
   liquid  nitrogen.  But  they  don't  seat  the  bottle. They
   leave  it  open  so  it  can  evaporate,  or  more  accurately, so
   that  it  can  boil.  This  drops  the  temperature  rapidly and
   smooth]y.  It's  a  self-serving  system.  When  the teiripera-
   ture  reaches  the  intended  levels,  presto,  the nitrogen
   no  longer  boils.  Now  the  bottle  is  cold  enough  so  it can
   @  "I  1 -1             __ J_@ ------1           41-+              in fllAf
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  liquid  state.  As  they  say  in  Hollywood,  that's  a wrap.
  The  job  is  done.  The  years  to  come  are  spent  in moni-
  toring  the  system  and  making  certain  the temperature
  stays  within  a  degree  above  or  below  the  final freezing."
      "You've  hedged  on  a  few  points,"  Stavers said.
  Weinstein nodded.
     " We  don't  have  the  medical  facilities  to  awake Sleep-
  ing  Beauty  so  that  he's  more  than  a  walking  toy, right?"
      The  world  doesn't,"  she  said  in  a  mild correction.
  "We do."
      "who's we?"
      "Me.  You.  You'll  find  out  how  in  a  very  short time
 now.
      "Back  to  that  bit  about  you  can't  tell  me  because I've
  got  to  see  for myself?"
      "Yes, Doug."
      "while  Adolf  is  in  deep  freeze,"  he  spoke slowly,
      the  trillions  of  cells  that  make  us  the  stuff  we are
  remain alive?"
      "I  hope  so.  If  everything  works, yes."
      "Can  we  expect  organismic damage?"
      "Most  certainly.  That's  why  we  had  to  get  him to
  Canada.  I've  already  arranged  for  every  possible re-
 o
 P.
      iaceable  organ  to  be  available  for  transplant  when we
  go  into  revival.  I  must  say  it  again.  The  German medi-
  cal  science  in  the  forties  was  crude,  You  see,  you just
 can I t  stop  a  body  from  functioning.  What  you're really
  doing  is  slowing  down  tremendously  the physiological
  processes.  Like  slowing  down  time  so  that  a  year  is only
  a  second;  something  like  that.  Norn-ial  life  activity  is a
  constant  biochemical  interreaction,  a  nonstoD cl@ange.
  We  are  all  aqueous  and  we  all  need  molecular activity
  to  remain  alive.  Few  people  realize  that  cryogenic stor-
  age  doesn't  stop  time.  That's  fantasy,  not  reality. We
  are  really  slowing  down  tirne,  but  to  a tremendous
  degree. "
      "Enough  to  preserve  the  integrity  of  the  basic svs-
  tems?"  He  held  back  a  smile  as  lie  spoke. "There's
  digestive,  cardiovascular,  respiratory,  just  for starters.
  You've  already  answered  my  qiiestions  about replacing
                                   I                   - @
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   darnaged.  But  what  I  haven't  heard  you  answer  yet are
   how  this  deepfreeze  stuff  keeps  alive  the  cells that
   make  up  the organs."
    "Nervous,  connective,  muscular  and  epitheliaL Their
        @  "  she  rattled  off  swiftly,  "constructs  frorn  cel  s and
  tissue,
     " Cut'em  down!"  MardeD roared.
   called  the  organs'  little  cells.  These  are  the nucleus,
   chromosomes,  endoplasmic  reticulum,  the mitochon-
   dria.  You  keep  right  on  descending  to  lower  units into
   the  enzymes  and  chemistry  of  submolecular  makeup. in
   essence:,  we're  dealing  with  well  over  a  hundred differ-

mailto:cl@ange.


   ent  variations  in  cellular  makeup.  It's  a  marvelous het-
   erogeneous  composition,  and  it  can  be  stored  and, above
   all,  with  the  application  over  and  through  the  total body
   mass  of  a  special  energy  at  the  time  of  revival,  well, you
   can  successfully  Wind  up  the  tinkertoy  human organism.        11
      "I know,   "  he  said  defensively,  "wait  a  bit longer
   before  I  find  out  what  your  miracle  energy is."
      Again  he  heard  that  curt  "yes"  of agreement.
      He  rose  to  his  feet.  "All  right,  lady,"  he  told her.
   "That's  enough  of  revival.  Now it       I s  killing  time." He
   grinned.  "We're  right  ill  "Une  with  nature.  Onlv this
   time  it's  death  before life.



                         Chapter 19
       Skip  Marden  sat  in  the  center  seat  of  the  lead Polotov
    helicopter,  one  of  eleven  powerful  killer  machines that
    were  the  best  battlefield  marauders  produced  by the
    Soviet  aircraft  industry.  Each  chopper,  powered with
    three  jet  engines,  could  do  better  than  200  miles an
    hour.  Each  machine  carried  a  strike  team  plus  the flight
    crew,  plus  a  murderous  array  of  firepower including
    more  than  400  minirockets,  three  Vulcan-type 30-mm
    cannon,  and  six  hand-held  .60  caliber  machine guns
    wit  a  firing  rate  of  1,700  rounds  per  minute. They
    enabled  their  pilots  to  fly  in  day  or  night  with equal
    ease,  and  for  long-distance  damage  each  Polotov had
    slung  beneath  outrigger  airfoils  six  homing  rockets for
    use  against  other  aircraft  or  particular  ground targets.
    They  had  all  been  flown  secretly  from  a  Soviet  base in
    Angola  to  a  forward  and  rernote  staging  area  of the
    South  African  Air  Force.  That  government accepted
    with  quiet  pleasure  the  transfer  of  ninety  million dollars
    through  French  and  Israeli  banks  to  various accounts
    which  eventually  would  enter  the  treasury  of South
    Africa.  For  this  fee  the  South  Africans  created  a power-
    ful  defensive  ring  about  the  staging  area,  provided fuel
    for  the  helicopters  and  the  three  Soviet  jet transports
    concealed  beneath  their  camouflage,  and  the necessary
    food  and  other  logistics  for  the  Stavers  strike  force. The
    South  Africans  also  provided  an  inimediate  loss  of mem-
    ory  of  what  went  on  in  their  distant  maneuvers area,
    which  any  sensible  persons  regarded  as  a  proinise of
    death.  It  was,  all  in  all,  an  admirable arrangement,
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  for  which  everything  had  been  agreed  upon verbally.
    Marden  looked  to  his  left  and  right.  Every Polotov
  ran  its  power  levers  to  the  same  thrust;  the machines
  were  ready  for  flight.  He  checked  his  watch  against the
  electronic  timers  of  the  flight  crew,  and  pressed  a but-
  ton  on  a  control  panel  directly  between  his  pilots. In
  each  helicopter  digital  counters  snapped  the number
  sixty  into  view.  The  final  seconds  were  counting down.
    Seconds  fled,  the  counters  all  read  zero,  and eleven
  Polotovs  lifted  in  perfect  unison  from  the darkened
  earth  and  began  a  wide  circling  turn  to  the  left before
  departure  to  the  ancient  land  of  the  Manturu.  The wide
  turn  gave  each  crew  sufficient  time  to  check  all engine
  and  flight  instruments.  The  precision-tuned machines
  operated  flawlessly.  Marden  pressed  another  button and
  in  each  chopper  a  panel  light  read  green  and  the cath-
  ode  ray  tube  displays  flashed  PROCEED.  The choppers
  moved  out  at  185  miles  an  hour  200  feet  above the
 ground.
    Their  flight  time  to  target  point  would  be precisely
  fifty-one  minutes  and  eighteen seconds.
    The  world  beneath  the  mass  formation  of helicopters
  trembled  and  shook  beneath  the  fury  of  its passage.
  Eleven  helicopters,  thirty-three  jet  engines  and huge
  blades  ripped  the  de-,vy,  dark  morning,  fattening grass
  and  bending  trees  and  sending  thousands  of animals
  into  terrified  flight.  The  pilots  flew  with  unerring preci-



  sion  in  their  formation  so  that  from  high  above the
  helicopter  formation  seemed  a  single  creature  of many
  beating  wings  and  dragon's  torch  cry.  The  weather gods
  smiled  on  the  attack  force;  a  heavy  cloud  cover blan-
  keted  the  world  only  two  thousand  feet  above  the earth
  and  continued  on  up  to  better  than  twelve thousand
  feet,  providing  a  perfect  two-miles-thick  mass  of water
  vapor  and  cloud  to  conceal  from  reconnaissance planes
  or  satellites  the  blasting  rush  northward  into Manturu
 country.
   1,  Twenty  miles,"  sang  out  the  copilot  of  the lead
 Polotov.
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        A  safety  catch  was  flipped  away  by  a  finger  and z
       switch  thrown,  A  dazzling  flash  appeared  for  an instant,
       then  subdued  to  a  deep  steady  red  as  a  small winged@
       missile  tore  ahead  of  the  helicopter.  Marden  and the
       copilot  studied  a  cathode  screen.  Far  ahead  of  them the
       stub-winged  missile  scoured  the  earth  ahead  and below
       its  passage,  sending  back  signals  in  infrared television
       and radar.
       The  copilot's  finger  moved  across  the  scope, tapping
       bright  lights  scattered  across  the  countryside. "Cookini
       res.  Basic  similar  intensity.  Some  movement, mainly
       animals,  horizontal  readouts."  A  man  would  show  up as
       a  vertical  mark  on  the  scope.  "Seems  normal," the
       copilot  added.  Marden  nodded  in agreement.
       "Fifteen miles'  "  the  pilot called.
       "Notify  the  group,"  Marden snapped.
       No  radio  messages;  everything  was electronically
       coded.  The  formation  powered  ahead.  In  each chopper
       another  panel  glowed  in  amber  and  the  number fifteen
       appeared  to  signify  distance  remaining  to  the  target, as
       W@ll  as  groundspeed  and  time  to target.
       'rep.  miles,"  sang  out  Marden's  copilot.  "No change
       in  the pattern,"
      F ive mi Oes.
       The  number  five  appeared  in  all  the  helicopters. That
       was  the  signal  for  everyone  to  lock  and  load,  cock all
       weapons,  arm  all  firing systems,
       "Four miles."
       Everyone  looked  forward  frorn  the  cockpits. Marden
       felt  a  sudden  unease.  Whatever  was  going  on down
       there.  he  knew  a  nati@,e  system  had  flashed  the word
       that  all  bell  and  ftiry  was  coming  down  through the
       darkened,  clouded skies.
       Fuck  radio  silence.  Xiarden  squeezed  his transmit
       button.  "Five,  six,  seven,  move  allead,  full  release for
       static  charge.  All  other  birds,  lift  to  eight hundred
       minimum,  now.  Stargazer,  vou read"'
       Doug  Stavers  nodded  to  himself  Rebecca Weinstein
       watclied  him  with  alert,  intense  hawk  eyes  as  he spoke.
       -1@f@---  1--,  0",  13,_-___111_ 11
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    I  got  a  funny  feeling.  You  copy  five,  six  and seven
  for  static  spray? Over."
    "Three miles."
    All  the  choppers  save  the  three  assigned  to static
  charge  release  had  zoomed  to  eight  hundred  feet. The
  other  three  Polotovs  kept  their  original  height above
  the  ground,  still  whipping  trees  and  foliage beneath
  them  with  sudden  whirlwinds  of passage.
    "We're  going  to  covered  wagon,"  Marden  radioed in
  the  open  to  all  his  pilots.  "The  moment  we  get within
  one  mile,  slide  into  Indian  formation  around  main tar-
  get.  Hold  your  altitude  until  you  get  the  flash  and the
  all-clear  from  the  three  cats  down  low.  All  copilots, get
  those  goggles  on  and  be  prepared  to  take  the controls."
    "Two miles."
    "On  your  toes,  people,  on  your  toes,"  Marden called.



    A  mile  ahead  of  the  main  force,  the  three  lead chop-
  pers  slowed  their  headlong  flight  to  fifty  miles  an hour.
  Beneath  each  Polotov  in  perfect  line-abreast formation,
  spray  booms  released  a  heavy,  cold  flow  of  thickly ion-
  ized  air  and  sodium-narkhov  salts.  A  heavy  ice fog
  descended  in  an  enormous  blanket  over  the  low hill
  they  had  come  to  invest,  It  was  almost time.
    A  bright  orange  color  flashed  ahead  of  the  main force
  as  they  swung  into  a  wide  circling  flight,  like  Indians on
  horsAack  surrounding  a  wagon  train.  Marden pressed
  his  lips  together.  Too  early  for  the  fog  to blow.
    "You  see  what that        '@-  he  pushed  his pilot.
                         was I
    "Negative.  That's  fuel  burning,  but 1--"
    "Plowboy  Three  to  Harnmer.  Heads  up,  heads  up. I
  don't  know  how  they  got  the  word,  but  the people
  downstairs  have  firej  hundreds,  maybe  thousands, of
  long  spears,  Catapults,  Big  stuff,  high  speed.  We're like
  a  pincushion.  Plowboy  One  took  a  bunch  in  the cockpit
  and  they  went  straight  in."  The  bright  orange flash
  mushroomed  slowlv  to  a  savage  glare  as  the Polotov's
  munitions  let go,
    Stavers  turned  to  Weinstein.  "They  were expecting
us.
 "Not  us,"  she  said  soberly.  "ArIVODe.  They've been
                          11
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         He  thought  of  a  thousand  long  spears  and lances
       hurled  by  catapult  into  the  night  sky.  Weapons  of ten
       thousand  years  ago  snaring  a  multimillion-dollar, super-
       advanced,  electron  ically-guided,  jet-powered  killing ma-
       chine  from  the  air  and  killing  everyone aboard.
         "Stargazer  to  Hammer.  Don't  wait.  Light  up now."
         Marden  didn't  bother  to  answer.  "Plowboy,  if von
       copy  that  last  telegram,  bit it."
        11  Choose  your  partner,  it's  dance  time,"  a  voice sang
      back.
        , single  long  line  of  white  light  sped  downward from
       a  Polotov  invisible  to  the  eye.  At  the  head  of  the light
       was  a  wire-guided  electromag  discharger.  The  wire laid
       down  across  the  full  length  of  the  hill.  The  fog, hugging
       the  ground,  was unstable.
       A  blanket  of  viscous  fog  three-quarters  of  a  mile long
       and  a  half-mile  wide, exploded.
       It  was  a  very  efficient  explosion,  hugging  the ground,
       settled  into  every  hut  every  depression  in  the ground,
       within  every  bush  and  tree,  *in  every  ditch, everywhere.
       All  the  night  world  vanished  before  the spattering,
       coruscatffig,  repeated  flashes  of  explosions.  In every
       chopper  the  copilots,  having  donned  their  night glasses
       to  prevent  temporary  blindness,  took  over  the controls
       and  flew  by  instrument  panels  illuminated  brightly for
       the  moment.  Ten  seconds  later  the  pilots'  night vision
       returned.  They  didn't  need it.
       A  great  oval  patch  of  earth  more  than  two square
       miles  in  area  burned  fiercely.  Everything  above ground
       burned,  Where  the  fog  had  settled  into  any crevices,
       the  fires  burned.  Concussion  had  killed  every living
      creature.
       "Bit  it!"  Marden shouted.
       The  choppers  went  down  hard  and fast         '  bristling
       firepower  ready.  Two  landed  on  the  fire  periphery. The
       flames  would  die  out  quickly  and  the  men,  running in
       heavy  asbestos-lined  combat  boots  and fire-retardent
       fatigues,  ran  onto  the  burning  ground,,  weapons  at the
      ready.
       The  other  choppers  hovered,  rocking  frorn  side to
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   forms.  "Plowboy  Six,  far  left  side.  Three  openings in
   the  hill.  Holy  shit,  they're  coming  out  like  ants. Hun-
   dreds  of  them.  And  they  ain't  throwing spears."
     No  one  needed  further  orders.  Two  helicopters slid
   sideways,  began  rippling  fire.  Each  salvo  sent  out a
   hundred  concussion  and  shrapnel  rockets  into  the cave
   openings  from  which  natives  rushed  by  the hundreds.
   No  one  needed  to  be  told  their  automatic weapons
   could  rip  into  the  Polotovs,  kill  pilots,  bring  down the
   deadly  but  vulnerable  machines,  So  the  key  to  all this
   was  immediate,  overwhelming slaughter.
     The  rockets  ripped  through  native  ranks.  Chunks of
   bodies  and  constant  bursts  of  exploding  blood  and body
   fluids  filled  the  air.  Still  more  natives  rushed  from the
  hill.
     "They  must  have  fifty  openings,"  Stavers snarled,



   verbalizing  his  thoughts  rather  than  talking  to Weinstein.
     Marden's  voice  came  into  each  Polotov.  "Watch your
   eyes!  I  want  blinders  out  immediately!  As  soon  as they
   light  off,  work  'em  with  the Vulcans!"
     Shattering  light  split  the  sky,  blinding  white, intense,
   eye-stabbing,  vision-killing.  More  than  a  thousand armed
   natives  reeled  about,  stunned,  blinded,  in  pain, 11,10-
   mentarily helpless.
    "Cut  , em  down!"  Marden roared.
     Each  Polotov  cut  loose  with  the  Vulcans, modern
   descendants  of  the  Magic  Dragons  that  had  sown such
   terrible  firefight  death  in  Vietnam.  More  than twenty-
   seven  heavy  cannon  with  a  firing  rate  of  seven thousand
   rounds  per  minute  ripped  into  the  nioving  figures on
   the  ground,  Fury  and  hell  erupted  from  t@e_ devastating
  inipact.
     "That  got  most  of  them!"  Marden  shouted. "Okay,
   Six,  Nine  and  Eleven,  stay  upstairs  and  keep circling.
   Everybody  else,  get  down  there  and  take  thein direct.
   Use  those  knives!  Roll  heads,  you bastards!"
     The  choppers  swooped,  mushroomed  on  heavy air
   currents,  settled  fast  and  hard.  Marden's  killer teartis
   raced  away,  machine  guns  and  flarne-throwers  at the
   ready.  No  more  than  a  hundred  natives  remained alive,
  1-1_11.11        -      rl@rl lliflpoll-lv.
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      The  raiders  cut  them  to  pieces  with  pointblank fire.
    Within  three  minutes  the  only  movement  was  the slash-
    ing  attack  of  the  raiders,  machetes  rising  and falling
    chopping  into  necks  and  heads,  making  wet sloppy
    killing  sounds,  a  ghastly  singsong  of horror.
      Stavers  hit  the  ground,  ran  to  the  side  of  the helicop-
    ter,  Weinstein  right  behind  and  to  his  side.  Six picked
    men  fanned  out  behind  and  alongside  them  for cover.
    Their  orders  were  simple.  Stay  with  Stavers and
    Weinstein.  Cover  them.  No  distractions.  Stay  out  of the
    other fight.
      Stavers  turned  to  Weinstein.  "Okay,  girl,  it's your
    show.  You  know  where  to  go. Move!"
      They  ran  quickly,  crouching,  dodging  twisted bodies
    and  pulverized  chunks  of  flesh,  slipping  on  gore, winc-
    ing  as  their  cover  team  rattled  off  quick  bursts  at any-
    thing  that  couldn't  be  recognized  and  so  much as
    twitched.  Over  the  sound  of  blatting  helicopter blades
    and  shrieking  jet  engines,  strangely  loud,  came the
    macabre  sound  of  steel  slicing  through  necks,  adding to
    the  grisly  pile  of  severed  heads,  confirming  the newly
    formed  adage  that  heads  that  roll  around  the ground
    without  bodies  don't  talk.  Snick,  slash;  strange sounds,
    and  every  now  and  then  a  clanging  of  metal  as  a down-
    ward  slicing  blade  missed  soft  flesh  and  whacked into
    resisting bone.
      "There!  See  that  third  entrance  to  the  left?" Weinstein
    called.  "That's  the  one  we want"'
     " You  people  get  that?"  Stavers  shouted.  A  chorus of
    calls  confirmed  his  team  of  six  men  had  the word.
      "Doug!  Once  we  go  in  have  a  force  cover  that en-
    trance  while  we're  down  below!  I  know  these people,"
    Weinstein  sang  out.  "They'll  try  to  trap  us underneath
    and  we've  got  to  have  the  way  clear  to  emerge. We-"
      She  staggered  back  as  three  arrows  tore into-against-
    her  body.  Stavers  whirled  around  as  a  spear crunched
    into  his  hip,  hurling  him  off  balance.  But  no puncture
    wound,s,  the  sharkskin  suits  were  holding.  They'd al-
    ready  saved  their  lives.  Biit  where  the  hefl  had they
    pnm@  f-P  Qf--  1,___A -                        I
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   bloody  gurgle.  Simms;  one  of  his  men,  an  arrow  into his
   mouth  and  back  through  his  throat  and  emerging from
   the  back  of  his  neck.  Goddamn  sharksuit  didn't mean
   shit  from  that  kind  of  hit.  Another  man  took  an arrow
   from  a  second  fusilade,  directly  into  his  eye  and he
   tumbled  screaming  to  the  ground.  Stavers  hurled him-
   self  sideways  and  fell  atop  Weinstein.  "Stay  down," he
   snapped.  He  thumbed  his  radio.  "Cowboys,  you got
   Stargazer  in view?"
     "Gotcha,  Stargazer.  Looks  like  you  need  some help."
     "Hit  those  motherfuckers  with  everything  we've got--
     "On  the  way,"  came  the  confirmation  before  he said
   another  word.  "Keep  your  heads  and  asses  down, folks.
   Here  comes  Big Poppa."
     Two  Polotovs  rushed  up  to  them,  swaying  wildly as
   the  pilots  slammed  on  rotor  brakes.  Hovering, they



   launched  a  terrifying  barrage,  of  minirockets  into the
   side  of  the  hill.  The  rectangular  entrance  Weinstein had
   pointed  out  disappeared  in  blinding explosions.
     That  was  only  the  beginning  of  two  minutes  of un-
   precedented  fury.  Salvos  of  Vulcan  cannon  stuttered in
   ear-hammering  bursts;  the  hill  itself  was  being shred-
   ded,  being  blown  away  from  the  shattering firepower.
     "No  movement,  Stargazer.  Looks  clear,"  the helicop-
   ter  leader called.
     "Bullshit  on  that!"  They  couldn't  miss  Marden's roar
   on  the  radio  frequency.  "One  of  you  choppers,  get in
   tighter,  and  I  want  liquid  flamethrower  into  all three
   openings!  Now'  Fire,  you  sons  of  bitches! Fire!"
     Stavers  and  Weinstein  and  the  four  men  still  able to
   move  and  fight  pressed  themselves  against  and  into the
   blood-soaked  earth  as  a  Polotov  Wlided  tip  and over
   them,  and  erupted  as  might  a  huge  dragon  of  myth. A
   sheet  of  intense  flame,  no  thicker  than  a  firehose, sped
   ahead  of  the  Polotov,  and  suddenly  widened  in all
   directions,  becoming  a  barrel-thick  lance  of  liquid fire
   ripping  into  the  openings.  The  earth  beneath them
   rumbled;  the  flames  were  racing  far  below ground,
   cooking  alive--instantly-anything  with  life  to it.
     (@f--c  J,-@tnpd  fc)  hi-  feet-  bodv-dravgina Weinstein
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        to  a  standing  position.  -Skip!"  he  called,  "Cover us@r
        We're  going  in now!"
        "The  hell  you  are!"  Marden  shouted  back. "Hold
        your  position!  I  want  a  squad  in  there  first.  Tearn Char-
        lie,  get  the  hell  in  there  ahead  of  Stargazer.  Get down
        that  opening  on  the  left.  No  matter  what  moves,  kill it!"
        "Skip,  goddamnit  it,  I  said  we're  going  in  first!" Stavers
       yelled.
       " kip!  We've  got  to  go  in  first!"  Weinstei shouted,
        desperation  in  her  voice.  "We  must  go in-    P
        "Fuck  you,  lady.  Get  off  this  frequency, goddamnit!
        Boss-man,  you  cool  your  jets.  I  run  this  show  and you
        follow  orders,  got it!"
        Stavers  laughed  aloud.  Marden  was  absolutely right;
        that's  how  they'd  stayed  alive  through  all  their battles
        and wars.  "Got  it.  Make  it  fast,  man.  We're  on  a sched-
        ule  down here."
       "Yeah,  I  gotcha,  Stargazer.  I'll  pass  your complaint
        on  to  the  chaplain.  Charlie  Team,  where  the  hell are
       you?"
       "Inside,  Hammer.  Charlie's  inside  and  around  a turn.
        You  were  right.  At  least  fifty  of  them  in  here,  and they
        had  it  all.  Assault  pieces,  even  bazookas.  We  got fifty
        pairs  of  fried  frog's  legs  now.  We're  making chopped
        heads. "
        "What's  ahead  of  you,  Charlie?"  Stavers  broke into
        the frequency,
        "Big doo'.  ogs,  crisscrossed,  don't  know  how deep.
        Looks  like  a  trap,  We  blow  in  the  door, something
        conles  bustiniz  out  and  chews  us  up.  Give  us  a minute
        or  two,  Stargazer,  and  we'll  tend  to business."
        "Go,  baby,"  Stavers  called  back.  He  pushed Weinstein
        down  to  one knee." just  cool  it,  babe,"  he  said, turning
        back  to  look  at  the  entrance  they  also  needed to
       penetrate.
        The  ground  shook  wildly  beneath  them. Voices
        coughed  on  the  radio  frequency,  "Charlie  Team here.
        just  like  we  thought.  Log  barricade  went  down  before a
        charge,  and  about  a  hundred  long  spears  came flying
        out.  But  that  looks  like  it.  just  beyond  there's some
        1-ind  -C  @ f - -1 147-  i-,"A "                        -
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  sounds,  no  signs  of  life,  no  infrared  signs  coming back.
  My  money  is  that  it's empty."
    "Go  on  in,"  Marden commanded.
    "No!"  Stavers roared.    ' "Charlie  Team,  stay  the hell
  out  of  that  tunnel!  That's  an  order!  Hold  your position,
  secure  everything  else  around  you.  I'm  coming  in with
  the  woman,  and  when  we  get  there  she  and  I  are going
  through  and  you  cover  our  backs.  Hammer,  you read
  that?  Confirm  it  to  the  teams, goddamnit!"
    No  more  than  a  moment's  hesitation  as  Marden lis-
  tened,  weighed  all  the  issues  of  the  moment,  and yielded
  to  the  urgency  in  Stavers'  voice.  "Hammer  here. Go
  with  what  you  just  heard.  Stargazer  runs  the show
  downstairs.  Follow  his  orders.  Everybody  topside, you



  play  the  game  with  my rules."
    Stavers  and  Weinstein  dashed  up  and  ran  directly for
  the  opening.  Several  men  waved  them  on.  They slipped,
  cursing,  on  the  bloody  froth  mixing  with  mud  and grass,
  and  then  they  were  at  the  entrance,  digging  in their
  heels  as  they  descended  along  a  steep  slope,  the power-
  ful  arms  of  fighting  men  extended  to  assist  them. They
  went  through  the  open  area  with  broken  spears ana
  heaps  of  bodies  and  a  jumble  of  severed  heads  piled in
  one  area.  A  thick  wall  of  double-hatched  logs  had been
  blown  to  charred  splinters,  and  everything  stank of
  burnin,,  wood  and  flesh  and  earth.  A  man  directly ahead
  of  thern  held  a  dazzling  hard  light;  he  turned  it from.
  their  eyes  and  heldi  it  to  the tunnel.
    They  stopped  in  the  midst  of  the  smashed  logs, their
  feet  slipping  on  smashed  wood  and blood.
    It  was  different  a  few  feet  farther on.
    The  floor  of  the  tunnel  was  gleaming  rrietal,  and then
  it  curved  from  sight,  beginning  another descent.
    Stavers  moved  forward  slowly,  taking  the  light from
  the  man  by  his  side.  Another  figure  moved  up and
  handed  a  light  to  Weinstein.  Then,  following orders,
  the  fighting  men  withdrew  to  the  opposite  side  of the
  opening  they'd blasted.
    Stavers  moved  cautiously,  playing  the  light about
  him.  Metal  ever-y-where.  A  cold  and  impossible echoing
                      tt-i,  vt)ices  vaininLl  a  rinaiw4 sound.
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       They  moved  through  a  long  circle  and  stopped before
       a  massive  metal  doorway.  "It  operates  like  a camera
       shutter,"  Rebecca  Weinstein  said.  Stavers  stared  at hc@-..
       She  knows  all  ahout  this  place.  She  knows  how  it work-,@,
       What  in  the  name  of God-
       "How  .  @  .  how  do  we  get  through?"  be  asked  in a
       hoarse  whisper.  He  didn't  dare  ask  aloud  what lay
      beyond.
       She  smiled;  joyous,  radiant.  "Slip  off  your jacket.
       Here,  let  me  help.  Now,  the  shirt.  Remove  the  top half
       of  the sharksuit."
       Moments  later  be  stood  barechested  except  for the
       steelmesh  strapping  about  his body.
       She  pointed  to  the  steel  casing  about  the diamond.
       "Open  it, Doug."
       He  started  to  protest,  to  -ask  questions,  to  do anything
       save  obeying  her  orders  with  such  immediate precision.
       Something  told  him  not  to  waste  his  time  or  his effort.
       She  knew  what  was  happening  and  he  didn't.  Yet cau-
       tion  moved  him  several  feet  from  Weinstein  as  he opened
       the  steel  casing  to  reveal  the  great  yellow diamond,
       It  blazed  at him' flashing,  sparkling,  hurling  out nee-
       dles  of  light,  turning  everything  about  them  an intense,
       marvelous yellow.
       She  smiled  at  him.  "Dont  you  understand  yet, Doug?
      ItI s alive."
      11  Aliv0-  he echoed.
       "Look  at  the  door.  Think  it  open.  It  won't  work for
       anyone  except you,"
       Ile  blinkd.  Stupidly  lie  thought,  "Open,  Sesame@- It
       was  an  idiotic feeling.
       He  was wrong.
       The  door  sections  revolved  and  yawned wide.
       Ile  stared  beyond,  stunned  and speechless.
 Chapter 20
     All  the  disbelief  he  had  ever  known  in  his  life swarmed
  over  Stavers,  a  swirling  fog  of  living  denial,  of  refusal to
  accept  what  lay  before  him.  Shock--culture, personal,
  scientific,  common  sense,  technological-struck  him with
  physical  force.  He  found  himself  sucking  in  air  in great
  painful  gulps;  he  couldn't  recall  the  last  time  his heart
  had  beat  so  pounding-hard  within  his chest.
     He  saw  it  all,  and  be  believed  it  and  he  refused to
  believe  it,  all  in  the  same  cerebral  gulp.  It's  too much
  of  a  jump  for  the  man  who  hasn't  encountered  it before
  to  bring  together  in  a  single  glance  thousands  of years
  of  the  past  into  the  present  and  a  leap  untold thousands
  of  years  into  the  future.  His  mind  raced  at  full throttle,
  howling  with  furious  mental  speed.  and  then slammed
  on  the  brakes,  squealing  and  refusing  the adrenalin
  surging  through  his  system  like  water  through  a fire
 hose.
     It  was  huge.  Wide  and  broad  and  high  and deep,
  God  knew  only  how  deep,  for  what  he  saw  was enor-
  mous,  and  it  had  the  solidity  and  massiveness  of  a great
  battleship  of  thick  armor  and  enorrnous  sweep  of steel.
  and  monster  guns,  and  the  battleship  was  a  pitiful anach-
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  ronism  against  what  now  invited  him  to  come forward,
  Technology  speared  its  visible  reality  at  him.  Science so
  overpowering  it  humbled  him  anj  made  him  feel as
  primitive  as  he  really  was  before  this  incredible ma-
  chine  of  somewhere-sometime.  Seats,  controls, strange
  metals  and  plastics  and  glass  and  materials  he  had never
  seen  or  dreamed  about  and  couldn't  even  imagine played
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  away  before  him,  the  splendor  and  shine  dimmed by
  time  and  the  dust  of  the  ages.  He  stared  at  the great
  ports  and  the  huge  sheets  of  transparent  material, and
  lie  knew  that  men,  men  and  women,  perhaps human,
  perhaps  not,  but  bipedal,  like  himself,  had looked
  through  those  ports  and  sheets  and  gazed  upon stars
  and  galaxies  and  nebulae,  at  moons  and  planets and
  comets  and  stars  birtbing  and  others dying.
     And  this  was  only  the  flight deck.
     This  was  that  tiny  portion  of  machine  that  housed the
  flight  crew,  like  the  small  space  allotted  the  two men
  high  up  forward  in  the  nose  of  a  747,  and  behind them
  stretched  an  enormous  machine  with  nearly  six hun-
  dred  people,  riding  the  high  top  of  a  world's  air ocean.
     He  reminded  himself  again  that  this  is  only theflight
  deck,  and  it  is  gorgeous  and  magnificent  and wonder-
  fu 1.
     He  failed  to  handle  it  all,  to  accept  the devastating
  mental  punch  that  staggered  him  so.  It  was  too much,
  and  yet  a  part  of  his  mind  told  him  that  was nonsense,
  that  he  knew  that  somewhere  the  enormous  vessels of
  science  in  a  far  future  ghosted  a  thousand  times faster
  than  the  speed  of  light  through  unimaginable  fields and
  plains  of  the  cosmos,  where  passing  stars  flickered weak
  and  yellow  or  bright  and  ice-blue  as  they  swept  by. He
  knew  this  could  happen,  that  it  likely  had happened,
  somewhere,  but  this  was  here  and  now,  not somewhere
  without focus.
     He  drew  on  memory  to  bridge  the  gap,  to  steady his
  reeling  mind.  Pictures  flashed  through  his mernory,
  snatches  and  mornents  from  paintings  and photograp@s
  and  films.  He  saw  the  huge  vessels  froin  Alien and
  Aliens,  the  utterly  incredible  spaceliners  of  Close En-
  counters  of  the  Third  Kind,  and  there  was  2001 and
  2010,  and  Black  Hole,  and  as  much  as  they  helped they
  were  still  flat  and  distant  and  distressingly two-dimen-
  sional.  But  there  were  the  other  ships,  the  real ships.
  He  forced  himself  to  think  of  Vostok  and  Mercury and
  Gernini  and  Voskhod  and  Sovuz  and  Apollo  and Skylab
  arid  Salyut  and  Mir  and  the  Shuttles,  and  pictures from
  the  rokot,@  fl;4,;hed  in  Iii,  rninrl  f@  @1--T  1,@-  fl-  -];- -f
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    the  sands  of  Mars  and  the  thickly  invested  sava, heat
                                                   le
    and  ocean-like  atmosphere  of  Venus,  the  scarred  hell of
    lifeless  Mercury  and  the  turbulent  magnificence of'
    Jupiter,  and  its  rings,  and  the  huge  sweep  splendor of
    Saturnian  rings  an@  dozens  and  dozens  of  moons, the
    thickened  atmosphere  of  Uranus  and  the  deep blue
    gaseous  ocean  of  Neptune;  he  thought  of  lo smashing
    fire  into  vacuum  and  fractured  worlds  and  frozen worlds
    and  ice  volcanoes,  and  it  helped.  It  carried  him, just
    barely,  over  the edge.
     Doug  Stavers  had  always  been  exceptionally self-
    disciplined  and  at  this  moment  he  called  into  play every
    ounce  of  mental  strength  he  could  muster.  His brain
    felt  like  a  thousand  clattering  and  whirling  dishes set-



    tling  down,  dissipating  the  discordant  outcry, settling
    his  brittled  vision,  easing  his  mind  and  lending linear
    substance  to  his thoughts.
     He  turned  to  Doctor  Rebecca  Weinstein.  Her face
    remained  calm  but  with  a  deep,  even  a  mighty assur-
    ance  that  she  was  at  home  here.  That  stopped  his first
    planned  words  before  they  could  be  formed  by his
    tongue  and  lips.  This  woman  is  at  home  here.  Until this
    instant  she's  been  the  stranger,  in  a  world  not  so strange
    but  utterly  primitive  and  alien.  Her  calm  was  fresh cold
    water  rushing  over  an  alien  bridge  and  it diminished
    the  heat  of  his  furious astonishment.
      It  all  begins  to  fit,  Damn,  she  was  Haht!  I would
    never  have  believed.  I  could  never  have  absorbed  it all,
    A  single  glance  here  is  more  than  all  the conversation
    ever  spoken.  This  is  the  trite  reality,@  not verbalizeO
    description.  And  this  is  the.  same  woman  I  tvas  so pre-
    pared  to  k@to  end  her  life  so  many  times.  Of course
    she  dodged  and  twisted  and  led  me  down  one primrose
    path  after  another!  She  had to!
      He  mustered  all  his  self-control  to  this  instant. Stop
    gawking.  Quit  the  ohs  and  ahs  and  the  awed bullshit,
    This  is  as  much  a  test  as  anything  else,  Make theJump,
    Stavers.  Make  it  or  you'll  be  tossed  aside  like useless
    garbage.  So  start  with  something  closer  to  home than
    this  stellar battlewagon.
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      He  reached  down  and  held  the  flashing yellow
    diamond---or  whatever  it  was-so  he  could  look  into its
    incredible  icy  fire.  It's  like  looking  into  my  own mind,
    don't understand-
       You  said  this  ... diamond             is  alive,  "  he forced
    out,  turning  to Weinstein.
      "It  is,  It  is  an  arbatik.  It  is  not  a  diamond,  That is
    strictly  coincidental.  Nature  produces  diamonds under
    awesorne  pressure.  So  was  the  arbatik  formed,  but by
   man .   She  smiled.  "Man  will  do.  The  term  is quite
    acceptable. "
      His  head  began  again  to  swim  and  he  snatched  at the
    brass  ring  of  stiffening  resolve  within himself
      "Arbatik,"  he echoed.
      "It's  the  best  I  can  do  in  translation  to English    , she
    offered.  "Think  of  it  as  an  energy  focus.  The  universe is
    a  violent  maelstrom  of  energy,  Doug.  Forces  that could
    vaporize  this  entire  planet  in  an  instant  are  quite com-
    monplace,  but  they  destroy  only  when  interference is
    created.  Those  forces  aren't  intelligent,  but  they  are all
    about  us.  Like  radio  waves,"  she  suggested.  "We didn't
   i. nvent  radio  waves.  No  one  ever  did  that.  We learned
    how  to  harness  the  waves,  tune  in  to  them,  match their
    vibration.  Think  of  microwave  parabolic  transmitters, a
    million  of  them,  a  billion,  a  trillion  of  these transmitters
    out  in  space,  all  attuned  to  the  frequency  of  the arbatik,
    pouring  their  energy  into,  and  being  received  by, what
    you  call  the  diamond.  That's  a  very  crude description
    but  it'll  have  to  do  for  now.  The  real  key  is  not receiv-
    ing  the  energy,  but  releasing  it  specifically  and deliber-
    atelv  and  under control."
     He  held  the  flashing  miracle  in  his  hand.  "But how
    did  this  thing  work  with,  I  mean,  how  did  I  link up
    with it?"
    11  You'll  hate  me  for  this,"  she  said,  unsmiling  and her
    eyes  penetrating  into  his  mind,  "but  it  was  not an
    accident  or  a  series  of  incidents.  As  much  as  it was
    possible  to  do  so,  it  was directed."
    That  he  refused,  "Bullshit,"  he  answered irnmedi-
    atelv,  and  a  sense  ofhirnself  emerged  with  his retort.
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  the  energy  system-the  arbatik---doesn't  run machinery.
  It  doesn't  propel  anything  or  operate  anything.  It  is not
  simple  or  even  pressured  carbon.  it's  composed  of an
  incredibly  complex  genetic  code,  a  DNA  control  a thou-
  sand  years  into  your  future.  Which,  and  I  do  not intend
  to  be  superior  in  tone  or  words,  is  still  archaic  to my
  science.  When  the  main  arbatiks are-were--created,
  they  were  fashioned  after  a  genetic  code.  A  mind that
  must  be,  well,  call  it  human.  Yours;  mine,  The trillions
  of  neuronic  subsystems  that  constitute  your  mind are
  matched  by  what  you  now  hold  in  your hand."
    "How  could  it  be  my  mind?"  he  shouted.  "This is
  thousands  of  years oldl"
    "You,  Douglas  Stavers,  are  of  a  very  specific  type of
  mindset.  Brilliant,  headstrong,  domineering, totally



  beyond  ego  where  ego  is  replaced  with  absolute convic-
  tion;  it's  rather  a  long  list.  You  fit  them  all.  "  She sighed.
  "Look,  our  people  have  been  into  the  use  of  what you'd
  call  superadvanced  science  for  a  longer  time  than you
  can  imagine.  Yet,  if  we  were  able  to  do  so,  we could
  have  brought  Albert  Einstein  into  one  of  our,  what you
  would  call  think  tanks,  and  be  would  be  just  as  much at
  home  with  our  science  and  mathematics  as  any  of our
  own  scientists,  Oh,  certainlv,  tbere'd  be  catchup, but
  that  would  be  simple  to  som'eone  like  Albert.  His mind
  was  quite  capable  of  super  quanturn  leaps  of  this sort."
    He  waved  a  hand  ;u  protest.  "You  told  me your
  familv,  you,  your  father,  were  related  to  Einstein, That
  can'Cbe  true,  can it-@"
    She  smiled  and  shook  her  head.  "No,  it's  not.  But the
  official  records  of  birth,  marriages,  cominumities. li-
  censes,  that  sort  of  thing,  were  all  created  so  that 'o
  anyone  investigating  the  matter,  it  would  be  true, I
  knew  Albert  quite  well,  Not  my  father,"  She hesitated
  and  a  frown  moved  qUicklv  across  her  face.  "He's not
 here.
    He  let  that  remark  pass.  "You  mean  that  my rnind-
  you  said  mindset,"  and  he  watched  her  riod,  "is linked
  to  this  ...  this  super  engine?  I  wish  I  knew  what the
  bell  to  call  it  besides  your  cosmic  Hungarian, because
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      She  laughed.  "God,  you're  incredible.  You've made
      the  jump  so  quickly!  That's  marvelous.  Your  own form
     of  quantum  cap  into  another  reality  that  not  too long
      ago  was  impossible  to  you,  and  already  you're arguing
      with me!"
      "How  does  this  doodad  work?  I  mean,  what happens?
      From  what  you've  been  saying,  my  mind  operates on,
      let's  say,  a  wavelength, right?"
      "Broadband  rather  than  tight;  yes,"  she confirmed.
      "And  it  matches  a  neuronic  pattern  in  this thing?"
      "Yes. "
      "This  is  a  mind?  A brain?"
      "No;  no.  It's  a  link  between  your  mind  and  a power
      control.  Think  of  yourself  in  the  cockpit  of  your plane.
      You  grasp  the  throttles  and  you  move  them forward.
      What  happens?  You  suddenly  create  more  than  a hun-
      dred  thousand  pounds  thrust  behind  you,  and your
      machine  comes  alive  with  all  that  wonderful  power and
      it  leaps  forward  and  does  all  the  things  super airplanes
      are  supposed  to  do.  But  your  hand  didn't  move until
      your  mind  bade  that  move.  Understand?  It's  a physiolo-
      gical-mechanical  link.  Very  crude,  but  very effective."
      "You  mean,  if  the  airplane  systern  was  set  up  to use
      this doodad--
      "Arbatik,"  she  said firmly.
      "This  camel  whip,"  he  went  on,  deliberately irrever-
      ent  because  he  needed  to  be  to  keep  that  grip on
      himself,  "If  the  airplane  system  was  set  up  with this
      thing,  then  all  I  need  to  do  is  sit  back  with  my  hands in
      my  lap  and  think  those  throttles  going fbrwa@&-
      "A  clumsy  analogy,  but  it  will do."
     11  1  don't  understand  something.  As  powerful  as this
      thing  is  supposed  to  be,  and  it  does  work,  it's still
      low-key,  lady.  I  mean,  it  will  get  someone  to  shove a
      thirty-eight  muzzle  in  his  ear  and  squeeze  off  a  round to
      bye-bye  land,  but  a  shot  of  LSD  or  etorphin  will  do the
      same.  This  thing  is  more  efficient,  that's all."
     " This  thing,  as  you  call  it,  functions  at  about  a bil-
      lionth  of  its  normal  cruising  level  of energy."
      He  stared  at  her. "What?"
      "T'll  F111-fi-  __-.,__1-  -  ___  __  _. I - I     I  1 11
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     "Oh,  for  Christ's  sake,  Rebecca,  it  was  inside my
 body!"
     "Let  me  use  the  airplane  analogy  again,"  she said
  patiently.  "Your  jet  runs  on  fuel.  If  you  poured  that fuel
  into  the  cabin,  on  the  seats  and  along  the  floor,  could it
  enable  your  machine  to fly?"
     "Of  course  not,"  he  said  with  annoyance.  "You know
  that.  The  fuel's  got  to  be  in  the  tanks,  with  the right
  pumps  and pressure-"
     "And  with  controls  for  proper  and  varying  flow, through
  heating  systems,  into  spray  systems  and  burn chambers
  and  igniters  and  the  rest  of  that  sort  of  thing,  and it
  needs  power  to  function,  and  it's  got  to accommodate
  inverted  or  weightless  flight, and--



     "I  get  your  point,"  he  said, chagrined.
     "The  analogy  applies  to  the  arbatik.  it  must  be within
  your  body  but  it  must  also  be  close  to  your heart,
  behind  the  heart,  in  fact,  with  neuronic  connections to
  the  heart  and  the  spine  and  the  brainstem.  The surgery
  for  this  is  intricate,  dangerous,  and  also  quite necessary."
     He  studied  her  carefully.  "I  get  the  idea  I'm being
  led  down  a  primrose  path  to  a  surgical ward."
     She  didn't  answer  immediately.  "Under  those condi-
  tions,  with  proper  implantation  and  connection, you
  could  think  about  this  vessel  and  it  would  lift  from this
  planet,  quite  silentlv,  slowly,  under  absolute control
  and  when  you  were  above  atmosphere,  you  could accel-
  erate  to.  .  .  "  she  smiled  again,  "to  unimaginable speeds."
     "Just  by  thinking  about  it,"  he echoed,
     "Please  eliminate  the  word  'just'from  your description."
     "This  neuronic  surgery;  you  said  it  was intricate-"
     "Dangerous,"  she  finished.  "But  well  worth it."
     "Damn  few  things  are  worth  it  if  you're  dead," he
  said  sourly.  "Or  alive  and  a  cabbage  for  a  brain. Or
  alive  and  paralyzed  because  someone  screwed around
  with  the  spinal  nerve system."
     "True,  But  there's more."
     "I'm  already  way  over  rny  head,  Rebecca,  so don't
  quit now."
     "When  two  or  more  people  have  arbitak implanta-
                                                            3-
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  not  mean  you  hold  conversation  telepathically.  But th,
  impressions,  ideas,  visualizations,  that  sort  of  thing, aye
  strikingly  sharp  and  understandable.  You  bad  that basic
  ability  before  what  you  call  The  Messiah  Stone evec
  came  into  your  possession,  The  arbatik  enhanced it."
     11  Wait  a  moment,"  be  said  slowly.  "You;  a  doctor. A
  surgeon.  Have  you  performed  this  sort  of operation?"
     "Yes."
      "What's  your  success ratio?"
      P  erf-e  C t.
      'You  said  that  when  two  people  have  this  thing they
  can  communicate  without verbalizing?"
      "Yes.  And  you  have  an  overwhelming  effect upon
  ordinary  minds.  Normal  minds.  You've mentioned
  etorpbin.  Ten  thousand  times  more  powerful  than mor-
  phine,  you  said.  Arbatik  control  is  far  greater  than that
  because  you  can  use  it  and  release  it  or,  to  use what
 you I re  thinking  of  right  now,  you  can  tweak  the power
  output  and  performance  like  a  vernier control."
      "You  just  read  my mind?"
      "No,"  she  said  immediately.  "You  cannot  read minds.
  But  when  you  ran  a  review  in  your  mind  about power
  systems  I  received  a  strong  visual  impression  of the
  equipment  about  which  you  thought,  That's  how  I knew
  what  you  were  thinking.  You  see,  you  were  also broad-
  casting  in  the  blind,  so  to  speak.  In  other  words, you
  weren't  trying  to  hide  or  disguise  or  protect your
  thoughts. -
      "Let  me  go  back  to  the  arbatiks.  "  He  used  her crazy
  language  phrasing  because  it  was  easier  to communicate
  that  way.  She  smiled  at  him;  so  she'd  picked  up  on that,
  too!  He  pushed  aside  the  thoughts  to  concentrate on
  what  he  needed  to  know.  "Your  reference  seems to
  indicate  that  your  crew,  or  the  people  aboard  this ship,
  or  all  your  people  who  go  cruising  around  tlie galaxy,
  whatever,  I  mean,  that  a  whole  bunch  of  your peopie
  have  these  things  inside them?"
      "Yes.  But  I  inusi  repeat  that  those  with  the genetic
  code  to  generate  high  levels  of  power,  either  to operate
  the  systems  for  these  craft,  or  to  affect  other  and rnaDV
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       forgive  the  repetition,  the throw  of  the  cosmic dice,
       Doug,  picked you."
       He  rubbed  his  chin. "Jumping      way    ahead  of what
      youI re  saying,  I  get  the  idea  that  if  I  wanted  to  rule the
       world,  then  having  the  arbatik properly-surgically-
       implanted,  would  give  me  that power.
       "It  would.  But  you won  It.
       "Won't what?"
       "Want  to  rule  the world."
       Why  the  hell not?"
       "It's  a  boring  thing  to  do,"  she  said easily.
       "A  hell  of  a  lot  of  people  don't  think  so,"  he retorted.
       "A  hell  of  a  lot  of  people  believe  the  way  to nirvana,    "
       she  snapped  back,  using  his  own syntax,    11  is  to inject
       poisonous  substances  by  needle  into  their bodies."
      "Checkmate  ,   he grinned.



       "It  takes  time  to  learn  such things, 11  she added.
       "It's  really  that boring?"
       "God,  yes,  "  She  laughed.  "Just  imagine  the paperwork."
       "I've  got  a  million  questions, Rebecca."
       "Start  with  one  at  a time. 11
       "Too  late  for  that,"  he  admitted.  He  looked about
       him.  "This  is  the  flight deck."
       "You  said  that  as  a  statement  and  not  a  question and
       you're right."
       "How  big  is  this monster;
       "It's  not  a  monster  and  it's  not  that  big.  Um.,  think of
       a  747  expanding  in  size  to  about  five  times  its width,
       length  and height,"
       "Goddamned  big bird."
       "That,  then,  is  this  ship,"  she  explained.  "Only this
       was  a scout.
       "A  scout?"  He  shook  his  bead.  "Goddamnit, forgive
       me,  Rebecca,  I  must  sound  like  a  parrot repeating
       everything  it bears."
       "It's  a  scout,"  she  repeated.  She  looked  about  her, a
       haze  of  sadness  seeming  to  appear  about  her.  "One of
       sixteen  the  main  ship held."
       -HoN@,,  bloody  big  is  the  main ship?"
       "Think  of  a  small  city.  That's  bow big."
                                 .1      .  c  @1  -  I  - _@)`
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       Sadness  increased;  she-  shook  her  head  slowly. -No,
     we  can't.  It  was  destroyed.  An  impossible, on-e-in-a-
     trillion  sort  of accident."
       "An  accident  destroyed  this ship?"
       "This  flight  deck  is  all  that  remains.  Oh,  the  rest o','
     the  ship  is  here.  Mangled,  crushed,  mostly melted.
     She  drifted  back  in  time.  "It  was  our  first  landing here.
     In  the  scout.  We  drifted  low  across  the countryside.
     Gods  to  the  natives;  obviously.  We  drifted  across some
     low  hills.  We  didn't  know  one  of  them  was  a  volcano. it
     exploded  directly  beneath  us.  Our  pilot,  he  .  .  .  he was
     killed  instantly-  I  suppose  it  was  molten  magma,  but it
     came  upward  at  some  insane  speed  and  it  speared into
     the  ship.  Our  ventilators  were  open.  We'd tested        the
     air  and  it  was  acceptable.  We'd  bring  in  local  air, move
     it  through  the  purifiers,  and  then  let  it  into  the ship.
     But  the  ventilators  were  open  and  that  left  us exposed.
     Normally,  when  the  ship  is  sealed,  even  an atomic
     bomb  can't  hurt  us.  Force  fields;  that  sort  of thing."
      "Ub  hub,  -  be said.
      1@  The  flight  deck  took  a  direct  hit.  I  was  just  aft  of the
     deck.  Wearing  an  armored  pressure  suit-full environ-
     mental  control  screen  s-preparing  to  lower  to  the sur-
     face.  When  the  volcano  ripped  into  us,  it  sent the
     magma--burning  lava-into  the  ship.  Everyone  in the
     flight  deck  died.  The  ship  went  out  of  control  just  as I
     left  beneath  and  to  the  right.  The  ship  went  down, very
     bard,  and  everything  aft  of  the  flight  deck  exploded or
     was  crushed  and  melted.  Really,  all  of  that  sort  of thina
    happened."
     He  held  his  silence  for  a  while.  He  heard  dim sounds
     of  machinery  above  them.  He'd  forgotten completely
     about  the  battle.  It  didn't  matter.  The  -Manturu were
     dead.  The  choppers  would  he  -in  the  air  bunting down
     any  survivors.  How  insane;  he  walked  through  the flight
     deck  of  a  master  scientific  race  and  right  over their
     heads  his  men  were  decapitating  the  locals.  Terri c.
     "What  about  the natives?"
     "The  Manturu  were  the  lead  group.  The  ship ex-
     P,oded  in  their  midst.  A  great  many  of  them  died. But
 DARK MESSIAH
271
   and  they  considered  their  casualties  a  guarantee  of their
   ticket  to heaven."
     I  bet  they  don't  think  that  way  anymore,  he thought
   of  the  grisly  events  above them.
    " They  made  the  crash  the  religious  event  of their
   history,"  she  went on.
    11  What  happened  to you?"
     I  was  in  shock.  Everyone  aboard  this  vessel was
   closer  than  family  or  lovers  to  me.  We  all  had  that kind
   of  empathy.  The  loss  was devastating."
     "How  old  are  you, Rebecca?"
     "In  your  years, Doug?"
     "They're  the  only  years  I  have, lover."
     "I  hate  to  say  this  .  .  . "
     "I'm  a  big  boy  now, lady."
     "I  was  a  thousand  of  your  years  old  when  we reached



   this  planet,"  she  said,  barely audible.
     His  head  reeled. "But         but  that  was  two thousand
   years ago!"
     "Doug,  the  longevity  of  the  human  race  not  so long
   ago  was  perhaps  thirty  years,  Neanderthal  era, before
   and  just  after.  It's  three  times  that  now.  Ninety years.
   Your  next  real  jump  will  be  like  so  many  others. Your
   medical  science  will  learn  the  body's  controls  for aging.
   You'll  triple  lifespans  again.  I don, t  know  why  but that's
   how  it  happens.  It  triples,  You've already
                                                .  gone from
   thirty  to  ninety.  The  next  jurnp  will  keep  people alive
   from  two  hundred  to  three  hundred  years.  And the
   jump  -after  that  will  bring  them  close  to  a thousand.-
     "The  planet  will  tip  over,  for  Christ's  sake,"  he told
  her,
     "Nature  abhors  more  than  a  vacuum,"  she answered.
   "It  also  abhors  and  eliminates  a glut."
     "Okay,  okay.  Let  me  get  back  to  you.  What happened?"
     "The  suit  .  .  .  I  stayed  in  the  suit.  I  was  fully pro-
   tected.  I  had  regenerative  systems,  full  sanitary faciti-
   ties,  temperature  control,  unlimited  power,  food and
   drink,  I  could  live  in  that  suit  for  more  than  a  year. I
   couldn't  leave.  Imagine,  Doug,  try  to  imagine,  all those
   people  aboard  this  ship  who  expected  a  normal  life span
   -47  --  -inJ,  if  -@-  mm-ll  lonver  than  inine-and in
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     an  instant  they  died  horribly.  All  that  life,  snuffed out,"
       "There's  a  whole  bunch  of  life  just  got  snuffed up-
     stairs,"  he  reminded her.
       "Do  you  mourn  the  butterfly  that  has  a  lifespan of
     one  day?"  she  asked,  a  chill  in  her words.
       "No. "
       "Then  don't  concern  yourself  ,Aritb  butterflies that
     don't  have  wings,"  she  told  him,  dismissing  the carnage
     as incidental.
       "You  stayed.  Would  you  tell  me,"  he  asked gently,
       hat  happened then?"
       By  the  time  I  regained  my  senses-I  suppose  I was
     in  very  deep  shock  for  a  long  time-the  Manturu had
     already  begun  their  new  religion.  To  me  it  was ghastly,
     disgusting  beyond belief."
       "I  don't understand-"
       "Our  pilot  was  dead.  But  be  was  a  god  to these
     people.  They  dissected  him,  very  carefully  and %vitb
     veneration.  They  ate  him  to  gain  his  godly strength."
     She  swallowed.  "They  feasted  on  him  piece  by piece.
     Heart,  eyeballs,  ears,  nose,  all  his  organs,  every  last bit
     and  substance,  and  then  they  melted  down  his  bones in
     some  incredible,  choking  porridge,  and  they  ate that.
     They  believe  what  they  did  was  right.  When  they fin-
     ished,  only  the  arbatik remained."
     "Wait;  wait  a  moment,"  be  broke  in,  as  the ancient
     drama  began  to  reveal  itself  from  ordinary, expectable
     extrapolation.  And  he  didn't  know  how  much  he was
     receiving  from  this  woman himself.
     "The  Messiah  Stone  .  .  ,  it  was  their  Godstone. It
     was  real  to  them!  It  became  their vod!"
     "It  glowed.  It  shouldl)",  have  glowed,  but  it  did. And
     t  gave  them  strange  powers.  Natives  who  came  to learn
     what  bad  happened  came  within  reach  of  the arbatik
     and  fell  under  their  power.  The  legend,"  she added
     slowly,  "had  begun  and  it  was real."
     "But  .  .  .  but  it  glowed,  you  said.  And  you  two were
     the  only  ...  I  mean,  you  were  the  only  survivor. How
     could  it  glow?  What  gave  it  its  life?  It  needed  a neu-
     ronic  system  with  a  living  form,  with  iDtelligence, to
       n1l  L@Ihl 1--       11
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     She  had  slipped  off  her  combat  tunic,  her sharksuit
  and  the  clothing  beneath.  Her  bra  came  away  next, he@
  full  breasts  heaving  free.  "Turn  out  your  light, Doug,
  she  said  softly.  "Close  your  eyes  for  a  few  moments so
  you  can  acclimate  better  to  the dark."
     He  did  as  she  asked.  "All  right, Doug."
     He  opened  his  eyes.  The  room  wasn't dark.
     Almost,  but  not  quite.  He  stared  at  a  soft orange
  glow,  reflecting  on  globular  shapes  to  each  side  of the
  glow,  and  a  dim  reflected  light  above  and  then he
  realized  he  looked  at  her  breasts,  and  her  face bathed
  in  the  soft  glow  that  cantefrom  within  her chest.
     "YOU  .  .  .  you  have  one  .  .  .  of these                   he
 stammered.
     "Think  hard  at  me,  Doug.  Think  very hard."



     He  squeezed  shut  mental  eves  and  tried  to transmit,
  although  he  hadn't  even  the  remotest  idea  of  how to
  transmit,  to  send  out  his  feelings  on  this  kind  of basis,
  and  then,  suddenly,  he  relaxed,  and  he  felt  as  one with
  the  great  "diamond"  in  his  hand,  and  light flickered,
  then  brightened  and  grew  steady,  and  the  arbatik glowed
  a  magnificent yellow.
     "You  had  questions,"  she said.
     "A  thousand.  A  million,"  he responded.
     "But  you  had  a  specific question."
     "Yes.  For  this moment."
     "The  answer  is  also  yes.  I'll  do  the  surgical implantatio 1.
     He  thought  long  and  heavy  on  that  one.  No matter
  how  good  she  was,  no  matter  how  incredi-)le  all that
  was  happening.  surgery  would  necessarily  he perforrned,
  with  instruments  that  to  her  science  would  be  as crude
  and  clumsv  as  a  stone  axe.  And  the  idea  of leaving
  hirnself  befpless  on  any  table,  surgical  or  otherwise, cut
  deeply  and  wrongly  to  the  bone.  Instinctillely  he thought
  of  his  time-honored  protection:  I  die  and  you  die, very
  slowly  and  very  painfully.  A  fat  lot  of  good  that would
  do  against  this  woman  who  had  managed  to sur-..,*ive
  here  for  more  than  two  thousand years!
     Again  the  enormity  of  his  own  thoughts  streaked in
 -Til-k                  inin;4of  T*h(-  re;@lization  of  what had
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     just  run  through  his  mind  was  so  staggering  he'd faik,_I@
     to  grasp  its  true worth.
       More  than  two  thousand  vears  old!  Impossible, in,
     credible,  crazy, impossible         vet  absolutely plausq
     ble,  and  the  flight  deck  of  this  ship,  well,  it  blew away
     any  defenses  he  had  that  it  wasn't  not  only  possible, but
     real,  actual,  literal.  A  burst  of  sardonic  laughter whipped
     through  his  mind,  mocking  him;  be  recognized himself
     ridiculing himself.
       You're  so  fucking  smart!  So  know-it-all!  You  kill with
     ease,  you  rule  the  minds  and  bodies  of  men  and women,
     you're  a  splendid  savage  with  your  weapons,  a  king oJ'
     technocracy  and  suddenly  you  find  yourself  a poor,
     simple babe!
      That  wasn't  all  true,  and  his  own  psyche  had gone
     overboard  in  its  sharp-bladed  self-immoiation.  Put the
     average  man  in  today's  world  naked,  in  a  jungle  or a
     desert,  and  you  had  lunch  for  insects  and  animals just
     waiting  to  be  served  up.  Put  a  skilled  survivalist  in the
     same  situation  and  you  had  a  survivor.  All  men  for all
     things  in  all  places  and  at  all  times;  was  that  it? No.
     Adaptation,  swift  and  certain  was  the key.
     And  it's  the  smart  man  wh@  knows  when  it's  time to
     run  away  so  you  can  figb1*  another  day.  What  was that
     line  for  all  fighter  pilots?  And  I'm  a  goddamned great
     fighter  pilot  ...  You  never  fight  the  other  man's fight
     or  you  get  your  ass waxed.
     "Do  we  need  to  stay,  here  any  longer?"  he  asked her
     suddenlylicaught  by  surprise  that  she  had  dressed and
     stood  by  im  fully clothed.
     "No.  Not  really,"  she  said  with  that  sweet  sadness of
     hers.  "This  ship  is  a  buried  monument.  I  told  you I
     Couldn't  explain  it  before  in  words.  You  bad  to  be here
     to  see,  feel,  touch,  drink  it in."
     "Okay,"  he  said,  forcing  strength  back  into  his mind.
    II ve  seen,  felt,  touched  and  drank  it  in  and  my bead's
     spinning.  Besides,  we've  got  the  reality  of  right now
     still  going  on  above  us.  We  set  off  enough  explosives to
     carry  sound  for  fifty  miles.  These  fires  have  been seen
     for  a  hundred  or  more.  Right  now  this  place  is the
         nf  @A+PnH,1, C",
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  army  is  on  its  way  here,  and  that  means  we've  got to
  clear  out  now.  I've  got  a  million  questions  for you,
  Rebecca,  but  we're  in  the  wrong  place  at  the wrong
 time. 11
    "Agreed.
     He  looked  about  him.  "I  don't  want  this  found like
  this.  Let  this  cat  out  of  the  bag,  lady,  and  every top
  government  and  military  power  in  the  world  will be
  after  us  day  and  night."  He  thought  furiously. "We
  could  use  one  of  those  small nukes-"
     "A  hundred  kilotons?  That's  crazy,"  she  rebuked him.
  "With  radioactivity  drifting  downwind  and-never mind,
  Doug.  That's out."
     He  grabbed  his  radio.  "Hammer,  this  is Stargazer."



     "Where  the  hell  you  been,  you  crazy  son  of  a bitch?"
  Marden's  voice  burst  through  the  speaker.  "What's going
  on  down  there?  That  woman  with  you? What-"
     "Shut  up,  Skip,  and  listen.  Get  every  magnesium and
  thermite  flare  from  every  chopper  through  that en-
  trance  we  used  to  come  down  here.  I  want  them brought
  to  where  my  cover  team  is  waiting.  They  are  not to
  come  any  farther  than  that,  got  it?  Anything  that will
  bum  on  that  scale  I  wan".  I  want  it  now.  Don't question
  me.  just  do iC'
     "Okay.  We've  still  got  three  tanks  of  that  electric j4as.
  You  want that?"
     "Yes.  Immediately.  Move  it. babe."
     "It's  on  its way."
     Twenty  minutes  later  the  cornbat  teams  were  in the
  helicopters,  the  wounded  were  aboard  and  the dead
  were  stacked  neatly  with  the  living.  Stavers  and Weinstein,
  looked  behind  them,  through  the  splintered  'log en-
  trance,  to  the  splendorous  flight  deck  of  an entombed-,
  shattered  starship,  Spread  across  the  deck  and against
  the  bulkheads  were  ninety-two  violently-explosive in-
  cendiary  flares.  Three  tanks  spilled  cold  gas  t1irough the
  deck  and  began  to  reach  upwards.  Doug  Stavers knelt
  down  and  set  a  timer.  He  looked  up  at. Weinstein.
     "Fifteen minutes."
     Her  face  was  unreadable.  "Set  it  and  let  us  go," she
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    He  set  the  timer  and  activated  the  system. Digitc.@,!
  numbers  began  to  flash.  They  turned  and  ran  along the
  tunnel,  upward  to  the  entrance.  They  ran  to  the lich-
  copter  with  its  door  open  waiting  for  them. Marden'.@
  hand  reached  out  and  he  swept  Weinstein  into th,-,
  Polotov,  Stavers;  right  behind  her.  Stavers  motioned to
 Marden.
    "Move  out,"  Marden  called,  and  the  message  went to
  all  the  choppers.  They  rose  like  giant  locusts  in the
  light  of  early  dawn  and  raced  away  at  top speed.
    Stravers  and  Weinstein  looked  back,  waiting, silent.
    Along  the  horizon  a  yellow-orange  glow  appeared, an
  inverted  bowl  of  light,  silently  growing  and  then fading.
    Rebecca  sat  in  a  corner  of  the  helicopter  cabin, knees
  drawn  together,  arms  crisscrossed  on  her  knees, her
  face  buried  in  her arms.
    Doug  Stavers  didn't  need  to  look  at  her  to  know she
 wept'
    He  felt  her  tears  in  his mind.
    It  was  like  hearing  angels crying.
 Chapter 21
                                                   s  of the
    Stavers  looked  out  across  the  peaks  and valley
    mountains  that  formed  the  spinal  backbone  of Colo-
    rado.  He  leaned  back  in  an  easy  chair,  his  favorite cigar
                                                   L
    in  one  hand  and  a  snifter  of  brandy  in  the  other. His
    room  lay  within  granite  walls.  Behind  the  balconies and
    viewing  windows  of  the  "Colorado  ski  resort" spread
    the  most  modern  and  best-equipped  surgical  center in
    the  world.  Most  of  its  equipment  bore  familiarity to
    surgeons,  Not  all-,  some  had  been  modified  to  the or-
    ders  of  Rebecca  Weinstein.  Or  whatever  the  hell her
    name is.
     He  turned  at  the  sound  of  a  door  opening  and clos-
    ing.  Before  he  turned  he  knew  it  was  Rebecca. She
    took  the  seat  by  his  side,  sharing  the  view  with him.
    "Ifs lovely'  "  she  said  finally.  "Lovely  and  native and
    quite  rare.  This  planet  is  reniarkable  and  also quite
   rare.
     " Sure,"  be  aareed  witbout  inuch  caring  to  share her
    tourist's  view  of  the  world.  "But  right  now  it's going
    bananas.  I  bad  no  idea  this  church  gimmick  would take
    off  like  it  has."  He  shifted  in  his  seat  to  turn more
    directly  to  her.  "The  Vatican's  declared  a  great moral
    crisis,  the  baptists  are  screarning  about  demons, the
   Jews-"
      "That's  the  negative side,"   she  broke  in.  "The posi-
    tive  side  of  all  this  is  that  the  Church  of  the Ascension
    now  has  more  than  a  billion  members.  They support
    Ascension  heart  and  soul.  Much  more  to  the  point," she
    smiled,  "youT  people  are  very  effective.  Many  of the
                              ,_1
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        church  members  are  rocket  scientists  and engineers,
        politicians  in  the  right  places.  TO  sav  nothing  of states-
        men  and  generals.  it  has  been  an  e)'(traordiriarily effee-
        tive  campaign,  A  religion  with  its  heavenly  lights visible
        to  us  in  the  night  sky.  Pale  moon  and  orange  Mars. I
        haven*t  seen  anything  like  it  since  the  message  of Christ
        spread  like  wildfire.  Of  course,"  she  added  with  a hiijL
        of  amusement,  "it  took  him  a  great  deal  longer than
        your  campaign  to  reach  so  many people."
        "There  weren't  a  billion  people  alive  on  the whole
        planet  when  he  was  around,"  Stavers  offered  a criticism.
        "He  preached  love.  Douglas  Stavers  preaches the
        same  message  but  with  different  words.  Love  for the
        planet.  Love  for  all  mankind.  Love  for  the  future. Hope
        and  longevity  for  the  race.  It's  what  your advertising
        people  would  call  the  best  of  the  soft  and  the  hard  sell. -
        "You  amaze  me.  You  come  down  out  of  the  stars and
       youI ve  got  your  finger  on  the  public."  He  snorted. 1n
        thirty  languages,  to boot."
        "What  matters  is  that  it's  working,"  she stressed.
        "They're  building  the  great  boosters.  They're  already in
        the  new  orbiting  stations.  It  was  really  quite helpful,
        almost  amusing,"  she  offered  the  afterthought,  "that the
        United  States  had  always  secretly  planned  on  a manned
        station  at  fourteen  hundred  miles.  The  Russians saved
        time  by  bringing  together  six  of  their  Mir  stations, but
        those  are  clumsv  and  tbev're  only  three  hundred miles
        up. Nevertheless, despite  variations,  it's  working. Ships
        for  the  moon,  ships  for Mars,"
        Yeah,"  he grunted.
            so  mournful, Doii(,?"
        I'm  always  this  way  when  the  wonian  I've bedded
        down  is  going  to  slice  open  my  chest  and separate
        spinal nerves  like  strands  of  spaghetti,  That  sort of
        thing, "
        She  leveled  her  gAze  at  hiin.  "Why  did  you  say that?"
        Her  voice  was  feathery soft.
        "Say what?"
        Ah,  so  quickly  forgotten,"  she  said,  rolling  her eves
        ,in  mock  despain'  "Bedding  me  down.  "Ibv  the sudien
        emphasis  on  that  wben xvr,'ro          -14k  "t".- C---
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  Mars?  Why  is  the  single  most  common  mutual  act of
  mankind,  outside  of  eating,  perhaps,  of  such impor-
  tance  you  needed  to  intrude  it  right now?"
    "What  the  hell  are  you  doing?  Spoiling  for  a fight?"
  he demanded.
    "I'm  better  than  that  and  you  know  it.  If  I  wanted a
  fight  we'd  have  been  tearing  at  each  other's  throats long
  before  now,"  she retorted.
    He  shifted  his  position,  mildly  uncomfortable.  "I doD't
  know  why  I  said  it,"  he  said al@ruptly.
    "You're  certain  of that?"
     I'm  not  sure,"  he  answered.  His  eyes narrowed.
  "But  I  am  damned  sure  I'm  keeping  a  tight  lid  on my
  words  right now."

mailto:al@ruptly.


    "God,  you  never  fail  to  amaze  me.  Here  is  the adult
  male,  the  macho  stud,  the  powerhouse,  still wrestling
  with  sophomoric  sex  zits.  Psychological,  of  course." She
  paused  only  a  moment.  "Are  you  asking  me  to apolo-
  gize  for  what  happened  back  in  that  room  with our
  zonked-out  human  mattress  beneath  us?  Does  my being
  specific  cause  you  any  pain?  Do  you  need  to  be reassuredP"
    "You  are  pushing,"  he snapped.
    "Of  course  I  am!  I  want  this  Donsense  out  of  the way
  once  and  for  all!  You  lost  a  hard  op;  big  damned deal.
  We've  made  love  ever  since  then.,  but  you weren't
  attacking  me.  You weren   , t  quite  sharing,  I'll admit-"
    "Then  what  the  bell  was  P"  he shoutecl@
    "Making  certain  you  were  ort  neutral ground       ,   she
  said sweetly.
    "Neutral  grounde"  he echoed,
    "Of  course.  What  else@'  It  wasn't  worth assaulting
  because  inside  roe  I  simply  turned  you  off.  You weren't
  a  lover,  or  a  rapist  or  a  human.  An  alley  cat, perhaps,
  but  that's  all.  Do  you  think  your  forcibly ramming
  sperm  into  me  was  going  to  impress  me?  You don't
  need  to  answer  that  because  we  both  know  you don't
  believe  that.  So  you  quit  the  caveman  routine,  but you
  couldn't  yield  yourself  completely,  because  you were
  still  smarting  about  not  performing.  And,  so  again, you
  chose  neutral  ground,  That's  been  us,  Great  sex, be-
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  but  the  bottom  line  is  that  what  we  have  between  us is
  really  platonic fucking."
    She  laughed  at  his  expression.  "You're  staring  at me,
  Doug. "
    "I  can  understand  why.  You're  really  spoiling  for a
  confrontation  between us."
    "No,  I'm  not.  You  brought  it  up. Subconsciously,
  perhaps,  but  it's  always  gnawed  at  you  inside.  Get TId
  of  it,  Doug.  It's  like  a  cancer.  it'll  grow  and  eat you
  alive."  She  went  on  quickly.  "Do  you  think  I always
  orgasm  with you?"
    "Yes,  I  think  you  always  come  with me,"
    "You're wrong."
    "More  of  the needle?"
    "No,  no.  So  many  things  can  interrupt-  Look, just
  accept  this,  will  you?  Orgasm  is  not  the  ultimate result
  of  lovemaking.  It's  the  end  of  the  trip  but  it's  only the
  shortest  part  of  the  sexual  journey."  She  sighed. "You'll
  have  to  fight  this  battle  on  your  own  turf  inside your
  own  head.  We  need  to  get  on  with  more  serious busi-
  ness.  Can  we  leave  your  testicles  and  get  to  your brain,
 please?"
    He  couldn't  believe  all  this,  Once  again  she had
  seized  on  a  few  words  of  his  and  turned  it  into  a screw
  she  kept  turning  inside  his  head,  and  then,  swiftly and
  expertly,  she  shifted  to  a  different  subject  they both
  knew  was  much  more  important  in  its  overall context
  and,  as  well  was  impelled  by  a  time constraint.
    "Doug,  listen  to  me,"  she  said,  resting  her  hand on
  his  arm.  "If  you're  bedeviled  with  doubts  or uncertain-
  ties  or  fears  about  this  surgery,  you  should  be. We're
  not  just  paring  toenails. "
    "That's  not  it.  When  I  commit  I  go  all  the  way," he
  said,  relieved  deep  within  himself  they  were  free  of this
  miserable  tvvittering  about  sex.  "I'l  I  go  under your
  knife  it's  without  reservations,  and  I am     going under
  your knife."
    She  smiled.  "Your  people  do consider        you fearless.
  I've  always  felt  vou were."
   "There  I s  fearless  and  there's durnbshit.  For  the first
  dev,orinfiv-  T  @f-  ;_ ---I       -r   I  . "      I -
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    whatever  comes  down.  For  the  second  descriptive I've
    got  to  put  all  my  trust,  to  say  nothing  ofmY  ass,  in the
    hands  of  someone  else.  The  kind  of  trust  that  will leave
    me  totally helpless."
      "Then  do it   "I  she  said.  "I've  waited  twenty centuries
    for  this moment."
      "Sure,  sure.  You  ever  hiccup  when  you're  slicing and
   dicing ?"
      She  laughed.  "Not yet."
      He didn   , t  care  for  her  hollow  humor,  He  had too
    many  questions  left.  "Let's  take  the  time  right  now," he
    said  slowly,  "to  fill  in  the blanks.",
      "Excellent,"  she  said  brightly.  'The  fewer questions
    you  have  the  less  resistance  your  mind  and  body will



    offer  to  the,  ab, implant."
      "Why'd  you  need  me  for  this  global  religious caper?
    You  have  the  arbatik.  Why  not  handle  it yourselfr"
      "Because  I  can't.  My  implant  is  of  far  lesser energy-
    than  what  you  will have.      Remember,  the  man  in whose
              lay  was  a  pilot.  What  you  would  call  a space
    body it                                             I
          @y.  H@  was  also  a  master  engineer;  you  re  both of
   jocke,                                                  capabili-
    these,  He  also  had  tremendous organizational
                             etic                              be
                                 .ally  you  two  could have             en
    ties,  So  do  you. Gen
   twins.
        "You  never  use  a  name  for h;rn."
        "YOU  have  Do  name  that fit-."
        "Aim  for  the  target,  anyway@  what  comes  Cho closest'."'
       "Wolfram.-
        "That fits."      ar  you  say  that.  It  brings  you closer,"
        "I'm  criad  to he
        "What  the  hell  does  that  mean?  He  was  served  up as
      the  main  course  two  thousand  years  ago, remember'@-
        "The  arbatik.  The  resonance,  or  wavelength,  or neu-
      ronic  vibrations,  whatever  it  really  is,  was  a  living part
      of  Wolfram,  So  it  will  be  for you."
        "Wait  a  minute.  You  said  this  boyfriend  of yours-"
        "Please,  Doug.  That's  a  crude  and  weak reference
     to--2'
        "Skip  it.  You  said  Wolfram  had  the  moxie  for organi-
      zation  and  so  do  1,  right?"  She  nodded.  "You're hardly
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     "I  couldn't  touch  his  control  and  I  can't  come  close to
   yours.  This  world,  its  people,  will  accept  a  woman  as a
   leader  only  within  specific guidelines."
     "Don't  believe  it.  We've  had  women  running coun-
  tries-"
     "And  within  specified  guidelines.  The  men never
   really  relinquish  final  control.  "  There  was  that  touch of
   sadness  aoin.  "The  male  is  necessary  for  what you're
   doing.  And  there's  more  to  it  than  that.  I've  had  to wait
   so  terribly  long  because  I  had  to  let  technology and
   engineering  and  science  catch  up  to  my  needs.  I couldn't
   build-or  lead  others  to  build-great  rockets  and con-
   trol  systems  and  spacecraft  until  the  technological levels
   reached  the  point  where  they  are  now. Remember,.
   Doug,  the  Romans  were  masterful  engineers  but they
   couldn't  even  build  a  radio,  or  a  crude combustion
   engine,  or-"  She  stopped  in  midsentence.  "Doug, your
   people  haven't  even  been  flying  for  a  single century."
     He  nodded  slowly,  licked  his  thumb  and  held it
   upright  before him,  " You  got  me  there.  Score another
   point  for  the lady."
     "Are  you  bitter  about  something, Doug?"
     "YOU  haven't  said  it  but  I  know  we're  going  to Mars
   together. "
     She  clapped  her  hands  with  a  burst  of pleasure.
  "Wonderfull"
     "But  I'm  goddamned  if  I  know why."
     I  promised  that  you  would.  That  you'd understand.
   That  you'd  want  to  more  than  anything  else  in the
   world, "
     "Promises,  promises.  You've  got  some  strange sched-
   ules  in  that  beautiful  head  of  yours.  The  mystery wornan
   herself  Everything  has  to  be  on  this  crazy  guideline of
  yours.
     "Not  crazy@  Have  I  failed  you yet"
     "Not yet."
     "You  fear  I will?"
      All  things  on  God's  good  earth,  like  roses  and scor-
   pions,  are possible."
     He  poured  himself  another  brandy.  "History lesson,
     "As  you Say' shoot."                    said cautiously.
     "We  never  got  into  this  before," he
     "But  everything  I  know  about  this  ...  arbatik,  is, well,
     contrary  to  just  about  everything  I  know  about that
     thing  as;  shit,  the  Messiah  Stone  will do."
     "No  accident  there, Doug.
     ,,How  do  you  mean that?"
     "The  story  about  the  arbatik  has  always  been the
     story  about  a  great  yellow  diamond.  I  had  to  do that."
     "You  had  to  do thaff                  en  told,  it would
     "The  truth  could  never  have be
     never  have  been  believed,  That  is  just  for,  well,  just for
     starters.  And  there  had  to  be  a  cover  story.  The explo-
     sion  that  destroyed  the  scout  ship  and  killed everyone
     save  myself  was  easy  enough  to  describe  as  a meteorite



     impact,  or  the  crash  of  a  cornet@  Communications were
     slow  in  those  days.  It  took  months  for  news  to travel
     from  one  place  to  another-  And  by  the  time  any news
     did  move  ftom  one  land  to  another,  it  was  usually so
     twisted  it  hardly  resembled  the  truth.  So  the  story was
     safe.  The  diamond  was  either  formed  in  the tremen-
     dous  heat  and  compression  of  impact,  or,  as  many chose
     to  believe,  it  fell  from  heaven,  it  was  really convenient
     this way. 1,
      "I  suppose,"  he  said slowly,    11  that  having  a messiah
     Pop  UP  in  Bethlehem  or  Palestine-wherever-was pretty
     damned  convenient, too   .  Did  you  also  arrange that?"
       Again  that  musical  peal  of  laughter.  "Of  course not!
     But  in  those  days,  Doug,  a  new  messiah  did,  as  you put
     it,  pop  lip.  Every  week.  Messiahs  and  prophets  were a
     dime  a  dozen  in  the  so-called  holy  land.  They were
     found  on  street  corners  hawking  their  heavenly wares,
     to  be  crass  about  it,  Do  keep  in  mind  there  were no
     Christians  in  the  world  then.  No  sons  of  Islam, either.
     There  were  the  Jews,  who  were  constantly slaughtered
                                 Id  tribes,  and  the non-lews.
     bv  ruling  empires  and wi                             J
     ,@nd  they  were  all  panting  for  the  messiah.  So, as
     usually  happens  when  supply  and  demand  are  in sharp
     focus,  there  is  always  a  messiah available."
        "How'd  you  pick Jesus?"
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     then.  You  need  to  remember  that  to  keep  it  all ;@,
     perspective.  Jews  kept  tearing  their  hair  and mutterin     @7_
     parables  and  claiming  to  be  the  only  true  sons  of GULf"
     They  were everywhere."
       "But Jesus-"
       "Jehoshua,  if  you  please."  She  smiled.  "It  is  really al@@
     so  simple.  The  world  loves  and  cherishes  its  myths am'
     fables.  That  whom  you  call  Jesus  was  in  reality Jeboshup.
     When  the  Greeks  compiled  and  wrote  the  gospels, oh,
     some  eighty  years  after  his  supposed  death  on the
    cross-
       "Supposed?"  he  broke in.
       "One  thing  at  a  time,  please.  "  He  nodded  and she
     went  on.  "When  the  gospels  were  written  they were
     written  in  Greek.  Later  they  were  again  translated. But
     Jehoshua  the  Anointed,  which  is  what  this prophet
     proclaimed  himself  to  be,  was  translated  and translated
     again,  he  became  Jesus  the  Christ.  Christos.  It's  a title.
     The  Christ.  Jehoshua  becomes  Jesus.  The languages
     spoken  then  about  the  Sea  of  Galilee  were  Hebraic, the
     language  of  the  wise  men  and  elders  of  the Jewish
     communities;  and,  Arabic,  of  course.  But  the language
     of  widest  usage  and  choice,  shared  by  all,  was Aramaic.
     Let  me  get  through  this  moment  of  history  quickly. In
     none  of  these  languages  will  you  find  such  -a  name as
     Jesus,  but  you  will  find  Joshua  and  Jehoshua,  so there
     could  never  have  been  a  Jesus  during  his  lifetime. "
     Stavers  stared  at  her.  She  laughed  at  his seeming
     discomfiture.  "ADd  his  mother's  name  follows  the same
     pattern.  She  was  Miriam,  who  became  Mary through
     the  repeated translations."
     "You  knew  him?"  He  -was  almost  afraid  to  ask the
    question.
     I  did,  I  traveled  bv  sea  from  the  coastline nearest
     the  Manturu,  northward  to  the  holy  land.  As  a  woman I
     was  always  in  peril.  But  I  had  the  arbatik,  which gave
     me  not  messianic  powers-that  would  have  been un-
     thinkable  for  a  woman  in  those  day-S-but  the  powers of
     a  priestess,  one  with  great  friends  among  the  gods. In
     what  was  Egypt,  I  gained  power  swiftly.  Power, money.
     and  a  devoto.-I P1,11-
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   become  so  large  in  size  that  it  would  hinder  my move-
   ment.  I  arrived  in  the  holy  land,  oh,  some fourteen
   years  after  our  crash.  Which,  I  must  add,  was  an event
   simultaneous  with  the  birth  of  that  little  Jewish boy."
    " It's  incredible  to  think  you  actually  knew him."
     "Why  is  it  so  incredible?  You  seem  to  have accepted
   most  admirably  the  fact  that  years  have  nothing  to do
   with  aging,  once  you  achieve  meaningful  genetic control."
     "Not  your  age,  Rebecca,  but  who  he was,"
     "He  was  a  self-proclaimed  prophet,  Doug!"  she said
   with  sudden  impatience.  "That  was  as  common  as an
   evangelist  today  preaching  in  some  small  town,  or a
   wandering  hellfire-and-brimstone  minister  selling reli-
   gion  on  the  hoof.  Understand  this;  he  was  brilliant. He



   was  gifted.  He  had  psychokinetic  powers  that  were very
   real.  And  as  a  teenager  he  was  a  nasty  little fellow,
   using  those  same  powers  to  hurt  and  even  to kill."
     I  don't  think,"  Stavers  said  slowly,  "I'd advertise
   that  where  the  Catholic  church  could  hear it."
     "Bosh!  They've  always  known  it.  They  were  no fools!
   Those  who  created  the  church  and  gathered  its strength
   were  great  political  leaders.  Emotionalism  fills  a vac-
   uum,  but  it  runs  out  just  as  quickly.  it  takes political
   smarts  to  build  a  church  power."  S@e  laughed.  "You of
   all  people,  leader  of  the  Church  of  the  Ascension, should
   know that!"
     Stavers  hewed  to  his  original  thoughts,  "You  .  .  . did
   you  ever  speak  with him?"
     "Playing  my  role  as  an  inferior  member  of  the human
   species,  the  female,  yes,  I  did.  I  spoke  with  him and
   with  three  of  his  five  brothers,  including Judas."
     "What  the  hell  are  you  trying  to  tell me?"      Stavers
  demanded.
     "Simple  truth.  Need  I  tell  you  about  his  three sisters
   as well?"
     "Who  the  hell  can  believe  you now.   P11
     "Careful,  in),  friend.  You  should  be  more  diligent in
   reading  the  bibles  of  your  own  people.  King James,
   Scofield  Reference;  many  others.  Right  in  those books
   you  will  find  his  true  Aramaic  name,  and  the  names of
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     these  gospels  were  struck  from  the  so-called  good book,
     to  his  time  as  a  vouth-  In  your  jargon,  in  the language
     of  your  lexicon,  he  was  a  nasty  little  shit,  Then," she
     shrugged,  "everyone  lost  touch  with  him  for  a while.
     W  en  he  reappeared,  he  had  the  burning  eyes  of a
     z.ealot.  He  radiated  power,  immense  energy.  The devo-
     tion  people  felt  for  him  was  real.  As  a  young  adult he
     was  truly  an  amazing,  incredible  human  being, But
     most  of  what  you  and  everyone  else  knows  of  him is
     fiction.  As  usual,"  she sighed, 11  the  unknown  is greater
     than  the  popular fable."
      He  stared  at  her  in  silence.  "Were  you  there  when, I
     mean, when-"
      I  ilever  expected  you  to  struggle  through fables,
    Doug. ,
      "You  keep  turning  worlds  upside  down, woman."
     I II  make  it  easier  for  you.  So  much  of  it  is myth!
     There  was  never  a  Barabbas.  Nor  a  Barsabbas,  as this
     mythical  creature  was  known  at  that  time.  There  was no
     choice  by  screaming  Hebrews  to  release  Barsabbas and
    cruci  Jehoshua.  That's  nonsense.  Jehoshua,  or we'll
     use  the  name  Jesus  because  it's  obviously  less confusing
     to  you,  broke  Roman  law.  The  Romans  would never
     have  listened  to  a  howling  mob.  The  Jews  were rabble
     to  them.  You  broke  Roman  law,  they  didn't haggle,
     they  nailed  hands  and  feet  and  ass  to  wooden stakes.
     The  Appian  Way  was  littered  with  the  bones  of cruci-
     fied  criminals.  And  anybodywho  broke  Roman  law was
     a  criminal.  Period,"  sl@e co  n.'cluded  with emphasis.
     "What  about  the  miracles  attributed  to  him?" Stavers
     asked,  frowning, angry.
     "He  was  a  master  inagician,  a  brilliant  politician, and
     a  genius  with  semantics  and  psychology,  as  well as
     having  a  powerful  psyche.  So  powerful  he  could get
     people  to  believe  just  about  anything  he  wished them
     to  believe.  Mass  hvpnotism,  induced  hallucination. he
     was  a  master  at  it  all.  Look,  Doug,  just  think  of the
     expression,  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  He  bad  nothing  to do
     with  that  phrase.  but  it's  bandied  about  within the
     church  like  soda  pop  at  a  teenage  party.  The first
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  years  after  his  reputed  death  on  the  cross. Damnit,
  Doug,  I  was  there  in  Nazareth!  I know."
     She  rose  from  her  seat  to  pace  the  room. "Jesus
  planned  just  about  everything  he  ever  did.  He  was,  as I
  said,  a  true  master  in  that  respect.  He  had  a program.
  A  plan.  He  was  brilliant  and  tireless  and  dedicated and
  he  could  play  a  crowd  like  an  orchestra  leader creating
  music  with  his  baton.  That's  what  you've  got  to under-
  stand.  And  he  had  to  do  all  this  while  weaving  a precar-
  ious  pathway  through  oppressive  Roman  law, which
  looked  upon  Jesus  as  just  one  more  of  thousands  of Jews
  in  rags  and  babbling nonsense."
     She  turned  again,  suddenly,  as  memory  struck  a chord.
  "Let  me  give  you  another  example  that  cuts  a straighter



  line  than  the  crooked  pathway  of  biblical,  as  you  call it,
  bullshit.  This  business  of  the  name  of  Christ,  or, Christos.
  Did  you  ever  study  the  history  of  the  Jews?  No? Well,
  few  people  have.  But  if  you  had,  you  would  have learned
  that  when  David,  as  written  in  the  Old  Testament, was
  anointed-listen  to  the  word,  Doug; anointed-when
  he  was  anointed  king,  then  David  became  known  as the
  Christ,  or,  with  equal  usage,  as  the  Messiah.  The words
  were  equal  in  value  and  import  and  were  used quite
  interchangeably,  And  after  David's  reign.,  every  Jew of
  his  lineage  who  became  king  was  also  known,  at that
  time,  by  his  own  people,  as  the  Messiah,  or  as the
  Christ, "
     She  laughed  at  his  blank  expression.  I  will  put the
  lid  on  this  issue,  friend  Doug,"  she  said  with that
  awesome  quiet  confidence  of  someone  who  has lived
  through  the  issue  instead  of  only  hearing  of  it centuries
  later.  "If  you  have  the  time,  Doug,  read  the  books that
  describe  the  Roman  occupation  of  Judaea.  Every high
  priest  appointed  by  the  Roman  conquerers  was known
  as  the  Priest Christ."
     She  let  a  long  period  of  silence  follow.  It  was  a big
  swallow  all  at  once,  Not  that  Doug  Stavers  hewed to
  any  discipline  of  Christianity  but  it  was  always some-
  thing  of  a  shock  to  learn  thai  you  had  believed  all your
  life-the  same  nonsense  heaped  upon  untold generations
  -C  --4A-  -  -4  "1-,-  -f @                i4i@f  in  r;,:Aifv  wa, 2
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   magnificently  crafted  political  force.  The  divinity  of the
   term  Messiah  had  no  more  substance  than  the glass
   slipper  of  Cinderella,  and  perhaps  even less.
      "Why,"  Stavers  asked  abruptly,  "is  all  this  so impor-
   tant?  what  do  I  have  to  do  with  Christ,  or  you,  for that
   matter,  or  whatever  is  your  reasoning  for  pushing this
   flight  to  Mars?  What  the  hell  are  we  going  through all
   this for?"
      Rebecca  offered  him  that  all-knowing  smile again,
   but  there  came  no  tease  or  delay  with  her reaction.
      "We're  going  to  bring  him  back,"  she  said quietly.
      "We're  going  to  do what?"
      "Bring  him back."
      "Jesus Christ-"
      "Is  that  an  epithet  or  a question?"
      "Both.  It's  a  neat  trick  to  resurrect  old  Adolf  I mean,
   we're  working  with  cryonics  and  that  sort  of  thing, but
   someone  who  was  crucified  nearly  two  thousand years
   ago?  I  don't  believe  you,  Rebecca,  and  I  don't believe
   you  believe  yourself "
      "We're  not  going  to  resurrect  Jesus."  She  shook her
   head,  only  a  trace  of  the  smile  remaining.  "This  can get
   complicated  but  I  can  wrap  it  up  neatly  for you."
      "By  all  means,"  he  said acidly.
      "It  involves  a  series  of  events,  a  series  of  hard data,
   and  correcting  a  few  critical misconceptions."
      "Don't  lecture  me,  goddamnit.  just  get  to  the point."
      "M  right.  First,  Christ  never  died  on  the  cross. In
   fact,  he  wasn't  crucified  on  the  Appian  Way.  Nor was
   he  bung  on  the  cross  as  the  Gospels  describe what
   happened,  at  Golgotha.  in  their  own  translation, that
   would  be  what  they  called  the  site  of  the skull      '  The
   Gospels  relate  he  was  crucified  on  Golgotha,  which was
   a  hill  northwest  of  Jerusalem.  It's  not true."
      "But  he  was crucified?"
      "Local  parlor  magic.  Pretty  common  in  those days,
   and  as  the  decades  and  then  the  centuries  went by,
   local  trickery  became  legend  and  then  became accepted
   as  fact. You, ve  got  to  find  the  lines  hidden  in  the  bulk of
   the  text  and  you'll  find  the  key  in  the  Fourth Gospel.
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   crucified  there  was  a  garden;  and  in  the  garden  a new
   sepulchre,  wherein  was  never  man  yet  laid.'  That's in
   John  19:41.  The  crucifixion  was  a  very  private cere-
   mony,  agreed  to  by  Pilate  for  a  very  handsome  sum of
   gold.  You  can  find  another  key  line  in  Matthew 27:60,
   where  the  reference  is  to  the  garden  with  the private
   tomb.  And  this  was  the  personal  property  of  Joseph of
   Arimathea,  who  was  a  powerful  man  in  his  time, very
   wealthy,  and  very  cozy  with  the  Roman rulers."
     Stavers  didn't  need  the  entire  picture  painted in
   detail  for  him.  "You're  saying  the  crucifixion  was a
   setup,  then. "
     "Absolutely.  It  met  the  need  to  sustain  the heavy
   hand  of  Roman  law,  Pilate  got  a  bagful  of  gold, and



   Joseph  of  Arimathea,  who  was  very  close  with Jesus,
   went  through  the  whole  ritual  and  then  got  Jesus  off the
   hook-sorry,  I  didn't  intend  that  as  a  pun.  Anyway, the
   rich  get  richer,  the  agitator  appears  to  be  dead, Roman
   law  is  upheld,  and  Joseph  follows  whatever incentive
   led  him  to  do  whatever  he  did.  My  personal  belief, and
   secret  sects  of  the  church  appear  to  agree,  Jesus and
   Joseph,  the  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  were  actually rela-
   tives.  My  personal  belief  has  a  bit  more  to  sustain what
   happened  than  the  mumbo-jurnbo  of  the  chur6h that
   came  into  existence  long  after  all  this happened."
     "Relatives?  Jesus  and  Joseph of-who?"
    "Arimathea."
     "How  were  thev connecte&-
     "Jesus  was  his  brother-in-law,  Specifically,  Jesus long
   before  the  crucifixion  had  secretly  married Joseph's
  sister."
     Stavers  shook  his  head.  "You're  asking  rpe  to swallow
   a  hell  of  a  lot, woman."
     "I'm  not  asking  you  to  swallow  aDything.  I don't
   know  how  well  you  know  ancient  Jewish law-"
     "I  know  it  as  well  as  I  can  read  Sanskrit,  which is
  zero.
     "Then  you  aren't  aware  that  in  Jesus'  time,  and never
   forget  that  he  was  Jewish,  it  was  absolute  Judaic law
   that  a  healthy  man  be  wed.  To  be  celibate  was to
   --1-4-  '-1,-  1-, -f        -1  fn  invitp  tprrible nunish-



 290
 Martin Caidin
  ment.  Ibis  went  for  all  Jews.  Jesus  at  an  earlier age
  hadn't  yet  claimed  to  be  messianic,  and  remaining un-
  married  could  have  caused  his  death  by  stoning.  In fact,
  his  own  father  would  have  been  attacked  by  the  locals if
  he  hadn't  worked  day  and  night  to  be  certain  his son
  tied  the  knot  and  contributed  to  the population."
    She  returned  to  her  seat,  close  to  Stavers,  and gripped
  his  arm.  "Don't-absolutely  do  not  think  of  Jesus as
  some  starry-eyed,  glazed-over  missionary  stumbling in
  thongs  across  the  desert.  He  was  a  powerful  man in
  physique  and  in  mind;  extremely  powerful, healthy,
  and  incredibly  aware  of  whatever  traps  might  snare him
  before  he  declared  himself  the  son  of  God.  That meant
  not  violating  whatever  his  own  people considered
  sancrosanct.  His  not  being  married  would  have  bad the
  same  effect  as  painting  himself  green  and wandering
  naked  through  the  local  towns.  Remember,  Doug, be
  was  dedicated,  brilliant,  disciplined  and  extremely crafty.
  He  was  as  tough  as  nails.  He  had  to  be  in  order to
  survive  his  times.  The  bible-that  bag  of  fables and
  legends  rearranged  to  lend  power  to  the  aristocracy of
  the  church-pictured  Jesus  as  mumbling  parables  as he
  drifted  about  the  countryside.  The  church  wasn't able
  to  extinguish  everything,  and  I  assure  you  the church
  would  like  to  have  excised  a  great  deal  more  from the
  historical  records  and  the  bibles  than  they  have." She
  thought  of  her  own  history,  of  all  the  time  in  the world
  for  her  own  thorough  research,  and  a  smile  came un-
  bidden  to  her lips.
    "What  the  Gospels  dared  not  say  was  written,  but in
  a  series  of  biblical  texts  that  had  been  hidden  for some
  fifteen  hundred  years.  They  weren't  discovered until,
  um,  either  December  of  1945  or  January  of 1946."
    Stavers  wasn't  entirely  unaware  of  Middle  East his-
  tory.  "That  would  be  the  Nag  Hammadi  scrolls. "
    "Exactly!"  she  said,  obviously  pleased  with  his own
  thrust  of  memory.  "What  do  you  remember  of them?"
    "Basically  that  they  contradict  much  of  .  .  ."  He besi-
  tated  as  be  realized  what  be  was  about  to  say.  "Much of
  what  is  believed  alyout  Jesus  as  a  saintly,  gentle creature."
    "Someone  who  was  m  that  v4arden where
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      a  few  hours  on  the  cross  before  he  was  taken down,
      recorded,  apparently  word  for word' or  close  enough to
      it,  what  Jesus  told  his  family  and  friends  after that  little
      tempest  in  the  garden.  it's  in  a  document  known  as the
      Second  Treatise  of  the  Great  Seth,  and  he  lays  it right
      on  the line."
      "I  can  guess  what  comes  next.  How  he  spooked the
     Romans. 11
      "And  whatever  part  of  the  world  interfaced  with the
      Roman  Empire.  I  know  that  passage perfectly."
      "How  the  hell  do  you  remember  all  this?  I mean,
      memorizing  passages,  that  sort  of thing?"
      She  laughed,  "The  next  time  you  have  twenty centu-
      ries  to  hang  around  waiting  to  get  something done,
      you'll  be  able  to  answer  that  question  yourself -



      He  couldn't  help  it;  he  grinned.  She  was  so right.
      Let's  hear  it,"  he said.
      "All  right.  This  is  supposedly  a  first-person quote
      from  Jesus  as  this  scribe  wrote  it  down.  'I  did not
      succumb  to  them  as  they  planned,  and  I  did  not  die in
      reality  but  only  in  appearance,  so  I  would  not  be shamed
      by  them.  For  my  death  which  they  believe actually
      happened,  for  in  their  error  and  blindness,  thev be-
      lieved  they  had  nailed  this  man  unto  his  death,  @ut it
      was  another  who  drank  the  gall  and  the  vinegar;  not 1.
      They  struck  me,  but  this  was  meaningless,  for  it was
      another,  Simon,  it  was  he  who  bare.  the  cross.  It was
      another  on  whose  brow  they  placed  their  crown of
                                                -hin
      thorns,  and throu-  rh  it  all,  I  was laug       g  at their
     ignorance,-
       "I'll  be  damned,  That  fits  a  biblical  passage  that I'll
      bet  the  church  wishes  had  been excised    "I  he  offered in
      reply  to  her quotation,
        "I  can  guess  what  it is.
        "I'll  bet  you  do,"  he  said.  "It's  in  Luke.  He  tells his
      followers,  and  I  guess  anyone  else  who  was listening,
      that  he's  no  patsy,  to  use  the  modern  idiom.  The quote
      is  that  he  came  among  them,  and  this  is  the  quote, 'not
      to  bring  peace,  but  a  sword.'  There's  more;  his follow-
      ers  are  to  buy  swords,  and  he's  going  to  set father
                     A  lirnflnpr  Aiyainqt  brother-  mid  so  on. In
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       fact,  according  to  the  Gospels,  wasn't  Peter  wearing a
       sword,  or  carrying  one,  when  the  Roman  soldiers ar-
       rested Jesus?"
        "You  have  an  apt  word  for  this  1-noment',, s
       him. "Bingo!"                                      he told
        "I  can  do  without  priestly  learning,"  he  said sud-
       denly.  "Let's  cut  the  mustard,  Rebecca. "
        "Everything  I've  told  you  is  true,"  she  said, not
       defensive  but  untouched  6y  his remark.
        "I've  been  Putting  two  and  two  together,"  he said,
       and  she  was  just  as  suddenly  aware  that  this  man al-
       ready  knew  much  of  what  she  had  been  saying,  that he
       had  let  her  run  with  her  story,  and  that  he  was not
       completely  unacquainted  with  the  writhing distortions
       of  biblical history.
       "There's  the  story  of  the  Fisher  King,"  Stavers said,
       "It's  mixed  in  with  Arthurian  legends.  With  long poems.
       With  stories  of  the  Green  Knight.  But  above  all with
       t  is  Fisher  King.  The  man  who  wrote  of  the Fisher
       King  wrote  of  the  Holy  Grail,  which  you  have conve-
       niently  left  out  of  everything  you've said,
       "Is  that  an accusation?"
       "Statement.  Fact.  Because  you  triggered something
       in  me  with  a  name  you  used.  Wolfram.  That's  the name
       of  the  writer  who  described  not  only  the  Fisher King
       and  his  realm,  but  also  the  Holy  Grail.  Which,"  he said
       carefully.,  "is  not  a  cup  or  a chalice."
       Her  eyes  gjeamed.  "Marvelous,  she  said,  her voice
       a  whisper,  "How  much  do  you remember?"
       "Wolfram  wrote  about  knights.  A  lot  about the
       Templars,  but  he  gave  them  special'  powers,  Magical. I
       don't  know  if  Merlin  figured  in  any  of this-"
       Her  eyes  seemed  to  mist  over.  "I  will  quote again
       my  friend,  and  it  will  be  exact.  "  She  breathed deepl@
       and  seemed  to  float  away  as  she  spoke.  "Wolfram told
       us  of  the  knights  and  how  their  lives  were completely
       affected  by  the  Holy  Grail.  'I  will  tell  you  bow  they are
       sustained.  They  live  from  a  stone  of  the  purest  kind  @  . @
       It  is  called  lapsit  exillis.  By  the  power  of  that  stone the
       phoenix  burns  to  ashes,  but  the  ashes  give  him life
       again.'  Then  Wolfram  wrote  of  a  Promise  (if i----1
  DARK MESSIAH
 2
 293
  ity.  He  said  that  the  man  who  saw  the  Grail,  this stone,
  ,cannot  die  ...  And  in  looks  he  will  not  fade. His
  appearance  will  stay  the  same,  be  it  maid  or  man,  as on
  the  day  he  saw  the  stone,  the  same  as  when  the best
  years  of  his  life  began,  and  though  he  should  see the
  stone  for  two  hundred  years,  it  will  never  change ...
  such  power  does  the  stone  give  a  man  that  flesh and
  bones  are  at  once  made  young  again.  The  stone  is called
  the  Grail.' "
    No  smile  accompanied  her  words  this  time.  "In its
  broadest  terms  lapsit exillis-"
    "Means  a  stone  from  heaven,"  he  broke  in.  "I know
  Wolfiam's  poem.  He  also  says  the  Grail,  the  stone, can



  bring  all  manner  of  men  to  serve  that  man  who  is in
  possession  of  the  stone,  to  serve  him  even  to their
  deaths. "
    "Have  you  yet  made  the  connection, Doug?"
    He  stared  at  her,  his  eyes  widening,  as  the  full im-
  pact  struck  him.  She  voiced  his thoughts.
    "The  Holy  Grail  is  that  stone,  the  arbatik,  that  is in
  your  possession-and  that  I  will  bring  to  its  full power
  by  making  a  living  part  of you."
    He  bad  to  force  himself  to  talk.  He  was  drowning in
  the  impact  of  heady realization.
    "Why  is  it  so  important  for  me  to  go  to  Mars with
  you?  Obviously,"  he  continued  before  she  could an,-
  swer,  "the  main  ship  of  your  people  is  on  that planet.
    "Obviously?"  she  taunted him.
    "it  sure  as  hell  fits  the  bill,"  he  said  quickly.  "Let it
  go  for  the  moment.  Where  that  ship  is.  What  I'm asking
  you  is  why  you  need  me  with  that  ship,  but  only after
  this  crazy  surgery  you're  setting  up.  What happens
  then?  Do  I  think  a  ship  to  lift?  Some  sort  of super
 psyeboh-inesis?"
    She  shook  her  head.  "No.  Your  presence  on that
  vessel,  just  as  you  described  with  the  arbatik  a living
  organism  again,  is  a  key.  it  is  the  Holy  Grail  of our
  vessel.  We,  a  physiological  organisin,  cannot  operate so
  enormous  and  complex  a  ship.  Computers that           are as
  alive  as  we  are  the  ship.  They  take  us  through vast
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  pacity  to  comprehend,  let  alone  navigate,  But those
  computers,  and  that  is  a  very  rough  analogy,  require a
  genetic  system  and  the  arbatik  as  one,  to function."
     She  leaned  back  in  her  seat,  her  face  unreadable, but
  her  words  powerful  and  inescapable.  "To  that vessel,
  Doug,  you  become  the  Holy  Grail.  The  keystone to
  renewed  passage  through  time  and  dimensions beyond
  all  description.  That  is  why  I  told  you  that  ruling a
  world  was  boring.  I  referenced  a  comparison  that  at the
  time  you  could  not understand."
    " I  don't  know,"  he  said  wearily.  "Running  a whole
  planet  seems  like  child's  play  compared  to  what you've
  got going."
     He  rose  and  stood  before  the  view  of mountains
  glowing  golden  beneath  a  setting  sun.  "Tell  me, Re-
  becca,  how  we  can  possibly  bring  Christ  back  to us.
  And,  second,  why  would  we  even  want  to  do that?"
     She  moved  to  his  side.  "The  answer  to  your first
  question  is  that  we  use  magic.  Christ  is  dead, en-
  tombed  outside  a  village  in  France.  It  is  called Arques,
  and  it  is  several  miles,  three  miles,  to  be  precise, from
  the  Chateau  of  Blanchefort,  and  twice  that distance
  from  Rennes-le-Chateau.  The  tomb  once  had  an in-
  scription  carved  in  its  stone.  It  is  no  longer  there,  but a
  very  long  time  ago  I  stood  there  and  read  its  words. Et
  In  Acradia  Ego,  That  is  unintelligible  Latin,  but  it may
               g
  be  transcribed,  and  then  it  would  read,  in English,
  'Begone.1  I  conceal  thesecrets  of  God.' "
     Stavers  faced  the  woman,  "That  is  nearly  two thou-
  sand  years  ago.  And  not  all  the  magic  in  the  world can
  change  the  fact  that  in  that  tomb  is  dust  and bones.
  You,  Rebecca,  are  the  'living  result  of  thousands  of years
  of  super  science,  of  far-future  biology,  Christ  was  one of
  us.  Born  and  died,  buried  and  dissipated.  You're not
  going  to  bring  that back."
     "But  that  is  where  Christ  went  after  he  left the
  crucifix.  That  is  where  Joseph  of  Arimathea carried
  Jesus,  his  wife,  and  his  children.  That  is  where the
  direct  lineal  descendants  of  Christ  live  now.  And there
  is  one  of  these  descendants,  whose  genetic  code has
  been  sustained  all  this  time,  who  woidcl  I)p r---4-1
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      by  the  Jews  of  two  thousand  years  ago  as  the original
      Jesus,  that  is  who  we  will  resurrect.  A  touch  of sleight-
      of-hand,  so  to  speak,  but  it  will  serve  our purpose,
      "Which  is  what, Rebecca?"
      "You  will  have  your  surgery.  When  you  emerge from
      that  moment,  the  arbatik,  and  yourself,  will  be  a single
      entity  of  dominance,  This  new  Christ-his  name is
      James  and  he  is  thirty-seven  years  old  which  also fits
      our  needs-will  love  you,  be  dedicaied  and utterly
      slavish  to  you.  And  it  is  then  we  will  add  your own
      touch  to  our  purposes,  so  that  when  he  is,  let  us say,
      out  of  range  of  your  direct  influence,  he  will  perform as
      desired. "
      It  all  came  together.  Etorphin.  The  ultimate mind-



      control  drug,  diluted  to  exactly  the  dosage  they would
      need.  A  scant  touch  of  etorphin  to  reassemble  the brains
      of  James,  the  influence  of  Stavers,  the  instructions they
      would  give  to  this  remote  descendant  of  Jesus Christ,
      and  they'd  have  a  messiah  that  would  turn  the Christian
      world  upside down.
      "it  will  work,"  Stavers  said  aloud  finally,  "By  God, it
      will  work!  He  won't  do  it,  except  through  us,  and we
      won't  even  have  to  be there,"
       He  turned  to  grip  Rebecca's  arms.  She  saw Stavers
      coming  alive  with  his  old,  grasp  of  the  moment  and of
      the  future.  "You  never  knew  Joey  No-Name,"  he said
     suddenly.
       "Who' P"
       "We  called  him  Joey  No-Nanie.  A  crazy, absurd,
      absolute  lunatic  and  pirre  genius,  3oey,,vas  an  old friend.
      I  reallv  believed  he  didn't  have  a  second  name,  but oh,
      that  sm'art  son  of  a  bitch,  tie  did."  Sta-,,@ers  slipped into
      memory  with  obvious  pleasure  of  his  recollection. "Joey
      grew  up  with  me,  We  spent  time  together  as  kids and
      we  learned  together  how  to  survive  the  streets and
      alleys.  What  I  never  knew  was  that  in  reality  he had
      become  a  most  successful  career  man,  and  he  was Colo-
      nel  Joseph  Mitchell  of  our  air  force  and  the  CIA. No
      one,  knew  that."  Stavers  grmned  at  the  mental picture
      of  Joey  No-Name.  "That  crazy  bastard  walked  around in
         I .    . I              I       I  I-  IT-'A  I------  - I-
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  beard  and  was  an  expert  at  acting  and  speaking  as a
  lunatic.  His  voice  carried  for  miles.  He  was always
  preaching  some  silly  gospel  but  he  could  have  had half
  the  country  carrying  his  bags  for  him.  Joey  joined our
  group  that  hunted  down  Patschke  in  India,  where the
  old  Nazi  had  gone  to  hide.  When  be  still  had the
  diamond--oops,  the arbatik."
     Stavers  relit  his  cigar,  his  hands  making  swift motions
  as  he  raced  along  with  recollection  and  its  telling. "Joey
  predicted  where  we'd  find  Patschke,  even  how  to find
  him.  As  Joey  told  us,  in  between  his  raving  and ranting,
  so  that  you  had  to  pay  careful  attention  to  what  he said
  as  he  buried  it  in  his  lunacy,  was  that  all  messiahs plan
  because  they  must  plan,  in  order  to  control.  While the
  aspiring  messiah  is  alive  he  becomes  a  religious cultist,
  and  the  religions  form  only  after  the  messiah  or the
  prophet  has  gone  to  the  happy  heavenly hunting
  grounds. "
     Stavers  laughed,  striding  rapidly  about  the  room with
  his  excitement.  "Christ,  Mohammed,  well,  the intended
  messiahs  had  to  be  elevated  to  godhead  status because
  they  had  the  smarts  to  know  that  the  other would-be
  messiahs  would  be  out  to  cut  their  throats  so  they could
  take  over.  Maybe  that's  the  true  chorus  of  angels; all
  the  bibles  drip  with  murder,  slaughter, assassination,
  torture,  rape  and  pillaging,  plotting,  scheming, cheat-
  ing,  all  of  it  a  grasp  for  power,  and  then  they spend
  centuries  watering  down  the  reality  of  their  whole bunch
  so  the  gullible  will  flock  to  them  for  their  ticket  to the
  promised land."
     "Neatly  spoken,"  Rebecca  told him.
     "Hell,  I  didn't  come  up  with  those  answers.  I could
  have  but  I  didn't  pay  attention  to  them  the  way Joey
  did.  He  could  sniff  out  beatific  shit  like  a  starving  fly on
  the  wing.  Joey  told  us  not  to  look  at  the  good books;
  they're  protective  lies  because  they  hide  the  real man
  for  us.  One  of  his  favorite  savings  was  that  we  tend to
  forget  that  a  man  is  pretty  vulnerable  when  he's holding
  his  dick  in  his  hand  and  leaning  against  a  cactus  to take
  a piss."
     Stavers  downed  his  r1rinL, "i-,
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     name  of  Akim  Asid  for  the  trip  to  India.  Rosa Montini
     was  with  me  then.  Joey  drove  her  fnad.  He  used to
                      Christ  being  alive  and  well  and a
     prattle  or, about         "  His  voice  stopped  with a
     prisoner  in  the Vatican-
     silent  crash.  "I  will  be  damned.  Joey  was  prophetic as
     hell.  without  his  ever  knowing  you  or  this  moment, he
     actually  predicted  that  Jesus  would  be  in  the Vatican
     and  alive  and well!"
     "What  did  you  say  before?  Under  God's  mantle all
     things  are  possible,  even  roses  and scorpions ?11
      n                                             ess about
     "Close  enough.  Joey,  you  see,  didn't gu                     d
     where  I'd  find  Patschke.  it  rose  from  knowledge an



     extrapolation,  There's  more  cults  and  religions  in India
     than  anywhere  else  in  the  world.  Patschke  had the
     Godstone,  and  he  had  the  power  to  sway  people, but
     he  was  old  and  he  was  swiftly  running  out  of  time. So
     he  had  to  whip  up  the  religious  fervor  he  needed as
     quickly  as  he  could.  Bingo,"  he  smiled,  "as  you said.
     Drop  your  nickel  in  the  slot  and  pull  the  handle,  and all
     the  bells  and  cherries  and  plums  90  round  and round
     and  round,  and  when  they  stop,  look  carefully  to your
     left  and  you'll  see  a  temple  and  inside  that  temple will
     be  Patschke  and  his  stone  from  God.  You  had  to look
     carefully.  As  Joey  explained  it,  India's  a  vast  force of
     cults  that  overnight  can  assurne  frenzied Proportions.
                    I                                    ' with
     It's  a  theologica  swamp  so  vast  and  so  thick, and
     such  ravenous reli@g                               ccessful
                      '  pus  hunger,  that  even  a su
     new  cultist  could  hide,  fro-@yj  the  outside  world  in 'hose
    thickets."
        Until  that  lea-der  was  reaciv  to  ernerge  and  make his
    move     Rebecca added.
       "Joey  said  that  was  like  an  atomic  bornb  going off
     underwater.  You  don't  even  see  the  fireball  until it
     punebes  out  its  shock  wave  and  vaporizes everything
     about  it  and  comes  roaring-,  and  screaming  from every-
     where. "
       "Just  as  we're  doing  with  you  right  now,"  she said
    quietly.
      "Okay
                 he  snapped  wbirling  about,  sta:nding inches
     from  her  and  glaring  into  her eyes,      it's  tiine  to  fish or
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  ends  up  inside  me  and  Aired  to  brain  and  balls.  Two, as
  soon  as  I'm recovered-"
     "Which  will  be  swift  because  of the-"
     "Shut  up,  Rebecca,  unless  I  ask  for  something. Two,
  as  soon  as  I'm  cruising  again  on  all  eight  cylinders, we
  go  pick  up  James  in  France,  Or  does  number three
  come first?"
    "Hitler?"
     "Yes. "
     "We  revive  him  before  we  go  for  James  the Christ."
  She  laughed.  I  like  that.  Jarnes  the  Christ,"  she re-
  peated herself
     ,.Save  the  fun  and  games,  lover.  Why  do  we deliver
  James  to  Catholic City?"
     "Because  we'll  have  the  world  on  its  toes  waiting to
  see  if  it  is  Christ.  The  Second  Coming,  Doug. The
  Vatican  is  losing  ground  steadily  to  your  Church  of the
  Ascension.  You're  pouring  a  fortune  in  money, people
  and  political  power  into  your  message,  and  you've got
  fifty  mirror  images  of  Doug  Stavers  driving  them straight
  up  a  wall.  Now  with  all  the  pomp  and  circumstance we
  can  deliver,  so  the  whole  world  knows  what  we're doing,
  we  deliver  to  them  James,  whom  we'll  obviously call
  Jesus.  We  prepare  James  with  exquisite  care,  We make
  certain  that  we  cleanse  his  body  externally  and inter-
  nally  as  well  so  that  all  trace  of  any  modern  drugs is
  gone.  Nothing  artificial  save  his  clothing,  which  Aill be
  of  modern  materials,  which  makes  good  common sense,
  but  of  the  shape  of  antiquity.  If  James  has  dental fillings
  we'll  make  certain  they  aren't  too  modern.  If  he  has any
  false  teeth  I'll  make  certain  they  hearken  back  a long
  time.  In  short,  we'll  dazzle  and  baffle  the  Vatican. The
  world  will  want  to  know  if  there  really  is  a Second
  Coming.  The  powers  that  be  in  the  Vatican  won't be-
  lieve  it  for  a  moment  but  they'll  have  to  go  along  with it
  as  long  as  they  can. "
     He  snapped  his  fingers.  "Of  course.  They'll use
  messianic  Jimmy  boy  as  a  counter  to  the  good Reverend
  Stavers  and  his  upstart  merry  band  of  theological dan-
  dies.  Counter-propaganda. Thev'11
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       boards,  special  groups.  They'll  investigate.  They'll ques-
             oor  bastard  until  his  eyes roll."               ad.
       tion  the  P  @Y,ll  get  answers  that  will  drive  them In
       "And the                                 genetic lineage,
       Because  James  is  of  a  direct, unbroken                 be
                    xture,  everything  about  him, will
       his  skin,  its te  from  those  of  Galilee@  And  what will
       descended directly                                 power
       he  say?  Ah,  it  fits  so  well,  Doug!  Under yo
       with  the  arbatik  he'll  think  he's  been  talking  th God.
                         hin  to  totally  command  his mind,
       With  enough etOrP   en  a  chemical  drop  to  be detected,
       and  yet  leave  not ev  -ything  toe  tell  him  as  truth. He
       he  will  remember eve,   he  says,  he  will  relate  the inar-
       will  believe everything  le  and  of  his  times  because that
       velous  stories  of  the bib              ill  say,  even  to his



       is  what  he  knows  and  believes  and w
       death. " iey  can't  kill  him,"  Stavers  said  slowly, "be-
       "But tl
       cause  it  looks  too suspicious.
       "Not  while  you're  around,  they  can  t,"  she affirmed.
       "And  they  need  to  get  rid  of me."
       "In  your  own  jargon,  Reverend  Stavers,  now you're
       cooking,"  she  said,  thoroughly  enjoying  this moment.
       "Which  means,"  he  said  slowly  as  it  all  fell  into place,
       "that  they  must  also  get  rid  of  me  without  killing me,
       because  if  they  succeed  in  knocking  roe  off,  our control
       of  the  world  press  Nvill  lay  all  the  blame  ai)d  guilt on
       them,  and  the  walls  of  the  Vatican  are  damned well
       going  to  crack  and crumble---@'
        "Ah  religion  is  so  convenient,"  she  laugbed, "just
       like  @@e  walls  of  Jericho,  and  with  your  control  of the
                                                            u ha7-.,e
       global  media,  that's  a  mighty  firle  trumpet yo
                                                           I "
                                      @low  clown  the walls.
       there,  Reverend  Stavers, to
        "So'  the  Vatican  boosts  my-Your,  our-all-out drive
       to  get  the  ships  into  earth  orbit  so  -We  can  light  the fires
       and  launch  toward Mars."
         "And  the-y'll  pray  fervently  you'll  never return."
         "But  what  if  I  do return?"
         "You  wop't  want to.   "
         "Why  not?  I  really  could  take  over  leadership  of the
       world then  ill
         "Would  you  be  king  of  a  small  backyard, forever
               I -          I    - _-__-____       --  i;- f   ..  @ ok--
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  sands  of  years  and  know  the  wonders  of  a thousand
 worlds,@-
    I  get  your  meaning, Rebecca.
    'Then  you're  ready  for surgery."
    "Hell,  yes.  Let's  do it."
 Chapter 22
     The  needle  went  in,  smooth  yet  with  its  own stinging
  bite  and  was  blessedly  forgotten  with  the  rush  of thio-
  pental  through  the  circulatory  system  of  Doug Stavers.
  He  paid  no  attention  to  the  battery  of  surgeons, techni-
  cians,  and  doctors,  the  multiple  teams  of anesthetists,
  the  monitoring  systems  beeping  and  chirping  and mak-
  ing  physiological-musical  sounds.  He  knew  nothing of
  the  shining  scopes  and  the  digital  numbers,  the snake-
  like  dance  and  sine  waves  of  robot  caretakers,  the touch
  of  yet  other  sensors  and  their  tunnel  vision  of heart-
  beat,  pulse,  respiration,  temperature,  pressures and
  levels  of  consciousness  and  unconsciousness. Oxygen
  went  with  the  thiopental  and  he  heard  Rebecca's voice,
  warm  and  trusting.  "Count  down  from  a  hundred, Doug.
  Nice  and  easy,  count  down,  follow  the  numbers  ,  . ."
     Her  voice  drifted,  swirling  gently  in  the  warm fog
  enveloping  him,  tolling  sweetly  one  hundred, ninety-
  nine,  ninety-eight,  ninety-six,  ninety-one, eighty-two,
  ninety-four,  sixty-two  .  . @
     "He's  under.  He's  doing  just  fine."  Voices  rising and
  falling,  the  surgical  team  that  had  run  through this
  procedure  at  least  twenty  times,  the  backups  and stand-
  bys  ready  to  move  in  at  no  more  than  a  hand signal.
  Emergency  equipment  at  the  ready,  serving  its best
  purpose  by  never  being  needed.  Steel  blades, needle-
  points,  shimmering  lasers,  superfast  saws  of  the finest
  alloys-,  adrenalin,  oxygen,  glucose,  the  liquids  and gases
  of life.
     Skip  Marden  shuddered.  He  stood  on  a  raised plat-
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    orm  in  green g
  f                 own  and  cap  and  mask,  no  part  of the
   surgery  of  the  man  be  loved,  whose  well-being was
   more  important  than  his  own  life.  He  stood  in the
   operating  theater  because  he  refused  to  be anywhere
   else.  Because  of,  well,  anything.  He  saw  gleaming meta!
   open  the  chest  of  the  man  for  whom  be  bad  fought and
   protected  so  many  years  and  his  own  skin  went cold.
   The  chest  cavity  opened.  Instruments  and  probes and
   gloved  fingers  went  within.  He  watched  Stavers' beat-
   ing,  pumping,  jumping  heart  and  his  own  heart shrank
   and  beat  madly  and  all  life  became  unreality.  He  was so
   vulnerablel  So  he  stood  frozen,  his  alertness  masked by
   cloth  and  fear  and  helplessness  and  love,  and  he felt
   mad  hat  all  this  was  going  on  with  such  purpose and
   deliberation.  And  Doug's  last  words  to  him  pounded in
   his  brain.  "Watch.  Don't  touch.  Don't interfere@
     Watch,  hell.  His  eyes  raced  across  and  back  and forth
   and  from  every  side  and  corner  of  the  roorn  to the
   other.  The  heart  monitors  mesmerized  them, signalling
   as  they  did  the  flow  of  life  in  this  man  who  was more
   god  to  him  than  any  creature  sculpted  from  history or
   myth  or  legend.  Here  in  this  room  were  all  the Cbrists
   and  the  Gods  and  the  Creators,  encapsuled  in  this one
   man,  and  now  .  .  .  the  heart  beating  nakedly,  the spurts
   and  flows  of  blood,  the  waiting  blood  and  plasma ready
   for  that  instant  when  an  excess  of  1&-givirig  fluid might
   drain  or  bulge  away  from  Stavers.  To  think  of  that heart
   no  longer  beating  was  unthmkable;  to  imagine  the brain
   monitor  showing  a  flat  line  was  unimaginable.  To lose
   D  ug  Stavers  was  the  end  of  all  purpose  in life.
    So  he  watched,  and  he  itched  and  ached  and pained
   and  his  surgical  attire  became  dark  with  the  soak  of his
   own  sweat,  and  inside  he  raged  against  all  that was
   happening,  and  yet  he  stood  mute,  muscles  twisted and
   agonizing,  because  Doug  said  this  was  what  he must
  do.
    He  watched  the  glittering  facets  of  the  great yellow
   diamond  as  it  slowly  sank  into  that  opened  chest  of pink
   flesh  and  white  meat  and  leaping  heart,  pulsations and
   throbs  and  rise  and  fall,  heaving  and  sinking.  He failed
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  hours  before  subjected  the  Godstone  to  lances  of hellish
  fire  so  thin  they  could  be  seen  only  by  their glowing;
  the  hair-thin  lines  of  laser  fire  through  the Godstone.
  Marden  did  not  understand  that  neuronic  fibers and
  nerves  and  other  parts  of  Stavers  would  be  slid through
  the  laser-lanced  lines;  he  did  not  need  to understand
  and  so  he  was  Dever told.
     "Don't interfere.
     Marden  knew  he  was  torn  with  love-fear-hate  of this
  woman  whose  hands  moved  deep  within  Doug, moved
  muscle  and  fiber,  heart  and  veins  and  arteries, kneaded
  sinew  and  muscle  and  tendon,  touched  against  the ex-
  quisite  symmetry  of  spinal  column  and  the  fibers  of life.
  Time  melted  t@  unmeasurable  something.  Time was



  measured  in  the  knots  and  spasms  of  his  own body.
     The  arbatik  rested  precisely  where  Rebecca Wein-
  stein  wished,  It  fed  through  the  cranial  and  spinal sys-
  tem,  It  felt  the  pulses  and  heaves  of  the  heart.  It gained
  the  life  it  had  not  known  for  two  thousand  years.  It was
  no  stone,  no  diamond;  it  was  genetic  tissue  of some
  science  so  far  across  galactic  sweeps  its  orbs  of origin
  were  invisible  from  this  planet  they  called Earth.
     Man  and  arbatik  becarne  as  one. Unconscious,
  unknowing,  unheeding,  Stavers-the  new, different
  Stavers-fed  energy  into  the  space  of  the operating
  theater.  Energy  unwilled  but  present;  energy somno-
  lent  yet  felt  by  those  about  hirn-,  energy  ancient yet
 sentient.
     Rebecca  Weinstein  took  a  deep  breath,  She  had made
  her  agreement  with  Doug  Stavers.  S4e  had  fought against
  this  coming  moment,  had  argued  and  pleaded, cursed
  and  cajoled,  using  every  desperate  wile  of  which she
  was  capable.  All  to  no avail.
     Rebecca  Weinstein  looked  at  her  surgical  tearn. "Step
  back  from  this  man.  Do  not  touch  anything,  Do  not do
  anything  unless  I  order  you  to  do  so.  Is  that absolutely
 clear?"
     Their  eyes  showed  puzzlement  and  confusion  and no
  small  alarm.  'Unexpected  digression  at  such  a moment
  is  always  dangerous,  undeserved..  violently wrong.
     P-1--  --44-A  IVII-1  1-1- 11--
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        She  reached  forward  and  shut  down  the  oxygen sup-
      Ply  to  the  unconscious  form  of  Doug Stavers,
        Monitors  pinged,  melodious  tones  sounded, oscillo-
      scopes  showed  silent  screams.  Rebecca  Weinstein shut
      down  other systems.
        The  leaping,  jumping  heart  fell still.
        The  EEG  line  went flat.
        A  strady  tone  issued  like  a  cry  of  ultimate finality.
        "He  s  dead!"  a  nurse screamed.
        "Stay  back!"  Rebecca  snapped,  her  eyes  blazing furi-
      ous  above  her mask.
       "Goddamnit  '  bring  him  back!"  Marden  roared. His
      bead  whirled,  he  felt  burled  into  some surrounding,
      impossible  maw  of  death.  Everything  was  unreal, im-
      possible.  His  own  brain  reeling  he  stumbled forward.
      "Bring  him  back,  goddamnit!"  h@  bellowed.  No thought
      Moved  his  arm;  instinct  and  fear  and  reflex  and  hate as
      his  hand  slammed  against  the  side  of  Weinstein's head,
      splitting,  ear  and  scalp,  hurling  her  against  a  table. She
      fought  for  her  balance,  retained  her feet.
      "He's  dead,  you  fucking  whore!  Bring  him  back to
     me!"
      Marden's  hands  jerked,  a  robot  circuitry  gone crazy,
      moving  frenziedly,  wanting  to  do  something. Wein-
      stein,  the  side  of  her  face  lipping  blood,  faced him.
      He  felt  her  fury,  he  knew  how  helpless  he was.
      "if  you  want  this  map  to  live,  get  the  hell  out  of my
      way,"  she hissed.
     "W-what?"
      "Get  back,  damn  you!  You're  killing  him, Skip!"
      A  shaking  hand  pointed.  "But  ...  but .
      "Get  out  ormy way!"
      He  stumbled  backwards,  tears  within  his  mask, terri-
      fied,  gone  mad,  crying,  his  only  ability  left  to  kill, and
      he  knew  he  could  not  do this.
      Rebecca  moved  forward  to  Doug  Stavers,  silent, still,
      the  clock  of  his  life  winding down.
      This  is  what  you  wanted,  you  beautiful  son  of a
      bitch.  The  ultimate  trip,  you  said.  To  know  you are
      going  to  die  and  must  die  and  then  to  live  again. The
      tow--h  ni,  tho  "-R,  i I"   - 4-             -  -  __  - r-
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   tion  of  setf.  Jehovah  and  Zeus  and  Shiva  and Allah,
   hello  there,  all  of you!
     She  leaned  forward,  one  hand  against  his forehead,
   the  other  against  his  silent  heart.  She  watched the
   arbatik  deep  in  his  body,  and  she  energized herself
   She  had  done  so  before.  For  three  thousand  years she
   had  done  so  in  that  marvelous  gestalt  of  her  own peo-
   ple;  'it  was  as  real  and  automatic  a  reflex  as breathing
   harder  during exertion.
     She  knew  that  behind  her  gown  and  within  her own
   body  the  genetic  wonder  of  a  galaxy  pulsed  and glowed,
   and  the  light  within  Doug  brightened,  orange  and am-
   ber  and  then  fierce,  brilliant yellow.
     Mystery  and  wonder  surged  in  the  surgical ampi-



   theater.  Energy  flowed  from  Rebecca  to  Doug Stavers;
   two  tiny  but  enormous  engines  of  power,  sucking  in the
   bands  of  force  that  invisibly  threaded  through  all the
   universe.  Waves  of  gravity  and  quantum  particles and
   vast  rushes  of  radiation,  space-time  bent  and twisted,
   drawn  into  the  arbatiks,  the  homing  antennas  and trans-
   mitters  that  Rebecca's  people  had  used  for uncounted
   centuries  to  open  starfields  for  their  pleasure,  to give
   them  godlike  powers  of  life  and regeneration.
     Magic  for  man,  mystery  for  the  human race.
     Describe  a  fission-fusion-fission  device  to  a Neanderthal-
     Tell  the  aborigine  how  beams  of  light  will  cut and
   reshape  an  eyeball  and  give  to  a  man  the  cunning sight
   of  the eagle.
     It  is  not  simply  impossible;  it  is inconceivable.
     Fusion,  laser  and  arbatik,  All  a  matter  of  time and
  scale.
     One  person  only  in  that  room  knew  what transpired.
   Rebecca  fed  energy  as  a  transceiver  and  conduit  to the
   dead  man  before  her,  because  he  had  desired  this mo-
   ment.  The  ultimate  trip.  And  to  come  back  from the
   dead  through  manipulation  rather  than  miracle,  ah! There,
   was  the  true resurrection!
     Move  over,  Jesus!  Get  the  hell  out  of  my way!
     The  heart  quivered,  accepted  electrical impulses,
   jerked,  beat  faster  and  returned  to  its  normal, power-
  C-1            k@5%fina  rhvfhrn_  Blood  flowed. oressures
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   rose  and  stabilized,  liquid  coursed  through  the system,
   electrical  synapses  flashed  and  glittered  in  the limitless
   orchestration  of  the  mind.  Skip  Marden  stared  at Re-
   becca  Weinstein.  She  returned  his  look  without  a twitch
   of  emotion.  Skip  sank  slowly  to  his  knees, thunder-
   struck,  overwhelmed,  joyous  yet  crushed,  and  in the
   face  of  the  impossible  and  the  inconceivable,  the hu-
   man  killing  machine  gripped  his  face  in  his  great hands,
   and wept.
     Rebecca  turned  to  her  team  of  doctors  and nurses,
   staring,  stupefied,  awed  to  muscle  rigidity.  "Let  us get
   with  it,  people,"  she  said  calmly.  "Doctors,  do your
   jobs.  Close  him  up."  She  stepped  back, observing,
   permitting  the  trained  teams  to  do  with  the human
   body  what  they  bad  done  so  many  times before.
     They  could  hardly  believe  what  took  place beneath
   their  hands.  That  strange  glowing  light  ...  the swift
   closure  of  opened  vessels,  and  flesh  and  muscle and
   fiber.  The  patient  seemed  to  be  healing  before their
   eyes  and  beneath  their hands.
     Rebecca  Weinstein  smiled.  That  is  precisely what
   Doug  Stavers  was  doing.  After  all,  it  was  hardly unusual
   for  a  medical  science  with  a  hundred  thousand years
   behind  it  to  perform  such  a  simple task.
     Stavers  swam  upward  through  a  warm,  grey sea.
   Colors  shifted  gently  about  him  as  he  ascended, from
   grey  to  warm  pink,  a  sw'rl  of  gauze  and  foam,  of spar-
   kling  spray  beneath  the  surface  so  far  above  him. Recol-
   lection  came  slowly  as  his  body  forced  away  the ef'rects
   Of  thiopental,  as  his  tissues  eagerly  sucked  in  the oxy-
   gen  pushing  into  him  under  pressure,  He  felt more
   discomfort  than  pain,  and  it  mattered  not  at  all.  He was
   swimming,  yet  not  swimming.  Was  he  levitating? Float-
   ing?  Drifting  weightlessly?  His  limbs  felt weightless,
   unencumbered;  no,  that  wasn't  it.  They  weren't free-
   floating.  He  still  lacked  sufficient  feeling  in  arms and
   legs  for  proper  feedback  for  the  mind  to acknowledge.
     He  heard  his  own  voice  telling  him,  not  in  speech or
   words  but  imagina  in  some  manner  he  omildn't @-._
 DARK MESSIAH
 307
   hend,  to  go  with  it;  go  with  the flow       Stop fighting,
   relax,  it's  okay, okay.
    Hey,  there's  a  light  above  me.  Do  I  have tunnel
   vision?  I'm  going  along  a  tunnel  of  light,  and  thiS ocear
   is  a  womb  of  birth  and  I  think  maybe  17m  dead. Really?
   Dead?  Me?  No  way,  Jose,  a  voice  chuckled  within  him -
   Why  am  I  giggling?  What  the  hell's  so  funny about
   being  dead?  And  why  did  I  die?  The  surgery  .  @  . I
   remember  now  ...  the  arbatik  ...  surgically implanted.
   Can't  be.  Must  have  failed.  But  if  it  failed,  how come
   I'm  talking  between  me  and  myselp  So  I'm  not dead.
   Limbo?  Maybe;  maybe  I'm  floating  in  the  pea  soup olf
   limbo,  neither  here  nor  there  or  anywhere,  but I'm
  everywhere.
     The  light.  Go  for  the  light.  Push,  heave  yourself to
   the  light.  Don't  use  your  body!  Use  your  mind, push

mailto:@-._


   yourself  upward  through  the  amniotic fluid-what?
   Never  mind,  just  do  it!  Go,  go,  go!  Holy  shit,  I've read
   about  this  death  experience  ...  floating,  drifting, and
   that  bright  light  and  you  move  toward  it  and God's
   waiting  on  the  other  side  of  the  tunnel.  You're  not  in a
   tunnel,  you  idiot,  you're  ascending, you     I re powerful,
   hey,  the  light's  getting  brighter  and  brighter  ... now
   I'm  supposed  to  see  angels,  Those  beautiful, beautiful
   angels  with  white-pink  hair  and  gorgeous  wings and
   lovely  full,  round  breasts  and  no  navels,  didja' know
   that  angels  don't  have  navels-,  but  1  know  a  fito  that had
   navels,  really,  and  there's  one  'them  above  rnx, holy
                                   Q1
   shit,  she's  gorgeous  and  she's  looking  at  ine ands-miling
   and  I'm  getting  closer  to  her and-
      He  blinked.  Once,  Again.  Several  times,  The blin'd-
   ing  light  stabbed  into  his eyes.
      He  saw  faces.  The  angel.  Rebecca  the  angel. Is
   Weinstein  also  an  angel?  There  are  two  of  them, Twins.
   Look;  they're  merging!  Now  there's  only  one. Beautiful,
   beautiful .
      That  goddamned  light.  Blinding. Hurts.
      The  medical  staff  edged  closer,  breathless, awed,
   stunned.  This  man  had  died.  Right  before  their eyes,
   Zero  line  on  the  brain  waves.  Zero  line  for cardiac
   ---+  RP  qnd  niii,;r-,  and-hefl.  all  of  it  went  to zero,
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      and  here  he  was,  emerging  from  death  prolonged for
      several  minutes  and  the  instruments  and  monitors sang
      and  chirped  and  whistled  and  toned,  they  rang and
      gonged  and  hummed  in  a  song  of life.
      They'd  done  it  all  now.  He  was  closed  and sewed,
      stitched  and  sealed,  his  systems  monitored,  the thio-
      pental  flushing  its  last  remnants  from  his  body.  He was
      still  a  very  long  way  off,  he  still  saw  through  gauze and
      haze,  but  the  voices,  disembodied  and  floating, reached
      him.  A  babble  from  a  gaggle;  he  giggled  to himself.
      "He's  almost  out  of  it.  We  should  keep  him sedated.
      There's  going  to  be  a  lot  of pain."
      A  voice  very  close  to  him.  Physically  close?  He wasn't
      sure,  but  the  sound  of  the  voice  and  the  connections he
      made,  it  was  everything.  "No  drugs.  He  won't need
      them. "
      "Let's  keep  the  IV  going. He'll-"
      "Disconnect  the  IV.  I'm  ordering  you."  Sweet angel.
      You  tell  'em,  baby.  Get  me  unhooked  from  all  this shit,
      I  feel.  something  surging  upward  from  within me!
      "You're  not  going  to  disconnect  the  monitors!  My God,
      doctor,  if  anything  fails or-"
      "I'm  not  your  God.  Disconnect  the  monitors. Now!"
      He  lay  free  of  connections  except  to  himself  and that
      marvelous  gloAring  engine  deep  within  him,  an integral
      part  of  him  now,  against  his  spinal  column, twisted
      within  his  nerves,  connected  to  his  heart.  Did arbatiks
      carry  memories  with  their  genetic  structure? Hello,
     Wolfram!
      He  didn't  laugh  as  loudly,  or  as  long  as  before. He
      was  becoming  himself  now.  All  himself  His  eyes re-
      mained  closed,  but  there  was  an  inaudible  snap! inside
      him,  all  about  him,  and  he  knew  he  was back.
      He  opened  his  eves.  The  angel's  face  hovered close
      above  his.  Her  smile  .  @  .  golden light.
     11  Hello,  bitch,"  he  said.  He  managed  a  weak grin.
      "Ah,  a  soul  saved  from  hell."  She  smiled  again, but
      her  eyes  studied  him  carefully,  looking  for  any  sign  of a
      problem.  None.  This  was  a  newer,  better,  more power-
      ful  Doug  Stavers.  "Not  too  many  people  shake hands
      with  ViirApr  nnrl  onmi@  6n@L'  f"  f-11,  @1,-+  ;+ "
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     He  took  long,  deep  breaths.  "You  lose.  No Lucifer,
  babe.  Swimming  ...  not  water.  Pink  and  gold and
  bright  lights.  Always  coming  ...  up. Ascending."
     "I  understand,  Father."  Her  laugh  infected  him. "Or
  is  it Padre?"
     "Up  yours,  sweetheart."  He  closed  his  eyes, sucking
  in  strength  froin  the  invisible  forces  of  the  true reality
  about him.
     "Still  ascending, Doug?"
     "Yeah.  Better  every minute."
     "Want  to  sit up?"
    ..Yes."
     She  motioned  to  the  medical  team.  "No!"  The voice
  burst  from  across  the  room.  Stavers  didn't  need  to turn.



  He  knew  the  anguished  cry  of  Skip  Marden.  Skip was
  there  suddenly,  enormous  arms  cradling  Stavers. "I'll
  lift  him,"  he  said,  leaving  no  room  for argument.
     Stavers  looked  with  quiet  surprise  at  his  closest friend.
  The  professional  killer  was  still crying.
     "You  died,  you  motherfucker,"  Marden  grated. "You
  died!  I  saw  ...  I  was  here.  1,  1  wanted  to  die  for  you. "
     Stavers  reached  out.  It  took  great  effort  so quickly
  from  emergence,  but  he  bad  to  do  it.  His  hand touche8
  Marden's  cheek,  brushed  away wetness.
    ,,  It's  okay,  fella.  It's  okay."  Stavers  turned  to Re-
  becca.  "Get  me  the  hell  out  of  here.  Get  -me  where 1
  can  see  the  mountains.  Then  I'll  know  I'm back."
     She  looked  to  Marden,  "You  move  him.  No  one else.
  You  and me."
     "You're  goddamn  right,"  he agreed.



 Chapter 23
     Al  Templin  stopped  in  the  door-way,  his  face  a turbu-
  lence  of  mixed  emotions.  Surprise,  wonder, disbelief,
  relief,  they  raced  like  rivulets  across  the  small  lake of
  his features.
     "Holy  shit,"  he said.
     "What  the  hell's  the  matter  with  you?"  Stavers asked,
  knowing  full  well  what  Templin  fought  within  his head.
  His  security  chief  had  never  played  games  with trying
  to  conceal  his  feelings  and reactions.
     "You  know  what  I  was  told!"  Templin half-shouted.
  He  came  fully  into  the  room,  studying  Stavers, looking
  to  Marden  and  then  to  Rebecca  Weinstein.  He nodded
  to  Marden.  "Skip?"  was  his  only  greeting;  these two
  had  never  needed  more.  Professional  mercenaries rarely
  need  words.  Templin  looked  fully  at  Weinstein. "Lady
  doctor,  it's  good  to  see  you.  Although,"  he appended,
   a  lot  of  people  were  trying  to  give  me  some heavy
 doubtq_-
     "Sit  down,  Al,"  Stavers  said,  gesturing  to  an easy
  chair  directly  across  from  himself  A  small  iow coff-ee
  table  separated  them.  Templin  took  the  seat gratefully.
    " I  came  here  straight  from  Chicago,"  he  said quickly.
  He  gestured  with  one  hand.  "Full  precautions,  but you
  already  know  that."  Stavers  nodded,  Skip  Marden sat
  like  a  cement  giant,  Rebecca  Weinstein  sat  back, ob-
  serving,  studying,  measuring, calculating.
    " You  know  something,  Doug?  in  all  the  years we've
  been  together,  I've  never  had  a  drink.  I  need one
now.
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      Stavers  nodded  and  pressed  a  button  on  the  arm of
      his  chair.  He  knew  what  Templin  drank  long  before this
      moment.  "Wild  Turkey,"  he  said  to  the microphone
      concealed  within  the  arm,  "Bring  the  bottle,  And bring
      Suntory  vodka  and  fresh  orange  juice,"  He  switched off.
      "What's  the  beef, Al?"
                                                         I
      Templin  leaned  back  but  he  remained hair-trigger.
      had  been  told,"  he  said  slowly,  "that  you  were lead."
      He  waited  for  a  reaction,  found  none  and  knew he
      should  go  on.  I  was  told,  and  by  very  reputable sources,
      that  surgery  was  performed  on  you,"  he  glanced at
     Rebecca'  "by  one  Dr.  Weinstein,  and  that  you died."
      Stavers  held  out  both  arms.  "Here  I  am, Al."
      "Jesus  Christ,  I  can  see  that!"  Templin  burst out.
      "What  I  want  to  know  is  how  and  why  I  got  the  story I
     did!"
      A  waiter  tapped  at  the  door,  Marden  studied the
      security  video  monitor  and  went  to  the  door personally
      to  escort  in  the  waiter  with  the  drink  order.  The man
      placed  his  tray  on  the  low  table  and  without  a  word  or a
      sideways  glance  left  the room.
      "That's  not  so important,  -  Stavers  said,  obviously tbe
      old  professional  again.  He  leaned  forvard.  "What I
      want  you  to  find  out,  Ai,  is  who,  not  how  and why.
      Who  told who.-



      I  found  out."  He  poured  Wild  Turkey  into  a large
      shot  glass  but  waited  tO  drink.  "A  nurse  from  here, Sue
      Banks.  She  told  it  to  Dr.  Chester  Stanfield. Chicago
      Acadern-v  of  Medical Science."
     "He,
         ,  s'very  high  up,"  Weinstein  interjected,  her face
      showing concern.
      "How's  his  mouthF'  Stavers  asked quieldy.
      "He's  one  of  those  holier-than-thou administrators.
      He'd  keep  it  within  a  very  tight  group," Nk7eiristein
      replied.  "He's  not  given  to  equal  conversations Mth
      suborchnates  and  almost  everybody  is  subordinate  to his
     ego.
      "Kill  him,"  Stavers said.
      "Agreed,"  Ternplin,  replied,  acknowledging  the order
      with  a  gesture  with  his  drink.  I  figured  you  might want
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      Marden  came  forward  with  a  radiophone.  They waited
   in  silence  as  Templin  dialed  in  his  codes.  When he
   spoke  it  was  with  a  thick  Spanish  accent.  "Juan here.
   My  office,  they  call  me.  You  assholes,  you  hold up
   construction  work.  Make  the  delivery  immediately  or I
   cancel  your  contract.  Pig!"  He  switched off.
      "Before  the  day  is  over,"  he  said  directly  to Stavers.
      I  imagine  it  will  be  a  very  large  cement truck,"
   Stavers smiled.
      "Here's  how,"  Templin  replied,  sipping  his drink.
   Dr.  Chester  Stanfield  would  be  driven  in  his  limo from
   the  medical  academy  to  his  home  outside  Chicago. On
   the  way  there  would  be  a  terrible  accident  and  a huge
   cement  truck  would  crush  the  limo. Finis.
     " Anybody  else  talking?"  Marden  queried Templin.
      "A  few.  You  can  forget  them,"  Templin  told him.
      Rebecca  Weinstein  moved  forward  and  took  a chair
   slowly.  "Obviously,  the  medical  team  here  talks too
  much  ,  she said.
      "Send  them  all  to  the  Mannheim  Institute  in Can-
   ada,"  Stavers  said  quietly.  "We're  ready  to  warm up
   Hitler. "
     I Who?"  Templin's  eyes  were wide.
      "Listen.  just  listen.  You're  my  top  watchdog  so you
   should  know.  But  whatever  you  need  to  know you'll
   hear,"  Stavers  said  quietly,  "without  a  need  for questions."
      "Yes,  sir. "
      "Skip,  you  handle  it.  Use  Colorado  Leasing.  A DC-9
   or  a  Fokker  28.  It  goes  boom  at  cruise altitude."
      "Got  it.  I'll  be  back soon."
      Marden  left  the  room.  It  was  just  another  job. The
   medical  staff  that  had  made  up  Weinstein's  team had
   been  informed  they  had  a  major  surgery  in  Canada. No
   secret  there;  Mannheim  was  second  knowledge  to them
   all.  Marden  would  lease  a  commercial  jet  from Air
   Colorado.  It  would  climb  to  34,000  feet.  And  then it
   would  blow  up.  One  loose  mouth  in  the  group had
   guaranteed  the  death  of  the  entire medteam.
      "Adolf  Hitler  is  alive,"  Stavers  told  Templin. "He's
   still  biologically  fiffy-four  years  old,  He's  been  on ice
                  I     I
 I  AA IX7-   -
 DARK MESSIAH
 313
   mos  bottle;  be's  still  on  ice  at  Mannheim.  We're going
   to  pop  him  out.  Then  we  deliver  him.  Where  he's going
   he  won't  be  a hero."
      Templin  nodded,  and  Stavers  and  Weinstein knew
   he'd  already  drawn  a  wrong  conclusion.  Templin took
   Stavers'  words  too  literally  and  figured  the  Fuehrer was
   destined  for  delivery  straight  to  Moscow.  Stavers con-
   tained  a  smile.  That  was  too  simple.  He  had better
   plans.  Stavers  didn't  say  anything  about  James Christ.
   Not yet.
      I  need  to  recommend  a  move,"  Templin said.
     "shoot."
      "There's  too  many  rumors  around  not  to  rock the



   company  boat,"  Templin  concentrated  on  his direct
   problems.  "We  still  haven't  eased  out  of  the investiga-
   tions  from  that  scene  at  LaGuardia  Airport.  It's the
   insurance  companies.  They  let  loose  a  whole  passel of
   dogs  to  sniff  out  everything  they could."
      "A  detail,"  Stavers  said indifferently.
      "That's  true.  But  it  adds  to  the  package.  Look, three
   of  you  have  been  killed  at  various  religious  hoora s
   around  the  country.  The  fanatics;  that  sort  of  thing. I
   know,  we  know,  they  were  stand-ins.  And  you pre-
   dicted  it  would  happen,  and  you  were  also  right  in that
   it  would  broaden  the  mystery  and  draw  in bigger
   crowds. -
      Stavers  laughed.  "Just  look  back  to  the  OlilliD@111 110-
   man  coliseum  for  techn,que.  Go  on, AIL"
      "We  -need  to display   op_
      "You what' P-
      "Display  you.  Get  -ou  out  in  front  for  a  -orrand look.-
   see  by  the  public,  by  certain  people  in  industry and
   government.  Put  the  bullshit  to resC
      "Are  vou  out  of  your  fficking  mind?"  Marden burst
   into  their  exchange,  "Why  don't  you  just  paint  a bullseye
   in the  middle  of  his forehead?"
      Stavers  motioned  for  Marden  to  stay  out  of  it. "What's
   your pitch?"
       %A"e  could  do  it  on  television  but  that  won't  work as
   _-A]  _  VA  U]",  C""11  ---  --n@Q  (111n'f  ln"Ae  it@ We
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   need  a  personal  appearance  and  the  best  place would
   be  a  bangup  job  in  one  of  the  bigger churches.
     "And  they  could  all  see  Doug  and  sing  Nearer My
   God  To  Thee,"  Rebecca  Weinstein  commented, her
   sarcasm  not  lost  on  the others.
     Templin  turned  to  her.  "You're  right,  Doctor, That's
   exactly  why.  We  need  zeal  and  fervor.  We're  starting to
   stumble  in  the  drive  to  get  the  spacecraft  ready  for the
   big  mission.  First  the  moon  and  then  off  to  the red
   planet. "
     "In  your  own  terms,  Mr.  Templin,  screw  the moon.
   That's  a  billboard  project only."
     Templin  blinked.  "What?"  he  said,  feeling stupid
   even  as  he  did so.
     I  thought  you  were  faster  than  that," Weinstein
   snapped  at  him.  "The  moon's  a  billboard. Satisfaction
   for  the  lunar  station  crowd.  We're  interested  in the
   Mars  ship.  Assembly  in  high  orbit  from  the American
   station,  Grissom,  and  launch  direct.  The  lunar flights
   can  be  made  from  the  Russian  station.  So  I  don't care
   how  many  problems  you  have  with  Armstrong Base.
   We-myself  and  that  gentleman  over  there-are flying
   nonstop  to Mars."
     Templin  absorbed  what  he'd  heard.  "All  right, I'll
   accept  whatever  you  say.  It  only  reinforces  my point.
   You  cannot,  you  simply  cannot,  have  an  operation of
   this  magnitude  without  negatives,  without  rumors, with-
   out  the  usual  bullshit.  He's  dead,  he's  hurt,  he's alive,
   he's  mad  a  la  Howard  Hughes.  If  we're  going  to keep
   on  schedule  it  means  putting  all  the  bad  stuff  away and
   reinforcing  the good."
     "My  God,  you  sound  like  an  ad  for vitamins,"
   Weinstein  said  with disdain.
     "Unfortunately,  he's  right,"  Stavers  added.  He pol-
   ished  off  his  drink,  "okay,  Al,  here's  what  we  do. First,
   I'm  leaving  here  with  the  doctor  and Skip."
    "When?"
     "Tonight.  No  use  wasting tirrie."
    "Where?"
     "The  air  force  has  a  secret  planetary  training facility
                  @L_  _A_ -I'.)
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  The  whole  damn  thing  has  been  kept  under  wraps, We
  know  the  air  force  would  like  to  start  a full-blown
  United  States  Space  Command  and  push  NASA back
  into  donkey  trips  with  commercial  space  stuff.  None of
  that  matters.  What  counts  is  that  Stavers  Industries has
  footed  most  of  the  bill  for  that  place  because Congress
  wouldn't  pony  up  the  long  green.  That  also  means we
  have  complete  access.  Rebecca,  Skip  and  myself are
  scheduled  for  full  astronaut  training  there. Accelerated
  schedule;  it's  a  piece  of  cake.  The  Mars  ship  will be
  almost  fully  robotic;  computer-run,  that  sort  of thing.
  Anyway,  I  can  put  a  few  things  together.  As  soon as
  we're  settled  in  there,  you  bring  my  top  team to
  Westover.  You'll  be  met  by  military  people  who'll take



  you  all  to  the  training  facilities.  We'll  let  my  team see
  me  in  full  training,  and  there  won't  be  any  doubt in
  their  minds  as  to  whether  or  not  I'm  hale  and  hearty. In
  fact,  you  can  take  all  the  video  you  want  while you're
  there  and  make  the  most  of  it later."
    "Excellent,"  Templin  said,  clearly  pleased  with what
  he'd  heard.  "What  about  the press?"
    "Sorry,"  Stavers  said.  "I  don't  do scumbags."
    "They  could  be important-"
    "That  conversation's ended."
    "Yes,  sir. "
    "But  I  want  another  group.  As  soon  as  we  finish with
  our  own team."
    Templin  nodded,  "Yes,  sir.  You  have  the narnes?"
    "Yes.  They'll  be  tough  to  get.  But  I  have  a hunch
  they'll  also  be  so  fascinated  with  the  chance  to  get close
  to  me  they'll  buy  their  ticket.  I'll  go  into  it  with you
  later. "
    "Got  it.  when  do  you  want  the-your  group at
 Westover?"
    "Three  days  from  now.  It's  good  to  see  you  again, Al.
  Stay  tight  with  the people."
      Yes,  sir,  I  sure will."
    Stavers  had  tbought  of  bending  Templin's  will even
  more  strongly  to  his  own,  It  was  ridiculously  easy with
  that  Godstone--he  disliked  the  name  arbatik;  it sounded
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  his  body  and  linked  to  his  mind.  But  he  had  no reason
  to  bring  the  hammer  down  between  Templin's  ears. He
  didn't  own  Al  Templin  like  so  many  others.  He didn't
  need  to.  Al  had  dedicated  himself  through  his  own code
  of  loyalty.  He'd  kill  anyone  Stavers; selected.
     Including  himself  That,  of  course,  Stavers  smiled to
  himself,  just  might  take  a  bit  of  squeezing  the other
  man  between  the ears.
     They  watched  with  a  sense  of  awe.  Doug  Stavers, to
  his  industrial  and  professional  team,  had  always been
  regarded  in  just  those  modes.  Industrialist.  Super exec-
  utive.  Manager.  Former  mercenary.  Icy  blood  and super-
  efficient.  Brilliant,  tough,  fast,  fair,  brutal  if  he thought
  it  necessary.  A  man  never  to  be  crossed.  But  still in
  that  professional  mode  of  the  CEO.  But  now,  in  a giant
 centrifuge.
     Roberto  Diaz,  director  of  his  industrial  might through-
  out  the  world.  Ed  Carson  with  the  wide  blanket of
  director  of  field  operations.  Doctor  Hammad Al-Binn
  who  ran  the  hospitals,  clinics  and  medical  facilities ab-
  sorbed  or  controlled  by  Stavers  Industries.  Mark Bax-
  ter,  computer  genius  and  a  raging  zealot  for wielding
  power  on  his  own.  Maxine  Stark,  ostensibly  in  charge of
  all  research  for  the  full  team,  but  concentrating on
  overseeing  the  program  to  get  the  Mars  ship assembled
  in  orbit  and  on  time  for  a  flight  within  the proper
  planetary  conjunction.  That  mornent,  when  Earth and
  Mars  were  in  the  best  positions  for  the  most effective
  and  least  time-consurnin'a  flight,  rushed  closer  and closer
  and  was  only  two  months  away.  And  Dwight Grayson,
 11  cosmetics  kingpin"  who  ran  global  operations  for cos-
  metics  and  just  about  every  kind  of  drug  ever invented.
     Stavers  didn't  care  for  reports  from  his  team.  He had
  the  best,  and  Al  Ternplin  was  more  than  his security
  chief  He  ran  a  tight  ship  through  what  he  called his
  "killer  CPAs,"  a  computerized  team  that  kept  all the
  company  books  and  activities  on  a  constant, always-
  updated  level.  This  gathering  was  for  the  show Al
  Teniplin  had  felt  was  needed  in  the  psychological sense.
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       of  liftoff  acceleration  when  his  moment  of  actual earth
       departure  would  be  on  hand.  The  enclosed  flight con-
       trol  deck,  in  a  huge  clanishell  egg  at  the  end  of  a long
       counterbalanced  swingarm  spun  so  rapidly  that it
       reproduced  the  forces  of  fiftA  acceleration.  At 4G,
       Doug  Stavers  weighed  nearly  five  hundred  pounds. His
       key  staff  watched  the  clamshell  whirling  around with
       locomotive  energy,  and  then  on  the  closed  circuit tele-
       vision  monitors  studied  Stavers  as  he  manipulated con-
       trols  and  ran  through  his  actual  mission profile.
       "Take  it  up  higher,"  he  instructed  the centrifuge
      operator.
       The  air  force  technician  glanced  at  Dr. Rebecca
       Weinstein,  and  she  nodded  her  assent.  She  wasn't that
       pleased  with  the  centrifuge  run.  This  quickly  after his
       surgery,  despite  the  awesome  powers  of  the arbatik,
       Doug  would  truly  be  pushing  his  body's limits.



       Power  whined  at  a  higher  pitch  and  the whooshing
       sound  of  the  clarnshell  rose  to  a  swiftly  pounding  surf of
       energy  that  could  be  heard  and  felt  within  the observa-
       tion room.
      "We I ve  got  six  Gs,"  Weinstein  told  the assembled
      group.  "Mr.  Stavers  has  a  basic  body  weight  of 220
       pounds.  At  this  moment  he  has  a  weigtit  equal  to some
       nine  hundred pounds,"
       Maxine  Stark's  hand  pressed  tightly  against  her lips,
       "But  .  .  .  that  could  kill him!"
       "The  average,  healthy  adult  inale  can  stand  a  load of
       six  G's  for  some  two  minutes  before  grey  out  and  loss of
       peripheral  vision.,  then  blackout,  followed  by  death as
       blood  drains  completely  frorn  the  brain.  Death occurs
       in  three  to  four minutes."
       "But  it's  longer  than  that!"  Stark exclaimed.
       Dr.  Hammad  Al-Binn  leaned  forward,  quiet excite-
       ment  evident  in  his  reactions.  Without  taking  his eyes
       from  the  monitors  he  responded  to  Stark's outerv,
       "Trained  astronauts  have  endured  ten  G's  without prob-
       lem.  Some  men  have  gone  higher.  Do  you remember
       the  first  Mercury  suborbital  flights?  Shepard  and Grissorn
       each  went  to  fourteen  G's.  And  several  Russians  in a
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        11  11 tt  ey  were  trained  astronauts,"  Stark protested.
         "Mr.  Stavers,  he's -
         "He's  tougher  than  any  astronaut  who  ever  went into
         space,"  Weinstein  broke  in.  She  wasn't  enjoying this.
         She  knew  Doug  could  take  twelve  or  even  sixteen times
         the  force  of  gravity.  But  there  wasn't  any  reason  to go
         that  high.  This  was  stupid. "Doug,  this  is Weinstein.
         I'm  bringing  you  down."  She  reached  past  the  air force
         technician  and  began  to  slow  the centrifuge.
         "Hey,  I  want  a  run  at  twelve,"  Stavers  grunted through
         the  enormous  loads  on  his system.
         -S@@  is  enough,"  Weinstein  said  coolly.  "Doctor's or-
         ders,  she added.
         Al-Binn  shook  his  head  as  he  studied  the physiologi_
         cal  readouts.  "He's  amazing.  He  shows  no  more physi-
         cal  strain  than  a  man  jogging  around  the block."
         I  intend  to  keep  it  that  way,"  Weinstein  told him.
         The  clamshell  eased  to  a  stop  in  the  main pit.
         Ed  Carson  watched  technicians  unstrap  Stavers. "I
         don't  think  it's  that  tough,"  he  said,  obviously unim-
         pressed  with  what  he'd  seen  and  heard.  "Fighter pilots
         do  this  all  the time."
         "Not  for  sustained  periods,  "  Weinstein  corrected him,
         "Hell,  I  could  do  what  I  just  saw,  standing  on my
         head,"  Carson  retorted.  Weinstein  studied  the man;
         beefy,  strong,  clearly  a  body  builder.  He'd  been a
         steelworker,  a  lumberjack.  He  was  tough.  She smiled
         to  herself  and  waited  until  Stavers  joined  them  in the
         observation  room.  She  passed  on  Carson's remarks,
         "Also,  Mr.  Carson  has  asked  to  make  the centrifuge
        run, 11  she  told  him.  Stavers  was  soaked  in perspiration,
         but  he  grinned  with  her  words.  He  clapped Carson
         lightly  on  his  shoulder.  "Good  enough,  Ed.  I  like my
         people  to  stand  behind  what  they  say.  However, you
         don't  need  to  stand  on  your  head.  Get  into  the  pit. I'll
         have  them  hook  you  up  and  we'll  give  you  a ride."
         No  one  said  a  word.  Carson  hesitated  only  a moment,
         tightened  his  lips  and  left  the  room  for  the clamshell
         pit.  You  did  not  shoot  off  your  mouth  to  Stavers without
         backing  it  up.  They  watched  through  the  window  as he
         h,106,d  inf_ +I,-           '-  @L- I-      1  11 -
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  doors  closed  and  they  now  watched  Carson  on  the TV
  monitors.  "I'll  work  the  controls,"  Stavers  told  the air
  force  technician,  and  took  his seat.
     He  accelerated  the  centrifuge  at  full  speed.  The load
  on  Carson  went  from  two  on  up  to  four.  "Christ, he's
  grunting  like  a  pig,"  Diaz  laughed  at  the  sound of
  Carson's  voice  through  the speakers.
     "Coming  up  on  six,"  Stavers said.
     "He's  starting  to  take  some  real  pain," Weinstein
 noted.
     "Yeah,  that  he  is,"  Stavers  answered.  "We'll hold
  him  at  six  for  three minutes."
     Roger  Sabbai  moved  forward. "But-"
     Stavers  turned.  His  eyes  burned  into  those  of the



  other  man.  Sabbai  seemed  to  stagger  slightly.  He paled.
  "Sorry,"  he  blurted,  "I  didn't mean-"
     Stavers  had  already  turned  back  to  the centrifuge
  controls.  He  heard  Weinstein's  voice  behind  him. "Rapid
  cardiac  rate,  circulation  impaired.  We're  getting break-
  down  of  lesser  blood  vessels.  He's  into  greyout  and loss
  of  peripheral vision,"
     On  the  monitors  Carson's  face  looked  as  if  an invisi-
  ble  elephant  sat  on  him,  His  cheeks  pulled  far back,
  opening  his  mouth  in  an  animal  grimace.  His breath
                                       el
  came  in gasps.
     "We're  losing  him,"  Al-Binn  said, frightened.
     "Nah,"  Stavers  smiled,  "He's  not  even  standing on
  his  head."  He  pushed  the  control  to  nine  Gs.  No one
  spoke.  No  one  questioned  that  Stavers  made every
  move  deliberately.  A  lesson  to  them  allfor  a loudmouth.
     The  air  force  technician  moved  to  Stavers'  side. "Sir,
  you're  going  to  kill  that man."
     Stavers  shut  his  eves  for  a  nioment.  Inside  his head
  he  squeezed,  opene8  his  eyes  and  smiled  at  the techni-
  cian.  "Sorry,  sir,"  the  man  starnmered.  "I  don't know
  what  made  me  say that."
     But  thev  were  losing  him.  Weinstein  said  but one
  word,  "Doug,"  and  sent  him  a  wave  of  alarm. Stavers
  nodded  in  response  to  the  soundless  message, srniled
  again,  and  eased  off  the  whirling  speed  of  the centri-
  A-,@  11@'rl  firnpri  it  nPrFectiv.  Ed  Carson  was  still alive,
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      but  unconscious,  with  blood  dribbling  from  his nose,
      eyes,  mouth  and  ears.  Andfram  his  ass,  Stavers smiled
      to  himself  And  when  he  pisses  it  will  be criinson.
      He  killed  the  power.  Carson  had  been virtuallywith-
      out  brain  oxygen  for  five  minutes.  His  circulatory sys-
      tem  was  in  shambles.  Medical  technicians  swarmed to
      him,  rushed  him  away  to  the  infirmary.  "Is  ...  is be
      dead?"  Maxine  Stark  asked  in  a  quavering voice.
      "He's  brain  dead,"  Stavers  answered  her  coldly. "His
      body  is  alive  but  Mr.  Carson  has  left  us.  Permanently, I
      might  add.  You  can  file  his  name  between  cabbages and
      cowshit  for  all  the  good  he's  to  us  now.  Of  course, he
      won't  be  shooting  off  any  smartmouth  remarks  any more,
      either. "
      The  remainder  of  the  demonstrations  went quickly,
      smoothly,  and  thoroughly.  No  one  made  any wiseass
      remarks.  When  his  top  team  departed  Westover, they
      were  more  convinced  than  ever  that  Doug  Stavers was
      in  phenomenal  physical  shape  and  that  he  had become
      a  more  powerful  force  than  ever  before.  Their "loyalty
      quotient"  would  never  again  be questioned.
      "We  get  them all?"
      Al  Templin  shook  his  head.  "Almost. Cameron
      Vanderhoff  from  the  European  econoplex  was almost
      dancing  a  jig  when  he  found  out  he'd  have  a face-to-face
      with  you.  Lodovici  Tosca  balked;  he  didn't  tell  us but
      we've  got  a  line  in  the  Vatican  that  he  got  into a
      shouting  match  with  the  Pope.  Claimed  you  were the
      Antichrist  himself  and  he  might  lose  his  soul  to you."
      Stavers  grinned.  "It  gets  better  all  the  time.  I assume
      the  Pope  changed  his mind."
      "Threatened  to  toss  Tosca  out  of  the  church  on his
     ass.
      "Schlemmel coming'?"
      "Yes,  Sir,"  Templin  confirmed.  "He's  an  old  friend of
      yours,  isn't he?"
      Stavers  nodded.  "He  worked  with  me  and  Skip. A
      verv  tough  customer,  and  even  more  brilliant than
     tough,
      '.Verv  Vood.  Bruno  Zbukov agrppd
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   same  with  Marsha  Pardue.  We  had  doubts  about her
   but  she's  on  the  slate  for  a  real  shot  at  the  vice presi-
   dency.  She  figures  that  with  all  the  media attention
   you're  getting  she  can  use  this  meeting  with  you to
   good  advantage."  Templin  put  away  his  notes. "We
   didn't  get  Chai  Honwu.  He  pissed  off  somebody higher
   up  in  his  government  and  he  ate  some  bad  food. Killed
   him.  Big  state  funeral.  Tom  Kai-Shek  is  his replacement."
    "Location?"
     "This  one  was  ticklish,  We  could  have  used  the United
   Nations  building  in  New  York,  but  I  don't  want you
   even  near  that  state  until  the  LaGuardia  episode  is put
   to  bed  once  and  for  all.  Then,  security  at  the  UN  is for
   shit.  Plus  about  another  hundred  reasons  for staying
   away  from  that  septic  tank  of  a city."



     Stavers  nodded,  waiting.  "I  won't  bother  you with
   the  entire  list,  but  we  narrowed  it  down  to  why there'd
   be  so  much  in  the  way  of  heavyweight  people gathering
   from  around  the  world.  We  passed  the  word  that  it's a
   very  hush-hush  economic  conference,  that  Stavers In-
   dustries  is  prepared  to  invest  sixteen  billion  in  a new
   world  conservation  and  reforestation  program.  We can't
   keep  the  lid  on  that  tight  about  you,  Doug.  So  the best
   bet  is  to  tell  them  something  instead  of  rumors flying
   like  migrating  geese.  The  economy  stuff  is  real, sounds
   real  and  meets  all  questions.  We  promised  an announce-
   ment  afterward,  but  no  one  knows  where  the meeting
   takes place."
     "Who  does knowi
     "Right  now,  two  people.  Me  and Marden,"
     "Make  it  three people."
     "You're  the  third  to  know.  Florida  State  University in
   Tallahassee.  The  people  come  in  under  the  guise of
   professors  and  scientists.  Normal.,  routine,  everyday stuff.
   Enough  high  politics  in  the  Florida  capital  for addi-
   tional  cover.  You'll  meet  in  the  university  where  no one
   will  ever  expect  you  to gather."
     "Can  I guess?"
     "I  doubt  it,"  Templin  said confidently.
     "Nuclear  reactor  research  building  sounds good,"
                "Hit+  securitv.  shieldin@_,,  that  sort  of thing."
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      "Nope,  "  Al  Templin smiled.
      "Okay, you   I ve  got  feathers  all  around  your mouth.
  Where?"
      "Locker  room  of  the  girls'  gymnasium.  And  that is
   real security!"
     "When?"
      '.'Tomorrow  night.  Seven  o'clock.  Big  doings  at the
   university  so  there's  plenty  of  cover.  You'll  all  be  lost in
   the mobs."
      "Who  briefs them?"
      "Me,"  Templin  said.  He  hesitated  a  moment. "The
   lady  doctor  going  to  be there?"
      "The  lady  doctor  is  always  with  me, Al."
      "Yes,  sir.  You  have  anything  special  in mind?"
      "Yep.  When  the  session  is  over  I  want  to  be  the first
   one out."
      "No, Sir.
      "what  the  hell  does  that mean?"
      "Anything  big  and  fast  leaving  Tallahassee  that same
   night  attracts  attention.  I  got  bad  vibes  about  that. You
   leave  first,  but  no  one  recognizes  you.  Or Weinstein.
   After  your  meeting  you  become  fat,  grow  a  thick grey
   beard,  you're  an  assistant  football  coach,  and you're
   going  fishing  at  Wakulla  Springs,  just  south  of  the city,
   for  two  days.  I've  got  half  the  rooms  rented  as  well as
   half  their  boats,  all  in  different  names.  After  two days
   no  one  would  ever  believe  you'd  still  be  around. You'll
   go  by  chopper  from  Wakulla  to  a  target  field  in Eglin's
   weapons  test  grounds.  Security  there  is  real  grim, and
   you  jet  away  from  there."  He  frovoied,  I  don't even
   know  where  you're going."
      "You're  no;  supposed  to yet."
      "Yes, sir.
      Stavers  needed  only  a  glance  to  see  just  how thor-
   ough  Templin  and  his  team  had  prepared  the meeting.
   The  lockers  had  been  moved  from  their  orderiv rows
   against  the  walls  and  windows  to  provide  a  metal bar-
   rier  against  outside  intrusion.  To  enter  the  room you
   walked  through  an  S-curve  of  lockers,  and  weil  into the
   center  you  reached  a  large  worktable.  with  6rd wnncl@,@
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  chairs.  There  were  plastic  cups  and  several  bottles of
  spring  water  and  ashtrays.  Nothing  else.  It  wouldn't be
  a  long  meeting.  Several  men  stood  guard  at  the en-
  trance  to  the  toilets.  If  Marsha  Pardue  or Rebecca
  Weinstein  went  in,  two  security  women  went  with them.
  if  any  of  the  men  used  the  facilities,  two  security men
  accompanied them.
     Stavers  suffered  a  sudden,  unexplained headache
  twenty  minutes  prior  to  the  scheduled  start  of  the meet-
  ing.  Immediately,  Weinstein  was  at  his  side.  "What is
  it?"  she  asked quietly.
     "Headache.  Came  on  without  warning.  A  real bitch.
  Feels  like  a  wire  around  my forehead."
     She  studied  him  carefully  "I've  got  one also."
     He  raised  eyebrows.  "Tell  me  you've  also  got  a pre-



  monition.  Something  bad.  Real bad."
     "I  have it."
     "Get  Al  in  here."  As  she  left,  he  gestured  to  M arden.
     "Stop  every  one  of  those  people  coming  in  for the
  conference  before  they  get  more  than  ten  feet inside
  this  building.  Separate  them.  Take  no  shit  from anyone,
  Skip.  Separate  them  and  strip-search  every  one  of them.
  Right  down  to  bare  skin.  Then  get  jogging  suits or
  sweatsuits  for  them.  They  do  not  put  on  their own
  clothing  until  we're  well  separated  from  them. Go."
     Templin  brushed  by  Skip  as  he  came  running in
  answer  to  Weinstein's  message.  "There's  a  ringer  in the
  crowd. "
     Templin  didn't  waste  time  asking  questions  that went
  nowhere. "Marden      took  off  fast.  1  assume  he's blocking
  entry. "
     "Yes.  Separate  everybody,  strip  search,  take their
  clothes  and  anything  they've  got  with  them,  bring them
  in  here  in  sweatsuits  provided  by us."
     "What's  your  feeling, Doug?"
     "Bad;  very  bad,  man.  Heavy,  black-"  He  shook his
 head.
     "That's  enough,"  Teniplin  said,  and  he  was  gone on
  the run.
     Weinstein  came  back  with  coffee  in  a  thermos. "I
  1@,nltahl-  nim  own  "  qhf-  nonred  for  them  both.  "If we
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  share  the  same  dark  feelings,  that  means someone's
  prepared  to  do  you  in  at  this  meeting.  I  think  we ought
  to  call  it  off.  Get  us  the  hell  out  of here."
    He  shook  his  head.  "Rebecca,  you  may  have hung
  out  around  here  for  a  couple  of  centuries,  and star-
  hopped  through  a  bunch  of  galaxies,  and  you've got
  heavy  poundage  for  brains,  but  you  don't  know shit
  about  handling  people  at  this  level.  If  I  split  now be-
  cause  we  feel,  even  if  we  know,  we've  got  trouble, it's
  running  for  cover.  Rabbit  time.  And  in  no  time  at all
  you'll  hear  the  hounds  getting  closer  and closer."
   "But-"
    "No  buts.  Back  off,  woman.  This  is  my  kind  of ball
  game.  In  another  few  moments  we'll  know  who and
  what  is  coming down."
    "But  how  can you-    "
    Templin  appeared  in  the  doorway.  "We  got him."
    Rebecca  Weinstein  was  surprised  and  in  a  rare mo-
  ment  she  revealed  her  feelings.  "You  see,  Doug?  Why I
  waited  all  this  time  for  you?  You're  right.  I  don't know
  how  to  handle this."
    "Let's  go.  I'll  show you."
    They  followed  Templin  to  the  shower  room. Templin
  stopped  just  short  of  the  entrance.  "You  read  the specs
  on  the  people  coming  here, Doug?"
    Stavers:  nodded.  "The  Chink.  How  much  does he
  weigh?"  he asked.
   11
    0   Ile  hundred  sixty-two  even,"  Templin said.
    ::what  kind  of  physical shape?"
     Excellent.  Martial  arts  black  belts.  Bunch  of them,
  And  a  new  doughnut.."  Templin  answered, smiling.
    "New  doughnuts  are  bad  news.  "  Stavers  wasn't smiling.
    "Right,  A  Chinaman  weighing  162  pounds, athletic,
  Martial  arts,  excellent  shape.  All  of  a  sudden  he's got
  flab. "
    "Al,  get  to  the  point,"  Weinstein fretted.
    "I  did.  You  missed  it,"  he  chided  her,  and  looked to
  Stavers.  "You  know  what  we  got  in  here?  An athletic,
  slender  Chinaman  with  a  doughnut  he  didn't  have eight
  days ago."
    §tavers  grinned.  "Verv  aood. A].-
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      "What  the  devil  are  you  two saying        ems
      manded  to know.
      Templin  half-bowed  and  extended  his  arm. "Exhibit
      A,  my  lady.  Look  for  yourself  "  He  pointed  through the
     doorway.  stood  before  the  naked  Tom  Kai-Shek, his
     Marden
      back  pressed  hard  against  a  tile  wall,  legs  wide apart,
      his  arms  spread  wide,  each  wrist  grasped  by  a burly
      security  man  and  held  against  the  wall.  He  might as
      well  have  been  pinned  like  a  giant bug.
      "See?"  Templin  said  to  Weinstein.  "A  slender Chink
      with  an  ersatz  doughnut."  He  laughed  but  there wasn't
      any  humor  in  his voice.
      "I  still  don't understand,  Weinstein said.



      "The  doughnut,"  Templin repeated.
      "False  stomach,"  Stavers said.
      "Bet  a  buck  to  a  jelly  roll,"  Templin  said  slowly, "it's
      flat  strips  overlaid,  one  atop  the  other,  with masinex.
      My  bet  is  type  three.  About  ten  times  nitro yield."
      "He'd  have  taken  out  everybody .       killed  every one
      of  us,"  Weinstein  said slowly.
      "That's  the  general  idea,"  Stavers  told  her.  He might
      have  been  discussing  a  football  game  play  for  all the
      concern  or  excitement  he showed.
      "You'll  pardon me,  11  Templin  -aid.  He  moved quickly
      to  Kai-Shek,  Abruptly  he  squeezed  the  Chinaman's nose,
      cutting  off  his  breathing,  Kai-Shek  gasped  and opened
      his  mouth  to  suck  in  air.  Instantly  Marden  moved in
      from  the  side  and  janimed  a  wooden  block  between the
      man's  front  teeth,  It  forced  his  mouth wider.
      "Tape  his  hands  behind  hirn,"Templin  orlered, "Tape
      and  wire."  Two  men  moved  in  quickly,  bent Kai-Shek
      forward  and  bound  his  wrists  and  fingers together.
      Templin  turned  to  another man   .'I  You  got  that spreader
      bar?  Over  here."  The  man  handed  Ternplin  a  steel bar
      four  feet  long;  at  each  end  was  a  steel  clamp,  still open.
      Templin  bent  down,  snapped  a  clamp  about  each ankle,
      locking  the  naked  man's  legs  wide apart.          "Here's
      Templin  returned  to  Stavers  and Weinstein.
      the  story.  He's  got  the  masinex  under  that  false  skin. I
      1---1  I_- 41-1-           --A-  W@  @@  @miridp  mn@ rneans
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   if  he  does  his  job  his  family  lives  top  dog  the  rest of
   their  lives  for  his  service  to  home  and  country. He
   doesn't  do  his  job,  they  all  die  very  slowly." Templin
   looked  directly  at  Kai-Shek.  "They're  going  to  die very
  slowly.
     He  pointed  to  Kai-Shek's  stomach  bulge.  "They al-
   ways  have  two  ways  to  set  it  off.  He  can  reach hard
   against  his  stomach  and  squeeze  and  set  off  the detona-
   tor.  He'll  also  have  a  molar  trigger.  If  he  bites down
   real  hard,  he'll  compress  an  aluminum  tooth  and that
   will  close  the  contact.  A  hearing-aid  battery, something
   like  that,  in  another  tooth,  gives  enough  juice  to deto-
   nate  the  masinex.  But  right  now,  he  can't squeeze
   anything  with  his  hands  secured.  He  can't  bite down.
   And  he  can't  belly  flop  or  throw  himself  against the
   sharp  end  of  a  table  or  chair  because  he  can't  move with
   his  legs  apart  and  his  hands  behind  him.  So  we're safe."
     "Kill  him,"  Weinstein  said abruptly.
     Stavers  laughed.  "The  tigress  extends  her  claws. Nah,
   that's  a  dumb  move,  Rebecca.  He's  just  one  of  two they
   set  up. "
    "What?"
    "You,  11  see.  A],  put  a  piece  on  that  table, there.
   Revolver.  Good.  Remove  two  rounds.  It's double-action,
   right?"  Ternplin  nodded,  yes.  "Right,  Okay.  I  want the
   hammer  to  fall  on  empty  chambers  the  first  two times
   the  trigger's  pulled.  The  third  time  is  fun  and games."
     Stavers  waited  until  Templin  set  up  the  .38 Special.
   "Okay,  bring  in  the  rest  of  them,"  Stavers ordered.
     They  came  in,  each  flanked  by  a  muscular escort,
   moving  to  the  table  in  the  locker  room  center. They
   stared  at  the  naked  Chinaman  spread-eagled  and splayed
   against  the wall.
     Marden  grinned.  "They  sure  look  different  when you
   take  away  their  fancy  du@s.  Sweatsuits  must  be demo-
   cratic.  Everyone's  the  same  as  everyone  else. "
     Marden  laughed  alone.  Tension  hung  heavy  in the
   room.  Cameron  Vanderhoff  was  an  old  master  at poli-
   tics  and  a  survivor  of  diplomatic  convolutions.  There's a
   time  for  the  fancy  and  a  tirne  for  the  plain,  and  this was
   cleariv  the 12fter
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     "This  is  a  strange  meeting,  Mr.  Stavers,"  he said
 calmly.
     "Stranger  than  you  might  believe,  Vanderhoff," Stavers
  said  easily.  "It  was  supposed  to  be  a  meeting.  Cards on
  the  table,  that  sort  of  old  tradition.  But  we  discovered it
  was  really  a  bushwhacking party."
     "I  don't  know  what  the  hell  you're  talking aboufl-
  Marsha  Pardue's  voice  was  shrill,  her  face  white with
  anger.  Stavers  and  Weinstein  glanced  at  one another.
  Their  eyes  told  them  what  words  were  needed for
  others.  Vanderhoffs  clean.  This  Pardue  woman  is clean.
  She's  too  wild  with  anger  to  be  faking it.
     "Answer  me,  damnit!"  Pardue  shouted  to Stavers.
  "Why  were  we  put  through  this  @  .  .  this  indignity! I

mailto:du@s.


  came  here  openly  and  honestly and--
     "So  did  we,  Miss  Pardue,"  Stavers  told  her.  "But not
  everybody  did.  You  see  our  Chinese  friend there?"
     She  glanced  again  at  the  naked  man.  Her  voice toned
  down  as  she  turned  back  to  Stavers.  "That's  not Chai
  Honwu,"  she  said.  "I  don't understand-"
     "Last-minute  replacement,  really,"  Stavers answered.
  "He's  an  assassin.  And  I  should  add  for  the  benefit  of all
  Of  you,  all  of  us,  everyone  here,  he  showed  up  to  kill us
  all."  Stavers  pointed.  "See  that  belly  bulge@ There's
  enough  explosives  in  there  to  level  this  building. With
  us  in  it,  I  might add."
     Harvey  Schlemmel  stood  relaxed  between  his guards.
  Stavers  smiled  to  himself.  flarv  was  of  the  same breed
  as  himself  or  Skip  Marden.  Good  as  these  guards were,
  Harv  Schlemmel  could  take  tnern  both  in  less than
  three  seconds.  But  he's  not  even  tensed  up.  it's not
  Harv.  So  that  leaves  Zhukov  or  the  Pope's  bully boy,
     "Interesting."  They  looked  at  Zhukov-  arms -Folded
  across  his  chest.  "I  would  have  expected  a Japanese,"
  the  Russian  went  on.  "You  understand,  kamikazes and
  that  sort  of  nationalistic  rubbish.  But  not  a Chinese.
  Not  enough,  how  would  they  say  it  in  London? Not
  enough  pomp  and  circumstance.  The  Chinese  just love
  to  die  when  there's  a  lot  of  ceremony  going on."
     "Kill  him!"  Lodovici  Tosca  shouted.  The  Italian's Face
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    say!  He's  put  all  our  lives  at  stake,  so  why  does  he still
    live?  Kill him!"
        "Hell,  kill  him  yourself,"  Stavers  said,  his words
    strangely calm.
        Tosca  glared  wildly  at  Stavers;  then,  in  a  swift and
    agile  motion,  he  ducked  away  from  his  guards and
    threw  himself  at  the  table;  clutching  the  revolver left
    there  by  Templin.  He  only  glanced  at  Kai-Shek  for an
    instant,  then  spun  about  to  face  Stavers,  the  gun aimed
    at  Stavers' heart.
       " You  waited  too  long!"  he  shouted.  "For  the  glory of
    God, for-"
        He  pulled  the  trigger,  his  face  a  mixture  of stunned
    surprise  and  outrage  as  the  hammer  clicked  on the
    empty  chamber.  He  squeezed  again,  and  once more
    the  metallic  click  sounded.  Tosca  let  out  an  animal cry,
    whirled  about  and  pulled  the  trigger  rapidly  three times,
    and  each  time  a  shot  boomed  in  the  enclosed room.
        Each  time  a  lead  slug  ripped  directly  into  the midriff
    of  Tom  Kai-Shek,  directly  through  the  plastic explosives.
        Tosca  lifted  the  gun,  staring  in  disbelief  at  the gun
    and  then  at  Kai-Shek,  blood  spurting  from  his  body. He
    fell  forward,  his  legs  held  rigidly  wide  by  the spreader
   bar.
        "Get  him!"  Templin  called  out.  Two  men  had already
    moved  in,  catching  the  body  and  lowering  it  gently to
    the floor.
       " You  blew  it,  Cardinal,"  Stavers  told  the shaking
    Italian.  "That  gun's  no  good  for  setting  off  plastique like
    masinex.  You  need  an  electrical  charge, asshole."
       " I'll  kill  you!"  Tosca  shrieked,  eyes  wild.  He leveled
    the  shaking  gun  at  Stavers.  "There's  one  more bullet
   left!"
        Stavers  walked  slowly  toward  the  screaming man.
    "You  can't  do  it,"  he  said  quietly.  "You  can't  kill me.
    You're  unclean,  Tosca.  The  demon  rides  in  you. You're
    filth.  You  know  that.  You're  a  pawn  of  Lucifer. Filth."
    Stavers  stood  directly  before  Lodovici  Tosca,  and  in his
    mind  he  squeezed,  hard,  driving  the  pressure  at the
    man  before  hirn,  Tosca.  blinked  repeatedly,  pale, shak-
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  must  cleanse  yourself  to  save  your  soul  from  hell.  Do it,
  Lodovici.  For  Christ  and  the  Father,  do  it now!"
     "Yes,  yes!"  Tosca  howled.  He  iammed  the muzzle
  into  his  mouth  and  squeezed  the t@igger.
     Brains,  bones,  flesh  and  blood  sprayed  across the
 room.
     Stavers  turned  to  his "guests.
     I  don't  take  kindly  to  someone  trying  to  murder me.
  That  Chinaman  was  a  professional  assassin,  He  and that
  filth  from  Rome  were  in  this  deal  from  the  word go.
  That  they  would  also  have  killed  you  doesn't  matter to
  me.  I  want  you  to  go  back  to  your  governments. Tell
  them  anything  you  want,  but  above  all,  tell  them never
  to  fuck  with  me  again,  is  that  clear?  Because  if  you mess
  with  me  or  my  plans  again,  if  anyone  pulls  this bullshit,
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  I  make  you  a  promise.  The  big  birds  will  fly.  Oh, not
  all.  But  enough  of  the  missiles  with  thermonukes, in
  enough  right  places,  so  you  won't  be  able  to  keep from
  firing  back.  And  that's  the  third  world  war  and  a nu-
  clear  party  for  everybody.  Got  it?"  He  nodded to
  Templin.  "Get  them  the  hell  out  of  my sigbt."
     "Wait  a  minute,"  a  voice  called  out.  Stavers knew
  before  he  looked  that  it  would  he  Harv  Schleminel. The
  Israeli  wasn't  upset  or  even  piqued.  "How'd  you do
  that,  old  friend?"  he  asked Stavers.
     They  all  knew  his  reference  was  to  Tosea blowing
  away  the  top  and  back  of  his  head  when  he  could have
  killed Stavers.
     "Interestincr,  wasn't  it,  Harv?"  Stavers said.
     "You  were@always  good,"  Schleinmel  said, smiling,
  "but  this  one, wow."
     "Got  anv  @ruesses, HarO"
     "Damn ri&t."
     "Do  me  a  favor.  For  old  time's sake."
     -Name  it.  I  owe you.-
    " Take  a  detour  on  the  way  home,  Harv.  Stop  off in
  Rome.  See  the  Pope.  Have  a  friendly  chat  with  the old
  n-ian.  Tell  him  what  happened  here.  Tell  him  how  it all
  came  down.  Tell  him  anvthing  vou  want,  but  most of'
  all,  tell  the  old  buzzard  that  if  he  fucks  with  me ever
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  turns  the  Vatican  and  the  local  countryside  into good
  old  radioactive steam."
      "I'll  do  that, Doug."
      "I  figured  you  might.  I  appreciate  it, Harv."
      "Hals  und  beinbruch, buddy."
      "The  fishing  trip  is  off,  Al.  Send  some  doubles for
 us, " Stavers  said.  "Do  whatever  you  must  to  fill  out the
  plan  you  had.  I've  got  a  hunch  someone  knows  it, and
  Wakulla  Springs  has  some  company  in waiting."
      They  walked  rapidly  through  an  underground tunnel
  beneath  the  FSU  campus;  Stavers,  Weinstein, Marden
  and Templin.
      Templin  nodded.  He  was  still  wild  with  anger at
  himself  for  not  picking  up  sooner  on  the assassination
  attempt  that  had  come  so  incredibly  close  to succeed-
  ing.  And  it  kept  getting  worse;  more  and  more the
  fanatics  in  power  roles  were  taking  dead  aim  at Douglas
  Stavers.  He  was  gaining  too  much  power,  too much
  strength.  He'd  become  a  world  figure  and  apple carts
  were  already  toppling  in  high places,
      "I'll  take  care  of  it,"  he  said  quickly.  "Look, I'm
  pleading  with  you,  Doug.  Call  off  this  crazy showtime
  gig  you're  planning  for  the  church  scene. Goddamnit,
  you're  setting  yourself  up for-"
      "Hey,  it  was  your  idea,  asshole,"  Marden  broke into
  his  wo@ds.  "Remember?  You  wanted  hirn  to  be visible,
  for  Christ's sake."
      "There's  no  time  now  to  argue.  We're  going through
  with  our  plans.  I'm  making  some  changes.  You'll find
  out  about  them  in  due  time,  Al.  Right  now,  I  want the
  hell  out  of  here.  It's  great  to  be  on  campus  and  all that
  crap  but-"  He  shook  his  head.  "Never  mind. What's
  the transport?"
      "End  of  the  tunnel.  Party bus."
      "Party  bus?"  Weinstein queried.
      "Uh  huh.  There's  the  big  game.  Half  the  campus is
  stoned  or  drunk  out  of  their  minds,"  Templin replied.
  "Parties  everywhere.  A  lot  of  the  kids  hire  buses and
  motor  homes  with  drivers.  That  way  they  carouse on
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   bus,  special  job,  armored  and  armorglass,  and  a group
   of  people  who  work  for  us.  They'll  be  singing and
   drunk,  but  not  really.  They'll  head  for  Pensacola. Big
   party  jam  there.  On  the  way,  when  it's  clear-and I'll
   have  a  chopper  upstairs  to  b@  sure-the  bus  cuts  off the
   interstate  and  takes  a  road  through  the  restricted area
   in  the  Eglin  complex.  A  Skua's  waiting  for  you there."
     They  reached  the  stairway  that  would  take  them to
   the  bus.  Templin  stopped  Stavers  at  the  last moment.
   "If I don't  ask  you  I'll  go  crazy.  What  that  Israeli  said to
   you.  It  was  German,  wasn't it?"
     "Sure  was, Al."
     "But  what  did  it mean?"
     "Hals  und  beinbruch.  Break  your  neck  and  a  leg. It's
   an  old  pilot's  way  of  wishing  a  friend  good  luck, and
   come  home  safe.  So  long, Al."
     "Don't  take  any  wooden  nickels,  Doug," Templin
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   called  out.  He  watched  the  bus  roar  off  into  the night.
     Three  hours  later  they  were  in  the  Skua,  the nose-
   wheel  coming  off  the  long  Eglin  runwav  smoothly. They
   boomed  into  the  night  sky,  two  F-1@  fighters sailing
   with  them  into  the  high  dark.  At  fifty-four thousand
   feet,  following  Stavers'  last-minute  change  in  plans and
   schedules,  the  F-15s  held  course  as  the  Skua  eased off
   to  the  right,  heading northwest.
     "No  more  waiting,"  Stavers  told  Weinstein.  "I  want a
   good  steak  and  a  beer,  and  a  couple  of  hours  sleep, and
   when  we  get  to  Mannheim  we  kick  Adolf  in  the  ass and
   twist  his  mind  a  couple  of  times.  Right  after  we deliver
   him,  all  hell  will  be  breaking loose."
     "And  that,"  Weinstein  smiled,  "is  just  the beginning."



 Chapter 24
     "He's  coming  out  of -it."
     "He's  steaming  like  a  barbecued  porker.  Jesus, it's
   like  a  storm  sewer  grating  on  a  cold night."
     "That's  not  him,  dummy.  It's  the  heat exchange,
  and-"
     "I  know  what  it  is.  It  just  seemed  like  the  right thing
   to say."
     "You  think,"  Stavers  said  slowly  to  Rebecca Wein-
   stein,  "anybody  will  ever  thank  us  for  bringing the
   Adolf  Hitler  back  to  real,  breathing,  living, talking,
   walking life?"
     "To  paraphrase  one  of  your  great  writers,  Doug," she
   answered,  smiling,  "all  the  world  loves  a madman."
     Skip  Marden,  face  hidden  beneath  his  surgical mask
   and  cap,  leaned  down  for  a  better  look  at  the human
   form  within  whom  life  forces  beat  and  swirled faster
   and  faster.  Oxygen  enriched  cells  long  on  a starvation
   diet.  Molecules  stirred,  organs  trelubled,  fluids bur-
   bled;  thousands  and  tben  millions  of  processes,  most of
   them  invisible  to  the  hurnan  eye,  extracted  fron, "fro-
   zen  life/death"  the  man  who  had  launched  the  best of
   the  civilized  world  on  its  path  of  savage immolation.
     It's  hard  to  be'ieve,"  Marden  said  abruptly, then
   lapsed  into  unexpected silence.
     "what's  hard  to  believe?"  Stavers queried.
     "All  the  things  I've  read  about  Adolf  Hitler," Marden
   said.  "The  incredible  way  he  took  a  country  broke and
   bleeding  and  dragged  it  out  of  the  mud.  Built  it up.
   Whipped  people  left  and  right  to  do  what  he wanted.
 DARK MESSIAH
333
  Crawled  into  their  minds,  That  aura  of  Hitler  I've heard
  so  much  about.  I've  talked  to  former  German soldiers,
  pilots;  even  their  generals.  They  said  his  aura  was real.
  You  walked  into  a  room  where  Hitler  was  waiting and
  he  slammed  into  your  mind  like  a  wet  towel  snapping at
  your ass.
     "He's  eloquent  enough,"  Weinstein  said admiringly
  to Stavers.
     "What's  your  first  impression  now?"  Stavers asked
 Marden.
     Marden  didn't  answer  for  the  moment.  The  figure in
  the  medical  chrysalis  for  the  past  several  hours had
  twitched;  muscles  achingly  returning  to  life  and minis-
  cule  movement,  all  functions  arising  from autonomic
  systems  "coming  back  on  line."  There  had  been the
  agonizingly  dreadful  moments  of  learning  whether the
  sensitive  nudibranches  of  the  alveolar  system would
  still  function  after  being  so  long  in  deep  freeze. That
  supersensitive  miracle  of  the  exchange  of  gases,  of oxy-
  gen  highly  enriched  pouring  into  the  system, stirring
  exquisite  leaves  and  filaments  to  accept  life-giving oxy-
  gen  while  yielding  up  for  exhalation  and throwaway
  gases  clouded  with  the  debris  collected  throughout the
  body  from  returning  streams  and  rivulets  of  blood. A
  single  glop  of  phlegm  could  kill  this man,
     And  yet  it  was  working.  Tissues,  nerves, muscles,
  neuronic  connections,  electrical  impulses, pressure



  changes,  enzymes,  proteins,  sodium  and  potassium and
  hundreds  of  other  elements  so  critical  to functioning
  had  never  really  been  dead  but  "on  hold." Weinstein,
  drawing  on  long-established  practices  unknown  to doc-
  tors  anywhere  else  on  the  planet,  had  sent  a constant
  trickle  of  electrical  spasms  through  the  entire  body, a
  feathery  stimulation  to  which  the  tissues  and  all t6ir
  components  responded.  It  was  much  like  trying  to re-
  vive  an  ancient  river  and  its  thousands  of  tiny tributar-
  ies.  The  human  body  is  in  reality  an  oblongated  bag of
  liquids,  but  they've  all  got  to  flow  in  synchronous and
  coordinated  movement  so  their  many  parts  and pieces
  can  march  to  the  same  tune  of life.



 334
 Martin Caidin
  the  safety  of  unconsciousness.  Toes  moved, muscles
  throbbed gently.
    Hitler's  eyes  opened,  closed;  they  opened  again, but
  he  was  still  unseeing.  Too  early  yet  for  the  optic system
  to  function.  "It's  like  starting  a  car  on  a  morning when
  the  temperature's  below  zero  and  the  battery's dead,"
  Marden  said  with  simple  but  unerring accuracy.
    "The  lady's  got  the  battery  charged,"  Stavers chided
 him.
    "So  I  see."  He  peered  closer.  "Doc,  bow  long before
  be  climbs  the  ice  mountain  back  to  knowing what's
  going on.
    "I  presume  you  mean  brain function?"
    I  mean  he'll  know  enough  to  piss  into  a  urinal in-
  stead  of  all  over  himself,"  Marden cracked.
    "What  we're  doing  either  works  or  it  won't,"  she said
  in  a  flat  tone.  "There's  no  halfway  margin  as  best  as I
  can  tell. "
    "So  if  be  comes  out  of  it  he'll  be  as  sharp  as  he ever
 was
    She  nodded. "Yes."
   11  And  if  he doesn't?"
    "Then  he'll  die.  Let  me  put  it  another  way.  It's  a full
  black  or  white  and  no  grey  areas.  He  won@t  come par-
  tially  out  of  brain  stasis.  Then  we'd  have  a walking
  vegetable  on  our  bands.  But,"  she  stressed,  "that won      ,t
  happen.  If  he  doesn't  emerge,  then  his  brain  will  .  , ."
  she  sought  the  proper  wording..  "well.  it  will  have the
  equivalent  of  a  complete short-circuit.;'
    "All  lights  out  for  good,  huh?"  Marden  asked again.
    "Lights  out; yes,  "  Weinstein confirmed.
    "How  much  longer  does  he  go  through  this  routine? I
  rnean,  is  there  a  performance  envelope  for  the body
  and  the  brain?"  Weinstein  looked  with  a  new  touch of
  respect  at Marden.
    "There  is.  We'll  know  any  moment, and-"
    "It's  playtime,"'  Stavers  broke  in  as  Adolf  Hitler opened
  his eyes.
    Weinstein  bent  closer.  Perfect!  Eyes  clear.  He's fo-
  cusing  on  me.  There,  he's  moving  his  eyes.  Dilation and
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       Harden.  Excellent!  Questions  and  negative responses.
       She  stood  erect-  "We  owe  ourselves  a  bottle of
      champagne.,
      "Bingo   Marden  said  with  admiration  for Weinstein.
       "Rebecca,  you're  fluent  in  his  lingo.  You  better do
       the talking'  "  Stavers suggested.
       She  leaned  slightly  closer  to  Hitler,  now  fully alert,
       trying  to  remember.  His  memory  had  to  span  back to
       1944  but  in  terms  of  brain  function  there  was  no con-
       scious  time  between  when  he  was  "iced"  and  this mo-
       ment  of emergence.
       "Mein  Fuehrer,"  she  said softly.
       The  corner  of  his  mouth  twitched  in  the  hint  of a
       smile.  She  knew  memories  were  Pooding  back. "Frau-
       lein  .  .  ."  he  said weakly.
       "Fuck  you,"  Marden  said,  his  face  mask removed.



       He  grinned broadly.
       Weinstein  shot  him  an  angry  look.  Marden  smiled at
       her  and  held  up  his  middle  finger.  "Don't  push  it, Doc,
       He  may  be  a  great  medical  triumph  to  you  but  he's still
       what  he  always  was  to me. 11
       Stavers  had  his  mask  off  as  well.  He  turned  to Marden
       and  spoke  in  an  angry  stream  of  Japanese. Weinstein
       listened;  she  nodded  in  agreenient.  Thev  all  three un-
       derstood  and  spoke  Japanese.  Hitler  didn't.  He knew
       enough  English  to  recognize  words  and  phrases, but
       not  the  Oriental  language.  And  if  the  Nazi leader's
       memory  still  put  out  on  all  eight  cylinders,  the Japan-
       ese  would  at  least  represent  the  lariguage  of  a wartime
      allv.
       Not  that  it  would  matter  for  very  long.  Marden fol-
       lowed  Stavers'  instructions  and  flipped  oil  the music.
       Hidden  speakers  sent  classical  Wagner  softly through
       the  room  as  a  backdrop,  More  conditioning, Weinstein
      smiled.
       Hitler  was  asking  questions.  Not  getting  his replies,
       he  began  demanding  answers.  Excellent.  He's  still the
       absolute  master  of  all  about  him,  so  he thinks.
       She  turned  to  Stavers  and  Marden,  shouting  at them
       in  German,  gesturing  angrily,  All  part  of  the setup,
       Q4--c  -rl  X45rrlon  hirnp;]  to  lpive_  As  thev exited
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     through  one  door,  several  men  and  women entered
     through  another.  Two  wore  hospital  outfits.  The others
     wore  various  German  military  uniforms.  They  all spoke
     perfect  German,  and  they  brought  with  them  food and
    drinks' carefully  researched  to  duplicate  Hitler's favor-
     ite  during  the  peak  of  his power.
      There's  nothing  like  fawning  over  a  man  to  let him
     believe  he's  still  top dog.
      Weinstein  smiled  to  herself  The  howling  would come
     soon  enoug .
      Stavers;  and  Marden  dropped  heavily  into padded
     lounge  chairs  overlooking  a  sea  of  Canadian  hills and
    forests.   e  fourth  floor  of  the  Mannheim  center was
     reserved  for  living  quarters  and  the  relaxation  of its
     working  staff  and  frequent  visitors.  It  had  been  a long
     time  since  the  two  friends  had  this  kind  of  a quiet
     moment  together,  and  they  willingly  eschewed fine
     whis  ey  and  gourmet  food.  They  chowed  down  on ham-
     burgers  and  onions,  drank  beer  straight  &om Budweiser
     cans,  and  followed  with  Stavers'  favorite  Portofino ci-
     gars,  their  shoes  kicked  off  and  feet  resting  high on
     ottomans  before them.
     "The  lady  doctor  handles  it  from  now  on?" Marden
     asked  the  other man.
     "Yep.  She'll  razzle-dazzle  the  old  boy.  Bow  and scrape
     like  a  good  Nazi  broad;  that  sort  of  shit.  Flatter  his ego,
     but  at  the  same  time  let  him  know  be's  an  alien stum-
     bling  through  a  very  scary  and  strange forest."
     "You  mean  the  time  jump.  From  1944  to now."
     "Hell,  yes.  It's  been  a  half-century,  Skip. Adolfs
     boys  in  hoots  and  shiny  caps  not  only  lost  the  war, and
     our  Fuehrer  expected  that,  but  he's  coming  into a
     world  he  won't  believe.  It's  a  real  time  jump  when you
     think  about  it."  Stavers  laughed.  "Bebecca's  got some
     great  film  and  video  from  Israel.  When  Adolf  sees a
     Jewish  army  and  air  force  strong  enough  to  take  on all
     the  Arab  nations  combined,  and  kick  ass  from  Africa to
     Asia,  he's  going  to  wonder  what  the  hell  really happened."
     Marden  crumpled  a  beer  can  and  popped another.
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     Stavers  shrugged  and  smiled.  "Hitler  will believe
  Rebecca  is  part  of  the  secret  Nazi  movement that's
  been  underground  all  this  time,  and  now  it's their
  chance  to  take  over  again.  All  they've  been  waiting for
  is  for  dear  old  Adolf  to  bubble  up  from deepfreeze.
  First,"  Stavers  began  ticking  off  the  programming to
  which  Hitler  was  even  then  being  subjected,  "she'll let
  him  see  how  the  war  ended.  Germany  in  ruins, Russian
  soldiers  tearing  the  heart  out  of  Berlin.  We've  got some
  good  footage  of  Russian  soldiers  gang-raping German
  women,  It's  real  enough.  The  Russians  rounded  up a
  whole  mob  of  Germany's  top  ace  fighter  pilots, along
  with  their  wives  and  daughters,  and  then  they gang-
  raped  every  female  in  the  group,  from  little  kids to
  their  mothers,  and  made  the  pilots  watch  it all."
     "Der  Fuehrer  should  get  a  kick  out  of  that," Maiden
  grinned.  "A  kick,  but  not  too  much pleasure."



     Stavers  nodded.  "Rebecca  really  knows  how  to han-
  dle  this  stuff.  After  she  shows  him  a  Germany demol-
  ished  and  a  communist  sweep  of  half  the  world,  she hits
  him  with  the  atomic  bombings  of  Japan.  Some wild
  footage  inside  those  cities  right  after  the  bombs went
  off.  She'll  do  the  run  right  on  up  through  the big
  ICBM's.  It's  cut  back  and  forth.  She'll  show  him films
  of  himself  watching  V-2  rockets  being  launched, then
  she'll  cut  to  the  big  ICBM's  and  show  him hydrogen
  bombs  being  tested,  and  tell  the  crazy  son  of  a bitch
  how  brilliant  he  was  in  laying  the  groundwork  for the
  future  he's  in  right  now.  Because  it  was  Hitler who
  finally  gave  the  full  support  for  the  Peenemunde crowd
  to  develop  the  V-2.  That's  what's  critical  about  this. To
  establish  the  link  in  Hitler's  mind  that  what's happen-
  ing  today  is  a  direct  result  of  what  he  did  a  long time
  ago.  He  won't  feel  so  completely separated."
     "I  wonder,"  Marden  mused  aloud,  "how  he'll  react to
  watching  men  walking  on  the moon."
     "Shit,  he'll  believe  he  was  responsible,"  Stavers an-
  swered  quickly.  "After  all,  it  was  Hitler's  V-2  that started
  the  whole  rocket  program,  remember?  The  crazy bas-
  tard  will  end  up  taking  all  the  credit,  which  is  what we
       11
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        "How  long  do  we  keep him?"
        "Not  very  long,"  Stavers  said  with  a  grimace. "There's
        a  kind  of  stink  about  him  you  can feel-"
       '.  I  got  my  own  feeling,"  Marden  broke  in.  He  sat up
        abruptly,  leaning  forward,  his  expression  suddenly seri-
        ous.  "You  know  something?  This  ain't  no  joke either,
        Doug.  I  had  to  restrain  myself  before.  When  we watched
        that  fucker  coming  out  of  his  bad  dreams.  He  looked at
        me  and  I  could  almost  feel  worms  crawling around
        inside  my  head.  Like  he  judged  me  as  some lowlife
        scum,  an  insect,  and  he  was  on  the  same  level  as God."
        Stavers  studied  his  friend.  "He's  had  that  effect  on a
        lot  of  people.  They  were  scared  shitless  of him."
        "I  wasn't  sea-red  of  him,  goddamnit.  I  had  to hold
        myself  back.  I've  heard  so  much  of  his  aura,  how he
        dominates  people  through  his  psyche,  and  I  could feel
        that,  too.  But  I  had  this  picture  in  my  mind,  holy shit,
        but  it  was  real,  of  two  fingers  of  one  hand  stuck  as far
        up  his  nose  as  I  could  reach  and  with  my  other  hand I
        was  slowly  twisting  his  head  until  I  busted  his whole
        neck.  I  could  almost  feel  it happening."
        You're  a  nasty  fucker,"  Stavers; grinned.
       .1111 in  serious,"  Marden insisted.
        "No,  I  know  what  you  mean,"  Stavers  said, becoming
        serious  for  the  moment.  "It  was  a  he]]  of  a temptation,
        Marden  studied  Stavers.  "You  felt  it, too?"
        "wouldn't  you  like  to  be  the  man  who personally
        tore  out  the  heart  of  Adolf  Hitler?"  Stavers asked.
        "Yeah.  "  Marden  leaned  back  and  smiled.  "And I'd
        cook  his  fucking  heart  on  a  stick  over  a  fire  and  I'd eat
       it'too. 11
        Stavers  didn't  answer  for  a  few  moments.  He -watched
        a  round  orange  moon  dragging  itself  higher  than the
        horizon,  and  he  thought  of  that  moon  growing  larger in
        the  sky  as  one  day,  Soon,  he  would  be  leaving  the world
        of  this  horizon  and  heading  out  toward  that  lifeless orb.
        He  pushed  himself  back  to  the moment.
        "I  guess  you  would,"  Stavers  responded  finally to
        Marden's  remarks.  "Probably  paint  your  face  like some
        fucking  aborigine, too."
        "Yon  bav"  Mirflon rbw-11.-A
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     "Well,  we'll  do  better  than  that,  Rebecca  winds hirn
   up  like  a  tinker  toy  for  three  days  and  nights.  By the
   time  she's  through  he'll  be  raging  again  that traitors
   undercut  his  shot  at  running  the world   '  The  same old
   shit,  but  he'll  believe  it.  The  whole  time  he's getting
   caught  up  on  current  events  one-oh-one,  he's getting
   just  enough  of  that  ersatz  etorphin  to  cement  his beliefs
   and  make  him  a  bit  wilder  than  he  alreadv is."
     "You've  never  told  me  what  we  do  with  him," Marden
  said.
     "You'll  see  soon  enough.  We've  got  to  be  sure that
   Russia  and  communism  are  Hitler's  proof  of  Satan tak-
   ing  control  of  the  world.  That  sort  of  stuff.  And only
   Hitler  and  the  might  of  the  Fourth  Reich  can  save the



   world  and  the  innocent  Germans  from  the communists
   and  their  power  tool,  the  Jewish  missile  mob  in Israel.
   We  want  Hitler  absolutely  to  believe  that  there's  a few
   million  Germans  ready  to  rise  up,  this  time  with hydro-
   gen  bombs  instead  of  just  panzers  and Stukas."
     Stavers  motioned  for  another  beer  and  received the
   toss  from  Marden,  "Then  we  wrap  it  up.  Our  own team
   is  already  spreading  the  word  that  an  incredible event
   is  about  to  take  place.  We'll  drop  all  kinds  of rumors
  around@"
     "You're  going  to  tell  theirt  about  giving  back their
  loome?"
     Stavers  laughed.  "We'll  hint  at  it.  And  when every-
   body  is  hanging  by  their  fingernails  to  know  just what   s
   really  going  on,  we  let  them  know  that  the  big surprise
   is  on  its  way.  It's  delivery time."
     "Damn,  I'd  iove  to  be  there  in  Moscow  when you
   deliver  that  son  of  a  bitch  to  the Russians!"
     Stavers  smiled.  He  didn't  answer  or  respond to
   Marden's  last  remark.  Moscow, hell.
     Roberto  Diaz  and  Al  Templin  handled  the  job per-
   sonally.  They  controlled  enough  media  in  the newspapers,
   television  satellite  nets  and  other  press  to  let  the world
   know  something  very  big  was  coming  down.  They told
   the  world  to  start  looking  to  Frankfurt.  Especially the
   airnnr+  @:if  FrqnL-f;irf  hf-;idonqrter&  for  Ge-rmanv's interna-
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  tionally-reaching  airlines,  Lufthansa.  A  big  field.  A hub
  for  the  world.  Then  they  flew  in  top  newsmen.  Half the
  city  began  to  crowd  in  toward  the  airport  on  the se-
  lected  night.  The  Germans  grew  restless,  upset,  ill at
  ease  as  loudspeakers  atop  trucks  driven  to  the field
  without  any  advance  notice  began  to  play,  at ear-
  hammering  volume,  the  favorite  martial  music  of war-
  time  Germany.  Barely  discernible,  and  mostly  on a
  subliminal  basis,  was  the  voice  of  Adolf  Hitler  in his
  shrill  calls  to  the  German  people  to  overcome  all their
 enemies.
    It  had  to  be  timed  just  right.  Diaz  and  Templin had
  shelled  out  money  freely.  As  the  crowds  pressed into
  the  airport  the  roads  behind  them  began  to  close. Trees
  and  power  poles  fell  across  the  roadways. Abandoned
  trucks,  unable  to  run,  littered  the  highways.  Those who
  were  in  would  remain  until  the  last moment.
    Then  it  was  time  to  lower  the boom.
    The  telephone  rang  in  the  control  tower  of Frankfurt
  airport.  "In  a  few  minutes  you  will  hear  from  the cap-
  tain  of  a  747  inbound  to  Frankfurt.  His  call  sign  will be
  One  Niner  Four  Four.  That  machine  will  make a
  straight-in  approach  to  your  main  runway.  The pilot
  will  not  respond  to  any  orders  from  you.  He  mill come
  straight  in  and  land  no  matter  what  other  aircraft you
  are  working.  Please  understand  I  mean  what  I say."
  The  speaker  ignored  the  protests  and interruptions.
  "Be  quiet.  Any  moment  now  youMll  see  that aircraft's
  lights  and  the  pilot  will  call  you.  After  landing  he will
  taxi  directly  before  the  terminal.  Your  ground control
  requency  will  be  hearing  from  several  drivers  who are
  setting  up  a  welcoming  committee.  They  will  have a
  platform  and  a  public  address  system  waiting  for the
  147's  passenger.  That  is all."
    In  the  background,  Heinrich  Koenig,  tower manager
  for  the  first  night  shift,  heard  the  first  call  from the
  speakers.  "Frankfurt  Approach,  747  One  Niner Four
  Four  with  you,  transmitting  on  both  Approach and
  Tower  frequencies.  We  are  on  a  straight-in  for your
  main  runwav.  Herr  Koenig  has  alreadv  heen infnrrn,-r4
  DARK MESSIAH
341
      of  our  approach  and  landing  and  our  taxi  position when
      we  are  on  the  ground.  Please  confirm. Over."
      Dozens  of  pilots  in  ot  er aircr      oo  e quiz
      one  another.  What  the  hell  was  this?  In  the distance
      they  saw  the  lights  of  a  dozen  airliners approaching
      Frankfurt,  but  one  carried  additional  lights,  a huge
      twinkling  torch  approaching  in  a  steady descent.
      Koenig  shouted  into  his  phone,  "Wait  a moment!
      just  a  moment!  Who  is  this  passenger?  'You  have no
      right  to  do  this!  Tell  your  pilot  to  turn away!-
      A  calm  voice  responded  to  his  near-hysteria. "Herr
      Koenig,  I  will  not  say  this  again.  The  747  will  make its
      approach  as  stated.  It  will  not  turn.  After  it  lands, and
      taxis  to  the  terminal,  it  will  shut  down.  You  may do
      anything  you  wish  then.  The  passenger  will  leave the



      aircraft  and  he  will  go  to  the  public-address podium."
      "But  who  is  this  passenger?"  Koenig yelled.
      He  heard  a  low  chuckle  in  his earpiece.         "Why, the
      Fuehrer,  of  course,  my  dear  Koenig.  He  has come
      home  at last."
      The  phone  went  dead,  Koenig  looked  at  the useless
      set  in  his  band.  "Crazy  bastard ...
                             Z     is doorway.    Sir!  We've got
      A  controller  appeared  in hi
      a  747  coming  straight  in  and  'lie refuses    veer  from his
      approach!  We  have  a proble-n!"
      "Clear  all  aircraft  ftorn  landing@  Have  them break
      away!"  Koenig  shoutecl.  -And  get  all  other  aircraft off
      the  runways  and  clear  the  taxiway  to  the  terminal. And
      call security'  1"  He  gestured  wildly,  "Nein,  nein,,' Attend
      to  the  aircraft.  I  will  call  securih, myself!."
      Stavers,  Marden  and  Weinstein  watched  the satellite.
      feed  from  Franldftirt.  It  went  off  beautifully@  The 747
      drilled  straight  down  final  approach,  lights  and strobes
      blazing  furiously  as  it  landed  feather-light.  it  rolled to
      the  end  of  the  runway,  turned  off  to  the  main taxiway
      and  taxied  to  a  stop  before  the  center  of  the terminal
      building.  Dozens  of  security  vehicles  and  crash trucks,
      red  and  blue  and  arnber  lights  flashing,  mixed  with and
      surrounded  a  long  flatbed  trailer  on  which  stood  a speak-
      __'_  __A4__  -A _;    . .....
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    A  ramp  lowered  from  the  aft  behy  of  the  747. Lights
  played  immediately  on  the  ramp.  An  escalator began
  moving.  Cameras  located  within  and  atop  the terminal
  building,  and  from  newstrucks,  zeroed  in  with zoom
  lenses  on  the  moving  stairway.  The  boots  of  a man
  appeared,  and  then  he  came  into  full  view, standing
  straight,  erect  in  military  posture,  head  held  high, in
  gleaming  uniform  and  a  swastika  armband.  He stepped
  away  from  the  escalator  and  walked  without  wavering to
  the  flatbed  truck.  Security  guards  rushing  to apprehend
  the  stranger  stopped  in  their  tracks,  staring  in disbelief,
  shocked  and  stunned  as  Hitler's  eyes  struck  them with
  physical  force.  They  melted  back, speechless.
    Adolf  Hitler,  Reichsfuehrer,  took  the  speaker's stand.
  He  looked  left  and  right  and  then  straight  ahead. The
  thousands  of  people  seemed  unable  to  move. Disbelief
  cemented  their  feet  and  their thoughts.
    And  then  Hitler  began  to  speak,  his  voice  low  at first,
  his  gestures  tentative,  and  his  right  arm, half-circled
  before  him,  began  to  move  up  and  down  in  a manner
  most  Germans  had  seen  only  in  the  old  films  of  a war
  many  decades before.
    Then  the  riot  began ...
    "So  you  see  it  now,  don't  vou?"  Stavers  asked Marden.
  "All  this  time  you  figured  we'd  deliver  him  to Moscow.
  OFer  him  up  to  the  Russians  so  they  could  put  him on
  trial. "
    "I  never  figured  you'd  send  him  to  Gern-viny," Marden
  answered,  still  amazed  at  what  he'd seen.
    "Sure,  because  it  seemed  the  craziest  thing  to do.
  But  look  at  it  this  way.  The  whole  world  has  seen Adolf
  Hitler  in  Germvny.  The  Germans  have  him. They'll
  have  to  verifv  that  he's  real.  And  that  will  tie  up that
  country  and  all  of  Europe  in  the  biggest  danin  knot you
  ever  saw,  and  then  the  German  government  will have
  to  put  him  on  trial  for  crimes  committed  against his
  own  countrv.  In  the  meantime,  the  Russians  will be
  raising  everv  kind  of  hell  that  they  want  him,  and the
  Israelis  are  iiable  to  do  anything  to  get him
             mlqrden r@4id
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    "Well,  almost,  but  not  quite,"  Stavers laughed.
    "You  two  all  through?"  Weinstein  broke  in. They
  turned  to  look  at  her.  She  tapped  her wristwatch.
    "The  clock  runs,  my  friends.  We've  got  a  schedule to
  keep  and  a  lot  of  traveling  ahead  of us."
    "Where  to,  Doc?"  MardeD asked.
    "First,  France.  Then,  South  Carolina.  And  from there,
  straight  south  to  the  Kennedy  Space Center."
    "And  then?"  Marden  asked again.
    For  answer,  Rebecca  Weinstein pointed.
    Straight up.



 Chapter 25
       Karidan Tai.
     Through  the  years-through  the  decades  and the
   centuries-she  had  taken  many  names,  some ordinary,
   others  befitting  regal  standing,  still  others  dictated by
   ethnic  cloaks  or  even  periods  of  conquest enveloping
   whatever  land  on  which  she  stood  at  any particular
   time.  She  had  been  married  more  times  than  she re-
   called,  and  on  more  than  one  occasion  she  had  used her
   secret,  futuristic  medical  knowledge  to  bring  on "acci-
   dents"  or  "illnesses"  that  made  her  a  widow  and pos-
   sessed  of  considerable  wealth,  From  her  first moments
   of  being  stranded  on  a  planet  that  only  sporadically and
   remotely  had  advanced  beyond  the  aborigine  stage, she
   understood  the  meaning  and  the  necessity  that "money
   spells power."
     Now  it  was  all  coming  together.  Now  it  had reached
   that  peak  where  the  aborigines  had  thrown  away their
   spears  and  clubs  and  advanced  to  computers,  jets, rock-
   ets,  electronics  and  hydrogen  bombs,  The  natives of
   this  world  they  called  garth  were  constantly  a brawling,
   snarling,  aggressive,  abrasive  and  combative  lot, and
   that  was  all  to  her  advantage.  It  is  not  the  cow grinding
   grass  in  its  molars  that  changes  the  world-,  one needs
   hungry,  angry,  jealous,  possessive  savages  to  break free
   and  begin  the  climb  upward  to  a  world  of technological
  prowess.
    It  served  her  best  frorn  the  beginning  of  this final
   century  to  become  and  to  remain  Doctor Rebecca
   Weinstein.  Karldan  Tai  had  been  pushed  far  back into
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  the  recesses  of  her  mind,  to  be  recalled  only  within the
  privacy  of  her  own  thoughts  and  never  to  be spoken
  aloud,  unless  that  momeritary  slip  lea'  to  questions she
  could  not  easily  answer.  For  there  were  too  many peri-
  ods  in  this  turbulent  history  when  these  people fought
  witches,  demons,  trolls  and  other  creatures  their psy-
  chotic  fears  brought  to  reality-and  horribly oppressive
  times  when  torture  and  mass  killing  became  their over-
  whelming occupation.
     She  threaded  her  way  through  these  perilous mo-
  ments  by  dint  of  her  superb  medical  knowledge, Medi-
  cal  miracles  applied  to  a  ruling  despot's  family  is a
  marvelous  guarantee  of  despotic  protection.  Then came
  the  current  century  and  she  made  her  decision  to "be-
  come"  a  brilliant  Jewess  surgeon,  with  a  history crafted
  artfully  and  beyond  suspicion.  Her  skills  at modifying
  records  and  ancient  books  guaranteed  the protective
  lineage  of  parentage,  those  she  found  unable  to control
  suffered  maladies  that  quickly  claimed  their lives.
    She  knew  from  past  experience  that  the  many ele-
  ments  necessary  for  her  to  leave  this  planet  and voyage
  to  the  biting  winds  and  rockstrewn  dimes  of  Mars would
  all  come  together  iDa  headlong,  even  a  dizzying  rush, a
  tremendous  implosion  of  technology  and  timing.  As the
  world  emerged  from-  that  11ast  great  war  that spawned
  what  she  had  waited  or  all  this  time,  the  great ma-
  chines  and  the  computers  that  sped  n-tan  beyond his



  atmosphere,  she  concentratc-d  her  search  for  the spe-
  cific  tv  e  of  human  required  to  lbri-n4  the  arl9atik  to the
        , p
  genetic-triggered  generation  ol power.
    The  search  was  dreary,  wearing  and seei-ningly
  endless-and  she  had  no  control  over  whom  to select.
  That  element  lay  entirely  beyond  her  coDtrol.  '9"ho was
  a  gods'  throw  of  the  dice,  a  slim  genetic  needle  in the
  vast  hurnan  pool.  Then  she  began  to  notice  the  signs for
  which  she  had  searched  so  long,  the  elements  of one
  man  who  performed  in  so  many  different  ways acrainst
  what  should  have  been  insurmountable  odds  against his
  survival.  Daring,  skill,  even  genius-  incredible adapt-
  ability@  A  mind  so  powerful  he  generated  his  own natu-
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   more  she  studied  Doug  Stavers,  the  more  she learned,
   the  more  she  rushed  headlong  into  a  dichotomy or'
   selection  and-  well,  there's  no  way  around  it. The
   word  is revulsion.
     Strange,  the  way  the  genetic  dice  came  together with
   positive  and  negative  in  this  one  human.  In  many ways
   Douglas  Stavers  was  amazingly  akin  to  many  of  her own
   kind.  The  similarities  abounded  the  deeper  she studied
   Stavers  from  afar,  delved  into  his  records,  used  all her
   wiles  and  cunning  to  obtain  his  medical  histories. She
   knew  more  about  this  man  than  he  knew  about himself,
   for  she  had  the  knowledge  of  where  and  how  to  pry into
   what  he  truly  was;  a  study  of  self  he  could  never have
   known,  let  alone conducted.
     If  she  had  her  choice  in  the  matter  she  would have
   dismissed  Stavers  from  even  the  slightest relationship
   to  her  future.  She  admired  his  survivability.  Her own
   people  needed  that  very  same  talent  when confronted
   with  lethal,  unpredictable  situations  on  different plan-
   ets.  But  they  followed  an  unbreakable  rule:  do  what is
   necessary  to  survive  and  only  what  is  necessary  to sus-
   tain survival.
     Killing  was  the  law  of  the  animal  universe,  but  in all
   races,  in  all  fauna,  there  existed  a  natural  law. Killing
   for  the  sake  of  killing  was  so  disgustingly  wasteful it
   went  against  the  grain  of  the  future.  Killing  for the
   pleasure  of  the  kill,  especially  against  the  helpless, van-
   ished  from  the  social  mores  of  every  advanced  race they
   ever  encountered.  And  they  were  all  advanced races
   that  did  not  permit  wanton  brutality  or  killing,  for those
   that  permitted  such  conduct  inevitably  destroyed them-
  selves.
     This  world  might  do  the  same.  It  was  a  planet of
   unbridled  savagery,  of  lustful  killing,  torture,  hate, treach-
   ery,  mass  murder,  and  above  all,  conscienceless admin-
   istration  of  death  to  meet  selfish means.
     She  sighed.  She  had  just  described  Doug Stavers.
   Oh,  there  had  been  those  moments  when  he became
   human,  when  a  woman  had  penetrated  that leathery
   exterior  and  gentled  him.  But  when  he  had  been hurt
  ,I     I .@    I      1  .1 .            I      - I     @  - .
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   world  responsible  for  his  pain  and  he  left  nothing 0-
   done  to  assuage  his  own  misery  through  a noncaring,
   utterly  indifferent  destruction  of  other  advanced life
   forms. People.
     Doug  Stavers  had  the  fire.  But  not  the  warmth. Yet,
   she  had  no  choice.  He  was  the  only  lifeboat  aboard the
   sinking  ship  and  she  must  immerse  herself  in hurnall
   garbage  in  order  to  render  the  aid  her  own people
   needed.  She  would,  she  had,  done  everything needed
   to  meet  her  goals.  Doug  Stavers  was  simply  a tool;
   walking,  talking,  performing instrument.
     And  yet,  she  knew  that  when  her  mission  was accoln-
   plished,  she  could  not  kill  this  man,  no  matter hoW
   great  her  own  conviction  this  world,  and  others, might



   benefit  from  his  non-existence.  The  moral  grain  of her
   people  dictated  that  rule.  But  there  was  work  to  do and
   her  people  to save.
     So  Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein  began  her  moves  to sliP
   within  the  tight,  suspicious  and  dangerously defended
   confines  of  the  "inner  circle  of  Doug  Stavers." She
   accomplished  her  goal  through  several  means, chief
   among  them  her  ability  to  have  her  name  and records
   brought  before  Stavers  and  his  lead  staf@  and, her
   unquestioned  record  as  a  brilliant,  innovative doctOr
   and  surgeon.  To  all  the  world  she  was  still  in her
   thirties,  with  vast  experience,  capable  of  speaking every
   major  language  of  the  planet,  and  free  to  join  the Staver"
   inner sanctum.
     Rebecca  Weinstein  now  initiated  the  most complex
   and  the  most  dangerous  part  of  her  program. L0119
   before  this  moment  she  had  altered  records  in several
   cities  about  the  world  relevant  to  the  "great yellow
   diamond,"  spoken  of  with  reverence  as  The Messiah
   Stone.  During  the  years  prior  to  the  Second  World NVar
   she  had  moved  with  speed,  daring  and  great  skills in
   arranging  the  records  of  the  diamond  cutters  in F,0-
   rope,  of  bringing  to  the  table  an  actual  great yellow
   diamond  to  be  sliced  and  shaped  into  the  world's first
   radiant  cut,  when  all  along  she  only  was  aware the
   diamond  was  to  be  cut  into  the  exact  same  shape  as the
   -1-4@1-  +1-+  A-  i,--  L-1  ]-@n  onntpfl  in  thAt -,haPe
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      and  size,  thousands  of  years  before,  There  are times
     when   events  shoulder  aside  and  ride  roughshod  on thc-
      best  of  plans,  and  Weinstein  knew  she  could  not keep
      the  diamond-the  arbatik-from  the  possession  of the
      Roumanians  who  finally  brought  the  incredible  stone as
      a  gift  to  none  other  than  Adolf  Hitler.  There,  at least,
      its  possession  was secure.
       Mystery,  confusion  and  manipulation;  Rebecca Wein-
      stein  wove  her  incredibly  delicate  balancing  act  to bring
      together  powerful  forces  and  events  so  they  would cre-
      ate  what  she  needed  so  desperately-a  flight  to Mars,
      where  a  huge.  starship  and  its  remaining  crew  had waited
      two  thousand  years  for  her return.
       Doug  Stavers  must  be  raised  from  relative obscurity
      to  the  public  and  the  political  officials  of worldwide
      governments  to  an  individual  recognizable  instantly by
      sue  individuals  and  groups.  This  carried  with  it the
      danger  that  he  would  be  perceived  as  a  threat  to many
      of  t  ese  same  power  groups,  but  the  danger  could not
      be  avoided  and  must  be  met  bead-on,  a  skill  that re-
      quired  the  ingenious  abilities  of  Stavers.  To  say nothing
      of  his  miraculous  survival skills!
      Concurrently  with  this  program,  Weinstein  began to
      orchestrate  his  recognition  as  a  figure  of  enormous theo-
      logical  power.  Thus  was  created  the  Church  of the
      Ascension,  masterminded  from  its  beginnings  by Wein-
      stein.  For  she  needed  to  raise  Stavers  to unprece-
      dented  heights  where  hundreds  of  millions  of people
      would  accept  him  as  having  some  sort  of  divine coDnec-
      tion  with  God-and  whatever  God  was  involved mat-
      tered  little;  this  planet  had  an  overabundance  of such
      deities.  Ernst  Patschke  had  long  before  fled Hitler's
      bunker  in  the  savage  pyre,  of  devastation  wrought by
      invading  Russians,  but  be  had  done  so  with possession
      of  that  same  arbatik,  still  regarded  as  a  meteone godstone
      with  divine  powers.  Patscbke  bad  initiated  an enormous
      religious  movement  in  India,  and  his  Asian  sweep was
      well  underway  to  overflowiing  proportions  when  his skills
      smashed  headlong  into  those  of  Doug Stavers.
      The  result,  as  Weinstein  had  predicted  as  well as
      6o,inpri  w"  in@vif@W@ Tl,-
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  Stavers  was  the  ultimate  survivor.  Patschke tumbled
  ignorninously  into  death.  The  Vatican  with  a powerful
  military  strike  team  of  do-or-die  zealots  ended  with the
  latter;  they  died.  And  other  powerful  forces  of other
  nations  also  fell  headless  and  shattered  before  the enor-
  mous  momentum  of  Stavers  in  pursuit  of  whatever goal
  he  cherished  the  most  at  any  particular time.
     Now,  notv  must  come  the  ultimate,  the  exquisite, the
  perfect  orchestration  of  men,  power,  governments and
  tirne;  now  Rebecca  Weinstein  must  weave  a brain-
  blinding  tapestry  of  moving  a  vast  chessboard  of power-
  plays  to  a  single  final  moment  with  a  countdown run-
  ning  to  zero  and  all  the  players  in  their  proper places.
     The  Church  of  the  Ascension  was  rattling theological



  cages  the  world  over.  More  specifically,  it  shook  to the
  cellars  and  the  rafters  the  powerful  religious organiza-
  tions  from  the  Vatican  to  the  Asian  temples,  it threat-
  ened  their  political  power,  their  sociological  control of
  their  masses,  their  continued  accumulation  of  land, prop-
  erty  and  liquid  assets.  That  must  draw  to  its inevitable
  conclusion.  The  theological  powers-that-be  must elimi-
  nate  Doug Stavers.
     That,  however,  wasn't  enough.  Weinstein  knew they
  must  tip  their  hand  openly  rather  than  continued covert
  assaults  of  murder  against  Stavers.  To  commit openly
  was  an  act  so  drastic  they  must  be  accepted  in  the most
  drastic  manner:  might  is right.
     Her  first  step was  to  create  and  build  Ascension. That
  came  about  through  power  plays  of  political, financial
  and  diplomatic  avenues.  Almost  all  peoples  await ea-
  gerly  the  arrival  in  their  midst  of  some  new messiah,
  supposed  or  real.  Weinstein  knew  from  her experience
  on  this  world,  and  others,  that  a  planetary population
  faced  with  extinction  from  the  horrific  attention  of atomic
  and  hydrogen  bombs,  biological  weapons,  chemical sav-
  agery,  controlled  starvation  and  farnine,  will  always seek
  its  shield  in  the  form  of  some  new  spiritual salvation.
  Wouldst  thou  protect  us  from  the  savageries  of Satan?
     Weinstein  smiled  with  the  question  that  came in
  many  languages  and  in  many  wordforms.  To  use the
  ,-,*,;+  -f  f-hic  vnrld  fhe-  Answer  came  cleariv:  You bet
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     Your  sweet  ass  I  will.  Just  get  on  your  knees  and pay
       ud  homage  to me.
       A  few  world-shaking  events  must  appear  in rapid
     succession  concurrently  with  the  great  engineering ma-
     chinery  Weinstein  needed.  The  Church  of  the Ascen-
     sion  was  in.  Not  even  the  most  powerful  religious factions
     in  the  world  could  ignore  its  potential  for  soaking up
     membership  by  the  millions  and,  in  so  doing, deprive
     the  established  fountainheads  of  the  various  Gods of
     their  dues-paying  faithful.  But  assassination  and de-
     struction  are  handmaidens  to  proper  timing,  and Re-
     becca  Weinstein  was  long  an  expert  in  throwing dice
     with  the  moving  hands  of  the clock.
      She  needed,  next,  a  world-grabbing  goal.  No mistake
     that  the  most  explosive  servants  of  the  Lord carried
     with  them  the  message  that  Spaceship  Earth  was decay-
     ing,  rotting,  disintegrating,  moldering,  burning  and oth-
     erwise  being  poisoned  with  industrial  wastes  and vases,
     with  nuclear  flotsam,  toxic  horrors  piled  one  atop the
     other,  and  with  a  planet's  forests,  its  very  sources of
     fi-esh  oxygen,  being  hacked,  sawed,  cut,  smashed, burned
     and  raped  day  after  day.  Enter  the  Church  of the
     Ascension  and  its  leader  with  a  direct  line  to  the Lord
     to  tell  you  how  to  avoid  churning  the  planet  into a
     cinder.  Look  up.  Look  out,  Reach  for  other  worlds, for
     this  one  is  tumbling  backwards  and  becoming  a celestial
     sewer.  Listen  to  the  Reverend  Douglas  Stavers! Listen,
     and  do  his bidding!
     Okay,  that  onewras  well  on  its  way.  The  "murder" of
     Doug  Stavers  once,  twice  and  then  thrice--after which
     Stavers  continued  to  appear-fed  juicy  controversy and
     anger  onto  the  global  pool-table  of  religious conflict,
     witb  each  controlling  force  smashing  one  into  the other
     like  idiot  numbered  spheres,  clanging  and  banging from
     one  side  of  the  table  to another.
     Then  the  need  to  snatch  all  the  world's  attention to,
     of  all  things,  the  one  man  accepted  as  the  worst mass
     murderer  of  all  time.  Little  matter  that  be  might not
     be  that  archfiend  of  death  and  destruction  (the manipu-
     lators  of  the  world's  food  supply  and  medicines had
     killp.d  FRr  rnnrp fbnn                - +L-
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  dreams  of  the  Fuehrer);  the  planet  recognized Adolf
  Hitler  as  the  worst  of  the  worst.  That  Stavers' group
  controlled  a  vast  percentage  of  the  world  media  was no
  accident,  and  with  Hitler's  pending  delivery  to the
  German  government  in  Frankfurt,  under  the inescap-
  able  glare  of  floodlights,  radio  and  instant globalwide
  satellite  television,  the  explosive  uproar  was pure
 guarantee.
     Every  former  enemy  screamed  for  Hitler's  head; no,
  for  the  full  living,  breathing,  shouting,  eye-glaring body
  of  the  bloodlust  figure  of  Nazi  Germany.  And  the West
  German  government  dared  not  and  would  never yield
  up  this  ultimate  symbol  of  national  disgust  and deprav-
  ity.  For  if  the  Germans  put  this  creature  on  public trial,



  and  ran  all  his  crimes  before  the  world,  and  then exe-
  cuted  the  madman,  then,  oh,  sweet  opportunity!  all the
  Germans,  individuals  and  nation,  could  cleanse their
  souls,  one  and  all,  and  put  behind  them  once and
  forever  the  stigma  of  the  Third  Reich  that  had endured
  not  its  promised  One  Thousand  Years,  but  the turbu-
  lent  nightmare  of  only  twelve years.
     Weinstein  smiled;  that  pot  would  be  kept boiling
  until  the  play  was  carried  out  to  its  last  scene,  its final
  word,  its  ultimate  act  of  hanging  the  beloved  Adolf by
  the  neck  until  dead-with  an  audience  of billions.
     There  must  now  take  place  three  additional  events in
  succession  so  short-coupled  in  time  they  must occur
  with  rapid-fire sequence.
     First,  the  appearance  of  the  Reverend  Doug Stavers
  before  a  live  audience  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of the
  devout;  weeping,  screaming,  praying,  hair-tearing, breast-
  beating  faithful,  who  would  be  fired  up  and  burled into
  loving  adulation  beyond  their  ability  to  control.  It must
  be  an  emotional  onslaught  so  overwhelming  that its
  very  existence  could  and  would  be  felt  psychically and
  physically  beyond  that  immediate  area  where  it would
  take place.
     Weinstein  met  with  Roberto  Diaz  and  A] Templin,
  "Are  vou  familiarAith  that  abandoned  nuclear powerplant
 ;_        t-.nrn1in2P  The  hiige,  howl  thev  used  to  film the
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       Movie,  The  Abyss?  As  an  idea  of  its  size  they poured
       seventy-five  million  gallons  of  water  into  the  bowl. They
       made  a  movie  ocean  miles  deep.  It's  got  good access
       and  yet  it's  remote.  It's  got  excellent  power facilities
       rought  in  for  the  film.  It's  perfect  for  assembling a
       half-million  people.  It's  ideal  for  satellite  feed through-
       out  the world."
      1.  ey're  getting  ready  to  shoot  another  movie there,"
       Diaz  said.  "We  won't  be  able  to interfere."
       "Buy  them out."
       "No  deal.  They  really  want  to  make  this  new film."
       Weinstein  looked  at  Diaz  with  contempt.  "Buy the
       goddamned  movie  company,  you  idiot.  Buy  all the
       rights. "
       Diaz  stared  at  the  woman.  He'd  seen  her  for  a long
       time  and,  Jesus,  she  was  a  doctor!  What  the  hell was
       she  doing  running  this  show?  Talking  for  Stavers? Diaz
       turned  to  Templin  to complain.
       Templin  cut  him  off  before  he  could  say  a  word. "She
       speaks  for  Stavers.  When  she  tells  you  what  to  do from
       now  on,  it's  Doug  Stavers  talking  to  you.  I  have this
       from  the  man  himself.  Don't  take  anything personally,
       Bob.  That  would  be  a  terrible mistake."
       Diaz  looked  back  to  Weinstein.  "All  right,  lady, you-"
       "Doctor  Weinstein,"  she  said,  her  words  coated with
      ice.
       "Yes,  maam,  Doctor  Weinstein,"  Diaz  complied im-
       mediately.  "You'll  have  it  as  soon  as  I can-"
       "Tomorrow,  Leave now."
       "Holy-yes,  ma'am."  He  was gone,
       Al  Templin  grinned  at  Weinstein.  "That  was beautifol
       She  ignored  the  compliment,  "You're  bung  up on
       something,  Al.  Spell  it  out,"  she ordered.
       "Security  in  that  bowl  area  is  lousy,"  he  said curtly.
       "Yes,  I  know.  Your ideas?"
       "You  just  told  me  about  the  place.  Anything  I say
       right  now  would  be  a  vacuum.  Meaningless," Templin
      answered.
       Weinstein  turned  to  a  computer,  her  fingers flying
       about  the  keys.  The  great  nuclear  bowl  appeared  on the
       sereen  Tpmniin  wnfi-k@rl fa-i-#_A
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  through  changing  angles  one  after  the  other.  The screen
  stopped  with  a  long  oblique  angle  of  the  bowl. "Ideas,
 AIF
     He  nodded  slowly.  "Yeah.  Now  I  can  see  a  way in
  and out."
     "I  want  absolute  security, Al."
     He  smiled  at  her,  "Doc,  there  ain't  no  such animal.
  That's  like  asking  a  sawbones  for  an  absolute guarantee
  every  operation  he  does  comes  out perfect."
     "Admitted. "
     He  was  still  taken  aback,  surprised,  his favorable
  reactions  mixed  with  wild  curiosity.  He  seemed  to be
  talking  to  a  familiar  face  behind  which  a  total  and in-
  credibly  strong  stranger  had emerged.
     "It's  going  to  be  a doozy-"



     "Tell  me  about  it, Al."
     He  worked  it  out  through  the  computer,  made cer-
  tain  there  were  only  two  copies.  "Destroy  them," she
 ordered.
     He  knew  the  difference  between  argument  and ques-
  tion.  "Why?"  he asked.
     "Then  only  you  and  I  know  all  the  details. Everybody
  else  need  only  take  their  orders,  and  perform. They
  won't  have  time  to  ask questions."
    " Stavers;  said  you're  the  boss  on  this,"  he said,
 shrugging.
     "Yes,"  she  said  again.  This  woman  could  knock down
  buildings  with  that  simple  Yes  of  hers,  he  thought with
  a  flare  of anger.
     "There's  more,"  she  said  suddenly.  "'When  this show
  is  over,  and  I'll  expect  you  to  run  it  several  times for
  repeats  with  comments  on  the  overwhelming adoration
  for  the  Reverend,"  she  said,  smiling,  and  then the
  smile  vanished,  "then  we  must  move,  very  fast,  and in
  absolute  secrecy.  You're  not  going  to  get  much sleep,
  Al. "
     He  shrugged  again  and  stood  up.  "You  through?" he
 asked,
     "Yes."  she  told hirn.
     This  time  the  one  word  wasn't  quite  so  heavy. "Then
  I'm  aone."  he  told  her.  He  left  without  another word.
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       ey  need  three  days  to  prepare  the  huge  bowl in
  South  Carolina.  Rebecca  Weinstein  started  bringing to-
  gether  all  the  pieces.  A]  Templin,  despite  his position
  of  security  chief  for  Stavers,  knew  nothing  of  the swift
  movement,  destinations,  or  the  people involved.
    One  hour  after  Templin's  departure,  Doug Stavers
  and  Rebecca  Weinstein,  with  four  large  men moving
  loosely  about  them,  stepped  inside  a  Concorde  11 in
  Los  Angeles.  Forty-three  other  passengers  bound  for a
  high-priced  whirlwind  tour  of  France  completed the
  passenger  manifest.  None  of  them  knew  Stavers: or
 Weinstein,    who  traveled  under  the  names  of Walter
  and  Ina  Quinn.  They  "melted"  into  the  tempo  of the
  pleasure  flight  as  the  supersonic  airliner  raced nonstop
  for Paris.
    If  everything  came  off  on  schedule,  two  powerful jet
  helicopters  would  await  them  in  Paris.  Skip Marden
  had  gone  on  ahead  and  true  to  form,  everything  was on
  schedule.  Customs  and  State  performed  flawlessly; the
  French  officials  waived  inspection.  They  rode  a small
  private  bus  across  the  airport.  The  two  swift helicop-
  ters,  one  primary  and  one  backup,  waited  with engines
  idling  and  rotors  turning lazily.
    Four  minutes  later  they  were  in  the  air  and flying
  southward  from  Paris.  Rebecca  Weinstein  adopted a
  low  profile  for  what  came  next.  It  would  be  a swift
  hit-snatch-run  and  this  was  their  ball game.
    Skip  Marden  reveled  in  his  moment  of  glory. Glory
  appeared  whenever  he  was  given  an  assignment calling
  for  speed,  covert  movement,  swift  death  or incapacita-
  tion,  and  success  in  his  mission.  At  precisely  two o'clock
  in  the  morning,  as  scheduled,  his  teams  rose  from their
  places  of  concealment  in  the  countryside  about the
  French  village  of  Arques.  Telephone  lines  sang  in the
  night  as  they  were  out  and  tumbled  to  the ground.
  Power  lines  went  down  ,Nitb  short,  sharp  blasts from
  plastic  explosives.  Bridges  tumbled,  rock  slides covered
  .roads.  Even  the  microwave  transmitters  for  radio. tele-
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      phone,  television  and  computer  lines  were  churned to
      scrap  me  a  and  torn plastic.
      rques  an  everything  for  twenty  miles  around went
     el  ically  dead,  save  for  isolated  generators  and the
      lights  from  automobiles  and  trucks. Communications-
      wise,  Arques  was  a  blinded oasis.
      Four  powerful  jet  helicopters  dropped  from  the skies
      onto  the  grounds  of  the  Chateau  of  Blanchefort;  a fifth
      remained  airborne  as  aerial  shotgun  and  command cen-
      ter  for  the  operation.  Marden  and  forty  hardened spe-
      cial  forces  veterans  punctured  the  isolation  and simple
      defenses  of  the  Chateau.  The  twelve  powerful dogs
      patrolling  the  grounds  died  within  a  minute  of each
      other,  as  did  their  handlers.  Heavy  doors  flew away
      from  the  blasts  of  plastique.  Every  man  with Marden
      had  memorized  every  corridor,  level  and  room  in the
     Chateau.



      They  took  the  ancient  stone  stairways  at  full speed.
      Marden  pointed  to  a  huge  double  door  at  the  end  of the
      hall.  "Full  cover,"  he  snapped,  and  his  men  formed a
      cordon  immediately  about  him.  They  -went  through the
      unlocked  doors  in  a  fury  of power.
      Two  monks  faced  them,  trembling  with  fear  and hate.
      Marden  shot  them  both,  his  silencer-equipped magnum
      blowing  away  most  of  their heads.
      A  man  sat  -up  in  the  large.  heavywood bed.
      James  Christ  looked  back  at  Skip  Marden.  His eyes
      radiated  an  incredible  pale  blue.  For  a  mornent Marden
      felt  he  was  falling  down  into  pale  blue  waters.  He shook
      Off  the  sudden,  devastating  effect  by  hurling,  a jumpsuit
      at  the  man.  "Put  it  on,"  he snapped.
      James  Christ,  direct  descendant  of  a  line unbroken
      from  the  days  of  his  ancestor,  known  to  the  world as
      Jesus,  said  simply, "No."
      Marden  expected  the  refusal.  Two  men  rushed in
      from  each  side  of  the  bed  to  grasp  James'  arms. Marden
      stepped  forward,  a  small  aerosol  can  in  his  left hand.
      He  sprayed  the  knockout  drug  directly  into  the  face of
      James;  the  man  with  the  straw-blond  hair shuddered,
      his  eyes  rolled,  and  be  collapsed.  "Get  rid  of  his night-
      chirt  "  Marden  sna-Med.  "Get  that  suit  on  him.  And the
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      boots  Throw  a  hat  over  his  head.  MacReady; take
      him. 1;
      Bull  MacReady  slung  James  Christ  over  his sboulder
      as  .  he  might  carry  a child.  Surrounded  by  the others
       with  automatic  weapons at    the  ready,  they  ran down
       the  three  flights  of  stairs to  ground  level,  through the
       outside  garden,  and dashed   into  the  big  Alouette heli-
       copter  waiting  for them,
       Marden  was  the  last  in.  He  threw  himself through
       the  open  door  and shouted,  "Go!"
       The  chopper  lifted,  the  others  slid  into  escort forma-
       tion  and  they  raced  toward  a  long  runway  of  an aban-
       doned  French  air  force  station  ninety  miles distant.
       The  helicopter  with  James  Christ  aboard touched
       down  only  yards  from  a  long-range  Skua  waiting with
       engines  running.  Doug  Stavers  looked  back  from the
       cockpit  as  MacReady  eased  the  unconscious  James into
       a  seat  and  secured  his  straps.  Rebecca  Weinstein,  in a
       doctor's  white  uniform,  immediately  began  an emer-
       gency  study  of  her  "patient."  She  looked  up  at Stavers
       and nodded.
       The  crew  closed  the  doors,  the  helicopter  lifted away
       to  vanish  into  the  night.  Stavers:  taxied  to  the runway,
       swung  the  Skua  and  eased  power  as  he  turned. Nine-
       teen  seconds  later  they  roared  into  the  night  sky and
       began  the  long  nonstop  flight  to  South Carolina.
       A  couple  with  the  names,  passports  and  other identi-
       fication  of  Walter  and  Ina  Quinn  had  already  joined the
       tour  group  that  had  flown  nonstop  aboard  the Concorde
       11  from  Los  Angeles  to Paris.
       Dr.  Frank  Everest  Harlow  waited  in  the  aft compart-
       ment  of  the  Skua  for  his  "patient."  He  glanced  at his
       watch;  the  machine  should  be  at  cruising  altitude now.
       His  timing  proved  impeccable.  A  door  slid  aside and
       Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein  entered  the  compartment, fol-
       lowed  by  a  huge  man  carrying  an  unconscious  figure in
       his  arms.  Skip  Marden  placed  James  Christ  gently  on a
       couch  and  turned  to  a  third  man  to  come  into the
      compartment,
       "Watch  his  eves,"  Marden  told  Douv  Staverq- "Th#-
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  son  of  a  bitch  can  draw  you  in  like  you're  diving  into a
  lake."  Marden  shook  his  head  with  remembered won-
  der.  He'd  encountered  some  heavy  psyche  before w--,'th
  eye  contact.  He'd  watched  for  years  as  Stavers' steely-
  eyed,  penetrating  look  unnerved  other  men  to  the point
  of  abject  fear.  And  he'd  even  seen  Adolf  Hitler at
  pointblank  range.  But  never  had  he  felt  such incredible
  depth.  It  was  like  tumbling  into water.
     Weinstein  looked  with  a  sense  of  wonder  at Marden,
  then  back  to  James  Christ.  This  man  has  been isolated,
  she  pondered.  Generation  after  generation removed
  from  that  bearded,  sandaled  Jew.  And  yet,  now, after
  all  the  centuries,  that  look  is  still  there.  His forebearer
  mesmerized  thousands  with  his  eyes.  From  what  I have
  just  seen  and  heard,  this  James  Christ  could  be  just as



  compelling.  How  this  is  possible  is  beyond  me ...
     She  studied  the other  11  doctor,"  and  as  she  did  so and
  thought  of  why  he  was  here,  on  this  airplane,  she shook
  the  cobwebs  from  her  head.  So  we  have  a  Jew  who once
  talked  to  God,  and  this  descendant  of  his  perhaps can
  do  the  same.  It  doesn't  matter,  This  idiot  race  has taken
  this  marvelous  jewel  of  a  world  to  turn  it  into  a cess-
  pool.  God's  been  gone  a  very  long  time. ...
     "Time  is  critical,"  Weinst  in  said  sharplv  to  Dr. Har-
  low.  "Begin  your program.    E@
     Frank  Harlow  leaned  forward  to  study  the  face ofithe
  bearded  man  stirring  back  to  consciousness.  A strange
  and  forbidding  sense  of  familiarity  shuddered through
  him,  a  sensation  of  needles  pricking  his  body  and his
  mind.  He  knew  this  man,  he  knew  this  face,  and  he also
  knew  he  had  never  before  faced  "James,"  the only
  name  Weinstein  had  instructed  him  to use.
     James'  eyes  opened.  Harlow  looked  into  deep blue
  waters.  He  felt  a  brush  of  dizziness.  fie  shook  his head
  to  clear  his senses.
     "What's  wrong?"  Weinstein  demanded harshly.
     1-i  doD't  know,"  Harlow stammered.
     Instantly  he  felt  a  steel  vise  clamp  about  his  arm as
  Doug  Stavers  spun  him  about  as  be  might  swing  a rag
  doll.  "You're  supposed  to  be  the  best,"  Stavers said
           -rl-  --'A ----A                      bi-cif Thp
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  man  who  can  mesmerize  a  brass  statue.  Who's  put an
  audience  of  thousands  into  deep  trance.  What  the fuck's
  wrong  with  you?  You're  almost  drooling  like  an idiot!"
    Harlow  nodded  mutely  and  turned  back  to "James,"
  He  felt  the  presence  of  enormous  power.  A  sense of
  foreboding  warned  him  not  to  hold  direct  eye contact
  with  this  man.  Yet  he  knew  as  well  that  not  to  carry out
  his  contract  with  Stavers  could  mean  his  life.  That was
  the  deal.  Put  the  "patient"  into  deep  by  notic state,
                                              I p
  open  him  up  for  suggestions  and  instructions  so they
  would  become  "his  own  thoughts  and beliefs."
    "Do  you  bear  my  voice?"  he  asked "James."
    The  man  smiled.  Harlow  felt  as  if  he  were  a child
  once  again.  He  squeezed  his  eyes  tightly  shut,  railed at
  himself  to  stop  this  nonsense,  opened  his  eyes again
  and  stared  into  the  blue  pools  before him.
    And  "fell"  into  the  waiting  waters.  Harlow turned
  with  a  wet-lipped  mindless  grin  to Stavers.
    Stavers  knew  then,  despite  the  silence  of  the mo-
  ment,  that  all  hell  was  breaking  loose  about  him. He
  backhanded  Harlow  with  a  terrible  impact, splitting
  open  the  side  of  his  face  and  his  lips.  Blood spurted;
  Harlow  was  hurled  back  from  the  blow  against  the side
  of  the  cabin.  Still  grinning,  drooling  blood,  he slumped
  to  the floor.
   1.  Cover  him!"  Stavers  shouted  to  Marden. Instantly
  Marden  went  forward,  one  hand  clamping  down on
  "James'  "  eyes,  the  other  squeezing  his  skull  with a
  crushing  vise  of  powerful fingers.
    "Goddan-mit,  I  didn't  want  to  use  the etorphin-"
    Weinstein  was  pale.  "You'll  have  to. Immediately,"
  She  grasped  his  arm.  "Doug,  I've  never  seen such
  power.  He's  dangerous.  Terribly  dangerous.  More than
  I  ever  dreamed. I-"
    "Do  it.!"  Stavers  shook  off  her  hand.  "Do  it  now  or I'll
  'Kill him! 11
    Weinstein  moved  smoothly,  quickly.  The needle
  slipped  into  James'  jugular.  A  carefully  prepared mix-
  ture  of  etorphin.  Enough  to  make  a  slave  out  of  any inan.
  "He'll  be  under  in  a  moment,"  she  said, straightening.
    "The,  hell  he  will "            --1-1  -1-;-  1- --
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     other  dose.  He's  too  goddamned  strong."  Stavers  felt a
     sixth  sense  of  dread  he  hadn't  known  in  years.  -  Hit him
     again,"  he  repeated.  I  want  him  out  cold, understand?
     And  before  he  comes  around  I  want  blinders  on his
     eyes  until  we  can  get  to  him.  And  you're  going  to do
     it. "
     ,'me?"  she echoed.
                                                            P11
     "You've  used  bypDotism  in  surgery,  remember, Doc@
     Stavers  said  coldly,  his  impatience  rising  as  swiftly as
     his  dissatisfaction  with  the  moment.  "You've  used mes-
     merisin  right  on  down  through  the  ages, revwmber?
     Now,  goddamnit,  there's  no  one  else  strong enough,



     who  we  can  get  quickly  enough,  or  who  we  can trust.
     From  this  moment  on  YOU  stick  like  glue  to  this blue-
     eyed  shaman  or  whatever  the  hell  lie is. -
     Stavers  moved  to  within  inches  of  Weinstein. "You
     don't  let  him  out  of  this  fog  he's  in.  1  don't  give  a damn
     if  you  pump  etorphin  and  daffodils  up  his  ass  until they
     come  out  of  his  ears.  And  you  start  now  with the
     routine. HeI s  not  James.  He's  Jesus.  Fuck  what's wrong
     or  right  with  the  bible.  We're  not  talking  to  the histori-
     ans  any  more.  We're  going  to  be  dealing  with the
     public.  You  lead  ine,  Rebecca?  The  big, dewy-eyed,
     fanatical.  crazy,  suck-ass  public;  that's  who  we're after.
     And  you  talk  to  him  in  Italian.  I  know  you  speak  all the
     languages  and  1  know  he  does. He    I s  been  in  that fuck-
     ing  rocVpile  all  his  life  and  lie's  brilliant  but  I  want him
     talking  in  Italian  wben  he  talks.  Or  Laiin.  -1  don't care
     just  as  long  as  it's  one  or  the other."
      Stavers  gripped  both  her  wrists.  "But  wher,  he comes
     back  to  the  world  of  reality  he's  still  under  our control.
     Not  even  God  or  the  Devil  himself  can  fight  off etorpbin,
     and  Little  Boy  Blue,  here,  isn't  nearly  up  in  that league.
     When  he  comes  out  of  it,  Rebecca,  I  want  him believ-
     ing,  I  want  him  knowing  that  he  is.lesus  Christ. The
     original  article,  the  one-and-only  just  stumbled  in from
     the  desert  and  all  full  of  parables  and  homilies  and the
     rest  of  that  crap.  He  is  Jesus.  This  is  the  Second Com-
     ing.  I  want  him  wearing  sandals  and  that  flour  sack or
     toga  or  whatever  the  fuck  it  is  he  wore  when  he ram-
     kl.rl  a@rltll@d  lonivqiPin  and  I  want  him vreachinLy,"
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       Stavers  took  a  deep  breath.  "When  we  get  to South,
       Carolina  everything's  supposed  to  be  ready  for  the big
       show,  Skip,"  Stavers  turned  to  Marden,  "you  stick with
       the  doe  and  old  blue  eyes.  You  get  them  anything and
       everything  they  want  and  you  don't  let  anybody or
       anything  interefere  with  them.  You  have  the  routine of
       how  we  move  when  showtime  is over?"
       Marden  nodded.  "I  have  it  here,"  he  tapped  the side
       of  his  head,  "and  I  have  it  down  on  paper,  and before
       we  leave  Carolina  I  want  you  to  confirm  what's  on the
      paper.
       "Good,"  Stavers  said.  "Don't  worry  about  that Con-
       corde.  I'll  make  sure  Diaz  has  it  set  up  as  a charter
       flight  and  with  a  light  load  aboard  and  extra  fuel we'll
       make  it  direct  from  Carolina  to Rome."
       "What  about  bubble-mouth,  here?"  Marden asked,
       looking  with  disgust  at  the  whining  figure  of  Dr. Harlow.
      " That  piss-ant,"  Stavers  grunted.  "Use  the jettison
       tube.  In  fact,  do  it  now.  I'll  wait here. 11
       Several  minutes  later  they  felt  and  heard  a distant,
       muffled  thump  as  air  pressure  changed  drastically  in an
       airlock  chute.  Marden  came  back,  grinning.  "It's twelve
       miles  straight  down.  He  ought  to  be  bitting  the water
       just  about now."
       Stavers:  nodded,  turning  back  to  Weinstein.  "You got
       it  all, Rebecca?"
       "Yes. 11
       That's  what  he  loved  about  this  woman.  No bullshit,
       She  did  wonders  with  that  one  Yes.  "Good.  We don't
       have  the  room  or  the  time  for  fuckups. "
       Stavers  went  forward  alone.  Rebecca  Weinstein smiled
       with  pleasure.  Doug  Stavers  was  in  full  control again.
       He  ran  the  whole  operation  with  all  the  power for
       which  he  was  known.  Hard,  tough,  mighty, unstoppa-
       ble.  Everything  his  own way.
       Precisely  as  Dr.  Reherca  Weinstein  had  so carefully
      planned.
 Chapter 26
     "I  thought  I'd  seen  it  all,"  Al  Templin  said slowly,
   shaking  his  head  with  disbelief  at  the  sights displayed
   on  the  multiscreen  video  monitors  of  the  control roOln
   of  the  Grail.  Even  the  name  was  a  stroke  of genius,
   They'd  tossed  names  about  like  feathers  in  a verbal
   windstorm.  The  Bowl.  The  Crater.  The  Cup  of God;
   those  and  a  hundred  others.  And  then  Stavers snapped
   his  fingers  as  remembered  thoughts  reached  him. "Grail,"
   he  told  Templiri  and  the  others  with  him,  "Call  it the
   Grail.  The  crowd  will  flesh  it  out  and  this  whole thing
   will  become  the  'Holy Grail."
     He  was  right,  Templin  mused,  as  his  eyes  ran from
   one  monitor  to  another  to  give  him  full  coverage  of the
   incredible  niassirig  of  the  devout  in  the  South Carolina
   countryside.  What  had  been  a  perfect setting        filro a
   movie  about  man's  undersea  encounter with        ap alier)
   race,  not  necessarily  extraterrestrial,  had  become even
   more  suited  to,  this  holy  tholy  shit  is  rnore  like it,
   Templin  chuckled  to  himself., assemblage.



     More  than  one  million  men,  women  and  children bad
   gathered  and  still  more  were  pouring  in.  Cars, motor-
   cycles,  bievcles,  trailers,  trucks,  motor  hornes, buses,
   anything  that  could  roll,  lay  scattered  amidst  the packed
   throngs.  The  promised  "deliverance"  would  take place
   soon  after  dark.  They  needed  nightfall  for  the event.
   Templin  checked  the  weather.  Terrific;  a  low  and solid
   cloud  deck  at  twelve  hundred  feet.  Sounds  would bounce
   back  and  light  would  reflect  gloriously  and  there'd be
   virtually  no  way  for  aerial  interference  except through
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  mechanical-electronic  means  such  as  radar  imagery or
  extremely  sensitive  infra-red.  And  why  would anyone
  bother  to  do  that,  when  they  were  televising  the whole
 thing?
    The  appearance  of  the  Reverend  Doug  Stavers, al-
  ready  being  acclaimed  as  the  only  true  new messiah-
  here  we  go  again,  Templin  laughed  to  himself-was a
  marvel  of  coordination,  orchestration  and  exquisite tim-
  ing  to  bend  minds  and  stun  brains,  and  sunder normal
  caution  on  the  part  of  the  true  believers.  If  all  went as
  planned  a  million  people-perhaps  twice  that number-
  would  leave  here  finally  to  disperse  to  their homes
  throughout  the  country,  and  even  to  other  lands, to
  carry  the  message  of  the faithful.
    This  couldn't  be  your  old-fashioned  and melodra-
  matic  evangelistic  bullshit.  This  time  they  needed more
  than  organs  and  loudspeakers,  pretty  girls,  flowers and
  a  man  condemnina  the  sinners  in  the  crowd  and exhort-
  ing  them  to  some  dalliance  with  either  God  or  his true
  son.  This  time  their  belief  had  to  be  down,  down deep
  and  rock-solid.  This  time  these  people  must  be brought
  to  the  point  of  yielding  their  lives  if  that  was  what the
  Reverend  Stavers  ordained.  If  he  pointed  his  hand and
  a  steel  finger,  turning  in  a  slow  circle  from  the  center of
  The  Grail,  and  commanded  his  faithful  to  surge forward
  and  immerse  themselves  in  the  baptismal  waters (all
  seventy-five  million  gallons  worth)  of  The  Grail, then
  the  crowd  must  do  so,  even  if  a  half-baked  idiot realized
  that  such  a  move  would  quickly  drown  most  of the
  blindly-obeying faithful.
    They  didn't  need  a  lemming-inspired  crush  to drown
  hundreds  of  thousands  of  people.  The  faithful dead
  were  useless.  So,  for  that  matter,  was  this  mob when
  the  show  ended.  Because  by  the  time  the  show was
  over,  and  it  was  a  show,  Ternplin  reminded himself,
  they  would  have  served  their purpose.
    Hold  their  attention  while  the  Concorde  11  raced for
  the  Eternal  City,  while  the  enormous  sleek  jet  sliced at
  supersonic  speeds  for  a  rendezvous  with  the Vatican.
  And  an  ernotional-  bate-fren7iPrI nrolv      w-W --
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    No;  Templin  corrected  himself  That  would  explode in
    its fury.  in  laughed  aloud.  So  many  of  the world's
   Templ                                                    reli-
   =
          small  or  great,  had  emerged  from deliberate,
        1  hokum.  The  crowd  is  always  anxious  to  be pleased,
    and  to  be  pleased  they'll  snatch  at  anything  that smacks
    of  a  message  "from  the  beyond."  in  the  middle 1850s,
    he  recalled  a  bitter  religious  war  sending  blood cascad-
    ing  down  Mexican  hills  and  slopes,  The  infamous Caste
    War,  vicious,  murderous,  brutal  and  a slaughterhouse
    of  women  and  children  as  much  as  fighting  men, erupted
    when  the  Maya  assaulted  Europeans  and  mixed castes
    alike.  For  eight  years  they  savaged  one  another, often
    obliterating  entire  towns  and  villages.  Then  came the



   " wonder"  of  the  times.  The  new  Mexican Republic
    hatefully  rejected  and  tried  to  oust  every  element  of the
    Catholic  Church  from  the  land.  They  failed  to reckon
    with  the  Maya,  so  long  before  converted  to  the fiercely
    devout.  But  something  new  was  needed,  and  in  a stroke
    of  genius  Jose  Maria  Barrera  convinced  one  of  the Mayas
    that  his  special  talent  was  needed  to  bring  together the
    fighting  men  of  all  the  Maya.  Manuel  Nabuat  was an
    accomplished  ventriloquist.  Together  Barrera  and Nahuat
    traveled  the  countryside  with  a  "taiking  cross."  And to
    the  superstitious  natives,  the  cross  talked.  It  talked on
    and  on  and  from  its  flowery  speech  rose  the  cult  of the
    Cruzob.  They  were  tough  and  they  were  mean and
    they  carved  out  their  own  Empire  of  the  Cross,  and not
    until  1901  when  a  powerful  new  Mexican  army de-
    scended  against  them  with  modern  weapons  did the
    Cruzob  finally  fall  before  steel  and shot.
      But  for  nearly  half  a  century  they  endured because
    they  knew  the  cross  of  Christ  "talked"  to  them, cour-
    tesy  of  a  very  clever ventriloquist.
      Now  it  was  time  for  a  modern  edition  of  the Empire
    of  the  Cross,  and  their  messiah  was  the  Reverend Doug
   Stavers.
       "it's  the  ultimate  circus,"  Stavers  observed,  "Al, you've
    done  a  bell  of  a job."
                                  T-1-lin  !4clcloti  cmirkiv. "That-



 364
 Martin Caidin
   son  of  a  bitch  is  pure  genius  when  it  comes  to handling
   crowds, -
      "Well,  it's  pure  genius.  And  if  we  keep  the timing
   just  right  we'll  pull  it off."
      "Let's  do  a  run-through,  "  Roger  Sabbai  insisted. "Any
   time  you  put  more  than  a  million  of  the  devout  in one
   church,  indoor  or  outside,  I  get  clammy skin."
      Stavers  laughed.  "You're  orchestrating  the greatest
   religious  gathering  of  all  time  and  you  feel  like  a lizard?"
      "You  bet,"  Sabbai  confirmed.  "I  got  lizards  in my
   belly  and  they're  all  biting.  I'm  a  wreck.  When  this is
   over  I'm  going  to  be  drunk  for  a month."
      Stavers  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  He  didn't care
   what  would  be  going  on  here  a  month  from  now, but
   that  was  none  of  Sabbai's  affair.  "You  got  it.  Put  it  up on
   the computer."
      "Better  than  that,"  Sabbai  said.  "I've  run  it through
   so  we  can  get  a  three-dimensional  look  at  what we've
   got  here.  We'll  need  those  special  glasses  for  the big
   screen.  In  effect,  we've  choreographed  the whole
   routine. "
      They  donned  the  glasses,  Sabbai  worked  the com-
   puter  controls,  and  before  them  on  a  large curving
   screen  the  great  Grail  shimmered  into tbree-dimen-
   sional reality.
      "The  cables  are  in  place,"  Sabbai  began.  "See how
   they  run  crossways  along  and  above  the  water? They
   have  a  maximum  stretch  of  two  point  one  percent and
  we I ve  already  compensated  for  that.  All  the  cables in-
   tersect  a,  dead  center  of  the  bowl,  twenty  feet above
   the  water surface."
      "Got  it,"  Stavers  said.  It  was  a  terrific  setup. The
   bowl  stretched  more than     400  feet  from  one  side  to the
   other  and  in  dead center     there  rose  a  silvered podium
   of  glassite  with  lights  that  flowed  and  shimmered from
  within.
      "That  platform  is thirty   feet  across,"  Templin broke
   in.  "The  glassite  is  a real  eye-twister.  It's  all mirrored
   and  the  angles  are  wild.  We  use  laser  reflections  so that
   you'll  appear  to  be  faciug  everybody,  no  matter where
   tbev're  at  w-hpn  ib,,v wpfok
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     Stavers  nodded  slowly.  "I  didn't  think  you could
  work  that  out,"  he  said candidly.
     "Neither  did  we,"  Templin  told  him.  "But  it was
  good  old  serendipity  at  work.  See  here?  We  went the
  mirrors  and  lasers  route  to  increase  your  security. You
  could  be  anywhere  within  this  circle  of  thirty  feet, but
  you'll  still  appear  to  be  in  deadeenter.  Anyone  taking a
  long-range  shot  at  you,  if  he's  dead-on  to  target, has
  less  than  one  chance  in  a  hundred  of  actually hitting
 you.
     "Good  odds,"  Stavers grunted.
     "Better  than  that.  If  someone  has  a  long  gun  to use,
  it  means  they  have  to  bring  it  through  the  crowd that
  adores  you,  and  then  lift  it  up  and  sight  the damn



  thing-still  with  that  crowd  about  them,  and,  well, uh
  uh.  I  don't  buy  that  routine.  If  it's  a  handgun  it better
  be  a  .357  mag  or  better,  with  damned  good  sights, and
  the  user's  got  to  be  goddamned  good  at  that  kind of
  range,  and  that's without-"
     "I  know,"  Stavers  grimaced.  "All  those  loving, ador-
  ing people."
     "Yessir,  by  golly,"  Templin laughed.
     "What  about sound?"
     "Well,  first,  the  pickups.  Supersen  mikes  are  in your
  clothing  and  we  use  tight  radio  freq.  No  wires. The
  pickups  are  in  the  glassite  but  we'll  also  be  using micro-
  wave  antenna  long-range  pickup--that  stuff  they call
  the  bionic  ear.  it  can  hear  you  whisper  from  a thousand
  feet  and  it  zeros  right  in.  We're  using  eight  of them.
  Any  one  will  do,  and  no  matter  what  means  we  use for
  transmission,  we're  going  to  hear  everything  you've got
  to  say,  and  we  microwave  transmit  to  the speakers
  arrayed  about  and  through  the  crowd.  The  best omnidi-
  rectional  output,  by  the  way,  The  reproduction  of voice
  is  so  good  it  sounds  like  you're  talking  to  them directly.
  Besides,  we've  made  sure  there'll  be  some extra
  attention. "
     Stavers  raised  an  eyebrow@  "You  up  to  your  old tricks,
 AV'
     "Uh  huh.  I  worked  this  one  out  with  Baxter and
  Qi-A,  Irl-, @,         --l-                 AnNm,@kv w@hpn
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  you're  talking  we  want  the  adoring  ones  to  feel uncom-
  fortable.  So  we're  piping  in  a  very  thin  ultrasonic fre-
  quency.  It's  too  high  for  them  to  hear  but  it  will  do two
  other  things.  It'll  drive  a  dog  mad,  which  doesn't mat-
  ter,  but  it  also  impinges  on  the  bony  system  of  the ear
  and  sends,  well,  a  wire-thin  needle  into  the  ear canals
  Of  your  adoring  and  faithful.  I  guarantee  it  holds their
  attention. "
     "That's  for  the  high  Stuff,"  Stavers acknowledged.
  "And  the low?"
     Templin  gestured  in  an  offhanded  manner  to show
  just  how  easy  all  this  had  been  handled.  "There's the
  usual  bass  output  and  the  woofers  and  all  that bullshit.
  It  works.  It  moves  a  lot  of  air  through  the  speakers, but
 we I re  not  using  the  humongous  boom-bangers  from the
  rock  music  concert  crowd.  We've  got  to  do  better and
  we  are  with  our  Volkman  systems.  They're  magic. But
 11  in  going  to  send  an  infrasound  rumble  through them
  when  you're  talking.  That  way  they  get  a  needle  in the
  ear  and  an  eggbeater  in  the  ass  and  it's  all  going to
  happen  because  you're talking."
     "The  old  system,"  Stavers  admitted.  "Grab  'em by
  the  balls  and  they'll  follow  you anywhere."
     "That,  too,"  Templin  said  happily.  He  paused  a mo-
  ment,  "This  is  a  big  church  deal.  Who  you  got  on the
 organ?"
                'led.  "No  organ.  No  player,  You have
     Stavers smi
  that  computer  system  set  upe  The Ballard-Tinikens
 equipment?"
     "Yessir.  Linked  in  to  the  pickup,  transmit, broadcast
  systems.  But  I  still  don't  know  what  the  hell  it does."
     "You'll  find  out  very  soon,"  Stavers  said mysteri-
  ously.  "You'll  get  a  kick  out  of  it."  The pleasantries
  disappeared  of  a  moment.  "Update  me  on Weinstein
  and  our guest."
     Templin  picked  up  on  the  sharper,  more  serious tone
  of  Stavers  and  responded  in  like  manner.  "The airfield's
  exactly  thirty-seven  miles  from  here.  Military  base; God-
  frey.  We  have  permission  for  the  Concorde  11  to land
  there,  get  refueling,  and  standby  with  startup equip-
  ment  whent-vor  vnu'rp  rpq,h,  f@  a@ "
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      "The  woman,  I said."
      "I  was  coining  to  that,  sir.  The  base  has  a  top security
   area  for  alert  crews.  It's  blastproof,  underground; the
   works.  The  old  crews  on  standby  alert  used  it.  We have
   it  for  now.  The,  ah,  doctor  and  patient  are  there along
   with  Skip.  Plus  his  own  crew  that  he  selected person-
   ally.  You  can't  get  near  the  place  without  tripping a
   dozen  alarms  and  autofire  systems.  So  the  blue suiters
   are  playing  along  with  us.  Washington  gave  it  full au-
   thority;  the  locals  are  convinced  we're  part  of some
   special  Blue  Light  team,  and  they're  trained  to  not ask
  questions."
      Stavers  nodded.  "And  the,  uh,  patient?  Did  you see



   him personally?"
      Templin  answered  carefully.  Stavers  was  on some
   kind  of  hair-trigger  spring  and  that  could  be extremely
   dangerous  to  anyone  in  his  immediate  vicinity  if he
   ever  cut  loose.  "Yes,  sir,  I  did.  I  stood  as  close  to hirn
   as  I  am  to  you  right now."
      "He's conscious?"
     "Hell.       r!"
           ,  yes, si
      "Why  the  reaction, Ap"
      "His  eyes.  Damndest  thing  I  ever  saw,  Skip warned
   me  that  to  look  into  his  eyes  is  like  falling  down  a hol   Ie
   to  nowhere.  And  he's  right.  It's  crazy,  sir.  The  man s
   tanked  out  on  the  eto  stuff,  and  yet  something really
   extraordinary  comes  through.  Tbere's  another  thing I
   don't get. 11
      "Tell  me,  Al,-  Stavers  said softly.
      "He  thinks  he's  Jesus Christ."
      Stavers  didn't  answer  but  nodded  for  Ternplin  to go
  on.
      "I  mean,  he  looks  like  Christ,  or  what  most paintings
   I've  seen  of  Christ  look  like,"  Templin  said, disturbed
   with  his  own  report.  "He  looks  like  him  in  that weird
   sort  of  toga  and  sandals  and  that  beard,  and  those blue
   eyes  of  his,  they're  like  neon  signs,  and  the  things he
   says,  well,  I've  beard  them  before,  and  they  re  word for
  word-"
      "Where'd  you  hear  them, Al?"
      -N/i,_J,_  -f  I--  A  _f  i-h--  1-f  V-  o@A  fliom The
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   bible,  of  course.  New  Testament.  I  remember  a  lot  of it
   when  I  was  studying  for  the priesthood--
     "You what?"
     I  know,  I  know,"  Templin  said,  annoyed  because his
   secret  was  out.  "It  was  for  a  couple  of years-"
     "Another  story,  another  time,"  Stavers  broke in.
     "Anyway,  this  man  looks  like  and  talks  exactly like
   the  Christ  I  know  from  the  Bible.  It's  like  turning back
   the  clock  two  thousand  years. "
     Stavers  rose  to  his  feet  and  clapped  Templin  on the
   shoulder.  "It's  not  like  going  back  two  thousand years,
   Al.  It  is  exactly  what  we  have done."
     Templin  went  white.  He  pointed  a  shaking  hand in
   the  direction  of  the  distant  airfield.  "Are  you  telling me
   that  he  really  is  .  . ."
     "I  sure  am.  The  original article."
     "But  that's  impossible!"  Templin shouted.
     "Who  was  Jesus  Christ?"  Stavers asked.
     "Why,  the  messiah  ...  the  son  of God."
     "So  why  do  you  find  anything  impossible  for  God to
  do?"
     I  ...  I  mean  ... well
     Stavers  was  all  professional  again.  "That's enough.
   It's  getting  late.  It's  showtime,  Ad.  Let's  go  do it."
     Roger  Sabbai  thrilled  to  the  sight.  For  too  long he'd
   been  bedeviled  (no  pun  intended,  thank  you,  he told
   himself)  with  the  hardware  logistics  of  coordinating the
   multifarious  needs  and  groAA.  of  the  Church  of the
   Ascension.  At  first  it  had  been  a  blast,  this  pulling so
   massive  a  wool  blanket  over  so  many  millions  of eyes.
   Then  it  decayed  into  hard  logistical  supply  and demand
   and  became  a  thorough  pain  in  the  ass.  Then Doug
   Stavers  had  given  him  the  ultimate  assignment  for the
   ultimate appearance.
     "short  of  my  floating  down  from  heaven  in  a chariot
   of  fire,  Roger,  which  I  believe  is  just  a  mite beyond
   your  capabilities,  1  want  you  to  go  all-out  on  this one,"
   Stavers  told  him  as  be  gave  him  carte  blanche  for the
   messianic  triumphal appearance."
     Roger  Sabbai  sat  within  the  mobile  control room
  ,1---               4-  -1-4 I-A
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   cle  for  radiation  output  from  a  huge  nuclear generator-
   reactor  that  had  never  been  built;  from  this  same cubicle
   two  movie  companies  had  already  churned  out their
   great  celluloid  adventures,  including  The  Abyss,  in the
   monstrous  bowl  of  water.  Sabbai  was  almost  a many-
   tentacled  controller  of  the  night,  inonitoring  fully twenty-
   eight  separate  TV  scanners,  with  twenty-eight separate
   video  controllers  working  for  hiin,  as  well  as technicians
   for  lights,  sound,  chemical  dispersants,  ground control,
   airborne  activities  and  the like.
     All  lighting  save  that  controlled  by  Sabbai  and his
   team  was  strictly  forbidden  among  the  crowd  now esti-
   mated  at  nearly  two  million  people.  Along  the central
   and  outer  fringes  of  the  huge  throng  there  rose giant



   television  screens,  so  that  those  who  could  not see
   Stavers  directly,  or  saw  him  only  as  a  tiny  figure  in the
   far  distance,  would  at  least  be  able  to  gaze  with adoring
   eyes  on  their leader.
     Suddenly  all  the  lighting  snapped  off.  Bright flood-
   lights  from  high  towers  sn@_'apped  and  cracked  as they
   went  dead,  groaning  and  crackling  as  heat dissipated.
   First  an  alarmed  cry,  then  a  hush,  then  a growing
   murmur  rose  from  the  now-frightened  human mass.
                               .uld  become  a  throaty uproar,
   Before  their  own  sound co
   a  deep  bass  thunder  swelled  in  their  midst, growing
   into  a  sound  of  absolute  purity,  rising  higher  and higher.
   A  blue  glow  appeared  from  within  the  great bowl,
   became  red,  and  then  vellow  and  on  through  the spec-
   trum  as  Sabbai  released  the  computer  to  run through
   the  programmed  light  show.  The  water  exploded in
   light;  laser  beams  stabbing  upward  and  bursting into
   the  sky,  knifing  through  and  also  reflecting  from the
   low  cloud  layer,  an  ethereal  and  eye-stunning  display of
   an  artificial  aurora  borealis,  color  and  sound sweeping
   the  adoring faithful,
     The  lights  faded.  Sweet  scents  floated  through the
   air;  computer-programmed  valves  releasing  the synthetic
   fragrances,  all  with  the  barest,  faintest  trace  of mas-
   sively  diluted  etorphin.  What  they  see  and  hear tonight
   they  will  believe  absolutely,  Sabbai  mused,  He punched
   in  the  comr)uter  control  for Stavers   Iappearance.
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      A  single  sourcepoint  of  light  grew  in  the  sky directly
    above  the  platform  in  dead  center  of  the  great water
    bowl.  It  was  too  intense  to  make  out  any  detail, and
    then  another  light  appeared  and  yet  another,  and an-
   other'  until  the  aerial  illuminating  stabbing downward
    was  too  bright  to  be  looked  at  directly.  "Bring  in the
    sound,"  Sabbai  directed  his  team.  Ethereal  music flowed
    from  the  heavens,  from  the  water,  from ground-
    embedded  speakers  and  from  balloons  far  to  the outer
    spread  of  the  crowd,  balloons  holding  massive speakers
    on  cables  so  that  all  the  world  was  a  volcano  of musical
   thunder.
      Which  mixed  with  the  same  frequencies  of several
    huge  Sikorsky  Skycrane  helicopters,  invisible  from the
    ground  because  of  the  huge  and  powerful  lights they
    held  beneath  their  long  bodies,  spraying  glare against
    the  human  eyes  below.  At  the  exact  moment  of svn-
   ch    izing  sound  and  light,  Sabbai  flashed  the signai.
      "Start  him down."
     A  battery  of  multicolored  laser  lights  began  to play
    into  a  selected  point  in  the  air  well  above  the  water. A
    gasp  from  nearly  two  million  throats  arose  to  mix with
    the  music  and  thunder.  A  figure  floated  magically  in the
    air,  the  lasers  flicking  back  and  forth  about  his body,
    reflecting  painfully  from  the  form  as  it  lowered slowly
    toward  the  platform  in  the  center  of  the  water. Streams
    of  sparks  showered  upward,  laser  beams  flashed like
    magical  knives  of  light,  and  in  a  play  of  lighting that
    paled  the  wildest  sets  of  any  rock  concert, Doug---oops;
    the  Reverend  Douglas  Stavers.  Sabbai  corrected him-
    self-drifted  downward,  a  magical  slow  levitating de-
    scent.  Against  those  lights,  laser  beams,  sparkling show-
    ers,  the  cable  attached  to  his  body  invisible,  as  was the
    helicopter  concealed  above  the  blinding  lights above.
    The  cascade  of  sparks  and  lights  grew  to  intense fury,
    and  suddenly,  music  faded,  sparks  ebbed,  the lights
    dimmed  anj  Stavers  stood  magically  on  the glassite
   platform.
    Those  goddamned  laser  mirrors  are  pure genius,
   Sabbai  thought  with  immense  satisfaction.  You  can't tell
    where  hp  is  pyrt-nt  that  hp  wime  fn  lie do@d          -T
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  the  glassite.  And  to  every  person  who  saw  Stavers di-
  rectly  or  watched  him  on  the  giant  video  screens, the
  man  stared  directly  into  their eyes.
    Stavers  began  to  speak,  slowly,  powerfully,  his voice
  carried  from  the  glassite  platform  microphones through
  a  computer  that  washed  away  irregularities,  adding a
  deep  crispness  to  every  sound,  and  giving  his  voice a
  stentorian  strength  reduced  to  a  commanding  yet friendly
  tone.  Those  who  listened  to  his  words  and  his voice
  stared  at  his  eyes,  unaware  they  were  subjected  now to
  the  same  effect  Stavers  had  seen  Ernst  Patschke use
  with  such  tremendous  power  in India.
    Stavers'  eyes  glowed.  They  glowed  with  a marvelous
  lavender  shade,  and  the  color  twisted  and roiledwithin



  itself  Color  grown  from  contact  lenses  and  an invisible
  laser  beam  in  ultraviolet  light  that  bad  no  effect on
  Stavers  but  brought  his  eyes  to  worshipful  light. Stavers
  spoke  of  Spaceship  Earth.  He  stood  before  his en-
  tranced  audience  in  a  white  hooded  cape,  his arms
  folded  within,  a  living  statue  of  wonder.  He  spoke of
  the  moon  and  of  Mars,  proclaiming  that  the  Lord was
  calling  His  People  to  reach  out  from  Earth,  to colonize
  other  worlds  so  they  might  also  be  fruitful  with man-
  kind  and  arnmals  and  new  growth.  He  told  the en-
  thralled  lie  was  answering  The  Call,  that  soon  he would
  depart  this  world  for another.
    A  cry  of  near-desperation  and  anguished  loss  met his
  last words.
    Then,  suddenly,  he  threw  back  the  bood  and they
  saw  a  white  space  helmet,  glittering  and gleaming       can't
  beat  those  lasers,  Sabbai  grunted  with  satisfaction', The
  cape  fell  away  from  his  shoulders  and  they  saw@ the
  white  spacesuit,  fitted  out  with  marvelous  gadgets and
  tubes  and  hoses  and  more  of  those  laser-pumped jewels
  and stones.
    Then  Stavers  went  for  the  real  kicker.  A  glowing halo
  appeared  in  thin  air  before  him.  It  literally floated
  (magnetic  levitation's  not  that  tough,  Sabbai thought
  pleasantly,  it's  been  around  for  decades)  in rnidair.
  Stavers  gestured,  and  the  halo  rolled  slowly  from a
  nn6tinn  hnnzontal  to  the  Dlatforrn  to  remain suspended
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  in  the  vertical.  Stavers  moved  his  hand  so  that  it er-
  tered  the  space  within  the  halo,  between  the  three feet
  of  open  space,  and  his  hand  twisted slightly.
    Music  erupted  from  the  heavens,  the  air,  the water,
  the  skies,  the  ground;  music  ethereal,  powerful, sooth-
  ing,  bringing  tears  flowing  from  the  astonished, won-
  dering  faithful.  Stavers'  hand  twisted  again,  and the
  music  rose  and  fell,  soaring  crystal,  crashing mountains,
  rushing  waters,  the  clarion  trump  calls  of  the gods.
  As  his  hand  moved  Stavers  was  creating  his own
  symphony-and  it  was  all  true.  The  halo  was  for show,
  but  not  the  space  within  the  glowing  circle,  where an
  electromagnetic  field  responded  to  the  power gloves
  and  wristband  worn  by  Stavers  beneath  his spacesuit.
  The  theremin,  the  electromagnetic  field,  was  a com-
  plete  orchestra.  Each  move  of  hand  or  fingers twisted
  the  field  and  sent  it  back  continuously  to  the computer-
  run  Ballard-Timkens  synthesizer.  This  was  the creation
  of  music  by  interaction,  and  added  to  the  music were
  the  notes  and  tones  that  knifed  into  the  listening brains
  directly  affecting  the  alpha,  beta,  and  theta frequencies.
    The  combined  effect  of  all  the  input  of  music, sight,
  sound,  fragrance,  infrasound  and  manipulated biofeed-
  back  reached  a  devastating  crescendo  and  then,  with a
  flick  of  Stavers'  hand, silence.
    "Tonight,"  Stavers  spoke.  "Tonight  is  the  time. Our
  church  has  the  power,  the  right  and  the  might.  We are
  the  true  children  of  God.  We  need  only  the  truth and
  we  are  the  truth.  We  answer  the  call  from  the heavens
  by  preparing  to  go  to  the  heavens.  But  not  all the
  people  believe  us.  They  need  a-"  He  paused,  his hand
  moved  through  the  theremin,  a  single  note  as  if ripped
  from  a  thousand  violins  tore  through  his  listeners, and
  then  he continued.
    "They  need  a  ...  gift,"  he  said  finally,  adding a
  trumpet  blast  this  time,  a  brass-echoing  cry  of angels.
  "And  tonight  we  give  to  all  Christendom  their  gift, so
  that  they  might  truly  know  the  wonder  and  the power
  and  the  glory  of  who  we  are.  Let  my  voice  be heard
  through  this  land!  Let  it  be  carried  to  all  the world!
  Tonight!"  Another  shatterina  crv  of  sound: hrenkinv
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   crystals  falling  forever  and  raising  hackles  on  skin, then:
    "Tonight  we  bring  to  the  heart  of  Christendom, at
   the  Eternal  City,  in  Rome,  in  the  Vatican  itself, tonight
   we  resurrect  The  Christ!  Tonight  we  will  deliver Jesus
   to  the  Vatican!"  Another  musical  eruption,  a  roll of
   drums,  thunder  and  glory  and  a  bass  rumble  that shook
   earth  and heavens.
    "Tonight,  it  will  be  done!"  Stavers  cried,  and  all the
   lights  exploded  into  being,  savage  white  and  blue, laser
   beams  crisscrossing,  sparks  and  embers  whirling through
   the  air.  Music  so  loud  it  hammered  at  the  senses, and
   the  light,  mixing  and  glorious  and  so  intense  it con-
   cealed  completely  the  cable  lowered  from  the hovering
   helicopter.  Stavers  was  held  aloft,  one  hand grasping



   the  invisible  glass  cable,  and  his  foot  rested  on an
   equally  invisible  glass  step,  and  he  rose wonderfully
   and  spiritually  and  magnificently  into  the  heavens, and
   when  the  lights  dimmed  and  the  music  ebbed  to a
   soothing  cry,  he  was  gone, vanished.



                       Chapter 27
     "I'm  sorry  I  missed  it,"  said  Doug  Stavers.  He hun-
   kered  down  in  his  plush  viewing  seat,  an  unlit cigar
   clenched  in  his  teeth,  a  steaming  coffee  mug  in one
   hand.  By  his  side,  more  uptight  than  he'd  seen  her in
   months,  Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein  sat straight-backed,
   legs  neatly  together,  feet  flat  on  the  carpeted  floor. The
   theater  that  could  seat  800  people  was  empty  except for
   themselves,  and  a  technician  in  the  projection control
   room.  Before  Stavers  and  Weinstein  rose  a motion-
   picture  screen  three  stories  high,  the  fabled IMAX
   theater  screen  at  the  Kennedy  Space  Center  on Flori-
   da's  mideast  Atlantic coast.
     "I  imagine  it  was  interesting,"  Weinstein  replied af-
   ter  a  long  pause.  I  caught  a  few  minutes  of  the CNN
   newscast  live  from  Rome.  The  place  is  a madhouse-"
     "Everything  go  as  planne&"  he interrupted.
    11  Pe  ctly.  When  You  did  your  vanishing  act and
   hoisted  into  the  helicopter,  the  Concorde  was already
   starting  engines.  Our  guest,  ah,  James,  was  perfect. He
   believed,  he  knows,  he's  the  original  article.  The origi-
   nal  Jehoshua  about  to  proclaim  himself  as  the long-
   promised  true  messiah.  Your  double,  and  whoever you
   got  to  take  my  place,  fitted  in  perfectly. Everyone
   expects  Douji  S@tavers  to  have  his  personal  'shotgun with
   him  at  all  times,  so  sending  Marden  to  the  Vatican with
   blue-eyes  was  a  marvelous  move.  At  this  moment they
   believe  it's  the  real  Doug  Stavers  with  the resurrected
   Christ  in  the  Vatican.  Nobody  except  a  very  few chosen
                            q711
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  people  have  any  idea  you're  here."  Weinstein smiled.
  "Or  what's  about  to happen."
     She  pressed  a  microphone  button  on  the  arm  of her
  seat.  "Can  you  hear  me?"  she asked.
     "Yes'm."  a  voice  replied,  coming  from  speakers through
  the theater.
     "Do  you  have  the  COUT)t  for  the shuttle?"
     "Yes,m.  The  bird  is  fully  fueled,  most  of  the  crew is
  aboard,  and  they're  into  the  simulated  countdown drill
  right now."
     "Thank  you,"  Weinstein  said.  "Give  me  a  brief drift-
  ing  series  on  the  station,  please.  Music  only;  no dialogue."
     "Coming  right  up, ma'am."
     The  lights  began  to  dim  and  music  drifted gently
  about  them  in  the  theater.  Several  seconds  later they
  had  a  vertiginous  view  of  the  Grissom  space station,
  looking  down  at  the  station  and  at  the  curving  limb of
  the  Earth,  huge  and  blue  and  white,  beyond. The
  camera  view  continued  slowly  at  the  beginning  of what
  would  be  a  filmed  drifting  survey  of  the  American space
  station.  just  beyond  the  station  was  what  Stavers wanted
  to  see:  the  great  gathering  into  a  single  jumbled  mass of
  Gulliver,  the  ship  that  had  been  assembled  in  orbit of
  huge  cylindrical  fuel  tanks,  engine  clusters,  and sepa-
  rate  quarters  for  crew  accomm  odation  and  scientific re-
  search.  it  was  a  monstrous  vehicle,  ungainly and
  awkward,  but  it  would  float  through  the  space ocean



  with  the  smoothness  of  a  1'eather  in  silent air.
     Stavers  forced  his  attention  back  to  Weipstein's re-
  port  on  the  Vatican,  "You  said  few  people  have  an idea
  of  what's  about  to  happen,"  he  said.  "Did  you mean
  here,  where  we  are,  or  Puccini land?"
     "Both.  Let  me  give  you  a  prediction  of  what happens
  in  Rome.  The  Vatican,---  she  said  carefully,  "can't afford
  to  ignore  what  you  did.  They  don't  believe  it's  a resur-
  rection,  of  course,  they  know  Christ  died  when  he was
  just  beyond  eighty  years  old,  and  that  his  line contin-
  ued  and  was  kept  secluded  in  France.  They'll  put the
  numbers  together  and  figure  what  you  did.  It  may take
  them  a  while  to  work  out  the  details  of  James talking
  -i@h  #4- --l    ...  r-ric  uro  r@@rl  in  0-  R;W@  k@,t  +h.i --
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  a  pretty  neat  turn.  They  can't  reject  the possibilities
  until  they  have  time  to  regroup,  and  when  they  tell the
  world  it's  not  Christ  resurrected,  that's  the  same as
  signing  your  death warrant."
      Stavers  raised  an  eyebrow.  "Oh?"  He  chuckled. "Noth-
 ing I s  changed,  then.  They  signed  that  a  long  time ago."
      "This  time  they'll  have  to  carry  it  out.  Most likely
  they'll  link  you  with  a  Moslem movement."
      "Buddy-buddy  with  Mohammed, huh?"
      "In  effect.  Of  course,"  Weinstein  smiled,  "we could
  be  on  the  edge  of  a  holy  war."  She  laughed aloud.
  "Like  the  one  the  Catholic  church  must  absolutely launch
  against Ascension.
      "I  will  admit,"  Stavers  said  lazily,  "last  night  was a
  doozy."  He  sat  up  straighter  to  study  her  face. "What
  about  Skip?  We're  here  and  he's  in  Rome  and you're
  talking  a  holy war."
      "Skip's  a  survivor,"  she  answered carefully.
     11  And  you  iust  avoided  my question."
      "He'll  have  to  come  out  of  it  by  himself  and  his own
  team.  You  can't  help  him now."
      "Are  you  telling  me,"  he  asked  with  disbelief, "that
  I've  abandoned  my  closest friend?"
      She  shook  her  head.  "Not  yet.  But  in  a  few hours,
 yes.
      "Ladybones,  there'd  better  be  a  damned  good reason
  for  all  this,"  he  said icily.
      "You  can't  go  back,"  she  repeated.  "Not  now, not
  ever.  You  said  it  yourself  A  holy  war.  You're  too dan-
  gerous  now  to  everybody.  Your  past  record,  That in-
  credible  move  with  chunking  Hitler  right  into  the arms
  of  the  Germans.  Your  new  church  and  its spectacular
  spread.  Arnong  many  other  things.  Now  stuffing Christ
  down  the  Vatican's  throat  and  invoking  the  anger  of the
  Moslem  world.  That  brings  in  governments. You've
  upset  the  apple  cart,  and  badly.  You're  a  threat to
  power, finances.
                 ,  politics,  diplomacy,  treaties, religions--"
      "I  get  your  point.  Peck's  bady boy."
      "This  time  it  will  be  suicide  teams  after  you. Even
  you  can't  hold  that  off.  You're  not  the  only  one with
  etomhin  nr  if,:  prm@:AQ  T@ -,            -f '-I,-
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       spirit  that  will  be  invoked."  She  held  his eyes.
       short,  Doug,  Earth  is  no  longer  safe  for you."
       He  looked  up  at  the  huge  IMAX  screen  and the
       huge,  clustered  form  of Gulliver.
       "So  up  is  now  out,"  he  said  a  bit  more  gr'  ly  than he
                                             im
      intended.
      "Yes."
       "But  that  shuttle  doesn't  fly  for  a  few  more weeks,
       he noted.
       instinctively  she  leaned  closer.  "It  flies  in  three hours.
       Only  the  launch  team  and  flight  crew  is  aware  of that.
       They  don't  even  know  it  in  Grissom.  It  flies  in three



       hours  and  we're aboard."
       He  took  a  deep  breath.  "What  about  Gulliver?  It's not
       ready  to  boost.  And  if  we're  stuck  up  there  for  a few
       weeks,  and  the  world  is  after  my  ass,  well,  lady,  it's not
       that  tough  to  take  out  an  entire  space  station.  One small
       nuke  does  the job."
       "That  won't  happen.  Look,  I've  got  to  change the
       subject.  We  have  less  than  thirty  minutes  in  here be-
       fore  we  leave  for  the  launch pad,"
       "That  tig .
            @,ht?"
       "Doug, I ve  worked  harder  on  this  than  I  ever  did on
      anything  my  entire  fife,"  she  stressed.  "Will you
       please  let  ine  use  that  screen  to  tell  you  what  I've held
       back  for  so long?"
       "Your  timing  is  sornething  else,  Rebecca.  I  finally get
       to  meet  Daddy,  is  that  itr'  You  wait  until  I'm  on the
       edge  and  it  doesn't  matter  what  I  know,  just  so  !on,-,  as I
      c
       't  go a,
      an     nywhere  except  with you."
       She  surprised  him.  No  argument.  "That  surris  it up
       well.  Now,  do  I  have  vour attention?"
       "Sure.  As  long  as  you  keep  me  laughing,  Doc. you
       live,  I live,    -  He  shook  his  head.  "Let  it go.
                we
       Shoot. "
       She  pressed  her  microphone  button.  "Control, pull
       the  Grissom  film.  Let  me  have  NASA  Viking Frame
       three  five  Alpha  Seven  Two,  please.  Be  sure  it's the
       enhancement  frame  from Carlotto."
       The  technician's  voice  came  through  the speakers
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  several  seconds,  and  then  Frame  35A72  flashed thirty
  feet  high  before them.
    Stavers  leaned  for-ward,  staring,  absorbing  every de-
  tail.  He  knew  this  picture!  The  "Face"  of  Cvdonia on
  Mars  .  .  .  a  huge  monolithic  structure  of  a humanoid
  face  with  what  was  obviously  a  spacesuit-type helmet.
  He  heard  Weinstein's  voice.  "This  photograph  was taken
  by  a  Viking  orbiter  back  in  1976.  The  Viking Orbiter
  was  at  the  time  passing  over  the  Martian  region of
 Cydonia-"
    "From  what  height?"  Stavers snapped.
    "One  thousand  miles.  That  face  is,  as  I'm  sure you
  gathered  by now-"
    "Your father."
    "Yes.  What  you  see  is  a  surface  feature  carved by
  lasers  and  lifter  beams.  It  measures  more  than  a mile
  from  the  chin  all  the  way  to  the  crown.  And  it  is a
  sculpture  of  my  father.  I  had  to  wait  from  the  time I
  arrived  on  this  planet  until  1980  to  see  the  original of
  this  photograph."  She  leaned  back  in  her  seat  and sighed.
  "When  the  NASA  project  team  first  saw  this picture
  they  became  terribly  excited.  Then  they  decided  it was
  impossible,  that  they  were  seeing  a  mixture  of lights
  and  shadows.  I  nearly  went  mad  with  frustration be-
  cause  they  ignored  the  picture  for  more  than three
  years.  Then  someone  in  jet  Propulsion  Laboratory de-
  cided  to  go  for  computer  enhancement,  and  the lights
  and  shadows  disappeared  as  this  picture,  what they
  called  the  Face  of  Cydonia,  appeared,  Finally they
  published  it  and  I  knew  that  the  members  of  my ship
  on  Mars  were  still  alive,  still  waiting  for  that combina-
  tion  of  genetic  code  and  the  arbatik  that  we  lost when
  Wolfram  died.  My  father  knows  me  well;  we  tend to
  think  in  highly  logical  terms.  If  the  terrestrials managed
  to  reach  Mars  with  equipment  like  the  Viking, they
  would  take pictures-"
   " But  one  monolithic  structure?"  Stavers protested.
  "That  doesn't  make  that  much  logic,  Rebecca.  it could
  have  been  obscured  by  a  Martian  sandstorm,  or cirrus
  clouds,  or  they  could  have  missed  it altogether."
    She,  @qm,  ih--d  -Vfm,r@  ri,rif  _f  -___  Q_  A_. 1_f@
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    other  signs.  They  could  have  communicated  by radio,
    for  example.  Or  transmitted  video  pictures.  But that
    also  could  have  meant  a  barbaric  race  with technologi-
    cal  ability-your  race  might  have  come  to  Mars with
    thermonuclear  weapons.  Your  people  are,  in  your own
    terms,  trigger-happy.  Shoot  first  and  ask  questions later.
    Kill  them  all  and  let  God  sort  them  out.  This  planet is
    covered  with  blood  and  horror.  No;  direct  contact was
    too  dangerous.  So  they  set  up  these  features, because
    all  races  tend  to  believe  that  what  they  inay  see  is not
    evidence  of  a  superior  race.  That's  begging  for  a battle
    and  we didn I t  want that."  She  laughed  lightly,  but with
    barely  a  touch  of  humor.  "We  are  long-lived.  The two
    thousand  years,  I'm  certain,  has  been  an incredible



    bore,  and  I  imagine  most  of  the  people  from  our ship
    spent  most  of  that  time  in  stasis  sleep.  For  them, going
    to  sleep  for  a  thousand  years  or  more  is  the  same  as you
    sleeping  one  night here."
      "Jesus  .  . ."
      "Look  at  the  crossbanding  or,  the  forehead, Doug.
    That's  the  mark  of  a  pressure  helmet,  although it's
    really  far  more  complex  and  intricate  than that."
      -N@7as  this  the  only  sign,  or monolith?"
      "Not  at  all.  They  probably  built,  and  I  tried  to imag-
    ine  myself  in  their  place,  living  structures  on  the planet.
    A  sort  of  field  expedition  to  see  how  they  could adapt,
    genetically  and  physiologically.  to  the pa  rticular condi-
    tions  on  Mars.  So  somewhere  in  the  sixty thousand
    photos  the  original  Vikings  took  I  expected  to find
   more.
     "And?"
                                               "Control. vou
      She  pressed  the  talk  button again.
    have  the  preselected  series  from  the  Viking orbiters.
    Please  start  the sequence."
      The  three-story-high  image  vanished  and  another took
    its  place,  "This  'IS  six  miles  southwest  of  the  Face. You
    can  clearly  see  the  pyramid-like  structures  and squares,
    *  form  of  agora  design.  Every  one  of  these  features was
            ,,e  for  me  to  see.  If  I s
    * messag                        tood  directly  in  the center
    of  that  square,  right  there,  I  would  see  in  profile the
    fl-  'If  I-11  Clfh-  I  -A-  k,@fidh,  n,,,,cr  vni,11  Qpp fl,;4t
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  those  pyramids  are  actually  pentagonal  in  shape anc,
  they're  also  at  least  one  earth-mile  in  length.  The other
  pyramid-like  structures  are  the  same  as  we  built on
  other  planets;  they're  the  mark  we  leave  wherever we
  decide  to  stay  awhile  and  build.  That  way,  wherever we
  have  been,  those  who  come  behind  us  know immedi-
  ately  of  our  past  presence.  And  if  we  had  the time,
  which  we  don't  right  now,  you'd  be  able  to measure
  everything  at  perfect  separations  to  these structures.
  The  measurements  always  double,  see?  One,  two, four,
  eight,  and  so on."
    "What  about  the  Russian  probes  that  went  to Mars
  in,  um,  1989,  wasn't it?"
    She nodded.
    "They  were  going  to  photograph  the  planet  in orreat
  detail,  oh,  camera  resolutions  down  to  two  feet  or so.
  And  land  on  the  Martian  moons.  If  I  remember right,
  both  mother  ships  went  into  orbit  about Mars-"
    "No.  Only  one.  Our  people  disabled  the  first one
  before  it  reached  the planet."
    "Disabled? Deliberately?"
    "Yes.  The  second  ship  went  into  Martian  orbit. We
  were  almost  too  late.  Understand  that  even  though I
  wasn't  there,  I  knew  what  they  would  do.  The presence
  of  orbiters  and  landers  on  Mars,  their  ability  to  tell that
  terrestrial  ships  were  orbiting  Earth  with  men, that
  ,they  landed  on  the moon--"
   " How  would  they  know that?"
    "Doug,  television  transmission  from  this  planet is
  wavelength  garbage.  There's  no  avoiding it."
    "Okay,  okay.  But  why  knock  out  the  Russian  ships in
  Martian orbit?"
    "Because  my  father,  our  people,  can  extrapolate time-
  tables.  First  your  rnoon,  and  then,  Mars.  Your govern-
  ment  won't  say  anything  publicly,  but  the  Face at
  Cydonia,  the  Crater  Pyramid  two  hundred  miles dis-
  tant,  and  the  long  features  in  Utopia,  on  the  other side
  of  Mars-well,  more  than  those,  but  they'll  do  for the
  moment.  So  our  people  have  been  expecting  a manned
  expedition,  but  thev  had  to  be  careful  and  make these
  features  aDnear  to  @e  ancient  AnJ  dh@ k-i              41,-
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    wanted  photographed,  to  be  recognized  by  any govern-
    ment  on  this  planet,  was  our  ship.  I'm  certain  that by
    now  it's  been  uncovered,  all  its  systems  checked, and
    it's  waiting  only  for  me,  and  you,  to  descend  to the
    Martian surface."
     She  let  out  a  long,  shuddering  breath.  "Then and
    only  then  will  we  be  free  to  return  to  the  other worlds,
    to  renew  our  journey  from  one  star  to  another." She
    gripped  his  hand  tightly.  "You  and  1,  Doug.  We're the
    keys  to  unlock  the  gravity  chains  of  Mars  and  bring our
    ship  back  to life."
     She  glanced  at  her  watch.  "It  is  time,"  she said
    soberly.  She  pressed  the  armchair  button  again. "Con-
    trol,  thank you."



     She  started  along  the  aisle  to  the  exit.  "Let  us go,
    Doug.  There's  a  vehicle  waiting  for  us  outside.  But we
    may  have  trouble.  We're  breaking  a long-established
    schedule  being  followed  by  many  people.  The shuttle
    on  the  pad  is  going  throu@h  a  full-dress  rehearsal for
    launch.  Everything  right  now  is  ready  for  that launch.
    When  we  get  aboard  that  ship,  you're  going  to  need all
    the  strength  you  have  to  push  that  crew  through the
    launch sequence. "
     "And  what  about  the  people  in  launch control?"
      "They'll  go  along.  They  believe  this  is  a  secret inih-
    tary  move  to  get  the  shuttle  up  to  the  Grissom station
    weeks  ahead  of  the  schedule  the  Russians  are watching."
      He  walked  with  her  to  the  exit.  "Something still
    bothers  me.  So  we  get  aboard  Grissom,  So  what? The
    station  isn't  going  anywhere  and  we're  like  bugs on
    flypaper,  stuck  in orbit. 11
      She  stopped  just  before  they  went  outside. "We*re
    not  going  to  the  station.  We're  going  to  dock with
    Gulliver.  The  planetary  alignment  isn't  perfect  but it
    meets  our  velocity  requirernelltS.  And  Gulliver  is ready
    to boost."
      "I'll  be  damned,"  be said.
      She  took  his  hand  as  thev  walked  into  the  night, Not
    yet,  not  quite  yet,  she  thou@,ht  in  response  to  his words.



 Chapter 28
    Doug  Stavers  paid  little  attention  to  the complexities
  and  wonders  of  the  countdown  for  Athena,  the  first of
  the  second-generation  shuttles.  Normally  his finely-honed
  pilot's  expertise  would  have  brought  him  to  watch ev-
  ery  movement,  listen  to  every  sound,  note  every detail.
  Not  now.  On  the  brink  of  the  most  stupendous  flight of
  his  life  he  was  far  removed  from  the  technological spill-
  ing  away  of  minutes  and  seconds.  Entering  the craft
  with  their  jumpsuits,  which  they'd  donned  in  the van
  taking  them  from  the  IMAX  theater  to  the  launch pad,
  they  aroused  sudden  interest,  and  then  the interest
  subsided  among  the  launch  pilots  and  scientists  to a
  nondescript  acceptance  of  their  presence.  Stavers per-
  formed  as  Rebecca  bid;  used  all  his  mental strength,
  Stavers  and  that  glowing  arbatik  stitched  to  his heart
  and  nervous  system,  and  the  crew  found  itself intensely
  occupied  with  the  countdown  and  other immediate-
  prelaunch  details.  At  virtually  any  other  time  the ap-
  pearance  of  two  unknowns  in  a  shuttle  manifest would
  have  generated  more  than  interest;  a  direct  probing of
  who,  what,  why,  and  when  would  certainly  have been
  forthcoming  from  the  ship's  commander  and  its pilot.
    But  this  wasn't  virtually  "any  other  time."  The crew
  had  been  briefed  secretly,  No  more  than  three people
  in  the  launch  control  and  flight  pattern  complex knew
  the  launch  would  actually  take  place.  It  bad happened
  before  in  the  space  program,  even  as  far  back  as the
  first  Atlas  to  put  a  payload  into  orbit,  a  tape recorder
  tucked  in  its  innards  so  that  once  orbiting  the  planet it
                           382
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    could  broadcast  that  taped  message  from President
    Dwight  Eisenhower.  That  old  Atlas,  which  few people
    believed  capable  of  doing  the  job,  became  a  hallmark in
    the  advancing  space  program.  Even  the  range sa-fety
    officer,  uninformed  of  the  actual  mission,  stabbed his
    destruct  button  when  the  Atlas  veered  from  its ballistic
    flight  path.  And  stabbed  it  again  and  again  in futile
    desperation  and  anger  until  someone  pulled  him firm
    but  gently  from  his  control  panel,  stained  by  blood from
    the  torn  skin  of  his hand.
     And  Athena  was  no  experimental  craft-,  but  the long-
    term  developi-rient  of  the  earlier  shuttles.  Add  to these
    elements  the  fact  that  the  flight  crew  was  all military,
    that  seven  other  engineers  and  technicians  were  in the
   11  passenger  manifest,"  that  the  ship  carried  secret equip-
    ment  for  a  secret  program,  and  that  the passengers
    were  in  a  pressure  compartment  within  the  cargo bay
    itself  and  never  seen  directly  by  the  pilots,  and there
    wasn't  that  much  out  of  the  ordinaryfor  the last-minute
    arrival  of  two passengers.
     Thev  settled  into  their  seats  in  semi-supine position,
    donne@  their  lightweight  suits  and  helmets  that would
    be  pressured  up  only  in  the  event  of  loss  of cabin
    pressurization,  checked  their  restraint  systems, and,
    like  all  such  moments,  waited.  At  least  theV  were able
    to  listen  to  the  two-way  communications  between the
    flight  crew  and  launch  control,  accompanied  by satisfy-



    ing  bumps,  thuds  and  clangs  accompanying  the ticking
    off  of  the  countdown items,
      Then  Rebecca  heard  the  words  for  which  she'd waited.
    She  squeezed  Stavers'  arin  and  with  her  other hand
    tapped  her  helmet  to  signify  him  to  pay  close attention
    to  the  voice  exchange.  "Ah,  Athena, we      I re  in  a five-
    minute  hold  for  catcfiup,  everything's  on  the  mark, and
    would  you  take  a  moment  to  study  your  flight  plan, ah,
    Seven  Six  Able?  Please  check.  Readback  is  not re-
    quired,  but  we'd  like  you  to  veri6,  you  have  that com-
    plete  flight plan."
      "Roger  that,  Flight.  Athena  confirms  Seven  Six Able."
       "Very  good,  Athena.  Please  run  a  scan  check and
    iindnfe  on  the  flipr'ht comnuters."
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     A  pause  of  fifteen  seconds,  then:  "Flight, Athena
   here.  Confirm  Seven  Six  Able  update  primary, backup
   and  standby  computer  and  flight  logic.  We  are  go for
   Seven  Six Able."
     "Thank  you,  Athena .
     Rebecca  lifted  her  helmet  and  motioned  for Stavers
   to  do  the  same  so  she  could  talk  directly  without using
   their  radio  intercom  systems;  the  conversation remained
   private  to  them  only.  "Seven  Six  Able  is  the  flight plan
   modified  for  ascent  direct  to  Gulliver  instead  of the
   station.  We're  going  straight  to  the  Mars  ship.  It  has all
   but  four  of  the  crew  aboard.  That  four  includes  us and
   two  technicians  aboard  this  shuttle. We
     "T  minus  ten  minutes  and counting.
     She  left  her  sentence  unfinished  and immediately
   closed  and  sealed  her  helmet.  Stavers  did  the  same, so
   that  the  onboard  check  systems  would  indicate  full suit
   integrity  for them.
     They  felt  power  surging  through  the  ship, pumps
   kicking  in  and  accelerating,  the  countdown  calls pro-
   ceeding  like  familiar  clockwork  ticking,  the  call  for on-
   board  engine  start  and  vibrations  rattled  the cavernous
   hold,  metal  straining  and  groaning  and  then  the three
   main  liquid-propellant  engines  of  Athena  lit  off and
   rammed  them  back  in  their  seats,  and  then  they sat,
   the  engines  screaming  as  they  built  up  power,  and they
   heard  the  final  call  that  Athena  was  at  one hundred
   three  percent  power,  and  the  automatic countdown
   computer  lit  off  the  solid  boosters  and  this  time the
   pressure  shoving  them  down  into  their  seats remained.
     Stavers  felt  cheated  instead  of  elated.  He  couldn't see
   a  damn  thing!  They  had  no  windows  in  the  cargo corn-
   partment  passenger  capsule,  and  they  were  just  so much
   cargo  at  this  point  and  nothing  more.  He  felt  the ship
   rotating  as  it  began  the  turn  to  orbital  climb,  and  the g
   forces  built  steadily,  but  he'd  lived  most  of  his life.
   under  punishing  high-g  pounding,  so  that  didn't mean
   much  to  him.  They  went  through  maximum aerody-
   namic  pressure  as  he  expected;  the  call  to  throttle back
   the  liquid  engines,  the  bumpy  rattling  ride  through the
   sonic  snrend  qnf]  fbpn  nnvj,-r  64oLr  -  f@  --- 1--A-A
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  five  percent.  He  felt  some  discomfort  from  the knowl-
  edge  that  they  were  still  tied  to  those  solid boosters
  that  in  an  instant  could  transform  them  all  into  a single
  boiling  mass  of  blazing  fire,  and  a  small  knot deep
  inside  him  untied  itself  as  they  came  to  146  seconds for
  the  Mark  11  solids,  then  a  terrific  bang  went through
  the  compartment  as  the  pyrotechnics  blew  to  sever the
  connections  with  the  solids,  and  the  flight  crew  in la-
  conic  terms  confirmed  solid  sep  and  they continued
  upwards  on  their  own engines.
    They  waited  for  the  first  power  shutdown;  it came
  smoothly  and  they  floated  upward  into  their  seat re-
  straints.  They'd  coast  just  short  of  orbital  insertion for
  eighteen  minutes.  Keeping  suit  integrity  was called



  for-Stavers  hated  his  "trussed  like  a  gagged  pig" status
  and  twisted  uncomfortably  in  the  suit-but  the time
  passed.  He  riveted  his  attention  to  the  radio  calls be-
  tween  Athena  and  the  ground  stations  over  which they
  passed  with  speed  that  made  a  rifle  bullet  a bumbling
  slug  in  comparison.  Then  the  engines  powered  up again,
  shoved  them  once  more  into  their  seats,  and  he counted
  down  the  minutes  in  his  mind,  forcing  away  all other
 thoughts.
   Shutdown.
    Zero gravity.
    Some  more  waiting  as  the  maneuvering  engines fired
  on  and  off  with  their  dull  thuds  and  bangs,  listening to
  the  calls  between  Athena  and  Gulliver.  He  felt the
  sudden  stop,  the  impact  of  airlock  clutches  catching and
  securing,  and  that  was it.
   "Okay.
           ,  people,  we've  got  confirmed  solid  airlock sta-
  tus,  Everybody  ashore  that's  going  ashore,"  came the
  easv  comments  &om  the  flight deck.
    'fhe  movements  were  like  a  high-tech  tourist  trip. No
  one  aboard  Athena  or  Gulliver  had  any  idea  who the
  two  latecomers  were.  Doug  Stavers  and  Dr, Rebecca
  Weinstein  were  strangers  whose  duties  had  only been
  hinted  at  in  a  distant  and  inconclusive  manner. Weinstein
  attended  to  that  problem  in  short  order  when they
  floated  to  the  main  crew  quarters  of  the  Mars vessel.
    "Dr,  Rebecca  Weinstein,"  she  said  of  herself.  "I'm a
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  specialist  in  environmental  systems,  trained specifically
  for  Martian  conditions.  My  job  will  be  to  search  for life
  spores  and  elements  of  life  systems  in  the underground
  water,  frozen,  of  course,  of  the  planet.  This  is  Dr. Kurt
 Stevens, 11  she  gestured  to  Stavers.  "His  field  is plane-
  tary geology
             ,,  and  we'll  be  working  together  on surface
  explorations  and  deep  sampling programs."
    As  ordinary  as  tap  water  in  a  kitchen.  There wasn't
  time  to  do  much  more  than  this  brief  greeting  ritual of
  those  already  aboard  Gulliver  and  the  newcomers. Stavers
  spent  his  time  studying  the  ship  and  its  control systems
  and  especially  the  computers.  He  bad  the shadowy
  feeling  he'd  need  to  know  them  as  well  as  he  did the
  controls  of  a  familiar Skua.
    Weinstein  spent  her  time  with  two  other  women of
  the  crew,  who  shared  her  intense  interest  in onboard
  systems  and controls.
    They  never  understood  that  they  were  writing their
  own  death sentence.
    Weinstein  moved  slowly,  drifting  in  zero  gravity to
  one  of  the  landing  vessels  tucked  securely  within  an aft
  cylinder  of  the  Gulliver  cluster.  She  closed  the  batch to
  guarantee  their  silence  from  the  crew,  She  turned slowly
  to  face Stavers.
    "You  understand  the  control  systems  to  your satis-
 faction?"
    "Yeah.  This  whole  thing  is  going  to  fly  on autopiiot
  anyway,"  he  confirmed.  "The  people  al@oard  are just
  along  for  the  ride.  if  something  goes  wrong  we're sup-
  posed  to  fix  it.  But  the  buman  crew  is  superfluous to
  the  trip.  This  might  just  as  well-no,  that's  wrong. This
  is  a  fullv  automatic  flight.  The  computers  do  it all."
    "could  you  run  this  thing,  clumsy  and  antiquated as
  it  is,"  she  pressed,  "if  the  flight  crew  weren't aboard?"
    "I  think  I  know  what  you're  getting  at,"  he said
  slowly.  She  was  tougher  than  he  had  imagined.  But she
  was  so  close  to  rejoining  her  people.  The  massive weight
  of  two  thousand  years  crossed  his  mind  and  his under-
  standing  deepened.  He  nodded  to  her.  "Yes,  I  can run
  it.  You  could  Probabiv  run  it  better  than  me. He]]-
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   Rebecca,  we're  not  flying.  This  whole  trip  is  just boost-
   ing  from  one  velocity  level  to  another  and  the  course is
   all  computer-run, anyway.  11
     I  had  to  be  certain  you  understood  that. Absolutely."
     "I  understand.  Now  get  to  the  -meat  of  all this."
     "You  know  what  we  have  to do."
     "I  get  the  picture.  All  of thern?"
     "All  of  them.  One  wild  card,  one  emotional reaction
   at  the  controls,  anything,  could  destroy  everything we've
   done  to  this moment."
     "You  brought  the  stuff  with you?"
     "Yes.  Enough  to  do  the job."
     "When  and where?"
     "There's  a  crew  briefing  starting  one  hour  from now.



   In  the  flight  afterdeck.  We  have  enough  time  to go
   forward,  leave  the  aerosol  on  timer,  and  return here.
   We  wear  fully  pressurized  suits  the  moment  we get
   back  here.  We  can  hook  up  to  the  ship  intercom so
   we'll  know  when  it happens.   11
     He  felt  he  was  on  a  dizzying pluDge.
     He  also  knew  there  was  no  other way,
     "Let's  go  "  he  told  her,  and  pushed  hard  to  float back
   to  the  flighi afterdeck.
     It  went  ridiculously  easy.  Since  they  were  still in
   Earth  parking  orbit  and  Gulliver  was  on  standby status,
   largely  powered  down,  the  great  ship  cluster  was moni-
   tored  by  automatic  systems,  leaving  the  crew  free to
   attend  to  their  own  duties,  relax,  or  start  the repetitive
   checking  of  equipment  for  the  long  eight-month flight
   to  Mars.  But  ...  not  yet,  and  a  better  moment wou'16
   not come.
     Thev  went  together  to  the  flight  afterdeek, floatng
   throu@h  the  passageways,  pulling  themselves  along on
   the  cable  guides.  Twice  they  encountered  other crew
   members,  but  by  unspoken  agreement,  little  was spo-
   ken  during  such  encounters.  Because  the outbound
   flight  was  scheduled  for  eight  long  months, everyone
   aboard  Gulliver  intended  to  squeeze  every  Dew aspect
   of  their  lives  small  bite  by  bite,  so  as  to  lessen the
   feeling  of  interminable  flight  aboard  a  tin-can  craft that
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  would  become  balkier  and  more  smelly  with  every pass-
  ing month.
     In  the  flight  afterdeck,  floating  above  the conference
  table  and  computer  control  monitors,  alone  in  the cubi-
  cle,  Rebecca  Weinstein  found  just  what  she  wanted. A
  large  console  against  a  bulkhead  with  at  least  six inches
  of  open  space  behind.  She  slipped  the  aerosol container
  she  had  hidden  in  her  jumpsuit  behind  the  panel, ad-
  justed  the  timer  release,  and  floated  away.  Without a
  word  they  drifted  back  to  the  landing  vessel  where they
  had  placed  their  pressure suits.
     "Suit  up  now,"  Stavers  ordered  her.  "If  anyone comes
  along  we  won't  be  pressurized,  and  it's  a  normal equip-
  ment  checkout. "
     Forty-five  minutes  later  the  ship  intercom speakers
  came  alive.  "All  hands,  conference  in  the  flight after-
  deck  fifteen  minutes  from  now.  Punch  in  from wher-
  ever  you  are  so  we  can  get  a  count."  Stavers  tapped a
  crew  call  button  twice,  others  did  the  same  from through-
  out  the  ship,  and  the  first  officer's  voice  came  on again.
  "All  hands  accounted  for.  Thank  you,  people.  See you
  in  just  fourteen minutes."
     "Pressure  up,"  Stavers  instructed.  "No  radio,  and no
  intercom.  If  we  need  to  talk,  press  our  helmets to-
  gether.  The  vibration  will  pass  our  words through."
     She  nodded.  There  wasn't  any  need  to  talk. Weinstein
  checked  the  intercom  speaker.  It  was  accepted practice
  to  leave  the  transmit  sets  open  during  any conference,
  so  they  would  know  when  the  meeting  started and
  could  confirm  that  everyone  else  was  in  that afterdeck.
     She  had  worked  out  the  rest  well  before  this mo-
  ment.  Weinstein  had  lived  for  centuries  with starsbip
  computer  systems  against  which  Gulliver's computers
  were  drooling  idiots.  She  had  accessed  the  main com-
  puter  line,  she  opened  the  connection  relay  console in
  the  passageway  by  the  landing  vessels.  They waited;
  voices  came  from  the  afterdeck  and  then  they  heard the
  words  they  needed  to  begin  the  sequences already
 planned.
     She  pointed  to  her  suit  wrist  timer.  Stavers nodded,
  The  aerosol  was  opening  at  that  very  moment,  and a
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   thin  mixture  of  etorphin  sprayed  into  the afterdeck.
   With  no  instructions  to  go  with  inhalation  of  the gas,
   the  flight  crew  simply  went  mute,  remaining where
   they  had  been  the  moment  the  gas  reached  their brains,
   living  but  dumb  rag  dolls  weaving  for  several moments
   in  weightlessness  as  they  continued  to breathe.
     "Let's  go,"  Stavers  said.  They  floated  forward into
   the  afterdeck,  moving  among  the  crew,  releasing velcro
   and  other  holddown  straps  and  floating  the  men and
   women  by  the  door  to  Airlock  Two.  They  closed  off the
   afterdeek  pressure  hatch  to  the  rest  of  the  ship  from the
   opposite  side  of  the  afterdeck,  opened  the  hatch be-
   tween  the  afterdeck  and  the  airlock,  and then-
     The  airlock  hatches  opened.  instantly  the  air  in the



   airlock  and  the  afterdeck  exploded  outward  into vac-
   uum.  As  their  own  bodies  sprayed  boiling  blood and
   liquids  from  the  violent  decompression,  the  dead and
   dying  men  and  women  were  flung  by  air  rushing into
   vacuum  away  from  the ship.
     "Close  deck  hatch,"  Stavers  instructed. Weinstein
   tapped  the  buttons  and  computer  panels  confirmed the
   proper  operation  of  the  hatch.  "Okay.  The  fan systems
   will  have  carried  traces  of  that  gas  through  the ship.
   Lefs  open  her  up.  Everything opens."
     Every  hatch  and  panel  leading  to  vacuum yawned
   wide.  Every  last  trace  of  air  and  gases  vanished into
   space,  Red  lights  played  everywhere  on  the panel,
     "Close  her  up,"  Stavers  added.  Weinstein worked
   the  controls.  They  heard  and  felt  dull  thuds  as Gulliver
   resealed  itself.  Hatch  lights  glowed  green. "Pressure
   up,  all  air  systems  full  functional,"  Stavers  weDt on,
   Twenty  minutes  later  Gulliver,  sealed  an(,,'  working per-
   fectly,  had  normal  spacecraft  atmosphere  content and
  pressure.
     Weinstein  opened  her  faceplate.  "There's  no  time to
   lose.  The  telemetry  systems  will  have  reported  a mas-
   sive  failure  aboard  this  ship,  and  they'll  be sending
   people  over  to investigate. 11
     "How  long  before  you  can  fire  the,  engines?" Stavers
  asked.
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  directly  behind  her.  "As  soon  as  we  get  there. I'd
  already  programmed  the  computers  to  respond  to im-
  mediate  countdown.  We  take  our  seats,  kick  in the
  autosequence,  and  go.  I've  got  manual  override  on the
  propulsion  system  and  the  ship  will  adjust automatically
  with  the  thrusters  to  the  new  flight profile."
    "I  was  going  to  ask  you  about  that,"  Stavers said.
  "I've  pretty  well  figured  out  what  you  planned  to do
  and  even  how  you'd  do  it,  but  you're  the  space jockey
  around  here,  not me."
    "Let  it  hold  until  we're  on  our  way."  They  eased into
  the  flight  deck,  Weinstein  took  the  commander's seat,
  Stavers  the  pilot  seat  to  her  right.  Weinstein studied
  the  control  panels  for  several  minutes,  then  nodded to
  herself  She  lifted  a  safety  cover,  moved  a  lever forward
  and  twisted  it  to  the  left,  opened  another  panel, and
  pressed  the  control  marked  FULL  SEQUENCE, AUTOCOUNT,
 AUTOFIRE.
    She  smiled  at  Stavers.  "Twenty-eight  seconds  to go.
  Hang  on  to  your  seat, lover."
    Far  behind  them  Gulliver  pressured  up, groaning
  and  heaving  within  its  innards,  turbines  spinning, pres-
  sure  lines  trembling,  and  then  without  any  more thun-
  der  than  a  distant  muted  roar,  the  engines  ignited, a
  great  plasma  sheath  erupted  with  violet  plumes behind
  them,  and  Gulliver  moved  away  fi-om  the Grissom
 station.
    It  was  a  sight  the  crew  members  of  Grissom would
  never  forget.  In  that  spreading  plasma  sheath little
  flickers  of  fire  danced  and  twinkled  as  the  bodies  of the
  Gulliver  crew  flew  in spaceflame.
 Chapter 29
    Flying  to  Mars  on  an  outward-from-the-su-i  swing of
   centrifugal  force  is  a  journey  the  duration  of  which is
   related  directly  to  the  cost  of  the  ticket. Gulliver's
   computer  was  programmed  originally  for  a "Hohmann
  Ellipse"  orbit  which  slings  the  spacecraft  on  a  long and
   tedious  journey  halfway  around  the  sun.  To  answer the
   question  of  "how  far  is  it  between  Earth  and Mars"
   pinches  reality  in  a  painful  fashion  because  the answer
   depends  upon  the  relative  positions  of  the  two planets
   at  any  one  time.  if  Mars  is  on  one  side  of  the  sun from
   the  Earth  then  it's  a  hell  of  a  distance  measured  in a
   couple  huDdred  million  miles.  If  you  use  the celestial
   tape  measure  when  the  two  planets  are  olosest  then the
   distance  is  tbirty-five  million  miles.  But  you  can't race
   for  Mars  at  the  closest  distance  because  on  the celestial
   merry-go-round  Mars  is  farther  than  is  Earth  from the
   sun  and  Mars  moves  with  slower  speed.  It's  back to
   celestial  duck-bunting  with  proper  aiming  lead  for the
   bunter  and  the target.
     Rebecca  Weinstein  was  more  than  overly  tired  of all
   the  mathematics  of  such  planetan,  flight.  To  the vessel
   within  which  rode  her  race  the  greatest  rockets  of Earth
   were  the  clumsiest  and  most  archaic  of  all possible
   machines;  hand-carved  metallic  dugouts  of questionable
   reliability  and  terrible  performance.  Yet  Weinstein, with



   Stavers,  remained  imprisoned  within  the  greatest possi-
   ble  speeds  of  which  Gulliver  was  capable  all matters
   that  Stavers  had  brought  to  her  with  almost  harsh de-
   mands  for answers.
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    "This  trip  is  programmed  for  eight  months,"  she told
  him.  "That's  the  original  trip.  We're  not  going  to spend
  eight  months  in  this  bilious  clanking  ark;  we  don't need
  to. "
    "From  everything  I  know  about  launch geometry'
  he  protested mildly,   11  the  most  efficient  flight  is from
  220  to  300 days."
    I  know  that  very  well,"  she  said  with  great patience.
  It  was  extraordinarily  difficult  for  her  not  to  talk down
  to  a  man  with  the  incredible  versatility  of  Doug Stavers,
  but  his  skills  and  even  his  brilliance  in  flight  were with
  winged  aircraft  within  an  atmosphere.  You  didn't  "fly" a
  spacecraft.  You  selected  velocity,  angle,  timing  and other
  intricate  factors  dictated  by  the  celestial  gods  of gravity
  and  positioning  and  relative  velocities,  all  of  which were
  dealt  with  by  her  ships  as  posing  no  more  problem than
  an  airplane  turning  left  or  right,  but  for humankind's
  ships  these  were  towering  and  angry  problems demand-
  ing  constant  attention  and  maximum effort.
    "Look,"  she  said  with  immense  patience,  "the most
  efficient  trip  calls  for  absolutely  minimum  use  of fuel
  and  maximum  use  of  trajectory  and  planet  gravity. But
  why  are  you  so  hung  up  on  that?  We're  not  after an
  efficient  flight,  Doug.  We're  after  a  wasteful, fuel-
  consuming  trip  that  will  cut  the  271  days programmed
  for  Gulliver  down  to  less  than  a hundr4"
    "How? Why?"
    "Because,  first  of  all,  this  is  a  one-way flight."
    "Hot  damn,"  he  grinned.  "The  most  obvious  to  see is
  the  wart  on  the  end  of  your  own nose."
    "Aptly  put,"  she  laughed  with  him,  "You  see  it clearly,
  then, "
    "Sure.  We  don't  need  to  arrive  at  Mars  with enough
  fuel  to  deorbit  and  then,  with  our  main  engines, boost
  out  of  Martian  orbit  for  the  return  trip,  have enough
  fuel  for  trajectory  changes,  and  then  deboost  into Earth
  orbit. "
    "Bingo,"  she  sang,  using  an  expression  she knew
  she'd  carry  to  the  stars  in  the  future.  "So  I've repro-
  grammed  the  computer  to  give  us  the  fastest possible
  course  to  Mqrs  wbilp  lpnvinc,  @--k  A-1  - I            .... ...
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   down  when  we  get  there,  and  place  us  into  a highly
   elliptical orbit."
     "Which  at  perigee  will  be  as  close  to  Mars  as possi-
   ble,"  he  went  on,  the  obvious  rushina  to  him now.
   "And  at  low  point  we'll  be  in  the  best  position possible
   for  a  landing  at Cydonia."
     "Another  bingo.  And  even  then  we  can  be  as wasteful
   as  we  want  with  the  fuel  in  the  landing  craft.  We're not
   planning  for  taking  off  from  Mars  in  that  clunker. In
   short,  we've  got  fuel  up  the  gazoo  to burn."
     He  nearly  broke  up  with  her  response.  "There are
   times,  lady,  when  you  floor  me.  A  woman  of  the stars
   with  bingo  and  gazoo  for  tech talk."
     "It  makes  it  much  less painful,"
     "How  long  do  you  figure  from  here  to Mars?"



     "Ninety-one  days  on  the  nose.  En  route  the com-
   puter  will  update  constantly  our  position  relative to
   Mars,  the  usual  navigational  garbage,  and  we  may have
   a  midcourse  correction,  but  it won    I t  be  much  of a
   Delta-V.  When  the  engines  cut  off  after  the  first burn
   we  were  right  down  the slot,"
     "The numbers?"
     "Well,  if  we  were  using  an  aircraft  LORAN  it would
   tell  us  forty  one  point  zero  degrees  north  and nine
   point  four  degrees  west.  That  pinpoints Cydoma."
     Stavers  drifted  to  a  viewport  to  watch  the  curve of
   the  earth  growing  more  sharply  defined,  "I understand-
   Dow  how  Borman  and  the  others felt,"
     She  drifted  to  his  side  and  slid  her  arm  througyh h4s,
   pulling  him  close,  "I'll  tell  you  this,  my  terrestrial ffiend,"
   she  said  softly.  "As  many  times  as  you  see  this sight,
   watching  a  world,  yours  or  another,  recede  In  the dis-
   tance  until  it's  only  a  marble,  anct  then  a  glowing dot,
   the  wonder,  the  incredible  wonder,  never  goes away.
   For  a  race  so  barbaric  as  yours,  your  people  still pro-
   duce  marvelous  word  pictures.  What  best  fits  this mo-
   ment  would  the  music  of  the spheres."
     He  nodded,  and  they  drifted  from  the  window  to a
   large  soft  couch.  Strips  of  velcro  held  them  down  as she
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     "What  do  you  do  when  you  have  three  months of
  from  here  to  there?"  he  asked her.
     "What  else,  silly.  You  make love,"
     "Makes  sense, too."
     "But  the  best  of  all  is  that  we're  in  zero  gravity and
 you I ve  never  made  love  under  these conditions."
     "True. "
     "So  I  guess  I'll  have  to  educate you."
     "Uh huh."
     Having  a  flight-programming  computer  with  a syn-
  thetic  larynx  was  like  having  a  third  crewman aboard.
     Ninety  one  days,  three  hours  and  fourteen minutes
  after  propulsion  cutoff,  Gulliver  deboosted  into  its stark
  elliptical  orbit  about  Mars,  and  the  engines  fell  silent as
  the  spaceship  swung  in  its  wide  circling  rush  about the
  planet.  At  its  lowest  point  it  was  barely  forty miles
  above  the  Martian surface.
     Rebecca  spoke  torrents  of  words  with  her  ship's com-
  plement  on  the  planet  in  a  language  hopelessly beyond
  anything  Stavers  could  comprehend.  His  feelings of
  wonder  had  abated  during  the  three-month journey.
  Now,  hearing  this  alien  language-a  language  from deep
  space  he  felt  a  growing  sense  of  wonder  again, an
  exultation  that  he  would  join  this  very  same  race. And
  there  was  so  much more!
     "We  can  modify  you  genetically,"  Rebecca  told him
  in  a  quiet  embrace  after  a  long  and  slow  session of
  making  love,  "We  have  those  facilities  aboard  our ship.
  Even  if  your  genome  background  lacks  the preparation
  our  people  have,  there's  no  reason  why  you  can't  live at
  least  a  thousand years."
     "It  sounds  too  real,  too  good,  to  be  true,"  he said
  cautiously.  "What  the  hell,  Rebecca,  why  would your
  people  bother  to  drag  me  along?  I'm  primal, remember?"
     "God,  yes,"  she  said,  squeezing  him  gently between
  the  legs.  "Damned  good  primal,  too.  But  to answer
  your  question,  once  the  combination  of  you,  your ge-
  netic  makeup  and  the  arbatik  energize  tfie  ship, you'll
  have  becorne  a  part  of  us.  You'll  be  one  of us."
     Ilk  dri,@:wnc  tv@-  -,il,]  G-  --l- @4-11-1
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      The  computer  spoke  in  clipped  phrases.  They were
   in  the  main  landing  craft,  resembling  an  oversized Apollo
   but  with  landing  legs  jutting  out  widely,  thrusters about
   the  ship,  and  three  main  engines  beneath  them. Gulliver
   was  already  on  its  way  up  along  the  elliptical orbit;
   they'd  separated  from  the  ship  to  deboost  and dropped
   into  a  lower  orbit,  their  highest  point  above  MMarrss  nn w
   only  seventeen  miles,  and  they  kept  their  hands ready
   at  the  controls  for  an  emergency  situation  while the
   computer  ran  through  its  program  to  bring  them safely
   to  the surface.
      "High  gate  coming  up.  Through  high  gate  now with
   eight-three  percent  available,  Prepare  for  repeat de-
   boost  and  deceleration  to  two  g load."
      Engines  fired  immediately  after  the  computer warn-



   ing  and  they  sagged  in  their  couches;  after  three months
   in  weightlessness  the  2g  load  was  punishment, "De-
   scent  track  nominal,  trajectory  nominal.  We  are  in the
   keyhole  slotfor  anticipated  main  engines  burn. Manned
   crew  suits  will  inflate  for  anti-g  resistance.  "  At those
   words  their  suit  bladders  squeezed  hard  against their
   legs  and  lower  torso  to  prevent  blood  from  pooling in
   their  lower extremities.
      The  ship  fell  like  a  great  stone,  balanced  by  a small
   drogue  parachute  whipping  in  the  thin  wisps  of atmo-
  sphere.
      "Main  engines  ignition  in  fifteen  seconds. Manned
   crew  take  brace  positions.  Ignition  in  ten  seconds. Nine,
   eight,  seven  .  , ."
      SMASH!  Cruel  deceleration;  the  computer ignored
   their  personal  distress.  "Three  engines  ignition, full
   chamber  pressure,  nine ni   . ne pot. nt  eight  seven nominal
   in  the  burn.  Radar  ranging  functioning  properly. We
   are  GO  for  continued  descent.  We  are  approaching low
   gate  entry.  All  systems GO."
      "Hurry  up  and  get  it  over  with,  you  son  of  a bitch!"
   Stavers  cursed  the computer.
      "Low  gate,  low  gate.  Beginning,  pitchoverfrom, oblique
   trajectory.  Curve  is  GO,  radar  ranging  tracking, We
   t._- -                1--h-f              J."'cino 'mpratinn
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  nominal.  Coining  up  through  low  gate  to  vertical de-
  scent.  Decelerating.  Raising  dust.  Seven  seconds, six,
  flive  four,  prepare  for  stop,  two,  one, impac-
   C'kNCH     '!
    "Engine  cutoff.  Pressures  nominal.  Bio  systems fully
  functional.  Congratulations,  congratulations, congratu-"
    Rebecca  reached  out  to  kill  the  computer  voice system.
    "Jesus  Christ,"  Stavers  said  in  an  awed  whisper, "we
  made  it.  We  really  did it!"
    He  raised  himself  from  his  couch  to  look  through the
  viewport.  The  face  of  Cydonia  rose  huge  in  the near
 distance.
   Massive.
   Unfriendly.
   Alien.
    Between  the  face  mountain  and  their  ship  he  saw a
  trail  of  dust  moving  towards  them.  He  knew  his words
  would  sound  ridiculous  but  he  couldn't  help himself.
    "Here  comes daddy,     "  he said.
 Chapter 30
    Glorious  glorious, GLORIOUS!
    He  felt  the  power  surging  through  him. Incredible
   energy  beyond  anything  he  had  ever  known, anything
   he  had  ever  imagined.  Power  surged  within  him with
   the  fury  of  a  blazing  star.  His  mind,  his  body,  his very
   essence  of  being  had  become  a  conduit  for  the energy
   that  permeated  all  the  universe.  It  was  the  energy of
   space-time  and  massive  gravitational  warps,  the energy
   streaming  at  speeds  incomprehensibly  faster  than light
   to  bind  even  the  mighty  quasars  in  their  positioning of
   one  to  the other.
    They  had  explained  that  to  him.  As  best  they could,
   anyway,  for  not  even  all  of  Doug  Stavers' knowledge
   could  prepare  him  for  the  depths  of  understanding nee-
   essarv  to  know  the  meaning  of  interstellar  energy streams,
   Karlden  Tai-Dr.  Rebecca  Weinstein's  persona  had been
   banished  forever-knew  hirn  best  and  also understood
   how  Stavers'  thinking  and  perception  worked.  As best
   she  could  she  described  to  him  the  almost-magical en-
   ergrv  that  enabled  their  huge  vessel  to transfer-not
   simply  to  travel-in  hours,  distances  measured  in thou-
   sands  of  light years.
     They  walked  through  the  energy  drive  system  of the
   huge  vessel  that  had  been  their  honie  for  thousands of
   years.  He  found  it  beyond  his  grasp  to  comprehend a
   ship  several  miles  in  length  and  almost  as  large from
   side  to  side  and  from  top  to  bottom.  "Let  the compre-
   hension  wait,"  Karlden  Tai  told  him.  "That  comes with
   time.  It's  much  more  important  for  vou  to understand
qQ7
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    how  the  drive  functions,  You're  going  to  be  an integral
    part  of it."
      He  nodded.  He  also  noticed  that  the  other members
    of  this  race  met  him  in  regal  and  warm  fashion, an
    unspoken  gratitude  that  he  would  be  able  to  function as
    had  the  long-departed  Wolfram.  He  knew  he  was criti-
    cal,  be  knew  he  was  actually  life-giving,  to  this almost-
    inconceivable  machine.  That  strange,  even mysterious
    combination  of  genetic  coding  and  the  arbatik  was a
    combination  that  tapped  what  Karlden  Tai  called the
    masstime stream.
      "But  it's  something  you  need  almost  three  brains to
    visualize,"  she  told  him.  "We  can  all  envisage  a stream,
    whether  it's  liquid  or  a  plasma  jet  or  a  laser  beam.  It's a
    stream  of  quanta  or wave      energy;  which  one doesn't
    matter.  If  that  stream  has  enormous  gravity,  it folds
    space  all  about  the  stream  into  itself  It  changes the
    fabric  of  space  through its   mass,  which  means  it also
    warps,  or  bends,  time, and    the  resistance  you'd expect
    to  encounter  in,  well, call   it  bigbspeed  flight, simply
    isn't there."
     ,  It  sounds  as  if  you're  driving  a  wedge  before  you so
    that  the  ship  moves  into  a vacuum-"
     "But  a  vacuum  of  everything,"  she  stressed, breaking
    in.  "That's  what  you've  got  to  grasp.  A  vacuum of
    particles  down  to  the  smallest  subatomic  muon or
    charmed  particle.  A  vacuum  of  anything  molecular, of
    course.  But  also  a  vacuum,  a  total  absence,  of  space and
    time.  So  you  don't  have  any  mass  and  any  kind of
    limitation  no  longer exists."
     -Wait  a  rnoment,"  he  said,  standmg  before machinery
    that  distorted  his  vision.  Machinery  that  seemed to
    have  no  actual  shape,  that  shimmered  and  pulsed con-
    stantly,  glowing  from  within.  A  monster  waiting  to be
    brought  to  full  life  from  a  slumber  of  two thousand
    years.  '-Let  all  that  go  fbr  a  moment.  How  do  you tie
    into  what  you  call  this  interstellar  stream?  How  do you
    use  it  to  get  from  here  to there?"
     She  smiled.  "You've  never  beard  of  chrentsua, of
   course.
    "Of  courvi-.  -  hP  zqitl @1,0,
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     "It's  our  word  for  what  your  science  calls  a quasar."
     "That's  quasi-stellar.  It's  hardly  new  to  us,"  he added.
    .1  Chrentsua  is  a  particular  category  of  pulsar.  In En-
  glish  the  best  translation  would  be  a  Pulsar  Z,  only your
  science  hasn't  given  it  that  name  yet.  Back  in  1989, not
  so  long  ago,  of  course,  your  astronomers  discovered the
  first  of  these  ever  known  to  your  world.  A  quasar more
  than  eighteen  billion  light  years  from  your  sun.  Do you
  remember that?"
     He  nodded.  "Yes;  yes,  I  do.  1,  yeah,  they  said  it was
  a  single  star  that  generated  more  energy,  more light,
  from  just  this  one  star,  than  the  light  and  energy  from a
  thousand  galaxies,  each  galaxy  made  up  of  more  than a
  hundred  billion stars."



     "You  can't  conceive  of  those  numbers,"  she said
  quickly,  "and  neither  can  1.  But  we're  talking  about a
  single  stellar  object  more  than  eight  billion miles-your
  miles-in  diameter.  However,  you  don't  need  to un-
  derstand  all  the  numbers.  it's  important,  however, that
  you  understand  such  quasars  of  this  magnitude  are the
  waypoints  of  the universe."
     He  was  actually  getting  ahead  of  her  explanation. "If
  I  read  you  right,  Rebecca-damnit,  sorry  about the
  name-if  I  read  you  right,  these  quasars  are  like energy
  stations  located  throughout  the  universe,  like power
  transformers. "
     "Very,  very  crude,"  she  said  with  faint  praise, "but
  accurate  enough."  She  studied  him  carefully,  then went
 on.
     "You  understand  that  the  more  vou're  at  ease with
  this  entire  system  the  more  efficienfly  vou'll  be  able. to
  function  in  providing  the  power  required  for  our vessel?"
     He  nodded.  "Machinery  is  machinery."  he  said, sin-
  cere  in  his  statement. "It     , s  all  complicated  until you
  know  it.  Then  it  becomes  second-nature  to function
  with  the machinery."
     "Excellent!  Now,  the  most  critical  aspect  of  all  this is
  that  every  chrentsua  has  its  own  energy signature-
     "In  th@  band  of  the  usual spectrum@"         -
     "No.  Or,  only  partially.  The  power  of  one  of these
  nn.q.q.qrq  in  rome,  ",,Avs  ir,  even  vreater  than  a  black hole.
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   They  function  differently,  That's  a  crude  yardstick, but
   it's  real. "
     "Okay.  Go  on  about  the  energy signature."
     "It  matches  the  combination  of  your  genetic struc-
   ture,  combined  with  the  arbatik.  You  and  the arbatik
   for  a  transceiver.  You  tune  in  to  the  energy  stream of
   the  chrentsua-that's  something  the  computers  will do,
   Of  course-and,  when  you're  in  the  precise  position for
   our  drive  system  also  to  become  part  of  the,  well,  of the
   system,  then  the  energy  flows  to  you,  Stavers and
   arbatik,  and  through  you  to  our drive."
     He  thought  for  several  moments.  "Roughly,  it's  like a
   microwave transceiver-transformer."
     "Roughly,  yes."  She  took  his  arm  and  they started
   down  a  long  curving  corridor,  plastimetal  yielding be-
   neath  their  feet  as  might  a  luxurious  carpet. "We're
   going  to  the  observation  rotunda  first,  so  you  can see
   from  there  the  view  we'll  have  among  the  stars. Then
   we'll  go  to  the  propulsion  system.  I  want  you  to look,
   touch,  feel  the  system,  stand  within  it.  Do  you notice,
   even  as  we  get  closer  to  the  drive,  that  you  can actually
  feel  the  energy  flowing  through you?"
     "God,  yes,"  he  said,  his  sense  of  exultation growing
   slowly.  "it's  ...  I  never  felt  anything  like  it.  I could
   move  a  mountain,  wrestle  with  a  damned  dinosaur, I
   could-"  Words  failed  him  and  she  laughed. She
   squeezed  his  hand.  "It  gets  much,  much  better," she
   promised  him.  "Wolfram  often  said  you  didn't  feel you
   had  the  power  of  the  gods;  you  were  a god."
    She  smiled  at  the  entrance  to  the  observation deck.
   I  promise  you,  Doug,  a  feeling  and  an  actuality of
   power  beyond  even  your  wildest dreams."
    She  led  him  into  the  luxurious  trappings  of  the great
   observation  rotunda,  strewn  carefully  with  deep, wel-
   coming  softness.  He  stood  before  the  great bulbous
   dome  of  a  material  absolutely  transparent  but which
   was  immensely  stronger  than  any  metal  ever developed
   on  his  own  world.  The  view  was  sensational,  and he
   recalled  their  assurance  that  the  observation material
   was  not  only  so  strong,  but  also  provided  full protection
   aaainst  the  unflitt-rt,.r] @dfravi@d-f      d,47  @ -11--
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  more  distant  sun  than  he'd  known  all  his  life.  He looked
  out  across  the  boulder-strewn  surface  of  Mars, orange
  and  dusty,  cratered  in  the  distance,  the  sand  billions of
  years  ancient,  lying  beneath  an  atmosphere  only  a faint
  whisper  of  Earth.  Yet  this  ghostly  remnant  of  an air
  --ean  was  alive  in  its  own  phantom  sort  of  way. Look-
  ing  beyond  the  mile-long  face  of  Cydonia  lie  spied  a tall
  and  sinuous  dust  devil  dancing  along  the  Martian boul-
  ders  and  sand  dunes.  He  shook  his  head;  this,@vas  only a
  taste  of  what  was  to  come  on  worlds  he  couldn't yet
 imagine.
    Again  she  took  his  hand.  "The  drive  room.  I've been
  asked  to  have  you  study  the  equipment.  As  I said
  before,  not  simply  to  understand,  but tojeel."



    "Let's  do  it,"  he  said,  revealing  his  own eagerness.
    He  walked  around  the  drive  that  towered  a hundred
  feet  over  his  head,  multilayered  and  multileveled and
  that  seemed  to  extend  outward  in  constantly shifting
  angles.  He  climbed  transparent  steps  to  the  midlevel of
  the  drive.  "We  go  in  here,"  Karlden  Tai  said, motion-
  ing  him  to  follow  her.  Now  they  moved  through an
  incredible  structure  of  layered  transmitters, glowing
  areas  his  eyes  failed  to  penetrate,  what  appeared  to be
  enormous  cabled  columns,  all  of  it  intertwined  and part
  of  a  single system.
    They  stopped  before  a  space  hollowed  out within
  what  looked  like  ice,  or  some  form  of  clear  plastic. its
  exterior  studded  with  glowing  ovals.  "Those  are the
  energy  transfer  points,"  she  explained.  "You  and the
  arbatik,  in  this  space,  bring  us  fully  to  life.  Notice that
  the  space  is  perfect  for  your body."
    "It  sure  seems  to be.  -
    "The  computers  have  already  taken  every measure-
  ment  of  you  they  need,"  she  explained.  -@ou'll  fit ill
  here  with  no  physical discomfort-    "
    "What  about  hookups?"  he  asked  warily.  He  had 9
  sudden  vision  of  being  laced  with  wires  and needles.
    "None,"  she  said  to  reassure him.
   "None?"
   11  Doug,  we  don't  need  wires  to  carry  this  level of
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  energy,.,  Any  wire  made  would  melt  instantly,  be turned
  to gas.
     "Then  how  do  you  contain  or  channel  the energy?"
     "Um,  think  of  it  as  an  enormous  magnetic  field,  a flux
  that  guides  the  energy.  just  like,"  she  brought  up mem-
 ory,  11  the  magnetic  field  bottles  your  people  are using
  for  fusion  energy research."
     He  nodded.  "Got it."
     "We  need  to  confirm  the  measurements  and sizing,
  Doug.  Your  clothes.  Remove  them, please."
     "All  of them?"
     "Buck  naked, lover."
     He  grinned.  "Jewelry also?"
     "Everything.  Then  just  ease  into  the  space,  feel it,
  make  sure  you're  comfortable.  But  I  warn  you, you're
  going  to  sense  iust  the  gentle  edges  of  the  energy you
  can  control.  It's,  well,  like  a  super  cocktail.  It's wild,
 marvelous-"
     "I  get  the  idea,"  he  said,  cutting  her  off. Moments
  later  he  was  stripped  to  his  skin.  He  moved  into the
  body  space  waiting  for  him.  He  expected  it  to  be cold,
  or  at  least  cool,  but  learned  quickly  the  material, what-
  ever  it  was,  matched  his  own  body temperature.
     And  she  was  right.  He  felt  a  tingling  about, on,
  through  him,  as  if  the  first  strikes  of  thunderbolts bad
  just  reached his   skin.  A  feeling  of  power-he  could be
  Thor  of  Asgard.  He  could  be  anything, anyone!
     "Relax  where  you  are,  Doug. We        I re  going  to close
  the  system  and  test  the  energy  field  flow.  Any questions?"
     "if  it  gets  better  than  this,  I  can't  wait,"  he said,
  grinning  broadly  at  her,  already  forgetting  her, even
  forgetting  thinking,  the  urge  to  sense  and  feel  and be
  part  of  this  enormous  energy,  a  hunger  exploding within
 him.
     A  mist  formed  before  him,  within  seconds solidified
  so  that  he  was  now  in  dead  center  of  the  block of
  material,  which  in  turn  was  in  dead  center  of  the areat
                                                        Zn
  propulsion system.
    Energy@
     Glorious,  glorious, GLORIOUS!
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    Bitch!
     He  railed  with  the  overpowering  urge  to kill.
     Rotten,  scummy,  filthy  fucking bitch!
     He  railed  at  himself  with  a  near-insane  fury.  I could
  have  killed  her!  I  could  have,  I  should  have  skinned her
  alive!  I  should  have  torn  out  her  heart  and  eaten it
  myself, I-
     His  thoughts  stuttered  like  a  dying  truck  on  a badly
  rutted  road,  bumping  and  slamming  up  and  down and
  sideways  and  going nowhere.
     "Bitch!"  he  shouted.  "Rotten, conniving' filthy whore-"
     The  thoughts  shouted  thunderlike  in  his  head. His
  lips  didn't  move.  The  only  sounds  he  created came
  from  within  his  mind  and  remained  there,  echoing and



  crashing  off  the  inner  walls  of  his  owTi  thoughts. He
  cursed  himself  for  his  myopia,  for  his  stupidity, for
  trusting  this  woman  who'd  led  him  about  like  a chili
  with  a  ring  through  his  nose.  How  the  hell,  had she
  pulled  it  off?  He  had  the  real  power,  the  aura, the
  overwhelming  psyche;  he  had  the  energy  to  drive a
  million-ton  vessel  at  a  thousand  times  the  speed  of light,
  and  this  woman,  this  Weinstein-Tai  bitch  and  her people--
     "Fuck  all  of  you!"  he  howled,  His  words punched
  back  at  him,  swirling  around  and  around,  and  he lapsed
  into  a  bottomless  bowl  of  dejection,  for  he  knew  that his
  thick  steely  exterior  had  been  no  more  than  dust to
  Rebecca,  to  this  woman  Tai,  that  he  had  been con-
  trolled  with  magnificent Psychology-
     A  tone  sounded  in  his  head,  gentle,  warm;  a  notice ot
  entry,  and  then  her  voice,  clear and      woman-husky as
  well,  crisp  and  yet  musical,  through  pulsing  coils  of soft
  and  sensate  energy,  he  beard  that  voice,  and  as  he did
  so  they  manipulated  his  own  mind  so  that  she  was there
  before  him,  a  mental  hologram  realer  fhan life.
     Her  voice  whispered  in  his mind.
     Hello, lover.
     She  paused  to  let  her  words  and  presenee  sink in,
     This  is  hello  and  goodbye, Doug.
     She  was  so  real,  so  .  @  .  so  human'!  But,  no! Alien;
  she's  alien!  Much  more  than human.
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    He  struggled  to  move.  So  foolish;  he  couldn't even
  do  that.  Not  a  muscle twitched.
    He  couldn't  even  blink  his eyes.
    And  he  wasn't  breathing.  He  had  no  feeling  of respi-
  ration,  yet  he  breathed.  He  could  not  move,  yet tril-
  lions  of  movements  functioned  within  his body.
    I  don't  know  how  much  you  have  determined  by now,
  Voug.  But  you're  intelligent.  More  than  that, you're
  cunning,  and  you  figure  things  out  quickly.  But  to be
  certain,  because  this  is  the  only  time  I  will  ever  speak to
  you,  because  this  is  the  last  time  you  will  ever  hear the
  voice  of  anyone,  we  wanted  you  to  be  certain  you know
  how  well  you  will  serve us.
    You  are  an  intelligent  dinosaur.  A  creature  frozen in
  the  violent  past  of  a  planet  but  with  an  intelligent mind  '
  An  incredible,  inexplicable  quirk  of  nature.  A savage
  beast  capable  of  warmth,  love,  devotion,  fealty, sympa-
  thy,  dedication,  honesty,  compassion.  A  beast capable
  Of  such  emotions,  but  you  chose  to  put  those aside.
    Animals  that  kill  for  pleasure  when  they  have the
  choice  of  not  doing  so  are  throwbacks.  The  universe has
  no  use  for  them,  except  where  and  how  they  may serve
  others.  We  do  not  harm  others.  We  do  others  no injury.
  We  kill  only  for  survival  and  when  there  is  no other
  choice.  We  protect  our  enemies  whenever  and wherever
  possible.  This  is  madness  to  you.  We  know  that,  but it
  is  you  who  truly  are  mad,  your  mind  so  twisted you
  exceed  the  hatred  andjerocity  of  any  mindless  beast I
  have  ever encountered.
    Yet,  within  this  unbridled  savagery  andJoy  of  pain of
  others,  nature  has  created  you  as  a  rare,  rare muta-
  tion.  Your  genetic  code,  by  the  miracle  and  wonder of
  chance,  matches  the  arbatik  connected  to  your heart.
  They  both  beat  within  your  chest,  And  because  this is
  so,  we  fling  ourselves  with  casual  energy  through  all of
  space  and  we  prepare  to  enter  new  dimensions and
 realities.
    We  do  this  now  because  of  you,  and  in  our strange
  and  wonderful  measure  of  the  ironic,  we  both despise
  what  you  are,  and  are  yet  grateful  for  what  you have
  become  and  what  you  do  for  us now.
 DARK MESSIAH
405
     You  power  this vessel.
     You  will  live  for  thousands  of  years,  Doug Stavers.
   The  computers  and  our  medical  science  will  feed you
   energy,  keep  your  systems  and  organs  functioning. But
   you  will  not  move.  Electrical  energy  will  keep your
   muscles  fit  and  trim.  Nutrients  will  keep  you  well. Your
   eyes  will  see  but  they  will  not  move.  You  will never
   again  hear  a  voice.  You  will  never  again speak.
     Above  all,  Doug,  you  will  remain  sane.  We  tvill not
   permit  you  to  crawl  back  into  the  depths  of  your primi-
   tive  mind  and  escape  through  your  own  induced insan-
   ity.  We  are  capable  enough  to  prevent  that  exit. You
   will  be  with  us,  in  your  own  terms, f9rever.
     Know,  again,  we  are  grateful  to you.



     Know,  also,  that  we  give  you  life  far  beyond what
   your  own  feeble  physiology  could  ever  grant  to you.
   You  have  become  the  stuff  of  dreams  of  your  race, the
   first  man  to  live  for  thousands  of years.
     When  you  last  hear  my  voice  you  will  have  all that
   time  to  think.  To  meditate.  To  learn  from  your own
   self.  No  one  knows  what  you  will  or  may  find. Perhaps
   you  will  find God.
     Or  you  may  become  God  in  a  universe  where you
   alone live.
     You  are  to  be  tested  as  never  before.  We  will  not give
   you  pain,  but  we  know  you  will  ffiffict  it  upon yourself.
   You  will  never  know  hunger,  but  you  will  hunger to
   end  what  you are,
     So  be  it.  You  are  both  Worshipper  and  God.  You are
   all  the  good  and  especially  the  evil  that  permeates your
  world.
     But  you  will  never  again  hurt  another  living thing,
     Goodbye, forever@
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  novels  from  Baen Books.
  EXIT  EARTH-Just  as  the  US  and  the  USSR have
  finally  settled  their  differences,  American scientists
  discover  that  the  solar  system  is  about  to pass
  through  a  cloud  of  cosmic  dust  that  will incite
  the  Sun  to  a  paroxysm  of  fury.  All  will  die. There
  can  be  no  escape--except,  possibly,  for  a very
  few.  This  is  their  story.  636  pp.  -  65630-9 -
 $4.30                                 -
  KILLER  STATION-Earth's  first  space station
  Pleiades  is  a  scientific  boon-until  one brief
  moment  of  sabotage  changes  it  into  a ter-
  rible  Sword  of  Damocles.  33996-6  -  384 pp.
 $3.30                                         -
  THE  MESSIAH  STONE----@'An  unusual  thriller .
  not  only  in  subject  matter,  but  in  the  fact that
  the  author  claims  that  the  basic  idea  behind the
  book  is  real!  [THE  MESSIAH  STONE]  concerns the
  possession  of  a  stone,  the  person  who controls
  the  stone  rules  the  world.  The  last  such person
  is  rumored  to  be  Adolf  Hitler.... Harrowing
  adventure  and  nonstop  action.  "--Science Fiction
  Review.  63362-0  -  416  pp.  -  $3.95 -
  ZOBOA-It  started  with  the  hoacking  of  four atomic
  bombs,  and  ended  with  the  Space  Shuttle  atop a
  pillar  of  fire.  .  .  .  "From  the  marvelous, cinematic
  opening  pages,  Caidin  sweeps  the  reader  along in
  a  raucous,  exciting  thriller,'@--Publishers Weeki-Y
  65388-4  -  448  pp.  - $3,30
  To  order  these  Baen  Books@  check  each  title sele,,,terd
  and  return  with  a  check  or  money  order,  fior the,
  combined  cvver  price.  Send  to  Baen  Books,  260 Fifth
  Avenue,  New  York  N.Y. 10001.
          Distributed by  Simon  & Schuster
 1230  Avenue  of  the  Americas  -  New  York  NX. 10020



 BIG,  BAD  AND AFTER
   YOURBLOOD
    MARTIN CAIDIN
  Not  all  aliens  are  as  cute  and  cuddly  as  E.  T.  .  . .
    At  last  the  hopes  and  dreams  of earth-
  people  yearning  for  contact  with  the stars
  are  fulfilled-by  six  of  the  most ruthless
  and  depraved  convicts  that  a  galactic system
  advanced  only  in  its  methods  of cruelty
  and  oppression  can  produce.  When  they and
  their  technology  team  up  with  a  band of
  human  desperadoes  it's  going  to  be  hell on
 earth!
 And  don't  miss  BEAMRIDERS, high-tech
 science  fiction  adventure  as  only Martin
 Caidin  can  write it!
 Ai@ailable  at  your  local  bookstore,  or  send this
 coupon  and  the  cover  price(s)  to:  Baen Books,
 Dept.  BA,  New  York,  NY 10001.
 Prison  Ship,  69814-1, $4.50
 Beamriders,  69823-0. S3.95
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  65616-3  -  384  pages  - $2.95
  Prince  of Mercenaries
  69811-7  -  352  pages  - $3.95                          71
  Other Works:
  Birth  of Fire
  65649-X  -  256  pages  - $2.95                          LJ
  Warworld:  The  Burning Eye
  65420-9  -  384  pages  - $3.95
  The  Stars  at  War.  Imperial  Stars 1
  65603-1  -  480  pages  @ $3.50
  Republic  and  Empire:  Imperial  Stars 11
  65359-8  -  416  pages  - $3.95
  The  Crash  of  Empire:  Imperial  Stars III
  69826-5  -  384  pages  - $3.95                          0
  ,Van-Kzin  Wars  II  (Created  by  lArry Niven)
  69833-8  -  320  pages  - $195                           [7
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           Introducing
@4
  David  Drake  has  conceived  a  future  historv  that is
  unparalleled  in  scope  and  detail.  Its  venu@e  is the
  Universe.  Its  domain  is  the  future  of humankind.
  Its  name?  CRISIS  OF EMPIRE.
  An  Honorable Defense
  The  first  crisis  of  empire-the  death  of  the Emperor
  leaving  an  infant  heir.  If  even  one  Sector  Governor or
  Fleet  Admiral  decides  to  gral)  for  the  Purple,  a thousand
  planets  will  be  consigned  to  nuclear fire.
  David  Drake  &  Thontas  T  Thomas,  69789-7, $3.95
  Cluster Command
  The  imperial  mystique  is  but  a  fading  memory: nobody
  believes  in  empire  anymore.  There  are  exceptions,  of course@
  and  to  those  few  falls  the  self-appointed  duty  of maintaining
  a  Inflitary-chil  order  that  is  cornipt,  despotic-and infinitely
  preferable  to  the  barbarous  chaos  that  will accompanN
 it, s  fall.  One  such  is  Anson  Merikur.  This  is  his stor@,.
  David  Drake  &  W.  C,  Dietz.,  69817-6, $3.50
  The  War Machine
  What's  worse  than  a  corrupt,  decadent,  despotic, oppressive
  regime?  An  empire  ruled  over  by  cormpt, decadent,
  despotic,  oppressive  aliens  ...  In  a  story  of personal
  heroism,  and  individual  boldness,  Drake  &  Allen bring
  The  Crisis  of  Empire  to  a  rousing climax.
  David  Drake  &  Roger  NfacBride.,Vlen,  69845-1, $3.95
  Available  at  your  local  bookstore,  or  send  your  name and
  address  and  the  cover  price(s)  to:  Baen  Books,  Dept. BA,
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