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FOREWORD

The world--and it's the only one we've got--is in a terrible mess from ni suse
and neglect. Eco-terrorists and vested interests abound, polluting rivers,

| akes and seas, draining wetlands, destroying ancient forests and trading in
endanger ed speci es.

The Eden M ssion, though a work of fiction, brings the real live world of
conservation and the fight to save the planet to a whol e new audi ence.

It also proves that it is not too late for us all to do our bit to save the
Earth. David Bellany The Conservati on Foundati on extension

PREFACE

Not so long ago, the term "greenhouse effect” neant little to nost people.
Sonething to do with gardening ...? How different now Now that the
environnent is a matter of mmjor concern, now that we are becomn ng
ecol ogi cal | y educat ed.

But how nmuch has changed, really changed, in recent years? Certainly
politicians and scientists have made a start on trying to curb the worst
abuses to our world. And, happily, sonme of those mentioned in nmy novel are
declining. Ohers, though, are on the increase. So, far frombeing able to
rel ax, conservationists are busier than ever.

Underlying all this are enornmous problens: the wi dening gap between rich and
poor, the fact that four-fifths of global resources are consuned by one-fifth
of the popul ation, the arrival each second of three new mouths to feed.

What of the solutions? Perhaps the main hope, idealistic though it may seem
is that humanity will see sense. The Earth, not noney, is the only true
wealth. It's our collective hone to be shared with our fellows and fellow
creatures.

Maybe the rich nust becone poorer, accept a lowering of their material
standards, so that the poor can becone richer. Maybe the technol ogy that

hel ped get us into this ness cannot get us out, and humankind will have to
return to a sinmpler way of life. Maybe ...

What do you think? What you think matters--yours is the generation that will
need to be wi ser and nore responsible than previous generations. |In your hands
may rest the fate of the whole planet. Anthony Wall, 1995

The Eden M ssion

1. Victins

Suddenly the grasses shivered, but there was no wind. Silence, stillness, then



nore novenent and the sound of a soft, gargling grow. The tall stenms parted

and a fiery face thrust forward. Orange and white and bl ack-barred, it was
a face to strike terror into man and beast, a face like a warrior's daubed
with war paint. A hungry tigress on the prowl. As fast, as fierce, but bigger
and nore beautiful than her tan-col oured cousin the |ioness.

The great striped cat, perfectly canoufl aged, crouched and stared intently at
the | ake. Her pale yell owgreen eyes did not blink. Qut there, under the
water, lay the body of a deer she had chased, caught and killed. But then she
had been robbed of her prize. She intended to get it back

An hour earlier, just before dawn, the tigress had stal ked a group of sanbur
deer filing down fromthe hills to drink at the cool |ake and rmunch the green
feast of water lilies spread over the surface. For twenty mnutes the tigress
crept closer and closer, soundlessly placing one huge paw in front of the

ot her. Then, when she was forty feet away, she tensed her haunches |ike
springs and expl oded into a boundi ng char ge.

Tail erect, ears forward, she crashed through the reeds, splashed through the
water. Deer darted to right and left in a frenzy of white spray. But one stag,
blindly panicking, turned towards the tigress. A fatal mstake. Wth a flying
| eap she brought the deer down, breaking his neck in a single bite.

The stag wei ghed 500 pounds, the tigress only 350, yet she would wade to | and
with him She haul ed her prey shorewards.

Then it happened. The tigress felt a sudden tug. The sanbur slipped from her
jaws ... and was dragged under water. Crocodile snouts nudged her heels.
Wasting no time, she fled to the | ake's edge--m nus her neal.

Twi ce in the hour since then, she had paddl ed back to try to retrieve the
deer, snarling and swatting the water. But on each occasion she had | ost her
nerve. Finally, with an echoing roar of fury and frustration, the tigress
retreated to the high grass.

Now she wat ched and waited. She refused to surrender the hard-won neal, her
first catch in many tries. The tigress was very hungry. But her three cubs,
fidgeting beneath a saja tree, were hungrier

Once, there had been four of them born blind in a cave six nonths ago. They
grew sleek and fat on their nother's mlk until the day they were ready to
venture out with her and start |learning howto hunt for thenselves. It was
then that their father, a swaggering giant of 550 pounds, seized one of the
cubs and devoured it behind a bush. He tried again--but the tigress was alert,
and spat a challenge that froze himin his tracks. Though he outwei ghed her by
200 pounds, he knew she would fight to the death to defend her young. The

ti ger had backed down and sl unk off.

Turning fromthe | ake, the tigress checked that the three cubs were safe
before resum ng her long vigil. The sun was high and hot, and she panted
heavily. Al around could be heard the buzz, hum click, fizz and rattle of
i nsects.

Ranee, as she was known by the wardens of this Indian nature reserve, was a
spl endid specinen. Nearly nine feet |ong, seven years old, in her prime. She
should live to the age of eleven, maybe twi ce that. For the next seventeen
nmont hs she woul d devote herself to rearing and teaching the cubs. The wardens
could easily recogni se Ranee by the stripes and squi ggl es on her cheeks and
eyebrows--as distinctive as human fingerprints--quite different fromthose of
her massive mate and the five other tigresses in his scattered harem



By now the tenperature had soared to 110 degrees Fahrenheit in the shade.
Ranee still watched and waited. A snake slithered past her paw. She recoil ed
slightly, remenbering a painful incident as a cub, but the snake trickl ed away
t hrough a crack in the ground and was gone.

In the late afternoon Ranee's patience was rewarded. The sanbur buck fl oated
to the surface. But it was surrounded by crocodiles --their teeth, ideal for
gripping, could not tear off the firmflesh. Ranee gl ared, summoni ng her
courage. The deer's body beckoned, fifty yards fromthe rimof the | ake.

Quivering with anticipation, Ranee dashed forward. She swam strongly, ignoring
the crocodil es, grabbed the sanbur by the throat and began her return journey.
Their two heads bobbed up and down between the water lilies. At |ast Ranee

| anded her catch.

Laboriously she haul ed the deer towards her cubs.
Cr ack!
Three small striped faces grimaced in alarm

The bullet fromthe high-powered rifle entered through Ranee's right eye,

pl oughed on and shattered her brain. She noaned once, then coll apsed over the
body of the sanmbur. Suddenly she was devoid of grace and strength, her life
switched off like an electric current.

The poacher lowered his gun. A pity to spoil the pelt with a second shot. He'd
wait until he was sure the big cat was dead. But not too |ong--the wardens

m ght catch him Still, it was worth the risk when a tiger-skin coat could
fetch £63,000 in a Tokyo shop

That same day, eight thousand mles away, another arned man was preparing to
pursue his quarry. He was perched on a boat's seesawi ng bow. Cursing the cold,
he stared ahead at the sullen blue-black swell of the Southern Ccean. Sooner
or later he would spot what he was | ooking for--a tell-tale spout that
signall ed the coming battle. Then there would be no tine to feel cold, no tine
to feel at all. Meanwhile he should give thanks that he wasn't on the
Antarctic mainland, where the tenperature had been known to fall as | ow as

m nus 130 degrees Fahrenheit.

Far to starboard an iceberg | oonmed. Mles long, a hundred feet high

glittering like a gigantic dianmond. The man still scanned the horizon. To help
himlocate his target, the boat had echo-sounders and a | ook-out up on the
mast head, but the nman trusted his own eyes and instincts nore than anything

el se.

On a nearby ice-floe thousands of Adelie penguins, |like spectators, stood in
rows.

A shout came fromthe | ook-out. Already the gunner bel ow was manoeuvring the
har poon cannon into position, his attention focused on the slanting jets that
rose fromthe sea half a mile ahead. The whal e had just surfaced and was
spouting, at fifteen-second intervals, before taking breath for another deep
di ve.

Wth engine racing, the catcher boat closed in ... 800 yards, 400, 200. The
gunner licked his Iips. One good clean shot should do it. He | ooked down on
t he enormous w i nkl ed body, took ai m-behind the head--and fired. A loud
report was foll owed by a whine of running rope as the six-foot, 160-pound



steel harpoon arrowed through the air at sixty mles an hour. It hit home with
terrific force. The tip expl oded deep inside the creature, sending out barbs.
Threshing its tail flukes, the whal e began an ordeal of panic and pain.

The gunner surveyed the red streaners trailing fromhis tethered victim It
woul d di e soon enough.

But not everyone who witnessed the gory spectacle remained as unnoved as the
har pooni st. The nedical officer, watching fromthe factory ship where the
carcass woul d eventually be processed, felt shane and disgust. A sperm whal e,
he noted, adjusting his binoculars. Oficially protected by internationa
agreement. That didn't stop these nen. The whol e busi ness of whaling sickened
him As a doctor he was trained to save life, not take it, and he synpathi sed
nore with the whales than with the whal ers whose health he was enpl oyed to
saf eguar d.

The nedi cal officer frowned, reflecting on what he knew about whal es. Not fish
but mammal s: air-breathi ng, warm bl ooded, bearing their young live, nourishing
themon mlk. A spermwhale had the heaviest brain of any aninmal--six times
the weight of a human's. Did this mean high intelligence? Sone scientists
bel i eved so. Certainly spermwhal es were socially responsible creatures. Wen
a calf was born, fenales would lift it to the surface for its first breath.
They woul d guard the nother fromattack during the birth, "baby-sit" the
youngster while she went diving for food, even suckle a strange calf. If a
whal e had a deformed jaw and coul dn't catch prey, other whales would feed it.

Peering through his binoculars, the medical officer grimy observed that the
har pooned sperm whal e kept up its hopel ess fight.

What a cruel waste! he thought. Science could |earn so nuch froman amazi ng
manmal |ike this. How was it able to dive two niles deep and stay under for as
many hours? The pressure down there would crush a man beyond all recognition
How di d the whal e communi cate over hundreds of niles? How did it use echoes to
find its prey in the ocean gloom to stun fish, diagnose illness in another
whal e? Questions--to which the answers could prove inval uable. But instead of

| earning, nen threatened to wi pe the species out.

Aboard the catcher boat no such thoughts crossed the gunner's mnd. He was
busy trying to solve a sixty-foot, sixty-ton problem a sperm whal e that
refused to give up. The harpoon had not found the vital spot--the gunner

bl amed the choppy sea for spoiling his aim-and now the whal e was tow ng the
110 ton boat behind it. Even with the engine reversed, the craft kept noving
forward. The gunner got ready to fire a second harpoon

In the bl ood-stained water the manmmoth beast continued its agoni sing struggle.
He was a mature nale, a bull. His slate-blue body bore scars, souvenirs of
epic battles with giant squid he had hunted in the dark depths. The bi ggest of
t hese pi nk nonsters, whose human-1li ke eyes were nore than fifteen inches
across, weighed 42 tons and neasured 66 feet. But even their powerful beaks
and ten suckered tentacles were no match for the whale's eight-inch teeth.

The gunner fired the second harpoon

The whal e gave a convul sive shudder. His life was nearly over. Alife that had
begun thirty years ago as a tiny calf in the sparkling Indian Ccean. At the
age of five he had left his nother and joined other young males in a bachel or
group. Wen his bl ubber thickened, he mgrated to col der waters where food was
nmore plentiful. At 25 he becane master of a "pod" of twelve cows which
remained with their calves in tropical seas.



Al t hough he was dwarfed by the hundred-foot blue whale, could not sing |like
t he sweet -voi ced hunpback whal e--both of which fed on plankton--his sort were
the I argest of the toothed whal es, the sane majestic breed as Mby Dick

Each year he made the long journey back fromthe Antarctic to mate. But not
this year. For three decades, the bull had el uded harpoons. Now he died,
spouting thick bl ood.

The gunner nodded with satisfaction. Soon the vast corpse was w nched

al ongsi de. Then, swinging slowy, the catcher boat chugged towards the factory
shi p whose stern gaped open like a mouth to swallow the whale. Once inside, it
was haul ed up a ranp.

The whal e was efficiently disposed of. Its donmed head yielded fifteen barrels
of spernmaceti oil for use in cosmetics; its body, oil for lubricants and

| eat her softening; its belly, anmbergris (the residue of squids' beaks) for
perfune. Other products would | ater include crayons, candles, soap, pet food,
fertiliser, glue. Al these could be obtained fromvegetabl e sources. But as
| ong as unscrupul ous people paid, whalers would go on breaking the I aw

Sadly, as he saw the m ghty ani nal di sappear, the nedical officer wal ked away.
Behind hima helicopter lifted off with a swish and swirl of bl ades.

Whal e- spotti ng? He wondered, not for the first tine, what was really happeni ng
aboard the factory ship. Whaling was bad enough--but he suspected sonething
still nore sinister. However, he had learned that it wasn't wise to ask too
many questions round here.

In the Antarctic, you could vani sh without trace.

Far, far to the north, off the coast of Norway, an oil-tanker craw ed through
fog. Usually the captain | oathed such conditions. But today he was

pl eased--for the clamy cloud woul d conceal his activities. Leaning forward on
the bridge, he gave orders to wash out the ship's tanks. Wthin mnutes a
sticky stinking streamof brown liquid was gurgling into the sea. Even when
unl oaded, a tanker retains about 2,000 tons of oil at the bottomof its tanks.
That sludge has to be renoved before a new cargo is taken on. Wiy pay to have
the tanks cleaned in port if you could do it for nothing yourself? The
captain's action was irresponsible, illegal and punishable with a heavy fine.
But who can arrest an invisible culprit? He blessed the fog as the ship stole
away fromthe scene of the crine.

Hours later a violent stormblew up, clearing the fog. Buffeted by wi nd,

sea- birds sought refuge on the cal mest water--which was those patches slicked
with oil. Not long after, the first grease-caked casualties started to stagger
ashore. Quillenots, gannets, puffins, razor-bills, little auks, kittiwakes.
The final death toll would be fifty thousand.

News of the pollution spread fast. People gathered on the beaches, but they
were unable to help the birds--except by putting themout of their msery. As
a naturalist explained to a tearful woman onl ooker, oil often blinded birds.
It burnt their skin, stomachs and livers. It also rempoved the waterproofing
fromtheir feathers, which insul ated them agai nst cold and wet, so they
couldn't float properly or catch fish. And if the birds weren't poi soned by
swal  owi ng oil after preening, they would probably die of pneunonia.

Singly or in small groups the bedraggled creatures stunbled to land. A
t hree-foot gannet, normally brilliant white, pecked feverishly at its ruined
pl umage until a rifle-shot rang out.

By nightfall a two-ton pile of dead sea-birds had been collected on the shore.



Soneone set it ablaze. Sparks crackled amd whirling smoke. Excited,
cherry-cheeked children ringed the bonfire; only the ol der ones understood
that this was no cel ebration. For several nights to cone there would be plenty
of bodies to feed the flanes.

Ninety miles inland, nothing broke the forest hush. A full noon silvered the
treetops and light | eaked down to the snow covered floor beneath. Scraps of
m st seened caught on prickly branches.

From t he shadows, a ghostly shape glided into a clearing. Two anmber eyes
searched t he dappl ed darkness. Stealthily the wol f advanced. Hunger had driven
himfromhis snug den. He knew where to find a good nmeal. Not the mice and
birds he had lived on lately, but a hare he had killed and buried in the
frozen ground to keep it fresh and safe fromcrows and ravens.

As the dog-wol f wound through the trees at an effortless | ope, which could
carry himas far as 120 nmiles in a single day, his thick brown-grey-yellow fur
gleaned in the noonlight. He was a fine big dog: 5« feet fromnose-tip to
tail-tip, weighing a hundred pounds. In a pack he woul d have been | eader. But
there are no packs now-nmen had seen to that.

Wl ves were regarded as enemi es. Yet, |like other predators, they perforned a
useful service by controlling the nunbers of aninmals which destroyed farners
crops. They nade |loyal pets if raised fromcubs, and I ed a conmunal |ife that

was a nodel of harnmony and co-operation

The wolf trotted on, nearing his food store. Strangely, since he was capabl e
of detecting a smell from 1« mles and could hear |oudi sh sounds nore than
four mles off, the wolf failed to notice a figure fifty yards away.

The man was hal f drunk, angry after a quarrel with his wife. He had storned
out of the house, taking a gun. He felt |ike shooting something. Suddenly the
wol f appeared in front of him The |aw said he nust not pull the trigger. But
he di d--again and again. At that noment a cl oud snothered the moon. The big
dog dropped dead ... leaving just four wolves alive in the whole of Norway.

Five thousand niles to the south-west, on the edge of Newfoundl and, great
glistening rafts of ice jigsawed the Atlantic. From above, each piece reveal ed
a pattern of dark clots. Harp seals. Mdthers and babies.

At birth the pups had seened too small for their baggy yell ow coats. But a
diet of rich, mayonnaise-like mlk soon filled themout. Then they had changed
their fur - to a dense woolly white. Dazzling. In all nature there could be
few prettier, nore appealing sights. The pups were curious and trusting.

Now hunters cane, w el ding wooden cl ubs, battering the babi es sensel ess.

Pl aintive cries reached their hel pl ess nothers. The cl ubbi ng continued for
weeks. This yearly slaughter of tens of thousands rust be finished

qui ckl y--before the "whitecoats" shed their beautiful fur. Sometines, in the
rush, pups were only wounded. They were skinned alive on the red ice.

The high price of unnecessary fur goods.

1. The Eden M ssion

At the English port of Southanmpton it was raining, and had been for hours. A
st eady, soaki ng downpour. Water dripped fromthe dockside cranes; ran fromthe
roof s of warehouses; washed the decks of liners, freighters, tugs and

trawl ers; spattered the w ndscreens of lurching |aunches. Seagulls sul ked on

t he quay, or searched half-heartedly for food. The dingy sky showed no sign of
bri ght eni ng.



Not a day that prom sed excitenent. Unless you happened to be young and about
to set sail for faraway places and the adventure of a lifetine. Unless you
were one of the lucky ones chosen to take part in The Eden M ssion

Sea Shepherd stirred at her noorings. The ship's steep side towered |ike a
white wall above the clustering figures. A sailor peering down fromthe deck
behel d a picture of marching nushroonms, as unbrellas forned into a |ine and
began to advance. Now people were troopi ng up the gangway. Once on board they
were conducted to a spacious, brightly lit lecture hall.

Wet unbrellas were put aside--and all thoughts of the weather. Parents,

t eenagers, teachers, ecologists and journalists settled in their seats. Press
and TV caneramen took up position. Everyone's attention turned to the
platform still enmpty, at the end of the hall.

El sewhere on the ship, bustling crew menbers made final preparations for a

| ong voyage. Research vessel Sea Shepherd, clean-cut 5,000-tonner, |ooked like
a small cruise liner. But she was equipped to carry out a special task, a
serious task. Her reinforced bow could carve through ice, her diving-bell and
m ni ature submarines explore the underwater world, her |aboratories anal yse
everything from sea snake venomto marine nucl ear contam nation

In the lecture hall, fifteen-year-old Susan Jenkins shifted inpatiently. Wy
don't they get on with it? Susan's eyes roanmed the walls. A black-and-white
panda chonped a banboo shoot, a gorilla pounded his chest, a |leopard |lolled on
a tree branch. There were other posters too. She snmiled at her friend Gary,
sitting beside her, then started to read the nanmes on a banner above the
platform The World Wde Fund for Nature, G eenpeace, Friends of the Earth,
The Fauna and Fl ora Preservation Society, The People's Trust for Endangered
Species ...

"Ladi es and gentl enen. "
At | ast!

The boom ng voice of Ben Bellingham Britain's nost famous naturalist. Susan
stared in awe at the big burly man she had seen so often on television. H's
curly hair and beard were redder than she renenbered.

"Sorry for the delay,"
chance to dry off."

Bel I i ngham went on. "But at least it's given you a

There was a ripple of laughter in the audi ence.

"Right," said Bellingham briskly, "down to business, the reason you and | are
here. The Eden M ssion."

Gary and Susan exchanged an amused | ook--they liked his no-nonsense approach
The naturalist continued: "For those of you who don't know, I'll outline the
mssion's aims. Then I'll explain why it's vitally inportant, and I'Il also be
tal ki ng about the young people who are joining in this conservation crusade."

Susan felt a tingle run up her spine.

Bel | i ngham strode across the platformto a huge col ourful globe. He spun it
vi gorously and |l aunched into his speech

"Around the world, each day, at least fifty species of aninmal or plant



di sappear for ever. By the year 2000, it may be a hundred a day. Sone thirty
per cent of all land is desert or sem -desert--the Sahara, for exanple, is
spreading like an incomng tide--and nore and nore of the earth is crunbling
to dust. The sea, which covers nearly three-quarters of our planet and on
whi ch we depend in countl ess ways, could becone sterile."

Pausi ng, he took a sip fromthe glass in front of him then added: "Wwo's to
blame for all this? W are. Human bei ngs. G eedy, ignorant, short-sighted
humans. We're wecking the world, robbing it, poisoning it, turning it into a
rubbi sh dunp. Unless we stop--and start respecting nature--there won't be nuch
of a future for any of us ..."

Bel I i ngham canme to halt, as though he had been interrupted. After a nonent's
hesitation he resuned: "Er ... sorry. This is sounding like a sernmon, 1'd
better get off ny soap-box.

"The Eden M ssion is an international canpaign,” he told his audience. "An
all-out effort to save the environnent from further destruction. Throughout
Europe, America, Africa, Asia, Australia, teams of
conservati oni sts--professionals and vol unteers--are working in round-the-cl ock
rel ays. They have a trenmendous fight on their hands, an arny of enenmies. QI
and atomi c pollution, acid rain, pesticides--now found even in Antarctic
pengui ns--the mindless felling of rain forests, whaling, the illegal wildlife
trade ..."

A deep silence had fallen over the audience. Ben Bellingham concentrated on
the rows of attentive faces. "This is the nost urgent project of our time. A
matter, literally, of |life and death. The Eden M ssion nmust succeed.

"And Sea Shepherd's role in the global operation? Crucial. The ship serves as
an ocean-goi ng headquarters - gathering data, via satellite, about the

m ssion's many activities and acting as a |link between the various task
forces."

Besi des that, Bellingham expl ai ned, the experts aboard Sea Shepherd were
conducting their own research and protection programre ... "a programme our
younger passengers can help with." Gary caught Susan's eye and grinned.
"Sea Shepherd sails in an hour,"
First stop Florida, then on to the Amazon, then Antarctica.

Ben announced. "She'll be gone for a year.

He crossed the platform "Ladies and gentlenen, | want to show you sone slides
which illustrate why The Eden M ssion cannot be allowed to fail. First,
t hough, we'll take a short break ..."

Susan's cheeks were flushed, Gary noticed. He felt it too--exhilaration
They' d soon be of f!

The dark-haired boy, a few nonths ol der than his blonde friend, tended to make
rather a point of appearing cool. Unlike Susan. Her blue eyes shone now as she
ent hused. The voyage, Ben Bellingham the other teenagers travelling with
them the cabin where her |uggage had al ready been stowed ... it was all so
exciting. Gary nodded eagerly, swept along by Susan's happy chatter

Ajournalist in front of themnunbled to his colleague: "Wiy's it called The
Eden M ssion anyway?" Susan, who had just finished a sentence, answered before
she coul d check herself. "Easy. After The Garden of Eden. The perfect place
for people and animals and plants--living together." The journalist didn't
respond.



Suddenly the lights in the lecture hall dinmed. "Your attention, please."

Bel | i ngham again. Time for the slides. Up on the screen canme a picture of a
spotted ocel ot fur coat, an el ephant-ivory ornanent, an ostrich-feather hat, a
striped zebra rug, a crocodil e-skin handbag and snake-ski n shoes.

"A few of the frivolous [uxuries we nake fromw | d animals," he conment ed.
The next slide showed a sel ection of poachers' weapons: rifles, machine-guns,
poi son arrows, wire snares. "An arrow can kill an el ephant in twelve

hour s--but sonetines death takes nmonths. Poachers may even poi son the beast's
food with sul phuric acid fromcar batteries, causing slow and agoni si ng
torture. Wre snares often catch |arge antelope. If they do break free, the
wire cuts into their flesh and they die later of infection.”

The screen went bl ank and a spotlight fell on Ben. "W should all be ashaned

of ourselves for letting this happen. Mre than a thousand ani mal s--incl udi ng
| eopards, gorillas and rhinos--face the threat of extinction today because of
human cal | ousness. Not only do we slaughter our fellow creatures for pleasure
and profit, we also destroy their habitat and capture themfor zoos, the pet

trade and vivisection ..."

The spotlight faded and anot her picture appeared on screen. A rhinoceros.

One of fewer than 10,000 left alive, Bellinghamreported. In 1970 there were
100, 000. But ruthless hunting drastically reduced the population ... and the
carnage was continuing. Poachers killed rhinos for their horn. Some of it went
to North Yenen to make dagger handles, the majority to East Asia to be ground
i nto nedicine. The Chinese believed that powdered horn cured col ds, neasles,
nosebl eeds, vomiting, heart weakness. The Japanese clainmed it fought fever.
Certain people even swore by it as a | ove potion

"Mbst poachers are poor. So the tenptation to earn noney by any means, however
risky, is very strong. They may work as farmers for £400 a year - |ess than
they'd be paid for a single horn. A nerchant will sell it to consumers for
£95, 000 and upwards."

More slides foll owed.

A chi npanzee. Val ued at £3,300 on the black market. Muich in denmand for
bi o- medi cal research, travelling acts, photography, tourist attractions and
the television and filmindustries.

A hyacinth nmacaw. Going price £8,500 to an avid collector.

A peregrine falcon. Bought by Arab fal coners for £1,000 each. Seeing the
peregrine, Gary forgot everything else. His favourite bird! It could swoop at
over two hundred miles an hour, spot its prey nore than five niles away.
Peregrines had once nearly died out in Britain through eating pigeons which
had fed on grain sprayed with pesticides ..

Bel I i ngham s voice broke into the boy's reverie. He was tal king about Amazon
dol phins. These gentle creatures, already threatened by pollution and
river-danm ng schenes, were being killed--their eyeballs sold as ornanents and
lucky charns in cities such as R o de Janeiro.

Gary grunted di sgustedly, and Susan's face showed her feelings.
The naturalist then nentioned another "charming practice": eating bear paws.

Consi dered a delicacy in Japan, Taiwan, Hong Kong and Singapore, the paws of
hunt ed bears are inported from China.



"The wildlife trade is a worldw de business, worth billions of pounds. There
are strict rules to control that trade. However, sonme countries don't agree to
them O hers say they do, but allow crooks and cheats to get away with

mur der - - ani mal murder. That's just one of the reasons why The Eden M ssion is
atop priority ..."

Bel I i ngham gl anced quickly at his watch. "I see time is running out. A few
final words. Sea Shepherd's programre includes trying to save grey whal es and
sea otters fromoil pollution off California; manatees from bei ng chopped up
by speedboat propellers in Florida's waterways; Amazon dol phins from

exterm nati on. W have other tasks too, which | can't go into now. The siXx
youngsters sailing with Sea Shepherd, all keen conservationists, will nmake a
val uabl e contribution. But they' |l also have to continue their school studies

Soneone in the audi ence groaned.

Ben grinned broadly. "Thank you for listening, |adies and gentlenmen. Wsh us
[ uck!"

Loud appl ause. Then he answered | ast-m nute questions fromjournalists. The
audi ence--clad once nore in raincoats, and clutching unbrellas--began to file
out. Parents hugged their children, whomthey wouldn't see again for twelve
nmont hs, and gave good advi ce that woul d probably be forgotten or ignored.
There were sone tears.

Neither Gary's nor Susan's parents were present. They had already said their
goodbyes at home and were glad to be spared enotional partings aboard Sea
Shepher d.

By now the lecture hall was enpty - except for six young people, eyeing each
ot her somewhat warily, and the three teachers responsible for daily | essons.

Bel | i ngham greeted them "Wl come to the team | know we're going to get al ong
fine ..."

H s next words were drowned by a sudden bl ast from Sea Shepherd' s horn. Al nost
i nperceptibly the ship started to nove. Ben's steady gaze rested on the

group.
"Well ... thisisit."
2. Shi prat es

After the lecture, a tall, ferret-faced man had pushed peopl e aside to be
first down the gangway. He didn't | ook Iike soneone nuch concerned with
conservation. He wasn't. Sploshing through puddles, he hurried to a phone box
on the quay. He dialled a nunber. His boss would find the report very

i nteresting.

Wavi ng parents watched Sea Shepherd glide away between |ines of npored
vessels, like a guard of honour. Her bright white hull shone |um nously
agai nst sea and sky, both the same shade of grey. The teeming rain had
st opped.

Leaning on the ship's rail, Susan was surprised by a twi nge of sadness--she
had nobody to wave to. Gary, sensing this, patted her on the back. Although
they'd been friends for only three years, it often seened they could read each
ot her's mi nds.



Casually, so as not to draw attention to thenselves, they turned sideways and
observed their fell ow passengers ... to find that they thensel ves were being
scrutinised. An attractive girl in expensive |leisure clothes peeked back at
Gary. Vanessa--he renenbered the name fromtheir brief neeting earlier

Si xt een years ol d; blonde, |ike Susan

Her hair's dyed, | bet, Susan thought. She had al ready ni cknanmed the ol der
girl Vainessa and decided she was a flirt. Gary nodded, a little

sel f-consci ously, but Vanessa was now studying the passing port scene--as
t hough the ships hooting farewell were paying tribute to her

Susan's eyes flitted rapidly over the other teenagers. Al boys. Yves, good
| ooki ng, hal f-French; Norman, solemm and bespectacl ed; and Darren, with the
di scontented face. Beyond themthe three teachers tal ked earnestly. Pl anning
| essons, guessed Susan

Soon after, the passengers went below, |eaving Gary and Susan al one on deck
"They seemquite a nice lot," said Gary cheerfully.

Susan made no comment, then: "S pose you've gone soft on that
girl--what's-her-name--Vanessa? | saw you ogling her."

Gary | aughed. "Rubbish. And you're a fine one to talk--don't pretend you
aren't keen on Yves."

Susan stuck out her tongue. "Anyway, what do you care? You're not ny
guardi an. "

He shrugged good- naturedly.

Susan was beginning to feel ashamed of her mean thoughts, and changed the

subj ect. The Eden M ssion, that's what really mattered. They both knew it. And
if she hadn't won an ecol ogy essay conpetition and a prize of places for two
aboard Sea Shepherd, neither of them would be here.

She rested her hand on Gary's shoul der and | ooked at himcheekily. "You may be
a pain in the neck sonetimes, but I"'mglad you're comng with ne."

As Sout hampton slid astern, Sea Shepherd nosed into the thunping waters of the
Engli sh Channel. At that nonent the sun squinted through a crack in the cloud.
On the horizon the sky's grey paint was peeling, revealing blue. A good onen?
Gary foll owed Susan down the conpani onway. "See you at dinner," he said,
before entering the cabin he shared with Norman. As one of the girls, Susan
had Vanessa for a roommate. Next door were Yves and Darren

Susan hesitated outside her cabin, fiddled with her cardigan, ran a conb
t hrough her hair. Then, head held high, she nmade her entrance. Vanessa wasn't
there. Susan relaxed, smling at herself.

The smile faded fast. She's taken the bottom bunk! | was here first. Susan
stared, glared at the fancy nightdress laid out on the pillow D d she have
the nerve to nmove it? No, not quite.

Fum ng, she started to unpack. Sweaters, T-shirts, jeans, shorts and a dress.
She yanked open the wardrobe door. A row of eye-catching outfits hung neatly
on hangers. "It's like a fashion store,” Susan nuttered, shoving the hangers
asi de to make space for her own cl ot hes.



In the bathroom she opened the mirror-fronted cabinet on the wall. It was
crammed with bottles and jars. Perfune, shanpoo, creams ... Susan slammed the
cabi net shut and pulled a face in the gl ass.

Meanwhile Gary was trying to make friends with Norman. Hard work. Norman
proved to be a very serious young man, much given to using |ong words. Mist've
swal  owed a dictionary, Gary thought. But he kept up the conversation. Then

t he studi ous teenager produced a pack of cards and proceeded to do a series of
conjuring tricks that made Gary gasp. Norman night be fun after all

Checki ng her watch, Susan confirmed what her stomach was telling
her--dinner-time. She left the cabin and saw Gary and Norman emergi ng farther
down the corridor. Yves and Darren al so appeared. Already it was clear that
when food was involved the teenagers wouldn't find it too difficult to be
punctual . But where was Vanessa? Susan gl anced at Yves and Darren - Darren
deliberately | ooked away. Gary introduced her to Norman, who blushed. They
clinbed the stairs.

Appetising smells wafted fromthe ship's galley. The five youngsters al nost
broke into a trot as they neared the dining-room Suddenly the riddle of
Vanessa solved itself; she was talking to a sun-tanned sail or. Susan sniffed.
Yves mouthed the word "Di nner" as they passed Vanessa, and she arrived in the
di ni ng-room soon after.

There were thirteen seats at the captain's table--Gary counted them Isn't
t hat supposed to be unlucky? He wasn't superstitious, but ... Susan prodded
him "Gary, sit by me, Norman on the other side." The boys grinned as Susan
t he youngest of the three, bossed them about.

Vanessa grandly took her place opposite, between Yves and the unconmunicative
Darren. At one end of the table, near Ben Bellingham the trio of teachers
huddl ed- - Geof f rey Baggal | ey (Geography and History), Maude M npriss (English
and French), Peter Stokes (Maths and Science). At the other end of the table
the captain and two officers conpleted the party.

Ben Bellinghamrose to his feet. His eyes twinkled as he started to address
t he young conservationists. "Hello again. You know nost of the people here,
i ncludi ng your teachers." He nade a sweeping gesture in their direction. For
some reason they rem nded Susan of sheep--and she bit her lip to stop herself

gi ggl i ng.

"But," Bellingham added, "there's one very inportant person you haven't met
Capt ai n Janes Al exander."

A |l ean, distinguished-Iooking man with grey hair, kind but shrewd brown eyes
and a firmjaw raised a hand in greeting.

Bel I i ngham conti nued: "Captain Al exander--Jimto his friends, which you wll
all become if you follow orders--is the master of Sea Shepherd. As far as
everyone on board is concerned, he's Al exander the Geat ... his word is

[ aw. '

Captai n Al exander | aughed, then introduced the two men with him They were
First Oficer Philip Grant and Radio Oficer Leslie Curtis.

Bel | i ngham sat down, reaching for the nenu. "I dunno about you lot, but I'm
starving."

Two white-coated stewards padded in and began to circul ate around the table.



Gary ordered mushroom soup, quiche and salad, and fruit salad for dessert.
Susan asked for the same, except that she wanted m xed ice-cream Vanessa
dithered daintily over the menu, seeking Yves' advice. She al so consulted
Darren, whose only retort was "Pl ease yourself".

Soon the six were tucking in as though they hadn't eaten for a week. Wen
appetites were satisfied, the clatter gave way to chatter

D nner over, sonme of the youngsters were now | ooking round rather restlessly.

Bel | i ngham cal l ed for quiet, then said: "Before you | eave, a couple of points.
Tonorrow s schedule is on the notice-board outside. Do read it. | don't know

what time you usually go to bed, but | suggest you turn in early. W' ve got a
heavy programme ahead--and this isn't a joy-ride."

Cat ching sight of Darren's mi serable countenance, the naturalist hastily
added: "It isn't a funeral either, so there's no reason why we shouldn't enjoy
our sel ves.

"Ch, and one nmore thing. If you have any questions, feel free to come and ask
me. Sleep well, shipmates!™”

Sayi ng goodni ght to the others, Gary and Susan slipped out of the dining-room
They paused at the notice-board, then went up on deck

A simering sun was just sinking into the sea. Gary strained forward, as if
expecting to hear a hiss, and watched the waves which seenmed to be on fire.
Besi de hi m Susan said nothing. Her eyes were drawn to the new noon, a hamock
slung at an inpossible angle between two cl ouds, and the first bl oom ng of
stars. @ills mewed and snickered around the ship's stern. The |ightest of
breezes tiptoed across the water

Gary took a deep breath. "Beats being at honme, eh?" Susan sighed in agreenent,
forgetting that sooner or |ater she always felt honesick

"Dam!" Susan was scow i ng.
Gary stared. "Wat's wong?"

"Vai nessa--1've got to put up with her in ny cabin. For nmonths and nont hs and
nont hs. "

"It's her cabin too," Gary pointed out.

"Whose side are you on, Gary |zzard?"

"Yours, of course. But Vanessa nmay not be crazy about sharing with you
either."

Susan pouted. "Huh!"

Gary put his armthrough hers. "Anyway, count your bl essings. |nmagine being
Yves--with doleful Darren as a roomnate."

She giggled. "Yeah ... things could be worse. | suppose I'll survive."

They went on talking for a little | onger. Wien Gary nentioned the thirteen

chairs at the captain's table, Susan snorted. "Don't believe that stuff, do

you?" He reddened slightly. "No, I ... | just ..." She interrupted: "I |iked

the captain and the first officer. Not so sure about the radio officer though
Leslie Curtis. Gave me the creeps. Dunno why."



Gary shrugged. "He seemed (K to ne."

Crossing the deck, they started down the conpani onway. "Get sonme beauty
sl eep--you need it," said Gary. He ducked. "And good luck with Vanessal"

Susan dawdl ed in the corridor. Then, straightening her back, she wal ked
briskly to the door, turned the handl e and stepped inside the cabin. It was
enpty but the sound of running water cane fromthe bat hroom Susan gl anced at
t he bottom bunk; yes, the nightdress was still there.

Vanessa energed fromthe bathroom a fluffy pink towel wapped round her head.
"Hi ." She treated Susan to a brilliant smile

Vanessa sat down decorously on the bunk and began to dry her hair. Susan
stood, hands in pockets, uncertain what to say or do. She shuffled across the
cabin and peered out of the porthole.

The silence | engthened. Susan felt nore and nore unconfortable. At |ast,
turning, she blurted: "Um Vanessa ... About the bunks. You weren't here when
| moved in, and | neant to | eave ny stuff on the bottom bunk. The thing is ..
woul d you m nd changi ng?"

Susan wai ted, heart thunping.

Vanessa arched her carefully plucked eyebrows and said: "OF course | don't
mnd. | only took this bunk so as not to disturb you if | canme in late."

Susan snil ed. Maybe Vanessa was a natural bl onde.

Tucked up in the bottom bunk, Susan |ay awake. Her brain buzzed with the day's
events. Such a lot. And the voyage was only just starting. She pictured Gary,
who al ways nade an effort to be fair.

He's probably right about that man Curtis. Wy had she disliked the radio
officer ...?

Susan's eyelids drooped. She thought she heard the click of a cabin door. Yves
or Darren going for a mdnight stroll? Her curiosity stirred. Funny ... Susan
fell asleep.

She woke to find herself bathed in a buttery light, pouring through the
porthol e. Drowsily she wondered what she would do today. Then she noticed the
bunk above her--like a | ow narrow ceiling--and realised where she was. At seal
Bound for adventurel

Susan sat up, swung her |egs sideways and stood stretching for a nonment. No
trace of sleepiness now A series of purring snuffles rose from Vanessa's
bunk. Susan chuckl ed. So gl anmour girls snored, did they?

Ten minutes later Susan was on deck. She shivered with pleasure. The
sun-spangl ed water fol ded and unfol ded to the far horizon. The Atlantic,

uni magi nably wi de and deep. Not a sign of |and anywhere. Nice to be alone ..
"Hell o, Susan. Sleep well?"

She frowned at Gary. "Wsh you wouldn't creep up on ne like that."

Nor man, who had been hidden by Gary, stepped into view "GCh ... Good Morning,"
Susan said sweetly.



Nor man peered over the ship's side. "Sea's green," he comented. "That neans
it's murky with plants, rich feeding for fish. Blue water is poor in narine
life."

He took off his spectacles and began polishing themon a huge red
handker chi ef. Rat her vaguely he added: "And did you know that barnacles, |ike
those clinging to the bottomof this ship, mght prove valuable to man? Their
adhesi ve properties are being investigated to see if they can be used in tooth
fillings and to mend bone fractures."

Susan stifled a yawn. "Fascinating. By the way, Gary tells me you' re an ace
conjurer."

Nor man beaned.

Just then Yves joined them

"No Darren?" queried Gary.

"No, he's still fast asleep in his bunk."

"Best place for him" muttered Susan. Inmediately she felt guilty, and quickly
went on: "That reminds nme, did either of you go out late last night? |I'm sure

| heard your cabin door."

Yves shook his head. "Not ne. | couldn't wait to turn in. Dropped off straight
away. But | can't answer for Darren. Hey, naybe he's a sl eepwal ker."

Susan | ooked t houghtful, then |laughed with the others.

They were hal f-way through breakfast before Vanessa put in an appearance and
nearly finished when Darren, puffy-eyed and grunpier than ever, slouched into
t he di ning-room No one even tried to engage himin conversation

At 9#15 the six youngsters filed into the lecture hall. Back to school! First
| esson, French. Darren skul ked at the rear--until Maude Mnpriss, in a voice
i ke chalk on a bl ackboard, ordered himto sit behind a desk at the front.

Susan, although not a fan of Darren's, stared coolly at the shrill teacher
Silly old ... Yves, who spoke and wote French fluently, was naturally the
star pupil. But Vanessa did well too.

When the English | esson canme it was Susan's turn to shine. She warmed a little
to Mss Mnpriss after her praise.

Peter Stokes, a dominoes fanatic, taught maths. Norman proved brilliant at the
subject. A real genius, Gary thought admringly.

Then geography and history master Geoffrey Baggalley took over. He had once
been a physical training instructor--and it showed. As he tal ked, he wal ked up
and down and waved his arns as if doing exercises. M. Baggalley caught Susan
giggling, but Gary put himin a good nmood again by answering all the geography
guestions correctly.

At lunch the unsupervi sed teenagers were rather noisy, cracking jokes about
their teachers. It was harm ess fun anong newfound friends. Only Darren

remai ned remote, cut off fromthe lively tal k. Now and then Susan gl anced in
his direction. He seened unhappy rather than disgruntled, and she felt sorry
for him Once, their eyes nmet. Susan couldn't be sure, but she thought she saw
a slight response before he | ooked down.



A quick breath of fresh air, then the youngsters returned to the lecture hall.
Ben Bel | i ngham was waiting for them

"Pl ease take your seats in the front row OK, who cares about conservation?
Hands up."

Everybody react ed.

Bel | i ngham poi nted to Vanessa. "Wy?" he denmanded. Vanessa opened her nouth in
surprise. "Er ..."

The naturalist repeated his question, nore gently. "Wy, Vanessa? Wiy shoul d
you care what happens in Africa, the Amazon, the Antarctic or anywhere el se
that isn't your home? What's it got to do with you?"

He nodded encouragingly. "Well?"

Vanessa stuck out her chin. "Animals have as much right to be on earth as we
have. More--they were here first. And if we're the nost intelligent creatures,
the only ones that are noral, it's our duty to | ook after the environment.
Besi des, nobody owns the world. Al living things are part of nature. So in a
way nature owns us ..."

Bl ushi ng, Vanessa tailed off. Wthout thinking, Susan started to clap

Bel I i ngham "Bravo! You convinced me--and at |east one other person.” Now
Susan went pi nk.

Wal ki ng al ong the row, Bellingham added: "Anybody el se want to speak up for
conservation? Yes, Gary."

"Well, M. Bellingham | was just wondering about the Amazon. The way the
trees are being cut down--fifty thousand acres a day. Don't half of all plant
and ani mal species live there?"

The naturalist |eaned towards him "Quite right. Ch, and call me Ben."

Gary went on: "l've read that a |lot of industry, agriculture and nmedicine is
based on jungl e products--rubber, coffee, bananas, quinine and so on. Also
that the Amazon is a botanical treasure-house we've barely begun to explore.
It needs to be protected for everyone's sake. Another thing--people are
upsetting the world climate by felling those trees ..."

Bel I i ngham chi pped in. "Right again, Gary. But the situation is even worse
than that, I'mafraid, as you'll see for yourselves on this trip."

Norman put his hand up. "No one has mentioned the gene pool. |If the nunber of
speci es keeps falling, the planet may not be able to evolve to neet changi ng
conditions--and life could die out."

Ben rubbed his chin. "Certainly done your natural history homework, haven't
you?"

He strode to the table behind him on which stood a glass jar. Turning, he
said: "I think you and | agree conservation is worthwhile."

There was a | oud murnur of assent.

Bel | i ngham pi cked up the jar, full of cloudy liquid. Something was floating in



it. "Know what this is?" He unscrewed the lid and, taking a pair of tweezers
fromhis shirt pocket, fished out the nysterious object. "Open your hand," he
said to Susan. She squeal ed as he dropped what he was holding into her palm
Slinmy and spotted ... frog's |egs!

"Win't hurt you," he reassured her. "Just the |legs of some unlucky Indian
bul I frog which didn't hop off in tine to save itself."

He retrieved the exhibit, passed it round, then put it back in the jar. "The
reason | have shown you this is to illustrate a story. A horror story."

In Asia, each year, 250 million frogs are killed. For their legs. To make
delicate snacks, eaten by spoilt custonmers in Europe and Anerica.

Hunted at night with lanps, the frogs are collected fromponds and rice fields
and taken away to be "processed". This involves imersing the frogs in salt
water to nunb them Next they are sliced in two, the top hal ves thrown aside.
The maimed frogs crawl off to die, many minutes |ater

"Not very pleasant, is it? But that's not all

"Frogs feed on insects, which spread fatal diseases and ruin crops. By killing
the frogs, Asian villagers have brought on an insect popul ati on expl osi on. The
result: catastrophe. Wat to do? Farmers bought pesticides to conbat the
nmenace. The pesticides cost nore than the income fromfrogs' legs ..."

Yves rai sed his hand.

"Just a minute," said Ben. "There's another episode to the story. The main
pesticide is DDT--banned in Europe and Anerica but sold to devel opi ng
countries. Asian people were soon suffering from chem cal poisoning. And,
ironically, the contam nated crops are exported to Europe and America.
Meanwhi | e the insects have grown i mune to pesticides. So higher and higher
doses are used, further endangering human health and wildlife--including those
poor frogs."

Ben Bel li ngham fol ded his arms and concl uded: "G eed, ignorance and failure to
respect the bal ance of nature have caused a disaster. It will take years to
put right. Roll on The Eden M ssion!"

When the youngsters left they were curiously quiet. Ben had given them plenty
to think about.

Hal f an hour after, Gary and Susan were strolling on deck. "Fancy a di p?" he
asked. "Yeah!" They raced each other to their cabins and grabbed their bathing
t hi ngs.

Lolling in the ship's pool, Susan remenbered how Gary had taught her to swim
on holiday three years ago. She splashed himplayfully. Later, dry and
changed, they set out to explore Sea Shepherd thoroughly.

In one of the corridors they spotted Darren enmerging froma door marked "Radio
Roonf. He didn't see them Suddenly Leslie Curtis, the radio officer, appeared
in the doorway. He glowered at Gary and Susan. "\Wat are you doing here? This
section's out of bounds to you kids."

Gary, with an eye on the retreating back of Darren, started to protest. "But

Then he felt a sharp pinch from Susan--and had the sense to shut up



3. Enem es

The big black Mercedes, driven by a broad-shoul dered chauffeur, slid like a
shark through Hamburg's traffic. The driver was skilful--and ruthless. He
forced other cars to give way.

From t he back seat, his cigar-snoking passenger growl ed: "How nuch | onger?"

"Only five minutes, Herr Kruger." The voi ce was meek, al nost nervous.

"Well, put your foot down, man." Kruger flicked cigar ash on to the floor

Less than five minutes |later the Mercedes drew up in front of a towering
of fice bl ock. The chauffeur hurried round and opened t he passenger door

"Wait here," Kruger ordered. Carrying a docunent case, the immacul ately
dressed busi nessman strode into the entrance hall. A conm ssionaire, who had
been readi ng a newspaper, sprang to attention

"Good evening, sir.
Kruger nodded curtly. "Sixth floor."

The conmi ssionaire sumoned the lift. Wen the chief of Anilux Trading told
you to do sonething, you did it. Fast.

Riding up in the lift, the comr ssionaire stared at his shoes and said
not hi ng. How he hated Kruger! A tyrant. Yet he had a beautiful young wife.
Married himfor his noney, nust have. Mney. If | didn't need this |ousy job
I'"d quit Anilux right now

The Iift arrived at the sixth floor. Wthout a word, Kruger hastened away. In
an outer office a secretary stood up as he approached. "Ah, Herr ..."

Kruger cut in: "Are they all here?"

"Yes, sir.
"Very well, Fraulein. Send in some coffee.”

Maxi m | i an Kruger entered the boardroom
"Be seated, gentlenen." He |leaned forward in his chair at the head of the
pol i shed mahogany table and peered disdainfully at the anxious faces around
hi m Unzi ppi ng his docunent case, he pulled out a sheaf of papers and sl apped
t hem down on the table.

"Bad news. Reports that our business is being jeopardised--not by conpetitors
but by interfering outsiders. No doubt you've heard of The Eden Mssion ..."
A knock at the door. The secretary brought in coffee. "Leave it,"
"We' || serve ourselves." The secretary crept out.

sai d Kruger.

"As you know, " he continued, "nost of the conpany's trade in furs and wildlife
products is not permtted by the law. And if we let those lunatic ecol ogists
have their way, it could ruin everything."

Kruger poured hinself a cup of black coffee. Then he | ooked up. "They've got
to be stopped.”



Houst on, Texas. In a penthouse apartment with a spectacul ar view of the city,
a tel ephone rang ... and rang. Uttering a swear-word, a wonman in high heels
teetered across the thick carpet towards the relentless ringing. She wore a
fur coat, jewellery, and could have passed as a starlet.

"Yeah?" she drawled into the receiver. A pause. "Hold on."

Covering the mout hpi ece, she yelled: "Honey, call for you. German guy. Says
it's urgent."

A tanned, mddle-aged man in a dinner-jacket appeared. The worman handed hi m
t he phone. "Please be quick--we're late for the party already."

Her husband raised the receiver. "Art Benton speaking. That you, Max ...? Hi
What ' s t he probl en?"

Benton sat down, motioning his wife to get hima drink. Several mnutes ticked
by. Benton had drained the glass. He stretched and said: "Take it easy, Max.
The organization isn't gonna let a bunch of nature freaks | ouse things up
There's nore at stake here than a few goddam ani mal skins. There's the entire
gl obal enterprise. Ol, tinber, mning, property--and other interests we'd
better not tal k about over the phone ..."

Benton listened to Kruger's conment, then added: "This Eden M ssion doesn't
stand a hope in hell. The organization will take care of that."

As the light aircraft began its descent, law officer Mguel Gsuna took in a
view he had seen a hundred tines before. But each time was like the first.
From 3,000 feet, the bright-green forest treetops rem nded himof curly hair,
parted by a straight red road that marched on and on and out of sight. Here
and there parakeets, as conmon as sparrows, swirled colourfully. Near the
road, water winked in the early norning sunlight. A river. The river, conpared
with which nost other rivers were nere streans. The Amazon! Four thousand
mles long, two hundred niles frombank to bank at its w dest, fed by ten
thousand tributaries. One-fifth of the world's fresh water flow ng through a

j ungl e bigger than Europe.

The pl ane di pped as it approached the uneven | anding strip.

Law of fi cer Gsuna checked his revol ver and concentrated on the assi gnment
ahead.

Splutter-splutter ... the aircraft dawdled to a stop. Osuna thanked the pilot.
Junmpi ng to the ground, he gave his coll eague the thunbs up sign, then half ran
to a waiting Jeep.

The engi ne responded i nredi ately. Gsuna spun the wheel and headed for an
appoi ntnent with Carl os Mendoza, as nasty a piece of work as you were ever
likely to neet. At this nonent he was under arrest for killing jaguars,
ocel ots and margays and selling their spotted skins. A nurderer, gun-runner
and drug snuggl er.

Gsuna must take himinto custody but clever |awers, thenselves as crooked as
crimnals, had al ways managed to save Mendoza's neck. Sometines OGsuna wondered
whether it was worth trying to enforce the | aw.

On his left, like floating flower petals, a dazzle of butterflies danced. Red
dust spurted fromthe Jeep's hunm ng tyres. Osuna swerved. An armadillo
scuttled across the road. This place belonged to the old jungle inhabitants,



not to nodern nmen and cars. Osuna had inherited a |ove of the natural world
fromhis father and was passing it on to his own children. He found hinsel f
whi stling, entranced by the forest's magi c tune--whoops, how s, screeches,
chirrups, twitters that rose and fell am d the unendi ng green

A gentle wind unravelled the last of the mist fromthe branches of tall trees,
some soaring nearly 200 feet.

Suddenl y darkness envel oped him He | ooked up. Hs cheerful nood evapor at ed.
H gh above, casting exaggerated shadows, vultures circled on eight-foot w ngs.
Wat chf ul scavengers, never far fromthe dead or those about to die.

Hs mind returned to Mendoza and the ani mal skins. The Amazon's pretty little
ocelots and still smaller nmargays face possible extinction--a threat hunters
repeatedly | evel at jaguars, the top cats here. Brawnier than | eopards, sw ft,
cunni ng, power-packed. One blow froma paw, so soft while stal king, could
smash a man's skull, bring down an ox. A jaguar mght attack any ani nal,
however large, and drag it through dense undergrowmh for a nmle to share the
feast with nmate and cubs.

They're crafty fishernmen, too. Sitting on a log, a jaguar taps the water
lightly with his tail--a plop |like the sound of falling fruit or insects.
Expectant fish rise to the bait. A flash and slash of claws, and he has hooked
a scaly snack.

It is also said that he can imtate the voices of alnpbst all the forest
creatures, luring theminto a trap

Ki ng Jaguar. You paid himrespect. Men who hadn't, had died or been mai ned.
Sonme who survived tell of being paralysed with fear, nailed to the spot by the
gol den spi kes of his eyes.

At night his reverberating roar, a coughing "Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh", rings faster and
faster, louder and |ouder up to a thunderous climax which fades into nuted
grunts. Wen the jaguar speaks, other beings tend to fall silent.

The Jeep sped on in the nmounting heat. Mles to go before Osuna reached the
makeshi ft wooden jail where Mendoza was hel d prisoner

On the road in front he saw a rmushrooni ng puff of red dust. A lorry swayed
towards him He heard the tinny blare of pop nusic and a jeering chorus of
shouts. M ners? Lunberjacks? Probably drunk after an all-night binge in one of
the | ocal settlenents.

Passi ng them Gsuna gl anced at the driver and the other men in the lorry. Al
wore the sane nindl ess expression. But why were they shouting insults?

Then he noticed a group of Amazon | ndians standing dejectedly by the roadside.
A man, woman and child, nearly naked. Thrown off their |and, he guessed, by
"superior” white nen. South American governnments have insisted they need the
money fromtinber, farmng and mning. Trees are felled to make | uxury
furniture and paper; to clear space for cattle that will be turned into
hanburgers; to open up the deposits of tin, iron, dianonds. In thirty years
this whol e vast prinmeval forest could be reduced to a bald wastel and.

Gsuna knew what so-called civilised people had done to the Indians--and he
felt ashaned. In Colunbus's day there were nine million Amazoni an | ndi ans.
Over the centuries they have been poi soned, bonbed, shot and struck down by
del i beratel y-i ntroduced di seases agai nst whi ch they have no resistance. Now
there are fewer than 200, 000. Much of the remmant popul ation has retreated to



renote corners of the jungle or ended up in squalid city sluns.

Gsuna ground his teeth. He couldn't help conparing the Indians, dignified even
in defeat, with the lorry-load of rowdy drunks. If either were savages, it
wasn't the Indians. They are the only ones who understand the forest, treat it
with respect, harvest its treasures w sely. They know the secrets of the

pl ants that can be used for food and nedicine. The rain forest is sacred to
them They believe it holds up the sky.

Beauti ful, dangerous, nysterious. A hundred million years it has stood.
Gsuna's reverence was akin to the Indians.

In there, steeped in a stagnant and steany atnosphere, you imagi ned you had
travel |l ed back to the beginning of the world. In there live iguanas, |ike

scal ed-down prehistoric nonsters; brash gangs of parrots; slow, upside-down
sloths; grotesque vanpire bats; tiny nonkeys, three inches high, chirping |like
birds; frogs that can secrete enough poison to kill 2,000 people; spiders with
| eg-spans of nore than ten inches; arny ants advancing in foot-wi de, mle-Ilong
colums, flanked by officers, eating everything in their path; twenty-stone
tapirs which |l ook part pig, part horse, part elephant. In there too flourish
flowers of every shape, size and hue--such as orchids--and bamboos sprouting
65-f oot | eaves, and plants with marvel |l ous nedi cal properties. And the Amazon
itself, mightiest of all rivers, is home to no |l ess an exotic array of

species. Thirty-foot snakes, electric eels that can shock the life out of you,
three-foot lizards wal king on water, sting-rays, nassive alligators typified
by stitched teeth until the jaws yawn and snap, dragonflies hovering on
seven-inch wi ngs, shoals of savage fish that are capable of stripping a body
to the bone in minutes ..

The Jeep lurched as it hit a pothole, jolting Gsuna's thoughts back to his
assignnment. Not | ong now.

He doubl e-checked the safety-catch on his revolver and patted the pocket which
contained the warrant for Mendoza.

Shadows fell over Osuna again. Mre vultures. Despite the warnth, he shivered.
The jail was in sight at |ast.

Sl owi ng the Jeep, he drew up at the wooden shack. Seconds later a nman in
uniformled out the handcuffed prisoner. QOsuna showed his papers, and the two
| aw of fi cers exchanged a few words. Then, with evident relief, the other

of fi cer handed over Mendoza. He | ooked every inch the villain he was, his
brutal air enphasised by a scarred cheek and murderous eyes.

Sayi ng not hi ng, Gsuna gui ded his charge to the Jeep. He chai ned Mendoza to a
fixed netal bar beside the driver's seat - and began the return journey.

They were about four nmiles fromthe jail when Mendoza doubl ed up, clutching
his stomach. Gsuna i medi ately suspected a trick, but Mendoza kept on
groaning. He blurted that he was in agony, had to vomt. Still wary, Gsuna
pull ed off the road and on to a clear patch by the river. Wth a warning that
he woul d shoot Mendoza if he tried to escape, Osuna unl ocked the handcuffs.

The prisoner stunbled out, heaving. He took two or three steps before

col I apsing on his back. Osuna | oosened the revolver in its holster--he wasn't
going to be fooled. A mnute passed, and Mendoza remmi ned notionl ess. Qsuna

| eaned over him

Li ke lightning, Mendoza's hand snaked to his boot. A knife flashed. He stabbed
once, twice, three tinmes. Gsuna reel ed backwards, bl ood welling between the



fingers he held to his chest. Mendoza seized the revol ver. He kicked Osuna,
rolling himto the river's edge. As he entered the water, close to death,
M guel Osuna's last thoughts were of his famly.

Mercifully he did not feel the razor teeth of the seething piranhas that would
soon reduce himto a skel eton

Aboard Sea Shepherd the days slipped snoothly by, like the ocean. The
youngsters had settled down to a regular routine: sleep, food, |essons,
energency drills, experinments in the ship's | aboratories--and al ways sone fun
Fri endshi ps deepened, but Darren renmi ned the outsider

Gary and Susan still tal ked about the time they had seen himleaving the radio
room and they hadn't forgotten the ticking off fromLeslie Curtis. But
neither of them nentioned the incident to anybody else. Since then Curtis had
gone out of his way to be pleasant. He even apol ogi sed for speaking sharply,
expl ai ning that he had been busy and harassed. Darren too seenmed to be naking
an effort. It was quite a surprise when he greeted Gary with a nunbled "Hell o"
on deck

Al t hough puzzled by the radio roomaffair, Gary thought little of it. Not so
Susan. She wasn't one to bear a grudge, and had accepted Curtis's apol ogy; but
however hard she tried, she just could not bring herself to |like the nan. She
didn't trust himeither. H's switched-on snile and strained good hunmour made
her wi nce.

Now t he students were crowdi ng eagerly into Sea Shepherd's nmain | aboratory.
9ni d- sent ence

They goggled ... weird and multicol oured specimens in tanks, underwater
vi ewi ng wi ndows, m croscopes, purring machi nes, boffins wearing | ong white
coat s.

Ben beckoned Yves and Vanessa, who appeared nore interested in each other than
in what he was saying. "Take a look at this." He lifted the lid of a huge
tank. Al the youngsters pressed forward. "W caught that yesterday,"

Bel | i ngham added. "Anyone tell nme what it is?"

Nor man's answer was blotted out by a |oud exclamation fromthe naturalist.
"Don't touch!"™ He grabbed Yves' wist. "If that thing stings you, you'll be
hoppi ng up and down for a week. Mrre than one swi mmer has been stung to death
by a Portuguese nan-of-war."

They all stared at the foot-long, bright-blue body with its yards of
tentacles. "The blue bit is a gas-filled float," Bellinghamtold them "and
the I ong poi sonous tentacles are for fishing. There are two shorter sets of
tentacl es--one used to digest food, the other in reproduction. Actually it's
not a single creature but hundreds working together."

Then, unexpectedly, the normally silent Darren asked: "Wiy's it called a
Por t uguese man- of - war ?"

"Good question," Ben replied. "See the sail on top of the float? It rem nded
old-time mariners of the Portuguese man-of-war sailing ship."

Nor man spoke up again, contributing the information that a gaudy little fish
naned Noneus |ives anong the tentacles, imune to their sting, and shares its
host's food. Ben confirmed this. "But if the fish is wounded, it too gets
eaten. By the way, there's just one other aninmal which dares to tangle with

t he Portuguese man-of-war--that's the | oggerhead turtle. I've seen a turtle,



its eyes swollen shut from stings, nmunching away at its attacker as if it were
a salad.”

Next their attention turned to a row of large jars. The faces |eering back at
them t hrough the gl ass resenbl ed sonethi ng out of science fiction. Susan felt
her flesh creep, and noved closer to Gary. Pickled in al cohol were the grisly
remai ns of carnivorous creatures fromthe "abyss"--the darkest deepest real ns
of the sea. Creatures that were never nmeant to see the day. Sonme were
snake-|i ke, others round as plates, nost had | ong needl e-sharp teeth and

nmout hs that were enornous conpared with their bodies.

In the eternal night of the abyss, certain inhabitants are blind. But nany are
equi pped with bul gi ng eyes or wear |uninous spots. This light attracts their
food and their mates. Sonetines sailors find strange corpses floating on the
waves--fish swept up fromthe deep, possibly by an underwater eruption. Oten
they burst as they rise to the surface. The gases in their bodi es expand when
the pressure is reduced. "Down there, the pressure is thousands of tines
greater than on the surface."” Ben's audi ence was spel | bound.

"The underwater world has hardly been charted--1ess so than the nmoon. W know
startlingly little about the 310 mllion cubic niles of ocean covering
seven-tenths of the globe."

He went on to describe sone of the marvels man had di scovered: nountains to
mat ch Everest, valleys that would swall ow the Grand Canyon six tinmes over,

pl ai ns carpeted in 12,000 feet of nud.

"The sea's average depth is 2« nmiles, but in places it is seven miles. These
trenches, unchanged for mllions of years, each contain unique life forms. And
that's where governnents want to dump toxic chenicals and radi oactive waste!"
Bel | i ngham | ooked heavenwar ds.

After responding to their comments, he ushered the youngsters out.

A few mnutes later Ben joined Captain Janmes Al exander on Sea Shepherd's
bridge to discuss the next day's schedule. They were soon so engrossed that

they didn't spot Curtis hovering in the background.

When Al exander caught sight of the radio officer he broke off in md-sentence
Al exander:

"Yes, Leslie?"
"Message for you, Captain.”

Al exander scanned the paper he was handed. "Danmit! Wat are they playing
at ?"

Bel | i ngham cocked an inquiring eyebrow

The captain took his arm "Better cone with ne, Ben. This affects you too."

In the radio room Bellingham struggled to keep a straight face. M| d-nannered
Al exander could be very outspoken at times--as soneone at the other end of the
radi o al ready knew. That sonmeone was Sir Charl es Fotheringay, chairman of the

Conservation Committee in London

Al exander's tone conveyed a mixture of irritation and disbelief: "Let's get
this straight, Sir Charles. You want to fly out a security specialist ... not



even a navy nman ... to protect us on the voyage. From what? Think we're going
to be nugged by a sea nonster? |I'mmaster of this ship, responsible for
safety. | don't need help--particularly fromintruders."

Sir Charles sighed. The sound was quite audi ble over the radio. He respected
Al exander, a first-rate captain. If only he weren't so stubborn. "Look, Jim
The conmittee has heard rumours, nothing definite, that certain conmerci al
groups are set on thwarting The Eden M ssion. And they may not be too fussy
about how they do it "

Al exander: "Sabot age, you nean?"

Fot heringay: "It's possible. So we nustn't take any chances, must we? Hence
the security man. He's ex-SAS, a top operator. | can personally vouch for him
Incidentally, | gather you' ve got young Vanessa Pilgrimon board. Her father

is Leonard Pilgrim the financier, a pronmi nent nenber of the comittee who has
been extrenely generous to the conservation cause."

Al exander gl anced qui ckly at Bel li ngham

Fot heri ngay added: "I hope you'll co-operate, Jim O herw se the students and
teachers will have to cone home ..."
Up on deck, Susan pointed in delight. "Ch ... how | ovely! Dol phins!" Gary,

Nor man, Vanessa and Yves foll owed her as she ran. Riding the ship's bow wave
were a dozen or nore of them-black with white chins, chests and bellies,
bands of grey and yellow on the flanks. Water sprayed fromtheir |ong beaks
and dorsal fins as these enchanting acrobats arced through the air.

"Del phi nus del phis,"” Norman observed, "the conmon dol phin. One of the whale
famly.'

Susan hung over the ship's rail. "They're junping for joy." Her blue eyes
danced.
"Not really,"” corrected Norman. "It's a way of saving energy."

For a nonent Susan contenpl ated pushi ng hi m overboard. Know all

Gary put his armround her waist. "Super, aren't they? Shanme so many have to
die. Drowned in tuna nets, hunted for food, killed to stop themeating fish."

Vanessa chi pped in: "W studied dol phins at school. They're supposed to be
very kind to each other--especially if one's in distress--and they' ve been
known to save swimers fromdrowning ... Wat do you think, Yves?"

Yves went on watching the acrobatics display. "Wsh | knew nore about them
Al | renenber is dol phins can sleep with one eye open, and they get stomach
ulcers if they worry."

Susan, speaking up for Norman's benefit, announced: "A dol phin's brain weighs
1,700 grammes, 250 nore than a human's. Sone scientists claimdol phins are at
|l east as intelligent and ethical as we are.”

She waited, hoping Norman would react. He did: "I doubt it."

Instantly Susan retorted: "Well, Norman, obviously no animal could be as
brainy as you ..."

Meanwhile, in the radio room Al exander and Bel | i ngham concl uded a hasty



conference. Ben considered it wise to have a security specialist aboard.

Al exander grudgingly agreed that it couldn't do any harm and contacted
London. "You win, Sir Charles.But | expect everyone on Sea Shepherd to obey ny
orders. \Wen does he arrive?"

The unseen Fot heringay grinned wol fishly. "Thank you, Jim Johnny Masterson
was flown in to the Azores today. He'll be helicoptered out to you by late
afternoon. ™"

A cabin was prepared for the new passenger, whose coni ng presence caused
lively specul ation throughout the ship.

On his way back from checking the helicopter |anding pad, First Oficer Philip
Grant bunped into a startled Curtis and Darren as they emerged from behind a
lifeboat. The pair had been lost in conversation

Grant wal ked on. He thought about the radio officer, not an easy person to get
to know. Still, Curtis seemed to have made a friend in that boy--and, by al
accounts, Darren was a bit of a loner. So it was good the two hit it off.
Grant rubbed his cheek, cold and wet. A gusty wi nd was snat chi ng handful s of
white fromthe wave-tops and herding clouds across the sonbre sky. Rough

weat her ahead?

In the next hour the sea grew surlier. The ship began to pitch and roll
Susan, never the best of sailors, retired to her bunk. Vanessa visited the
cabin. She was synpathetic, covering Susan with an extra bl anket and giving
her an anti-seasickness pill. Wen she was sure Susan was as confortable as
possi bl e, Vanessa left. First, though, she put on an anorak

Susan m ssed the excitenent of Johnny Masterson's arrival. But the others
gathered to see the helicopter clattering out of the gloom For severa
mnutes it hung in the air, like an indecisive insect. Too risky to land, the
pil ot must have judged.

The spectators craned their necks, then cheered as Masterson appeared, a kit
bag over his shoul der, and was w nched down on to the deck

Vanessa eyed the newconer approvingly: tall, dark, rugged. Noting her
expression, Yves regarded Masterson with | ess enthusiasm But he had to adnmit
there was sonething instantly |ikeable about the nan, something strong and
reassuri ng.

The hel i copter departed.

Capt ai n Al exander shook Johnny's hand, and First O ficer Gant showed himto
his quarters.

Ben Bel | i ngham was absent fromthe wel com ng party, busy with grinmer matters.
Satellite bulletins fromaround the world indicated that The Eden M ssion was
running into trouble. Various conservation teans reported the | oss of novie
caneras, a near-fatal mshap to two divers when their breathing apparatus

fail ed, unexplained fires on boats and in observation huts ... Accidents?
Sone, maybe. But surely not all.

That evening, on the bridge, Bellingham voiced his msgivings to Al exander
The captain nodded gravely. Perhaps Masterson woul d prove useful

As Al exander went off duty he noticed the bobbing flicker of ships' lights far
to port and starboard.



Sea Shepherd pl oughed on towards M ami .
4. Al ashore

Susan opened her arns, as if to greet a long-lost friend. The sun had
returned--not the hal f-hearted, hide-and-seek sun of recent weeks. No, this
was the real thing, pure gold pouring out of a perfect sky. She felt the
war nt h seeping deep into her skin.

Slowy the shore floated forward to neet them or so it seemed. Mam! Wthout
aski ng, she hel ped herself to the binocul ars hangi ng round Gary's neck
Fumbl i ng, she adjusted the focus. She wanted to see everything.

Susan gave a little grunt of pleasure: white sand, palmtrees, high hotels
whose reflecting windows signalled |like |ighthouses, el egant yachts |eaning on
the wind and conbing cream |y through the snmooth bl ue water

Bl ue! The sea was so blue! Travel brochure-blue. Susan gazed in wonder. Could
this be the sane Atlantic whose grey-green waves had made her stomach churn
and driven her into her bunk?

She handed back Gary's binoculars. Both were shading their eyes. The sun shone
everywhere, from above and from bel ow, sparking silver on the water, teemn ng
and gleamng like a shoal of surfacing fish ..

"Warm enough for you?" Ben Bellingham stood between them "Tenperature's in
the nineties on the mainland."

They chatted for a mnute or two. "Look, there's a pelican.” Ben pointed. "A
brown pelican, quite comon around the Florida coast. People | ove watching
their antics."”

The big bird, which rem nded Gary of a pterodactyl, was making a

reconnai ssance flight parallel to Sea Shepherd. Suddenly the pelican pl unged.
A splash, a quick gobbling novenment, and another fat fish was stored away in
the bird' s expandabl e throat pouch

"Pelicans use their elastic bills as scoop-nets," Ben explained. "And they
vary the height of their dive depending on the depth of the fish. Eat two
pounds a day, those fellas, a quarter of their body weight."

The bird cane in to land on an old jetty. Now it |ooked clunmsy, swaying and
teetering down invisible steps to alight on flat webbed feet. Soon after, a
di shevel l ed chick was rummaging in the adult's beak

"Must have a nest nearby," comrented Bellingham He shook hinmself. "Well,
gotta be going. I'll see you again before we disenmbark. By the way, better
alter your watches--it's 9#10 local tinme, five hours behind England."

The bear-like naturalist shanbled away. To think Susan had once felt shy,
al nost frightened of neeting him

She sensed, rather than saw, a new presence and peeked sideways. It was Yves.
He was draped over the ship's rail and | ooked about as happy as sonmeone being
seasi ck. Wiy so gl unf?

Susan's eyes took in the scene farther along the deck. Ah, that was it.
Vanessa. Waring a pol ka-dot sun-suit that showed off her slender figure and
shapely legs. Tal king to Johnny Masterson, the handsonme he-man security
of ficer, in khaki shirt and shorts. Cbviously enjoying thensel ves. Poor Yves!



The pelican had resuned its patrol. Susan inched nearer to Yves. "Hello," she
said lightly. "See the pelican? Betcha it catches sonething in a m nute?" Yves
lifted his head. Inmrediately the pelican obliged with a spectacul ar swoop.
"Told you, didn't I?" Susan chirped.

Yves feigned interest, but his face |l et himdown. Susan switched her gaze from
the bird to Yves, from Yves to Vanessa, and back to Yves. The pelican fl apped
of f. "Never mnd," she nurnured, "there are plenty nore fish in the sea."

By now a pilot had cone aboard and was guiding the ship into Biscayne Bay,
M am 's huge harbour where the water traffic never stops.

Gary found ports irresistible: the sights, the sounds, the snmells. Sniffing
the salty sunshiny air, he revelled in a constantly changi ng panorama. Ships
everywhere--arriving, departing, resting--flying a rainbow range of fl ags.
Vessel s fromthe seven seas. Tugs busybodi ed back and forth, clearing their
throats self-inportantly. Lines of luxury cruisers, tethered side by side,
nuzzl ed and nudged in the soft swell. Contentedly Gary listened to the chorus
of ships' horns ... nooing, bleating, catcalling.

A speedboat tore across the harbour in a flurry of foam Another craft,
slightly larger, charged after it. Gary watched.

On Sea Shepherd's bridge the pilot ceased chewi ng to observe:
"Drug boat. Being chased by Custons."
Captai n Al exander spilt his coffee.

"Yeah," continued the pilot. "Wl come to Mam! Cocaine capital of the USA "
He scow ed. "Drug snuggling is Florida's nunber one industry, worth billions
of dollars a year. | used to like living here. Not any nore ..."

Al exander was all ears.

The pilot grunbled on, warmng to his subject. Corrupt politicians and police
as well as drug barons were growing rich fromthe illegal trade. Cocai ne,
processed in secret Amazon jungle | aboratories, was flown or shipped out of
Peru, Col onbia and Bolivia. Oten it reached Mam via the neighbouring
Bahamas. A highly organi zed network, including "respectable” businessmen in
both North and South America, ensures that the flow of cocaine never dries

up.

"You can't trust anyone these days,
noney- mad. "

the pilot concluded, "the world' s gone

What happened next brought a gasp from Al exander. A tug towi ng a tanker had
shed its line, and the bul ky vessel was veering round out of control. The
pilot cursed. "She'll hit us for sure!"

Al exander's brain raced. He barked orders. Engi nes pounded.
The drifting ship | oomed. There was sone swi ft and skil ful manoeuvring as Sea
Shepherd took evasive action. In time? No ... Yes ... Just! Disaster averted

by seconds.

The pilot thunped Al exander on the back. "Damn tanker coul da wecked us. That
t ug- boat ski pper better be a good tal ker."



Around Bi scayne Bay many had witnessed the near collision. But none paid nore
attention than the man in the cockpit of a red seaplane. Now his curled lip
regi stered contenpt, frustration. He spoke rapidly into a radio. The aircraft
taxied for take off; built up speed; then, as if the water were glue, finally
wrenched itself free to gain altitude. Next stop: Houston, Texas.

Sea Shepherd started to sidle up to the quay. In the lecture hall, Bellingham
addressed the assenbl ed party.

"Qur young conservationists will be assigned to project groups. W have a
great deal to do and tine is tight, so I'll need conpl ete co-operation from
all of you."

The ship would serve as a nmoored hotel. But when field-wrk took teans too far
fromMam, they would stay in alternative acconmpdati on

Ben Bel | i ngham nmade his |ast remarks to the youngsters, telling themit was
vital to stick with their team|eaders. "Not | east because there are sone
peopl e about who oppose The Eden M ssion ..."

Three mllion acres of squel chy marshl and, under which an inches-deep river
oozes to the sea. It doesn't sound very appealing. It doesn't |ook very
appeal ing on the map. Yet, as Susan was soon to discover first hand, the

Fl ori da Everglades is a kind of paradise.

Sitting in a hut with the others--Norman, Darren, Maude M npriss and Johnny
Mast er son- - Susan wriggled her toes inmpatiently. The wildlife warden's |lecture
was i nteresting enough, but she could hardly wait to get out and explore for
hersel f.

Susan only half heard the warden's words, her inagination already running free
Al li gators baski ng on banks or staying submerged away fromthe nmidday sun
or bellowing in the mating season to attract fenales and warn off rival males.
Aristocratic bald eagl es whose nests could be 9« feet across, twenty feet deep
and wei gh nore than three tons. Ospreys crashing down fromthe blue to hook
fish on their talons. Venonmous water snakes. Finicky racoons, with black rings
under their eyes as though they'd had too many | ate nights, washing their food
t horoughly before eating it. Rare Florida pumas, fewer than thirty left. And,
of course, the threatened nanatees which naturalists are fighting to safeguard

"Any questions?" The warden's gravelly voice. Susan blinked, hoping he hadn't
noti ced her daydream ng.

Rel i eved, she heard Norman ask: "Are there lots of conservation probl ens?"
The warden stuck his thunbs in his belt. "Yup. Plenty."

He drew their attention to the map on the wall behind him "The shaded area at
the bottomis a National Park, a wildlife sanctuary. But the rest of the
Ever gl ades, the bigger part, is unguarded." Men have w ought havoc
there--draining the land for farmng, industry, holiday homes and | eaving a

| egacy of pesticides and pollution. Fires sonetines rage on the parched earth.
And nore and nore aninmals are being killed in traffic accidents. "Alligator
Alley, a 75-mle road that traverses the Everglades north of Mam, is a
potential death-trap to any creature unw se enough to cross it."

Then he added: "Even here, drug snugglers operate. Guys landing in private
pl anes, full of the stuff, where they can't be seen.™



He hitched up his trousers. "W're gonna change all that, clean the place
up. "

The warden outlined a nulti-nmillion-dollar, government-sponsored plan to
restore the Everglades to their former wild wet splendour. The plan includes
re-fl oodi ng thousands of acres and building a special highway--wth

under passes just for the punas!

"People will be paid well when they have to nove. Sone of 'em hate the idea.
They' Il try to make it tough for us. But, heck, we'll win."

Mss Mnpriss put on her sun-hat--which made her ook |ike an overgrown baby,
Susan thought. Mnpriss led the visitors outside.

Their two-day tour of the Evergl ades was begi nning.

Later the menories would be mounted |ike snapshots in Susan's mnd. But now
events noved as fast as an adventure film

First there was the trip on an airboat, beyond the Park boundaries. A real Red
I ndi an, a M ccosukee fromthe |ocal reservation, hel ped them aboard the
flat-bottomed craft. Al though he wore a check shirt, jeans and sneakers, Susan
had a fleeting vision of himproudly riding a bare-backed pony across a great
pl ain browsed by huge herds of buffalo. Wat days those nust have been ...!

A piercing shriek brought back the present. Maude M npriss had sonehow managed
to lose her footing and get her feet wet. Susan was racked by giggles, which
set Norman off. Even dour Darren sniggered. The youngsters took their places
at the front of the boat. Johnny Masterson sat behind them trying to console
a danp and di spl eased teacher.

The I ndi an, perched high in the stern, started the aero-engi ne whose powerful
propel l er blast would blow themlike the wind over the shall ow water.

Wth a roar and a whoosh they were under way!

Hair stream ng, Susan stared ahead. The marshy | andscape rushed towards her
then passed in a dizzying blur. Reeds fell back as if scared by the boat's
bul I yi ng approach. She was tenpted to reach out and touch them but she knew
they could cut her hands badly.

On inpul se, Susan sw velled round--and saw Mss Mnpriss squirm Alittle
green lizard, flung up fromthe water, was scrabbling for a hold on her bare
arm The startled teacher let go of her sun-hat. It flew away |ike a paper bag
in a gale. She was not having a good day!

The boat slowed and with it the sliding scenery: trees, islands, stretches of
dry ground.

A deer showed its face for a second, then its tail, then vanished. The Indian
cut the engine. Nearby, alighting ducks skidded across the shiny surface |ike
wat er - skiers. And great white herons stal ked the shall ows, gul ping and
guzzling nol | uscs.

Turning carefully, Susan surveyed this strangely enchanted w | derness through
bi nocul ars. A roseate spoonbill! Ww Tall and stately, white head, body
beautifully tinted pink and red, waggling its broad grey bill in the nud and
water until touch told it to snap shut on shrinps or fish. How could people
have hunted such birds, just to nake fans fromtheir w ngs?



A sudden grow --the boat's engine leapt to life. Of again. Though she
couldn't see them Susan inmagined the cold coils of water snakes wi nding and
unwi nding in a renote nmangrove swanp ..

Soneone, something touched her. She flinched, as if she'd been bitten
"Norman!" He grinned behind those fam liar gl asses. Meant no harm Just being
friendly, sharing his pleasure in today's excursion

Up ahead Susan spotted a falcon. Yes ... a peregrine falcon, beginning its
deadly dive, unerring as a guillotine. She pitied the doomed prey. Gary was
nuts about peregrines. Wiy wasn't he here now, instead of with another teanf
She m ssed him Still, they'd be together before |ong.

The Indian switched off the noisy engine, letting the boat drift along a
channel of deeper water. He pointed. Two alligators, one making a neal of a
green turtle. Susan | ooked away. Norman reached for his canera.

O all those on board, only Susan noticed they were not alone. A second

ai rboat had silently appeared. Standing in the bow was a man with a video
canera. He seenmed to be filming them not the wildlife. Odd. For some reason
Susan felt uneasy ..

Abruptly the other airboat powered off, disturbing the alligators. The Sea
Shepherd party headed back to base--and a late |unch--soon after

Now for the next Evergl ades experience: puma tracking. Susan knew Norman coul d
hardly wait, and she assumed Darren was equally keen. But, of course, he
hadn't said so. If only Darren would speak ... Susan sensed that he wanted to,
but somet hi ng was stopping him

Maude M npriss di spl ayed no ent husiasmfor pumas. She didn't care that they
wer e endangered. What about her? She was clearly nervous of comng within a
mle of the carnivorous cats--which neasure five feet if you don't add on
their thick, twitching tails. Then Johnny Masterson pronised to protect her
and she bravely agreed to acconpany the group

She needn't have worried. Nobody saw so much as a whi sker of the cats. Not
even the naturalists who were keeping an eye, or rather an ear, on them

t hrough radi o receivers. Bouncing along in a Jeep, Susan and the others heard
how t he pumas were tranquillised with drugged darts before being fitted with
radio collars. Afterwards they could be tracked on the ground and fromthe
air. Susan longed to catch just a glinpse ..

That evening, she yawned her way through supper in Sea Shepherd's dining-room
What a day! Sleepily Susan said goodnight and shuffled to the cabin. She'd
have it to herself until Vanessa and conpany returned. Vanessa was quite

ni ce--very nice, really. Funny how people grow on you. Susan gave her teeth
the briefest of brushings, slipped into her night things and fl opped down on
t he bunk. Soon be seeing Gary.

In her jumbled dreans, the nan with the video canera stuck out his tongue.
Suddenly it became a snake. The picture haunted her when she woke. But a
bri ght new norni ng--plus a packed progranme--bani shed gl oony thoughts.

Wthin two hours Susan was enjoying the view from an observation platform
above the Evergl ades National Park. Open-mouthed she watched an osprey in
action. Caws dug deep into his captured prize, the dripping fish-hawk
struggl ed skywards. Not far off, his mate and ravenous chicks waited
restlessly in a leaf-lined nest the size of a double bed.



The warden besi de Susan chuckl ed. "Wrth com ng, uh?" She nodded. "See how he
holds the fish's head forwards,"” said the warden. "To reduce air resistance."

Then, out of nowhere, an enornous white-hel meted bald eagle burst on to the
scene. "Hey, that's not fair!" Susan exclainmed. "He's pinched the osprey's
fish!"

Nor man protested too. The warden shrugged. "Sorry to say America' s nationa
bird--our enblem-is a |lazy, bad-tenpered bandit."

But soon Susan was cheering. Undeterred, the osprey had plumeted
agai n--spl ashed, struck, and ferried the catch safely home. His mate tore it
into strips and fed the young.

Nor man and Susan asked the warden for nore information. "Sure! Ospreys
occasionally drown when they sink their talons into big fish and are pulled
under ... they build their nests high to try to foil egg-thieving rats and
racoons ... and they were once al nost w ped out by pesticides.

"DDT was the culprit, sprayed on marshes to control nosquitoes. It led to the
ospreys laying thin-shelled eggs which wouldn't hatch. The pesticide doesn't

di ssolve in water but concentrates in fatty tissues. M croscopic organi sns
absorb it, then plants, then the fish that eat themand so on. At each stage
of the food chain, the effect multiplies dramatically. The DDT dose in ospreys
was 100 million times greater than in the water "

Rel uctantly the youngsters |left, boarded a boat and set out to search for
manat ees. Whul d the shy aquatic mammal s show t hensel ves? The gui de promi sed
nothing. But in the late afternoon, a bristly grey head popped up am d sone
weeds. Susan nearly fell overboard. It was so ...ugly!

Never win a beauty contest--that's for sure, Gary decided. He was peering down
froman anchored | aunch 250 niles away. The nanatee, which had surfaced for
air, pronmptly subnmerged into the clear green waters of Crystal River. Gary
felt slightly enmbarrassed, as though the unlovely beast could read his

t houghts. Besides, |ooks aren't everything--and Gary had grown quite fond of
manatees in the last couple of days while working with Ben Bellingham s

gr oup.

Has Susan seen one yet? he wondered. |f not, how would he describe it to her?
An overstuffed, ten-foot-long sausage with flippers and a flat tail.

Beady- eyed, snub-nosed, hare-lipped, nmoustached, no external ears, no front
teeth, forever feeding its funny face. A 2,000-pound specinmen will tuck away
as much as 200 pounds of water plants each day. El ephant-coloured, it bel onged
to junbo's tribe, so scientists said.

Were these the animals that sailors, including Christopher Colunbus, had

call ed nermai ds? Must've needed their eyes tested. Gary could find no

resenbl ance what ever between a manat ee- - hel pl ess on | and--and a seductive
creature, half woman, half fish, sitting on a rock conbing her hair and
suckling a child. Oher mariners had referred to manatees as
Sirens--sweet-singing tenptresses who |lured ships to destruction. Again, hard
to i magi ne, since manatees can only squeak and croak. But even now, they are
officially classified as "Sirenians". Muybe nernaid | egends canme about because
the female of the species sonetimes sits up in the water with a nursing calf
supported by her flipper

Gary stretched. He'd got a lot to tell Susan. Yesterday morning Gary and the
team had hel ped save a "mermai d* fromdying. At |east, he hoped so. Wth the
Fl orida Marine Patrol, they had gone to the aid of an injured nother manatee



of f the coast. Bl ood was gushing from deep gashes in her back, caused by a
speedboat propeller. If she died, the baby swi nm ng beside her would perish
t oo.

Four men succeeded in netting her; the calf was caught by hand. A crane

hoi sted t he haenorrhagi ng nanatee on to a stretcher. \Wile a biol ogist gave
her antibiotics injections, Yves and Vanessa bathed the wounds. Gary noted
approvingly that Vanessa wasn't squeani sh, and he was gl ad that she and Yves
were good friends again. Before |ong, nother and baby had been lifted into a
truck--bound for an oceanarium There, with luck, they would both survive and
thrive.

"I'"ve seen worse," said the biologist. "A head blow ... fatal. And a ship's
propell er could have cut her alnost in half."

Thr oughout that day the marine patrol perforned nore rescues. Two young
bullies in a boat were found tornenting a manatee calf with nmetal poles. As
soon as they sighted the patrol, the youths jettisoned the evidence of their
cruelty and tried to act innocent. But they'd been photographed. No escaping a
stiff fine. "Serves "emright!" Gary had nuttered as their boat was towed to
shore.

Later, in a quiet estuary, the patrol surprised a poacher intent on killing
his cornered victim The man got away, but so did the manatee

Gary, Vanessa and Yves were | earning a good deal about nanatees, al so known as
sea cows. They have suffered severely at human hands. Hunted for neat, oil and
hi des, they make easy targets. Only three species--the Caribbean, the West
African and the South Anmerican River Manatee--still exist; as well as the
closely rel ated dugong, which inhabits the Indo-Pacific region. All are in
decline. One of their kin, a 24-ton giant naned Steller's Sea Cow, was

di scovered in 1742 when Russi an navigator Captain Vitus Bering was exploring
what is now the Bering Sea. Just 27 years later, the whole popul ati on had been
sl aughtered--Steller's Sea Cow gone for ever

"Florida has a thousand or so nmanatees. We intend to | ook after them..."

The biol ogist's words cane back to Gary next day, aboard the anchored | aunch
in Crystal River. Everybody here sought to save nanatees, but it was no easy
task. These vul nerable creatures face a variety of hazards. Pollution
dredgi ng and wat ersi de buil di ng devel opnents rob them of their food supply;
drai nage schemes destroy their habitat; canal |ocks can trap them They may
al so die fromdrowning or starvation when flippers becone entangled in
crab-pot lines.

Gary picked his way across the | aunch's deck and went bel ow. Through the
boat's gl ass bottom he kept watch on four nanatees snoozing by a warm wat er
spring that bubbled fromthe river bed. A big male rolled over for a scratch
A calf woke its nother to play and hitch a ride upwards for another breath.
Mermai ds or not, they weren't short of charm

Gary returned to the deck. Ben Bellingham stood al one several yards away. He
had been unusual ly subdued | ately, worried and wi thdrawn. Wat was bothering
hi n? Gary guessed, correctly ... The Eden Mssion and its enem es.

5. Sharks
G oria Benton closed the sliding glass door and tip-tapped to the bal cony's

edge. Kicking off her high-heel ed shoes, she inhal ed deeply and gazed out over
t he prosperous city of Houston. Phew! She needed a break fromthe angry men in



t he snmoke-filled apartnent behind her. Art, her husband, had |ost his tenper.
And so had nore than one of his business associates, gathered for a hastily
called neeting. She didn't understand what was going on. But if it caused Art
to shout, it nust be serious.

I ndoors, Maximlian Kruger pointed an accusing finger at Benton. "You told ne
we had nothing to fear from The Eden M ssion, said it was no match for the
organi zati on. Wiy are these do-gooders still nosing around, stirring things
up, spoiling trade? It's tinme they were squashed. "

A fat Brazilian cocai ne-deal er naned Gonez echoed the German's sentinents:
"Yeah. Stop pussyfooting, get rid of the snoopers for keeps."

Benton's knuckles went white as he fought to take a grip of hinself. "W've
gotta be careful,” he warned. "Look, this is a gl obal gane, spreading as far
south as Antarctica. The organi zation holds all the high cards. It's playing
them one by one, and it's w nning. Qur people are everywhere--even in the
ecol ogi sts' canp--watching, reporting, telling us where and when to strike
next. There's no way we can |ose."

Be patient, he urged Gonmez, renminding himof future assaults on the
conservation novenent.

Gonez remmi ned unconvi nced. Sneering, he referred to the bungled collision
attenpt in Mam harbour.

Benton's control snapped. He banged the armof his chair. "OK, the crash
fail ed. What do you suggest--blow up the ship?"

"Sounds good to me," Gonez retorted.

Benton smled nmirthlessly. "Geat! Make heroes of the creeps ... all those
dead kids ... bring the press and police swarning like flies. Just what the
organi zati on needs! The Eden M ssion is attracting enough publicity already."
He added in a cal nmer tone: "And renmenber, not everyone on board is
Bell i nghamis ally."

Gonez dropped the argument, but Kruger took it up. Benton gritted his teeth.

When Kruger had finished, Benton replied quietly: "Please listen to reason
Max. We've got the noney, the power, the spies, the nuscle. The
conservationists don't know what's hitting 'em and nobody can prove a thing
agai nst the organi zation. Let's keep it that way. If we have to get really
rough, we will. Believe ne."

However, Kruger still wasn't satisfied, and a Japanese busi nessman made
further objections.

Bent on passed Kruger an ashtray. "The Director has given specific
instructions. Do you want to oppose his w shes?"

A hush descended on the neeting. Benton waited. "Right, we'll vote. Those in
favour of pursuing the present policy raise your hands."
o

Al'l but Kruger responded. Benton gl anced at the Gernan. m sure Max wil |

abi de by the majority decision," he purred.

"WELCOVE TO SEA WORLD." dinpsing the sign, Susan felt her heart skip.
Pleasure ... and a thrill and chill of anticipation. How often do you cone



face to face with bloodthirsty sharks--even if they' re nouthing at the
four-inch-thick glass that holds them back in a gigantic aquariunf? Scary. A
birthday treat to treasure. But what pleased Susan npbst was the prospect of
seei ng Gary again.

Whil e the other youngsters criss-crossed Florida on conservation projects, she
had been allowed to join her friend for a short visit to Sea Wrld in Ol ando.
Gary and teachers Peter Stokes and Geoffrey Baggall ey were already there,
awai ti ng Susan and Johnny Masterson

Johnny made sone remark, which Susan rather rudely ignored. Her eyes searched
the crowd at the pre-arranged neeting point. "There he is!" She broke into a
run. "Gary!"

"Hel |l o, Susan...Happy birthday!" To her surprise she was tongue-tied. Both had
so nmuch to say, so nmuch news to share, but the words wouldn't conme. He's
brown, she thought, a tan suits him Gary was thinking the sane of her--the
sun had given her skin a honey hue. 1've never noticed how pretty she is.

"This is daft!" Susan declared. "Behaving |ike strangers." She threw her arns
round Gary's neck and he hugged her. After that they couldn't stop talking.

Side by side, the three adults followi ng, Gary and Susan set out for the
aquarium and a proni sed "Shark Encounter". An accurate description, as Gary
knew, but he wasn't going to tell Susan anything that m ght spoil the shock

The friends fell silent. Did she share his vision of triangular fins cutting

t hrough the water towards thenf? Sharks--the perfect predators, |ethal |ords of
the ocean for 300 million years. Fast, streanlined, relentless as honing

t or pedoes. Some species so aggressive they attack one another in the wonb.
Born ready for action, each equipped with 24 teeth to tear flesh. Later their
fully-grown jaws can exert a pressure of twenty tons per square inch

Sharks. They fascinated Gary. As a seven-year-old he had seen phot ographs of
them and ever since had shown a shark-Iike appetite for any book or filmthat
woul d tell himnore about the big "bad" fish. But not all of the 370 species
are big or bad. The small est nmeasures under three inches, and the largest--the
si xty-foot whal e shark--is harm ess. Though nost are canni bals. And a dozen
notably the gruesone great white, are man-eaters ..

A tug at his sleeve. Susan--radiating excitenment. "SHARK ENCOUNTER' was
strai ght ahead. Wth Messrs. Masterson, Baggalley and Stokes cl ose behind, the
t eenagers went in.

Susan "goose-pi npl ed". Any nonment now! Then, to her disappointnment, she

di scovered she nust delay saying a breathless hello to the sharks. First there
was an information filmto sit through. However, the disappointment didn't
last. The pictures and commentary were to cast a spell over Susan--and woul d
nearly put her off swimring in the sea for life ..

Enter the arch-villain, expressionless eyes, two-inch teeth exposed in a cruel
crescent sneer, undi sputed chanpion of terror. The great white. No other
creature can rival it for sheer ferocity. Nothing but death will halt its
headl ong charge. A thirty-foot great white strikes with the full force of its
8,000 pounds, ripping chunks fromits victins or biting clean through. Its
hunger--or greed--seens insatiable. A horse has been found in a great white's
belly. Another's contained two seven-foot sharks, and a third the remains of a
thirsty el ephant which ran into Kenyan coastal waters.

Susan squeezed Gary's hand. Not sinply out of affection, he knew, smling to



hinself in the dark

The filmrolled on. For some great whites, apparently, human flesh is top of
t he nenu--an acquired taste they keep trying to satisfy.

Sharks are at their npbst ravenous when the water tenperature reaches 70
degrees Fahrenheit. It's then that they may go on the ranpage in a "feeding
frenzy", triggered perhaps by bait or entrails dunped overboard froma fishing
boat. At such tinmes the sharks' bl ood-1ust knows no bounds as they snap and

sl ash at anything--each other, even a whirling propeller. Any person caught up
in this dance of death can only pray for a swift end.

Gary recalled stories he had read of shark attacks, stories he would never
tell his soft-hearted friend. Like the night the Nova Scotia, a troop-ship,
was sunk of f South Africa in 1942. A thousand nen perished, and dawn reveal ed
the | egl ess bodies of many of themfloating on the surface. And in 1930,
spectators at a yacht race in Port Phillip Bay, Australia, watched hel plessly
as a shark savaged ni neteen-year-old Norman C ark. O ark had dived off a pier
He was inmredi ately seized by the shark, which hurled himinto the air, bit off
his legs and played with himlike a cat with a nmouse. Finally, tiring of its
gane, the shark grabbed O ark round the waist and di sappeared with him...

The on-screen dranma was as gripping as any thriller. Beside Gary, Susan sat
enthralled. A tiger shark produces and sheds 24,000 teeth in ten years, a blue
shark can travel at over forty miles an hour, a mako shark will sonetimes
chase boats and junp on board. Then cane the information that sharks will
swal | ow seal s, turtles, birds, |obsters, rubbish and coal. Biologists,

di ssecting one bloated brute, pulled out three overcoats, a car nunber-plate
and a chi cken coop ..

Al t hough Susan's ent husi asm woul d never equal Gary's, she now understood why
he was hooked on the fearsome fish. Al nost indestructible, even after being

di senbowel I ed they are still dangerous, still programed to attack and kill. A
particul arly voraci ous man-eater has established itself in Central Anmerica's
Lake Ni caragua, migrating fromthe Caribbean

They are found everywhere. In warmor cold seas, deep or shallow waters,
rivers ... Men, wonen and children have all fallen victimto those terrible
t eet h.

Shar ks have few enen es: other sharks, swordfish, killer whales - and, of
course, man who hunts them for food and sport.

"Just a few nore mnutes,"
real thing."

Gary whispered in Susan's ear. "Then you'll see the

Suddenly her concentration began to waver. She'd taken in so nuch--surprising,
shocki ng, sensational. Now her thoughts focused on the waiting aquarium

Conveniently the screen turned black. The lights rose. Susan stood and
breat hed out a soundl ess whistle. Then, dragging Gary with her and
unceremoni ously treading on toes, she hurried fromthe cinema. Masterson
St okes and Baggal | ey coul d barely keep up

Shar k Encounter would be everything Susan inmagi ned--and nmore. Standing on a
"peopl e-mover", like a conveyor belt, they travelled slowmy along a gl ass
tunnel at the bottom of the aquarium Surrounded by sharks. Beside you, above
you, behind, ahead. You're in their domain. Lenon sharks, sand tigers, bul
sharks, brown sharks, nurse sharks--sone fierce, some placid--cruising and
banking with effortl ess magnificence through three million litres of nan-nmade



salt water. Well fed, they don't turn on each other. "They're ... beautiful!"
Susan excl ai med. Gary obviously agreed. He rem nded her that Jaws 3 was fil nmed
here. This caused her to think again of the shark as nercil ess aggressor. But
she still marvelled at its beauty ..

Eventual | y, dazed and dazzl ed, Susan energed into Sea Wrld' s sunshine. Crowds
of tourists swarmed as thickly as ever. She wal ked ahead of Gary and the
adults, her mind swnmng with the sharks. Gary quickened his pace. He drew
near ... then choked. A shout stuck in his throat.

Sonebody--a swarthy man--had junped out at Susan and was bundling her off.

Johnny Masterson swore, rushed forward. The ki dnapper and the girl were | ost
in the throng. "Qut of nmy way!" Masterson bell owed. He dodged and weaved

bet ween the dawdling visitors, shoved sone aside, spied Susan for a second,
started to gain ground.

Then Masterson went sprawling. A foot had shot sideways and tripped him Not
caring whose, he was up i mediately. Save Susan. No sign of her. Masterson
barged on, Gary and the teachers bringing up the rear

At this point Susan took a hand--her kidnapper's hand--and bit it hard. The
man yel ped as she wiggled free. He managed to recapture her, but not w thout
difficulty.

Cat ching sight of them Masterson put on a final spurt. He vaulted a | ow wall.
They were right in front of him

As Gary arrived on the scene he saw Masterson's armlunge--a punch? a
chop?--and the swarthy nman tunbl ed backwards. He lay very still, unconsci ous.
Gary stared at Masterson admiringly, and enbraced a sobbi ng Susan

Curious onl ookers began to gather. Masterson bent down and, none too gently,
tried to revive the unnoving ki dnapper. A uniformed patrol man appeared and
wanted to know what had happened. Wiy was the guy on the ground? Masterson
rose and turned to explain. Susan, her nerves now steady, filled in the
story.

Left out of things, with only the sheepish-1ooking teachers for conpany, Gary
glared at the circle of tourists. He vaguely registered a grey car in the
background. It was rolling closer. A saloon, its passenger door open

Suspi cion sparked in his mnd.

The ki dnapper had recovered, was on his feet! He dashed through the bystanders
like a sprinter. Masterson and the patrol man spun round. The car engine
revved. Susan's assailant scranmbled into the seat beside the driver. Wth
tyres squealing, the sal oon accel erated away--and nobody could stop it.

Several hundred miles to the east, off the Bahanas, a fishing boat's bows
breasted the tinsel strips of sunlight strewn |ike decoration on a cal mand
cheerful sea. An ideal day for diving. The two nen in wet-suits preparing to
take the plunge were ecol ogi sts, whose boat had been specially adapted for
survey duty. Wth a casual wave to their teammates the bl ack-clad figures
dropped over the side. One carried an underwater camera.

Kicking their flippers and trailing a string of bubbles fromtheir oxygen
tanks, the divers descended deeper into a blue-green realmof l|ight and shade
and flitting shadows. Around them vivid platoons of fish wheel ed and
scattered. Below, throbbing with |um nous colour, stretched the coral reef.
Soon they would find the answer to an inportant question



On the silver-streaked surface the boat swayed | azily, but those aboard were
far fromidle. Like the exploring frognen, they too had only one concern: the
coral reef. In the wheel -house, three conservationists pored over naps and
charts whose dark markings represented ruined reefs around the world. The

t hought of it nade the experts fune. Coral collecting for the souvenir trade,
m ning for construction material, pollution, nuclear testing ... all agents of
death anong these living masterpi eces. Reefs support a third of fish species,
guard the Iand from erosion--and are nore breathtaking than any work of art.
Leavi ng the wheel - house, the naturalists went to hel p col |l eagues who were busy
in other parts of the boat. Every m nd pictured what was happening eighty feet
beneat h the wat er

The | eadi ng diver gestured to his partner. Yes, the reef had been raided by
coral hunters--a discarded net bag was evidence of that. The second man cl osed
inwith his camera. Farther on, the swimrng investigators found traces of
chemi cal and sewage pollution. Then they canme upon a desert-like tract where
m ning had torn up the reef, carving jagged gaps. A graveyard that was once a
pul sing rai nbow of life.

The divers felt despondent. One of them | eaned against a rock. Instantly a
squat head shot out froma crevice. A noray eel, ten feet of steely sinew wth
teeth and jaws that can crack clans and pin a diver in an unbreakable grip.
The frogman was not slow to vacate the eel's territory.

As the rubber-suited men swam on, they becane aware that they were being
tracked by an interested spectator: a sleek barracuda, perhaps six feet |ong.
Not the friendliest of fish. Always hungry, it is attracted by bright flashing
obj ects. Barracudas may steal the catch froma fishing spear, or zero in on an
unsuspecting swi nmmer wearing a wist-watch or a bracelet. And | egs dangling
froma raft can prove irresistible. Even beach-side waders have been anbushed.
A barracuda bites only once, unlike a shark, and inflicts a clean straight
wound quite different fromthe shark's ragged tear

However, the divers were not alarmed. They halted. Their escort halted too,
fixing themwith a glassy stare. They stared back--until the barracuda, bored
or bew | dered, withdrew But not far. Fascinated, the men watched the predator
herding fish to the surface, and before long a faint rain of silver scales
began to fall. Pretty, but slightly sad.

By now the reef explorers had al nost conpleted their survey. A couple nore
m nutes' filmng, then they could ascend to the boat. In unison they propelled
t hensel ves forward ... and together saw a totally unexpected sight.

Festooned in weed and ravaged by tine and salt water, the dimoutline was
unm st akable. A ship. An old sailing ship. A Spanish galleon? Perhaps one of
t housands lost in the Caribbean between the 16th and 18th centuries when the
conqui st adores plundered the vast wealth of Central and Southern Anmerica and
wer e thensel ves robbed by storns, reefs and buccaneers? If so, tons of
treasure worth a fortune mght still be on board.

The divers wanted to investigate further. But they were not the first to
di scover the weck. Indeed, twenty or nore frognen were circling it in a
bal | et of bubbl es. Beyond coul d be seen several indistinct shapes ..
contai ners, crates.

Intrigued, the cameraman let his filmrun. Was this a | egal sal vage operation?
O were these the nodern-day pirates he'd heard of, some funded by the Mfia?

He was not |eft wondering long. Half a dozen figures detached thensel ves from



t he sal vage group and advanced in formation, like a fighter squadron. The

| eader held a spear gun. Any doubts about his intentions were swiftly and
violently dispelled. The spear pierced the cameraman's hand, the attacking
force only yards away. Aiding his unconscious partner, the other diver tried
to make an escape. Hopel ess!

Then ... a slow, rolling runmble. The seabed shook. Sand swirled, turning the
wat er opaque. An earthquake beneath the waves.

Groggy but desperately determ ned, the diver struggled upwards, towing his
friend and the canera. Wuld both reach the surface alive?

Good ol d Sea Shepherd! Susan |l ed Gary, Stokes, Baggall ey and Johnny Masterson
up the ship's gangway. She'd had her fill of adventure; all she wanted now was
a quiet life.

At the top of the gangway Radio Officer Leslie Curtis stepped smartly forward
and sal uted. Was he nocki ng her? Susan regarded himneutrally, unsure whether
she woul d ever quite trust him But his grin was broad and his handshake firm
when he expressed relief at her safe return. "M. Masterson phoned the captain
with the news." Susan sunmpned sone insincere words in response. Curtis
expl ai ned that her parents had been contacted and told the danger was past.

"He certainly seens pleased to see you," murnured Gary as they noved on. Susan
sai d not hi ng.

Morents | ater she was caught up in a scrum The ot her youngsters, back from
their field trips, nobbed her |like a pop star. Susan the heroine! Intrepid
survivor of the Ol ando ordeal

They demanded details. First, though, there were happy hell os. Vanessa ki ssed
Susan's cheek, Yves ruffled her hair, Norman patted her on the back. But,
oddly, it was the munbled "G ad you're all right" fromDarren that meant nost
to her.

Meanwhil e, in the captain's cabin, A exander paced up and down whil e Ben
Bel | i ngham and First Oficer Philip Gant sat conversing seriously. A rap at
the door. "Enter." Al exander wasted no tine on pleasantries as Masterson and
the three teachers filed in. "Please sit." He glanced at his watch. "Gentl eman
and madant' --he nodded in the direction of Maude M npriss--"you know why
we're here. A nasty business. Could ve been a lot nastier but for the pronpt
action of M. Masterson. Congratul ations! Perhaps you'd bring us all up to
date. "

Mast erson stood and gave a brief sunmary of events at Sea World. "I blane
nmysel f," he concluded. "If 1'd been nore alert ... the kidnapper should never
have got away. The police have his description and the car's, but | don't hold
out much hope."

Al exander spoke again: "No need to reproach yourself, man. You did well. The
thing is, what are we going to do now?"

Ben Bel lingham s face was drawn. "I'mworried,"” he admitted. "Very worried
["I'l risk my neck for The Eden M ssion any day, but | won't ganble on the
safety of innocent young people. W can tell what's in store? Qur opponents
are stepping up the pressure--1 had a report from Australia just an hour ago.
Yes, |'mworried. Maybe the youngsters should go hone."

A heavy silence. Al exander ended it. "Excuse nme, Ben, there's nothing to
connect this kidnapping with The Eden M ssion. Wy woul d anybody pick on her?



The man who grabbed Susan, and his acconplice, nay be nutcases.”

Bel I i ngham t ook no part in the discussion which followed. Unlike Maude
Mmpriss. In extrenely agitated tones she aired her own anxieties.

Captai n Al exander intervened. "Let's not panic. | see no reason to send any of
our passengers back to England. That woul d make us | ook stupid, weak --as

t hough we can't cope. W can cope. By being extra vigilant. M. Masterson and
I will work out a plan, a tight security systemthat everyone nust stick to."
Al exander inclined his head towards Bellingham "Wat do you say, Ben?"

The naturalist's expression underwent a subtle change and the corners of his
mouth twitched. "You may be right, Jim Anyway, | didn't fancy breaking the
bad tidings to the youngsters--they'd probably have mnutinied!"

On deck, Susan spraw ed in a canvas chair next to Gary and cl osed her eyes.
Too much, everything was a bit too nmuch. Even the boisterous reunion had tired
her out. Gary, she knew, understood this w thout needing to be told and she
was grateful. Sleep began to wap Susan |ike a cosy bl anket.

Rel axing, Gary let his mnd drift across Mam harbour--carried by the
swel ling sails of yachts or borne away on a luxury liner, stylish and spick
and span, for a Caribbean cruise ..

"Gary." Susan's drowsy voice. So she hadn't dropped off. "Gary." More
i nsi stent.

"Uh- huh." Regretfully he disenbarked from his daydream and rejoi ned her
"Well, go on then."

Susan took her time. "Er, renenber what | said about the Evergl ades and the
man in the airboat? You know, the one with the video camera?"

Gary qui pped: "Ch, yeah. He thought you were so gorgeous you ought to be in
films."

"Shut up, Gary, and listen. Suppose he was taking pictures of me, and suppose
he passed themon to sonebody else ...?"

"Li ke who?"

"Li ke that thug at Sea Wrld."

There was no humour now in Gary's deneanour. "Hrmm ..l wonder. Not funny, is
it?"

Susan | aid her hand on his arm "Shall | tell Ben?"

Gary consi dered before replying: "I dunno. Mght be a false alarm Besi des,

he's got plenty on his plate already. No, | don't think we should bother
him"

A resonant noan from Sea Shepherd's funnel put an end to the conversation
They sauntered to the other side of the ship. On the quay, ropes were being
cast off. The gangway had been haul ed up. Gary recognised three crew
nmenbers--boffins fromthe | aboratories--who woul d be staying behind to play
their part in the Save the Manatee project. Susan gave an unl adylike holler
and waved. The trio waved back

Sea Shepherd was under way, begi nning the next |eg of her journey.



Destination: San Pedro, California.

While Gary remai ned on deck, determined it seened to count every ship and boat
i n Biscayne Bay, Susan went below for a nap. Two hours later, after a shower
and a change of clothes, she made straight for the dining-roomwth Vanessa.
D nner. Susan's tummy runbl ed; she'd never been hungrier

She was about to sit beside Gary when Ben Bellingham cl ai med her. "The captain
and | would like the pleasure of your company," he said, bow ng. Wde-eyed she
nmeekly acconpanied himto the top of the table where he politely pulled out a
chair and seated her by Captain Al exander, who soon insisted she call him

Jim

The neal had a festive atnosphere, and Susan was treated as guest of honour
Maude M npriss shed her inhibitions, for once.

A steward entered, bearing a silver bucket in which nestled a | arge green
bottle. G adually the hubbub subsided. Ben was on his feet. "How about sone
chanpagne?" Anot her steward brought gl asses. Al exander opened the bottle with
a pop and a cascade of bubbly froth. The gl asses were quickly filled, and

Bel | i ngham proposed a toast. "Susan!" "Susan!" they all repeated. Bl ushing,
she tried her first taste of chanpagne. The bubbl es ti ckl ed.

Gary wat ched her proudly before noting that there were fourteen chairs at the
captain's table; the extra one was for Johnny Masterson. Silly to be
superstitious, but Gary felt relieved--and optinistic about the conmi ng days.

He slept soundly that night, waking in a sun-splashed cabin. A puddle of Iight
lay on the floor by his bunk. Gary grunted. He could get up... Wy rush?

"Hello there." Two feet poking from pyjama trousers jerked into view, then the
rest of Norman. "W start |essons again today."

"Terrific!" Gary burrowed under the sheets. "I can't wait."

By mi d-norning he had deci ded school was OK. The teachers weren't bad
ei ther--considering they were teachers. But he was not sorry to put away his
books.

When Gary took a pre-lunch stroll, Norman tagged al ong. Talk, talk, talk. The
bespect acl ed boy nmade Gary's head ache. Wuld nothing stop hin? As if in
answer to a prayer, the words dried up. Norman gaped, pointing. An enornopus
silver-blue fish had rocketed out of the sea near the ship's bow It "swani in
the air for what seened an age, burst back into the water and flung a
glittering plume high over its shoul der

A tuna. Plunp but athletic on a diet of garfish, mackerel and squid--which
gives it the unique taste so sought-after by humans. This one, if it evaded
fishernen's nets and hooks, might build its weight to as nuch as a ton and its
length to fourteen feet. Yet a tuna could outpace a flying fish

Nor man' s tongue got back to work. "Tunas, you know, never really stop noving.
They can swmindefinitely. Biologists estimate that a fifteen-year-old

speci men nust have covered a mllion mles." Gary |aughed--Nornman was

i npossi bl e. "Thank you, Professor.” In the data-processing centre, a |large
cabin next to the radio room green-printed nessages flickered on screens:

i nformati on about The Eden M ssion's worldwi de progress, or lack of it, sent
by satellite. Ben Bellinghamturned away fromthe screens and stared at First
Oficer Philip Gant. Both men were frowning. Grant shut the door behind them
and they set off along the corridor



"Treasure hunters!" Bellingham al nost spat. "The two divers coul d ve been
killed. Thank God they escaped."

Grant nodded. "I can understand the salvors wanting to protect their haul. But
nmurder ...?"

They wal ked on, Bellinghamtrying to make sense of it. He couldn't. Mybe the
di vers' video woul d.

Sea Shepherd carved purposefully through the Cari bbean, gobbling up the mles.
Day soon faded into dusk and dusk into night. After dinner, Gary and Susan
promenaded round and round the deck, reluctant to turn in. The sky was dai si ed
with stars and noonlight nmeandered across the waves. How ronmantic! Perhaps it
was this that inspired Susan to give Gary a nore than affectionate kiss before
parti ng.

In the cabin, she found her roommte enptying drawers amid a litter of
cl ot hes. Vanessa, normally poised in all situations, |ooked flustered.

"What is it?" Susan asked, concerned.
"My wat ch--have you seen it?"

Susan visualised the delicate gold wist-watch. "No." Her cheeks burned, as
t hough she were bei ng accused.

Vanessa took in Susan's disconfort. "Ch, | didn't nmean ... you didn't think
" The older girl sighed. "I don't know where it could have got to."
Susan smiled. "I'Il help you."

On their knees they sorted out the piles of belongings. The watch, Vanessa
confided, was a present from her nother, who had died in a car crash

Their search proved fruitless. Susan held Vanessa's hand. "Never nmind, it'll
turn up." Vanessa put on a brave face. "You think so? Yves |ost his pen--and
that's still missing."

Both girls remained kneeling. The idea of a thief on board was too unpl easant
to contenplate. "Let's tidy the cabin,” Susan suggested brightly.

It wasn't long before their quarters were shipshape again and Vanessa's
conposure returned. They sat down on the bottom bunk. "Thanks," said Vanessa.
"You know, you're nice-looking. Wiy don't you make nore of yourself? A new
hair-style, pretty dress, touch of make-up--you' d be quite a knock-out with
all the boys." Susan shrugged.

Vanessa regarded this as a challenge. "It's true. 1'll show you." For the next
hour she had Susan changing clothes |like a nodel. Vanessa's outfits were too
big for the younger girl. But sone of them Susan sawin the full-length
wardrobe mrror, did make her look ... attractive. Wen Vanessa got busy with

a conb and mekeup, Susan didn't recogni se herself. She giggled. Maybe she
shoul d take greater care over her appearance, but it was such a |ot of
bot her .

Tal k turned to boys. Was Gary Susan's boyfriend? Vanessa insisted on know ng.
Susan gave a confused reply. No ... yes ... sort of. He was certainly her best
friend. "How about you and Yves?" Vanessa yawned. "W'll| see.”



The conversation continued in their bunks, and next norning they were both
reluctant risers.

However, they weren't too late to witness the start of Sea Shepherd' s passage
al ong the Panama Canal. Wthout this man-made short cut, linking Atlantic and
Pacific, the ship would have had to keep on steam ng for thousands nore
mles--right round Cape Horn

A pilot came on board to supervise the jerky journey. There were stops in half
a dozen giant |ocks, through which Sea Shepherd was pulled by four electric

| oconotives called "mules". So slow Even Gary, watching each ship snail by,
grew restl ess.

After nine hours and fifty nmles, the canal trip ended at Bal boa. Ceoffrey
Baggal | ey, havi ng been defeated at dom noes by Peter Stokes for the unpteenth
time, seized the opportunity to give the teenagers a |ightning geography

| esson. "We are now entering the Pacific Ocean," he announced, "65 million
square mles of it. The Atlantic is vast, but the Pacific"--he spread his
arnms--"is by far the broadest and deepest of the world s oceans, bigger than
all the Iand put together."

Sea Shepherd pushed on into evening, then dawn, then another evening and

anot her dawn. A snooth voyage whi ch soothed away worries. Of Acapul co,

Mexi co, ever-observant Gary spotted a red seaplane that had crossed the ship's
path several tinmes since she |eft Panama. Now he renenbered where he'd first
seen the aircraft, or one like it: in Biscayne Bay, when Sea Shepherd arrived
at Mam.

But soon the thought was w ped fromhis mnd by the nost astonishing
spectacl e. Luckily Susan, Norman, Vanessa, Yves and Ben Bellingham were there
to share it with him Qut of the bright blue water, close to the ship, soared
one ... two ... three inmense creatures. Up and up. Like bats or birds grown
to a phenonenal , freakish size. Twenty feet across.

"Mant a-rays, also known as devil-fish,"” Bellingham contributed, not hiding his
el ati on. The mantas, each wei ghing 3,500 pounds-plus, belly-flopped into the
waves with three foam fountaining smacks.

"Why do they do that?" incredul ous Susan asked.

"Nobody can really say," Ben replied, "but probably to get rid of parasites.”
After that, further wildlife sightings--flying fish and the Californian sea
lions--seenmed rather ordinary.

Susan felt sorry that Darren had m ssed the show, especially when she happened
to see the scarl et-cheeked boy being told off by a furious Leslie Curtis. She
liked the radio officer less and |ess.

The ship neared San Pedro--en route to hel ping the whal es and sea otters.

Then, wi thout warning, disaster struck. Sea Shepherd | ost speed. Electronic
equi prent began to blink and break down. Captain Al exander hastened bel ow from
the bridge. He alnobst collided with the Chief Engineer stomping up fromthe
engi ne-room The engineer's face was streaked with sweat and grinme, and veins
stood out on his forehead. "Sone swine has put sand in the oil. It'll ruin the
engi nes, cripple the ship."

Al exander clenched his fist ... "Sabotage!"



6. Bl ack death

Wlled on by her crew and passengers, Sea Shepherd linped the last mles to
San Pedro. In the juddering din deep bel ow decks, the engineer |let |oose a
stream of oaths and vowed vengeance. No torture was excruciating enough for
whoever had harmed his preci ous machinery.

Captain Al exander's feelings were hardly nore noderate, but he wore a coo

mask as he issued clipped orders to the men around himon the bridge. Only his
posture betrayed the boiling anger inside. Wi did it? How? Wien? The
guestions pounded in his head. He needn't ask why. That was obvious - to
scupper The Eden M ssi on.

Wth a slight pressure on the wheel, Al exander eased Sea Shepherd through the
San Pedro Channel. The ship's engi nes made a raspi ng noi se. An expert job of
sabot age, the captain conceded bitterly. Done by somebody who knew where to
cause nost damage. Sonebody who had access to the engi ne-room Sonebody on
board at this nonent.

An anchor cl anked fromthe bow, broke the water and sank to find a firm hold
on the ocean floor. Tugging tightly at her chain, Sea Shepherd canme to rest
of f San Pedro, the port of Los Angeles.

Al exander's anger subsided; now dread took its place. Perhaps the engines were
beyond repair, maybe the voyage--not hal f-conpl et ed--was over. Bracing hinself
for the worst, he strode unseeing to his cabin and a nmeeting with the

engi neer. Sea Shepherd's fate was all that concerned him Later he would
decide the fate of the person, or people, who'd struck at her heart.

The youngsters, gossiping and gesticul ating, assenbl ed on deck. WAs the
runour ed sabotage true? Debate di ed down when Ben Bel | i ngham appr oached.
"We've suffered a setback," he said, "a severe setback. But The Eden M ssion
continues - and you're part of it. So be ready to disenmbark in five m nutes,
as pl anned. "

Susan sighted a pert little boat rounding the harbour wall. The yellow | aunch
swaggered towards them Sea Shepherd's gangway had been lowered to within a
foot of the softly undulating water. A sailor tied the launch to the bottom of
t he gangway. Led by Bellingham and foll owed by Masterson and Baggal | ey, the
Ssi x teenagers began their cautious descent to the boat. Susan grasped the rope
handr ai | .

Al'l aboard--w thout mshap. Gary w nked at Susan and sat next to her in the
stern. The launch grew friskier each nmonent, |ike a playful pony eager to be
free. Then she was off, bucking to shore. Too short a ride for Gary's taste,
but he realised they were not on a pleasure spree.

At San Pedro the party boarded a m ni-bus which was soon speeding north to
Sant a Barbara--and the Marine Manmal Center.

The youngsters trooped out of the bus and into an inpressive white buil ding.
Ben was bustled away by a secretary for a discussion with the center's top
official. The rest of the party stood around. What now?

"Howdy, folks." A man of about 30, with |long hair and sporting a gaudy cowboy
shirt, introduced hinmself. "I'm Professor Kelsey ... call me Joss. Please cone
this way."

A professor, eh? He didn't fit Susan's idea of an egghead. If this was
California style, she liked it. Vanessa evidently agreed, |inking her arm



t hrough Susan's. The group gathered in a hall lined with photographs and
di agrams. At one end lay a col ossal skeleton--the Iength of two railway
carri ages.

Joss Kel sey spoke up: "M . Bellinghamw ||l be back before |ong, which neans |

won't bore you with too nany details about the center's work. Just to say that
this place is devoted to the study and protection of marine mamal s. Fromt he
|argest to the smallest. Fromthat guy there"--he pointed to the

skel eton--"the blue whale, to the pint-sized sea otter."

Kel sey | oped over and patted the bones affectionately. "M ghtiest creature God
ever made, nothing to match it in the whole four-and-a-half-billion-year
history of the world. And it's probably doonmed to extinction. Thanks to a
pushy newcomer known as hono sapi ens, alias man. Wal es have been roam ng the
oceans for 45 million years, whereas our ancestors hadn't |earned to wal k
upright until a few hundred thousand years ago."

The professor, noticing Darren's expression, tried to strike a cheerier note.
"The blue's heart is heavier than all of you put together, beats like a giant
kettledrum and is the height of this gentleman"--he indicated Johnny

Mast erson. "Hot bl ood is punped around the whale's 170-ton bul k, al ong
arteries so big that you"--Kelsey grinned at Darren - "coul d' ve swum t hrough
themas a kid. Maybe, with a lotta luck, it will survive."

I f Kel sey needed encouragenment to carry on, his audience provided plenty. The
facts fl owed. Among those lodging in Gary's nmind was that a full-size blue
whal e can generate one thousand horsepower with its twenty-foot tail flukes.
But when he heard that a baby blue increases in weight 30,000 mllion times
during the first two years, Gary doubted his ears. Then Kel sey el abor at ed.
Starting as a barely visible egg of 0.000035 ounces inside its nother, the
calf is born nearly eleven nonths later. It neasures 23 feet and wei ghs 2«
tons. A year after that, it has expanded to a fifty-foot, 26-tonner--nourished
for seven nmonths on one-ton daily intakes of nutritious nother's mlk. Wth
this start, it may live to be 120.

Nor man asked: "Whales aren't as intelligent as humans, are they?" Kel sey
chuckl ed. "Maybe they're brighter. Wien | think of sone people |I've net,
that's not claimng nuch. For one thing, whales don't destroy their
environnent. For another, they co-operate with each other, even different
species. Their brains are bigger than ours, particularly the parts associ ated
with intelligence. The truth is these majestic |leviathans are still sonething
of a nystery."

Susan caught the professor's attention. "Joss, is the blue whale really
doonmed? Can't it make a cone-back now hunters have promised to leave it in
peace?"

Kel sey put his hands together. The blue's future is doubtful, he expl ained.
Since the 1870s, war on whal es has been waged from steanships arnmed with

har poon guns. In this century, all-out war was declared. Many species suffered
horrendous casualties--and the blue, too big and swift for earlier whalers,
became a prime target. The survivors were few and scattered. Could they find
partners in the wi de oceans? And if they did and mated successfully, would the
cows' offspring--a single calf every two or three years--be enough to boost a
popul ation with an annual death rate from natural causes of four to eight per
cent ?

Kel sey added: "Even wi t hout harpoons, man goes on stabbing the whale in the
back. How? By turning its home into a dirty, poisonous place. Pollution ..
that's humanity's latest gift to nmarine creatures. A foul river of



agricultural pesticides and herbicides, industrial chem cals, sewage and
nucl ear waste flows fromthe land into the sea--to circulate |ike bad news
around the gl obe. ™

But the worst curse off California' s coast, said Kelsey, is oil. Not far from
shore an ever-lengthening line of oil platfornms marches al ong past scenery as
beautiful as any on earth. Accidents happen. A minor oil spill is serious

enough, "as you'll soon see for yourselves. But a major blowout, a full-scale

flood--it'd be ecologically devastating ..

A pause. Ben Bellingham had returned. He apol ogi sed for interrupting, and
shook Kel sey's hand. Time to nove on. Everyone thanked Joss and, with fina
farewells, the party filed out.

The mini-bus was waiting, engine ticking over. A brief trip through sunlit
streets would end at a pier where a boat stood by to take the visitors
si ght seei ng--sights they'd never want to see again.

Ni nety-five mles to the south, beyond San Pedro harbour wall, Sea Shepherd
floated at el egant ease; a fine vessel in first-class condition. O so a
casual observer night think

After the Chief Engineer had delivered a danage report to Captain Al exander
they toured the engine-room It was still and silent. The nmen spoke quietly,
as if in the presence of a sick friend. Only when they left did Al exander ask:
"What's your verdict, Chief? Any hope?"

The engi neer | ooked |ike a doctor about to announce tragedy. Al exander
stiffened his back. "Not good, uh?"

"There's still a chance, Jim A slimchance. Wn't know till the engines are
stripped down. Just possible they can be repaired--if we can get the spare
parts. O herw se the nachinery mght as well be scrap-netal."

Little to cel ebrate, but enough to |lighten Al exander's |eaden spirits. "Right,
Chief, let's give it a go. We're not beaten yet."

But the engineer didn't stir. dowering, he muttered: "If | ever get ny hands
on the scumthat did this, God "elp him"

Al exander: "Don't worry--1'l1 take care of the culprit. First things first,
t hough. Qur job nowis to bring Sea Shepherd back to active life ..."

Farther up the coast, the Santa Barbara | aunch continued her putt-putt-putting
progress out to sea, leaving the pier behind in a paper-chase of foam Gary
and Susan huddl ed in the bow by Ben and a | ocal naturalist. Scanning the

hori zon, Susan saw t he snudged shapes of islands gradually sharpening into
focus. Gary counted the nearer oil platforms, like tin Titans wading in the
wat er .

"El even,"” commented the naturalist. "Quite awe-inspiring in their way, aren't
they? From shore, all lit up at night, they look pretty. Remi nd nme of
Christmas trees.”

This was his only favourable remark about the platforms. He di sapproved of
contraptions that could go wong and spew bl ack death into the ocean

Ani mal s were what excited him-such as the whal es which paraded in frolicking
convoys past the wi ndows of his beach-side house each Christnmas. G ey whal es,
forty-foot mgrants fromthe frozen north, make a 12,000-mle round trip to



wi nter off Lower California where cows give birth to their calves in warm and
shal | ow | agoons.

"Year after year they return. It's always a thrill."

H s gaze cl ouded and he gestured contenptuously at a nearby oil platform
"Spills can choke a whale. This applies particularly to bal een whal es--the
bl ue and the grey, for instance. They feed by filtering water through their
bal een, a hanging fringe of a substance simlar to fingernails, and licking
of f the trapped plankton. If the filter is clogged the whale starves."

Gary, Susan and the others sat in wordl ess contenpl ati on, scarcely aware of
the island until the boat bunped ashore.

The naturalist |Ied themover grass-tufted sand to a cal mcove, the perfect
pi cni cki ng place. But not today. Not since oil had stained and sneared the
beach. And who wanted to picnic beside two dead bodi es?

A grey whale and her calf, pecked at by birds, were already rotting. Susan's
tears well ed. The calf, though at |east twelve feet |ong, |ooked fragile and
pathetic. It seened to be cuddling up to its nother. Both were coated in

gl utinous oil.

Gary squeezed Susan's arm but he could no nore confort her than he could the
lifel ess carcasses. The cow s slightly curved nmouth suggested a sad snmile

Trying not to tread in the oil, Gary, Susan, Darren, Vanessa, Yves and Nornan
shuffl ed past the beached whal es. Bellingham Masterson, Baggalley and the
naturalist tagged on behind. A procession of nourners paying their |ast
respects.

No one regretted being aboard the |aunch again, bound for Santa Barbara. After
a while the naturalist observed: "That cow and her calf shoul d ve m grated
north weeks ago, like the other greys ..." He broke off, then resuned: "S' pose
we should be grateful the oil's out of range of the sea otters--so far."

On the bus to San Pedro, the students made nmunbl ed conversati on or napped. An
exhausting day. It was night when they nounted Sea Shepherd's gangway.
Appetites were keen, but dinner just wasn't the same w thout Ben, Johnny

Mast erson and Al exander--all engaged in a conference about the battered

engi nes.

After the meal the youngsters anbled to their cabins, too tired to talk. They
woul d need to be fresh for tonorrow.

As if by arrangenent, Gary and Susan both rose extra early and energed into
the corridor at alnmost the same nmoment. Such "coi nci dences" no | onger
surprised them

They wal ked the deck. A gilt-edged mist was playing tricks with the sea view,
gul I -noi sy, veiling and unveiling ships and buoys.

"WIl you nmiss ne, Gary?" Susan's head was turned away.
"Er ... yes. 'Course | wll."
"Real | y?"

"Real | y! "



Susan hugged him "Wsh you were comng too."

"I know," said Gary. "But it's only for a few days."
"You will mss nme though?"

"Very much, stupid."

Reassured, Susan could now do full justice to her breakfast. The npbod anong
t he young passengers at the captain's table was a curious m xture:

good- hunoured and gl oony. Soon the group woul d be divided. Yves obviously
didn't like the prospect of parting from Vanessa, any nore than Susan want ed
to | eave Gary. But The Eden M ssion, as Ben frequently repeated, nust go on

Susan, Vanessa and Darren went below to collect their |uggage. Msterson
al ready had his beside him Effortlessly he swing the kit bag over his
shoul der and strolled out on deck. He peered through the m st, a bl anket
slowy tearing into bigger and bigger holes. Masterson discerned the
approachi ng shuttle boat.

Wt hout | ooking round, he sensed the presence of the three teenagers. What was
delaying the fifth menber of the shore party--Stokes? Masterson's brows knit.
A real tough guy, Susan thought. Just as well he's on our side.

By now the | aunch beneath was fidgeting at her nmoorings. Still no Stokes. Ben
Bel | i ngham sent a sailor to find the tardy teacher, and eventually the man
returned with an apol ogetic Stokes. "So sorry, didn't mean to hold you up.
seemto have mislaid nmy pocket calculator. Always take it with ne ..."

Vanessa si ghed synpathetically as the maths master shifted fromfoot to foot.
Mast er son showed | ess understandi ng. "Perhaps we can get going--if everyone's
ready. "

Captai n Al exander, Bellinghamand the trio of youngsters who were staying
behi nd sai d goodbye and good luck to the departing group. Al so present was
Curtis, his grin as phoney as ever. Susan noted the cold hard stare he gave
Darren.

Gary kept waving until the boat edged round the harbour wall and out of sight.
Susan woul d be back in no tine, he told hinself. Meanwhile the shipboard
contingent had plenty to do.

There was a different driver at the wheel of the mni-bus, young and fair

hai red. Vanessa adopted a provocative pose, which Susan ruined by shoving her
forward. The shore party settled down for a |longish journey. North to

Mont erey, where surf-riding sea otters play off the coast.

The bus nmoved briskly through the Hollywood district of Los Angel es. Vanessa
put on a filmstar act--for the benefit of the driver and Johnny Masterson
Susan wat ched, half amused, half irritated. In the rear seat pasty-faced
Darren crouched with a hold-all clutched to his chest. Across the aisle Peter
St okes enmptied his pockets. Searching for the cal cul ator?

As the bus passed beyond the city limts, Susan got up to stretch her |egs.
She lurched towards the rear and, apparently by accident, flopped beside
Darren. "Mnd if | sit here?" He didn't actually object, so she stayed.

Whi ch was his favourite animal ... did he like the food on Sea Shepherd ..
and what of the sabotage?



H s answers were short, as grudgingly given as those of a prisoner under
i nterrogation. But Susan persisted, determ ned to make friends.

Little by little the boy dropped his defences. It occurred to Susan that being
on your guard all the time nust be very tiring. Tentatively she asked about
Curtis, wondering how Darren had become acquainted with himand what sort of
person he was.

Darren rai sed his defences doubl e quick. "Dunno what you nean. He's nothing to
me. Just anot her big-head officer!"

Susan was sorry she'd mentioned Curtis. A nistake. She changed the subject--to
hersel f, her school, hobbies, fanmly. Darren rel axed; he even | aughed at
somet hi ng Susan sai d.

"What are your parents |ike?" she inquired.

Darren hesitated. "Don't see much of nmy father--he's away a | ot. But ny nother
she's great. |'ve got a picture." He undid his bag, felt inside and pulled
out a perspex photograph holder. "That's Mum" He handed it to Susan

"N ce," she murmured. "You | ook alike."
This seened to pl ease him

The bus wheels whirred, carrying the five ever closer to Monterey and the sea
otters. Stokes had nodded off, and Vanessa continued to flirt energetically.
Susan sat back by Darren in conpani onabl e sil ence.

Santa Barbara's outskirts. Hillside houses, red-roofed, craned over each
other's shoulders to get a better view of a too-blue-to-be-true bay bel ow. On
her first visit, Susan's mnd was full of whales and so she had been blinded
to the splendour of this lovely coastal town.

Lunch | oomed- -and before many nore niles, the bus drew up at a diner. The
party poured out. Everybody was enpty-handed, except Darren. He insisted on
taking his hold-all.

Susan downed a pizza, ice-creamand Coke as if conpeting against the clock
then had to wait for the others. They appeared to her to be chew ng each

mout hful with cowli ke deliberation. Vanessa, predictably, was last to finish.
Soon after, Stokes paid the bill.

On the bus, Susan chatted again to Darren. Now his frosty manner had t hawed he
was al nost fun. Time and the | andscape flitted by, and as the offshore oi
platfornms fell farther and farther behind so did the nenory of them Susan and
Darren ran out of things to say, but there was no awkwardness between the

t wo.

Susan thought she would wite a postcard to her parents--she'd been putting it
of f--and foraged in her bag for a ballpoint. She w shed she had packed
properly instead of just throw ng stuff in.

"Darren, have you got something | can wite with?"

He produced a pen from his hol d-all

"Thanks," said Susan. "Hmm ..nust've cost a bit. |'ll be careful with it."

A sort of wariness crossed the boy's face, a reluctance to | ook at her. Shy



suddenl y? Susan understood that problemfrom personal experience. She stared
out the w ndow, seeking words to begin the postcard. Ten minutes |later she
gave back the pen. Darren had becone a stranger, stiff and spiky as an icicle.
Susan tried and failed to restore their earlier intimcy. Had she said or done
anything to upset hin? He offered no clue. Sulk if you want, she thought. See
if | care.

Huf fily Susan reached for her book--you knew where you were with sea otters.

Very soon she was one, a furry sleeper adrift on her back in the rocking
cradl e of the ocean. Snoring gently, arns fol ded. Hardly waki ng, she covered
her eyes with her paws. Pity about the sun's dazzle, but who could doze for

| ong when there were ganes to play? She paddl ed towards the sound of
chortling, cooing, whistling. Oters of all ages bent on sheer enjoynent.
Joining in a game of catch, she tossed an enpty shell to and fro. And when she
tired of that she would play tug-of-war until the seaweed "rope" snapped, or
hi de- and- seek anong the kel p beds where otter food is found. Food. She dived,
cane up with a flat stone and some nussels in a pouch under her arm Rolling
over, she laid the stone on her chest and hamered the shell against the hard
surface. Rat-a-tat-tat. Every nussel was broken open and eaten. She cl eaned
the scraps fromher fur--rinsed it, scrubbed it, smoothed it. For though she
was a water creature, water nust never touch her skin. She had seen what
happened to otters when their coats becane matted. The chilly sea killed them
Anot her snooze ..

Susan the otter abruptly resunmed human form as the bus horn hooted at sone

nmotorist. A sideways glance confirmed that Darren was still doing his
imtation of a sulky statue. Back to the book. Sea otters' coats are nade up
of 800 mllion hairs. The warnest and, nmany people think, the handsomest fur

in the world. No wonder the poor things cane within a hair's breadth of being
hunt ed out of existence. But for a last-nminute truce, they wouldn't be around
now, spl ashing and bobbing in the shall ows. Susan cl osed the book

Twi sting in her seat, she peeked out the rear wi ndow. A maroon pick-up truck
was just rounding the curve behind them It had been there when she | ast

| ooked- - hours ago. Susan shivered. A spasm of anxiety. Wy? The Sea Wrld

t hug? Nerves, junpy. She shook her head. Don't be daft, Susan. But the spooky
feeling, a sense of being pursued, wouldn't |eave her.

"Johnny!"

Mast er son abandoned the driver to Vanessa's undivided attenti on and swayed to
t he back of the bus. "Your hunble servant, ma'm" Hi s jaunty air vani shed at
the sight of Susan's distress. "What's up?" She blurted her fears. Msterson
wat ched the truck for the next few mles.

Then it turned off at a side-road. Susan was contrite. But Masterson thanked
her for alerting him "It's better to be safe than sorry."

H ghway One hugs California's coast, giving a grandstand view of the poundi ng
Pacific, a bird s-eye view of birds such as the cornorants airing wet w ngs on
the rocks or scudding the wave crests in a never-finished quest for fish

Journey's end was near, nearer still. Bal d-headed nmountains cooled their feet
in the sea. The bus seened desperate to swallow the remaining road. Monterey.
Hoor ay!

Sone 350 miles away, Ben Bellinghamrose froma padded | eather chair in a Los
Angel es television studio. The interview had gone well. Despite the hostility
of one or two reporters who criticised himfor m nding other people's



busi ness--just like you, he was tenpted to say--Bellingham had broadcast his
conservation appeal |oud and cl ear

Gary, Norman and Yves also participated. Treated nore kindly, they were asked
what The Eden M ssion neant to them

Caneras clicked as Bellingham and the boys nmade for the studio exit. "W
certainly told '"em didn't we?" Ben tw nkled.

In the taxi to San Pedro, Gary nused happily. Susan'll be green with envy.

Aboard Sea Shepherd ... encouragi ng devel opnents. Marine nechanics from Long
Beach, in consultation with the Chi ef Engi neer, had broken good news: the
engines were not a wite-off, could be revived. Wrk was al ready under way.
Meanwhi l e the ship's mdget submarines nosed out to explore, and further
research projects went ahead on schedul e.

D nner proved a jollier neal than expected. Sea Shepherd's conpany retired to
a conparatively untroubl ed sl eep

But in the small-hours of the norning, a nightmare that had haunt ed
California' s conservationists for years cane horribly true. Adrilling rig
expl oded, then an oil platform Several nmen died instantly, while the gushing
bl ack tide slurped onwards.

Up north, in Mnterey, breakfast TV and radio bulletins trunpeted the first
headl i nes of death and destruction. The full story would energe later. But no
one could foresee the dire drama to cone.

Unawar e of events, Susan and the rest of the group set out fromtheir |odgings
at eight o' clock. They reached the wharf; nowto find Lutris. Msterson asked
for directions. A sour-faced fisherman jerked his thunb at a cruiser a few
berths away. Johnny thanked him The nman sl ouched off, saying nothing. "Have a
ni ce day," Susan called, not quite neaning it.

Lutris, with flaking white paint, was probably the shabbiest craft on the
wharf. Her owners--husband-and-w fe biol ogists--couldn't afford to spend noney
on anything but the necessities of their work. Susan saw, fluttering fromthe
stern, an orange pennant which proclai med "FRI ENDS OF THE SEA OTTER'.

"H there!" The big voice matched the figure at the top of the gangway. Even
Johnny Masterson had to crick his neck. "Name's Hank," runbled the

st raw headed, ruddy-cheeked giant. "Cone on up." Vanessa skipped forward to
| ead the clinbing col um.

Hank punped each hand in turn, going easy on a grip that could be nunbing.
"This is Rhonda, ny wife." A petite and vivaci ous worman, as brown as a nut,
warmy wel comed them Beside Hank she appeared tinier still. Fromthe look in
Darren's eyes, Susan could tell that Rhonda had won his heart imediately.

Soon Lutris was butting the waves beyond Monterey. The contrast between their
hospi tabl e hosts and the grouchy fishermen on the quay caused Stokes to
mention the man's attitude. Hank expressed no surprise. "W're the sea otter's
friends, but a lot of fishernen aren't. They'd kill every last one if they
could. You see, shellfish are in short supply--and otters get the bl ane.
Wongly, | think."

Rhonda ushered the teenagers to the side of the cruiser. Her bronzed arm
rested lightly on Darren's shoul der. "Use your binocul ars,” she advised.
Vanessa spied the otter first. "Oooh ... sweet! He's half out of the water,



standi ng up. And | ook, he's shading his eyes with his paw ... like a sailor
staring across the sea." Then Darren and Susan spotted two nore of the
chocol at e-col oured creatures, which clung to each other tightly. "Pups,"”
Rhonda expl ai ned. "They're scared because they don't trust us, yet. The adults
get nervous too, and they vary in tenperanment; some are bold, some bashful. A
bit like human beings." Darren net her gentle gaze.

Cutting the engine, Hank waited for Lutris to |lose nmonentum then |owered a
nmoori ng buoy. He and Rhonda boarded a rubber di nghy. "Room for three
passengers," he said. Vanessa and Darren foll owed Susan down, steadied by
Rhonda. Hank started to row.

"Rafts" of otters to right and | eft. Rhonda pointed out a pup wapped in
strands of kelp. "That's to stop it drifting off," she whispered. "It can
float but not swm So when Ma goes for food she ties the baby up." Nearby, a
four-foot female |ay back and suckl ed her new offspring in a | oving enbrace.
Anot her nother patiently coaxed an ol der pup to make its first sw mm ng
nmoverments. A third, conmbing with cat-like claws, grooned her baby, deaf to its
waaah- waaahi ng protests.

Hank scooped sonet hing fromthe bottom of the di nghy--a cooked crab--and
slipped snoothly overboard. Lolling on the water, otter-fashion, he began to
tuck in to the crab. Before long, an inquisitive nale approached. He studied
Hank. An inploring paw reached out. Hank passed a piece of crab--and, side by
side, man and otter enjoyed a floating snack

Over years, Hank and Rhonda had forged an extraordinary bond with otters. The
teenagers felt privileged to be included.

Returning to Lutris was |ike being dragged away froma fair. On board, Darren
plied Rhonda with questions. Susan had never seen him so enthusiastic. She
listened in. Sea otters, said Rhonda, were once common--from Japan to Mexi co.
But the fur trade altered that. Even today, under protection, they occupy only
one-fifth of their original territory.

Oters, unlike other sea marmal s, have no layer of fat to insulate them
relying instead on their coats ... and lots of food. They relish

abal one--outsize salt-water snails. Unfortunately restaurant-goers also droo
over this delicacy. "Wich is why the fishermen get mad," Rhonda concl uded.

But Darren wouldn't let her go. She l|aughed. "W'Il talk again, maybe
tomorrow. Meantime |'mproud to enrol you as one of the Friends of the Sea
Gter."

Down south, there was no such leisurely pleasure for ecologists. G| had
overwhel med the ocean around Santa Barbara's platforns. Froma patrol boat Ben
Bel I i ngham tracked t he darkly heaving invasion. The anti-pollution squads,

| ocked in combat with a superior and ever-strengthening foe, were being beaten
back.

Bel | i ngham br ooded on t he carnage anong fish and birds. A single consol ation:
the south-flow ng current should sweep the oil far fromshore--and fromthe
otters. Unless the wi nd changed direction ..

7. Jinxed

Sea Shepherd was nmaking a rapid recovery. At first her crew had rejoiced that
she woul d not be permanently paral ysed. Then the feeling turned into sonething
el se--suspicion. It infected the ship frombow to stern, frombridge to

engi ne-room |ike an epidenic. Nobody trusted anybody. Even cl ose conrades



became uneasy with each other, unnaturally secretive. And tenpers were
frayi ng. The saboteur nust be rooted out. The sooner the better

"Bl oody mani ac! Get away! Get awaaay!" Ben Bellinghamyelled, arms flailing.

He knew it was useless, but ... Seconds later, a shuddering crunch. The sky
tilted crazily. He was flung headl ong, the breath knocked from his lungs. The
patrol boat's wooden hull split and splintered, axed alnmost in two by the prow
of a trawer.

Bel I i ngham heard faint groans. O the shocked, injured, dying? He couldn't

tell. Westling with giddiness, he somehow managed to stand. H's fuzzy vision
cl eared. Chaos. Three or four of his conpanions--catapulted overboard--were
floundering in oil, groping for bits of weckage. Another figure floated face

down. The renmains of their craft sank beneath Bellingham s feet.

Swimm ng slowy, he took care not to swallow the poi sonous bl ack water.

Bel | i ngham caught sight of the traw er. She showed no sign of stopping, was

bl underi ng on as though nothi ng had happened! Around himthe distressed nen
and worren, some barely conscious, tried to stay afloat. A few were coughi ng up
oil. For them he feared, help would cone too late. If it cane at all

Soneone shouted. Bellingham searched in every direction--and saw ... Yes.
Thank God! A coastguard cutter rip-roaring to the rescue at naximum revs.

On the cutter, hastily converted into a casualty station, Ben did what he
could to aid his colleagues: giving artificial respiration, applying bandages,
conforting the delirious. He was one of the |ucky ones, escaping with only
cuts and bruises. He felt strangely guilty. But other enotions rocked himtoo.
Rage and a nonentary desire for revenge. \Wat a ness!

El even peopl e--ei ght nen, three wonen--had departed by patrol boat from Santa
Bar bara. The sanme number was returning. This tinme, though, two were dead and
at least another three gravely ill. The sound of retching rem nded Bellingham
that oil mght yet cause further fatalities.

How had the traw er cone to hit the boat? Was the skipper insane? Drunk?
Bl i nd? And why hadn't the ship picked up survivors? The chi ef coastguard
reel ed off these queries, not expecting answers.

Ben Bel lingham "I1'm beginning to think the ranm ng was deliberate.”
The coastguard nulled over the possibility.

El sewhere on the cutter, an officer had radi oed energency services to stand by
and alerted | aw enforcenent vessels to detain the rogue ship.

He tried to contact the trawer. A fruitl ess exercise.

The traw er skipper stood stock-still, as if in a trance, and steered for the
shore. He | ooked neither to right nor left, didn't speak, didn't twitch a
nmuscle. The knife at his throat had transformed himinto a subm ssive zonbie.
Besi de hi mdangled the innards of the radio, like the entrails of a

di senbowel | ed ani mal, rendering the ship deaf and dunb. The man with the knife
had sworn to do worse to the skipper if opposed. Al on board believed him

So, powerless to prevent it, they'd allowed the trawer to be hijacked and
used as a battering-ram

Though literally scared stiff, the skipper could still think. He recalled the
nmonent of imnpact and the hoarse utterance of his captor: "Adios, Bellinghan
Adi os!" What did he nmean? Who was this psychopath, this ugly stowaway who had



pl ucked a knife fromhis boot? As |ong as he lived, the skipper would renenber
the man's face--scarred, with eyes that glittered like the knife ..

The point pressed into his throat. "W | and soon," the hated voice told himin
an accent that was either Spanish or South Anerican. "Be ready. Any tricks--I
kill you."

When the trawl er ran aground, two figures clanbered down a
rope- | adder - - hi jacker and host age--watched by sail ors who wondered whet her
they woul d ever see their skipper again. Dead or alive.

Achi ng, worn out and depressed, Ben Bellinghamtrudged up Sea Shepherd's
gangway. He needed a drink and a friend to share his troubles with. Curtis
drifted into view, not a person Bellingham chose to confide in. He nodded at
the radio officer and set course for the captain's cabin.

James Al exander, el bows on his desk, chin cupped in his hands, squinted
irritably. Bellinghamwaited for the captain to say hello. He didn't. H's grey
hair, sleekly brushed on other occasions, was dishevelled. Wat do you want?
The words weren't spoken, but Ben could hear them just the sane.

Uni nvited, he sat opposite Al exander. "Nice to be back, Jim" he said, a shade
ironically. "You' ve obviously been having as nuch fun as | have." Wth bel at ed
good manners Al exander held out his hand. Soon Bellinghamwas reliving the
trawl er incident and its deadly aftermath. To his surprise, then annoyance, he
found the captain indifferent.

"Must catch the saboteur,” Al exander nuttered. "And one of our submarines is
overdue. |'ve notified the maritime authorities. Should ve returned four hours
ago ..."

Bel | i ngham | eft the cabin, nore downcast than when he'd entered. Just as well
t he youngsters were away. He thought of the Monterey party and of the three
boys--Gary, Norman and Yves--touring schools in Southern California to talk
about The Eden M ssion. The Eden M ssion! Bellingham si ghed.

For an update on the global front, he dropped in to Sea Shepherd's

dat a- processing centre. The experience did not hearten him Anmong ot her

thi ngs, he learned that police investigating the Bahamas spear gun attack had
drawn a bl ank--as blank as the ecologists' film odd, Bellingham nused. He was
growi ng accustoned to the inexplicable.

Dej ectedly he descended to his cabin and his bunk. Sleep, Ben, sleep. He
pul l ed off his boots, grunting with the effort. "Tired," he nmurrured, and fel
back on the so-soft pillow. But he was not cushi oned agai nst nenories.
Shattering tinbers, noans of the shi pwecked, reek of the tainted sea ..
could he ever forget? The bereaved fam|ies--how many nore before the night
was through? Sleep, Ben. No chance. The trawler had himin a net.

Next norning, hardly rested, Bellinghamforced hinself upright. Perhaps today
hel d happi er events.

"The sub is still missing." Al exander squeezed past himin the corridor
"Navy's doing what it can." Bellinghamlost all appetite for breakfast. He
pl odded up to the deck, thinking what he had not dared admit to hinmself till
now. The Eden M ssion is jinxed. Onh for better news!

Wthin mnutes his wish was granted. A radio operator told himthat the tide
was turning in the oil battle. Fire-fighters had extingui shed the blaze on the
bent and bl ackened platform and the process of "capping" the pipes had begun



A cement and water nixture was bei ng punped down to seal off the erupting
sour ce.

Ben Bel | i ngham gri pped the operator's arm grateful for even this partial
reprieve fromdespair. But his new optimsmdid not |ast. Before | ong, the
same man who'd lifted Ben's hopes dashed them by delivering anot her nessage. A
nmessage that chilled himto the bone. The wi nd had freshened, veered, reversed
the current, and was thrusting the foul slick towards the beaches. Towards the
sea otters.

South of Monterey the cruiser Lutris sploshed past playing otters, through
waves flecked with fizzy foamlike | enonade. Susan's throat was dry. She had
been | ooking too long and hard for tarry streaks, first nmarks of the oil that
advanced i nexorably beyond the horizon. Darren and Vanessa shared the anxious
sentry duty.

In the cockpit behind them Hank and his w fe Rhonda prepared for a grade one
energency. Masterson and Stokes tried not to get in the way and awaited
instructions as to what--if anything--they could do.

Hank | unmbered forward to join the youngsters. He seenmed stooped from carrying
a heavy burden.

Susan bit her lip. "The oil will finish them won't it?"
"No." Hank was determ ned. "W're not gonna let that happen.”

"How can you stop it?" Darren spoke for the other two.

Hank hesitated ... "Those boats over there belong to the US Fish and Wldlife
Service. They're well equipped and can transmt sounds to lure the otters
closer or, in our case, drive themaway. W'l|l nove as nany as we can out of
danger."

Vanessa expressed scepticism

"It's a fact," Hank insisted. "The sound of a killer whale will nmake otters
flee, and a bawling pup will bring adults hurrying to tend it."

But Susan found no sol ace. The oil was bound to get sone of them then what?
They' d have to be caught, drugged and kept in captivity. An inevitable process
if they were to be cleaned and rel eased where the sea was safe.

Susan dangl ed her hand over the side. "Hank ... my book says otters are very
sensitive and nope when they have to | eave their home or are separated from
their famlies. They can die of stress. Is that right?"

Hank cleared his throat. "Er ... yes, Susan. 'Fraid so. Let's look on the
bri ght side though. Maybe the wind' Il shift."

Near Santa Barbara, a nmillion sliny fingers were feeling for the shore.
Appal | ed residents watched the fingers stretch and take hold, as if to haul

t he whol e huge body of oil up and over the sand inch by inch until not a glint
of gold showed through. And the stench

An el derly, weather-beaten nman shook his fist and said to those within
earshot: "l1've seen a spill one-tenth the size of this pollute a thousand
square mles of ocean and bury a hundred miles of holiday beaches in gl uey
muck a foot thick."



Nobody responded - there was nothing to say.

O fshore the cl ean-up canpai gn was bei ng conducted with frantic energy.
Aircraft skimed the sea surface, showering detergent. Abreast greasy waves,
shi ps waged their own war. Some sprayed chemicals while towing a series of
paddl es. This broke the oil into droplets so that bacteria could "eat" it
easily. Elsewhere, vessels encircled the oil with floating boons and sucked it
aboar d.

On land, truck-loads of detergent had been di spatched to besi eged beaches.
There, fire-engi nes punped out countless gallons of the mlky liquid, then
"shanpooed" the sand by hosing it with water. Meanwhile farm machi nery

pl oughed up oil that had penetrated deep

Thr oughout the days and floodlit nights to cone, armny, navy, air force and
civilian personnel would keep up the fight against the w nd-whipped slick

Coul d they wi n? They nust.

Lutris was just one of a widely spaced flotilla of boats "riding herd" on the
otters along 230 mles of California' s coastline. Assignnent: to woo and shoo
the creatures away to a secure place.

"It's for your own good," Susan said to the bermused bewhi skered faces of two
otters that Lutris approached.

This was going to be even harder than she thought, as Hank al ready knew. He
al so knew that the oil, once it invaded otter country, could conplete the
anni hil ati on begun by fur traders in the early 1700s. No nore Californian sea
otters.

He checked the radio reports. Al too soon the water on every side would grow
a scunmy skin.

Bel i ngham felt as though he had been on the wong end of an uppercut.

"Right now, Ben, | don't give a damm about the otters, |'ve got other
priorities. Like a |ost submarine, and sonme Judas who's trying to disable ny
ship. "

Agai n Bel lingham attenpted to reason with Al exander. But the captain was in no
nmood for compromise. "I can't spare key nen like Grant and Masterson. | want
them and the kids back on Sea Shepherd. By tonmorrow - at the latest.”

Ben raised a placating palm "OK, OK Calmdown, Jim Qur enemes would | ove
to see us falling out. We're on the sane side, renmenber?"

Al exander exhaled slowy. "You're right, of course. | apologise. Meant what |
sai d, though, about recalling the groups."

Wth considerable restraint Bellinghamclosed the captain's door gently. He
clinmbed to the deck, hoping fresh air would cure his headache.

Less than 48 hours later the ship was wei ghing anchor off San Pedro. Mich had
occurred in that time, including the reluctant return of the students. Cutting
short their schools tour, Gary, Norman and Yves were the first to arrive,
acconpani ed by Philip Grant, Geoffrey Baggalley and Maude. Not |ong after,
Johnny Masterson and Peter Stokes led in Susan, Vanessa and Darren

The reunited conpani ons joked with each other, but the jokes were feeble and
the laughter was holl ow. Everyone felt a sense of failure at a project
abandoned hal f-way t hrough



Ben Bel lingham nmade a final trip ashore - to visit the still sick survivors of
the ranmming. Next, in court, he listened to the testinmony of the hijacked
trawl er crew. Disbelief surrendered to synpathy for the abducted ski pper whose
t hroat might by now have been slit.

Boar di ng Sea Shepherd, Bellingham was inforned of Al exander's decision to

| eave wi thout the two-man sub. The US navy woul d continue its search. In the
corridor, Susan blocked his path, fixing himwth watery eyes. The otters! He
of fered a few weak words and concl uded: "W'IlIl just have to pray."

So, in brilliant sunshine but under a shadow, the ship sailed. The promni se of
seei ng and exploring the wonders of the Amazon should have stirred the bl ood.
Instead it seened like a dreary duty.

By mi d-norning, however, the wind had faded to a whisper. Wich nmeant
Susan hopped up and down. \WWich meant the current would reassert itself and
carry the oil away fromthe otters

A prayer answered? Susan was convinced of it. She wanted to run to Ben; but
when she spotted himwi th Captain A exander, both scow ing, her happi ness
deflated like a | eaking balloon. The shi pboard at nosphere, tense and edgy,
spoi It everything.

She | atched on to Vanessa and the pair wal ked and tal ked listlessly. "Wat's
the tinme?" Vanessa asked after examining a bare wist. Susan told her. "Stil
can't get used to not having a watch," Vanessa conpl ai ned.

Susan paused at the rail, pensive. "I wonder if it was stolen ... Did Yves
find his pen?"

"No. Don't think so." Vanessa scuffed the deck. They noved on.

Sonme way off, by the bow, they identified the sulky silhouette of Darren. The
person they had begun to get to know during the Monterey expedition m ght
never have existed. Since setting foot again on Sea Shepherd, Darren had
reverted to sullen silence. Susan didn't blame him- there was little enough
joy around - but she did blame sonething, or rather someone, else. Curtis. Wo
at this nmoment seened to have Darren cornered

As the girls drew nearer they overheard the radio officer comment: "Like
father, like son, eh?" It had the stinging feel of a taunt. Noticing them
suddenly, Darren reddened. He needed no further excuse to detach hinself from
Curtis.

In his cabin, Al exander rose and subjected each of the three listeners to

i ntense scrutiny. "So you see, gentlenen, the traitor is ever present. You nmay
pass hima dozen tinmes a day, eat with him regard himas a friend. Could be
anybody - even one of us."

This was too nmuch for Philip Grant. "You're not suggesting ..

Al exander waved himaside. "No, Phil. |I'massuning you, Ben and M. Masterson
are as innocent as | am Just wanted to make the point that there's no
shortage of suspects. I'll start going through the list with M. Msterson

Lousy job. But we've got to get him Keep your wits about you."

Vanessa parted from Susan, bored by the restless ranbling, and left the
younger girl alone with her thoughts - disturbing thoughts. Susan w shed she
could throw them overboard. Head down, nind threshing, she bunped into Yves.



He was in a daydream "Sorry,
bit.

both said simultaneously. They chatted for a

"Not found your pen, Yves?"
"Nope ... How do you know about that?"
"Vanessa told ne."

"Ah, Vanessa.'
favourite food.

Yves savoured the nane in the way Susan reserved for her

"What sort of pen was it?"
"Why? Have you seen it?"
"I can't say if you don't describe it!"

"Well, it's red - wine-coloured - with a gold top and a clip shaped like an
arrow," Yves recited. "Does that ring a bell?"

"I'"l1l go on |ooking, Yves. Bye for now"

As he slouched off, Susan resisted the urge to call himback. She was tenpted
to tell himthat she had seen his pen, or its twin, but she couldn't. Not yet.
Not until she'd tal ked things over with Gary.

Gary and Susan rendezvoused after |unch, behind sone |ifeboats. In one

hel ter-skeltering sentence she recounted how Darren had | ent her a pen - the
pen? - on the bus to Monterey; how she had renmarked upon it; and how Darren
had soon becone curiously cold. That abrupt switch in behaviour woul d nake
sense if--if he was a thief who feared being found out

"Did you hear nme?" Susan's tone suggested a stanped foot.

But Gary refused to be rushed into replying. Several nore seconds el apsed,
then: "You were right to keep this to yourself. Could be a coincidence. And
there's no proof."

"So you don't think Darren stole the pen?"
"I didn't say that."
"What about Vanessa's watch?"

"You're just guessing, Susan. | wouldn't be willing to sneak on sonebody
unless | was really sure, and you despi se sneaks as much as | do."

"Afat lot of help you are!" Susan retorted, but secretly she agreed with
Gary.

Gradual |y, day by day, all succunbed to the steady rhythm of an ocean voyage
Meal s, lessons, lectures ... it was as if the youngsters had experienced no
other life.

The hours hung heavy sonetines. One afternoon Susan nagged and wheedl ed Nor man
into displaying his conjuring skills. Yves, Gary, Vanessa and Susan squatted
on deck-chairs and the inmpronptu show commrenced. Shy Nornman becane a w zard

He was good, very good, brilliant. Vanessa aaahed as he flipped and shuffled
cards like a ganbler in a Western. Then he magi cked a coin from behi nd her



ear.

Seeing Darren pass by in the background, Yves got up and went over to him
"Come and watch - it's great." But Darren shook his head. Yves retraced his
steps. "What a roommate! For nonths |'ve tried to be friendly. Let himrot

Shoul ders hunched, Darren traversed the deck, an apparently aimess figure.
Aimess? He was far fromthat. He had an aim a single aim to get even with
Curtis.

The radi o room was al ways unnmanned at this tinme. Still, he nust be extra
careful . Too many prying officers around lately. Hi s senses, keen as a cat's,
served himwell. Only a few nore yards. Darren tw sted the door handl e and

sl i pped i nside.

Curtis's jacket hung over the back of a chair. Darren worked quickly, rifling
t he pockets. Comb, diary, chew ng-gum Nothing worth having. Wait. A lighter
engraved with the initials L.C. That'll do. He tested it with a flick. The
yel l ow jet surged, shot upwards, singeing his hair. And a wall-chart was on
fire! Desperately he grabbed the jacket and beat out the flanes. Tearing the
charred corner fromthe chart, he dunped it in a waste-paper bin, then made
his getaway with the lighter.

As Darren shut the door behind him the paper in the bin glowed - breathed on
by a breeze through the porthole.

Fifteen mnutes later, an al arm sounded on the bridge. Water-sprinklers,
triggered by heat, had been set off. Were? First Oficer Philip Gant scanned
t he panel, found the flashing light. "Fire squad to the radio room"

Loud- speakers relayed his instruction

Ki cki ng open the door, the nen were engulfed in a searing acrid fog. Behind it
snoul dered the remmants of God-knows-what. "Masks on, bring extinguishers!™
Frothing foamobliterated the [ ast enbers, and the fire conbatants emnerged
sooty faced.

"What a bl oody shanbles!” Leslie Curtis am dst the sodden ruins - nelted
wi res, discoloured netal, blistered paint - of his once orderly enpire.

"I agree, Mster Curtis." Captain Al exander's voice was sword-sharp. "Find out
if the radio can be salvaged. After that we'll go into the little matter of
how t hi s happened ..."

Al exander turned on his heel and marched away to conduct a series of neetings
that would threaten to equal the fire in tenperature.

Meanwhi | e Maude M npriss's | esson on nmedi eval English poetry was failing to
fascinate her pupils. Only later did they hear of the blaze, and, perhaps
because ni shaps had becone al nbst comon, reacted with comparative calm
Except Darren. H s features, Susan noticed, fleetingly registered - shock

8. Hannah

Susan and Gary nounted the conpani onway for their tw ce-round-the-deck evening
wal k. As usual Susan was doing nost of the talking. Gary, slightly behind her
and not paying full attention, took several seconds to realise that the words
had stuck in her throat. Then he knew why: the high and wi de heavens were
flushed crinson, pink, orange. Susan inmagined all the skies of the world

drai ning through ruby rivers to flood this one sky. Even by Caribbean



standards it was an exceptional sunset.

They were not the only spectators on deck. The npbst unexpected peopl e,
seasoned mariners anong them had halted in nid-stride to stare. Gary's gaze
shifted to the water - like everything else, that too seened peculiarly
altered. Its glossy surface rem nded himof newy cut coal, or the rubbery
skin of a sea lion.

From the bridge wi ndow, Captain Al exander regarded the sky nore with wariness
t han wonder. Sneared bl ood was what he saw. Wy so norbid? Absurd. The strain
of command nust be getting to him No, it wasn't. Think. Wat had he
forgotten, what warning was trying to break through the other |ayers of
worry?

Al exander went off duty. At his cabin desk he thunbed the pages of the ship's
l og. A catal ogue of misfortunes that an average seafarer mght not neet in a
lifetime. The fire was nerely the | atest bl ow. Al exander began to wite. After
hal f an hour he pushed the book aside. Undressing, he thought w thout synpathy
of Curtis and his assistants |abouring to resurrect the radio.

Around midnight a rating on the bridge took a routine baroneter reading. The
pressure was low, om nously low, and falling. He reported to Philip Grant. The
first officer stiffened. Storm brewing. Wien the placid Caribbean lost its
tenmper, no safe shelter could be found.

Bef ore | ong Sea Shepherd started to runba, w ggling her backsi de, waggi ng her
head. Grant gave orders to extend the stabilisers, and two underwater "wi ngs"
slid out fromthe hull

Bel ow decks, Susan didn't need a baronmeter to predict dirty weather. She had
got the message early and, while Vanessa fussed, was heaving into the sink

Incredul ously Grant traced the plumeting pressure - he'd never seen such a
sustained dive. Arain-filled gust struck the wi ndow, |ike a giant paw cuffing
with claws bared, and the wi nd sobbed as if in sorrow at what it was destined
to do. Is the ship secure? Grant sent a patrol party to ensure all hatches
wer e seal ed and porthol es covered. Sea Shepherd's rumba changed tenpo. The
roller-coaster ride was under way.

An experienced sailor, Philip Grant was not prone to panic. But his nmouth had
a sour taste, the taste of dread. He was bonbarded by inages of the ocean in
outright rebellion - not real-life gales he had passed through, but
illustrations of tenmpests from boyhood books. Though he busied hinself with
wor k, anot her vision possessed him a snowy-maned wave rearing a hundred feet,
astern, in the noonlight, to aval anche on a trapped vessel. It had happened
once to a tanker in the Pacific.

Sea Shepherd clinbed up and tobogganed down steepening sl opes. Grant blinked
as lightning fractured the sky, briefly illumnating a near and a far fernment
of water. The waiting waves. Twenty-footers. Grant noted the wi nd speed - 50
m p. h. - and rang the engi ne-room

In the galley, piled plates teetered, tunbled and snashed to pieces. In the
cabins hardly anybody slept. A solicitous Gary was hel ping Norman to his feet
after he'd been tipped out of the top bunk; Vanessa was escorting Susan on her
fifth visit to the bathroom Yves was attenpting to read, while Darren stowed
his hold-all.

On the bridge Gant listened to the stormsounds - a yowing blast, rattling
rain, the slapping thud of hundreds of tons of salt water which scaled the



ship's side like a marauding pirate crew. The wi nd had touched 60 mp.h., and
the barometric pressure was still plunging. Grant couldn't delay a nonment
longer. "Call the ol' man on the intercom”

"No need." Al exander stood there beside him The first officer felt a surge of
relief. Janes Al exander was back in charge. Grant briefed him

Under beetling brows the captain's eyes flitted across panels and dials. G ant
had foll owed proper procedures: reducing engine speed to seven knots and
steering Sea Shepherd into wi nd and waves. "Good work, Phil. This one's gonna
be real hell ..."

Dmy visible at dawn were thirty-foot waves, crowned by as much again in
seething spray. Mlitary-looking | ow clouds closed in, rank by rank, |ancing
rain on everything beneath. Soon the wi nd screaned past the 75 mp.h. mark.
Force 12. That mamde it official: a hurricane.

Al exander cursed hinself. Fool! Wiy hadn't he interpreted the signs - lurid
sunset, slick dark sea? A doubl e-page advertisenent for a hurricane!
Up-to-the-m nute weat her forecasts nust have alerted him even before the
radi o was knocked out. Had he received but failed to heed thenP Whatever the
truth, he was responsible, he was to blanme. If his ship foundered ..

He could only guess at the dianeter of the hurricane - 50 mles, 100, 1,000 -
and at its direction. Nor could he know how cl ose Sea Shepherd was to the
stormcentre, a vortex where the all-powerful wind shrilled and shouted like a
mul titude of fiends.

By now Vanessa and Susan were taking turns at the sink. Next door, Yves and
Darren collided involuntarily and gave up pretending to ignore each other. In
t he nei ghbouring cabin Gary ushered queasy Norman to the bottom bunk, then
ventured into the corridor.

Cannoni ng of f the nmetal bul kheads, he zigzagged a few bruising yards,
determ ned to find soneone - anyone - who could give himnews. From every
gquarter canme the unnerving noise of objects in the process of destruction

Ben Bellinghamtottered into sight. Maude M npriss, linp and ghastly white,
hung on his arm "Back to your cabin, young man!" Ben's gruffness didn't
encour age di scussi on

Captain Al exander felt old, too old for this. Hour after hour. The bridge

fl oor had becone an unyielding trampoline. Often Sea Shepherd was hidden. A
rehearsal for the time when the wild water claimed her conmpletely? He crunpl ed
the thought Iike a ball of paper. The officer who' d relieved Grant on watch
chanted statistics in the captain's ear. Wnd speed: 120 m p. h. Wve- hei ght:
40 feet. Baroneter reading: 903 nmillibars, down to a record | ow.

Johnny Masterson arrived on the bridge, bringing what information he could.
"Curtis has had no luck with the radio...Baggalley and Stokes are supervising
t he teenagers."

Bel ow and aft of them the Chief Engineer nursed the engi nes, w ncing whenever
the ship's propellers were forced fromthe sea to thresh in deafening
i mpot ence

Ami dshi ps, Senior Laboratory Scientist Frederick Cairns confronted different
problems. Hi s prized fish specinmens, slopping against the tank walls, were
suffering torment. Some, incredibly, were being seasick. He'd attend to them
later. Such was his preoccupation that it never occurred to himthere m ght



not be a later.

Al exander muttered, unable to see ahead. But when the curtains of spray
parted, he wi shed they hadn't. Conbers, peaking at fifty feet, were queuing up
to board Sea Shepherd.

At 1#00 p.m precisely, a hurricane squall topped 150 mp.h. Could things get
any worse? Wth a crack |like a gunshot the bridge wi ndow shattered. d ass
fragnments flew, slashing flesh. The hel msman's gurgling shriek was swanped by
a thousand-times-louder outcry as the wet wind ran anpk. It set out to strip
him bal |l ooning clothes, ripping seans. He staggered backwards, his face a
horrific network of red rivulets.

Al exander fought to keep a clear head. Two priorities: |ook after that poor
devil and regain control of the wheel. The wheel was the nore urgent. Charts,
papers spiralled in a bizarre blizzard. "Mve, dam you!" The men with him
seened tenporarily stupefied. Exerting every nuscle against a solid stream of
air, he led themacross the treacherously pitching floor

"She's broaching!" Al exander bellowed. Al sonehow found extra strength, well
aware of the consequences if the waves caught Sea Shepherd broadsi de. Men
grabbed the wheel, risking broken fingers. But the ship was too far gone,
heeling nore and nore acutely to starboard as the heaped water | eaned on her
Nobody renai ned standi ng.

The inclinoneter, a device neasuring the angle of roll, indicated 38 degrees
39 ... 40. No vessel could recover froma 45-degree list in weather

conditions like these. James Al exander, defeated and belittled by

sel f-1oathing, prepared for the end. He was losing his ship. And he'd betrayed

the trust of crew and passengers, who would pay with their lives.

The captain did not believe in God. But as the inclinoneter edged towards 44
degrees, something was about to change his mnd. At two hundred miles an hour
a caterwauling gust slanmed into the port side of the ship, shoul dering her on
to an even keel. Agile and adroit, Al exander recaptured the helm He governed
t he engi nes, coaxing Sea Shepherd slowy, sluggishly, to obey. She was com ng
round! Ready and able to brave the storm s full onsl aught.

Later Al exander would say his first prayer of thanks for forty years. Now he
must act. While a rating tended the injured man, Al exander put out a call for
the nedical officer.

The bel ow decks scene suggested a visit by rampagi ng vandal s. Buckl ed
equi prent, up-ended furniture, spattered provisions. Throughout the | ength and
breadth of the vessel, people assessed the danage. To thensel ves incl uded.

The thrust of providence that had saved Sea Shepherd al so heral ded a further
twist in the hurricane's behaviour. |Instead of charging head-on, the w nd now
wi thdrew for seconds at a time - to return on irregular raids. Fromall points
of the conpass. Drilling tunnels in the spunme-|aden atnosphere, it hit the
ship like dynam te expl osions.

Philip Grant, who had resumed bridge duties, was perpl exed; Al exander |ess so.
If his theory proved correct, those aboard were due for perhaps the eeriest
experience on earth. He'd been told about the eye of the hurricane - an arena
of supernatural stillness at the storms dead centre. Were the accounts
accurate?

Conj ecture gave way to stunned disbelief as Sea Shepherd bore theminto a sl ow
noti on dream A spotlight sun shone on waters that were polished ebony yet



transparent. The air, warm and soggy and stationary, made skins prickle with
perspiration. And the hush ... awesonely "loud". But beyond the borders of
this bewitched haven - a fifteen-nmile circle - the hurricane how ed nore

mal evol ently than ever.

No | onger cooped up, Gary and Susan enbraced in the corridor. He wasn't
surprised by her greenish conplexion or the tale of woe that went with it.
Yves and Vanessa, though |ess denmonstrative, were clearly pleased to see each
other. Darren and Norman stretched legs, stiff fromlack of exercise.

Meanwhi | e, traipsing through debris, officers and mai ntenance personne
conducted a systematic inspection. The engi ne-room had escaped al nost

unscat hed. Equal ly heartening, Sea Shepherd's hull was keeping the Caribbean
where it bel onged - outside. And what of the casualties? Astonishingly mnor
Grazes, sprains, bunps. Apart fromthe hel nsman, strapped down in the ship's
hospital, no one was seriously hurt.

Ben Bel | i ngham i nformed passengers that the rock'n'roll marathon woul d
continue. "This is just an interm ssion, |'mafraid. Make the nost of it."
As Gary rearranged their cabin, Norman felt fit enough to inpart another
portion of his know edge. "A hurricane may di scharge 1« trillion gallons of
rain, you know. Once, in the Philippines, 42 inches fell in 24 hours." Gary
st opped what he was doi ng. Hands on hips, he stared at Norman and | aughed.
Sone t hings never change.

Not a hint of hunour brightened the captain's countenance.

Al exander, sticky and panting in the humdity, stepped aside to let ship's
carpenters bl ock the holed wi ndow with planks. A wi nd-blown bolt was the

m ssile that had caused the calanmity. Mrosely he took stock. Everything on
t he dented deck was bent or broken. Four of the eight |ifeboats had gone.

"Radi 0o's operating, Captain." A haggard Leslie Curtis. "We picked up Mam -
US Weat her Bureau. The hurricane's headi ng north-west. They've dubbed it
Hannah. It's Category 5, severe ..."

"Severe, eh?" Al exander's nouth curved sarcastically. "I rather gathered
that."

Curtis passed on the rest of the relevant data. If he expected
congratul ati ons, he was di sappoi nt ed.

Hannah - so the bitch had a nane. Al exander half suspected she had a mind too,
a scheming mnd. This notion seemed nore probable when the hurricane renewed
her assault and, am d nountai nous waves, Sea Shepherd cast off a propeller

Yet again the youngsters were toppled. They sat or |lay now anong their
scattered possessions. At once Darren began to scoop up the spilt contents of
his hold-all. Yves gawped, seized by sudden indignation. He |lunged at Darren
"Hey, that's my pen!"™ "Is it?" "Yes, it is. Wiere' d you get it?" "Found it."
"Where?" "C-c-can't renmenber." Retrieving the pen, Yves stomped out of the
cabi n.

Above deck, Al exander argued heatedly with the Chief Engineer via the

t el ephone that connected bridge and engi ne-room The engi neer hadn't mi nced
his words: on only one propeller and at four knots, Sea Shepherd was goi ng
nowhere - except to the bottom Philip Gant, a fine officer whose courage
could stretch no further, shared these fears and said so. Al exander faced him
@ aring, he bit back a scornful retort. "Come on, Phil, we weren't spared for



nothing. After fifteen hours |I flatly refuse to become shark food."

Was the captain's faith genuine, or faked? Sonmehow his ship, twi ce as
difficult to steer, clung for dear life to the sw tchbacki ng ocean. Hannah
harried themuntil her very |ast gasp

And then, quite suddenly, Sea Shepherd was tossing in water that was nerely
rough. Froma rent in the clouds gold rays fanned across the sky and gil ded
the billows. It was over!

The captain retired to his cabin, where Ben Bellingham found hi m hands
cl asped and apparently talking to hinself. Ben crept away.

On deck that night, Susan said to Gary: "No wonder he's called Al exander the
Geat."



