World wi t hout end.

by

Mol |y cochran and Warren Mirphy
book one

chapter 1

THE SHI VERS

Sam Smith felt themas soon as he saw the broken piece of pottery |ying

on the beach. Shivers, bone-wacking trenmors that ran the whol e I ength of
his body and then settled somewhere inside his brain. They had not hing

to do with cold, not these shivers. These were nore |ike a second pair of
eyes. Eyes he could never close.

They were what recogni zed the pottery shard. The shivers.

The piece wasn't nuch: a clay handl e attached to a piece of curved

eart henware, perhaps three inches square. It probably had once been a
conmon pitcher in a common househol d barely noticeabl e anong t he

l[itter that the sea had cast onto the shore.

There had been sone unusual seismic activity in the waters off the south
eastern coast of Florida for the past two weeks, and the beach near Key

Bi scayne reflected it with nightmarish piles of weird debris, fromrotting
oct opus carcasses to boul ders weighing a ton or nmore. The beach conbers,
who were out in force with their sifters and nmetal detectors, had not given
t he object a second gl ance.

But Sam could not wal k past it. The shivers would not allow him

He picked up the shard to examine it, and inmrediately felt the bl ood
junp in his veins. H's head felt as if it were exploding. Steadying his hands,
he studied the small fragment. The faint trace of painting still visible
beneat h

the cracked gl aze was a sinple design, a cross inscribed by a blue circle,
repeated several tines in a row

It was old. Very, very old. The shivers saw that.

Vel |, what do you know," Sam said al oud. The piece m ght be G eek

or even Mycenean ships carrying all sorts of booty had sunk in these
wat er s.
And then he heard nmusic. Rather, he felt it, seeping out of the shard into
his hands. It was as glorious as the sea itself, that music, a siren's song
t hat

called to himlike a |over

He had heard it all his life, in bits and snatches, always just out of the
range of real hearing, just enough to |l et Sam know the song was for him
and him al one

Cone to ne, Sam

He cl osed his eyes.

My love, | have waited so long. . . .

When he opened them agai n, he was standing nearly knee-deep in the

filthy water, facing a vast expanse of ocean

Oh, God," he whispered, backing up in panic.

He smacked into one of the beach conbers, apol ogized, then started to

run down the shore.

Sam .

He thrust the shard into his pocket, and the voice faded. Ahead was a

sal vage boat with the name STYX painted on its prow. A flood of relief washed
over him Back on deck, he would be all right. He would be safe fromhis
own crazi ness.

Maybe.



The shivers were still on him He stopped to rest for a nmonent, his hands
on his knees, his breath coming ragged. He turned his head toward the spot
where he had wal ked into the surf in sonme sort of insane trance.
He had been faci ng sout heast, where the Peaks were.
Wiere the devil Iived.
Sam j ogged toward the boat and willed his nind away fromthe sea.
Dari an McCabe was paci ng on deck a sure sign that his negotiations with
a prospective client had not gone well. The old man was in a foul nood.
Cast off those lines and let's get the hell out of here,"” he grow ed.
It was a half hour before Darian cal med down enough to hold a conversation
Sam brought the piece of pottery out of his pocket and showed it to
him MCabe was standing behind the helm his wary eyes scanning the
hori zon.
What' s that?"
| found it on the beach,"” Sam sai d.
Christian, whatever it is," Darian had said, uninterested. Al those
crosses. Probably Spanish." He raised his armto toss the shard overboard.
Junk. "
Sam snatched it out of his hands. Don't," he said. | think it's old."™ His
teeth began to chatter.
Darian snorted. You think everything nade before nineteen fifty is old."
O der than Christian Spain." The shivers were bad now Samfelt as if a
cold wind were blowing through him | want to take it to the Ccean ographic
museumto have it dated."”
The old man shrugged. Do what you want. Now go coil sone rope."
An hour |ater, Sam heard the rnusic again.
The sane nusic, he thought. always the same. Shuddering, he went
below into the galley of the fifty-foot salvage craft. At the small ness
tabl e,
he sat down and pulled the piece of pottery out of his pocket to look at it.
Through the old porcelain, his siren called to him
Cone closer, it seenmed to say. Ch, yes. If he could just get close enough

to hear it, hear it with his ears and not w th whatever peculiar sense was
perceiving it, he m ght

M ght what ?
He knew what Darian would say if he knew. Mght just follow that nusic
down to where the devil lives, isn't that right, San? Fling yourself headfirst

into the ocean and sink |ike a stone. .

What the hell are you doing down here?" the old man shouted fromthe
conpani onway.

Not hi ng, " Sam cal | ed, shoving the pottery shard inside his pocket.
Then quit wasting tinme and boil up some water. | could use a cup of
coffee.”

Sure, Darian."

He was glad to busy hinself at the hotplate, even though his hands
wer e shaking so badly he could barely pour the water. Every tine Darian
maneuvered the Styx through this area, the shivers canme on him but they'd
never been as bad as they were today.

Jesus Christ," the old man said, swiping at the spilled coffee as he picked
up his mug. You got a hangover?"

No. Just a headache, that's all."

Headache. Like you al ways get when we pass over the Peaks. You col d?"
Alittle,"™ Samsaid. He joined the old man at the table.

Hell, it's eighty-five degrees. You're shaking like a leaf."

"Il be all right."

Darian slurped his coffee. Coast Guard's out."
Yeah? Where?"

Bout a mile due east. Just seen themtopside, comng in."



VWhat were they doi ng?"

McCabe shrugged. Probably charting the bottom after those trenors
we' ve had. Seaquakes can cause some big changes. Deep water fills up with
silt, kills all the fish. Shall ow waters suddenly turn too deep to dive."
Sam | ooked up. | thought there weren't any shallows in the Peaks."
There's some of everything in these waters,"” the old man said. That's
why it can't be dived."
Al the sailors" kids had grown up on cautionary tales about sea nonsters
and ghosts. The old salts who hung around Eddie's Gill took pride in sailing
the area which the general public had designated as the nost dangerous
stretch of ocean on the planet. They sailed it, but despite all the Iegends
of gold and sunken booty, they never dived the Peaks. Wen asked why
they were afraid of a patch of water, the old-timers would only wi nk and
say they knew where the devil Ilived.

I think it could be dived."

Darian's eyes narrowed. Now, we're not going to talk about this again,"
he sai d.
Sam had been begging to dive the Peaks since the first time Darian had
taken hi mover the area on board the Styx. At first Darian had | aughed off
Sam s pleas as the whimof a daredevil child, but over the years, they had
becorme a real annoyance.

You want to get yourself killed, find some other way."

|'d stay in the shallows."

Dari an waved hi m away.

You said yourself there were shallows."

Aye. That's where the shark cone to feed."

Sam swal | owed. It's just that " Unconsciously, he wapped his fingers
around the pottery shard in his pocket. There's something down there."
Dari an | eaned back on his bench. Such as?"

Vll . . ." He considered telling the old man the truth, then imedi ately
di scarded the idea. People who heard voices coming fromthe ocean ended
up in rubber roons. Suddenly an idea bl ossoned in Sam s brain. Treasure,"
he said, smling.

Darian | aughed. You sound like a tourist. Whatever's down in there's
buried too deep to find without a bulldozer."

Most of the time, yes," Samwent on excitedly. But these trenors have
shaken up the sea floor, just |like you said. Things that have been buried
for hundreds of years might be lying right on the surface now. And it isn't
going to last long. In another week, it'll all be covered again."

Dari an took another drink of his coffee, grimaced, and stood up with a
stretch. Damm. And | was hoping to buy a mountain in Peru."

I''m serious, Darian."

I know you are." There was a quiet threat in his voice. W nmake a
living finding salvage. W don't need no treasure. Forget about diving the
Peaks. "

But Sam woul d not forget. The shivers wouldn't let him

As he had grown up, he had heard other people refer to the shivers in

ot her ways : second sight. Tel epathy. O airvoyance. The Magi c Eye. To Sam
they had been only one thing a curse laid on himat birth.

He coul d not remenber a tine in his |life when he had been free of them
where there had not cone an unbi dden nmonment when a sudden prenonition

had suffused his body and caused it to shudder uncontrollably. \Wen he
was seven years old, the shivers had alerted himthat something terrible
was about to happen to the orphanage in Pittsburgh where he'd lived since
i nfancy. He had run screaming to the housenother, and the place had been
evacuated in tine although not until a colum of snoke billowed up the
east stairwell. Wen it was all over, Sam had been bl anmed for setting the
fire that he had only foreseen.



In the navy, where he was assigned to an underwater denolition team

in the Persian Gulf, he had known that the m ne one of his shipmates was
arm ng was going to detonate. And it did, a split second after the know edge
cane to Sam There had been no time to save the other young sail or, whose
remai ns had been so scattered that there had been nothing to send hone

to his famly

He had known, he had known, he had known. A thousand tines in his

life, the shivers had cone upon Samw th terrifying urgency, and not once
had they brought himthe small est neasure of happi ness.

But they had brought himto the sea. He had first felt the ocean's pul

in the orphanage, where its salt kiss had awakened himin his bunk and
brought him south, a runaway kid with no hone and no nane except for

the institutional Snmith" which the authorities had assigned to him The
shivers had brought himover a thousand nmiles alone, with no real destination
except for the constant singing of the sea growi ng | ouder with each

st ep.

They had brought himto a pier in Jupiter Inlet, Florida, and to Darian
McCabe. Darian hadn't wanted him but Sam had known the old man

who had seened ol d even then woul d take himin.

Sam had begun as a hand on the Styx. Darian lived on the boat, then as

now, and paid the boy with food and a bunk, and then clothes and a nore
than decent education at Maggi e Wayl an's school for the children of sailors.
Even after Sam had reluctantly told about his past, Darian had not forced

hi m back to the orphanage in Pittsburgh

Ain't going to find anybody works cheaper'n you," the old man had

sai d when he gave Sam an ol d child-sized captain's hat. And anyway, |

expect you'll be moving on when you're of an age."
But Sam hadn't noved on. Darian was the only fam |y he had ever known,
and he had no place else to go. At twenty-nine, he still lived on the Styx,

and in the past eight years since his return fromthe navy, Darian had made
hima full partner in his salvage business. Sam s shivers had | ocated six
wrecks off the Florida coast.
Six they could get to, that is. There had been dozens of others, but al
of themin waters too deep to chance. Darian was reckless enough to try
an occasi onal sal vage operation on an undocunented site, as long as it
didn't cost too much, but he was not going to risk his life, or Sam's, in
waters they weren't equi pped to dive. Especially around the Peaks.
You want to dive themwaters, you get yourself a submarine first,"
Darian had once told Sam That and a prayerbook. |'ve known too nany
men who sailed into the Peaks and never canme back. Real sailors, too, mind
you, not them pansies with their silver cigarette boats."
Dari an McCabe knew where the devil Iived.
Sam t ook the pottery shard out of his pocket. The siren's voice poured
t hrough his body |ike warm w ne.
She lived there, too, he knew. She called himfromthe Peaks.
You bel ong here, She sang. You belong with me here.
And though Samtried with all his will not to |isten, he heard Her.
By the time they reached their base at Jupiter Inlet, it was nearly dusk.
Whol e day shot to hell for nothing," Darian grunbled as he docked the
Styx near Eddie's Gill, a fixture of the waterfront for the past fifty years.
Samtied off, then joined himon the rickety wooden pier. Buy you a
beer?" he offered.
The old man grunted in reply and |l ed the way to Eddie's.
Since it was sunmer, the tables were packed with tourists, but the bar
was unchanged. The seanen who occupi ed the same stools every day of
the year nade room for Darian and Sam at the bar
You get that job?" a grizzled old-tiner named Figg shouted to Darian
fromthe far corner, a spot he had occupied for as |l ong as Sam coul d



remenber.

M nd your own business,"” Darian answered.

Probably wanted a real sailor,"” Figg said and turned for approval to the
group of excursion boat tourists seated at a nearby cluster of tables. H's
sailing days long behind him Figg was glad to serve as |local color for
vacationers, as long as they bought the drinks.

Hear the Coast Guard's out," he yelled.

Aye."

Looking for where the trenors started?"

You want to know what the Coast Guard's doing, call the Coast Guard,"

Dari an groused.

Fi gg was unfazed. Happened once before, twenty-nine years ago," the

old sailor said, slogging down the remains of what obviously had not been
his first beer. Seaquakes just |ike these here we've had the past couple of
weeks. The whole bottom shifted. Hot springs started shooting into the
waters. Al the coldwater fish disappeared. Only thing it was good for was
treasure hunters," he said with a wink. Things what was buried under

twenty feet of silt got pushed up |ike they was dropped overboard yesterday.
ol d just a-laying there for the taking."

Sam | ooked tellingly at Darian.

Here we go again," MCabe muttered
Fi gg ordered another beer. He was drunk now, and |oved having an
audi ence of young people who hung on every word about what they consid
ered to be the antediluvian past.

Di d anybody ever find treasure there?" one of the men in the group
asked.

Vel | ." Figg took his tine rolling a cigarette and spitting out bits of
tobacco as he lit it. Fella fromup north made a dive in the Peaks. Ever
hear of then®"

That's in the Bernuda Triangle, isn't it?" a pretty bl onde wonman asked.

That it is,” Figg said. Ain't nobody ever dives the Peaks and cones
back up again. Except this one fella, he did. And when he come up, he said
he seen a cave glowing with light."

d owi ng?"

That's what the man said. Guess he figured there'd be a pile of loot in
there. Drove all night, and cone back the next day with a hel per and a
truckl oad of special equi prent caneras, high-powered |ights, underwater
sleds, you nane it." Figg took a swig of his | atest beer

And?" the young man asked inpatiently. Did he bring anything up?"

Fi gg wheezed out a | augh. Sharks ate himbefore he had the chance.

H s hel per, too. Found an armnyself, up the shore a ways."

The old-timers at the bar exchanged smiles as the tourists recoiled in
horror.

Oh, that was a spooky time all around, that was, what with the cold
water turning hot and the bottom of the sea flipping inside out like it did,
Figg went on in the full glory of rem niscence. Brought out all the kooks
and hi ppi es and what have you. There was even a bunch of them crowded
onto one of the small islands out near the Peaks. God only knows what
they was doing there."

The bartender gl anced at Darian MCabe, whose face had suddenly grown
ashen, and nmade a gesture for Figg to quiet down.

Figg paid no attention. Anyhow, the whole dam place bl owed up. Boat
ran aground or something, engine caught fire."

Get you a drink, Figg?" the bartender shouted the |l ength of the bar

Damm t hi ng expl oded right in their faces. Every one of themkilled."
The bartender wal ked toward Figg. Darian's hand was covering his face.
H s fingers were trenbling.

Let's go," Sam whi spered to him



Like flies in a trap, they was. . . ." The bartender had finally reached
Fi gg, placed a hamike hand on his shoul der, and spoke to him Figg | ooked
up, followed the bartender's gaze toward Darian's stool, then cleared his
throat in enbarrassment.

|"msorry, MCabe. Didn't know you was stil
Darian got up and |lunbered fromthe bar
Sam knew better than to follow him
He had | earned about the accident fromsone of the old sailors. Twenty
ni ne years ago, a tourist in a rented powerboat ran over sone shoal s near
a small private island. The boat spun into the air and crashed into a building
where, as it happened, thirteen people were gathered around a dining table.
The driver was killed on inmpact. Mst of the thirteen died a few seconds
| ater, when the boat's engi ne expl oded.

Dari an McCabe's wife and their twelve-year-old son were anong the

dead.

He never mentioned it. There was a faded photograph on the spartan

bureau in the old man's bunkroom showi ng a nuch younger MCabe wth

a pretty woman and a small boy. The photo had been there all seventeen
years Sam had |ived and worked with him but Darian had never once

spoken a word about his lost famly.

Sam was born in the same year Darian's son died. Wien he'd first cone

to Florida as a runaway, he'd been twelve years old the same age the boy

i n the photograph had been when he was killed. What rmust it have been like,
Sam had often wondered, for Darian to see another kid on his doorstep a
kid the sane age as the son he'd lost? It was no wonder the old nan had

al ways been so protective of Sam although McCabe woul d never adnmit to

t hat .

He waited for an hour at Eddie's, then wal ked back to the Styx. Darian
wasn't on board. He'd probably gone to another bar farther down the shore,
Sam reasoned. Some pl ace where the old-timers didn't hang out.

The nmoon was full. Its light made the choppy waves bel ow | ook |i ke
gol den shingles. In the distance, far out to sea, |ooned the di mshapes of
the small islands near the Peaks. Sam took the weatherworn piece of pottery

out of his pocket and held it to his chest.

Its music Her nusic rose up in himagain, and his breath caught with
the beauty of it. Cone to me, Sam. . . Sam.

Who are you?" he whi spered.

You will know nme when we neet.

Are you . . . are you the devil?"

No, Sam | am your past and your future. And I will |ove you forever.
But you nust come. Soon, Sam Now.

The nmusic was driving himmad. [|'Il cone to you," he said.

Then he heard the heavy tread of Darian's footfalls on deck. He turned
to see the old man swaying slightly as he wal ked toward the bridge. What
are you gaping at?" Darian grow ed.

['"mnot "

Well, quit standing around like a fool. Polish the metal work or sone
t hi ng. "
Sam |icked his dry lips. Darian, |'ve got to make that dive," he said
quietly.

Di ve?" Darian | ooked confused for a nmonment, and then his face set into
a mask of stony rage. You talking about the Peaks agai n?"

Yes, " Sam sai d.

| told you, we're not treasure hunters."

It's not about treasure. It's about my sanity." He | ooked at the shard in

his hand. Sonething's happening to nme that | don't understand. | can't
seemto get the Peaks out of my mind. It's as if something's . . . waiting for
me there."

That's bullshit." Darian spat over the rail. Ain't nothing down there

but sharks and bad water."



Maybe. | hope you're right. But 1've got to find that out for myself."
CGot to find that out for nyself,” Darian mmcked. Since when do you
make the deci sions around here?"

Darian, |1've always tried to listen to you, and | know you're thinking
of nmy safety "

" mthinking you' re an ungrateful fool | should have sent back to the
or phanage. "
Sam cl osed his eyes. |I'mjust trying to tell you "

You don't need to tell me nothing! This is nmy boat, and | give the orders
around here."

Don't you understand?" Sam shouted. | need to see that there's nothing
there, so | can stop going crazy!" He pushed back his hair in a gesture of
desperation. Darian, please listen to ne. If | don't make this dive, | don't

know what's going to happen to ne."

"Il tell you what's going to happen. You'll get to work, and put this
fool i shness behind you." He picked up a rag and tossed it at Sam | want
t he netal work done by norning," he said as he turned away.

Sam exhal ed slowy. He had finally told the old man the truth, and it had
meant nothing to him If you won't help nme, I'll go alone," he said.

Dari an wheel ed around, his face twisted with anger. He grabbed Sam by

his shirt and shoved himacross the deck. Samtripped over a coil of thick
hawser line and fell sprawing on his back. You won't dive the Peaks, do
you hear me?" he screaned. H's hands were closed into fists and his face
was trenbling with his rage. D sobey ne and you'll not be wel come on

this boat."

He stared down at Sam for a nonent, then stormed off the boat onto

t he dock and wal ked away.

Slowmy Sam got to his knees.

The pottery shard was still in his hand.

Conme, Sam Cone to ne now.

He opened his palm then closed it into a fist. He wanted to throw it
away, pretend he'd never seen it.

But he knew he wouldn't do that. Not to Her

For Her, he would di sobey Darian, defy his own conmpon sense, |ose his
job, his home, his friend, and perhaps his life.

He would foll ow Her song into the sea.

Sam st ood up, clutching his stomach. The shivers were stabbing at his
guts like knives. They would only stop, he knew, when he reached the
Peaks.

chapter 2.

SAM SHI VERED.

He coul d not see them but he knew he had reached the Peaks or what

was | eft of them after the seaquakes.

H s teeth banged agai nst his nmout hpiece |ike jackhamrers. They were

nearly uncontrol |l abl e now, the shivers that nmade his hands shake and threat
ened to turn his nuscles to stone. He | ooked at the depth gauge on his
wist, its dimlight only barely visible in the dark water

Fifty feet. Only fifty feet deep. Waters off the Caribbean weren't supposed
to be this dark at fifty feet.

Dark as a tonb.

Ckay, damm it, I'mhere, he thought.

Sonewher e above hi mwas Tom Abbott's new Azi nut, which Sam had

borrowed and driven at top speed for an hour to reach the spot where he

t hought his heart would burst fromhis body. He had nade the dive at night,
without a dry suit or an air hose or anyone topside to help himin case he
got into trouble.

Al for nothing. There was no ghost wonan here, no siren calling his



nane.
No sunken ship filled with treasure. No sea nmonsters. Nothing waiting

for himin the Peaks.

Just as Darian had said.

Still, the shivers were bad here.

Fighting to stay | oose enough to nove, Sam swi veled his |ight around.

It was a tough plastic Brite-Lite that cast a hundred thousand watts enough
to throw a beam down several city blocks on |and. Yet here, where the

bl ackness of the sea was al nbst tangible, the Iight produced only a dim
circle on the eerie rock formations a few dozen feet away.

St ayi ng near sone underground cliffs, he swamfarther fromthe Azinut's

anchor line. Around him thousands of fish were making their nightly
pilgrimge upward to feed. Al around himwere the creatures fromthe twlight
zone of the deep finger-long lanp tails, hatchet fish with iridescent bellies,
shrinp of enornous size which blended in with the black water but, when

caught in the beamof Samis nercury light, shone a brilliant scarlet. Orange

j awed whal e fish pursued by tiny dagger-toothed nonsters w th binocul ar
eyes rose past his face mask. A violet squid troubled by his presence shot
out a puff of light blue ink to blind its enem es whose vi si on was accust oned
to the profound darkness.

Beyond the fish, the dimcircle from Sam s flashlight seened to vani sh
fromtime to time as it fell on openings of pure blackness that sucked up
the |ight.

Briefly he saw a faint |um nescence inside the blackness. As three electric
eel s shot out into the light, he realized that the black hol es were caves. The
rock structure at the bottomof this part of the ocean was honeyconbed

wi th underwat er caverns.

He realized, too, that he was alone. The sea |ife which had teened around
hi m moment s before had suddenly vani shed. Shark? he thought, sw ng

ing his light in a circle around him No. There was no predator here. And
yet

Suddenly he felt flushed. If he had been on | and, he knew, sweat would

have been pouring off his body. He could not nove. The shivers held him
utterly, like a butterfly pinned to a wall, his |legs dangling, the nercury
vapor light held rigid in his hand as the water seened to swell and grow
around hi m

Sonet hi ng' s comi ng, he thought, panicking.

A moment later, it hit. An underwater wave, like a gigantic fist, hurled
hi m far beyond the caves. The flashlight flew out of Sam s hand and bobbed
on its lanyard, thunping against his thighs as he tunbled end over end like
a toy. Sonewhere, not far away, cane a groan and a deep thunp.

Heari ng his own bubbl es chuffing past his ears with each frenzied breath,
he funbled for the light and raised it until he saw a massive cloud of nud
billowing toward him It envel oped himquickly, blotting out the flashlight's
circular beam It was all darkness now. Sam could do nothing but hover
blindly until the nmud began to clear

Seaquake. That's what it had been, Sam had no doubt. He'd been caught

in the mddle of one of the undersea trenors that had been plaguing the
area for weeks.

He had no idea which direction he should take to reach the boat. Even

the dial of his conpass was invisible now

Wl |, he thought philosophically, he'd just have to stay where he was

until the water cleared.

He hadn't even thought about his air supply.

Now, crouching on the sea floor, Sam sighed in exasperation and i nmedi ately
regretted it. He had been down too long to waste air. According to

hi s best guess, he had another twenty minutes at the nost, and that included
time for his ascent. Another tricky matter. If he ran out of air on the way



up, he would have to surface fast a certain prescription for the bends.
The bends could kill you. O, if you were lucky, they mght only cripple
you for life.

Fortunately, the murk fromthe trenmor was beginning to clear. In the

light of his flashlight, Samwas able to nmake out the pocked surface of a
wal | of coral.

A reef, he thought, but as his hands noved al ong the rough expanse, he

could feel its precise curve. He followed it for nearly forty feet. It was a
gigantic cylinder of sone sort, lying on its side on the ocean floor

H s heart beat faster. Nothing in nature held this particular shape.

Sam took the small knife he kept strapped to his |eg and chi pped away

at the encrusted mass until the bl ade resonated with the ping of metal hitting
net al

He swam along to the end of the cylindrical structure. It was at least a
hundred feet long. For a foot of coral to grow around it, the thing mnust
have been in the water for hundreds of years, maybe thousands. What was

it? An undersea cable? A pipe? Made of netal ?

Then, through the clearing silt, he saw the dimoutline of another structure,
identical to the one to which he was clinging. But this tower was stil
standi ng, reaching up fromthe ocean floor toward the dark night sky.

Sam swam slowy toward it. The towers, or whatever they were, mnust

have been buried under God knew how rmuch nmud before they were thrust

to the surface during the seaquake. The nudst orm probably had been caused

by the fallen cylinder when it keel ed over and thunped onto the ocean

fl oor.

The water here seenmed oddly bright. He switched off his torch. No, it

wasn't his imagination. The whol e area between the towers was |light, as
light as it might be at twenty feet during daylight hours. As Sam neared the
standing tower, he saw that it was resting on a plateau of rock no nore

than sixteen feet square. Around the plateau was not hi ng but water going
down so far that, despite the strange brightness around the columm, the
light fromSam s flashlight could not penetrate to the bottom

He had heard about these. The old tinmers sonetines tal ked about the

val | eys nestl ed near the Peaks chasns of incal cul abl e depth, from which

even light could not return. He always had di smi ssed their existence al ong
with nost of the sailors" lore, but he was seeing one of the valleys with his
own eyes.

Then he spotted sonet hing draped over the base of the columm, sone

thing shiny that nade himforget all about the topography of the ocean

fl oor.

He blinked uncertainly, drawing nearer to it. The object |ooked as if it
were on display in a store window. a chain of sone thirty gold links, nore
than an inch | ong apiece, perfect and uncorroded. As Samdived for it, the
fine silt which already had begun to settle on it floated away.

And then he heard nusic.

He | aughed al oud with happi ness, sending up a burst of air bubbles

around his head. It was Hers, the sea siren's, and she was making hima

gift of it.

Take this, nmy wandering |over, come hone

He swamtoward it, feeling the shudder in his belly turn to heat. H s hand
reached for it, trenmbling. He touched it. Inside his nask, tears cane to his
eyes.

Touch nme, yes, take ne

He picked it up. Dangling fromthe chain was a four-inch-long crystal
opaque with salty deposits. As Sam rubbed his thumb and forefinger al ong
the faceted sides, it began to glowwith a greenish light. His fist opened



reflexively and the chain spilled out between his fingers. He dived for it,
clutching the mercury light with one hand, grasping at the enpty water
with the other as the chain sank down, down, over the cliff of rock where
the pillar stood, into the green warnth of the dark deep beyond.

Cone to me, yes, yes, Sam closer, yes

He dived after it.

Soon the pressure of the water was squeezing him making his |ungs

| abor with each breath. He caught sight of his questing hand in front of
him The fingers on it seened to elongate into withing blue eels.

He blinked hard, swallowed. H s breathing was ragged. In front of him

a dozen imges materialized at once: the kid with himon demp duty in the
navy, | ooking like a burst ball oon when the mne expl oded and bl ew him
to pieces; the headm stress of the orphanage in Pittsburgh, her features
pointed |ike blades. There were others, Darian, others he didn't know.
Through the tw sted, caricatured faces he dove deeper, deeper, down to
where the water seened al nbost scalding and the |light was as brilliant as
ener al ds.

Then he swooped down and caught the chain in his cupped hands, al

the while making a sound in his throat Iike a man in the act of |ove.

Go up. Got to go up now.

Samis air supply was low, and dimnishing with frightening speed at this
new depth. Panting, his breath sounding |ike the gasps of a dying man, he
| ooped the gold chain around his belt.

On an outcropping of rock, a mass of blind shrinp wiggled |Iike maggots
on a corpse. Past them where the superheated water met the cold, an

i ntense green light shimered |like a desert mrage before the bl ackness
beyond.

Yes . . . yes . . . yes .

The Iight emanated froma cave with a nouth nore than four feet across.
But it had been so dark here, Sam thought. He | ooked upward, to where

the colum of coral-encrusted netal nust be standing. There was not hing
above hi m except bl ackness.

For a nonent Sam hung notionless in the water, every rnuscle in his

body rigid.

He heard nusi c.

My | over

My | over

The song surged to life. It was no |longer the half-remenbered, teasing
nmel ody whi ch had brought himto the Peaks. It was clear and wonderful
musi ¢ that coursed through his blood |like a drug, music that he could see
as well as hear, nusic he could touch with his hands and that touched him
back, on his lips, his eyes, hard in his |loins and through his soul

It was conming now fromthe nouth of the black cave.

Not far now, Sam cone to ne, come to ne

Still gasping, his novenents a suprene effort against the crushing pressure of
t he deep, he swam entranced, toward the cave. The nusic grew

| ouder, the light brighter, inviting him drawi ng himnearer until he passed
t hrough the cave nouth and instantly found hinmself in the niddle of an
underwat er garden of fantastic beauty.

It was semicircular in shape, the calmwarmwater wafting lazily over

what | ooked like flowers. Samtouched the strange vegetation, red-petaled

bl ossoms on slimstal ks, fernlike plants with lacy fronds that curled and
opened wi th the nmovenent of the waves. At his feet were pebbles of soft
pastel colors. He felt as if he were inside an oyster shell, pearly and
irides

cent.

Agai nst the far wall of the cave stood a bl ock of stone nearly five feet
hi gh and six inches thick, furry with algae and encrusted with |ichen



As he swept his hand over its surface, the algae flew off in blindingly
bright sparks. Samfollowed themw th his eyes as the tiny dots of I|ight
danced out of the cave. They're what's generating the light, he thought.
But when he turned back, the stone itself was gl ow ng.

And on it, where the al gae had been, was an image of a rocky shoreline.
He fell back. Wat was he seeing? How was he | ooking at |and, standing
as he was on the bottom of the ocean?

In the distance, around the bend of the shore he was observing, were
dozens of |arge ships, enornmous wooden-hul |l ed vessels with square sails.
At the very center of the horizon was a nountain flanked by two pyram ds.
Pyram ds! Get it together, now, Sam he told hinself.

In his excitenment he had nmonentarily forgotten about the pressure in

his chest, but he felt it now He was in too deep. The sea was playing tricks
with his mnd.

Take a dozen of Figg's tall tales and let your air run out, and suddenly
you' ve got an underwater TV screen to veg out on till you start sucking
seawat er .

There were people on the shore. They were dressed strangely in rough
draped cloth. A man whose shoul ders were hooded in a wolf skin, conplete
with the animal's head, came into Sami s vision and wal ked out of it again.
Get out, you dunb shit! Can't you see you're going to die down here!

He was answered by another voice, soft as velvet. Her voice.

Stay with ne, Sam stay with ne.

Sam paused in the cave nouth.

Oh, Jesus, he thought. What's happening to nel

He | ooked at his air gauge. It read 150 feet. He had no air for such a

di ve.

In the scene playing before him the people on the shore fell to the
ground. One worman lifted a child and hugged it to her breast. The Earth
began to shiver and trenble.

Samtrenbled with it. He could hear the shrieks of wonen as a chasm
opened in the earth. Sone di stance away, another l|ine crazed across the

| andscape, and steam hi ssed skyward while the ground quaked and roil ed.
Then the nountain at the far horizon erupted. The sky turned bl ack
rai ni ng rock, capsizing the huge ships in the harbor. Lava streaned out of

t he shuddering vol cano, glowing red as the ground opened a new j agged
mouth to drink it.
Thr ough the ash-bl ackened air, Sam could nmake out the figure of a man
standing at the rimof the vol cano, raising his arms skyward as the heat
fromthe eruption nmelted his very flesh away.
Samcried out, forgetting that he was underwater. A mass of precious air
bubbl es rose around his face. He staggered blindly back, out of the undersea
garden, out through the cave nouth, even as the music he had heard was
drowned out by the shrieks of dying nen.

It isn't real, he told hinmself. Get out of here.
Then the nusic canme back, then and beauti ful
Sam

He pushed her voice away, stunbling back into the darkness of the ocean
The tenperature of the sea suddenly dropped. It was freezing here,
stabbing into Sam s nuscles |ike daggers. He could not see. The light from
his mercury lanmp was a feeble m st in the overwhel mi ng bl ackness. His
shoul der smacked hard against a rock. He remai ned there, crouched, hoping
to get his eyes to adjust to the absol ute darkness.
Thr ough hi s nmout hpi ece, he could feel his air resisting, comng slowy,
the sure sign that he was near the end of his air supply. Gadually his
eyes began to accommodate thensel ves to the inky darkness and he could
concentrate on the dimcolum of light fromhis torch. He pointed it upward
and began his ascent, slowy, taking care not to overtake his own bubbl es,



sucki ng gently on his nout hpi ece.
He tried not to think of what woul d happen when his air ran out. By the

time he reached the netal pillars, it was useless. Still he continued his
ascent, breathing out slowy, know ng that holding his breath was the worst
thing he could do, yet instinctively unwilling to let go of his last tie to
life.

Cone back, the voice called. It was sweet and full of prom se. Her song.
You bel ong here, Sam don't go don't go don't

Agai n he saw the image of the nan's face above the vol cano, his eyes
ferocious n his nmelting flesh

Sam

He slowed. H s armholding the torch | owered.

Why not? he thought. He was going to die anyway. Wy not die in Her
enbrace, hearing Her song?

He | ooked bel ow himinto the bl ackness. There was the faint greenish
glow fromthe cavenout h, extending upward in rays, |ike welconing arns.
One breath. That was all it would take. One swift painful intake of water,
one convul si ve shudder

Her music was | ouder now, throbbing with his heartbeat.

Sam

He dove.

comng |I'mcom ng back |'m

Sonet hi ng grabbed his |eg.

Sam ki cked, tried to spin around, clawed at the thing that held him

No." You can't do this to me! Not now He thrashed, fighting for all he
was worth. He did not want to die here, like a drowned sailor, trapped in
a web of seaweed for the fish to eat. He wanted to be with Her, in Her
arnms, surrounded by Her |ight.

Whatever it was that had himwas encircling his neck. Black arns, slick
and heavy, overpowered him It pulled out his nouthpiece and thrust sone
thing into his face. Sam fought it, punching wildly at the thing. The bl ack
arnms tightened. The last of Samis air spilled out of him

He wanted to sob. He had searched for Her all his |life and when he
finally found Her, he had been too afraid to stay. Now his chance was past.
He woul d die |like the coward he was, alone and in silence.

Hanging |inmp, he breathed in deeply, waiting for the shock of cold salt
water in his lungs, but what poured into his throat was air.

Ar?

He turned his head. The bl ack arns | oosened, allowing Samto twist his
body and face his attacker.

It was a man. He lifted a light to his own face mask so that Sam coul d
see him

It was Darian MCabe. It was his air Sam was breat hi ng.

Darian pulled the nout hpi ece from Sam and took a breath before handi ng

it back. Then, holding Samin his arnms, |ike a baby, the old man ki cked up
slowy along the anchor rope toward the surface above.

Samlet his mnd go blank. He was safe now, he knew. But somewhere

behi nd his hearing, the nusic fromthe cave cane back to himdimy, half
renenbered, with each nmonent growing fainter and farther away

chapter 3.

ON THE DECK OF THE STYX, DARI AN UNZI PPED THE TOP OF SAM S WET SU T

and pulled off his face mask. There were deep red indentations on his skin
at the mask's pressure points, and Sanmis nose was bl eedi ng.

But he was breat hi ng.

Darian covered himw th a scratchy wol blanket. Wthout renmoving his

own wet suit, the old man started the boat's tw n di esel engi nes and gunned
t he boat through the nighttine darkness to the Florida coast. He cast a

di sgusted | ook at the fancy speedboat that Sam had driven out in. Screw
it. Let it sink," he growed. He had no time to waste, not if he was going



to save Sam s life.
Rapture of the Deep. He had seen it before. A diver gets too deep, stays
too long, and the ocean drives himcrazy. Darian had seen nen cut their
own air hoses with knives, |aughing as they drowned.
The old man ran his hand through his wet hair. He shoul d have known
that Samwouldn't listen to him Watever the reason, the Peaks had a
powerful hold on the boy.
Is that why you knew to come here after hinf
Dari an squeezed his eyes shut for a nmonent. He had awakened in the
m ddl e of the night, so certain that Sam was gone that he had not even
bot hered checki ng his bunk. He had cone here, out of all the vast Atlantic,
to this very spot, at night, w thout so much as consulting a map or a conpass.
But of course you knew the place. Jam e died right nearby, didn't he?
Wth a cry of anguish, Darian pushed the throttle full forward, set the
automatic pilot, and went back to join Sam on deck.
To his astoni shment, Sam was consci ous. He was sitting up, holding a
cl oudy- | ooki ng, spear-shaped rock dangling froma gol den chai n.
You' re awake."

Sam nodded.
Darian didn't know whether to screamin rage or joy. By rights, he ought
to be in a coma, or at |least screaming with the bends. |'mgoing to get you

to the hospital to check you out,
t hat ?"
Sam gave hi mthe neckl ace. Beneath the thick deposits of crust on the
crystal, it glowed faintly when Darian touched it. Jesus Christ," the old
man shouted, dropping it to the deck
Sam | unged for it before it could wash overboard and offered it again.
It's gold,"” he rasped. | want you to have it."
Darian grunted. He exani ned the necklace again, this time careful not
to touch the stone. The clasp holding the pendant to the chain was in the
shape of a squat cross inscribed by a circle. It was the same synbol that
was painted on the shard of pottery Sam had found earlier
"1l be dammed, " Darian mnuttered.
They came fromthe same place," Samsaid quietly.
You found the pot handl e on the beach down near Biscayne."
That's where | found it. But it came fromthe Peaks."
Darian | ooked at himsourly, but decided not to start an argument. Probably
nmore junk," he said. Cold plated, nost likely. Fell over the side of
some pl easure boat yesterday."
Sam di dn't answer.
If it'Il make you happy, though, 1'll take it to the Ccean ographi c Museum
so sonme faggot with letters behind his nane can tell you that it's crap."
It's yours. Do whatever you want with it."
Dari an grunted, hooked the necklace around his diving belt and went
bel ow to change into dry cl othes. Wen he canme back on deck, Sam was
sl eepi ng.
Mster Smth."
Sam awoke, confused. The |last thing he renenbered was sitting on deck
| ooking up at the stars. He rmust have passed out. Only this wasn't the Styx.
He appeared to be inside sone sort of spaceship.
You're in a hyperbaric chanmber," a pretty dark-haired nurse said,

the old man finally said. What the hell's

sm ling.

Wiere . . . where's ." His voice sounded thick and nmuffled. It was
hard to get his lips to work.

West Pal m Hospital ," she said. The sedation will wear off soon." She
snmled again and took his forearm | need to get sone blood." Expertly

she slid in a needle.

Sam | ooked at his arm There were three other puncture holes in it. Wy
are you taking so nuch blood fromne?" he asked.

The nurse shrugged. Doctor's orders. He'll be in to see you soon," she



said as she rearranged the pillow under his head. They were close; their
eyes net.
Cute eyes, mister diver. Want to dive into nme sonetine?

What ?" Sam asked, surprised.

| didn't say anything." The nurse's face reddened. She left the room
qui ckly, air hissing out as she opened the chanber's heavy netal door
The air was pal pably heavy in the small, |owceilinged room He could
al nrost feel it weighing down on his body. In chanbers like this, he knew,
di vers who had been under too long were slowy returned to normal atno
spheric pressure. This allowed nitrogen bubbles which had bl own up inside

their bodies to be slowy purged. If it worked and they did it intine, a

di ver mght not wind up crippled.

He cl osed his eyes and renenbered what had brought himhere. The

Peaks. The two towers. The strange scene inside the underwater cave.

Maybe they can fix ny body, but ny mnd is beyond repair. I'mas crazy

as a |l oon.

He al ways knew the crazi ness woul d take over one day. Al his life it

had been lurking in his head, right behind the shivers, waiting to cone out.
He had tried hard not to go crazy, tried to keep it at bay. But the ocean

t he Peaks .
Two nen and a worman, all wearing white |ab coats, cane into the chanber

and headed imredi ately for the chart at the foot of Sam s bed, nurnuring
anong t hensel ves. The woman gl anced up fromthe chart, her eyes neeting
Sam's, and he felt his breath catch

It was not just her beauty, although anyone woul d have called her attractive.
She was bl onde and gray-eyed, with the big boned | eggi ness of a runner
rather than a dancer. But there was sonethi ng about her that touched sone
thing inside Sam sone deep, vibrating chord that filled himwi th an odd

m xture of joy and fear.

Her |ips parted. They were sensually full lips that were at odds with her
straight, pulled-back hair and absence of makeup or jewelry.

She feels it too, Samthought, puzzled. The woman | ooked away.

Hell o, Sam Good to see you with us," one of the nmen said, smling.

' m Doctor Cohen. This is Doctor Krantz, our head of serol ogy, and Doctor
Al t hor pe
fromour psychiatric staff.”

So that's why she's | ooking at ne, Sam thought glumy. She's a head
shrinker.

You're in a hyperbaric chanmber as a precautionary neasure agai nst
cai sson di sease,"” Doctor Cohen went on absently, flipping through the chart.
The bends. As a diver, of course, you know about that."

| didn't have the bends."

Apparently not, although it says here you were down deep, and |ong
enough to use up your air supply."”
Sam shrugged.

You did have quite a lot of nitrogen in your blood when you cane in,

but that's al nost gone now "

Then I'mall right?" Sam asked.

Oh, your health seenms quite sound,"” the other doctor, Krantz, answered.

He was ol der than the other two, with a nervous way of noving that rem nded
Sam of a marionette on a string. I1t's your blood that's of interest here.”
Samraised his eyebrows. What is wong with it?"

Nothing's wong. It's just that it appears to be rather unusual, a type
I've only encountered once before."

They told me in the navy it was type O negative."
The doctor shook his head. Blood typing is a whole new thing since the
days of four mmjor blood types and all that. Wth DNA and nore sophisticated



testing, now we find many different strains. For instance

He chattered on, but Sam was not paying attention. Hi s eyes were focused

on the woman, who was watching himintently.

Your blood type may be one in a mllion." Doctor Krantz sniled encouragingly,
as if Sam ought to be experiencing a sense of triunph over the nakeup

of his bl ood.

Yeah? So?"

Krantz cleared his throat. | suppose what |I'mgetting at is that | that

is, the nedical community in general would appreciate it if we mght study
your case at sonme length." He smiled ingratiatingly.

You nean you want me to stay in the hospital ?"

Just for an extra day or two. For your sake," he added hastily. Because
of the quantity of blood we'd be taking."

Whoa," Sam said. You're not taking nore quantities of blood fromne
than you already have. If there's nothing wong with me, | want to get out
of here.”
The corners of Krantz's nmouth tw tched downward but he nanaged a

resolute smle. Perhaps an outpatient program Once a week, say, for six
nont hs or so. "

Sam | aughed out loud. You're not getting it, Doc. No nore blood. |

mean it." He swung his |l egs over the bed. Were are ny cl ot hes?"

Doct or Cohen touched his shoul der and gently pressed Sam back into the

bed. You'll be released as soon as possible,” he said gently. But you can't
| eave until the sedation wears off conpletely. Get sone rest.”

No more bl ood," Sam said stubbornly.

Vell, we wish you'd think about it," Krantz said.

You said you'd run across sonebody else with the same bl ood as ne.
Why not test hinP"

Krantz hesitated.

He's dead," the wonan said, eliciting a dirty | ook fromboth nal e doctors.
He was a diver, too," Krantz explained. | saw himwhen he canme in
with a shark wound. But he died nonths later in an auto accident. H s death
had nothing to do with his blood." He directed his last remark toward the
worran.

Vll, if | diein an auto accident, I'll will you nmy blood."

Doct or Cohen | aughed and gave Sam a pat on the shoulder. W'IlIl |eave you
with Doctor Althorpe," he said. Wen she gives you the okay, you can go."
Doctor Krantz, the serol ogist, |ooked crestfallen

Doctor Althorpe pulled a chair beside the bed and sat down. Samfelt
unconfortable with the woman now that they were al one together. He tried not
to |l ook at her.

According to the man who brought you in, you may have had an epi sode

of nitrogen narcosis," she said quietly. Rapture of the Deep. You're famliar
withit?"

I've heard about it."

The synptoms sonetines resenble dementia . . . being crazy." She
smled, and Samfelt a little of his disconfort melting away.

That so?" he asked nonchal antly.

Yes. | want you to know that so that you don't think you | ost your m nd
down there."”
/ don't think, | know

It's a purely physical phenomenon. So if you did anything strange,
well . . . there's nothing wong with your nmind. And there's no reason for
it to happen again."

Strange? Strange has been happening to me all my life.

You don't seem convinced. "



Sure. Whatever you say. Can | get out of here now?"

Doctor Althorpe sighed. It's usually helpful to the patient to talk about
it."

Sam fol ded his arms over his chest. And you're not going to give ne

nmy wal ki ng papers until | do, right? Look, there's nothing to say. | stayed
down too long and | came up too fast. That's all."

WAs your vision distorted at tines?"

Sam di dn't answer.

Did you see things that weren't there?"

| don't know. "

| mages, nenories? Did your thoughts becone tangibl e?"

What's that mean?" Sam asked.

She opened her hands. This phenonenon affects people in different

ways, much |ike drugs or al cohol. Sometines the things people see in

this condition take on unusual aspects. They appear physically different or
i mbued with enptions. Ordinary fish can suddenly becone sinister and
nmenaci ng. Or even comical. O you can picture things that have been stored
in your mind for years. Your nother's face. A long-lost pet."

Sl ow y, Sam nodded.

What did you see, San®?" She | eaned forward intently.

Hesitantly he began. People, nostly. Things froma long tine ago. The
peopl e | ooked kind of |ike cartoons."

Yes," she said. That's a pretty comon occurrence. Sonetinmes people
suffering fromthis narcosis see entire scenes, alnost |ike dream sequences
in a novie."

Sam was silent. Doctor Althorpe said, And you did too, didn't you?"

Sam began to recount what had happened to hi munderwater. He was

tentative at first, watching the doctor for a sign that she considered hima
crackpot. There was none. She put the clipboard down and |istened without

t aki ng notes, encouraging him As he spoke, he felt freer, although he knew
he coul d never disclose anything about the shivers or the nmusic he heard

or the voice calling himback to the depths. But she had been right: Just
tal ki ng about the strange visions made himfeel better. Finally he told her
about the cave, about the island he saw, the people on it, the erupting

vol cano.

A. . . . volcano," she repeated in a whisper. It was the first tinme she had
spoken since he had begun his recitation
It was in the center of the island. | think it was an island, anyway. It

was big. The vol cano was pretty far away, but when it blew, it destroyed
everything." He wiped his face. And there was a man. He was standing

right beside the vol cano. Don't ask me how | could see his face. | don't
know, it was |ike a dream or sonething, but | could see him He . he
nelted. "

Doctor Althorpe put her hands to her eyes and swayed in her seat. After a
monent she | ooked up, startled. |'msorry," she said quickly. 1t wasn't
anything you said. | was just feeling a little faint." She smled, though her
face was still ashen. | shouldn't have skipped breakfast."

Oh. | thought you were freaking out at what | said."

She shook her head. Not at all. But tell me. . . ." She bit her lip. \Were

were you diving?"
Sout heast. Near the out-islands. You know, the one where all those
peopl e were killed way back when. The area's called the Peaks.™

| knowit. | used to go out there." She cleared her throat. Wuld you
allow me to conduct some tests with you before you go?" She saw his reaction
and added hastily, Psychological tests. Nothing distasteful, | promse."
Sam | ay back on the bed and sighed. So | amcrazy after all," he said.

No, not at all. It's just . . . just that business with the volcano. |'ve

encountered that particular i mage before, with other patients."
He sat up. You're kidding. Inside the cave, too?"

No, that part's your own. But the vol cano . " The doctor clasped her



hands together. Sam could see themtrenbling.

Are you all right?" he asked.

Yes, of course." She took a deep breath. At any rate, 1'd like to do
those tests to see what you have in common with other people who' ve seen
the same thing."

Sam nodded. Just standard, huh?"
Yes." She stood up and snoot hed her skirt mechanically. Just standard."

chapter 4.

NOTHI NG i s STandARD ABOUT TH' S, CORY ALTHORPE THOUGHT AS SHE

rushed through the hospital corridors to her office. The Peaks. The vol cano.
The island. The bl ood.

Ch, God, Menory Island. And the bl ood.

In her office she rifled through her file drawers and cane up with the fol der
on the dead diver whose blood was so similar to Sam Smth's. Decenber 92.
The man's nanme had been Mark Col e.

Attacked by a shark and admitted to the hospital in a deep coma, Cole

had not been expected to survive a single night. Yet, to the amazenent of
the hospital staff, he had made a full recovery.

Whi |l e he was recuperating, he had told Doctor Althorpe about the visions
he saw whil e unconsci ous. They were not the usual tunnel-white |ight-dead
rel ati ves experience reported by nost people who had come back to life
after their normal functions had term nated. Mark Col e had seen a vol cano.
So had others. They had all seen a vol cano. They had all had the sane

type of blood. And they possessed one ot her comon factor

They were all dead.

In the back of the file cabinet was a small bound volune, its pages nusty
snelling and yellowed with age. Cory took it out and opened it to the first
page.

EDWARD BONNER, it read in her grandfather's angular hand. 1966.

Cory had been seven years old then. Ei ght when he died a year |ater

She turned the page: MAY 14 1966. i HAVE 17 WLLI NG PARTI Cl PANTS, ALL WTH
THE SAME X FACTOR | N THEI R BLOCOD, ALL PSYCH C AS THE VERY DEVI L.

Edwar d Bonner had been a prom nent internist who had devoted the | ast
fifteen years of his life to the study of psychic phenonena. He had been
convinced that there was a physical common denom nator anong peopl e

who exhi bited a high degree of extrasensory perception.

The year before his death, according to his journal, he finally had found
somet hing to support his belief. He had | ocated seventeen subjects of out

standi ng psychic ability who al so seenmed to be unusually resistant to

i nfecti on and who heal ed faster than normal people.

Al t hough bl ood testing was not well developed in the mid-sixties,

Bonner with the help of a snmall federal grant, enough to hire a young
serologist to serve as his assistant managed to find one factor in the bl ood
of the seventeen that was different from normal" bl ood.

In April of 1967, Bonner brought the subjects together on a small island

of f the coast of Florida. The island was his personal property, inherited
fromhis father. There the seventeen participants | earned that what each
could do al one was magnified a thousandfold when they worked together

They were able to performfeats of what could only be called magic.

During the | ast night at the conference, the group spontaneously called
forth a vision they all saw. a volcano erupting, with a man standing in the
m ddl e of the fiery blast. Not one of the subjects understood the vision, but
it had been somehow fanmiliar to each of them

They had experienced a group nenory.

The seventeen had felt nearly as exultant as Edward Bonner. They call ed

t hensel ves the Renenberers, and named the place where they had cone

t oget her Menory I sl and.



How true the nanme turned out to be, Cory thought, blinking back tears

as the i mage of her grandfather cane unbi dden into her m nd. Her nmenory

of himwas too painful. She had | oved himnore than either of her parents.
He had been the one she shared her dreams and fears with; the one to
cradl e her head during the fierce sumrer storns that changed the face of
the island every year, though the small frame house had stood, seem ngly

forever . . . until the day it expl oded and burned in a spray of bl ood and
bodi es.

Even now, alnost thirty years later, the blood was still there, turned bl ack
on the planks of rotting wood, but still there.

In the end, the bl ood had been Edward Bonner's testament. The press,

with its infinite capacity for stupid callousness, had interpreted the tragedy
as a bleak joke, with Bonner and his obsession for hocus-pocus" as its
butt. His brilliance was forgotten, his files destroyed, his program
ridicul ed.

Al that was |left of Edward Bonner's work were the pages in his persona
journal that the young Cory had found in the bedroom of his farmhouse in

Ver nont .

Fromthe tine of the triunphant mass vision of the volcano to the accident
sone nonths later, the Renmenberers had used all their skills to determnine

t he neani ng of that single, ineradicable nmenory.

A camar aderi e grew anmong them A husband-wi fe pair of doctors, Lars

and Marie Nowar, even told the group shyly that she was pregnant and that

t he baby had been conceived on Menory Island. Unfortunately, the group

had only had enough time to distill one idea about the otherw se meani ngl ess
vol cano vision: the sea. Sonehow, they all knew, the sea was involved.

This pronpted Bonner to focus his experiments on just one of the Renenberers,
Jam e McCabe. Although the boy's father, a colorful but stone

headed | ocal ," according to Bonner's personal notes, had denounced the
project fromthe beginning as a foolish waste of tine, Jam e was the obvious
choi ce. Anpong the seventeen subjects, he was the only one who had grown

up around the sea. And despite the fact that he was only twelve, his extrasen
sory perception was by far the nost highly devel oped of the group
One day, in a small powerboat that the boy could pilot |ike an expert,

he | ed Doctor Bonner to a place in the ocean off the coast of Menory Island.
It's here," he said.

What is?"

| don't know. The nenory."

Doct or Bonner had asked several divers to explore the area, but all had
refused. Apparently there was sone superstition attached to it. They referred
to the area as the Peaks.
Cory cl osed the book. There were no nore entries. She knew t he Remem

berers had held only one nore group session after the last entry was nade,

but what went on was not known because Bonner's notes were destroyed

in the expl osion.

Hs files, kept in his small office in Wst Pal m Beach, had been packed
away sonewhere. Cory had tried to locate them after graduating from nedica
school, but no one in the fanmily had had any i dea where they were.

Her grandfather's program had been a waste, after all, they had said with
di sdain. A conplete enbarrassnent, of no interest to anyone.
Yet, twenty-five years later, the dead diver naned Mark Col e had seen
a vol cano. And so, just last night, had Sam Snith.
She tel ephoned Doctor Krantz in the serology lab, trying to keep the distaste
she felt for the man out of her voice.

About M ster Smith," she said.

Who? Oh, the nitrogen narcosis. Did he change his mnd about giving

bl ood?"

Not yet, but I'mworking on it. I'mcalling about his physical condition."



What about it?" Krantz snapped. |'mvery busy."
The I evel of nitrogen in his blood seened very hi gh upon admi ssion."
Krantz snorted. That's why he was put in the H chanmber."

And yet he's had no ill effects. Not even a trace of the bends. Is that
usual ?"
There was a pause. Nitrogen affects people differently. But overall, no,

it's not usual. You'd expect himto have some kind of synptom" He paused.

Get himto stay for nore tests. Use your charm”

Thank you," Cory said coldly and hung up
Sevent een subjects, all unusually resistant to illness and injury, she
t hought, running her finger absently along the spine of her grandfather's
journal. Al psychics.

And what does that nake nme?

Cory had never suffered a cold in her life and never had a cavity. She
had broken her | eg once when she fell froma horse, but she had never
been what one would call sick.

The first time she had seen her own bl ood was when her grandfat her
drew a small anmount from her finger to show her the powers of the great
el ectron mcroscope in his |aboratory.

Now, that didn't hurt a bit, did it?" he had asked, preparing the slide.
She shook her head proudly, At eight, she would have endured any pain
just to be with himanong his huge, secret tools.

Al right, nowthere it is at five thousand. Doesn't |look like blood at all,
does it?"

She stared through the m croscope at the curved wall that was one of

her corpuscles. Ww. "

Bonner chuckl ed and adjusted the controls as he lifted Cory onto his lap
The i mage on the slide was so enl arged now that she could see designs on
the surface of a single blood cell

Those squi ggl es are what nake your blood a little bit different from
everyone else's," he said. And a little bit the same, too. They're like
little
signs. What |I'mworking on is finding out if sonme of these signs can tel
you what a person's brain thinks like."

You can tell that just by |ooking?"

Not yet, but naybe sone day." He noved her aside to peer into the
lens hinself. Now, what |I'mlooking for these days is one particul ar
He stopped abruptly.

What is it, G andfather?"

Silently, he lifted her off his |lap and placed her on the floor, then adjusted
the microscope for nore power. Cory shifted fromone foot to the other

She woul d never disturb her grandfather in his work, but he seened to

have forgotten she was there.

Finally he lifted his head and stared at her. Hi s gaze, puzzled, fascinated,
was frightening to the girl.

Is everything all right, G andfather?" she ventured.

Bonner smled. Yes, honey. Everything's fine." He switched off the

m croscope, held out his big winkled hand, and | ed her into his office.
There he took out a box filled with rectangular cards. He placed five in
front of her. One had a circle on it, another a square. The third was a star
the fourth a triangle, and the last a set of parallel wavy lines.

Let's play a guessing gane," he said, taking another card fromthe box
and putting it face down on the desk. What's this card?"

A star," she said wi thout hesitation.

And this one?"

A square."

When she had gone through the box of cards four times, Cory asked,

Did | get any right?"

Fifty."

Just fifty?" She was di sappoi nt ed.



Fifty's good. About a million tines better than nost." Cory beaned, but
her grandfather was not smiling. Tell me, Cory . do you ever know things
t hat ot her people don't?"

She squirmed in her seat. Like what?"

Bonner shrugged. Like . . . oh, | don't know. . . like sonething' s going
to happen before it does?"
She wung her hands. Well, | always know when Daddy isn't going to

cone hone for the weekend. Mommy cries.”
Bonner harunphed. He had never cared much for his philandering son
in-1aw

And | always know when it's going to rain," she said brightly. The air
snells different." Then she | ooked down at the fl oor

VWat's the matter, honey?"

It isn't a good thing," she said.

If it's the truth, it's good. That's what science is all about.’
A fat tear trickled down her cheek. She wiped it away.

What is it?" her grandfather asked gently.

I can tell when people are going to die," she whispered.

Bonner bl i nked.

| don't try to do it. It just happens.”

VWen does it happen?"

She sighed. Like when Jody Al exander got sick at school. She said she
just had the flu and got over it, but I knew She didn't cone back after
summer vacation. Everybody was surprised when she died except me." Her
breath expl oded out of her in a sob. Because | knew. "

Bonner came across his desk and knelt beside her. Cory, just because
one time "

It wasn't one tine. | saw a policeman outside a store and | knew it about
him Then that night | saw his face on TV. Sonebody shot him And there
were other tines too. Lots "

She gasped. Around her grandfather's head was a dark corona, like a

hal o of black |ight.

What is it?" Bonner asked.

Cory mpaned and buried her face in his neck. Please take ne hone,

G andf at her, " she said.

Less than six nonths |ater, Edward Bonner was dead.

It neans nothing, Cory told herself. This had been the first time in years
t hat she even renmenbered the incident in her grandfather's |aboratory. And
peopl e remenbered incorrectly. Nowadays, the courts were cluttered with
cases filed by people who renenbered" things that never happened.

Bonner probably had not spent a long tinme exam ning the slide of her

bl ood. Children were inpatient. It was probably just a few seconds. And
she knew from her own work that getting fifty correct answers out of a
hundred Zener ESP cards was possible for anyone, given a single test. Had
she repeated it, she might well have scored the normal twenty percent or

| ess. And the fact that she had never had a cavity was undoubtedly due to
good hygi ene and proper food. People raised in confortable circunstances
rarely had bad teeth.

She replaced Bonner's journal in the file cabinet and | ocked it. Sam Smith,
in the throes of caisson's disease, had seen a vision. It had nothing to do
with her.

Bring in Mster. Smth from Room seven fourteen," she snapped into the
i nt ercom

chapter 5.
THE OLD MAN WALKED | NTO THE CURATOR S OFFI CE, SAW A WASTE BASKET,
and spat into it.

Dari an McCabe, " he announced.



The secretary's gaze noved slowy fromthe waste basket to the man's
weat her-lined face with its arrogant, arched nose and cl ear gray eyes as
wi se as the sea. Her first inpression of himwas that he was made out of
bronze, like a statue incongruously clad in blue jeans and a none-too-cl ean
T-shirt. He seemed bigger than life, utterly notionless, yet sonehow filling
the roomw th his presence.

| believe Doctor Wodson is expecting you," she said, rising to show him
into the inner office.

| can get there by nyself,"” MCabe said.
When he entered, Wodson | ooked up fromhis desk. To McCabe's sur

prise, he was a black man. He stood up and wal ked over to MCabe with

a linp so pronounced that his whol e body seened as twi sted and gnarl ed

as an old tree.

Harol d Wodson," he said curtly, extending his hand. Hi s voice and
face were young no older than fifty, Darian surm sed although the rest
of himm ght easily pass for ninety. You have something you want ne to
see?"

Darian liked the man at once. No phony snmiles, no chit-chat. \Wen he
call ed the Ocean ographic Museum for an appoi ntnent, he had expected
some twerp with a Rolex watch on his wist and a G eenpeace poster behind
hi s desk.

One of ny nmen found this." MCabe produced the pendant from his

pocket, careful to hold it by its chain.
Wodson took it the sane way, then placed it on a square of black vel vet
near a small sofa and notioned for Darian to sit down.

He exanmined it with a magni fying glass. Were' d your man find it?"

Qut a ways."

I nternational waters?"

Aye. Belongs to the finder. Nobody else."

Wodson gl anced at him sideways with half a smle, then turned back
to the object. The bale's unusual."

Spani sh cross, | figured," MCabe said, testing.
The bl ack man shook his head. No way. It's too stark. Mdern, al nost.
Yet ." He fell silent.

Think it's worth anythi ng?"

Vell, I"'mpretty sure it's a gold chain, so that should be worth a chunk
But any other value . . . He shrugged while he scraped lightly at the cl oudy
stone with his fingernail. You can't carbon-date gold. And the stone . "
He put the nmagnifying glass down. | can have it analyzed to see what the
stone is, but I don't think there's any way we can determ ne the age of
the piece. | don't know. Maybe the deposits on the stone mght tell us
somet hi ng. "

Darian snorted. | told himit was nothing." He dug into his pocket again

and came up with the pottery shard Sam had found on the beach. He
pi cked this up, too."

Wodson's eyebrows rai sed. Cone fromthe sane place?"

Darian cleared his throat. M ght have."

Wodson seened nore interested in the shard. The sane design as the
bale,"” he nused. That's weird."

Christian?"

Not necessarily. Many cultures used the cross as a synbol for different
things. Actually this is nore like an X on its side or a plus sign. And it
doesn't appear without the circle around it. It mght even be Geek. Sone
early Mycenean work | ooked sort of like this."

Dari an | ooked down his inpressive nose at the man. You don't find
Greek antiquities in these waters," he said.

No, not usually," Wodson agreed. O course, it mght have washed

of f a sunken ship. Ships have gotten lost in sone areas of the Atlantic. Cut



a ways."
A halfsmile crossed Darian's lips. That cane froma place called the
Peaks. Heard of it?"
Wodson nodded. Know it well. There's a lot of seismc activity going
on out there right now The coast guard's out keeping an eye on things."
W seen em"”

Vel |, who knows? That's why this shard may be an inpressive find. It
m ght have been unearthed froma great depth during a quake." Wodson
pi cked up the pendant again and placed it in the pal mof his hand. And
this, too," he said. Mther of God!"

He dropped the pendant. Its glow dissipated slowmy as it fell back onto
the bl ack vel vet.

Darian | aughed. Took ne a spell to get over that nyself," he said.
After a | ong nonment, Wodson pulled his gaze away fromthe stone to

| ook at McCabe. Wiat is that?" he whispered.

Dari an shook his head. Don't know. "

You said it canme fromthe Peaks?"

Darian grunted agreenment. Now you're not going to give nme any of that
Ber nuda Tri angl e hogwash, are you?"

No, of course not." Wodson touched the stone again, lightly with the

tip of his finger. Its green light flickered. But what the devil could cause
t hat ?"

Never seen anything like it myself."

Do you mind if | have it anal yzed?"

Nope. Long as you give it back."

VWll, naturally. Is there nore?"

Just the two pieces. My man got the Rapture. Nearly drowned. | had to
bring himup."

Wodson forced hinself to | ook away fromthe pendant. 1'msorry. |

hope he's all right."

They say at the hospital he's fine. Got himin one of those spaceship
roons. "

Hyper baric chanber," Wodson said.

Only he ain't got the bends.™

He's lucky."

Dari an | eaned back, sizing up the black man. That's what you got, ain't
it?" he observed.

That's right," Wodson said tightly.

Still dive?"

Every chance | get."

Darian smled. The sea's a mean bitch. Once she gets you, she don't
want to let you go."

She alnost didn't," Wodson said with a rueful smle

Darian stood up to leave. You're better'n | expected," he said, extending
hi s hand. Wodson shook it and | ooked searchingly at MCabe's face.
What's the matter? Tobacco juice on ny chin?"

No, no. I'msorry. It's just that you look famliar to me. W night have
di ved toget her once.™

Doubt it," Darian said, shaking his head. 1'd remenber a man of your
color on a dive. It ain't usual."
Wodson snmiled. | keep forgetting. W aren't supposed to be able to
swim"

Maybe, maybe not. But 1'd have remenbered." Darian grasped the door
knob, but Wodson's hand cl osed over his own.

It was on the island,"” the black man said softly, the renmenbrance a
shock to hinself, even as he spoke the words. Menory Island.”
A l ook of acute distress crossed Darian's face. Wodson was i mmedi ately
sorry he'd spoken. Forgive ne. | know how pai nful that rmust be for you."

Do you?" Darian snapped.



Wodson | ooked out the wi ndow | was one of them"
The old man stood, silent, for a noment. The Renmenberers,"” he said
at last, his voice thick with bitterness. That's what Jam e used to cal
you . . . you people. Like it was some kind of social club."
Wodson sai d nothing. The silence between them seened al nost pal pabl e.
Darian finally broke it. How d you get away?" he asked flatly.

| was in the John. \Wen the explosion hit, it blew the wall out and ne
with it. I was out cold until it was all over."

McCabe was | ooki ng past Wodson's head, his steely eyes watching

somet hing deep within his own m nd

Suddenl y Wodson wi shed to God that MCabe would go. He had not

meant to speak of the island. It had taken years of effort to erase it from
his menmory. Yet it cane back now as fresh and terrible as it had been
twenty-ni ne years earlier. The bodies, the blood. The kid Darian MCabe's
son bl ackened like a cinder, his body thrown over his nother's.

Jami e was a fine boy," Wodson said in a rasp. Exceptional."

Darian grunted. Yes, Jam e was exceptional, all right. Al of the Renem
berers had been psychic, but none |like Jam e. That was what that lunatic
Bonner had told the McCabes that their boy m ght be a pure strain,"”
capabl e of uni magi nabl e things. Darian had been agai nst the experinent
fromthe first, yet he had permtted the boy to participate because Jam e
had wanted to so badly. He belonged with these people, he had said. At

| ast he bel onged sonewhere.
And then he was dead. The strange nmental gifts of Darian's brilliant son
had ultimately killed himand his nother, who had only been on the island
to |l ook after her child.

They had killed Darian too, in every sense that mattered.

The past is done," the old man said. He left the office w thout |ooking

at Wodson.

Is it? Harry Wodson wonder ed.

The past was obviously not done for Darian McCabe. But he had no idea

how bad it actually had been. McCabe didn't know that the accident that

had killed his son had been no accident at all.

Except for Wodson, no one knew that not all of Bonner's seventeen
Remenberers had been present on the island that night. Four had not cone

to the conference. But they had died all the sanme. Different people, different
pl aces, all in one weekend. A New England minister torn to shreds by a
thresher on his farmin Maine. A hillbilly woman from West Virginia, stabbed
by her crazy husband. Two doctors, a husband and his pregnant wife, killed
when their car drove over into a swanp.
And then all the Renenberers were dead. Al of them except for Harry
Wodson.

Hi s name hadn't been Wodson then. He was born Harrison Wod, Jr.

Doct or Bonner's experinent had cost himhis nane, his famly, his past, the
future he had planned . . . and nore. He | ooked down at his crippled hands
whi ch were never wi thout pain. Mich nore.

On the day of the deaths, all of them seened to have known that sone
thi ng bad was going to happen. Jam e had been silent and pale all day,

It was odd, Wbodson was to think later. Thirteen psychics, all devel oped
to peak ability, and yet not one of them had dared trust his or her instinct
of doom It was as if it were all still a game to them wth no relation to
real life.
That certainly had been true in Wodson's own case, at least in the

begi nning. He had come to Menory Island strictly in vacati on node. He

had never believed in psychics, and had assumed from the begi nning that

all the Renmenberers were reveling as nmuch as he was in splashing around



on a Cari bbean paradi se while getting over on the U S. governnent.

Those were the hal cyon days of the sixties, when being black was the
ticket for everything he wanted. Wite people, particularly educated ones
associated with institutions, automatically assunmed that Harry came froma
fatherl ess home, lived in poverty, and suffered fromlow sel f-esteem and
bent over backward to make his |ife easier. Teachers understood when he
failed to turn in assignments. The administration closed its eyes when he
and two ot her students were caught hiding a canera inside the wonen's

| ocker roomin the gymbuilding. And | ong-haired bl ondes threw thensel ves
at him doing their part for Equal Opportunity.

Natural ly he kept very quiet about the fact that his father was an aerospace
engi neer for NASA and his nother a concert pianist, and that Harry hinself
was the product of elite private schools, sumrers in Europe, and a hone
life of warnth and di scipline.

I n undergraduate school, his instructors routinely were anazed by his
good grades. Part of the dreadful existence he was supposed to have |ed,
he surm sed, included being an acadenic zero; but on this he could not
pander to the expectations of white folks. H's father, Harrison Wod, Sr ,
woul d have had no qual ns about rewarding a failing grade with a year's
hard | abor.

As it was, he had tried to defy his father only once, when Harry had first
fallen in love with diving. Young Harry announced at the dinner table

that he had decided to forego college and instead take up a career as an
underwat er phot ogr apher

H s father had politely ordered himout of the house.

After three nonths of being a bonafide black man living at poverty | evel
with no prospects, he cane hone prepared to listen to his father's lecture
about choosing sonething worthwhile” which neant engineering to

do with his life. He was reluctantly working on his masters in civil eng
neeri ng when Bonner's programcane to |ight.

Harri son Whod, Sr , definitely would not have considered participating

in a psychic experinment worthwhile." So Harry didn't tell himabout it,
just as he never told his father that he snmoked pot, dropped acid
occasionally, grew his hair into an Afro, wore tie-dyed dashikis, and had
t aken up

his own brand of African mysticism which basically involved stroking the
bared |linbs of gullible coeds in order to drive evil spirits away.

He had found that he had a genuine talent for reading"” his subjects. It
was pl easant and convenient that girls were so crazy about having himdrive
away their evil spirits, but occasionally a feeling would steal over him
and he found hinself inside the young wonmen's heads, hurting, striving,
suffering fromthings that, as a man, he had never encountered.

That had ruined everything for him He saw the pain of a beautiful girl
from Col orado whose stepfather had beaten her nercilessly for nine years;
he felt the shame of a slender Japanese from Radcliffe who had consented
to sex with a professor in exchange for a better grade. He understood how
desperately sonme of them needed the real answers that he was not able to
gi ve.

Harry stopped the African witch doctor scamthen, but not before one

of the girls had given hima newspaper clipping about Doctor Bonner's search
for people with psychic ability. Mre than half drunk, Harry showed up
for the test about which he later could remenber not one thing and
amazingly was invited to join Bonner's group

Have wet suit, will travel," he told his roomates, flashing his free plane
ticket to Pal m Beach. Hi s friends shook their heads with admiration. Harry
had just raised the art of deceit and scamto an entirely new di nension
And yet, for all Harry's cynicism he too had seen the vol cano. And he
realized that he had never before felt such a closeness to anyone as he did



to this nmotley group of seventeen misfits brought together by the bl ood
they had in common and the freakish gift this blood seened to carry
withit.

The Renenberers.

Harry | ooked down at his hands. They were hol ding the pendant. It stil
glowed faintly with its odd green light.

He called the Iab. 1've got a couple of pieces here I'd Iike you to clean
up and try to date," he said.

He set it down with a sigh

The driver of the boat that crashed had been burned beyond recognition

as if he had been soaked in gasoline. The boat had gone straight to its mark,
as if it had been set by renote control

But why woul d anyone want to kill psychics on a renmpte island? Except

for their unusual blood, the Remenberers were the nost ordinary sort of
peopl e, not rich or fampus or threatening to anyone in any way.

But if Harry had any doubts at the time that the dozen deaths had been
murder, they were dispelled shortly afterward. Mnutes after he cane to,
two men with guns drawn pulled into the dock at Menmory Island to inspect

t he bodi es.

They want to nmake sure we're all dead, he renenbered thinking.

Blindly, unthinking, he ran. In a small cove on the island, Bonner had

kept a small notorboat. Harry had taken it out the day before to go diving.
He junped aboard and, using a small emergency oar, paddled out into the
ocean until he was sure the boat's notor would be out of earshot of the
armed intruders.

But he was wrong. Monments after he started the engine, he saw the big
speedboat back away fromthe island and cone racing after him He had

no chance now. It was daylight and open sea. They couldn't nmiss him and
his little boat could not possibly outrun the big speed craft.

H s only chance was underwater. Hi s scuba equi pment was still in the

boat and he knew the tanks still contained sone air. He dove into the water
backfirst, dropped to the shall ow bottom and began sw mm ng back toward
Mermory |sland. The previous day he had di scovered that the water near

the island ranged fromforty to two hundred feet in depth, with very little
gradation. The bottomjust seemed to drop out in places. Now Harry dove
into one of those deep canyons, there to wait and hide until his pursuers
had left.

He had not counted on them having their own divers and equi pnent

aboard. Five mnutes later they were on him Before he even saw t hem

one of the men had | ooped a heavy nylon rope around Harry's shoul ders

i ke a | asso.

Harry struggled violently, but the two nmen were big and obviously experi
enced. They dragged himdown to a deep spot, wedged himinto a | edge

of coral, and pulled out his mouthpiece. As he flailed in panic, the bubbles
fromhis tanks billowing up around themlike a reverse waterfall, the two
men carefully twi sted the rope around him then followed it back up to the
sur f ace.

Harry tried to reach for the nmouthpiece with his teeth, but that was

usel ess. He wiggled frantically, trying to free his arms fromthe cora

| edge,

but the living reef clanped tightly around himlike a giant tooth-filled
nout h.

Wth a feeling of utter despair, he saw the bubbles fromhis tank shrink

The huge billows slowed to a trickle and then stopped entirely. Their roiling
noi se still ed.

Harry was al one and the silence had cone.

Thin streams of blood, colored green in the dimdeep water, rose out
fromhis | egs and chest and back where the reef had torn his flesh. H's



| ungs were burning.

And then, to his amazenent, sonehow he tw sted free.

He felt hinmself falling out of the | edge, entangled by the mass of rope.

He bit down hard on the inside of his cheek to stay conscious as he extricated
hinsel f, slowy, nmethodically, repeating to hinmself in a mental drone that
buzzed inside his bursting head. Do not panic! Do not panic!

He got out of the rope. Hi s hands shook |ike pieces of paper in the water
as he ascended, fast, as fast as he could, blowing out his air, tasting the
bl ood in his nouth, hoping he could reach the surface before he bl acked
out, feeling pain, cranps, getting worse but not caring. Do not panic!

The pain, the pain the pain the pain.

He rose out of the water scream ng

The ot her boat was gone. The two divers had tied the end of the |ong

rope which they had used to harness Harry around the cleat of his own

smal | boat .

' m supposed to be dead and it's supposed to |look |ike an accident. Like

i got tangled in my own rope. But why?

He knew the answer. Because, for some reason he could not fathom

none of the Remenberers was supposed to live.

He still could not recall how he managed to get to his famly's home, up
the Florida coast, near Patrick Air Force Base. Al he remenbered was the
const ant pai n.

H s father imediately got himinto the Air Force Base hospital which

had a hyperbaric chanmber, but by then the rogue nitrogen in his bl ood
vessel s had al ready done its damage. Though Harry al ways had heal ed

qui ckly, this time too nuch injury had been done to his system The doctors
said it was amazing that Harry had lived at all. It was small consolation for
the fact that he would be crippled for life.

A few nights later, he told his father everything. The two of themtracked

down the four Remenberers who had not been on Menory Island and found
that they had all died mysteriously on the day of the expl osion.

Harri son Whods, Sr , wanted to contact the FBlI, but Harry was scared.
Soneone had killed all the other Renmenberers. If Harry let it be known
that he was still alive, they would cone after him again.
After sone thought, Harry's father agreed. They settled on a radical course
of action: Harry would have to change his name, forget Yale, and nove out
of the country. It was bizarre, but it seemed like the only way to keep him
alive.

In Panama, he took up diving again and found that in the depths of the
ocean, his back unbent and the everlasting pain in his joints abated. Only
in the sea that had destroyed his body could he be whole again. He started
fromscratch as an undergraduate at the University of Panama and studied
oceanogr aphy.
There Harol d Wodson was born, full grown, out of the sea.
destiny, he thought as he picked up the pendant again. Here he was,
a different man fromthe one who had participated in the Remenberers
experiment a different name, a different body, a different |line of work
and he had just met Jamie MCabe's father. The circle goes round and round.
Is it ever broken?
A technician fromthe | ab knocked before conming in, a valise like a tool
box in his hand.

That it?" the technician asked.
Wodson passed it over to him

Interesting." He held the crystal on his palmand turned it over. FEtruscan
maybe. "
Wodson murnured assent. It was found in Cari bbean waters, though
Along with this." He gave the nman the pottery shard.

Qoh." His eyebrows raised. Nowthat is interesting."



He opened the case, took out some cotton waddi ng which he w apped
around the shard, and placed it carefully inside. Then he picked up the
pendant, agai n.

What's the stone? Quartz?" He scratched it with his thunbnail.

You tell me," Wodson said.

The technician wapped the pendant and put it into the case with a snile
WI1l do, chief."
As he left, Harry followed himw th his eyes, frowning. Sonething odd
had happened. Very odd.

The pendant had not gl owed when the other man touched it.

Not a gl i nmmer.

chapter 6.
VHAT is I T?"

Acircle."”

Thi s one?"

Triangle."

Now?"

Square. And the next one's the wavy lines.”

Doctor Althorpe | ooked at the next card in the dinnishing pile and sighed.
It was a star.

How much longer is this going to take?" Sam asked, bored.

Only a few nmore cards. "

Is this the last tine around?”

Yes. "
She tried not to show her irritation, although one side of her jaw cl enched
in an involuntary rhythm as she presented the final cards.
Crcle, circle, star, triangle, wavy |ines.
Al'l wrong.
A perfect score. Zero.

She gathered up the cards. Samtipped his chair onto its two back | egs

and sat with his arms crossed, beamn ng

How d | do, Doc?"

| think you know," Cory said curtly.

How woul d I know? Think I'ma mnd reader?" Hi s grin grew even

br oader.

Very funny." She placed the cards neatly back into their box, yellowed
wi th age. They had been her grandfather's Zener cards for ESP testing, the
same set he had shown Cory when she was ei ght years ol d.

She had gone through the twenty-five cards four tines, just as Bonner

had in his experinments. He had al ways been scrupul ous about his testing
nmet hods. An average person, w thout ESP, would score on average twenty
percent correct, although occasionally [lucky" scorers could do nmuch higher
or lower. But over time, twenty percent woul d be normal.

For Bonner, those who scored higher than twenty percent for two tests

in arowwere singled out for further testing. O his Renenberers, sone

had come out of the Zener tests with scores of fifty percent and higher
according to the scant witings Cory had found from Bonner. The young
boy, Jam e McCabe, had scored a phenonenal eighty percent in his initial
tests. No one knew how much he m ght have inproved over time, since al
those notes on the Renmenberers had been | ost.

But no one, ever, had gotten all twenty-five cards wong four tinmes in a
r Ow.

Her head bent, she | ooked up at Sam Her gray eyes flashed with fury,
then sl owy softened.

What are you afraid of ?" she asked quietly.

Samrolled his eyes. Boogey nen. Vanpires. Dust-bunny nonsters under

nmy bunk." He brought his chair crashing upright. Jesus, what do | have



to say to get you to check nme out of this place?" H's face brightened. M
mother. That's it. I'mafraid of my nother." He | eaped out of his seat and
pulled wildly at his hair. Help me, Doc. | tell you, | can't be held
responsi bl e

i f . oh, ny God, it's com ng over nme gain. Aaaagh
choke himself in a fit of madness.

The cards, Sam" Cory said flatly. You ought to know that the chances
of your getting every one of a hundred cards wong are on the order of
one in ten billion. You' d be nore likely to be hit by a nmeteor."

Sam shrugged el oquent|y.

What |'msaying is that a score of zero on the Zener test is as big an
i ndi cator of psychic ability as a score of one hundred. You faked every
answer, Sam and you know it."

Ch, for crying out loud," he said. You people will do anything to keep
nme here."

She stared at himfor a nmonent, then sighed. No. No one can nmake you
stay against your will." She took a formfromher drawer and started to
wite on it.

You're turning nme over now to Doctor Krantz in the vanmpire wing, | suppose.”
She shook her head. |'m signing your rel ease papers. Wrking with you
is pointless."”

Sam gri nned.

You can | eave whenever you like," Cory said briskly, but | suggest
you stay until tomorrow norning. 1'd like you to be nmonitored at | east
overni ght after com ng out of the chanber.”

Oh, Sam Sam there's trouble comn'

What ?"

Cory looked up. | saidl'dlike it if you were nonitored.
Hurry, not nuch time they're after you, Sam

He recoiled back in his chair.

Gonna kill you, gonna die just |like your mama and daddy, Sam

Stop it!" He slamred his hands over his ears.

That joke's getting a little old,"” Cory said, turning back to her papers.
She signed the formand held it out to Sam but he remained in his chair,
hi s hands covering his face.

San?" she said quietly. She noved around the desk to himand pulled
his hands gently away. Hi s skin was waxy and pale, his forehead covered
by beads of sweat.

Tell me what's happening."

He was breat hi ng hard.

He pretended to

Tell me."

He blinked the sweat out of his eyes. |I'mhearing a voice . . . you
someone . " He turned away, ashamed. Forget it."

| want to know what you heard."

Not hi ng. "

Li ke hell. Tell ne what the voice said."

So you can lock me up and drain the rest of ny bl ood out of ne?"

She pushed the release forminto his hand. That's yours, all right? Now
tell ne."

He cl osed his eyes. Wy?"

So you won't have to hear the voice alone.”

He wi ped his face with the pal mof one hand. | don't know. Sone crap
about how sonebody's after me. | thought it was you talking."

It wasn't." She took both his hands in her own.

| guess you know now that | really amcrazy," Sam said niserably.
Sam maybe . "

Hurry Sam gotta hurry here | ambut 1'Il find you be careful they're

com ng, Sam
Cory gasped and let go of his hands as if they were hot coals.
Sam s eyes net hers.



You heard it, too," he said.

chapter 7.

REBA DOBBS WOKE UP I N A SWEAT, HER EYES BULG NG HER BREATH COM NG

fast. She had heard a shout, but when she woke, she realized that she had
only heard herself shouting.

She did not renmenber what she had been dreaming. It had been bad,

t hough. Her gaze wandered over the famliar things in the room the ragged
bl ue curtains, the cracked plaster walls, the jelly glass filled with wilted
pi nk bl ossonms, and cane to rest on a franmed photograph of a young man
with wavy blond hair and a cigarette clanped between his teeth.

Must have been about Bo. The bad dreanms were usually about Bo.

Soneti mes she thought he was calling to her fromthe other side. Sone
times she wanted to go. Her tine was com ng. She knew that. Reba was

old now, |ong past sixty, even though she never did | earn the exact date
she was born. But |ife had been | ong enough. Her knees hurt near all the
time and she was damed tired of living alone in this old place.

Not that she mi nded the house. She had been born here, right in this

same bedroom and it didn't bother her a lick that the place was practically
falling down around her head.

But Stony Holler had changed. There used to be five other fanmilies down
in the hollow but they were all gone now. Everyone but Reba. She had
never been away, except for that one brief tine in Florida with the crazy
pr of essor.

CGod, had it all been thirty years ago? Thirty years al ready?

She got out of bed, picked up the photograph of the young bl ond nan,

and dusted it with the sleeve of the sweater she wore both day and ni ght.
Poor Bo. He had been so young when he died, barely nore than a boy.

The bl ood. There had been so nuch bl ood.

A sound startled her back to the present, back to Stony Holler, where she
was an old woman living al one, and Bo and the crazy professor and all the
peopl e they knew in Florida were just shadows in another life.

She patted down the gray wi sps of hair that had escaped her kerchief

and went to the door.

Hell o, there, Reba," msses. Turnbull said in her operatic voice. 1've
brought along nmy friend, msses. Maclnteer. She'd like a reading too, if you
don't mnd."

Reba nodded. dad to oblige." Her voice was froggy. Been napping.
Not much else to do." She sniled apol ogetically, let the two wonen in, and
took a grimy deck of cards fromthe cupboard.

Reba here's the best fortuneteller in the world. Isn't that right, Reba?"
They sat on wooden chairs around the kitchen table. Reba shuffled
t hrough the cards, feeling them speak to her as the wonen chatted am ably
with each other.

You got to touch these," she said, handing the deck to m sses Macl nteer
The wonan gi ggl ed as she shuffled the cards. They al ways gi ggl ed, | est
somebody think that they really believed in the Sight. Reba's gift was just
a trick to anmuse | adies on an afternoon

Wll, am| going to win the lottery?" msses Macl nteer asked, tittering as
she handed the cards back to Reba.

The Sight. It was a burden, really. It had never hel ped her. Five pregnancies,
not one taken to term Her husband gone. Her sleep filled with night

mares fromthe past. She read cards for foolish wonmen because there were

no babies to deliver in Stony Holler anynore. Because that was all there

was to do with the Sight.

Seens it ought to be just about the nost powerful gift the Lord could
gi ve you," her grandnother had said | ong ago. She had had the Sight, too
and, like Reba, it had done her little good.

W ought to be able to predict rain, maybe even pick a pony once in
a while," she had cackled. But it don't work that way, do it, girl?"



Not hi ng for ourselves," Reba had answered, parroting her grandnother's
oft-repeated words. But why did it, Gan?" she asked. How conme | was
pi cked?"

Don't rightly know. None of mnmy children was born with the Sight. But
when you seen the ghost coming for G andpa, | knowed you had it, though
you wasn't naught but five years old."

Reba had i ndeed seen a ghost take her grandfather's hand in a dream on

the night he died. Since then, she had | earned to use the Sight fromthe old
woman. Even after Gramls death, she continued to talk to Reba fromtine

to tinme.

She had spoken | oud and clear after Bo's rmurder

Get up, the voi ce had denanded

Reba had been stabbed twice in the chest, once in her belly, and her

arms were streaming with blood. Bo |lay near the wi ndow, too far away for

her to reach, his eyes open, already glazed in death.

Gram take me with you," Reba had sobbed. Don't |eave ne here. OCh,
God, Gam it hurts so bad, just take nme. | want to come with you."

But the ol d woman had been insistent. You got nore to do, girl, she had
answered sternly. Now you get up, you hear? You get up now.

And Reba had gotten up, although how she did she woul d never know,

and | ater she had picked up that baby that baby that baby .

Three of hearts, things coming to a close," she said to m sses. Mcl nteer
Sonet hi ng you was worried about, maybe. "
The baby, it was the baby then and he's a nan now.
Li ke you wasn't getting on so good with your husband.
Vell, I'lIl be," misses Turnbull interjected. Lillian, wasn't | just telling
you?"
Reba touched her forehead with trenbling fingers. It felt as if her brain
was cracking inside, splitting apart.
Fi ve of spades "
Go get him Reba, he needs you.
The baby?" she whi spered.
The two | adies | ooked at each other.
What baby?" m sses Turnbul |l asked.
You ain't thought about the baby all these years, have you?
Reba, are you all right?"
He's going to need you agai n.

| can't." Reba dropped the cards.

Reba . . . Reba, you're |ooking poorly. Maybe we ought to be going."
You can reach him warn him you know how.

I"'mtired, Gam |I'mtired and ol der'n you was when you passed on."

The two women stood up, frowning. msses Turnbull patted Reba's hand,
then gestured toward the door with her chin. She took two dollars from her
purse and left themon the plastic tablecloth in front of Reba, who was stil
talking to the enpty air in front of her
Don't make me do this again," Reba begged, her eyes fixed on the far
wall. The last tine it took Bo."
It was Bo's tine, child.
Bo, young and handsonme as a movie star, lying with his throat cut in a
river of bl ood.
Don't even know if he ever got buried proper,"” Reba mnuttered.
Wth a | ook at each other, the ladies let thensel ves out.
It had been daring and bol d.
Young peopl e always |eft the holl ow because there was no work. Mstly
they went to Wieeling, a far cry fromStony Holler, but still Wst Virginia.
But Bo had rejected that idea. Weeling, he said, was dead dreans that
never cane true. One day he wi ped his oil-stained hands on a faded red
rag and said, | been thinking about Florida. Reckon | can fix a car there



as good as | can in Wheeling."
So chil dhood sweet hearts, freshly nmarried, Bo and Reba Dobbs headed
south. The noney ran out near West Pal m Beach, so that was where they
stayed. Wthin one day Bo had a job, and Reba had found them an apart nment
near the grow ng Cuban section of the city.

Reba loved it. Sal sa nmusic blared out of cruising autonobiles day and

ni ght. The nei ghborhood wonen kept up a constant stream of chatter from
their wi ndows. The spicy aroma of exotic foods filled the air. Reba worked
as a mdw fe and told fortunes for her Cuban nei ghbors. Bo's boss at the
garage said he was the best nechanic he'd ever hired. The two of them
wal ked to the beach al nbst every night and made | ove in the sand.
And then one day she | earned about Edward Bonner's experinents.

Reba, Reba."

Reba | ooked up as Anna Quesada, who lived in the apartnent across the

hall, ran into her kitchen hol ding a newspaper
Look at this."
Reba gl anced at the page. | don't read ny own | anguage very good,

sure can't read yours," she said.

It say a professor, this Doctor Edward Bonner, he is |ooking for people
with psychic ability."

What ' s psychic ability?" Reba asked.

It's what you got," Anna had said. And he's interview ng people at the
big hotel . "

What's that got to do with nme?" Reba asked.

You go. Maybe this crazy professor, he pay good," the ebullient Anna

had said. But you don't do nothing w thout noney, you got that? Tell him
you're a professional. If he want a reading, he got to pay |ike everybody
el se.™
Anna had acconpani ed her to the hotel, but had to stay behi nd when
the battery of tests began. And Anna had been di sappoi nted when Reba
told her she would not know the results of the test for a while and, worse,
that she had not been paid for her trouble. But two nonths |ater, when
Reba was notified that she had been sel ected as one of the subjects and
was asked to attend Bonner's conference on a tropical island, Anna Quesada
and nearly all the other women on the bl ock were ecstatic.

Bo, too, had been happy for her. They had little npbney and Reba was
still depressed after yet another mscarriage, so he encouraged her to go.
He even bought her a Kodak carmera.

On the small island that they reached by boat, Reba had net her own

kind. It went beyond how peopl e dressed or tal ked or who their friends
were. There was one boy, she renmenbered, black as coal, with his hair
standing straight up on end. He was the first black person she had ever
spoken to. And Jam e, the youngster. He was speci al

But the people she got closest to were a wealthy young pair of doctors
from Canada, Lars and Marie Nowar. They had both had the Sight in strong
nmeasure and they knew, without being told, that Reba had | ost her babies.
The [ ast one went six nonths," Reba had said. W was going to nane

him Sam after my grandpa.™

The seventeen on the island with Doctor Bonner all had the Sight. Sone,

i ke Reba and the Nowars, were confortable with it. Ohers behaved as if
the session on the island were sone sort of joke. But still the air was
char ged
with their presence, and they could all feel it. They were like famly. Reba
took pictures of all of them

He don't like having the Sight," she said of the tall young bl ack man as
she snapped hi s phot ograph

Marie Nowar had smiled. Wo does?"

After sone tinme, Reba got up fromthe kitchen table and took a dusty



photo al bumfromits place beneath the stairs. She dried her eyes as she
opened the stiff yell owed pages, past the photographs of her youth: her
Gram eating cotton candy at the county fair, her cousins in a photo boot h,
maki ng faces. A few pages later, she found the photo of the wld-Iooking
African boy who tal ked like a college professor and hadn't wanted to admit
he had the Sight. She smiled. He turned out to be right handy, though. Back
on that island, he had rigged up five showers out of sone tubing and tw ne
so that everybody could get clean at high tide. Reba renmenbered thinking
that he and Bo could set up one hell of a garage together
He had witten his name beneath his picture. Reba went over the letters
pai nstakingly. Har . . . Harrison Wod, yes, that was it. Harrison Wod,
Juni or. She wondered if he had |ived.
She shook her head. OF course he hadn't. None of them had |ived, except
Reba herself. Not Harrison Wod, not Jamie, not even Bo, who wasn't even
a part of things.
Here were the Nowars. She took their picture out of its yellowed plastic
sl eeve and st udi ed.
Mont hs | ater, when they were nearing the end of the their trips to the
i sl and, Lars Nowar had told Reba, W're going to name our baby Sam"
Sam. . ."
For you," the pregnant Marie Nowar had said, taking Reba's hand.
Two fat tears dripped onto the plastic sheet covering the picture. Reba
wi ped them away with her arm All of them dead, a sea of blood and tears
later, all dead.
Except for the baby. He had |ived.
& find him Reba, honey. He needs you.

Reba sl ammed the photo al bumshut. | don't know where he is," she
shouted irritably.
Li sten. Listen deep. You'll find him

She sprawl ed on the bare floor, clutching her head, wishing with all her
soul that her grandnother's voice and its attendant pain would go away.
Oh, God. God." She rested her head on her arms. What | am supposed
to do with hinP" she whispered finally.
Lead him Reba. Lead himto the place he's got to be. Lead him and the
rest will cone, too
What rest? They're all dead but him"
There are new ones now, G am said.
Reba opened and cl osed her eyes slowy. Ganls voice faded. The fl oor
was cold but Reba was too tired to stand up. She shuddered. A strand of
gray hair fell over her nose, tickling, but she did not nove it. She fel
asl eep
where she lay and did not awaken until the next nightmare.

chapter 8

SAM OPENED H S EYES  SAW Doctor ALTHORPE' S FACE. TWD HECTI C DABS

of color brightened her cheeks and her eyes were large and frightened. Her
hands, on his again, were warm and dry and conforting. The searing pain
in his head had di sappeared.

It's gone,"” he said.

I know. "

They sat silently, |looking at each other, as if each of them were drawn
into the other's gaze. Finally Cory broke away.

W know so little about tel epathy,” she said hesitantly. What you .
we . . . were hearing night have been anything. A radio transm ssion per
haps. Sone peopl e even pick up sound waves through their dental work."
Sam | ooked away. Yeah. That nust be it."

Did you recogni ze the voice?"

No. "

That was what nade it so weird. It hadn't been Her voice he'd heard.
That twangy, raspy drawl sounded nothing like the siren who had called



to himfromthe Peaks.
So now there were two voices that spoke to Sam G eat, he thought.
That's just great.

How do you feel ?" the doctor asked.

Tired."

Doctor Althorpe rose. Sam 1'd like to-"

No ot her doctors," he snapped.
But . . ."
He grabbed her wist. 1've got ny wal ki ng papers, renmenber? |'m not

going to be put on exhibit |ike sone dancing chicken."
She | ooked down to where he was touching her. Samrel eased her wist.

I"msorry," he said.

Don't let go"." She held his hand between her own. Do you hear it?"SanmM
listened. There was the beat of her pulse, deep and even. And then
hypnotic, sweet nusic that had cone

bi ndi ng

It's in you, too," he whispered in astonishment.

Have you heard this before?"

Yes, but | always thought . . . that is . | thought it was a person. O
somet hi ng. "
So the sea siren had not been for Sam al one. The psychiatrist heard Her,
t oo.

It mght be anything," Cory said. She grinned. |'mgoing to think of
somet hing, Sam and | want you to tell ne what it is."

Oh, man. Not another test."”

Just try, all right? I'mpicturing a shape. Wat is it?"

Atriangle," Samsaid flatly.

Yes!" She squeezed his hand. How about now?"

A star."

Ri ght again. Here's sonething new "

He hesitated. The name Qtto."

My God." A frown appeared between her gray eyes.

Wio's Gto?"

My cousin," she said.

No, he's not."

She | aughed. You tell me, then."

H s fixed his eyes on hers. Doctor Krantz. Oto nust be his first nanme."
That's amazing."

| told you. No nore doctors.”

Cory was silent for a moment. All right,’
been able to read m nds?"

No. Never," he said honestly. Yesterday the volcano. A vision. 1've

al ways had some sort of visions. But |'ve never gone into anybody's m nd
bef ore. Those cards you tested me with. You | ooked at themand | saw the
pictures the same tinme you did."

And you answered themall wong," she said. Deliberately."

| was afraid. I'"'mafraid now, if you want to know the truth."

He stood up, but Cory did not let go of his hand. It was getting hard for
himto breathe.

Cory inhaled sharply. | feel as if I'mdrunk," she said.

Me too." Sam noved closer to her, so close that he could feel the heat
from her body.
The nusic grew | ouder, envel oping them both. He touched her lips with

she said. Have you al ways

his own, feeling her warnth fill him
Suddenly she drew back, releasing his hand. 1'msorry," she whispered,
blushing wildly. | don't know what "

A buzz fromthe intercom nmade them both junp. Yes, what is it?" she
snapped into the nmachine, grateful for the intrusion



There's a man here who wants to see you, Doctor. He won't give his
name but he's excuse nme sir!"

The door burst open. Darian MCabe strode in |ike sone ancient pharaoh
Doctor Althorpe's secretary peered from behind him | ooking exasperated.
What are you doing with hin?" he demanded.

Cory flushed a deep red. W were . " Her voice came out high and
squeaky. She cleared her throat. My | ask who you are?"

Genghi s Khan," Sam sai d.

| got here as soon as | could.

Guess you did," Samsaid, still reeling inside. Doctor Althorpe, this is ny
partner, Darian MCabe."

Darian didn't acknow edge her. \When the nurse said you went down
for tests, | thought they'd be poking you full of holes." He | ooked around
the office suspiciously.

They did."

Actually," Cory said pleasantly, the results of Mster Smth's bl oodwork
were unusual. | was testing to see if there was a correl ati on between his
blood and . . . well . a certain psychic ability he appears to possess."”

That ni ght?" Darian asked, the corners of his nouth turned down in a

snarl .
Sam shrugged. \Whatever. | don't know. "
McCabe picked up the Zener cards from her desk. You using these?"

They're only for " she began

| know what they're for," Darian interrupted her

What exactly is it to you anyway, Darian?" Samgrow ed. \What are you
doi ng here? You could have waited up in ny room"

Darian ignored the questions. You feeling all right?"

['mfine."

VWen can you | eave?"

Any tine | want."

Cory held her hands together. W were rather hoping, Mster Smith, that
you might be able to stay for a few nore days."

Sam s head snapped toward her. For blood? Is that what this was al
about ?"

No." She pleaded with her eyes. For what we discovered today."

What was that?" Darian denanded. More phony bal oney voodoo horse
feathers?" He turned to Sam CGuy at the nuseum s got the piece you found,"
he said. He wants to talk to us about it. You can cone if you want." He
strode toward the door.

Sam listen to nme," Cory whispered.

Sam shook his head. 1've got to hand it to you, Doc. Even when | picked
out Krantz's nane, | didn't know what you were getting at. You're snooth.
Real smooth." He followed after MCabe.
Cory caught up to themat the el evator

| apol ogi ze for what happened between us," she said, ashaned to | ook
Samin the eye, but that didn't have anything to do with the tel epathy
experiment. Your ability ought to be explored for your own sake. No
bl ood need be taken fromyou. 1'Il see to that nyself. If you don't want to
work with me, 1'll find you another psychiatrist a specialist in ESP. "

Don't bother," he said and touched her arm For a nmoment, they both
heard the nusic again, faint but distinct. It took an effort of will for Sam
to
pul I his hand away.

Sam pl ease . "

| don't want it, understand? | don't want doctors nosing around inside
nmy head. Just tell Krantz his plan didn't work."

He had nothing to do with this," she said.



No? If | offered you a couple of gallons of ny blood, though, | bet you'd
take it." He stepped into the elevator as its doors opened.
What about the voice?" she called after him
Sam sm |l ed. Like you said. It could have been anything."
The el evator doors closed after the two nen.
She wal ked sl oWy back to her office.
Where's the narcosis patient?"
She raised her eyes to Doctor Krantz's scow ing face.
He left,"” she said.
You were supposed to keep himhere! W need to do nore testing. Hi s
blood . . ."
W had no right to keep himhere against his will. H's condition had
abated. | released him"
Krantz glared at her. You are an idiot,"
fromher. Stupid wonman," he muttered
Cory turned back to |l ook at the flat black cl osed doors of the el evator
Who was e, she thought. Who was this stranger who could see into her
very thoughts?
And yet he wasn't really a stranger, was he?
For a nonent, there had been sonething real between them some connection that
went deeper even than tel epathy.
She renmenbered the nusic. It had come fromhim of course; that was
part of Sam Smith's psychic makeup. And yet when she first heard it, the
nmusi ¢ had seened to well up fromsone distant place deep within herself.
G osing her eyes, straining to hear the forgotten nel ody again, she
touched her lips and felt the stranger's kiss on themstill.

he spat. He wal ked angrily away

Book two.

THE
GATHERI NG
Ai don Saint Janes finished first.

H s son, Liam was twelve |aps behind and gaspi ng.

Liam s tubul ar, unnmuscled arnms flailed in the water, slap

ping the surface with each stroke like logs falling on the
sur f ace.
Ai don pull ed hinmsel f out of the pool effortlessly and
dried off with a towel of the finest Egyptian cotton, enbro
dered with the name of his yacht, the Pinnacle. Twenty
five feet bel ow the deck on which he stood, the wake of the

140-f oot boat churned white, naking waves that sent |esser
craft fleeing toward shore |ike bugs scurrying out of the

path of an el ephant.
Of to port, the pink mrrored glass of the Saint Janes
Tower glittered like a jewel on the Mam skyline.

It was his. It was all his, anything he wanted, anywhere

he wanted it. Aidon Saint Janes al ways got what he wanted

Dad ." The boy was treading water in the mddle of the yacht's sw nm ng
pool .

Get your face back in the water!"

Li am obeyed.
The boy was a slug, Aidon thought with disgust, an accident of birth, a
genetic
tragedy. Aidon hinself had al ways been an athlete hurdles, sculling team at
Harvard, an A ynpic skier. Even now, at forty-three, hisbody was strong and
t aut,
t he nmuscl es chi sel ed, the abdonen as rippled as a tiger's shoul ders. Wnen
still

nelted in his presence, even on those rare occasions when they didn't know who



he was.
Ti me magazi ne had called hima conbination of Gary Grant, J. Paul Getty,

and Attila the Hun. That conbi nati on of good | ooks, financial w zardry, and an
instinct for the jugular was what nade a wi nner, and Ai don Saint Janes was
definitely

a winner. He had started with the three million his father left himand

parl ayed it

into ten million by the tine he was twenty-five. On his last birthday, his
worth was

counted in the billions.

Dad, | can't. "
Ai don stared blankly at Liamuntil the boy got noving again.
And this was his | egacy, He thought, shaking his head sadly. This bl oated,

pi mpl e
faced sixteen-year-old dolt with the fortitude of rice pudding. And an only
child to

boot .

Pitiful, A don nuttered
The pool side phone rang. It cane as a relief. Wth luck, it would be
sonet hi ng

urgent and he could send Liam back to school. The boy had been wi th hi m now
for

nearly two nmonths, and Aidon was beginning to | oathe the sight of him

Yes, " he said softly into the nout hpiece.

He |istened without expression to the voice on the other end. How big is it?"
he
finally asked. He shifted the phone to his other ear. Yes. |I'mjust off

Mam . Get a

phot ograph and fax it to ne.
He hung up wi thout saying good-bye. Not urgent, but interesting neverthel ess.
Interesting enough to take his mind off the |unpen nass that was his son and
hei r.

Forty-five | aps, Dad.
ar ns

Liam was clinmbing up the pool |adder, his fat little

quivering with the strain of the swm his broad belly as smoth and shapel ess
as
t he underside of a fish.
W agreed on fifty, son. Fifty |aps.
"Il try again tomorrow. " The teenager shanbled toward a stack of towels.
Hs
feet pointed outward when he wal ked. Hi s wet footprints |ooked |ike a duck's.
Hs
shoul ders hunched over. There was acne on them
You di sgust ne, " Aidon said. He turned away. Then, before his nmind had even
conpl eted the thought, he whirled in a conplete circle and tossed the boy back
into
the water.
Liam |l anded with a shriek and a col ossal splash
Fifty, " his father said. He picked up the phone and rang the captain. Head
for Jupiter Inlet. W mght be |aying over there."
Liamwas still sputtering and coughing in the pool. He shot his father a | ook
of
anger and hurt.
Fifty. Or are we going to fight over it?"
Liam stared a nonent |onger, then thrust his face in the water and began
SWi nmmi ng.
| didn't think so, " Aidon said.
Ai don Sai nt Janes al ways got what he want ed.



book two
chapter 1.

HARRY WOODSON HELD THE PENDANT ON THE SQUARE OF BLACK VELVET.
It's a dianond," he said.
Darian sucked in his breath. Pretty big," he said.
Wodson snmiled. At nine hundred thirty-four carats and flawess, it's
t he biggest cut dianond in the world. Or so the lab says." He set it down
on the low tabl e before Sam and Darian. The stone and chain had been

cl eaned, and both sparkled with an al nost unearthly brilliance.
How much do you think it's worth?" Darian asked.
The bl ack man shrugged. | wouldn't know. Sone stones great stones,

| guess you'd call themcan be worth as nuch as five hundred dollars a
carat in the rough.”
Darian whistled. But this stone isn't rough. So it'd be worth nore, right?"

CGot ne. The mneral ogists here were all going on about how it's been
cut."

How s t hat?"

Strangely, | gather. It's supposed to have nore facets or sonmething. A
coupl e of them seened to think the stone's been ruined."

Rui ned?" M Cabe said suspiciously. Just |ook at the thing."

M ster. MCabe, this is a nuseum of oceanography, not a jewelry exchange,"
Wodson said crankily. | don't know how nuch noney you can get for
the stone, and frankly | don't care. My interest is determ ning where it cane
fromand how old the piece is."

How ol d is it?" Sam asked.

| don't know. A dianond can't be carbon-dated. Neither can gold. \Wat
we tried to date was the vegetable nmatter encrusted on the stone, but there
wasn't too much of that left."”

So? What'd you find?"

As | said, there wasn't nuch to work with. The tests may have been in
error."

Damm it, Wodson, say what you got to say," Darian barked inpatiently.
Wodson sighed. The prelimnary tests which, | repeat, are inconclusive seem
to indicate that the material around the stone was . . . well, it
seens incredible, but nore than ten thousand years old."

| knew it," Sam said softly.

Ten t housand years," Darian grow ed. You're tal king about the Stone
Age. "

I know. That's why | sent for an expert in ancient jewelry. He exam ned
the stone this nmorning and wanted to check sonme books. He'll be back in

a few mnutes."”
Samtried to hide his excitenent. What if it's true?" he asked.

Its age? Wll, it mght be a find of great inportance.”

| mportant enough for the museumto underwite a dive?"
Wodson | ooked up fromthe stone. Perhaps," he said cautiously.

I'd have to be in charge of the diving team"
Wodson tried to hide a snile.

| know where it is,” Samsaid, and | know there's nore down there."
Li ke what? Did you see sonething el se?" Wodson asked.

You' re not going down there again," Darian interrupted.
Wodson | ooked up at the big man, surprised.

You have to let me head the dive," Sam said, pointedly ignoring the
ol d man.

It's really rather early for
the room Mster. Eanes, sir,’

Whodson began when his secretary entered
she announced.



She was followed by a | anky young nman with a shock of brown hair and
ow i sh eyegl asses. Nathan Eanes," the genol ogi st said, shaking hands al
around. He was sweating profusely, despite the chilly air-conditioning in

Wodson's office. Sorry | was delayed. | was on the phone with ny office."
He | ooked down at the pendant. |It's really an incredible find. An incredible
stone. "

Is it old?" Sam asked.

The stone?" Eanes said and shrugged. Well, all dianonds are nillions

of years old."
The jewelry. The piece itself,"” Saminsisted
| can't tell you that," Eames said. He wiped his sweaty brow with a
wri nkl ed handkerchief. The problemis the cut of the stone. O rather, the

fact that it has been cut at all. You see, before the seventeenth century,
di anonds weren't cut. They were polished. "
Darian chuckl ed. Mbdern. | knew it. Some heiress dropped it off her

yacht during a drunken party."

Maybe, " Eanes said affably, although |I can't imagi ne any nodern jewel er
cutting a stone this way."

What way?" Sam asked. Now that it's cleaned up, it looks like a dia
nond. "

Eames pointed a finger at the stone. Two things make it unlike any
maj or stone |'ve ever seen. One is the shape. Its widest point is well above
the center. Then it tapers to an al nost daggerli ke point."

Darian puffed out his lips, bored.

The second,” Eames went on, is the nunmber of facets. Sixteen. Eight
tapering toward the top, eight toward the bottom"

So what?" Darian said.

Most di anobnds are cut with fifty-eight facets. Ch, maybe sone small

pi ece of junk might be cut with fewer, but no jeweler would do that to a
gemof this size and this quality."
Maybe he was just a |lousy jeweler,'

Dari an sai d.

Then he woul dn't have been able to cut it at all. Not into this perfect
shape." Eames shrugged again. |It's just a puzzle."

What about the gold work?" Wodson asked. It |ooked al nbost Mycen

ean to ne."

Eames smiled ruefully. A lot of things |ook al nost Mycenean, including
art deco that was done yesterday." He touched the cross-within-the-circle
design on the bale of the necklace. This gold could have been worked
yesterday. Or a thousand years ago."

O ten thousand?" Sam said.

Eames | aughed. That's stretching it. They didn't even have the wheel
ten thousand years ago. | don't think they had dianmond cutters and jewelry
makers. "

Sam | ooked at Wodson. Sone of the material on the stone was dated
that old," the young man said.

Eames answered, It happens a lot. A piece gets in the sea. Sone al gae
calcifies around it and then the al gae happens to stick to a piece of cora
or something that's nuch older, and it nesses up the tests. | sawit once

with a French canmeo found near a weck. The material was dated to be
al nrost two thousand years ago. But the cameo had Louis the Fourteenth's
picture on it. So nmuch for dating."

He smiled triunphantly. Sam | ooked crestfallen; Darian was indifferent.
Wodson was frowning, distracted.

Then we're not | ooking at a piece froman ancient civilization," the
curator said.

| doubt it very nuch." Eanmes lifted the pendant. But we are | ooking
at a great stone of immense value. Any major jeweler would buy it in a
heartbeat." He fondled the stone, alnost |ovingly.



And do what ?" Sam asked.

Recut it, certainly. And probably break it into smaller stones. There's
virtually no market for a stone this huge. Not unless sone nonarchy is
designing crown jewels."

He put the pendant back onto the velvet pad. | want to thank you for
letting nme see this. I've already taken the liberty of testing the comercial
waters, as it were, to see who might be interested in buying such an anazing
stone. Later, if you need advice on its sale, please let ne know "

He shook hands all around again, then left.

The three men stood in silence. A ray of sunlight |anded on the pendant
and set flashes bl azing out of the great stone.

Sam picked it up. A faint greenish cast infused its pure clarity, then
deepened into a lum nescent glow He passed it to Darian. The gl ow di nmed
slightly, but rermai ned. McCabe passed it on to Wodson, who held it in
two cupped hands. Its eerie light reflected off the curator's dark face.

Eanes touched it," Sam said, and nothing happened."”

Don't ask ne why," Wodson said. The nineral ogists found not hing.
Scientifically, there is nothing unusual about this stone.”

Except that it glows for us," Sam fini shed.

Sam and Wodson's eyes net and held. Finally Darian snatched the stone
fromthe curator's hands and tossed it back on its velvet bed where it again
sparkl ed, clear as water

There's somet hing el se you should consider." Wodson linped to his
desk and brought back a gl assi ne envel ope containing the pottery shard
Darian had given himalong with the pendant.

This we were able to carbon-date w thout question,'

And?"

Wodson's face was taut. It was nade thirteen thousand years ago."
A puff of air escaped Sami s |ips.

The I ab's rechecking the tests, but if they' re accurate, these two pieces
toget her m ght just night be enough to nount the exploration you were
tal king about. As to your heading it, Mster Smth. . . ."

He's not going," Darian said.

Stay out of this, Darian!"

Wyodson cleared his throat. W' d need sonebody to direct us to where
t he pi eces were found."

They weren't found in the sane place,"” Darian grow ed sourly.

Sam shook his head. That doesn't matter. They belong together. | know
it. And there's nore. There has to be "

You found the damm shard on a beach," Darian shouted over him

Is that true?" Wodson asked Sam his face suddenly bl ank

Yeah. But it came fromthe same place as the pendant."

Wodson rai sed an eyebrow. My | ask how you know t hat ?"

He don't know nothing," Darian said. He just wants to go back to the
Peaks. "

Sam turned his hands pal mup as he spoke to Wwodson. Look. | know
there's somet hing el se down there because . " He ran his hands over his
face. Because | have a sense about things. Now | know you're going to
think I'"'ma wacko, but 1'mgoing to tell you anyway. Wen | found this

pi ece of pottery, it sang to ne."

[t what?"

Onh, for chrissake,"” Darian mnuttered.

| knew where it cane fromthen because |I'd heard the sane nusic
bef ore, when I was diving the Peaks."

Musi ¢, " Wbodson said flatly.

Yes, music. And the deeper | went, the stronger the nusic got, un
til .o "

Until what?"

Until he went crazy," Darian said, and started seeing noving pictures.
Enough i s enough, Sam Wen | pulled you up, the Rapture already had

Wbodson sai d.



you so bad you'd ripped out your own nout hpi ece. Let's go."
Sam turned his face away. The curator felt sorry for him | understand,"
Wodson said. 1've been down deep, too."
Sam st ood up. Yeah."
What about the di anond?" Darian asked.

I wish you'd leave it here for nmore tests. After that, you can have it
transferred to a bank or a jeweler. \Watever you'd like."

Dari an nodded and wal ked toward the door. Sam followed himdispirit
edly, then turned and said, It glows for us. For all three of us. Explain
t hat
away. "
Qut in the hallway, he heard Wodson call his name. Samwaited as the
man |inmped over. Darian had already started down the |ong curved staircase
toward the nuseum s entrance

When you were down there, what did you see?" the bl ack man asked

softly.

Wuld it nmake any difference?"
Wodson's eyes crinkled. | don't know. Try ne."

| saw a vol cano,” Sam said, then turned and foll owed Darian down the
st eps
CHAPTERZ2.

THANKS, DARI AN, " SAM SAID BI TTERLY AS HE SLAMMED THE DOCR OF THE
anci ent Ford pickup truck and started up the engine. Thanks a whole lot."
The old man grunted and adjusted hinself anpbng the debris on the seat.
Didn't say nothing that wasn't true."

Just that | was crazy."

Li ke | said." Darian chortl ed.

Red-faced, Sam w ped the grime fromthe rear view mrror with his sl eeve,
pul | ed out of the parking spot, and slid into traffic headed for Route 1, back
to Jupiter Inlet. Through the nearly opaque side mrror, he could nmake out
t he shape of a black four-by-four behind him

Wyodson coul d have arranged a dive," Sam said.

In the Peaks."

Yes, damm it, in the Peaks. People have gone down there before.”

Most of emain't come back up.”

Darian, this would have been a rmuseum sponsored exploration, with
di ve teanms and underwater conmuni cations. Good lights, film auxiliary
air "

Don't make no difference," Darian said stolidly.

Sam | ooked up at the rear view mrror. The black four-by-four still trailed
him It was a Range Rover. As Sam veered his small truck up the ranmp onto
t he hi ghway, the driver stayed right on his tail, only a few yards away.

Samrol |l ed down the wi ndow and signaled the trailing driver to pass,
but the Range Rover held its position
M D. plates," Sam nunbl ed. You nust have to take a driving test to

get into nedical school. If you pass it, they throw you out."

Dari an | ooked out the back window. | seen emdive, too. Same way."
And fly. You know all those small planes that are al ways crashi ng?
Doctors. | guess they figure . "

He gl anced to his side. The Range Rover was pulling up al ongside him
Sam agai n waved hi m ahead. Go on, Doc, pass," he nunbled. 1'd Iike

you better in front of ne."
The Range Rover did not pass. The driver turned his head toward Sam
and stared.



Hey, | know him" Sam said. That's the blood doctor at the hospital

Hs nane's Krantz, | think. He wanted ne to stay so "

Krantz raised his right arm There was a gun in his hand.

Get down!" Sam yel | ed.
The bull et pinged through both the driver and passenger side w ndows.
When Sam sl anmed on t he brakes, another shot ripped past the front of
the truck. He spun the wheel and the truck skidded off onto the soft sandy
shoul der. The Range Rover pulled off onto the berm then began to back

up.

Jesus, this guy's just not going to quit," Samsaid as he jerked the truck
forward again. He thought he was cl ear when the doctor caught up and
stayed with him the front wheels of their vehicles alnpbst touching. Krantz
took aimonce again, amd a din of horns as traffic eddied around the two
vehi cl es.

Finally Sam junped on his brakes in a panic stop, and the Range Rover
ski dded on by. Sam saw Krantz's face as the doctor turned in the seat and
rai sed the gun again. Krantz pulled off the shot, mssed the truck entirely,
then craned backward in the seat. He had both hands on the gun now,
ignoring the steering wheel. The last bullet hit the truck's wi ndscreen al nost
dead center, between Sam and Dari an, and then the Range Rover crashed
t hrough the netal guardrail and soared off the enmbankment down toward
the ocean. It | anded on two wheels, then tipped and rolled on the rock and
shell -strewn shore before finally coning to a stop lying on its passenger
si de.

Sam pul | ed up the handbrake and got out of the truck. The shoul der of
the road was al ready packed with parked cars, and several people were
runni ng toward the Range Rover. Sam and Darian clinbed over the guard

rail and were picking their way down the rocks of the embankment when

t hey heard another shot. As Sam rushed forward, he saw a woman screani ng
near the weckage. The ot her people clustered around Krantz's vehicle were
drawn back, their faces registering shock

| called the police on nmy car phone,"” one of the nen vol unteered when

Sam approached. | think you'd better wait for them"
I nside the Range Rover lay the doctor, his arnms tangled in the steering
wheel . The top of his head was bl own off. The gun was still in his mouth

Darian | oped up behind Sam \What in the hell was he doi ng?" he whi spered.
You tell nme," Sam sai d.

He barely heard the police officer during the questioning that foll owed.
You know hi nP"

He was a doctor at West Pal m Hospital. | was being treated there."

Any reason he nmight want to go after you?"

Sam shrugged, nunb.

Where were you com ng fron"

The Ccean ographi c Museum "

And you didn't see himuntil you were on the Coastal ?"



No. Well, | saw his car following ne. | didn't think anything. It al
happened pretty fast."
The police officer came into focus. He was witing down Sami s answers.
Dari an stood near by.

W'l check this out,"” the policeman said. Not your typical highway
gunman, though. Had all his ID on him™"

Way woul d he want to kill ne?"
The officer nmade a hel pl ess gesture. Could be he just snapped.”
Snapped . "

Saml Sansansansansansam
Sam bent forward, his face weathed in pain.

You okay?" the officer asked as Darian stepped forward to take Sam s
arm
Sam br eat hed deeply a few tines, then nodded. Headache."

Nerves, maybe. It happens.™

Yeah. "
The officer gave hima synpathetic snile. Hey, take it easy." He put
hand on Saml s shoul der. You were |ucky. The guy was a rotten shot."



chapter 3.

Sam "

The scream cane from everywhere, everywhere in the world, it seened

Reba awoke on the scarred linoleumfloor of her kitchen. She sat up

bl i nking rapidly, her heartbeat gradually slowi ng to normal. She snoot hed
away a linp strand of hair that had fallen over her eyes. Gray hair. She was
old. And Bo, the only man in her life, was gone, |ong dead.

So it had been a dream then. A dream of a dream

The dream

She had first dreaned it twenty-nine years ago. The terror had never |eft
her because the dream had been real. The voices of those who would die

had called to her in her sleep, called to her for help, but she had been able
to help only one.

The baby.

H s nmot her had spoken his name at the nonent of her death, willing
hi m out of her wonb, and Reba had heard her

Sam. . ."

Bo had worked | ate the night before and was sleeping in their Wst Palm
Beach apartnent when Reba ran into the room

Bo, wake up! You got to wake up!"

He had opened his eyes instantly, the way he always did, without a trace
of fogginess or confusion. What is it, angel girl?"

Voi ces " She was shaking all over with fear

Bo propped hinmself on an el bow. Your G anP"
She shook her head. No. Lots of voices, all at once, all calling for help.
Ch, Bo, how they was carrying on!"

Bo cleared his throat. He had never doubted Reba's gift. Every famly in
Stony Holl er had call ed upon Reba and her grandnother at one tinme or
another. | don't know what it could be, honey," he said gently. Your
friends got out to Menory |sland okay. | seen the boat at the dock this
nmor ni ng, back safe and sound."



Then it's not them" Reba said, relieved. She |ay back on the bed. |
shoul d have gone with them™

Wy didn't you?"

G am" she said.

The previous norning, Reba had been dressed in her best and waiting

to go to the island with the other Remenberers when the message cane.

Don't go, lamb, Granmis voice had said. You'll be needed here.

W thout hesitation, Reba had obeyed. She wi shed everyone a nice trip,

especi ally young Jam e McCabe, who had | ooked as if he hadn't slept well.
She had hoped to see the Nowars, the young married couple from Canada.

They had left word with doctor Bonner that they would be driving down for
t he session, but Marie Nowar was ni ne nonths pregnant, and no one was
surprised that they didn't show up.

Reba had waved good-bye to everyone, and that had been that unti

t he next night, when the voices had started to shriek inside her head.

Feel a little better now?" Bo asked.

Reba nodded. The terrifying how had di ed away.

Go to sleep.” He kissed her, sweet and sl eepy.

Al right, Bo. Guess it wasn't nothing. Indigestion, maybe." She fel
asleep in his arns.
And the dream conti nued.

Saml It was a cry of anguish.

Reba's body jerked stiffly. msses Nowar?" she asked. She snapped to a
sitting position. Bo awakened instantly.

What is it, honey?" he asked.

She's dying!" Reba shouted. @uns, blood . . ." Reba thought she woul d

go crazy with the pain of it. And the baby . . ." Bo held her tightly, and in
a nonent Marie's voice was gone, too, replaced by a thin wail.
A different voice. There was fear in it, but not death. This was a scream
of life. Newlife.

There's a baby, Bo," Reba said, suddenly dry-eyed. H's name is Sam

He's calling to me now "

Wiere . . ." Bo rubbed his hands over his face. Were is he?"

She pointed out the wi ndow, overl ooking the apartments outside. That
way. "
Two hours later, Bo's pickup was on an umarked road off Route 82, its
headl i ghts illum nating strips of desolate swanp on either side. He squared
his shoul ders and blinked to fend off sleep

Don't | ook Iike nobody's out here," he said carefully.

Reba sat |ike a statue beside him her hands cl asped together, the knuckles
white

Reba, are you sure

|"msure," she snapped.
In fact, she was not at all sure. For sone time, she had heard the baby's
cry loud and clear, blessedly overshadowi ng the nmenory of those other,
unwel cone screans. But nore than an hour ago it too had grown faint,
the small mew ings of cold and hunger, until by now she was not certain



whet her she was hearing anything at all, or was sinply renenbering the

sound along with all the other spectral voices.
Appr ehensi vely, she reached into a box she had prepared for the baby and

took out a bottle filled with breast mlk froma young not her whose child she
had just delivered. Reba placed the bottle inside her dress, against her
bosom

to warmit. The baby would need food. If he was still alive.

Oh, Gam" she nuttered. You told nme not to go to the island cause | was
needed, but that don't make me no magician." If her grandmother wanted her
to help the baby, she thought angrily, the old wonan's spirit ought to give
her

alittle nore help.

Bo | ooked over to her and smled. This was her way of praying, he knew,
talking to her grandnother as if the woman were still alive and standing right
before her. If Reba were ever to |live anong strangers, she would be branded a
[unati c.

So |I'd surely appreciate it, Gam if you' d |let me know one way or t'other

cause this road's nmighty long and dark and if you're tiny and

naked . "

Suddenly she was silent. She grasped Bo's arm and squeezed it hard, unable
to speak. To her right stretched a silvery path of |ight over the swanp grass,
a

pat h of noonlight, except that there was no noon.

Bo brought the pickup to a halt, but even before it stopped she was out the
door, splashing through the marsh, running into the darkness.

Bring the box," she yelled behind her as she followed a path that was
illuminated for her eyes al one.

Reba, wait! | got the light. You'll get lost."

He stunbl ed out of the truck with the flashlight and the box of baby itens
and ran after her as quickly as he could, but it was not until he heard Reba's
| ow nban that he was able to find her

In the beam of the flashlight he saw her face, drawn with horror, and then
saw the two bodies lying in the fetid shall ow water of the swanp. Their hands
had been bound. The man had been shot in the head at cl ose range. The wonan,
whose chest was covered with bl ood, was naked. Bo recogni zed her face from
one of Reba's island photographs. It was Marie Nowar.
She had lived | onger than her husband; |ong enough for her assailants to rape
her, evidently. And then, after that, |ong enough to give birth to her son
Bet ween
her legs, on a bed of matted reeds and the torn remants of her dress, lay a
newborn infant, his unbilical cord still attached to his dead nother

It was them" Reba said nunbly. Marie and all the other Renenberers |
heard. Al of themdead . . ."
Wodenly, Reba knelt in the nud and picked up the baby, pressing it agai nst
her. Bo set the box on the ground, then took off his jacket and covered the
child

withit.
I's he alive?" he asked.
Reba crooked her head to nestle the baby's head against her neck. | don't

know, " she said. Then there was the tiniest novenent of the baby's nouth.
Get the knife fromthat box," she said, slipping the bottle of breast mlk
bet ween the baby's lips. The liquid spilled down his chin. Reba tapped the

tiny

cheek with her finger. Cone on, Sam" she whispered. That was what your



fol ks was going to nanme you, did you know that?" She held the infant closer

And the | ast breath your mana took carried your nanme to ne."

Her tears dropped onto the baby's face, and she wi ped them away tenderly.

W ain't perfect, Bo and ne, but we'll love you just as much as your own
peopl e
could. So you got to live, you hear?" She was sobbing. Please |live, Sam"
Sam swal | owed his first nmouthful, then began to suck instinctively, greedily.
Reba dried her eyes and smled. Cut the cord, Bo. Ri ght about here. It won't
need no clanmp. And get me that wool blanket. W got ourselves a baby to
raise."

When Bo | ooked at her with concern, she held the baby closer. W're his
famly now. "

Oh, God, how she had wanted it to be true. But the new fam |y had not

even lasted till norning.

They had left the bodies in the swanp and driven back to West Pal m Beach
with the baby. Bo was silent during the drive, but Reba spoke incessantly to
her grandnother, asking for a sign that it would be all right to keep Sam
begging for a word of assurance.

There was none. Gramdid not speak, not until the rest of that terrible

ni ght had unf ol ded.

She had finally gotten little Samto sleep in their bed and had gone out
into the small living roomof the apartnment to be with Bo. They sat on the
couch, side by side, holding hands, until there was a faint knock on the
door.

Must be ni sses Quesada," Bo said as he got up to answer it. Their Cuban
nei ghbors were in the habit of visiting at all hours of the day and night.
A monent later, she heard a thud and ran toward the door. She saw Bo's
body lying on the floor, his throat cut, his stonmach ripped open, and two
men with faces |ike statues noving toward her
Wrdl essly they came at her, their knives still red with Bo's blood. Before
she coul d even scream they cut her bad, bad enough to die, and left her
lying there. The last thing she saw was her blood mngling with Bo's on
the slick linoleumfloor. The | ast sound she heard was the creak of the door
cl osi ng behind her killers.

The last thing she thought was, They didn't find the baby.

She never knew how | ong she lay there. But she noved when she heard

Gram s voi ce again.

Get up, the old woman had ordered, and Reba had obeyed. Sonehow

she had bandaged her wounds the wounds that she knew shoul d have

killed her and then she took Sam out of the apartment on Sweetwater

Street with Bo's body still warmin it. She had traveled north, far north,
away fromthe forces that she understood now were seeking out the Renmem
berers one by one and killing them

And then she had done the hardest thing: She had | eft Sam on the doorstep
of an orphanage in a strange, cold city because she feared those same dark
forces woul d one day conme for them again. She abandoned him |eaving a
note that revealed only the baby's first nane and date of birth, and hoped
that he would be safe.

It was all so long ago. She was an ol d wonan now.



Yet nearly every tinme she slept, Reba still heard the dying cries of the
Remenberers in her dreans.
She shuffled across the kitchen, her legs stiff after sleeping on the cold
floor. Land sakes," she nuttered. Sonetimes | act like | don't got no brains
at all."”
Reba had been back in Stony Holler, back living in this tar-paper shack
for twenty-nine years. It was about tine she stopped reliving the sane night
over and over, a night which had taken place so far back in the past. She
si ghed. She would if she coul d.
I f she only coul d.
Qut side the sun was setting, showing the rust on the old pickup truck
Thirty-five years old and still running. Bo would have |iked that, she
t hought .
And Gram was tal king to her again.
Did | do right, G anP"
Yes, Reba.
That was all so |ong ago."
Not so long. Things was waiting.
Waiting for what?"
For Sam child. For you
You don't make no sense," Reba said crossly. Her head hurt.
You got to get to him honey. You got to show himthe way.
The way where, G an?"
To where he got to go. Lead him and the rest will follow
Reba tried to speak, then shook her head. This is just crazy," she munbl ed.
Maybe |I'm crazy. Maybe you ain't ny Gamat all, just sonme crazy
voice a crazy old fool of a woman thinks is talking to her."
She |istened, her chin jutting out defiantly, but the voice did not respond.
Don't know what you're tal king about, anyway."
No answer.
Si ghing, Reba went to the kitchen sink and idly washed out a cup. She
caught a reflection of her face in the cracked mrror next to the cupboard.
ad fool of a woman," she repeated. Can't even read a map. How m
| supposed to | ead anybody anypl ace?"

You' Il know.

Reba set the cup down. Her hands were shaking. |'m scared,” she whis
pered. What they did to Bo . to Marie and Lars Nowar . to all of
t hem . " She swal l owed. They're going to kill me, too."

Her reflection | ooked back at her. She had aged badly. There were no
rounded cheeks to kiss, no broad lap for children to sit on. She |ooked I|ike
what she was, a worman who had spent alnost thirty years in absolute
sol i tude.
Along life.
Too | ong, naybe.
What about San? If | find him aml going to have to watch himdie,
t 0o0?"
Lead him Reba. The rest will follow
She bent her head. The Sight had been a cruel gift. It had taken everything



fromher and given nothing. And it was still taking. That was the purpose
of her life, Reba realized: to accommpdate the Sight.

Ain't never going to | eave ne alone, are you, Gran?" she asked grimy
She packed a few belongings into an old valise, then felt beneath her
mattress for her noney. A hundred eighteen dollars, accunul ated over nost
of alifetine.

Stuffing the bills inside her dress, Reba wal ked out to the pickup. She
did not |ock the door to her house. There was no point. She knew she
woul d never return.

Qutside, the last of the sun hung red over the hills above Stony Holl er

Bl ack cl ouds scurried overhead like flapping wings. A brief gust blew up,
and Reba shivered.

Li ke wi ngs, yes. Sonething dark and ancient was folding itself around
her, spreading its black w ngs.

Wth a final glance at the tunbl edown buil di ng where she had been born
where she had lived as a bride and then grown old al one, Reba started the
engi ne of the pickup and headed in the direction of the first flock of birds
she saw.

I'"mconming, Sam" she whispered. It's tine."
chapter 4.



NATHAN EAMES ORDERED A RUM  TONI C FROM THE POOLSI DE ATTEndant and settl ed
into his deck chair for some serious ogling. The best thing

about expensive hotels, he had decided, were the class of wormen who

stayed in them They were panpered, sleek creatures, the | ate-nodel w ves

of rich men who traded in their mates every fifty thousand mles. They wore
jewelry (which his expert eye generally regarded as tastel ess but expensive
junk, orthodontically perfect smles, doctor D anmond noses, and thong

bi ki ni s.

Eames hinself sported a hat, a wide-brimed touristy straw that covered

t he t hinning spot on the back of his head, blue Speedos, and a pair of
Wayfarer-style prescription sunglasses. Slightly aloof, he told hinmself. That
was the | ook he was trying to cultivate. Wen his drink came, he signed

for it without acknow edging the waiter's presence, then raised the gl ass

in salute to a beautiful blonde in a tiger-striped bikini. She smled back at
hi m

CGod, he | oved being rich.

He had never expected to make so nmuch of hinself. H s father had been

a jeweler with a store in the Bensonhurst section of Brooklyn. Nathan becane
one, too, although a degree in art history had given hima finer appreciation
of his work than his father possessed. Nathan Eames believed gens set in
finely worked gold to be the nost beautiful objects on the planet. They

were the stuff of dreams, of an even higher order than fancy cars, sprawing
hones, and beautiful girls.

Al of which he now had. At thirty-one, he had a house in La Jolla, a

much | arger one in Switzerland about which the I RS knew not hi ng, and a
seven-thousand-foot villa in the Bahamas (al so unreportable. H s garages
held two Jaguars, a restored 1935 Mercedes-Benz, a Lanborghini, and a
utilitarian Porsche. Hs secret bank accounts held nmore than a nmillion
dol | ars,

and a safe-deposit box in a Caynman |slands bank contai ned precious stones
piled an inch deep

He coul d have retired, except for one thing: The Consortium woul d not

et him That was one of the conditions of his good fortune. He had to keep
wor Ki ng.



There were three conditions. The second was that he was to to keep his

i nvol vement with the Consortium a secret.

Nat han Eames sl ugged down his drink in one draught. It burned goi ng

down.

He did not like to think about the third condition
The blonde in the tiger-striped bikini was kissing an old man who dyed

his hair red. Wiy did the old geezers always pick red?

Nat han shouted for the waiter to bring himanother drink. He felt expansive
and good today. Maybe now he would be permitted to retire. He had
found the stone that had been his special mssion. He was sure of it. It
had certainly been described to himoften enough: a cl ear, sword-shaped

di anond as long as a man's fist, hand-cut with sixteen perfect strokes.

Nat han had nearly wet his pants when he first saw it at the Ocean ographic
Museum However rudely it had been cut, it was a nasterpiece of nature.
Larger than the N archos, nore perfect than the President Vargas, its beauty
had | eaped out at himfromits black velvet bed. He had had to rem nd

hi nsel f constantly not to act too excited about it.

O course, the two bozos who found" it a pair of thieves if ever thieves
had lived couldn't have known | ess about dianmonds. O about anything

el se worth nore than a dollar ninety-eight, fromthe | ooks of them But it
woul dn't be the first tine that a priceless jewel had changed hands through
dirty mddl enen. Serious collectors did business with anyone who had a
stone. In these rarefied heights, ordinary rules of ethics did not apply.
This particular dianond, for exanple, had been well hidden. Nathan
bel i eved that he knew of every stone of inportance, ancient and nodern
since man first fell in love with gens and he had never heard of this stone.
He had been tenpted to point this out to the Consortiumwhen they first
told himwhat it was his mission to find. But he had known better than to
guestion them

Fi ndi ng that stone had been the reason Nat han Eames was invited to join
the Consortiumin the first place. The man who had extended the invitation
whose face Nat han had never seen, was his only contact.
At first Nathan had thought it all a joke, a prank arranged by a drunken
friend with tinme on his hands.

If you accept, your menbership will be for life.

Sure, sure.

But they had delivered. That was the weird part. Before he had even

done anything for them the offers had started coming in. A consulting job
in New York's dianond district where no one with a |ast nane |ike Eanmes
had ever worked, the publication of an article on Egyptian scarabs in New
Yor k magazine, an interview on the TV news after the theft of some Scyth

i an gol dwork, a permanent post heading the ancient jewelry departnent of

t he Neumeyer Antiquities Muiseum Al before the age of twenty-nine.

Then t he phone call

Are you pleased with the advancenents in your career, M ster Eanmes?"

The voi ce was bl and, unenotional, devoid of personality.

What ? Who is this?"



I"'mcalling for the Consortium W spoke six nonths ago. | suggest you
learn to recogni ze ny voice."
This is some kind of nut, Nathan thought. ©Ch, sure. Sure thing. Now if

you'll excuse ne .
I won't call you often, Mster Eanmes. But when | do, you nust listen."
No, you nust listen, pal. | don't know what you' ve been snoking, but

if you call here again, I'"'mgoing to get the cops after you." He hung up

feeling righteous.
The next day he was fired fromboth the nmuseum and the di anond district
job. No reason was given

During the next few nmonths, Nathan di scovered that there was a linited
demand for experts on ancient jewelry. He went back to work for his father

I mredi ately his father's business began to evaporate. Wen the store closed,
Nat han went to work clerking in a jewelry mll, specializing in engagenent
rings with genuine 25-point" dianmonds, stones that were cloudy and fl awed
with so many occl usions that, under a jeweler's |oupe, they | ooked pol ka
dot t ed.

Six nonths to the day of his |ast conversation with the bl ank-voi ced nan
representing the Consortium the tel ephone rang again.

W can give it back to you," the voice said.

Who ." But he knew who it was. He would not make the sane m stake

again. Thank you," Nathan said. Thank you for calling back. | didn't know
how to reach you."

You never will, Mster Eanes. And later, if you conply with the conditions
of menmbership in the Consortium no one will be able to trace you either
if you do not wish it."

kay. Whatever. | nean, 1'lIl conply. Just help ne get ny nuseum job
back, okay?"

W'll do better than that. If you meet the conditions of nenbership.”
Fine. 1'll recognize your voice on the phone. | won't get snotty. | won't
ask questions about your . . . group.”

You will never nmention the Consortium or anything about it."

Geat. Not a word. Count on it."

No to anyone. Not wife, not priest, not child. No one. If you do, we
will know about it."
Eames wanted to ask how they woul d know, but decided that the question
bordered on snotty and he did not want to take a chance on | o0sing even
the rotten job he still held.
But he did not have to ask. W w |l know because we have nmenbers
everywhere. They possess great wealth and great power. If word | eaks out
about the Consortium not one nmenber will be affected because we are al
anonynmous. But you will be dealt with."
Nat han | aughed nervously. What would you do? Kill ne?"

In the end, yes."
There was a silence on the phone. What about before the end?"

Don't find out, Mster Eanes," the voice said. Condition twd. You will
wor k where we direct you. Rest assured, you will be highly conpensated,
but you nmust work. It is your skills we are interested in."

As an appraiser."



As an expert in historical stones. There is a stone we want you to | ocate,
a large dianond of specific dinmensions. It has not been seen in many years.
It may have been lost at sea. If it ever cones to light, we nmust know about
it. Pay special attention to ocean discoveries. That is your responsibility."

Nat han rai sed an eyebrow. Well, I'Il give it atry."
Your very best try, Mster Eames. Finding that stone is your first and only
priority."

What if | don't find it?"
W hope you do," the voice said after the barest pause. Now, the third

condition."
I"mlistening."
Look outside your door. | will wait."

Putting the phone down, Nathan wal ked to the door of his apartnent
and opened it. There was an envel ope on the fl oor

| found a letter or sonething," he said into the phone.

Qpen it, please.”

I nside was a nane and address. GCeorge Westerman? | don't know him"

Nat han sai d.

No. You are to go to his residence tonight."

Nat han checked his watch. Ten after ten. |It's pretty late,” he said. Not
to nention the fact that | don't even know this guy. Wiat should | say to
hi nP"

You don't have to speak to him You'll find the keys to his apartnent
in your mail box downstairs. W've made it easy for you this tine."
kay. So I'Il have a key. Still, don't you think it mght cause old Ceorge

the tiniest bit of apprehension to see a total stranger standing in his living
roomin the mddle of the night? Wiat am | supposed to be doing there?"
The man's voice was quiet. You are to kill him Mster Eanes."

Nat han stared bl ankly at the wall.

You may choose what ever nethod you like, but I would recomend

putting a pillow over his face. Mster Westernan has been a sem-invalid for
several years. He won't offer much resistance.”

Nat han coughed weakly. You're kidding, right?"

No. Do you have any ot her questions?"

Yeah. What kind of crackpot are you? | was beginning to take you

seriously."

Your father will be dead by norning," the voice said. Good-bye."

Hey! Hey, wait!" Nathan jiggled the receiver, but the caller had hung
up.

He' d been an idiot, he decided, slanm ng down the phone. He had

become so desperate that he had been willing to believe anyone who woul d

give hima lick of hope. Nathan poured hinself a straight scotch and deci ded
that his luck was just bad. People like to think there is always a |ogica
reason for bad things happening, but there often is not. There's just bad
[ uck or bad karma or bad breaks.
O, he thought with a chill, a band of nurderous mllionaires called the
Consortium
When t he phone rang again, he spilled his drink

Nat han.” It was his nother. She was hysterical



Ch, Cod. Dad?"

What? No, we're all right, but the police just left. The nost horrible
thing. A bullet came right through the wi ndow. From down on the street.
It was just a nmiracle we weren't hit. Ch, Nathan "

Mm it's all right." H's stomach was cranping. He could taste his own
bile. Did the police do anything?"

They said there was nothing they could do."

| s Dad okay?"

Depressed, but he's al ways depressed. Nathan, you have to find hima
job. It would help hima lot."

"1l try. I'1l talk to you tonmorrow," Nathan said. He hung up and the
phone rang again while his hand was still on the receiver

What, Mn®?" he asked.

Changed your mind, Mster Eanes?" the bland voice inquired.

What ki nd of nonster are you?" Nathan asked nunmbly.

W, " the voice corrected. You agreed to join us a year ago, renenber?
| told you then that your nenbership would be for life."

| thought it was a joke." Nathan sobbed.

It wasn't. Neither was the incident at your parents" hone."

Don't touch them "

That's up to you."

You didn't say anything about killing people.™

Don't think of them as people, Mster Eanes. It won't be personal. The
target you've been given is a stranger to you."

Target ?" Nat han shouted, his voice breaking. Are you all killers, or
what ?"

There was no response.

Are you?" he asked at last, needing to know. Are you all killers?"
W, " the voice corrected again. W all pay dues. Yes." The voice was
silent for a nmoment. Nathan picked up his drink. H's tears dropped into

t he scotch.

Now for the next ten minutes there will not be a patrol car wthin sixteen
bl ocks of your parents" apartnent,"” the cal mvoice went on. | strongly
urge you to leave for Mster Westerman's in no nore than nine nminutes. Try

very hard."

Then the |ine went dead.

Nat han sat clutching his abdonen, alternately sobbing and cursing.

Finally, with a small cry of despair, he stunmbled out the door. A set of keys
was in his mailbox, just as the voice had told him Nathan put themin his
pocket and wal ked out onto the street, feeling the air sting his wet cheeks.
there was an air of unreality about the city as he rode the subway down
town. The colors around himwere too bright, the odors too sharp. Please
let this not be real," he whispered over and over in a kind of chant.

But it was real. George Westernman lived in an old but pleasant-I| ooking
brick building in the West Village. One of the keys fit the outer |ock
perfectly.

Westerman's mail box had a business card taped to it. It read:



GEORGE C. VESTERMAN
HEALER/ READER

TAROT CARDS

ASTROLOGY

CHANNEL I NG

Nat han hesitated at the bottom of the stairway for several mnutes. How
could he even consider killing a perfect stranger this way?

But how could he not consider it? H s parents" lives were at stake. And

maybe his own future.

It won't be personal. The target is a stranger to you.

The target. It made things easier to think of him . it . as the target.
The target was an invalid.

And probably a New Age weirdo

No big loss, right? he told hinself.

Nat han wal ked upstairs to 3B and turned the key.

The target was asl eep. Nat han sneaked into the darkened room on tiptoe,
sweating so hard he was sure he was | eaving puddl es behind with every
step. Every few seconds, he was seized with waves of panic. Wat was he
doi ng here?

' m payi ng ny dues.

Yes, that was it. Just paying dues.

Suddenly a light went on. Nathan gasped.

Who are you?" the figure on the bed asked groggily.

Nat han wi shed the man had not spoken. It was now harder to think of

himas the target."

West erman | eaned over toward his nightstand, which was covered with
pharmaceutical vials. For a nmoment, Nathan contenpl ated runni ng before

the man could grab a gun and bl ow his head of f.

What Westerman picked up, though, was a rubber face nmask attached

by a tube to a green tank with OXYGEN stenciled on it. He fiddled with
somet hing on the nmask, then held it to his face and breathed while the tank
hi ssed.

You gave ne a start," he said, smling weakly as he set the nmask down.
Westerman was a pathetic sight. His hair stood out like straw from a
skul I -1i ke head. He wore striped pajamas far too big for his skeletal body.
H s face was blotchy and his hands were covered with | esions. Has sonmeone
sent you?" he asked Nat han
Nat han shook his head, then nodded. Sent nme. Yes."

Do you want a readi ng?"

What ?"

The cards. Do you want ne to read the cards for you?"

Don't you want to know how I got in?"

The man shrugged. Most of ny friends have keys. | really don't mnd
visitors, anyway, at whatever hour. Go ahead. Bring the cards. They're over
there."”

Wodenly, Nathan went to a dusty end table where a deck of oversized,



dirty-1ooking cards was |ying face down. He brought the cards to the nman

in the bed. The target.

Do you know your sign?" Westerman asked as he shuffled and laid out
the cards on the coverlet.

No. "

VWen's your birthday?"

| don't know. "
Westernman said patiently, That's all right. Well, here's sonething

i nteresting. The Hanged Man. It's not a bad card. It signifies uncertainty,

i ndeci sion. There are a ot of major cards here. This is an inportant tine in

your
l[ife. Aturning point."

It is,"” Nathan said. |'ve conme to kill you."
West erman | ooked up, his forehead creased. Wat was that?"

| said |'ve cone to kill you."
West erman dropped the cards and stared at Nathan for a nonent, then
bowed his head. | thought | mght be on the list."

What |ist?"

You don't know? Are you doing this just for noney?"
Tell me about the list,” Nathan said.
Westerman sighed. Al right. A lot of people who pretend to be psychics

are frauds. But there are sone . afew. . . who are real. Wio have rea
power. And each of us like that knows who the others are. |'mone of them
And for the last few years, sonebody's been killing us off." He folded his
arnms across his chest. You, | suppose.”

Aren't you afraid?"

Look, | have nore diseases that nost people ny age have teeth. Six of

themare ternminal. But | confound the doctors by hangi ng around. They
poke around, they take bl ood sanples, and then they shake their heads

and tell me |I should be dead, but | just don't seemable to die. One doctor
thinks it's ny blood." Westerman shrugged. Wo knows? But |'ve been
supposed to die for solong . . . no, I"'mnot afraid of it. Not even this way.

| would like to know why |'m bei ng nurdered, though. Can you give ne
t hat ?"

No, " Nat han said. He noved toward the target.

Well, just thought |I'd ask," Westerman said. By the way, this reading"
he waved to the cards spread on the bed indicates you'll be dead yourself
intw years."

Two years later than you," Nathan whispered. He took the pillow from
behi nd Westernman's head and pressed it over the sick man's face. Westerman
screamed into the pillow H's arnms and legs flailed obscenely. Nathan turned
his head away, his eyes squeezed shut, as he bore down with all his strength
until the fragile figure lay still.

He was scared after all, Nathan thought, feeling a strong urge to rel ease
hi s bowel s.

Westernman's eyes were open. Though it revolted him Nathan cl osed the

lids to stop the corpse fromstaring at him

The corpse, he thought. The target.

As he wal ked out the front door and onto the street, he took a deep

breath. No one turned to point a finger at him Children did not screamthat



they had seen a killer. Life, strangely enough, went on. In tine, Nathan

t hought, this would becone just another day.
And it did. Wthin three nonths, Nathan was working as a consultant on
retainer for three of the biggest nuseuns in the world. He had noved to
California, into a glass house on the beach. His father's jewelry store was
open agai n and thriving.

One day, during his norning jog along the shore, Nathan found a pigeon's

bl ood ruby which he sold to a private collector for three hundred thousand
dollars. It was worth nmore, but the collector did not demand an investigation
into the stone's provenance. So Nathan did not have to explain that he had
found the stone on his back steps, wapped in a note that read WELCOVE

H s menbership in the Consortium was conpl ete.

Nat han Eames | ooked at his enpty glass. He didn't renmenber drinking it.

He stood up and put on the terrycloth jacket and | oafers he'd worn to the
hotel pool. It had been a pointless attenpt at |eisure, anyway. Ever since
joining the Consortium he had not enjoyed idle tinme very nmuch. It nade

his m nd wander. It made hi mrenenber.

Nat han shuddered. The summrer breeze suddenly felt very cold.

Nat han!" a voice called. He turned around. It was the geezer with the

red hair, this time mnus the tiger-striped blonde. He was grinning broadly
as he swaggered toward Nathan, hand extended in fell owship.

How ya doing," he said with a broad New Jersey accent. Ed Doyl e.

W net in Dallas |ast year."

Oh . . . sure."” Nathan shook his hand, certain he had never seen the

man before in his life.

Doyl e hoi sted a deck chair with one hand and cl apped Nat han on the

back with the other. See you around, Nate," he said, and wal ked back
toward the pool

Nat han was still puzzling over the man when he got off the elevator. He

had i ndeed been in Dallas |ast year, but for only one day at an antiques
conventi on.

He reached into his jacket pocket for his key and found a piece of paper
Onit was witten a name, CAROL ANN FRYE, in block letters. The sanme kind
of letters once used to print George Wsterman's nane.

Oh, God, not again," he whispered.
The phone in his roomwas ringing. Nathan unl ocked the door quickly

and grabbed for it.

The target is working at a carnival near the Metro Zoo,
bl and voi ce sai d.

It's a wonman." Nathan's voice sounded thick, as if his saliva had al
congeal ed.

Yes. She works with soneone who calls herself Madame Zol a. The target

is fifteen years old. She has dark blonde hair and blue eyes. "

You're tal king about a kid," Nathan said.

Just a target, M ster Eanmes. Find her tonight and take her to the stretch of

the famliar



beach south of Eureka Drive. There are two hones in the area, but neither
will be occupied. Police will be nowhere nearby. You'll find a tool in your
end table drawer. Also, for your protection, you may use a car parked at

t he Koehl er garage two bl ocks away. Those keys are also in your end table.'
Nat han cl osed his eyes. | found that dianmond," he said slowy. | called
t he nunber you gave ne and left a nessage.”

W know. The Consortiumis very pleased with your work."

Thank you. But | thought that . . . since |'ve done what | was brought
into do . well, | thought that | might be excused from . | mght not
have to . "

The phone was silent for a moment. Then the voice said, No one is
excused from payi ng dues, M ster Eames. Ever."

Nat han put the phone down.

In the end table drawer of his roomwere the car keys and a 9mm d ock
sem -automatic with a web silencer and no identifying nunbers.

It doesn't have to be personal, Nathan told hinself. It's only a target.
To satisfy his curiosity, he called the hotel operator and asked to be
connected to Ed Doyl e's room

It came as no surprise that there was no such person registered.

Nat han waited until dark, then showered and dressed. He wondered if

the fifteen-year-old girl he was about to kill would offer to read his cards
first.



chapter 5.

DARI AN WAS SI TTI NG AT A BACK TABLE I N EDDI E' S WHEN SAM CAME | N AFTER
usi ng the outside tel ephone boot h.

Cops say anyt hi ng?"
Sam shook his head. They just verified that it was Gto Krantz, that
doctor | saw in the hospital. Nothing el se."

VWhat' d you expect ?"

Li ke why he wanted to shoot us, naybe," Sam said as he sat down.

Darian grunted. Could have been a coinci dence."

Eddi e brought over a bucket of steaners. That's what the police think.
W just happened to be there when the guy popped.” Sam shook his head.

| don't buy it, though. Not after the fuss Krantz made over my blood." He
added, And the woman, too."
The woman. She had a nane, he knew, but it had a doctor"” in front of

it, which put her way out of Sam s |eague. Still, he had kissed her. Cory
Al thorpe had allowed that, even if it was just a cheesy scamto get himto
give up his blood to doctor Krantz.
And when he had ki ssed her, she had filled himwith the nmusic of the
sea.

He ate in silence.
After a while, Darian said, M son Janie had rare blood, too. And the

Si ght . "
Sam | ooked up fromhis food. The Sight?"
Second sight, whatever you call it," the old nman said unconfortably.

He was in sonme kind of experinent for it. The doctors were always poki ng
hi m for bl ood."
Sam pushed his bow away.

The bastard in charge of the experinment, Bonner was his name, thought

maybe hi s bl ood was what nmade Janie so different." Darian | ooked
away. Never found out, though. Jamie and all the rest of them got killed.
Least | thought they had, till | talked to that Wodson."

Wodson? From t he nuseunf"
Dari an nodded. He was there. Said he was one of them The Renenber



ers, they called thensel ves. Renenberers." He spoke the nane with disdain.
They weren't the ones had to renenber.”

Sam took a deep breath. Then all this tine . | never thought you
bel i eved me about mny shivers."

What difference would it nake if | believed you or not? They never
brought you no good, did they?"

No. "

Nor Jamie, neither. He'd be alive today if it wasn't for Bonner and that
weasel |y bl ood doctor he had working for him" Darian pulled a clam shel

with an angry snap. Turns out he's the one who's still alive, the son of a
bitch."

Bonner ?"

No, the assistant. Hi s name was Gerald Heaney. | found out after | buried

my wi fe and nmy boy that he hadn't been on the island that day. | went to
see himl never did believe it was an accident, the boat expl oding that
way right in the thick of them and | wanted to see if Heaney knew sonebody
who wanted them dead. But when | got to his office, the coward was al ready
gone. Left the country, his secretary said. He'd noved to Europe to get away
fromthe nenories." Darian repeated the words with bitter nockery. He
brought a clamto his lips, then dropped it back in the bowl. | could nove
to the moon, and the nmenories would still be there."

Excuse me, gentlenen."

Frowni ng, Sam | ooked up at a smling man with bl owdried hair wearing

a striped knit shirt with a polo pony enbroidered on it. Samdisliked him

i medi at el y.

Dari an McCabe?" the man asked.

Coul d be," Darian said.

The man smled. Mnd if | join you?"
Lots of enpty tables here," Darian said, crossing his arns over his chest.
Cone on," the intruder said affably. |'ve conme here just to see you.

That's my boat outside." He gestured toward an i mense yacht that all but
filled the vista from Eddi e's w ndow.

Real inmpressive," Darian said, then bel ched.
The man stood back, his snmile gone. kay, have it your way." He

reached into his back pocket and pulled out a rolled up sheet of slick paper
He creased it so it would lay flat, then tossed it onto the table. It was a
f ax

replica of the pendant and gold chain. Darian and Sam | ooked at it, then
at the man.

Eventually you'll want to sell that," he said. 1'll buy it. I'll pay you
nor e
noney than you've ever seen in your lives." He paused. You still have the

stone, don't you?"

Don't know what you're talking about," Darian said. He pushed the fax

back across the table to the nan, who took it, returned it to his back pocket,
and tossed a business card on the table.

You can reach ne through ny secretary when you decide to deal," he
said. He wal ked away. A few minutes later, the yacht steaned fromthe
inlet.

Aidon Saint James," Darian read fromthe card



Sam nodded. | recognized his face fromtelevision. He's the guy who
owns all the casinos."

Dari an hunkered down over his clans. Were do you think he heard
about the rock?"

Sam shrugged. From Whodson's jewel ry expert, probably. Look, we
were tal king."

" m done tal king."

Vell, I"'mnot. What you told me about your son nakes me believe nore
than ever that sonething's not right."

Leave it alone," Darian said quietly. That's why | told you what | did.
Just leave it al one before sonething happens to you."

Sonet hi ng' s al ready happened!" Sam shouted, then | owered his voice
at a gesture fromDarian. That crazy doctor just tried to kill us."

He' s dead now. "

What if he wasn't working al one?"

Now you're tal king crazy," Darian said.

Look, a lot of crazy things are happeni ng. What about the dianond? It
gl ows, Darian."

So? | seen al gae gl ow. "

Does it glow for sonme people and not for others?" Sam shot back. It
didn't do a thing when the jeweler touched it."

Coul d have been the light," the old man said.

There's the vol cano, too. You said that Wodson was part of that group
of psychics. Wien | told himl'd seen a volcano at the Peaks, | could tel
it meant sonething to him™
Darian tensed. Sam coul d al nbst see the screen going down behind

Darian's eyes. It neans sonething to you, too, doesn't it," he realized
No," the old man grunted, wiping his nouth. | said leave it alone.”

He stood up and tossed four one-dollar bills onto the table. I'mgoing to

get sone sleep. You coning?"

Sam pushed hinmself slowy away fromthe table. Yeah, |I'mcom ng," he

sai d.

Darian waited for him Wen Sam had reached the door, the old man
pi cked up Saint James's card and stuck it in the pocket of his jacket.



chapter 6.

CARCL ANN FRYE KNEW THE WOMAN WAS DYI NG THE MOMVENT SHE WALKED

into the tent.

Probably anyone could have seen it. The woman's skin was gray, her

lips had a bluish cast to them her eyes were sunken, her hands trenbl ed.
Her hair was colorless and sparse in back, white around her face. It was
cancer .

But Carol Ann did not need her eyes to see the synptonms. She saw the

di sease itself, glow ng around the woman |ike a shroud. Her aura was dark
br oken. The cancer had swal | owed her |ike an ampeba circling food and

she was trapped inside, watching death squeeze her nore tightly with each
passi ng hour.

Two dol |l ars," Madame Zol a yawned, tipping onto the back |egs of her

chair and stretching.

Madame Zol a, whose real name was Nadi ne Gornan, had spent virtually

her entire life in one carnival or another, running every carny gane from
t he Money Wieel to Three-Card Monte. Al nost all of them had brought in
nore noney than the Madane Zol a gig, but Nadine wasn't as young as she
used to be and fortune telling was a | ot easier on her back than standing
up for twelve hours a day at the Mney Weel

The sick woman took a |long time uncl aspi ng her handbag. The di sease
was in her bones, and every nmovenent hurt. Finally, she held out two worn
dollar bills. Nadine pronmptly stashed themin a cigar box and set her chair
aright, assum ng the position of mediunship, waving her hands over a

chi pped, greasy crystal ball.

From the corner of her eye she saw Carol Ann standing just inside the

tent flap. She gestured with her head for the girl to get out.

Carol Ann had come to her as a runaway from sonmewhere near Phil adel phi a.
Nadi ne had found her outside a bl ood bank where the girl had just

sold a pint of her blood for food nmoney, and had |let herself be talked into
giving the girl a job. Al in all, Carol Ann was a good kid. She didn't take
drugs, didn't steal, wasn't a hooker as far as Nadi ne knew, and hel ped out
with all the heavy work and errands in exchange for a place to sleep in



Nadi ne's trailer and three squares a day. But she was begi nning to get on
Nadi ne' s nerves.

kay, what do you want to ask?" she said, smiling at the ailing mark,
showi ng the lipstick on her teeth.

| want to touch her," the woman said, pointing a trenbling finger at
Carol Ann. | heard she could heal with just her hands."

Madame Zol a shot Carol Ann a dirty |ook. More and nore townies were

com ng around just to see her

Oh. the act was good. Nadine had to admit that. Business had picked up
consi derably since the kid started with her Jesus Christ and Lazarus routine.
But Nadi ne woul d be dammed before she'd let a fifteen-year-old snot-nose
girl squeeze her out of a job.

That' Il be extra," Nadine said, but Carol Ann was al ready wal ki ng toward
the wonman, her arns extended.
I"'mthirty-two years old," the woman said tremulously. |[|'ve got young

kids. My husband left. "

Carol Ann enbraced her, feeling the woman's w acki ng pain course
t hrough her own thin arms. Her eyelids fluttered. She felt a shiver down
her back.

Oh, God, | feel it moving," the woman whi spered.
The di sease was bad. It flowed through Carol Ann |like nolten | ead. Her

| egs buckled, and for a few nmoments she had to cling to the sick wonan
to stay upright.

Now, don't you have one of your fits here," Madane Zol a snapped.

Carol Ann couldn't hear her. She heard only the cancer, raging like a
wild wind, pouring out of the woman's body and into her own, where it
could find no purchase.

The wonman gasped and whi npered. Her nose ran. Carol Ann held her

nmore closely, willing into herself the shroud of disease

When it was gone, when Carol Ann had absorbed all the death inside

t he woman, she rel eased her and stepped away. Then, raising her arns,
she expelled the evil through her mouth, her nose, the top of her head, the

tips of her fingers, until it had all vanished, dissipated into the air. Then
she shuddered and fell to her knees.

Madame Zol a nmuscl ed her onto a chair. That'll be fifty dollars,” she said
irritably to the woman.

Il . . ." The worman rummaged frantically in her purse. | don't think

have "

What you got?" the medium grabbed the bills in the woman's hand and
counted them quickly. Thirty-six dollars. The kid could pull in a thousand a

day, easy, and she wasted herself on thirty-six |lousy bucks. Al right, cone
back tonorrow and pay the rest." She pocketed the bills. Wll, what are
you waiting for?"
The wonman stood stamering for a nonment, then knelt down al ongside
Carol Ann's chair.

Are you all right?" she asked
Carol Ann's eyes opened. The wonman's cheeks were flushed. The dul
cast to her eyes was gone. She | ooked young agai n.

I"'mfine," Carol Ann said, smling.



You're so pale."
| just need to rest a while. You go hone, now "

The woman touched her own face. | feel so different.”

You're not sick anynore." Carol Ann saw the woman's aura, now bl ue
and strong. It's all gone," she said.

The wonman bowed her head. | was dying."

Look, do you mi nd?" Madane Zol a asked, her hands on her hips.

The wonman stood up and, with a final glance at Carol Ann, left the tent.
Don't you think you're kind of overdoing this crap?" Nadi ne asked.

What ?"

Wth the fainting and all. The eyeballs rolling back in your head."

| don't know how else to do it," Carol Ann said. She was so sick."

Hey, this is ne, okay? I'ma carnie. | understand scans. Al |'m saying
is "

It's not a scam"” Carol Ann said quietly.

Fine," Nadine said in disgust. You want to be Sarah Bernhardt, go right
toit. But at least wait until | collect the nmoney, huh? And don't go getting
any idea that you're my partner. You work for me, understand? Any Iip,
and you're back on the street."

Carol Ann nodded as a young man wal ked into the tent.

He was well dressed. Nadi ne i medi ately assessed himas good for at

| east fifty bucks. Sit down," she purred. Let ne tell you about yourself."
Carol Ann rose and wal ked toward the exit.

I s she | eavi ng?"

My assistant?" Madam Zola tried to wipe the crystal ball clean. No, she
can stay if you want her to. It's an extra ten dollars, though.”
The man opened his wallet to take out the nmoney. Wen he did, Nadine
caught a glinpse of his driver's license.
Hi s name was Nat han Eanes.
| see a woman with dark hair who is close to you," Madame Zol a said.
Nat han was | ooki ng at Carol Ann.
The mediumwaited for a response, then saw that the young nman was
not paying any attention to the crystal ball. She raised an eyebrow and
turned to Carol Ann. And what do you see?" she asked.
The girl | ooked uneasy. Nothing. May | go?"

No," the man said. Wat do you see, really?"
Carol Ann | ooked at himand their eyes | ocked.

Dark forces," she whispered. Sonething evil. A shining stone."

Madame Zol a beared in triunmph, then i mediately altered her expression into a
nore sonber cast. This is deep, very deep," she intoned. [It'll
cost another ten."

| can't stay here," Carol Ann said.

Don't go." Nathan held her sleeve.

Ten dol I ars, please,” Madane Zol a repeated.

I'"d like you to have dinner with ne. Both of you."



Di nner?" Madane Zola scowl ed. Are you nuts?"

I'"d just like . . . well, nore private circunmstances. |'ll pay you a hundred
dol lars.”

Each?" Nadi ne gave the young man her nost brilliant smile

Yes. Each.”

I n advance."

O course,” Nathan said. He took two hundred-dollar bills fromhis
wal | et and gave themto her.

Carol Ann shook her head. No, | don't want to C

Shut up."” Nadi ne checked the bills to nmake sure they were genuine,
then stuffed theminto her cleavage. Geat. |I'mstarving. Let's go now. "
This time, the killing was easier

Nat han drove the two women through an attractive residential area toward
t he beach.

Is this a fancy place we're going to?" Nadi ne asked. |s she dressed
right?" She crooked her thunb toward Carol Ann in the backseat.

You're both fine," Nathan said. He pulled onto the beach and parked.

But first I want to show you sonething. My favorite place."

Nadi ne sighed and rolled her eyes. Al right, but let's nmake it quick
okay? They got fireworks at the carnival tonight and there's going to be a
crowd. "

| don't think it'll take long." Nathan felt for the gun in the back of his
bel t.
She knew. The girl knew. He would have to kill her first. It was too bad
that the woman woul d have to die as well, but he couldn't very well |eave
a W tness.

He had covered his tracks by having them neet hi moutside the carnival
grounds, near the zoo entrance. The Porsche had snmoked wi ndows so no
one who m ght have seen the wormen get into the car could get a good | ook
at him After it was done, he would return the car to the garage and forget
about it.
As he got out of the car, he |looked at the lights of two houses on the
beach. Both were nodern with gi gantic expanses of glass. Nathan hoped
with all his heart that the Consortiumwas right about their being unoccupied
toni ght .
But then, he thought, the Consortiumis always right.
Cone on out, Carol Ann," he said gently. To his surprise, he sniled.
He was getting good at this.
It's just another day. One event anong millions in ny life. Like brushing
my teeth or going to the grocery store.
O killing George Westernman.
He held out his hand for the girl. She shook her head.
You knew ny nane," she said.
O course,” he lied. W were introduced."”
She reached for the door handl e on Nadine's side and was hal f out of
t he car when Nat han shot her. The bullet went into her chest, throw ng her



into the door. When she slunped onto the sand, she left a snear of bl ood
on the Porsche's white | eat her uphol stery.

Don't think about it, don't think too nmuch, just another day, just another
t ar get

Nadi ne shouted and scranbled out of the car. Wat . . . she began

Nat han shot her in the face. Her arns jerked into the air and he fired
again, dead in the center of her forehead.

Just another target, just another day.

He trotted to the water's edge and hurled the gun into the waves, then
cane back to the Porsche, turned up the volune on the radio, and drove
away, |eaving the bodies behind himlike picnic litter

Anot her year's dues paid, he thought.

Just anot her

Just anot her.

chapter 7.



AFTER HER NERVE- WRACKI NG ENCOUNTER W TH SAM SM TH AT THE HOSPi tal, Cory

Al t horpe went hone, took two sleeping pills, and passed out until

nor ni ng.

When she arrived for work at seven, the entire hospital was abuzz with

the news about doctor Krantz's insane spree which had ended in his suicide.

A terrible tragedy," doctor Cohen told her. He nust have been under a
nonunental strain.”

| heard the man he was shooting at was nanmed Sam Smith," she said.

Could it have been the patient we saw yesterday in the H chamber?"

Smi t h?" Cohen shrugged. It m ght have been, although that's a pretty
conmmon nane. Ch, doctor Althorpe, | wonder if you would speak with a new
patient in intensive care. A teenage girl with a gunshot wound to the chest.
She was brought here last night after being attacked on the beach."

Is she well enough to tal k?"

That's what's so odd. The paranedi cs said she was conatose, and the
E R confirmed. Massive |oss of blood, cyanosis. Even after a transfusion, no
one expected her to live nmore than a few hours. But when | arrived this
nmor ni ng, she was consci ous and talking. Quite remarkable."” He clicked a
pen absently. Funny you should nention the nitrogen narcosis patient.

Sam Smith. "

He denonstrated the same sort of wildly accel erated healing," Cory
sai d.

Exactly. That was what so interested doctor Krantz."

The bl ood," Cory said softly, thinking of her grandfather and his work
with the Remenberers.

Evidently. As a serologist, Krantz nmust have been trying to find sone
connection between Mster Smith's blood and the unusual regenerative ability
of his body."

There was another one," Cory said. Two years ago. A man nanmed Mark
Cole."

Yes. | recall OGto mentioning that. Another diver, wasn't he?"

She nodded. He'd been nutilated by a shark, but in two weeks he was
conpl etely heal ed.”



It's very strange,'’
about his work."
What's the nanme of the girl with the chest wound?"

He consulted his clipboard. Carol Ann Frye," he read. She's fifteen

She was working in a traveling carnival. The wonan she was with sort of

a nother figure, fromwhat | gather was killed. It mght be good for her
to talk to you. Just don't be alarmed if she says anything peculiar.”

Such as?"

Cohen smiled. She told me that she was going to heal herself. | wouldn't
take that too seriously, though. She's a teenager." He smiled. |'ve got three
of them They all say crazy things."

| understand,"” Cory said nechanically, even though she could feel her

heart racing.
As soon as she touched Carol Ann's hand, she knew there was sonething
di fferent about the girl. The same sonething that was different about Sam
Smith. And maybe herself.

Feel up to tal king?" Cory asked

| guess so." Carol Ann propped herself up on an el bow

You don't have to sit up,"” Cory said.

Cohen agreed. | rather wish Oto had tal ked nore

It's all right. I"'mhealing. It just takes a lot out of ne."
Cory nodded. doctor Cohen said you told himyou could heal yourself."
The girl fidgeted with the covers. | shouldn't have said that. He didn't

bel i eve ne."

Is it true?"
Carol Ann | ooked up. Yes," she said slowy.

How do you do it?"
The girl's brow creased. | don't know exactly. It just happens. | can fee
it. Only usually | do it with other people. | don't get sick nyself."

VWhat happened | ast ni ght ?"

| already told the police."

| mean afterward.”

After he shot me?"

Yes. "
The girl's expression was fearful at first, but she took a deep breath and
spoke quickly. | cane to on the beach. Sort of."

Sort of ?"

Not really, | guess. My body was still lying on the sand. | sawit."

You saw your own body?"

Carol Ann licked her cracked lips. | thought | did. And Nadine's,
too."

Cory poured sonme cold water into a glass and brought it to the girl's

nout h.

| went to Nadine, but there wasn't anything inside. She was dead." The
girl's eyes filled. | think I was going to die too, but then | saw sonething
and it nade ne go back. To nmy body, | nmean. Does this sound stupid?"

No. What did you see?" Cory asked.

I don't remenber. It was kind of like a dream Al | knowis, | went



back and then the anmbul ance came. One guy kept saying | wasn't going to
make it, but | knew | was. Especially after they gave me blood. It was weak,
but |I could still use it."
Cory cocked her head. The bl ood? You can feel what kind of blood you
have?"

| knew what they gave ne was different. It had to go through ny heart
a couple of times. But then it was my own."

So it was your bl ood that nade you heal ? Not your m nd?"
Carol Ann reached for the water again, grinmacing as she lifted the gl ass.

| don't know what it is. Wen other people are sick, | can draw the sickness
out of them It goes into ne, then out again. Maybe it goes through ny
bl ood. | just don't know But | felt it working |last night."

Cory shifted in her chair. Have you always been able to do this?"

Heal ? Yeah, | guess so. But it's been getting stronger lately. In the |ast
few weeks. Sonething's happening, | can snell it in the air. | can feel it.
It's time for sonething."”

For what ?"

Carol Ann shook her head. | don't know. Just sonething. And it's
com ng fast. Suddenly her eyes opened wide. | renenber," she said
softly.

VWat do you renenber?"

What | saw that made nme go back to nmy body." She | ooked up at Cory.

It was a vol cano."
Cory blinked. A volcano?"

And a man standing near it. He was he was sayi ng sonething." She
shut her eyes tight. Her thin body trenbled.

What is it, Carol Ann? Wat did he say?"

He said we woul d neet again. That the stranger would bring us
t oget her . "

The stranger?"

That was why | had to come back. Why | have to stay alive,"

Who' s the stranger?"
Carol Ann shook her head. | don't know "
They stared into each other's eyes for a long noment. Finally Cory broke
her gaze away and | ooked down at her notes.

Per haps we shoul d tal k about the man who assaulted you," she said.

Did you give the police a description of hinP"

Yes, but it doesn't nmatter."

Why not ?"

He' |l be dead soon,"” Carol Ann said.

How do you know that? Did you know hi nP"

No. | just sawit. The death ring." She reached out with her hand and
touched Cory's shoul der. You would have seen it too, | think."
Cory felt herself breathing hard. Perhaps,"” she said, trying to force the
menori es of her chil dhood away.
Carol Ann smiled. I'mglad I"'mwth you," she said. There'll be nore
of us."

Us?"

Yes, you're part of this, too. But you aren't the stranger." Carol Ann's



eyes grew gl azed and distant. After a noment Cory reached for her pulse,
but just then the girl's eyelids fluttered. She | ooked bew | dered. That's
funny," she said. | was in sone other place just now. There were boats."

Boat s?"

And snoke, and columms of water shooting straight up, and nud, a rain
of mud. Her face contorted with fear. And the vol cano.”

She lay back on the pillow. I'mtired,"” she said.

| understand. I'Il let you sleep.”

Carol Ann held Cory's hand tight. Stay with me for a while," she said.

W' ve got to stay together. That's the only way we're going to make it."
She cl osed her eyes. As she slept, Cory felt the girl's blood pul sing through
her fingers.

The serology lab was in even greater disarray than the rest of the hospital
Krantz's two assistants, both young doctors, and two technicians were
scurrying around, pausing occasionally only to curse doctor Krantz.

He never told any of us anything," one of the technicians grunmbled
when Cory tried to talk to her about Krantz's research. Everything was a
big secret. And now nobody around here can do dick."

But your files are on your conputers, aren't they?" Cory asked.

The patients" files are in there. It's just the research he never entered."

Wuld you mind if | |ooked through then? I have a couple of his patients
whose bl oodwork | need to know about."

Hel p yoursel f, Doctor. Holler if you need anything."

Cory sat at one of the open computers in a corner of the lab. The code

for accessing bl ood records was printed on the machine with Magi c Marker

She got into the conputer and called up the file for Carol Ann Frye.
Krantz's | ab was thorough. Cory would certainly give themthat. Even

t hough the girl had only been brought in the previous night, her file con
tained a total blood profile. Type A B-positive, Cory read. She scanned the
data for glucose, urea nitrogen creatinine, uric acid, anion gap, bilirubin,
chol esterol, and a score of other variables. To her practiced eye, all the
readi ngsi seened in the nornal range.

She called up the file on Sam Smith. His blood type was O negative. Hi's
readi ngs, too, all seemed to be in the normal range. There was sinply
nothing in a normal blood profile to indicate that there was anythi ng unusua
about Sam Smith's bl ood.

Except . . . she had alnost missed the material at the very end of the
report, under the heading I1CDL." A string of nunbers followed. Cory

pushed her chair back for a nmoment, racking her nenory to see if she
renenber ed anyt hi ng about something called I CDL in bl ood work.

| oni zed cal ci un? She rechecked the records. No, there was a listing for
ionized calcium 2 1, well inside the normal range.

What ever | CDL was, she had never heard of it before.

She | eaned forward over the conputer again and drew up the records

for Mark Col e, the diver who had exhibited the sane quick-healing tendencies.
H s bl ood was A-positive, and everything was normal except the

listing at the bottom |CDL again, foll owed by nore meaningl ess nunbers.



Cory called over the Iab technician. What does | CDL nean?" she asked.

The young woman gl anced up and down the conputer's chart. Never

heard of it." She turned and called out to the others in the lab, Anybody
ever hear of a blood factor called | CDL?"

The three others shook their heads. The technician said, Sorry, doctor

Al t hor pe. "

Do you al ways do the bl ood anal ysis here?" Cory asked. Did doctor Krantz

ever use another [ab?"

The technician smled slyly. ©h, yeah, he did. Someplace in Switzerland.

He woul d never tell us about it, but his secretary was al ways conpl ai ni ng
about the secret calls to Geneva. He wouldn't tell her anything, either, but
the calls al ways showed up on the phone bills. Wat a putz."

| need to reach that lab. Can you get ne the nunber?"

Sure." The technician | eaned past Cory and pressed several keys on the
conput er. A phone nunber flashed onto the screen. Right in the directory,"”
t he young wonman said. Real big secret, huh?"

Cory scribbled down the nunber.

| just hope Krantz gets replaced by soneone who's not a total jerk,"
t he technician said. Know any cute serol ogi sts?"

Afraid not. Mnd if | use this phone?"

Go ahead. I1t's hooked right up to the conputer in case you have to
transmt data. But if anybody bitches | ater about the bill, 1'll have to tel
themit was you."

No problem ™ Cory said. Wile she dialed the number, she scrolled back
to Sam Smith's nane.

This is all | have of him she thought. Yesterday, the two of them had
peered together into the universe. Today, he was just a name and a bl ood
wor kup on a conputer screen

Laboratoire Geneve, " a woman answered on the other end of the line.

Coul d you give ne the name of the director, please?"

Certainly," the woman said, switching to English. doctor Gerald Heaney."

I"'mcalling for doctor Qto Krantz in West Pal m Beach," Cory said. Can
you connect me?"

Hol d on, please."

Cory waited, and then heard, Yes." It was a man's voice, curt and rushed.
doctor Heaney, this is doctor Cory Althorpe. | was an associate of doctor
Krantz's

in West Pal m Beach. He died yesterday and
ato' s dead?"

Yes. I'msorry."

Have you taken over his duties at the hospital ?"

No, doctor Heaney. |I'ma psychiatrist. But to and | both treated a couple
of patients whose bl ood work was sent to you, | believe, for analysis."

Yes?" Heaney asked hesitantly.

Wl |, both patients Sam Smith and Mark Col e have a sequence of
letters, I1CDL, next to their names in the conputer files. Since no one in our
serology lab seenms to be able to identify this factor, | was hoping you'd be
able to tell me what 1CDL stands for."

Were you involved with doctor Krantz's research?" Heaney asked abruptly.

Not directly, but "



Then surely you don't expect me to discuss his research met hods, even

if I knew what they were, with you over the tel ephone," he snapped.

Perhaps not