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“Guaranteed—when you read Michael J. Foy you're in for quite a trip. To the ends of the earth, 

the galaxy and beyond. Mike's books take the reader on a super cool ride through time and 

space. He’s writing very original and exciting fiction!” 

Jordan Rich, Nationally syndicated radio talk show host 

Chart Productions, inc 

WBZ Radio 

www.jordanrich.com 

www.chartproductions.com 

 

 

Author Michael J. Foy continues his exploration of the outrageously exciting in his latest—

‘Ghosts of Forgotten Empires Volume I: A Cord Devlin Adventure.’ Trained as an engineer, Foy 

has a lot of ideas—a lot!—about what in the universe could be possible, and ‘Ghosts of 

Forgotten Empires’ leads the reader into fantastically unexpected territory with a steady flow of 

outside-the-box imaginings and quirky-fun twists that turn the story on its head to leave the 

reader goggle eyed with jaw hanging open. Yup. In short, the novel is quite a read for anyone 

who loves mind-blowing adventure in a surprisingly logical package of amazing possibility. 

G. Miki Hayden, author of the NYTimes plauded alternative history novel Pacific Empire and 

the eBook Jesus of Nazareth, which posits how the lost years of Jesus might have transpired 

 

 

“If you enjoy a history lesson while reading your science fiction novels; you will want to include 

‘Ghosts of Forgotten Empires Vol. 1’ on your reading list this year. With a combination of Norse 

mythology, Egyptian archaeology, alien spaceships (of course) and deep personal loss 

experienced through our hero, Cord Devlin, you will experience a hot national security thriller!” 

Jennifer Harris, Assistant Director of the Plymouth, Massachusetts Public Library 

http://www.jordanrich.com/
http://www.chartproductions.com/
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PRELUDE 

 

 

The relic of an ancient war floated lifelessly amongst asteroids. Oddly, even though it was 

designed for space travel its shape suggested an animal native to its target destination. The intent 

was for it to blend in with the local fauna and go unnoticed once it arrived at the inner world. 

After its long sleep, though, its appearance was severely outdated. The animal it was modeled 

after no longer existed. Its clumsy appearance sported flimsy lines but when activated it was 

anything but fragile. Under power it possessed a spectacularly destructive arsenal that was never 

brought to bear on its target, Vertropicus. The inner planet was home to a hated empire. The 

Vertropican Empire had held sway over thousands of suns and dozens of sentient races, 

including the race that built the relic. 

On the way to its goal, the rebel races’ relic, or vanguard scout, inexplicably lost power. 

Now it floated harmlessly as it had for countless millennia, never having accomplished its deadly 

purpose. Vertropicus, however, didn’t escape the other planet killers. In spite of defensive fields 

that could have repelled a super nova, the combined strength of the invaders eventually broke 

through and crushed the ruling race. Galactic historians still debate the benefits of the overthrow 

since incessant border wars raged amongst the star spanning races for eons thereafter. In the 

modern era relative peace reigned, but that peace was about to be threatened … at least locally. 

As certain star systems rotate around the galactic core they move up and down relative to the 

plane of the spiral galaxy. It’s like some colossal merry-go-round with the star systems in the 

role of painted wooden horses. Having been below the galactic plane, the star system containing 

the relic now moved up into the heavily starred plane of the galaxy. Gravitational forces pushed 

and pulled on a cloud of debris that made up the outskirts of the system. These forces plucked at 

a comet in its outer orbit and shot it sunward. After decades of travel the comet interacted with 

an inner asteroid belt causing two large nickel iron bodies to rotate. As they rotated faster a 

strong magnetic field developed. The bodies assumed a collision course and headed for a 

glancing impact with each other. As they got closer a huge electrical potential arose, but before 

they touched the relic floated between them just in time to absorb a huge electrical arc. With 

millions of volts playing over its superstructure the vanguard scout awakened. Unaware of the 

passage of time, the planetary siege machine resumed its course to the inner planet. With its 

imperial greatness long forgotten this world went by a new name. It called itself Earth. 

 

 

Orbiting above Scandinavia: June 23, 981 AD 

 



Dragons populated the myths of lots of ancient people. The sight of one wouldn’t necessarily 

blast the reason of a primitive observer. This particular orbiting dragon was not mythological. It 

would be recognized by future paleontologists as Quetzalcoatlus, named after the Aztec god, 

since it was the largest pterosaur ever found in the fossil record. This space-borne dinosaur had 

sensors, though, as well as obsolete programming left over from long forgotten interplanetary 

wars. 

Now, the dragon scanned the world beneath it, registering the various animals, plants and a 

primitive civilization species. Something wasn’t right. How long had it slept? It scanned the 

constellations to get a fix on how much time had passed. Completing its calculation it realized 

that Vertropicus had long since passed into antiquity, perhaps it was even forgotten by the 

sentient races. Maybe the machine’s time had passed, as well. It was an artificial intelligence 

with no purpose other than battle. It could easily eradicate the race currently in control of the 

planet; but then what? It needed new programming to extend its reason for existence, its need for 

conflict. Thankfully, the ancient builders endowed it with emotions and independent thought. It 

looked for reasons to reprogram itself. So, when it sensed another artificial intelligence on the 

planet, it laid new plans unguessable by the current occupants of old Vertropicus. 

Urgently, the ancient machine lowered its wings into the sea of air below and before it. The 

biosphere sparkled blue, a blue that almost glowed in the way the outer transparent layer of some 

titanic marble might. The first thin layers of atmosphere roared past its superstructure. As the 

orbit decayed its skin heated and glowed red as it slowed and sank further. Had it not hastened its 

approach it could have arrived undetected, but as such it attracted the awestruck gaze of a Norse 

barbarian. Whatever he had that passed for reason was shaken but not blasted. 

 

 

Scandinavia: July 10, 981 AD 

 

Eric’s sword dripped red droplets as the last of the reavers were repelled. 

“Perhaps now Wulfhere and his band of vermin will finally heed the will of Odin.” 

“Father, why are we doing this?” Leif questioned. “Is it only because of your vision? 

Couldn’t that have been the trick of a night full of mead?” 

Eric turned his surprised gaze to his son. 

“It seems like Loki’s work to me,” Leif continued. “He knows we are favored by Odin. And 

this could be a plot to send Odin’s favorite sons to certain doom beyond the horizon.” 

“Nay, the vision’s meaning was clear. By Thor’s hammer I am sure that the flying serpent 

was a message from Valhalla. Why would it have glowed so if not to point our way. We have to 

proceed west no matter what or who stands against us. I’ve had a mind for doing so anyway 

these past months, and the sighting of the westbound dragon was the sign that I was right. We 

must set our minds to the task.” 



Leif could see it was pointless to argue. He would trust that his father’s visions were true to 

the will of Valhalla. Viking plundering would increase their range westward across the sea. 

 

 

Nantucket Island: summer 2013 

 

Laura Martel awoke to find Cord Devlin in bed and writing on his iPad. She looked at the clock 

to find it was a little past 3:00 AM. 

“Another dream?” 

“Uh huh,” he replied absentmindedly, but then finished his writing and put the computer on 

his night stand. 

“What was it about this time?” 

“There were Vikings. And battles with rivals. They were doing what Vikings do, pillaging 

and sailing west.” 

“The History Channel has nothing on your dream life. It always seems to be stories of the 

old days. Never any Trek dreams?” 

He smiled at her reference to his predilection for the iconic TV series. 

“Not this time. History is the running theme lately. But there was also a mechanical 

pterodactyl. It was flying.” 

“Well that’s Sci-fi-ish. Did you write it down?” 

“Sure did. Let’s get back to sleep to see how it turns out.” 

He kissed her dismissively and then rolled over to go back to sleep. It would be one of the 

last times he’d ever see her. Every time he remembered those wasted moments he grimaced at 

how cavalierly he treated their relationship. If only he had known. 

 

 

Northern New Mexico: autumn 2013 

 

Crystal clear skies darkened by an occasional cloud winked down on the Devlin homestead. 

Cord leaned on the fence, mildly curious about the horse grooming he witnessed at his mother’s 

neighbors. This part of New Mexico was rife with livestock and growing up here he’d seen his 

share of activities common to ranchers. These days, however, he grasped at anything that 

distracted him from the mental anguish that just wouldn’t go away. At times, when it seemed to 

abate, something would remind him of Laura and his stomach would twist in knots all over 

again. He wasn’t eating or sleeping in spite of beating himself up on the road and in the gym. He 

felt better during those sessions, but the relief never lasted long enough so he worked out longer 

and longer. As a result he’d lost weight and he was jittery from restless nights. Still, he was 

doing better than a few weeks earlier. It would be a slow process. 

“Dinner’s almost ready, Cord,” said his mother, who joined him on the fence. 



“Okay. I’ll be there in a minute.” 

“It’s been about a month. Feeling any better?” 

“A bit.” 

“I haven’t seen you like this since Malory stood you up at the prom.” 

“Yep. Laura got to me all right.” 

“She seemed to be a special girl. Had to be, I suppose, to get under your thick skin. Very 

smart. Physical, too. Not a princess. I’m sure you found that appealing. Did you two ever talk 

seriously? About a long term relationship, I mean?” 

“Sort of.” 

“I’ll take that as a no. You were both seeing other people then?” 

“Laura would never do that,” replied Cord, somewhat annoyed. 

His mother looked away when Cord tried to make eye contact. He thought that was curious. 

He always marveled at how intuitive she could be and wondered if she knew something he 

didn’t. 

“I’d like you to talk with Jamie. He has some experience in lost love. It might help to get his 

perspective.” 

“You mean weird, rich Uncle Jamie?” 

His mother punched him in the shoulder. 

“Shhh! He’s in the house. I invited him to dinner.” 

“Ow! I was just kidding. You know I think the world of him.” 

“I don’t see why you wouldn’t. You’re a lot like him. For better or worse.” 

She grabbed him by the arm and escorted him through the combination desert garden/patio 

and into the dining room. The large sliders were wide open making the patio feel like outdoor 

living space seamlessly blending into the interior. Jamie stood sipping a drink while admiring the 

latest metal sculpture that Cord’s mom had wrought. 

Cord never saw a huge family resemblance between his mother and his uncle, but both had 

the McCord clan youth gene. Neither could be accused of looking their age. Even in college 

Cord would catch his buddies checking out his mother. As a matter of fact they’d still do it now. 

“Hello, Uncle Jamie.” 

“Jamie looked up, put his drink down and came over to give Cord a hug.” 

“How are you, Cord? Is all that skulking about still agreeing with you?” 

“Somebody’s got to do it.” 

“You know I agree with your mother that if you must do it we’d prefer you to be in-house. 

Not freelancing like some mercenary.” 

“Not that again. You know how I feel about conforming to the company.” 

Jamie not only knew how he felt but shared his feelings. Both were independent and 

stubborn. Cord’s uncle quickly changed the subject. 

“So what are you doing at the old homestead?” 



At that moment, Rosa, his mother’s housekeeper, brought dinner to the table. It was venison 

with roasted root vegetables and mashed potatoes. Cord looked forward to digging in. After 

dinner Rosa and his mother cleared the table leaving Jamie and Cord alone to sip on some 

brandy. Cord sensed that this was the plan all along. 

“What brings you home?” repeated Jamie. 

“As if you didn’t know. But all right I’ll tell you anyway. A covert operation went sideways 

and I lost someone very special to me.” 

“And now you’re moping around and no one trusts you to take on another assignment in 

your state of mind.” 

“That’s about right. So when you’re on the outs you lean on anyone who’s still talking to 

you … family, too.” 

“If you’re desperate?” 

“Right.” 

“Tell me about Laura.” 

Cord looked toward the kitchen to see if his mother and Rosa were listening. Neither were 

visible. 

“Just someone I met at work.” 

“That you fell head over heels for! Hey, there’s no shame in that. I still get a twinge 

whenever I get a reminder of my old love, Eroica.” 

“Erica?” 

“Right. Erica. There’s something in the McCord male make-up that makes us indifferent to 

female charms, but then when we fall, we fall hard.” 

This was the first time Cord heard his uncle talk about this part of his life. He knew of his 

uncle’s eco-business success, but Jamie’s personal history was still largely a mystery to him. Yet 

he believed his mother knew more of his uncle than she let on. 

“Having said that, I think you’re doing the right things. Reaching out to family and friends, 

expending the angst through physical activity. The only thing I’d suggest now is consider getting 

back to work soon. You don’t want to be consumed by yourself too much longer. At least the 

low skullduggery you call work will get you feeling worthwhile again.” 

Cord couldn’t come up with a reason why that wouldn’t be the case so he thanked his uncle 

for the advice and tried to be social for the rest of the evening. 

 

 

Egyptian archaeological site: March 1, 2015 

 

Dr. Thomas Stone stood twelve feet below the level of the desert dunes. The quantity of dirt 

removed from the site was equal to that of a strip mine. The resemblance stopped, however, 

when one noticed the network of catacomb-like structures that even now disappeared into the 

sloped wall of the site diggings. Truly a jackpot in the world of archaeology. Dr. Stone, however, 



was disappointed in his inability to uncover the slightest evidence of written records, 

hieroglyphics or otherwise. At present the professor was totally engrossed in yet another 

earthenware jar. He diligently brushed the dirt off and it nearly acquired its original appearance 

yet there was still no sign of script. Normally, Thomas Stone was an energetic man but at the 

moment the cloak of disillusionment hung heavy around his shoulders. The sun prepared to set 

and the shadows elongated. A brisk breeze found its way into the ghost city with a surprising 

chill. The caverns exuded an eerie feel as daylight waned. Thomas could hear the rest of the 

party making for the tents as their laughter echoed through the maze. Resignedly, he decided the 

day was over until he heard his name being called. 

“Dr. Stone! Dr. Stone!” 

It was one of the student assistants running toward him. 

“Yes Joe, over here.” 

“We’ve just found something in the chamber over there.” 

Joe led him to a chamber dimly lit by paraffin oil lamps. There sitting on a waist high dais 

lay seven perfectly formed diamonds. The stone platform had depressions in it to suit what 

jewelers called the round brilliant shapes. One of them had been handled by the assistant and lay 

on the table out of its depression. This one Joe handed the professor. 

 

 

Egyptian archaeological site: March 2 

 

Andre Provost could not resist the invitation to the international archaeology dig in Egypt, 

especially since it favored him over his English speaking Canadian colleagues. His notoriety in 

the field was definitely a source of pride for French Quebec. Andre himself did not shy away in 

expressing his contempt for non-French Canada. This hatred was blindly handed down through 

the generations of his family. Andre, who religiously observed tradition, did not question the 

wisdom of the policy. In fact, it was convenient to imagine himself the victim of Anglophone 

treachery whenever he failed. At the moment, however, the excitement of his find banished all 

other thoughts except those of personal glory. The gem-like item he examined was a discovery of 

enormous importance. The stone dais containing the crystals was cordoned off signifying their 

status. Perhaps this one would not be missed, he thought. After all there were six others like it. 

Andre did not like the idea of shipping the findings back to the Americans simply because they 

had organized the expedition. He also didn’t like the cross section of nationalities present. The 

Finn, for instance, looked like some kind of thug. In his opinion, he owed this riff raff nothing. 

He decided to relieve these so called experts of one little trinket. 

That night Andre looked smugly into a cloudless sky. Drs. Stone and Duncan assumed the 

Arabs had stolen the crystal as well as the others that were missing. This had caused professor 

Stone to confiscate the remaining crystals for safekeeping. No matter, thought Andre, for he had 

his prize. Things were going well. He stepped outside now for a pipe full of tobacco. Enjoying 



his smoke temporarily staved off the feeling of isolation in this foreign land. Good expedition, 

though, and his crystalline souvenir put icing on the cake. He reexamined it in the starlight but 

then, tired from a hard day, Andre made for his tent. 

The sounds from within warned him of a presence. Rushing in somewhat recklessly, he 

discovered one of the Arab assistants going through his bags. 

“What’s going on here?” yelled Andre. 

The Arab cursed in his own language and lunged at the archaeologist, knife in hand. 

Reflexively, Andre held up his arms in a clumsy attempt to protect himself. Waiting for the 

belated blow Andre finally opened his eyes. The Arab’s assault had been checked, seemingly in 

midair. As if that weren’t enough to confound the Frenchman, a blood curdling scream was 

heard from outside almost simultaneously. Andre looked toward his tent flap and then back at the 

Arab. Limply, the thief slumped to the floor. Andre stared not knowing what else to do. 

Frightened and confused, he was indifferent to the commotion coming from outside. Only later 

did he find out that Dr. Stone had been murdered. 

Somewhere on the Atlantic bottom an alien super brain recorded the universal field energy 

use. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 

 

 

Florida: March 3 

 

“Cord, you’re not looking so good,” said Paul McMaster, with a hearty handshake. 

The Associate Director who everybody called McMaster was short and stocky yet handsome 

and had a full head of grey hair. He was prone to moodiness because he took his job personally 

but he always had a smile ready for Cord. Secretly, McMaster admired Cord’s devil-may-care 

attitude, even though it drove him crazy on occasion. 

“My job runs me ragged, Paul. You’re not looking too bad, though. The new promotion 

seems to agree with you.” 

“Can’t argue with that. I’ve found out that high rank really does have high privileges,” Paul 

replied with a chuckle. “You should’ve stayed inside the NSA family. Could’ve had a cushy job 

like mine by now. I’m sure they miss your talents.” 

“Always nice to hear that you’re missed,” said Cord with a grin. “But I guess I’m just not a 

company guy. This way I still work on their projects freelance without being under their thumb.” 

Cord’s independent behavior was his downfall in the eyes of his former superiors at the 

National Security Agency. 

“All right then, mister freelancer. Have a seat. I’ve got an interesting story to tell you. Have 

you ever heard of the Stone-Duncan archaeological expedition?” 

“I cancelled my subscription to the National Geographic a while ago.” 

McMaster ignored the sarcastic comment and continued. 

“Doctors Stone and Duncan were conducting a dig in Egypt. And, I don’t think it would be 

unfair to say that they’ve had an adventure worthy of Indiana Jones. Unlike the movies, however, 

Stone didn’t survive it.” 

“Why are you concerned with a death at an archaeological dig?” 

“I’m concerned with anything that threatens the security of the country … Or should I say 

the security of our species.” 

“Our species? Wow, what did they find? The Ark of the Covenant?” 

“A religious reference? Out of you?” 

“Just a movie buff.” 

“Okay. Let’s get back to reality. An Egyptian freighter, the Tunis, left the port of Alexandria 

laden with the highlights of the finds from the expedition. Basically, it was a cultural exchange 

deal where these artifacts would be exhibited at various museums around the United States.” 



Now Paul raised a finger to emphasize the next point and intercept Cord’s next bit of 

sarcasm. 

“Also on this ship were certain crystalline discoveries from the dig that were under CIA 

jurisdiction. In mid-Mediterranean the ship was hijacked by some new Egyptian terrorist group 

out to preserve their culture. They are demanding the safe return of themselves and their booty to 

Egypt or they’ll kill everyone on board. As far as we know they know nothing about the crystals 

other than the fact that they were dug up on Egyptian soil. So far they are in a circular course 

awaiting answers to their demands.” 

“OK, so you want me to rescue the hostages, retrieve the crystals and retake the ship, right? 

Wonder what I’ll do after lunch.” 

“The ship and the hostages are the excuse for us to get involved and retrieve these artifacts. 

We just want the crystals.” 

Cord furrowed his brow and stared at Paul. It wasn’t like him to sell human lives short. 

“I think you better tell me about these artifacts.” 

“I will. Just sit back and try to keep an open mind. They were in their eighth week of the dig 

and were just winding down at the end of a typical day.” 

Cord listened intently as McMaster related the recent experience of the late Dr. Thomas 

Stone. 

“So you say these are synthetic crystals of unknown composition?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“You don’t think the ancients made them?” 

“They were not made by any earthly technology.” 

Cord did not answer. McMaster continued. 

“Did I mention that they can also defy gravity?” 

“What?” said Cord with a disbelieving laugh. 

“The archaeologists who dug them up placed one under a microscope for examination. But 

before he put eye to lens he realized he had forgotten to mark the spot where they’d been found. 

He left to rectify his mistake and upon his return he found that the table had been upset. Probably 

by an assistant known to be clumsy. The table was rickety to begin with, too. Anyway, you can 

only imagine his amazement when he saw the crystal hovering in mid-air. It was as if the table 

and the microscope were still supporting it.” 

Cord paused and let out a breath before speaking. 

“All right. Let’s say I believe all of that. Doesn’t it seem odd that the expedition would 

contact the CIA first? Why not notify the press and rack up as much notoriety and financial 

support as possible?” 

“Most university professors would do exactly that. But not our Thomas Stone,” said Paul as 

he poured himself a drink of water from a pitcher. “You see he moonlights for us as an 

intelligence asset on occasion.” 

Paul was full of surprises for Cord. 



“Really? That was lucky for our side. Was he planted there?” 

“No. It was a complete coincidence.” 

 

 

Egyptian desert: March 3 

 

Anatoly Dvorak staggered. Typically his movements were sure and cat like but he wasn’t used to 

this intense desert heat. His home of Murmansk on the Barents Sea was in an eternal ice age. 

Bred in those northern climes his skin coloring provided little protection from the equatorial sun. 

Even with his training to ignore pain he shrunk from the searing onslaught. To cope he forced 

himself to focus on his stolen property, the archaeological expedition’s all important discovery. 

Unfortunately, the prize he ruthlessly gained for a secretive group of renegade Russians could be 

lost in the desert. His grip on life was becoming ever more tenuous. In his delirium he recalled 

the cleft skull of the American archaeologist Dr. Stone. Foolishly, Stone had flaunted the 

crystal’s metaphysical properties. Once, alone with the professor, Anatoly seized the opportunity 

in ways that lived up to his lethal training by the KGB’s successor organization, the FSB. Having 

gone renegade he didn’t owe the FSB any allegiance now but he still practiced their methods. 

Anatoly bludgeoned Stone with his own shovel. 

The Russian’s flawless impersonation of a Finnish archaeologist had enabled the spy to 

blend into the expedition unnoticed. His assignment was to learn why a known American agent 

would participate in such a meaningless dig? Now, finished or not with his mission, the death 

scream of Dr. Stone hastened Anatoly’s departure. He had no choice but to trust his fate to the 

lifeless desert. 

The stolen vehicle that carried him had broken down several miles ago. Worst of all, 

Anatoly was lost, with only a mysterious crystalline artifact to sustain him. Walking aimlessly he 

could not be sure he wasn’t going in circles. The sand provided no points of reference, just an 

unvarying landscape stretching to the horizon in every direction. Still, he walked and hoped that 

the signal from his GPS could be picked up by his allies. 

The sun felt like a physical weight. He finally collapsed with sweat soaked clothes and 

parched lips. Crawling on, his mind wandered, barely conscious of his limbs’ movements. His 

body wanted water. His mind remembered it. Wistfully, he visualized the oasis where the 

digging crew had camped several days before. With that image he lay down, conceding his life. 

Face down and close to death, his mind started to play tricks. Crazy sensations tormented 

him. In his last moments his body suddenly felt cool. Breathing, which had been shallow yet 

steady, now turned ragged. He gagged and choked. And if that wasn’t bad enough, the sand 

seemed to be trying to swallow him. With an agonizing effort he rolled onto his back and 

thrashed at the receding surface, a watery surface. Impossibly, Anatoly fought to stay afloat in a 

pool of water. 

 



 

Archaeological site: March 3 

 

Jai Brar was an angry young Indian. An anger born out of the hardships of life in the squalor of 

New Delhi. An existence that made even the tent living of this expedition seem luxurious. Jai 

may have been content to remain an assistant to Professor Duncan but only until his opportunity 

came. That time had come. Physically unthreatening, Jai was considered meek by his associates. 

They were wrong, for Jai had unvoiced ambitions. Strangely, he wanted to emulate a hero that 

never existed, a Northern Indian Sikh named Khan Noonien Singh. The character ruled more 

than a quarter of the world in a fictional story line from Star Trek. It was a destiny that Jai felt 

was within his grasp given the crystal he had slyly appropriated. 

He knew the crystals had already claimed the life of one Dr. Stone of Harvard University. 

The missing Finn had apparently seen enough worth to them to justify murder. With that thought 

Jai had gathered that these were not ordinary gem stones. Obviously, they were worth possessing 

but as a son of the Asian subcontinent he was unaware of the story of Pandora’s Box. 

The retinue from Edinburgh was already packed thanks to Jai’s hard work and desire to 

leave quickly with his secret prize. Taking a walk after his chores, Jai enjoyed the serenity of the 

desert at night. Quiet time such as this would be highly prized in New Delhi. He stared at the 

stars but then some internal sense warned him of an unseen danger. He wheeled around to find 

two Arabs following him, one with a gun now leveled at his chest. One muttered some 

instruction to the other whereupon Jai was roughly searched. The Bedouins reacted with glee 

upon finding British and Egyptian currency. Jai endured the robbery passively until they found 

his valuable artifact. Before the Arab could remove the crystal from his pocket Jai’s knee found 

his face. The gunman aimed to shoot but instinctively Jai raised his hand. 

“No!” he shouted. 

A stream of ionized particles shot forward from the vicinity of Jai’s hand. The gunman 

hurtled backward as the beam struck the hand held weapon. Both Jai and the remaining Arab 

stared silently at the crumpled attacker. The unarmed Arab fled as Jai turned an indifferent eye 

toward him. 

Jai stood still for several minutes seemingly unwilling to move. It was like he watched 

himself in a dream. He kept staring at the dead would-be assailant as the approaching night cast 

long shadows across the sand. Jai finally bent over the corpse and confirmed that he was now a 

killer. He wretched violently, but through force of will staved off the vomiting. It wasn’t the 

violence that unnerved him so much as the circumstances of it. He stared at the desert sky and 

somehow knew that the forces he unknowingly unleashed had come from somewhere well 

beyond himself. Being a practical man, however, he started the task of concealing his victim 

under the sand. He felt safe from prosecution knowing the other Arab would not be anxious to 

tell the authorities of a failed robbery. As he dug, the corner borders of a camera lens zeroed in 

on his little drama. 



 

 

Mediterranean Sea: March 4 

 

 On the cold and lifeless sea bottom a dragon rose to intercept a ship that passed overhead. Its 

contents aroused the dormant creature. 

A man slunk along the ship’s main deck, hugging the walls as he went. His, now dry, 

wetsuit provided the perfect camouflage on this moonless night. There was purpose in his steps 

and in the tiger-like stealth he displayed. At six foot two, he was a lean yet imposing two 

hundred twenty pounds. Ready to deal death, but only if necessary, he aimed to escape this 

hijacked ship the same way he boarded it, invisibly. The diamond-like artifacts he repossessed 

from the hijackers were what Cord Devlin had come for. In ninja-like fashion he accomplished 

this without the need for wholesale slaughter. His presence and activities were thus far unknown 

to the pirates of the Egyptian liner. At the railing Cord swung his legs over to stand on the 

outside ledge of the ship. Twenty feet below, glowing water churned past the ship’s starboard 

side in sharp contrast to the black ocean. At least the bioluminescent plankton provided Cord 

with a visual fix on the water line. Clinging by his fingertips he did not heed the turbulence 

beneath him as he tensed for the dive. 

On the bridge one of the hijackers monitored jury rigged sonar. His job was to alert the 

pirate crew of the possible presence of submarines. Like all kidnappers they were paranoid about 

rescue attempts. A massive shape now detached itself from the sea bottom visible as a dot on 

sonar. Ramoud watched the screen in awe, unable to speak as he pondered the speed of the 

object. The underwater presence traveled steadily upward until it was obvious that a collision 

was imminent. Too late to react. 

“What the hell?” thought Cord. 

He plummeted awkwardly toward the water from the force of the blow on the hull. An 

impossible apparition filled his vision as he descended. Even as a grown man, Cord still had a 

boyish fascination with prehistoric beasts, which is how he recognized what was attacking the 

ship. Men were falling, sliding on its upturned deck. Confusion and fear reigned on board as a 

swimming pterodactyl thrashed the huge vessel as if it were a toy. With all its attention focused 

on the vessel Cord safely floated away. 

The next few hours seemed an eternity as Cord rode the gentle ocean swells. Strange, he 

thought as he peered skyward, how serene the stars appeared. But of course why should they care 

about any carnage on Earth. Back floating, after swimming several miles, he dreamily relived the 

events leading up to the shipwreck. His pleasant fugue was interrupted, though, as some instinct 

jolted Cord back to the present. In the light of dawn a new danger had revealed itself. A 

triangular fin cut the water in a slow lazy arc toward him. 

The rising and falling swells hid the danger at intervals, but Cord knew that the shark had 

started its circling pattern. It was just a matter of time until the circle constricted to his demise. 



His knife looked flimsy in his grasp as he envisioned hundreds of razor sharp teeth. No choice, 

he thought. The battle was forced upon him. He swam toward the man-eater, trusting to a hidden 

constitution that was peculiar to his family. 

Sensing his approach the shark reacted. Its snout twisted toward him with lightning speed 

but Cord’s knife penetrated the beast. Got to keep stabbing, he thought. The gaping maw 

constantly sought to clamp onto one of Cords limbs as the battle raged above and below the 

surface. Water and air bubbles buffeted his eyes and ears. Keep stabbing the thrashing beast no 

matter what. The sharks’ abrasive hide created scores of wounds on Cord’s skin. Blood oozed 

into the water. His brief sojourns to the surface revealed red stained water. Have to breathe. His 

knife arm ached from fatigue, but his mind forced it to continue its piston-like onslaught. 

Eventually, the volume of shark blood exceeded his own, but the stubborn beast refused to die. 

But so did Cord. 

 

 

Jennifer’s body glistened with lotion and sweat as she lounged on the deck of her yacht. Her skin 

was tanned to a rich cocoa color by the Mediterranean sun. Dreamily sunbathing, she sensed a 

large cloud through her closed eyelids as she lay facing upward. Jennifer opened her eyes and 

recoiled with a start at what she saw. A half-naked man stood over her with water and blood 

running in rivulets down a heavily muscled frame. 

“Who the hell are you?” she shrieked. 

“Cord Devlin,” the intruder casually said. “Mind me hitching a ride?” 

The crew, drawn by her frightened shout, stared dumbfounded at this barbarian washed up 

from the sea. 

 

 

Several hours had passed when Cord stiffly raised himself from the bed. Jennifer was sleeping 

peacefully. Her firm breasts slowly rose and fell to the rhythm of her breathing. Cord couldn’t 

believe his good fortune. First in being in the right place in this vast sea for a yacht to drift up to 

him. And second to find a beautiful woman who viewed Cord’s appearance as some romance 

novel-inspired opportunity. In any case, he was only too pleased to play his part in her fantasy. 

 Noting the gentle sweep of her thighs, he felt himself becoming aroused again in spite of 

the numerous encounters that had preceded. With a mighty mental effort he tore his eyes away 

and forced himself to dress. After breakfast Cord bid farewell to his rescuer with a passionate 

kiss. Now disembarked in the French port of Le Havre he sought to report his findings. 

Cord looked to get his bearings, but the curse of a potent libido caused him to become 

distracted again by a tall, blond French girl. High-heeled sandals complemented her shapely legs. 

A white blouse accentuated an enticing cleavage in a low plunging neck line. Dirty blond hair 

cascaded over the slim shoulders to hang loosely above firm breasts. She greeted an apparent 

boyfriend with a hug. After their greeting, he went into a shop leaving her to wait outside for 



what Cord sensed to be just a few moments. Absentmindedly, Cord gazed at her. Jennifer on the 

yacht was an interesting diversion, but this girl was really Cord’s type. She reminded him of 

Laura, the only girl Cord had considered marrying. Laura Martel was gone now but memories of 

her needless death stirred hatred toward the one responsible. Cord had promised himself that 

someday, if the opportunity came, he would avenge that death. After a few more moments of 

gazing, his eyes met those of the girl. Too late to turn away, thought Cord. Might as well make 

the best of it, he thought, and he smiled his best disarming smile. To his amazement the girl 

strolled toward him. 

“How did you get over here?” she inquired in a surprising British accent. 

Not French at all and she thinks she knows me, thought Cord. 

“I walked,” he said. 

“Ha! Ha! I’m tired. Ready to go home. How about you?” 

Cord stared in puzzlement for a moment but ultimately decided to go along for the ride.  

“If you insist.” 

And with that she took Cord by the arm and walked briskly toward her car, a red Maserati. 

They got in and Cord angled the mirror on his side of the car to view the shop that her boyfriend 

had gone in. With a package in hand he was just coming out and appeared confused as he looked 

for his companion. Eventually, he noticed her and changed his confused look to an angry one as 

Cord and the girl sped away. 

“You seem awfully quiet,” she said. 

“Oh, just taking in the view.” 

Something was strange; his arm appeared to have red hairs. Could it be some trick of the 

sunlight? The scar on his upper forearm was gone too. 

“Jean, close your mouth or you’ll catch flies.” 

Cord did not answer. 

“Are you all right?” 

“Stop the car!” 

“What?” 

“Stop the car. I want to get out,” he shouted 

Cord did not hear the running commentary by the girl. His mind was in turmoil. He ran 

toward and then along the beach as fast as he could, trying to release his confusion with physical 

exertion. Eventually, an idea cut through his mind’s fog as a beacon would cut through the night. 

He stopped and dropped to his knees. Near collapse the girl caught up with him several moments 

later. Her high heel sandals had been discarded somewhere along the way. She dropped down on 

the sand with him but was too winded to utter any words. Cord snatched her bag and roughly 

emptied the contents on the sand. Picking up the compact he looked at his reflection. Her 

boyfriend stared back at him. 

“What the hell is going on?” she finally rasped. 

Cord looked up as a huge grin spread across his face. He understood. 



 

 

Washington, DC: March 7 

 

Norman Tully, Cord’s old boss, crossed the street for his typical steak and cheese submarine 

sandwich. The lunch time ritual had to be the only enjoyment in his miserable life, thought Cord. 

But for this habit, the man rarely left the office. A young Cord had the dubious honor of working 

for Tully’s special branch of national security several years ago. The politically connected 

Norman tried to hide his incompetence by addressing his people with a frequent barrage of 

condescending insults. Cord remembered the sting of the egomaniac’s humiliating techniques 

more times than what Cord perceived to be his fair share. Now for some pay back. 

Tully was almost as tall as Cord but much heavier. A bloated hippopotamus came to mind. 

Cord could have bested the man in any physical competition but that type of fun would be too 

easy and not very satisfying. 

“Hello Norm,” shouted Cord as he jogged over. 

Either Norm had not seen him or was ignoring him. Cord guessed the latter as he moved 

closer. 

“Hi Norm,” repeated Cord. 

This time there was a reaction. 

“Cord Devlin? What are you doing here? Are you working for Mack again?” 

Tully knew that name could still make his blood boil. 

“Not bad. How are you doing?” replied Cord, as if Tully asked ‘how are you.’ 

Now Norm was uncomfortable but he played along. 

“Very well, thank you. Things are looking up in my group. We’re getting more and more 

high profile intelligence assignments since you left.” 

“Glad I’m not holding you back any more.” 

“You’re not. Have you made any progress in your career? If so, I’m sure it’s due to my 

group’s influence. But now, if you’ll excuse me …”  

Cord caught his arm as he was about to turn away. 

“You’re probably right about that. Leftover anger is a strong motivator.” 

Tully shook Cord’s arm off. 

“Are you here for some petty-minded revenge over imagined insults? Do you think you can 

handle me? You’re nothing but a …” 

Something snapped inside Cord. Before the man could blink Cord delivered a haymaker to 

his face. Norm looked up at him from the ground, bleeding from the nose. 

“Yeah,” Cord said. “I think I can handle you.” 

From his prone position Norm tried to kick Cord below the knee cap in a move designed to 

break his leg. Deftly, Cord slid out of the way. Angered at the move, he eagerly waited for Tully 

to get up so he could do more serious damage. Surprisingly, Tully showed no stomach for the 



fight. Disappointed, Cord directed his attention across the street at the building that housed 

Tully’s department. He pointed his finger at Tully’s tricked out Humvee in the parking lot. It was 

in the best space, of course, closest to the door. Cord’s outstretched finger curled into a fist 

which still pointed at the car. The sounds of tortured metal soon followed and Norman noted his 

car being crushed like a paper plane in some invisible fist. In open mouthed awe he stood up and 

looked back at Cord. 

“What the hell did you do, you bastard?” 

“Be thankful you weren’t in it,” Cord chided. 

Cord turned to walk away, waving his hand in a dismissive manner. Norm felt the gesture as 

he was knocked off his feet by an unseen force. 

That night Cord dreamed one of his vivid dreams. He knew he was dreaming and reasoned 

that the excitement of the day brought on the strange vision. 

 

 

The Caribbean: 1592 

 

Fitzgerald stood on the deck of his ship chewing on his drooping mustache. After a full night of 

running it was obvious there was no escaping the Spanish war galley. Now, the sun shimmered 

blindingly off the turquoise Caribbean. A beautiful start to the day but unlike so many mornings 

in the past the perfect weather did not herald the coming of good fortune. Fitzgerald 

contemplated a bloody fight to the death. He didn’t entertain any illusions about his chances 

against the heavily armed warship. And there would be no quarter. The Spaniards had little in the 

way of sympathy for pirates. 

The Spaniard was gaining fast. Soon it would turn to port bringing all its guns to bear. The 

pirate captain mused that the battle could conclude before a single pair of swords was crossed. 

Now was the time, for whatever it was worth, to incite his men to one last blood frenzy. He 

appealed to their hate. He reminded them of their hard won freedom and later riches. He then 

pointed to the galley and the men that threatened to take it all away. 

“Load the cannons,” he yelled. 

The battle was joined. The superior armaments of the Spaniards also had superior range. The 

pirate ship’s mast splintered from a direct shot before any could move. Several more salvos fell 

on the deck as the men began to panic in spite of their well-fanned rage. The pirates’ own 

answering shots fell well short of their target. After several minutes of this pounding the skull 

and cross bones took on a peculiar list as the ship wallowed. And still the Spanish ship stayed 

maddeningly out of range. 

With the battle nary a half hour old, the pirates were all but defeated. Some trusted their luck 

to the sea as they abandoned ship. Brendan Fitzgerald eyed the captain of the opposing ship 

gloating over the total annihilation he brought down on the pirates. Brendan knew that his ship 

would have to be boarded to make the victory complete and he was prepared, along with those 



still loyal to him, to sell his own life at a high cost of Spanish lives. As he stood there waiting 

with sword in hand the hate welled up in him. He remembered all the humiliations heaped on his 

people by the British. Those events had caused him to turn to piracy, preying on those same 

British. Now the Spanish persecuted him over his chosen profession and also earned his wrath.  

Only mere moments now, he thought. In preparation he closed his eyes and prayed to his 

pagan Irish gods for vengeance. He opened his eyes and much to his surprise vengeance came. 

The enemy captain’s mirthless grin was replaced by abject terror as a colossus reared its 

head above the waves. The monstrous bulk of the thing floated between the two combatants. 

With dreamlike ease it went airborne and moved toward the attacker. Its pointed snout shot 

downward destroying several of the Spaniard’s riggings. The next time it attacked, the Spanish 

captain smiled no more. Finally, in a surprising show of strength for such a flimsy looking 

creature, it rolled the ship over on its side with a gigantic splash. The monster then vanished 

under the waves soon to be joined by the war galley. Brendan had a vital piece of information to 

impart to the crew but could not make his mouth work. Eventually, he issued the order. 

“Haul ass, lads,” he roared. “Haul ass as though the devil was at our stern.” 

And with Fitzgerald’s escape another peddler of hatred and violence was spared. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

 

 

Egyptian desert: March 4 

 

Anatoly awoke on the mini beach of the oasis. It must have been a dream, he thought, although it 

seemed so real. One moment he was rasping out his last breath and the next he was face down in 

an oasis pool. Yet he was here. He was thirsty, which was amazing since he drank his limit 

before napping. As he quenched his thirst he recalled the eventful flight. Slowly he realized that 

something supernatural had occurred. Was it teleportation? He had to experiment. 

He thought of a place, imagined it like he had done with the oasis and closed his eyes. He 

felt the great distance between where he imagined and the oasis. Somehow, he sensed that more 

concentration was required because of the distance. He opened his eyes, observed, and then shut 

them again quickly. Anatoly was afraid. He was afraid to recognize the extent of his ability, for 

he was now where he had envisioned, at the tomb of Cheops. His life would never be the same. 

All of a sudden he was separate from the rest of his friends, family and colleagues. He was 

separate from humanity. Anatoly felt an overwhelming sense of loneliness. His heart raced and 

his breath became short. 

Stealing another glance, a sense of wonder helped to dispel his gloom. The pyramids always 

held a deep fascination for him. Built by a mysterious people thousands of years before Christ, 

he wondered what secrets they were still guarding. Perhaps there were secrets that would be of 

use to his deep cover renegades. Of more immediate concern, however, were the tourists who 

would be swarming the ruins very soon. 

 

 

A teacher lagged behind in the bowels of the great pyramid while the droning of the tour guide 

faded with the distance. His camera clicked incessantly. He wanted to collect as much visual data 

as possible so he could make a compelling presentation to his history class. Satisfied, he turned 

to leave before he lost track of the tour. It wouldn’t do to become hopelessly lost in these ancient 

caverns. As he turned he beheld a man. The stranger was tall and wiry but his tattered garments 

told a story of recent suffering. Before he had a chance to speak the man moved toward him in a 

threatening manner. 

The teacher doubled over as a kick from the stranger found his groin. Then a sharp blow to 

the back of the head and blackness closed in on the tourist’s vision. Anatoly stripped the man and 

bound him. The man’s wallet identified him as a British teacher, Jonathan Weller. Donning his 

victim’s clothes, Anatoly needed to disguise himself since he was the known murderer of 



Professor Stone. Perhaps he could lose himself in a tour group until he could locate his GGU or 

Main State Directorate associates. This strategy would have to do until he could muster up 

enough mental energy for another teleportation. 

 

 

A typical arid desert day. The heat was stifling but the tourists didn’t seem to mind since they 

were spellbound by the gigantic relics of the elder races. A super-mind also viewed the ancient 

architecture through the eyes of the unsuspecting Anatoly Dvorak. The tourists milled about the 

bus that brought them, content with their days’ discoveries. 

The tour guide dutifully took roll call when the frantic disturbances started. Egyptian police 

ran to the cavern where a bound man was discovered by another tour group. Sloppy, thought 

Anatoly. If he had been thinking clearly he would have hidden his victim better. Now a feeling 

of anxiety welled up in him. He had to get on that bus. 

“Jonathan Weller,” yelled the guide. 

“Here,” shouted Anatoly as he stepped forth. 

He was about to step on the bus. 

“That’s not Jonathan,” reported an old lady. 

Anatoly looked at her as the guide caught his arm only too eager to eject a stowaway. 

“Yes, I am,” said Anatoly nervously trying to avoid a scene, but then a peculiar thing 

happened. 

The lady stared at him with uncertainty in her eyes. This was the weakness Anatoly could 

exploit. 

“Oh, I’m Jonathan Weller all right,” pressed Anatoly as he aimed a sympathetic glance at 

her younger companions. It was well acted. His look suggested the ‘poor old lady has dementia.’ 

“But I may look a little wilted after a stroll in this heat,” he added. 

He ended with a disarming smile. The old lady smiled, too. 

“Oh, I’m sorry young man. I’m afraid the sun was playing tricks on these old eyes.” 

They all boarded the bus without further incident, although agonizingly slow from Anatoly’s 

point of view. As a matter of fact he was so preoccupied with the outside happenings he never 

wondered at the ease with which he fooled them in his new identity. Finally the bus started. But 

wait, a policeman barred their way. He watched the exchange between the driver and the 

policeman. What the hell are they saying? he thought. Eventually, it was obvious that there 

would be a search of the bus. 

 

 

Should I make a run for it? No. Too many police around now. Better just sit still. Perhaps I could 

fool them again. Pretend to be Weller. Shit! They’re bringing the real Weller on the bus. 



Anatoly looked around wildly as if to come up with an idea. His mind was befuddled. Too 

many unusual events in a short period of time were robbing him of his professional reasoning 

powers. Still it was dark in the pyramid; perhaps Weller would not recognize him. 

Weller was on the bus now. His police escort had his pistol drawn. As soon as he stepped 

aboard, however, all eyes on the bus turned back to Anatoly with an expression of curiosity. 

“Why don’t these assholes turn around?” thought Anatoly. “What are they looking at?” 

Weak-kneed and trembling Jonathan Weller made his way toward the back of the bus. He 

was now dressed in a loose fitting Egyptian police uniform that they gave him in absence of his 

own clothes. 

Be nonchalant, thought Anatoly. 

“My god! It’s me,” cried Weller as he looked at Anatoly. 

This was not the reaction Anatoly expected at all. He sat in the seat, staring dumbfoundedly 

at the real Weller offering no resistance to his arrest. 

“The man must be a lunatic,” he thought as the police hustled him away. 

 

 

Archaeological site: March 4 

 

The sun was almost straight overhead in the cloudless sky as a heavy wind whipped up the sand 

in little cyclones. Final preparations for the departure from the site were almost complete. Arab 

headdresses billowed in the wind as their wearers also prepared to leave. A certain camaraderie 

naturally develops between the various camps on a dig and with their separation, an imminent 

feeling of sadness pervaded the group. Jai squinted as Professor Duncan approached him. 

“Jai, me lad,” said the Scotsman. “I’m afraid I was maneuvered into lending your services to 

Dr. Provost. Do you mind? He said it won’t take long. He needs some help with some boxes.” 

“Not at all, Professor. I was beginning to get bored anyway.” 

Jai headed toward the Frenchman’s tent. He spied him taping up some cardboard boxes. 

“Dr. Provost, need any help?” asked Jai. 

“Yes, Jai. Thanks for coming over. Would you come here a second? There’s something I 

think you should see.” 

The doctor led Jai into his tent and closed the flap. Without explanation he reached into his 

pocket, removed several photographs and handed them to Jai. He then stepped back with a smug 

look on his face and waited for the Indian’s reaction. Jai took them expecting to see some rare 

artifact that the professor could boast about. The subject of the pictures made him catch his 

breath. Jai had been caught in the act of murder. What would Khan Singh say in this situation? 

Professor, although your abilities intrigue me you are quite honestly inferior, mentally, 

physically. After a few moments of this fantasy, he resignedly handed the pictures back. He 

experienced emotions of anxiety but strangely enough they were mixed with relief. Perhaps now 

he could talk about the inexplicable phenomena. 



“What do you want?” he asked Andre. 

“Nothing but your cooperation. I think we stand a great deal to gain if we work together. 

Don’t you agree?” said Andre with a wicked grin. 

 

 

Jai reluctantly nodded realizing he had little choice but to cooperate as long as those pictures 

were available for blackmail. Knowing something about the man after camping with him for 

weeks, Jai knew the Frenchman had nothing but his own selfish interests in mind or else he 

would be in custody already. 

 

 

Luxor prison, Egypt: March 5 

 

It was at once damp and very hot in Anatoly’s dark underground cell. The guards had treated him 

very roughly and he had several sore bruises to show for it. Holding no illusions about the 

outcome of his trial, he knew he must escape to save his life. Anatoly tried to force himself to 

concentrate on this problem, but the strange incident at the bus monopolized his thinking. All at 

once the explanation came to him. 

“I must have looked like Jonathan Weller,” thought Anatoly. 

He also recalled that it had taken surprisingly little mental energy relative to teleportation. 

This was a very useful ability. 

The night guard made his rounds with his usual exaggerated air of importance. He was one 

of the few links in a chain that assured the security of society. Efficiency in imprisonment of 

undesirables was of paramount importance to him. His boots made sucking noises on the damp 

flagstones. The continually moving flashlight revealed half-starved criminals with hopeless 

expressions on their faces, even in sleep. Now the light filtered through the bars of the Russian 

killer. 

 

 

A startled oath left the guard’s lips on seeing his superior bound and gagged in the cell the 

Russian had occupied. He fumbled for the keys while trying to think of an excuse for his gross 

negligence in allowing a killer to escape. Opening the door he quickly moved to untie his boss. It 

was his last move. Resuming his real appearance Anatoly reared up striking the man in the chin. 

With his own knife the stunned guard had his throat cut and died in a pool of blood. Anatoly took 

pleasure in taking revenge for his bruised ribs. 

 

 

Florida: March 6 

 



Few men could have relayed the fantastic events of the last couple of days as unemotionally as 

Cord did. McMaster marveled at his cool demeanor. Cord confirmed what Paul had already 

guessed, which was that the possessor of a crystal also commanded paranormal abilities. Paul 

McMaster now feared what Cord, the rebel, might do with such power. Oddly the situation 

brought to mind perhaps the only episode of Star Trek McMaster had ever seen. He didn’t know 

the details but he remembered the guy with the white eyes growing ever more powerful with 

metaphysical abilities and thus ever more dangerous. What was it that the character with the 

pointy ears said about him? “Soon we’ll be not only useless to him, but actually an annoyance.” 

Could Cord turn into that guy with white eyes? He began to question his own decision to bring 

him in; but no, he had to trust his best man for such high stakes. 

“You’ve had a busy couple of days,” said McMaster. 

“A couple of bizarre days. I’ve been tempted to start a journal so I can see if it reads as 

weird as I remember. Could make excellent reading if I publish my memoirs.” 

McMaster gave a nervous laugh not knowing if Cord was serious until he saw him smile. 

“Well then, back to the matter at hand. I think that it’s more than just the free world at stake 

here. All of humanity is at risk if this power is abused. Cord, I don’t know how these things got 

here or what the purpose of them is. I do know it is imperative that our side possess them if only 

to lock them away somewhere from ourselves.” 

“Paul, you don’t need to convince me. You need to manage a bunch of bureaucrats in DC 

that could be tempted by this kind of power. But first things first. Our next priority has to be to 

get the rest of the crystals.” 

Mentally McMaster breathed a sigh of relief at hearing Cord’s position. 

“OK then, leave Washington to me. For now I think you’ll be interested in some intelligence 

we dug up. We have a list of possible suspects believed to have the crystals. You have one of the 

seven. Three more are in our possession and three others are missing, thought to be held by these 

people.” 

Paul handed him three photographs. 

“I think you’ll recognize this first picture.” 

Indeed he did. It was the very professional and very deadly Anatoly Dvorak. 

“I thought he was out of the FSB? Don’t tell me he was at the dig, too?” 

“He is out. But he was at the dig anyway. We believe certain former intelligence officers 

may have formed their own renegade agency. They call it the GGU. Part of a movement to 

restore the Russian bear’s greatness. There’s even been rumors that Putin has given them tacit 

approval. 

“Don’t ask me how they sniffed this out. Although, I wonder if they were just surveiling 

Professor Stone. I had reason to believe his cover was blown. And it could have been Lombard’s 

doing. Anyway, it doesn’t matter now.” 

“It matters to Dr. Stone and his family,” said Cord with a grimace at hearing Lombard’s 

name. 



“For whatever reason, Anatoly was posing as a Finnish archaeologist at the dig. And now 

the Russians probably know just as much as we do about this phenomenon.” 

Cord looked back down at the pictures. 

“Who are these other two?” 

“They were also present at the dig but legitimately so. Andre Provost, the grey haired French 

Canadian, looks like your typical college professor right down to the pipe. He is, however, 

known to sympathize with the French separatist movement. He’s even condoned their terrorist 

aims. 

“Jai Brar fancies himself a descendent of the Sikh warriors from northern India. Up until 

recently he was a student assistant to Professor Duncan of Edinburgh University. He’s a history 

buff, which is how he knows of the Sikhs. But he’s also into Sci-fi …” 

“Wait, don’t tell me. He likes Star Trek. The Space Seed episode with Khan Noonian Singh, 

right?” 

“Another Trek reference? Are you ever going to grow out of that?” 

Cord shrugged his shoulders and smiled. 

“I should’ve remembered your encyclopedic knowledge of that silly show. Could’ve saved 

myself the cost of a rental. All right, what does this say about him?” 

“Well, if he’s a fan of that classic episode … Singh is the fictional Sikh that nearly 

conquered the world in our time, more or less. And he attempted it again when he was revived 

from suspended animation by Captain Kirk a few hundred years hence. So if Jai’s hero is Khan 

or the violent Sikh caste then he could be dangerous with a crystal.” 

“I see. Anyway, we believe he has teamed up with Provost. And the Frenchman seems to be 

setting the agenda for the two. A couple of volatile personas in possession of a very dangerous 

weapon. And even though they’re not professionals they’re rendered doubly dangerous because 

of their unpredictability.” 

“Well, even with the use of this crystal, my work seems to be cut out for me.” 

“I know. So for all the help its worth, here are folders on both these men. Study them as I 

know you will. The better you know their tendencies the better off you’ll be. Let me know if you 

need anything else. You’ll have every advantage I can get for you.” 

“Thanks, Paul. I’ll take you up on that once I figure out what I might need. Right now I 

think I should just practice with this thing. Maybe take a few low priority assignments. Could 

you swing that for me?” 

“What did you have in mind?” 

“How about Lombard? His usefulness must’ve run its course by now.” 

“You going to give him the same treatment you gave Tully? And don’t give me that, ‘who 

me?’ look.” 

“Did he talk?” 



“He didn’t have to. There were lots of witnesses looking out the windows. Thankfully they 

couldn’t see how you destroyed the car. Drunk on power, huh? I trust that’ll be the last example 

of that.” 

“Couldn’t help it. After all, absolute power corrupts absolutely,” offered Cord with a 

sheepish grin. 

“Never mind,” continued McMaster. “We’re all due at least one screw up. As long as it’s not 

habit forming. I’ll see what I can do about setting you loose on Mack. I know I won’t miss that 

SOB.” 

“You and a lot of others. Oh, by the way, did you get any further information on what sunk 

the ship?” 

“No Cord. And I find it hard to believe it was sunk by a dinosaur.” 

“So you think I hallucinated? If you really believed that you wouldn’t be sending me out on 

this mission. I think you know I saw something. Whether or not it was a pterodactyl is another 

story, I admit.” 

“Cord, listen to me. I don’t want the top brass getting wind of your sighting, savvy? In my 

mind you’re best suited for this job, mentally and otherwise. And I don’t want to have to pull you 

off it for questions of sanity. Plus, you yourself said it was still dark. Also I read in your account 

that it had a metallic gleam to it. Based on this, wouldn’t it seem more plausible that your ship 

struck another ship? Or perhaps even a surfacing submarine?” 

“That sounds reasonable, Paul. But then why no reports of a missing ship or submarine?” 

“The ship might have been smuggling contraband. The owners, in that case, would not want 

to advertise their presence. That part of the Mediterranean is rife with illegal cargo. In the case of 

a submarine, who knows? Our intelligence network is not infallible. If the Russians lost a sub we 

could miss it. No Cord, there are several logical possibilities. Let’s not make up fantastic ones.” 

“Paul, wouldn’t you agree that the items that you’re asking me to retrieve in this mission are 

paranormal? Isn’t it possible that other paranormal forces are at work here? All I’m asking is for 

you to keep an open mind. Maybe do some low level investigation into the phenomena. We may 

not be able to afford to ignore it.” 

McMaster expelled an exasperated sigh. 

“All right Cord. I’ll conduct a low priority investigation, but I’ll not step it up unless I get 

further proof.” 

“That’s all I ask. Please keep me posted.” 

McMaster pondered the mystery after Cord left. He did not once doubt the sanity of his man. 

All of Cord’s points were valid. McMaster couldn’t justify committing more of his resources, 

though, until more evidence was found. Besides he doubted he had the belly for another 

supernatural affair. The crystals were quite enough for now. 

 

 

Maryland: March 7 



 

It was a warm comfortable Maryland night. The well sculpted grounds and paths were stylishly 

lit with waist-high night lights. Above, in his sixth floor luxury apartment, Mack Lombard took 

time to ponder the creature comforts he had surrounded himself with. His stylish condo 

represented only a small part of the wealth he achieved by abusing the powers of his office. 

Getting away with it for as long as he had was impressive considering how Mack had abused 

people and discarded them. One of those people was the ambitious yet clueless Norman Tully, 

who had also abused several promising young agents. This was a mistake. 

 

 

Peter Chen looked forward to his off shift. His current assignment was not what he had 

anticipated as a new graduate from Langley. Still, he reasoned, there were probably dues to be 

paid. Even with an overly romantic view of intelligence work, Peter was a talented young agent 

who had the bad luck of drawing the Mack Lombard department as an assignment. Mack had 

chided that there was no better assignment for an apprentice than to guard his section chief’s 

abode. It wasted Peter’s talents. An offspring of a Japanese mother and a Chinese father, Peter 

was well acquainted with oriental culture. Pacific Rim operations would greatly benefit by him, 

had they only known of him. 

With trained ears Peter recognized the distinctive rhythm of his relief’s footsteps. The light 

from the guardhouse confirmed his deduction so he didn’t bother to go through the usual ID 

showing ceremony. With a jovial pat on the back and a wink Peter was off to enjoy the rest of 

the night. Jeff, only slightly taller than Peter was short by American standards but very tough and 

very organized. Tonight, however, he forewent his usual office ritual and went directly outside. 

At the foot of Mack’s building he stopped, and where Jeff Mueller had been standing the much 

more imposing figure of Cord Devlin now stood. It was time to repay a personal debt with Mr. 

Lombard. He looked forward to the confrontation as he considered the minor problem of 

reaching the sixth floor without tripping any alarms. 

Mack sat at his desk and sensed motion in the shadows of his balcony. Looking up he spied 

the muscular outline of an intruder in the moonlight. His hand was almost on the gun in the 

drawer when the identity of the stranger made him freeze in disbelief. 

“Spiderman?” he uttered with a nervous laugh. 

Before he could level the weapon at the intruder, a web-like substance snatched it out of his 

hand. In spite of this Mack composed himself remarkably well. 

“Cord Devlin? Is that you?” 

The illusion melted away and Cord Devlin stood before him. He laughed, obviously 

enjoying himself. 

“I heard about your encounter with Tully and heard of some weapon you’ve come by. I was 

expecting your visit.” 

“Very clever of you,” chided Cord. 



In point of fact Cord despised Mack even more than Tully. Mack was a public relations type 

of guy who would as soon stab you in the back while commending your talents to your face. At 

least with Tully you knew where you stood. 

“Does that gun represent your brilliant preparation?” 

Mack ignored the question. 

“We knew you had something extraordinary up your sleeve, something I’d like to know 

more about. I could make it well worth your while if you’d let me in on it.” 

“Not a chance,” Cord said with a grin. “I have something else in mind for you. Tully is a 

simpering idiot with delusions of grandeur, but at least he isn’t a traitor.” 

All expression left Mack’s face. 

“A traitor? You’re lucky I don’t have that gun in my hand. Do you know how much of my 

life I’ve devoted to this nation?” 

“Which nation do you mean? Iran? How’s Farhoud these days? Still favoring soccer 

stadiums to pass along secrets?” 

Lombard didn’t expect that. 

“How long have you known?” 

“Quite a while.” 

“Why didn’t you turn me in?” 

“What makes you think I didn’t?” 

Mack was about to say something but then shut his mouth. 

“You’ve been getting and passing along false information,” explained Cord. “You know 

how useful a known mole can be.” 

Mack’s composure waned. His blood ran cold and he had a sick feeling in the pit of his 

stomach. Outwardly, at least, he maintained the appearance of calm. 

“What are you doing to do?” asked Mack. “You’re not here to arrest me.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Because if you were, there’d be a lot of armed agents at the door right now.” 

“Very good. But can’t you think of any reason why I’d want to make this personal? No? 

Well let me refresh your memory with a little story. 

“About three years ago you headed up a joint mission by the NSA and CIA. Its code name 

was Hydra. Another agent, Laura Martel, and I were supposed to infiltrate the Iranian installation 

on the island of Abu Musa in the Persian Gulf. Our orders were to neutralize a computer they 

obtained from the west on the black market. It was designed for meteorological study, but they 

were trying to adapt it for offensive military uses.  

“Anyway, Laura and I trained for the mission at Gitmo. As you know, a big base amongst 

fun loving Cubans, but that kind of training can be isolating. It takes a toll. To me, however, the 

time flew by. I could be with her all the time. Before that we had to steal moments from our 

assignment. I never tired of her. I still have fond memories when I think of Cuba. Anyway, we 

looked forward to completing the mission so we could enjoy each other back in a normal setting. 



“When the day of the mission came, we were well prepared. You saw us off in Kuwait 

where a helicopter picked us up. Bad weather that day. The last leg of our journey was a choppy 

crossing over the Gulf. Reaching Abu Musa, however, we found the weather to be more of an 

obstacle than Iranian security. Laura spoke fluent Persian, which was why she was chosen for the 

mission. 

“In retrospect I’m amazed I wasn’t more concerned about her safety. I suppose I was 

preoccupied with the mission. And I knew she would not accept such a protective attitude 

anyway. 

“We executed perfectly. Even as we were discovered we succeeded in blowing the 

computer. There was only one hitch. Laura was killed. But you knew that since you betrayed us. 

I couldn’t get myself to believe she was dying. Couldn’t accept that I was losing her. I can still 

see her blood reddening the ground as it seeped out of the bullet wound in her head. I held her, 

forgetting my own safety. Her eyes glazed over but in them I could see an urgent message. She 

wanted me to save myself. Stiffly I rose up, my mind torn between staying to die with her or 

fleeing. Even as I was deciding, a sand storm covered my tracks and her blood stains well 

enough for me to eventually escape.” 

“Yes, I remember. Your success caused my Persian friends to have a crisis of confidence 

about me.” 

“I’ll bet they did. They knew we were coming and yet we still succeeded. But at a huge cost 

to me. Back stateside, I reviewed my suspicions about what went wrong. Was there a mole? All 

my leads suggested it was you but I had no proof. My superiors, however, were impressed with 

my conclusions and they arranged for me to come over to the CIA for a while to prove it. I was 

gathering the final proof while I was under you and Tully. It was all I could do to not put a bullet 

in your head. It was Paul McMaster that talked me out of it. We had a better use for you. The top 

brass have been giving you garbage ever since.” 

Cord moved closer to Mack with deadly intent in his eyes. 

“Your latest foray into Cuba was a big mistake. You were too obvious and too bold. 

Homeland Security has decided to retire you. I cheerfully volunteered to expedite that order.” 

Visibly shaken Mack Lombard stood up. 

“I have no problem with retirement. But on my terms. I knew this day would come and I’ve 

made plans. But I still intend to find out your secret.” 

“You won’t be needing retirement plans.” 

Cord went for his weapon but something stung him from behind. Surprised, he wheeled 

around to find Norman Tully standing with a tranquilizer gun. 

“You thought I prepared poorly for your arrival? I think you’ll have to give me more credit,” 

jeered Mack. 

Cord was dumbfounded to find these two bitter enemies working together. They must want 

his secret badly, he thought, as his legs started to buckle. Lying on his side on the floor he braced 

his upper body on one elbow. In a half conscious state he sensed a connection with some distant 



intellect. Not a religious experience. It was something else that he communicated with. The room 

went dark. 

 

 

Western United States: 1870 

 

Tommy Black Hawk rode hard. His only chance was to outdistance the posse. He shuddered to 

think what they might do to a half-breed Indian if they caught up to him. As he rode he cursed 

the land for not providing more cover. The scattered scrub brush and clear blue sky mocked his 

attempts at stealth. Not for the first time he found himself in flight looking for a hiding place. His 

Indian pride and hot temper had bought him similar trouble in the past. This time was more 

serious though. He had taken the life of a white bartender for refusing to serve him. As Tommy 

became belligerent the man had reached for a gun under the bar. If the Indian were any slower it 

would have been his blood spilling onto the saloon floor instead of the barkeep. In any case, the 

white eyes wouldn’t understand his justification. He had several hours of advantage but his 

horse’s sides were lathered. If he didn’t find cover soon, it would be all over. 

Tommy noted the posse closing the distance on him. Cleverly, they led fresh horses and 

changed mounts frequently. Otherwise, they would’ve had no chance of running him to ground. 

The half breed also recognized Frank Tanner’s mount. Some white eyes had been known to give 

an Indian a fair shake. An outlaw named Jamie McCord offered Tommy his horse after 

witnessing the incident at the bar. Tanner, however, was not like Jamie. There would be no fair 

trial if the posse caught him. 

With his horse flagging, Tommy resolved to make a stand in the rock outcropping ahead. 

The posse would arrive shortly. Instinctively, he chose a defensible location high up in the rocks. 

Although steep, it was not a long climb. He dismounted and led the horse up the slope. Settling 

in, he now waited in silence. 

Tommy saw the posse coming and became anxious. He squeezed the trigger prematurely, 

well before his targets were in range. That was a mistake, he thought. I’ve given away my 

location. No choice now but to shoot it out. The posse dismounted and scattered as rifles were 

pulled from saddles. There was sparse cover amongst the rocks for white eyes but the damnedest 

thing was that they were out of range of his six shooters. Tanner would know this and that it was 

just a matter of time. 

Speeding lead bounced off rocks and reverberated into the afternoon. Tommy was out of 

bullets. He also bled from a shoulder wound. The loss of blood started to rob him of his 

alertness. Soon he would drift into sleep, perhaps never to awaken. Time became meaningless as 

his wits dulled. After a period his antagonists stood over him. 

“Looks like he’s lost a lot of blood.” 

“Might as well take him out of his misery,” said Frank with false compassion. 



He aimed his gun and fired. The bullet never reached Tommy for the air around him had 

become like armor. The posse looked on in disbelief as Tommy’s outline faded and disappeared. 

Western pioneers did not know about teleportation. Thunderstruck, only the sonic boom above 

them caused them to look away from Tommy’s last seen resting place. When they looked up 

they saw a white contrail heading east as a robotic serpent made for the depths of the Atlantic 

once more. The Indian’s actions had evoked certain emotions in his pursuers that the robot had 

considered valuable to its purposes. It would be beneficial for the savage to live. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

 

 

Prince Edward Island: Canada: March 6 

 

Andre hadn’t been to Prince Edward Island in years. As a matter of fact, he rarely ventured out 

of French speaking Quebec. Not one to consort with Anglophones, his hatred grew with his self-

imposed isolation. He attributed each personal setback to his imagined suppression of the 

French. An objective person would have realized that his own impatience and greed were at the 

root of his frustrations and not English speaking Canadians. Even for Andre, however, there was 

an exception. He fancied himself tolerating the friendship of Dr. Graham but in truth, he enjoyed 

the man’s company and returned the friendship. 

The University of P.E.I counted itself fortunate to have Professor Graham on their staff. He 

was one of the world’s foremost authorities on particle physics and a frequent advisor to the 

folks at CERN in Switzerland where the large Hadron collider helped solve the mysteries of 

reality. Andre and Jai waited in his office as Andre wondered how to phrase his inquiry in case 

Dr. Graham think him an idiot. The professor entered the room. He was a big man with a 

pleasant demeanor. 

“Andre, good to see you again. But why didn’t you give me more notice. You know I 

would’ve arranged our favorite entertainment.” 

Andre shook his hand. 

“That’s what I was afraid of, Jim. I don’t have enough dollar bills for your diversions.” 

“You know I would’ve lent you all you wanted. I think you were embarrassed around the 

exotic dancers? And you call yourself a Frenchman.” 

Andre grinned nervously and noticed Jai enjoying the exchange. He cleared his throat and 

introduced his Indian companion. 

“Well, be that as it may, I’d like you to meet my new assistant, Jai Brar. Jai this is Dr. 

Graham.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Jai.” 

“Jai is a crackerjack archaeological assistant who I managed to steal away from Professor 

Duncan of Edinburgh University.” 

“Please sit down gentlemen. Would either of you like a cup of coffee?” 

As usual Andre answered for Jai, too. 

“None for us thank you.” 

“Well then, what brings you to the island?” 



“I’m consulting again on the recent Viking finds here and on Nova Scotia. And since I was 

nearby I thought I’d drop by for a visit. Thought you’d enjoy a few questions on physical 

phenomena.” 

“Really? I could’ve sworn I was putting you to sleep whenever I talked about quantum 

physics. Why the sudden interest? It can’t have anything to do with archaeology. Can it?” 

“Let’s suffice it to say that on a recent dig I discovered an artifact that exhibited some weird 

physical properties. I was wondering if it was possible that the ancients knew some forgotten 

technology. Something superior to what we even have today.” 

An open mouthed Graham stood up, went to the door of his office and poked his head out to 

speak to his assistant. 

“Annie. No calls or visitors for a while, okay?” 

After she answered he closed the door to his office and sat back down behind his desk. 

“Okay, what are we talking about here, gentlemen? Levitating objects? Unseen fields? That 

kind of thing?” 

Andre looked at Jai who returned his stupefied gaze. 

“How did you know?” asked Andre. 

“I’m a special science attaché to the National Security Agency of the United States. It’s 

never come up in conversation but I’m an American. You probably noticed that I have made 

several trips a year to the beltway in DC.” 

Andre nodded. 

“Anyway,” continued Graham. “I’ve been briefed on a recently discovered set of crystals 

that have displayed some unusual properties. You might say metaphysical properties. Until this 

minute I didn’t know where they came from other than that they were underground in a place the 

NSA wouldn’t identify. They did say, however, that they had been buried for a few thousand 

years. Are we talking crystals in your case?” 

The look on Jai’s face confirmed it for Graham. 

“Andre, you don’t have these crystals. Do you?” 

“Not all of them.” 

“Not all of them. Man do you know how much trouble you’re in? There are government 

assassins probably bearing down on you right now.” 

Andre became uncomfortable and made a fearful boast. 

“Well, they’re not going to get me behind my Universal Force Field Screen.” 

“So you remembered something of my talk on Universal Field Theory.” 

“Yes,” said Andre impatiently. “Tell me about it.” 

Jim Graham exhaled slowly while trying to think of a way to convince Andre that his best 

course was to give up the crystals. In the meantime he couldn’t resist the opportunity to lecture 

on his favorite subject. 

“Well, essentially it is the accepted belief of the world’s physicists that there are four basic 

forces in the universe. They are the electromagnetic force, gravity and the atomic strong and 



weak forces. The Universal Field Theory states that these four can be resolved into one universal 

force. Now I’m sure you’ve heard of string theory.” 

Both Andre and Jai stared blankly. 

“All right. String theory is the latest mathematics or approach, if you will, to reconcile these 

forces. It’s also the means to unite Einstein’s relativity equations with quantum mechanics. In 

other words, string theory math can describe both planetary scale motions as well as that of 

atomic particles. No single set of equations has been able to do that before.” 

“Any practical applications for this string theory? Can it explain why these crystals do what 

they do?” 

“Well, that’s a good question. If the theory can help us understand the physical nature of the 

universe, I imagine we could develop technologies like you see on Star Trek. Build faster than 

light star ships, for instance. And I suppose there would be other things possible if the tech was 

miniaturized for personal use.” 

Graham got a faraway look in his eyes. It was also a troubled look. 

“What’s the matter, Jim?” 

“I was just thinking. This is pretty dangerous stuff. It’s as if the Mongol hordes had the 

atomic bomb. I shudder to think what havoc man would do if he controlled these forces.” 

“Yes, but what about these star ships you mentioned? Wouldn’t that be a good thing? How 

about a new clean energy economy? Couldn’t this be a golden age if someone with imagination 

harnessed the technology?” 

“I don’t know, Andre. It just seems like man isn’t ready yet. I could see this power being 

abused by someone. Absolute power corrupts absolutely. I hate to say it but I think you should 

lose your crystal.” 

Dr. Graham tried to no avail to convince Andre of the danger he posed to himself and to 

humanity. The French man was fixated on showing off his crystal-enhanced abilities. Indeed the 

things he demonstrated with personal force fields, projecting beams from his fingers, etc., did 

suggest he was able to manipulate the basic forces of the universe. It was incredibly impressive. 

When Graham tried to duplicate the feats with no luck Andre conjectured that the crystals could 

become attuned to the original user’s brain wave signature. He explained that he and Jai couldn’t 

exchange crystals and achieve the same results. 

Now I see why the Americans were so interested in this, thought Graham. He told Andre of 

his relationship with the NSA and their knowledge of metaphysical happenings on a dig, but he 

neglected to tell Andre of a visit he received from two American professors. They were 

apparently operating without the sanction of the NSA. Maybe they were independent or maybe 

they worked for yet another American intelligence concern. Not uncommon for one hand to be 

unaware of what the other was doing in the competitive intelligence community. 

These two professors from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology claimed to know 

Andre. Drs. Phillips and Chen said they were friends with him but that didn’t jibe with what 



Graham knew about Andre’s friends. He decided to warn Andre in person when they met up 

later that night at his hotel. 

 

 

“I don’t know any Phillips or Chen,” Andre said angrily as he leaned forward in his chair. 

Dr. Graham looked around the hotel bar to see if anyone had noticed the outburst. There 

only appeared to be two lovers on the other side of the room but he leaned in anyway to respond. 

“Well, my friend, it looks like you have some interested parties in that crystal of yours. 

Please take my advice and turn it over to the Canadian government. It’s too much of a 

temptation. And I know you’ve been experimenting. You may end up killing yourself or those 

after it will kill you.” 

In another angry outburst Andre declared, “If you think I’d let this advantage fall into the 

hands of English Canada, you’re very much mistaken.” 

Jim Graham looked down in resignation at the conviction of those words. Until now he 

didn’t realize the full depth of hatred that burned in his colleague’s heart. Andre seemed to regret 

his slip but wordlessly left with Jai in tow. 

Outside the building, two joggers in designer sweat clothes witnessed his departure. Their 

Slavic ancestry was not apparent in their features, which is how the FSB recruited all of their 

western assignment agents. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 

 

 

Cairo: March 7 

 

The outskirts of Cairo approached. It had taken Anatoly the better part of two days to get here. 

Avoiding the Egyptian authorities had posed the greatest obstacle to swift travel until finally the 

opportunity came to steal another jeep. Teleportation was not possible. His mind seemed to 

require a period of recuperation between attempts. Instead he suffered through the long and dusty 

trip from the prison. Still in his guise as a prison guard he looked official enough to dispel any 

native curiosity. 

Even with the bustling city of Cairo before him the feeling of loneliness he experienced at 

the pyramids returned. The lone drive in the desert exacerbated his isolation and the imminent 

crowds did nothing to dispel them. He reasoned that the best remedy would be to concentrate on 

the business at hand. On some level, however, he knew that his emotional difficulty in adjusting 

offered a vulnerability to would-be crystal bearers. 

 

 

The sun set on Cairo. A modern observer would be hard pressed to distinguish the twilit city 

from its predecessor of ages long dead. Moonlight is the only illumination tonight due to one of 

the many power outages. Shadows flit about the city as furtive figures go about their business. In 

an alley an outland pair waits impatiently. Even with the sun down, they sweat uncomfortably 

due to their thick northern blood. Eventually, they become still as a stranger approaches. The dim 

moonlight reveals the uniform of a policeman. Not their expected contact. Concealed in the 

doorway of one of the typical dun colored buildings they wait for the official to pass. Instead of 

passing, however, the officer walks directly up to them. He stands there gazing at them and 

finally speaks, but not in Egyptian. It’s fluent Russian with a hint of a Georgian accent. With 

guns half out the dialog makes the strange pair stop short. One of them, Yuri, ventures a 

question. 

“Anatoly?” 

“You didn’t use the password, Yuri. How do I know it’s you?” 

Still somewhat confused, Yuri issued the appropriate words. 

“Nice night, reminds me of Kabul. Have you ever been there?” 

“No, but I’ll be vacationing there next month,” said Anatoly completing the coded ID 

dialogue. 

Satisfied with their visitor’s authenticity Yuri and Josef replace their weapons. 



“Couldn’t they find anyone better to escort me to a safe house?” chided Anatoly. 

Unruffled by the comment Yuri ignores him and asks another question. 

“Have you had surgery, Anatoly?” 

“No, my friend. What you see is an illusion. I’ve created it using a top secret process that 

I’m not authorized to divulge … yet anyway. That’s why I’m going to transmit to Moscow 

tonight at the usual time for our Egyptian operatives. I needed your eyewitness account of this 

ability so my GGU superiors will not think I’ve gone around the bend.” 

Now with Yuri and Josef’s undivided attention Anatoly transformed back to his original 

appearance. Anatoly could see that his comrades were unnerved but were trying not to show it. 

Every Slavic kid was brought up on scary folk tales like the witch, Baba Yaga. With their 

ingrained fear of the supernatural, he was afraid he wouldn’t enjoy the same relationship with 

either of his friends again. Acutely sensitive to loneliness these days he felt a sense of loss. 

Nervously, they escorted him down the street. 

An ultra-sophisticated infrared instrument followed the trio’s departure and differentiated 

each individual via their unique thermal signatures. Their conversation had also been recorded by 

a directional microphone. A young sergeant motioned his subordinates to follow the surveillance 

subjects while he took the instruments’ recordings to his superior. The Sergeant’s Captain was a 

tall well-built man who seemed to thrive in military intelligence and derived special satisfaction 

whenever Russians were involved. The intrigue fascinated him and although he didn’t approve of 

the occasional violence he wasn’t turned off by it either. The sergeant entered the room with the 

IR analysis slide. 

“Let’s see what we’ve got,” said the captain as he put down a copy of a Moscow journal. 

He took the slide from the officer and inserted it into a device resembling a small personal 

computer. In seconds the screen came alive with the image captured on the slide. It appeared as 

the kind of colorful psychedelic art popular in the sixties. Accompanying it was some text and 

the names of the subjects. One of the names caught his eye. 

“Anatoly Dvorak,” he read thoughtfully. 

The full dossier on Dvorak could be gotten from the device but the Captain was very 

familiar with the man. 

“He’s being followed?” asked the Captain. 

“Yes, sir. Two men are tailing him now.” 

“Sergeant, I can tell you that they’ve already lost him. And that’s no reflection on their 

skills.” 

 

 

Major Dobrynin calmly listened to Anatoly over a secured GGU communication channel. He sat 

back in his chair digesting what he was being told. In spite of eyewitness accounts of Anatoly’s 

abilities, the Major found it all too outrageous to believe. But why would witnesses fabricate 



such an incredible story, he thought? In any case, Dobrynin knew the labs at Yalta would expose 

Anatoly if he was lying. 

As the Major pondered this he wondered if the Americans had been looking for something 

such as this. If so, it was lucky that Anatoly was watching the suspected American spy, Dr. 

Stone. But enough speculation. Nothing to do now but wait for results from Anatoly’s upcoming 

examination. Dobrynin expected Anatoly at Yalta by no later than tomorrow morning. 

 

 

“He thinks I’m mad,” said Anatoly just signing off to Moscow. “I could tell it in his voice. Not 

even your eyewitness account convinced him. He wants me to go to Yalta for experimentation.” 

Yuri stiffened at that. Human guinea pigs did not conjure pleasant thoughts. 

“Perhaps if you demonstrated your abilities to them? They might forego any intrusive 

testing.” 

“I suppose I don’t have any choice.” 

“One of the drawbacks of not living in a real democracy,” chided Yuri. 

Anatoly smiled. 

“When is the next flight out?” 

 

 

South Atlantic: March 8 

 

Boredom was the order of the day on board the USS Bridgton. Captain Oakes signed the fuel 

consumption report while restraining a yawn until … 

“We have a contact, Captain, bearing 260,” reported the Sonar man. 

This part of the Caribbean was usually not a hotbed of action. They were east of Cuba so it 

may be a Soviet sub seeking a port. 

“The contact is weak but moving in our direction and closing rapidly.” 

“Can you identify it from the blade count?” 

“No sir! It’s like nothing I’ve heard before and man is it moving.” 

“Slow to one third,” ordered the Captain. 

“One third, aye.” 

“Medium strength contact now. I’m starting to pick up cavitation noises. It’s coming up.” 

“Medium strength already? What’s its speed?” 

“You’re not going to believe this, Captain. Speed is 1-7-0 knots.” 

“Jesus Christ son, are you sure?” 

“I’ve triple checked it, sir.” 

“Ready tubes one and three.” 

“Tubes one and three loaded and ready, sir.” 



“Strong signal now, sir. Readings indicate a huge mass and we’re right in its way. Impact 

imminent.” 

“Fire torpedoes!” 

“Torpedoes away.” 

They exploded not five feet away from the sub killing everyone on board. On the surface a 

turbulent white wash of water jumped into the air. A few seconds later a robotic pterodactyl burst 

from the same spot. 

 

 

Cord dreamed. He dreamed about different places he had been and people he had met. As 

always, Laura figured prominently in the visions but then Lombard reared his ugly face. Like 

phantoms they appeared and faded away. The images flashed across his subconscious like a 

kaleidoscope. Through it all, his mind’s eye calmly watched as if in some theatre. He 

remembered the events of the last several days. But were they real or a dream also? The dreams 

slowed and faded into the gulfs from which they came. As they departed a new sensation 

replaced them, one of motion. Voices also broke upon his reverie, familiar hated voices. Things 

were starting to coalesce and he found himself in a cabin of a private Leer Jet. 

He didn’t look as much as scan the inside of the plane. Tully and Lombard were there along 

with two of Mack’s colleagues, section chiefs McCrea and Fogerty. There was a strangeness 

about his perception and Cord wondered at it until he realized he wasn’t awake. It was like being 

aware that one is in a dream; yet he didn’t doubt the reality of the situation. Lawrence McCrea 

and Thomas Fogerty stood watch over him as they discussed some strategy. He also seemed to 

know that they were flying south over the Atlantic and somehow he knew that their destination 

was Trinidad. 

He tried to stir but whatever drug Tully shot him with was too strong. Some form of sodium 

pentothal he conjectured. The uncanny ability to sense his surroundings in his current state had to 

be a benefit of the crystal, he thought. Earlier on, he discovered he didn’t need it in his 

possession to exercise its gifts or else Lombard and Tully would have possessed it by now. 

Fortunately for him that was the case, otherwise he was sure they would have jettisoned him over 

the ocean by now. He also knew they were still very much in the dark about the crystals. He 

would trust his training to resist the truth serum’s compulsion upon awakening. 

Something shifted his perception to the cockpit. The passengers were unaware but a huge 

radar blip had startled the pilot. 

“Joe, ever seen anything like that?” 

 

 

Mack enjoyed the smooth trip over the ocean so far. Wispy white clouds revealed the tropical 

blue waters of the Caribbean several thousand feet below them. The sun-washed cabin and the 

alcoholic beverages relaxed him and lord knows he needed it after the tense encounter with Cord. 



His adversary now lay bound on the floor next to him. In spite of the stress he looked forward to 

discovering the confined man’s secrets, especially if it gave him an excuse to indulge his sadistic 

nature. 

The newly amicable Norm Tully came over to refill Mack’s glass. At that instant the plane 

shook as if it had been hit by some colossal hammer. The reverberating cabin sounded a bass 

note. Men flew across the compartment. The engines roared wildly as if restrained until they lost 

power. None aboard could have realized that they were caught in a powerful tractor beam. 

Cord awoke on an unfamiliar beach. His unconscious awareness did not fill in the details 

between the pilot’s radar blip and now. He surveyed his surroundings and saw the wreckage of 

the plane half in the water and half out. It had been torn in half. Bloodied bodies were strewn 

around on the white sand, but they were alive thought Cord, as he noted the rising and falling 

chests. He also noted that he was still bound. 

As if on cue, the others started to rouse. With no serious injuries, Mack got to his feet first. 

He looked around and met Cord’s gaze with a look of horror. 

“Tully, he’s awake. Quick, inject him!” he commanded. 

Norm snapped instantly awake sensing the fright in Mack’s voice. 

“I don’t have any more darts. They must have been lost in the crash.” 

“We can’t take any chances. We’ll have to shoot him. McCrea use your gun.” 

McCrea leveled the gun at Cord but never fired. A mentally generated force packet hurled 

him backwards to be impaled on the jagged sheet metal of the destroyed plane. Dried blood 

mixed with fresh as he hung there. 

“Fogerty, get him,” yelled Mack. 

But Fogerty did not have the belly for it after witnessing the fate of his associate. Cord 

looked around for any other possible threats. Satisfied that the fight had been taken out of them 

he applied a force packet, emanating at right angles to his body. The restraints snapped like 

twigs. The pain of returning circulation made him grimace but Cord stood slowly and walked 

over to Mack. Standing face to face, Cord applied a round house kick to the side of his head. It 

was clumsy since he was stiff but Mack wasn’t fast enough to avoid it. He collapsed to the 

ground like a sack of potatoes. 

Now Cord took stock of his situation. Wherever they were it was hot, but a strong wind was 

blowing the palm trees from the ocean. 

“Where the hell are we?” demanded Cord. 

This query was answered with blank stares until finally Norm Tully spoke. 

“We were on our way to Trinidad before we were hit. I’d say we’re somewhere between the 

Bahamas and Puerto Rico.” 

“Did you see what hit us?” 

“No. But it didn’t feel like any heat-seeking missile or other explosive projectile. It felt like 

something grabbed us.” 



Cord thought about that for a while and his mind wandered back to the stricken ship in the 

Mediterranean. The pterodactyl? McMaster would not want to hear that. 

“We better start walking inland. We might meet up with civilization.” 

“Are you going to kill us?” asked Mack, just getting up. 

“It depends on how much trouble you become. Now move!” 

Cord had his old enemies in his power and felt pretty smug about it. The pilots died in the 

crash so only four men walked off into the jungle. 

The leafy canopy overhead only allowed green tinted light to filter through. The jungle 

reached in on them from all sides. Various cuts and abrasions decorated the arms of the lost men. 

Cord herded them on a perpendicular course from the shore. Mack and Norm, not suited to hikes 

in overgrown jungles, required frequent rests. Even so, years of training had taught Cord to take 

the route that provided the most cover. 

“I think I see something!” yelled Fogerty excitedly. 

At that instant the staccato of an automatic submachine gun interrupted the jungle noises. 

Cord saw Thomas Fogerty nearly cut in half as his bloodied body slumped at a queer angle. All 

three remaining men dropped to the ground. Almost reflexively, Cord projected a force packet 

toward the area where the gunshots came from. The assault ceased as trees splintered and fell 

around the area. The next instant, however, dirt exploded around Cord’s ears as bullets bounced 

off the ground not six inches from his head. The enemy was behind him. 

“On your knees muchachos,” said the soldier. “And put your hands over your heads.” 

There were five of them in Cuban uniforms. After several minutes of searching Cord, they 

gave up on finding the weapon that apparently killed their comrade. The bewildered Cubans 

bound their captives’ hands behind their backs and marched them to their camp. Had he been 

alone, Cord would’ve escaped by now, but he had a new resolve to get the traitors back state-side 

for interrogation. Tully working with Lombard had caught him off guard and he was curious 

about their relationship. 

The jungle brush began to thin out. Forest noises gave way to the sounds of heavy 

machinery. The party exited the jungle under the watchful gaze of technicians taking a break 

from their work on Russian MIGs. Walking across the hot tarmac airfield they approached a 

heavily guarded building. Cord now wondered about his chances of escaping with his two 

traitorous captives. In the distance a MIG fired up its engines in preparation for takeoff. The 

noise deafened and would get louder still. He noted the din and filed the observation away for 

possible use. 

 

 

Inside the building they were brought to a Cuban General, Juan DeJesus, who could’ve passed 

for a fat Castro. He casually puffed on a cigar to further accentuate the resemblance. The captive 

group interrupted a conversation between him and his right hand man, Colonel Ramon Figueroa. 



“Señor Mack. Good to see you again,” he said in heavily accented English. He stood up 

from his high backed chair and shook hands. The Colonel noted the introductions and then 

politely excused himself. 

“You don’t know how happy I am to see you, Juan. Didn’t know what my chances were 

during that little nature walk in your jungle.” 

“You didn’t care for it? A lot of my men wish they could take a patrol or two in the shade. 

But tell me how did you come to be here?” 

“I’m afraid my operation has been blown. I was forced into my retirement plan. We were 

flying south to Trinidad, when my plane crashed. Until a few moments ago I didn’t know where 

I was.” 

“I see. Too bad about your career. But we all knew your service to our side wouldn’t last 

forever. Now who do we have here? Amigos?” 

“That one isn’t.” He pointed at Cord. “My last piece of transmitted intelligence was to 

concern this man. His name is Cord Devlin and I strongly urge you to tranquilize him. He is very 

dangerous.” 

“Why don’t we just shoot him?” 

“He has some vital intelligence that needs to be extracted. It could tip the balance of power 

in the world.” 

“These must be powerful secrets.” 

“Yes they are, and I will brief you and Major Dobrynin in Moscow as soon as he is put 

under.” 

General DeJesus gave the appropriate orders and Colonel Ramon Figueroa executed them 

faithfully including tranquilizing Cord who was then placed in a cell, unconscious. Mack 

Lombard was surprised at the relative ease with which Cord was overpowered. Mack and Norm, 

now unbound and given free reign, followed the General down the corridor to the secure satellite 

communications room. 

The General was disinclined to believe the incredible tale Lombard told him but changed his 

mind when Major Dobrynin confirmed the story. One of Dobrynin’s agents, Anatoly Dvorak, 

also experienced this strange gift. Signing off to Moscow, Mack now turned to the general. 

“Now do you see why it is so important to keep Mr. Devlin tranquilized?” 

“But how do we learn his secrets if he is not conscious?” 

“There is such a thing as the semiconscious. We can fool that. You Cubans could learn a 

thing or two from the CIA. By using certain drugs and applying different stimuli we can make 

him believe he’s anywhere we wish or that we’re people he trusts.” 

“And how long will all this take? Certainly much longer than our persuasive physical 

methods.” 

“No, I know this man. I don’t believe you can break him with physical torture.” 

“All right, Señor Mack, I’ll leave it in your hands, but I reserve the right to take over after 

you have had sufficient time to break him.” 



“Oh, I think he’ll break all right. With the information the major gave us about his agent, all 

I need do is find where Cord has stowed the crystal. That’s what gives him these extraordinary 

abilities. I’ll need a room and some stereo equipment.” 

“I can have the interrogation room outfitted with all the speakers you need.” 

“That would be fine. Let’s get started.” 

Both men stood up and walked toward the door. Mack turned the handle and pulled with 

some effort. The door remained closed. The general tried the door with the same results when 

Mack noticed Norm still sitting in the corner grinning. Mack and Juan had almost forgotten he 

was there. 

“You think this is funny, Norm?” asked Mack in an irritated tone. 

“Norm? Norm is probably coming to right now in the cell meant for me.” 

Norm’s appearance dissolved to reveal Cord actually sitting in the chair. He seemed to be 

enjoying himself. Too late Mack realized the futility of trying to contain such abilities. He 

wished he’d left Cord back at his apartment either drugged or dead. As far as he knew only agent 

Anatoly Dvorak could cope with Cord now. 

 

 

Moscow: March 8 

 

Major Alexi Dobrynin leaned back in his chair contemplating this new information. He, like 

General DeJesus, also wouldn’t have believed Mr. Lombard’s story had it not been for the report 

from Cairo on Anatoly Dvorak. Something amazing was happening and he believed it could not 

be in better hands than the GGU’s. He must instruct Anatoly Dvorak to seek out and crush the 

competition. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

 

 

Cuba: March 8 

 

Cord walked down the poorly lit corridor toward the building exit. The Cuban soldiers saluted to 

him in his guise as their general. His heart raced with excitement. How easy it was to maintain 

this façade. It was all he could do to keep from laughing. His professional instincts, however, 

made him concentrate on the immediate goal. The sunlight at the end of the hall was only fifty 

paces away. 

 

 

Colonel Figueroa knocked on the general’s door, a door he exited not ten minutes before. As 

General DeJesus’s second in command, he frequently consulted with the general about base 

business. The pair of officers shared an informal closeness that wasn’t typical in any military. 

The colonel was made privy to information that others of his rank would be kept ignorant of. No 

answer came. The colonel, not as abashed by rank as some of his peers, boldly walked in. The 

sightless gazes of the general and his American friend told a grim story. Hesitating long enough 

to discover their broken necks he sounded the alarm. 

 

 

Twenty steps from the outside, a klaxon roared in Cord’s ear. It triggered a flurry of action all 

around him. Men ran all about on urgent business. Got to pick up the pace, he thought. Cord 

started to run. Somebody called to him and he recognized the general’s last name but didn’t 

understand the rest of the Spanish dialogue. He ignored it and kept running. Warning shots fired. 

Seems like they want me to stop, he thought. Cord ionized the air about him and directed a beam 

back down the corridor into the firing soldiers. The blast shook the building. Parts of the ceiling 

along with the lighting slumped downward. Several more force packets caused a debris-laden 

cloud thick enough to mask Cord’s exit. Once outside, he directed several ionized particle beams 

at some standing MIGs. The concussions quickened the already frenzied activity all over the 

grounds. Flames and smoke engulfed most of the base. As Cord expected, all the Cubans’ efforts 

focused on dousing the flames near the MIGs lest the air-to-air missiles explode. 

 

 



Norm Tully could hear the commotion coming from upstairs. He knew Cord Devlin had 

something to do with it. Cord had been clever in making the guards see him as Devlin. Tully’s 

claim that he was not Devlin fell on deaf ears as the Cuban soldiers led him away to lock up. 

Cord, disguised as Tully in the meantime, walked in the opposite direction with the general and 

Mack. His eyes betrayed the coldest humor as he had looked back at Norm Tully in the rough 

grip of the guards. 

The mirror in the cell reflected Tully’s true appearance just a few moments ago. Devlin must 

be done with my image, he thought. In any case, Norm’s immediate problem was trying not to 

get buried alive in the basement of a building that was on fire and collapsing. The guard had long 

since abandoned his post leaving his prisoner unattended. Norm yelled and banged on the bars 

with a piece of metal off his cot. Finally, someone came. It was a firefighter in an asbestos 

costume. He doused some of the minor flames with a fire extinguisher and then turned to Norm 

in the cell. He walked to within six feet of the bars. 

“Get me out of here,” shouted Norm frantically. 

The man just stood there. Norm tried reasoning with him. 

“Your general won’t be happy to learn you let one of his prize prisoners die.” 

Still no response. 

“Can’t you understand me?” 

Hysterical, Norm tried to grab the man through the bars but the firefighter remained 

tantalizingly out of reach. Finally, the man reached up and pulled off his headgear. It was Cord 

Devlin. From inside his suit he produced a Kalashnikov rifle. Norm backed up till he was against 

the rear wall of his cell. Cord leveled the Soviet-made weapon at his old boss and fired. 

The noise of fire and explosions drowned out the loud report of the gun. When Cord exited 

the building one more time the Cubans were beginning to get it under control. Now in the guise 

of a pilot he approached one of the MIGs and got in unhindered. Recalling his training on these 

planes, he switched on the ignition, starter motors, and then turned on the high pressure cock. 

Pressing the starter button he listened for the mounting whine of the engines. Opening the 

throttles he taxied toward the runway. It was a jerky ride but without further hesitation he started 

down the runway and accelerated to airspeed. Guns fired upon the plane, but too late. The MIG 

soared skyward while all potential pursuit planes burned on the runway. 

 

 

En route to Yalta: March 8 

 

The Aeroflot trip to Yalta bored Anatoly. He knew the propaganda magazines by heart. Even the 

view didn’t impress him. The picturesque Turkish landscape frequently peaked through billowy 

white clouds but he had seen it many times before. The monotonous drone of the engines made 

Anatoly feel drowsy until a peculiar sensation overcame him and he grasped the arms of his seat 



in panic. What was happening? All at once he was outside the plane. Eventually, he realized he 

was having an out-of-body experience since he still felt his hands clutching the seat. 

Anatoly now viewed the plane from the outside. The sun glared off the aluminum hull. He 

looked down and recognized the Turkish town passing beneath them. Calmer now, he noted that 

he kept pace with the jet but felt no wind rush. It was as if he was floating, like in a dream. Of 

course, how could an entity composed purely of thought feel anything else? 

 

 

The robotic pterodactyl updated Anatoly’s location and bearing. The supercomputer mistook 

Anatoly’s weary state of mind for unconsciousness. As such, it subjected Anatoly to a potentially 

damaging active scan rather than passive. The rough handling could weaken him and bring 

unbalance to the conflict the dragon nurtured. It would have to correct and compensate. 

 

 

Anatoly along with his senses returned to the plane’s interior. He was in a cold sweat and 

realized he held his breath. The man beside him was staring and a flight attendant leaned over 

him. 

“Are you all right, sir?” 

He paused for a moment to take stock of himself. 

“Yes, I think so. May I have a drink, please?” 

“I’ll get you some water.” 

“No! Vodka,” retorted Anatoly. 

While the flight attendant busied herself with the task, he went to the lavatory. Once inside 

he shut the door and splashed cold water on his face. He sat on the toilet and leaned back to 

think. 

It must have been the damned crystal, he thought. I must have accidentally activated it. Must 

be careful until I’ve learned all its secrets. 

Feeling somewhat better he returned to his seat and downed the vodka. A man, several rows 

back, with a curious expression on his face focused his attention on Anatoly. He mentally noted 

the condition of the subject of his assigned surveillance. 

 

 

Major Dobrynin greeted Anatoly at the airport. He used any excuse to visit the Crimean 

peninsula. Compared to Moscow it was a tropical paradise. 

“How was your trip, Anatoly?” 

“I had a weird out-of-body experience. Want to hear about it?” 

“No, thank you. But our experts at the lab would be interested, I’m sure.” 

Still the disbelieving tone. 



“Major, to be totally honest, I don’t relish the idea of being experimented on. Wouldn’t my 

abilities be better used in some global trouble spot?” 

“Anatoly, I appreciate your frankness but I think you’ve misunderstood me. Yalta 

laboratories research parapsychology. They won’t be dissecting you.” 

The major’s sense of humor, infrequently used, made Anatoly smile. 

“Then you believe me?” 

“I believe in the possibility,” replied the major. “Do you have the crystal?” 

“Yes. Here it is.” 

“Looks like an ordinary diamond. About two-and-a-half to three carats in size, I would 

guess. So you just visualize the person you’re trying to appear as?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well then, let me try it.” 

A moment passed as the major closed his eyes. 

“All right Anatoly, who do I look like?” 

To keep from laughing Anatoly had to exercise enormous self-control. 

“You look the same, sir.” 

“Really? Well that’s disappointing. Enough of that for now. Let’s get in the car where we 

can talk with complete security.” 

The waiting car drove them to the lab complex. 

 

 

In an empty office in the top secret complex, a pair of anonymous GGU officials shared some 

whispered information. Anatoly demonstrated his new found illusional abilities for the major and 

them. 

“Very impressive,” commented Major Dobrynin, while shaking his head in awe. “You can 

do that without the crystal?” 

“I’ve done similar exercises with it in the next room. But I don’t know how far I can be from 

it.” 

“After we’ve finished talking, give it to one of the technicians. That way we’ll save time 

since we can examine you and it at once.” 

“Save time? Is there some schedule I should be aware of?” 

“If you’re hoping to get back in the field your wish is going to come true. I want to get you 

out on a special assignment as quickly as possible.” 

“What kind of assignment?” 

“Earlier today I got a message from our Cuban friends. Apparently, they captured several 

Americans near their Sabana air base. A couple of things bothered me about that. One is that the 

base is supposed to be secret. And two, one of our top American moles was among the prisoners. 

And if that isn’t enough Cord Devlin was with them, supposedly with abilities such as yours.” 

“Cord Devlin?” 



“Yes. Hearing about him is when I started to believe your story. Forgive me if I was a little 

skeptical before.” 

“Cord Devlin?” repeated Anatoly. “He could be a real problem. I’d better get out there 

now.” 

“No!” said the major. “I think we can risk a couple of days of research and maybe find 

something to overwhelm him. So please be patient. I’m sure the Americans are doing the same.” 

“Yes, sir. Shall we start the testing immediately then?” 

“By all means, the technician is waiting for you on the first floor. Good luck.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

The major noted Anatoly’s eagerness to test himself against Cord Devlin. That was a good 

sign. They would represent the final battle for the crystals, or so he thought. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 6 

 

 

Sabana Air Base: Cuba, March 8 

 

The Cuban air base was a virtual beehive of activity. Men were frantically trying to douse 

flames. Explosions abounded everywhere as reservoirs of fuel ignited. The fires raged for hours 

until finally the tide began to turn. A semblance of order now began to take place as organized 

groups carried out their specific tasks. With the fire now under control, Colonel Ramone 

Figueroa began to turn his attention to the cause of the chaos. General DeJesus was dead and 

now it was his responsibility to avenge this destruction. How could he get pay-back? Fortunately 

the control tower was undamaged. Per his orders the controllers tracked Señor Devlin’s plane. 

Even though Cord was flying low enough to elude radar, the newly designed tracking system 

picked him up via an on-board varying frequency transmitter through a Russian satellite link. 

“Where is Señor Devlin now?” inquired the colonel. 

“He is approaching the southern tip of Andros Island, sir. And he’s flying at low speeds. 

Probably to conserve fuel. I estimate it at 315 knots, well below Mach 1.” 

Fortunately for the colonel his air base was at the extreme southeastern tip of Cuba and the 

plane which Cord Devlin stole had been in the queue to be refueled. His flying time would be 

limited. He had no fuel reserves for any misleading course maneuvers and he would have to 

traverse almost the entire length of Cuba to get back home. 

“Can we activate the self-destruct on that plane?” 

“I’ll let you know in a moment.” 

The controller rolled his chair over to an impressive looking electronic console. Deftly, he 

started to punch the appropriate buttons and type at the keyboard. The Russian advisors trained 

his staff well, thought Ramone. 

“I have positive contact. We can activate it.” 

“Then do so,” ordered Figueroa. He didn’t want to get in a dogfight with American fighters. 

And, by the time he had Cuban fighters scrambled, Cord would be close to their airspace. 

“It is set but there is a five minute countdown.” 

“Five minutes! Why so long?” 

“Because the system was designed to be used if a pilot lost possession of his aircraft, as in 

this case. If he regained control he may have enough time to cancel self-destruct.” 

“All right. How far can he get in five minutes anyway? Maintain the signal.” 

 



 

Great Bahama Bank: March 8 

 

What a tradeoff. Cord had a limited amount of fuel, which made high altitude flying attractive 

but would increase his chances of being detected. Low altitude flying minimized the possibility 

of detection but used more fuel. Being unfamiliar with the MIG, he decided not to risk a dogfight 

even if it meant running out of fuel. At least there were no pursuit planes on his radar. The good 

news was that he may have just enough fuel to reach Miami, or so he thought. 

 

 

Sabana Air Base: Cuba March 8 

 

“200 seconds remaining on the countdown timer, Colonel.” 

“Good, send out any reconnaissance planes in the area to confirm the kill.” 

“There are two in the air now that are close. I can reroute them.” 

“Just in case he jettisons, instruct them to ensure the death of any parachutist, too.” 

“I don’t think Devlin will have enough reaction time before his plane is destroyed, sir.” 

“Just the same, issue those orders. We didn’t think he’d be able to escape this base either, 

but look what happened.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

 

 

NORAD Florida: March 8 

 

A NORAD computer in Florida tracked an unidentified plane coming out of Cuba. 

“Sir, looks like we have a Cuban MIG taking an unusual flight plan,” reported a console 

operator. 

Major Burke looked up sharply from his paperwork and retorted with, “Give me its location, 

heading and speed.” 

“Presently over Andros Island. It’s heading directly for Miami at Mach 0.5.” 

“Scramble two fighters! When they’re that close to home we challenge first and ask 

questions later. Tell them to get in close enough for short range weapons if they can. Maybe they 

can avoid a confrontation before having to fire.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

 

 

Great Bahama Bank: March 8 

 



The self-destruct timer under Cord’s seat read 119 seconds. He flew on oblivious to the danger. 

A sound jolted his attention away from the sunset on the horizon to the radar panel. Two 

American fighters closed fast. Cord had expected this. They’re probably transmitting the 

‘identify friend or foe’ signal. Cord didn’t know how to respond to the IFF, so he would have to 

communicate visually. To allow for that he hoped the interceptors would not be using long range 

weapons. A good bet since it was standard procedure to give a Cuban MIG every chance to leave 

US airspace before being fired upon. The close proximity of the two countries almost demanded 

this kind of policy in lieu of engaging in skirmishes on a daily basis. 

 

Countdown timer: 102 

 

The highly skilled American pilots were now in visual range and closing at high Mach 

speeds. The setting sun shimmered off the water a mere 200 feet below. 

“Command base this is Blue 1. The MIG ignores our IFF.” 

“Blue 1 this is Major Tomlin, fire a warning shot past his nose. If that fails to stop him shoot 

it down. We can’t afford to dance with him this close to a major population center.” 

“This is Blue 1. Acknowledged.” 

Tracer bullets passed within fifty feet of the MIG’s nose. 

 

Countdown timer: 97 

 

Cord waggled his wings in an attempt to broadcast his peaceful intent. There was a 

momentary lapse in his escorts’ actions, but just for a moment. Rapid high pitched beeping 

resounded around the cabin as the radar screen fairly screamed for attention. Two heat-seeking 

missiles bore down on him. Can’t afford to conserve fuel now. Cord sighted a small atoll passing 

beneath him. He jammed the throttle open and headed for the island accelerating past Mach 2. 

The missiles were close. Timing better be spot on or it’ll all be over, he thought. Got to get close 

enough to the island to shoot. The water passed beneath him in a dizzying blur. With the MIG at 

maximum speed now Cord noted the missiles closed too fast. He would have to risk discharging 

his own missiles now. His thumb pressed the button. Two contrails streaked away from him 

toward the small island. His missiles explosions created an alternate heat source as he’d planned, 

but now he had to pull away quickly to fool the pursuing missiles’ tracking system. Cord pulled 

back hard on the stick and jetted straight up. The steep climb pushed him back into his seat with 

many times his own weight. At the same time his vision tunneled he heard explosions. Were 

those his missiles? Or theirs? A huge fireball leaped skyward after a thunderous concussion. 

Now it was a matter of waiting. Cord braced for the unknown. If he were unsuccessful his 

life would soon be snuffed out by the missile’s impact into his exhaust. He waited for seemingly 

an eternity. He was still alive. He leveled off. “Listen!” his mind ordered. The offending beeping 

was still there. Radar confirmed that one missile had not been fooled. Apparently, it had lagged 



far enough behind the first one to be confused only. It must have gone between the island and the 

MIG’s exhaust with an equal compulsion to chase both or it would have struck already. Cord 

was now at an altitude of 6500 feet with no time to duplicate the alternate heat source strategy. 

He maxed out the throttle again hoping he had enough fuel to accomplish the maneuver. Again 

he misjudged the missile’s speed. No time to think. He slammed the stick to the right and tried to 

execute as close to a 90 degree course change as possible. Tunnel vision closed off his 

perception again. Cord tried to focus on the radar screen. He had escaped. 

 

Countdown timer: 41 

 

The two American planes were circling, witnessing the drama. 

“Command Base, this is Blue Leader. The MIG has eluded two rockets and has not 

counterattacked. He had ample opportunity. He may be trying to defect.” 

“Blue Leader, this is command base, we concur with that. Escort him in at low altitude but if 

he veers off shoot him down.” 

 

Countdown timer: 29 

 

Cord breathed a sigh of relief and settled back into his seat. The high G force maneuvers 

made him feel like he’d been beaten up. The American pilots were now assuming a peaceful 

posture alongside, motioning Cord to follow. He waved his consent and proceeded, low fuel 

warning light going unnoticed. The painful reminder came seconds later as the roar of the turbine 

engines became intermittent. Cord cut into the reserve fuel tanks. They were empty. 

 

Countdown timer: 12 

 

The plane started into a flat spin. 

 

Countdown timer: 9 

 

No choice but to eject. 

 

Countdown timer: 8 

 

The mechanism jammed. 

 

Countdown timer: 7 

 

He fell behind his escorts. 



 

Countdown timer: 6 

 

Cord tried to free the mechanism with some well-placed blows. 

 

Countdown timer: 5 

 

It loosened. 

 

Countdown timer: 4 

 

Frantically, he kept pressing the button. 

 

Countdown timer: 3 

 

The cockpit disappeared from his vision. He was outside the plane in a violent jet stream. 

With his peripheral vision he caught a glimpse of the craft spinning away, out of control. Cord 

rapidly decelerated into a float as the parachute unfurled with a tug. 

 

Countdown timer: 2 

 

Countdown timer: 1 

 

Countdown timer: 0 

 

A deafening blast burst upon his ears. The plane turned into a fiery ball of shrapnel. The 

explosion hurled Cord away as he revolved around his parachute like a straw in the wind. 

Cuban recon planes arrived just in time to witness the MIG’s destruction. 

“Command base this is Blue Leader. The MIG exploded a few seconds after the pilot 

ejected. It looked as though he was running out of fuel and lost control. Also we have a visual on 

two Cuban recon planes. It may have been a set up.” 

“Blue Leader this is Major Burke, we will try to recover the pilot. Get a fix on his 

splashdown position.” 

“Affirmative, this is Blue … Wait the Cuban planes are trying to hit the parachutist!” 

Now freely floating down, Cord made an unwelcome observation. The Cubans were not 

satisfied with the destruction of his escape vehicle. They were after him. At least outside the 

plane he could use his personal weaponry. Although he did not know the range or power of his 

abilities, here was a perfect time to find out. Taking careful aim he fired an ionized particle beam 

at the wing of one of the oncoming planes. It still came. Cord prepared for another attempt but 



stopped to notice a tear propagating across the wing’s skin. A huge sheet of metal flapped in the 

wind. With the aerodynamic flow severely compromised, the plane pitched wildly before settling 

into a death spiral. Cord watched it tear itself to pieces. He felt a huge rush of relief knowing he 

was not helpless. The other Cuban pilot risked the ire of his commander rather than face possible 

death. He turned for home. 

Again Cord floated in the sea, a victim of a failed craft. This time, however, his whereabouts 

were known by hopefully friendly parties. Yellow dye from the ejection seat marked his location. 

The American fighters circled once and disappeared over the horizon. Now it was just a matter 

of time before a rescue helicopter picked him up. Nothing to do but wait, thought Cord, as he 

bobbed up and down. The ejection seat provided excellent flotation. He should have no trouble 

staying afloat in the calm sea. 

 

 

NORAD Florida: March 8 

 

“Find out what’s taking that rescue helicopter so long,” ordered Major Burke. 

“Heavy weather, sir. A squall came up in a hurry. Its hampering the closest rescue 

helicopter’s headway.” 

The officer diverted the major’s attention to his weather radar screen. 

“A freakish sea squall just materialized southeast of the MIG pilot’s position and is gaining 

strength. It’s moving toward him on a northwesterly course. A storm like this is unusual, but it 

happens. It’s forcing our helicopters back.” 

Another man spoke. 

“Major, I’ve just confirmed. Our helicopters cannot penetrate the area.” 

“Goddamn it!” swore the Major. “It’s like somebody doesn’t want us to have him.” 

 

 

Well below the depth of the most advanced nuclear subs the alien super brain manipulated events 

by exerting control over the weather. This time it didn’t do it independently. It received 

instructions from across impossible distances on the spatial plane. An intelligence keenly 

interested in the workings of earthly society drew up plans for humanity that defied 

understanding. 

 

 

Great Bahama Bank: March 8 

 

Cord began to worry. He had expected a rescue by now. The darkening skies looked ominous 

and the wind had picked up sharply. In the last few moments the waves developed white caps. 

The floating jetsam that Cord clung to bounced around violently. 



He replayed the scene in his head of the American fighters circling. He thought he 

understood the meaning of such a gesture. Was he wrong? Were they actually going to abandon 

him? If that were the case, his options were few. He was mentally fatigued from the frequent use 

of his metaphysical abilities. Before he could use them again with any potency, Cord needed to 

rest a while. Destroying the Cuban recon plane made him realize that one’s own mind was a 

limiting factor. It became weary from translating the force into useful phenomena. However, 

Cord also knew he could not have performed such acts when the crystal was first in his 

possession. His mind was adapting, growing stronger. He had exercised it by experimenting and 

so far his arsenal included projection weapons and illusional disguises, but he was sure there 

were other latent abilities he had yet to discover. How much stronger would he get? He did not 

know but it wouldn’t matter if he didn’t extricate himself from his present dilemma. 

The wind whipped the water into a white froth. Alternately raised and lowered by waves, 

Cord stole glances at an oddity several hundred yards away. A patch of water darkened and 

started to move toward him. Something big had risen up from the bottom and was now just under 

the sea’s surface. Having faced off against a shark recently Cord half hoped that the mysterious 

patch would prove to be an earthly foe. Fear clutched at his stomach, however, as he guessed 

what it might be. If only McMaster could see his fantasy sea monster now, he thought. He barely 

breathed as it closed on him. This thing would dwarf a whale. Damn, it knows I’m here. It’s 

toying with me. It harmlessly passed beneath him. Eventually, though, the water parted and a 

black hulk surfaced as if in slow motion. Water flowed off its hide in sheets but Cord relaxed as 

he recognized an American submarine. 

 

 

Wrapped in a blanket and sipping a hot mug of coffee, Cord allowed himself the luxury of letting 

his mind wander. The subs’ galley was cramped but it was still infinitely preferable to being on 

the outside. Captain Fratelli sat across the table from Cord and carefully observed his every 

move. The boat’s master, resembling a graying Clark Gable, seemed skeptical that a single man 

could steal a MIG and escape a Cuban military installation. He did not need Major Burke’s 

orders to remain vigilant until Cord’s story was checked out. 

Ian Fratelli still had the incident with the USS Bridgton on his mind and it made him tense. 

Accidental torpedo detonation, they said. It just didn’t feel right. Captain Oakes, a close friend, 

was at least as thorough as Ian in matters of ship safety. He was sure that something else had 

happened to the Bridgton and until the fictional account was refuted he wasn’t about to take any 

chances with his own ship. By order of the captain, security dogged Cord’s movements all over 

the sub. Who was to say this wastrel wasn’t part of some Cuban sabotage plot, thought Fratelli. If 

he was, however, he certainly didn’t show any concern about being found out. As a matter of fact 

his whole attitude was casually indifferent. His only care seemed to be sipping his coffee. Is it 

the assurance of a man who was telling the truth? Maybe, but Ian couldn’t help but feel that the 

man was hiding something. 



“Good coffee?” asked Ian. 

“It beats sea water,” replied Cord. 

“Not by much, I’ll bet.” 

They both grinned. 

“It was starting to look pretty nasty out there. You’re lucky we showed up when we did.” 

“Yes. I was starting to think someone forgot about me.” 

Conversation was awkward. 

“So tell me, Mr. Devlin, how do you know Paul McMaster?” 

Cord, seemingly coming out of a daze, smiled and put his mug down. 

“Captain, I know my story sounds a little bit fantastic. And I admit I’ve left out certain 

details on purpose. Soon, though, McMaster will be in contact with you and he’ll vouch for me. 

He knows me well from my days at the NSA right through freelancing for the CIA. But I’ll be 

happy to answer any and all questions that don’t compromise my mission’s security. First I’d 

like to ask the captain’s permission to borrow a shower and a bunk for a while. I’ve had a very 

tiring day.” 

The captain’s expression softened a bit due to Cord’s admission that he did leave certain 

facts out of his story. He guessed that there may be a bigger American intelligence presence in 

Cuba than he thought. That would explain the ease of Cord Devlin’s escape. 

“Yes, I guess you have. I’ve been negligent as a rescuer. Simms will set you up with both.” 

The black security man stepped forward. 

“We’ll talk later when you’re up to it,” added the ship’s master. 

“Thank you, Captain.” 

Cord gulped down the remaining coffee and entered the corridor. Out of the corner of his 

eye he noticed the captain giving the “watch him” signal to Simms. Not that it mattered, Cord 

would sleep well anyway. 

For such a giant submarine the corridor was very narrow. The communications’ officer had 

to turn sideways as he rushed the communiqué from Paul McMaster to Captain Fratelli. The 

message contained confirmation of Cord’s identity and a coded inscription to be given to Cord, 

which only he could translate. 

The submarine cruised along at a depth of 200 meters. Far below them where the light 

became nonexistent and enormous pressures threatened to crush any living thing an alien 

awareness sensed the sub and its significant occupant. 

 

 

Florida bound: March 9 

 

Cord awoke refreshed. He collected his expected message and then proceeded to bolt down his 

breakfast. Captain Fratelli, being more at ease with him now, engaged in small talk while giving 

him a tour of the sub. Afterwards, Cord returned to his cabin to translate his orders. The message 



read: PROCEED TO MIT LABS FOR CRYSTAL ORIENTATION AND MISSION 

INFORMATION UPDATE. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 7 

 

 

Atlantic City, N.J.: March 9 

 

Nick put his drink down with a crash. Some of the alcoholic mix sloshed out onto the green felt 

table. Disgustedly he threw his cards back at the dealer. 

“Rough night tonight, hey Nick?” chided the dealer. 

“Just shut up and deal the cards. I’m bound to get lucky soon.” 

“The customer’s always right.” The dealer grinned and dealt a new hand. “Try these.” 

Nick looked down and tried not to show emotion. His hand was worse than before. The total 

was twelve. 

“Hit me!” 

He picked up the new card. It was a king. 

“God damn it, I’m busted. All right, I’ve got enough for one more hand and that’s it.” 

His concentration was broken by the cheer sent up from across the room. He turned to see a 

denser than usual crowd by the craps tables. 

“What’s going on over there?” 

“Probably some lucky roller,” said the dealer. “The crowd’s been building since you started 

playing. The guy must be pretty hot. I’ve never seen the crowd that big and loud.” 

“Will management allow that?” asked Nick. 

“It depends on how much money he’s won.” 

“I’ve got to have a look at this.” 

“Good! It’ll give my table a chance to dry out.” 

 

 

The big man at the craps table closed in on $100,000 won. He lost on his low bets and bet the 

farm when he won, which was often. The dice had been changed several times and he still rolled 

a string of sevens. The game table man was getting visibly nervous. He knew it was only a 

matter of time before management noticed the popular table. People cheered the stranger on and 

he reveled in it. He showed no sign of quitting while he was ahead especially since his streak 

attracted several sultry women that now surrounded him. It was intoxicating. They blew on the 

dice and then jumped up to get a kiss. He rolled again. 

“Seven!” shouted the table man as he returned the die. 



Cord Devlin reached to pick up the die when a hand on his arm stopped him. He turned to 

the casino official who grabbed him. The man whispered in his ear. 

“Sorry folks, got to go, management wants to see me,” announced Cord. Then turning to his 

groupies, “Don’t go away girls, I’ll be right back.” 

They looked doubtful. A big boo went up from the crowd as Cord was escorted down a hall 

by two large men in tuxedoes. Out of sight of the crowd they walked about one hundred feet and 

stood in front of an office door. One of the two men came from behind Cord and knocked on the 

door. Cord just stood there with his hands folded in front of him. A raspy voice from within 

beckoned them to enter. They did so. 

“So you’re the guy who’s making mincemeat out of my tables.” 

“That would be me, yes.” 

The gaudily dressed middle aged manager acknowledged the sarcasm with a look at Cord’s 

escorts, still standing behind him. 

“In a way I’m glad we met,” he said as he reached across his desk to get a cigar from a 

wooden box. “You see, we’re always on the lookout for new gimmicks such as yours.” 

He lit the cigar and leaned back in his leather chair with the high back. 

“I must compliment you on it. I’ve been in the business a lot of years and thought I had seen 

it all but damned if I could figure out what you were doing.” 

He pointed with his cigar to a wall covered in video monitors. Each of them was trained on a 

different game. 

“Now let’s save us both a lot of time and effort. Why don’t you let me in on the secret? Of 

course you won’t keep the money. And you won’t get to sleep with those bimbos. But you’ll go 

home with your bones intact. So what do you say?” 

Cord smiled and shook his head. The other glared back at him for a moment and then gave a 

nod to the two escorts. This was Cord’s cue. He struck backwards with a kick to the left man’s 

groin. The other brute lunged but Cord had dodged him in the same motion. Now with both of 

them in front of him he assumed his combat stance. The man with the sore groin would be 

incapacitated for a while, but the other had a look in his eyes that suggested he enjoyed this kind 

of thing. Cord knew his kind. He took the man’s enthusiasm, and the prospect of bashing him, 

personally. The bully viciously lunged again and took a swing. Cord deftly avoided it and landed 

a punch in the temple. Now his attacker turned wary. No more wild charges. He assumed a 

boxing pose and threw a punch. He missed and received two for his trouble. Cord assumed a 

relaxed tae kwon do posture. The brute measured and threw another punch with the same result. 

Cord was just playing with him. Enraged, he attempted to land a haymaker but missed again and 

fell by a side table with a vase of flowers. He then smashed the vase exposing a sharp edge. Now 

armed, he stood up and thrust it at Cord. Cord caught his arm, straightened it, twisted it and came 

down with his upper body breaking the elbow joint. The attacker groaned in pain and collapsed. 

“No more fight in you?” asked Cord. 



The recovering thug with the injured groin stood up behind Cord. The blow he aimed at 

Cord’s ribs in the lower back went by a twisting torso. Cord then grabbed the man’s wrist while 

landing an elbow to the jaw. Staggering backward, the man tried to regain his balance as Cord 

closed on him. A well placed kick to just below the thug’s knee broke a bone. He collapsed on 

the floor grabbing his shin. Satisfied that he was finished, Cord turned back to the manager. 

“Now what was that you were saying about intact bones?” 

The mobster pointed a gun at him. 

“Think you’re pretty clever, huh. How do you deal with this situation?” 

For the first time since he entered the room Cord used his special ability. The projected force 

knocked the gun out of the mobster’s hand. Now the manager was just a frightened man nursing 

the broken fingers of his gun hand. Open-mouthed he looked at Cord with awe, wondering what 

his next move might be. 

“I would like a room please,” requested Cord. 

 

 

The two men stood at the hotel’s front desk. Unseen, Cord poked the man in the ribs with the 

mobster’s own gun. The once arrogant manager fell all over himself to help Cord get his 

requested suite. With the paperwork out of the way both men proceeded up the elevator. 

“You won’t get away with this.” 

Cord just looked at him with a quizzical look on his face. 

“Really?” 

“It takes more than a few broken bones and some tricks to beat this organization. Those boys 

in the hospital are probably on the phone right now. You won’t get to enjoy the room so why 

don’t you let me go?” 

“That’s not what Big Louie said.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“That was his portrait in your office, right?” 

“Yeah,” said the mobster with a new interest. 

“And he is the mob kingpin, right?” 

The man didn’t answer, but the look on his face told Cord what he needed to know. The 

door whooshed open. There were several people waiting to board the elevator as Cord, with his 

escort, got off. They walked down the corridor until they reached Cord’s suite. Inside they 

resumed their conversation. 

“What do you know about big Louie?” 

“Oh! I must have forgotten to tell you. You see when your injured playmates were lifted into 

the ambulance, Big Louie showed up. They told him what happened. He was very sympathetic 

and he assured them that he had the situation under control. They seemed relieved.” 

A devilish grin appeared on Cord’s face. The mobster had doubt in his mind. 

“Did Big Louie send you to see me?” 



“In a way. I’m Big Louie.” 

Cord re-conjured the illusion that worked so well with the strong arm men. 

“Another trick!” yelled the manager. 

He ran for the door. Cord was quicker as he intercepted the babbling idiot and felled him 

with a blow. 

“Now I want you to do two things for me,” said Cord. “Get on the phone and arrange for my 

two good luck partners to be sent up here and then accept my invitation to be my guest tonight. I 

don’t want you stirring up any trouble while I enjoy your hospitality.” 

Cord answered the knock on the door. Before him stood the two beauties that were his 

cheerleaders at the gaming tables. Now, without the distraction of the gambling, Cord could 

really admire their studied sensuality. They were tall, both around five foot eight. The redhead 

wore a blue backless gown with a low cut neckline and a slit up to mid-thigh. Her silky long red 

hair reached down over the dress’ spaghetti straps to play about her slim shoulder blades. The 

brunette wasn’t nearly as subtle. She wore a red skirt that tightly encased her shapely buttocks. It 

also had a slit to expose a thigh high stocking top. Her black seamed hose struck a special note 

with him, whose weakness for a shapely leg was legendary. The tight fitting white shirt 

complemented the look. Somehow she reminded Cord of a sexy female French resistance fighter. 

The only thing missing was a beret. 

“Come on in girls. I have champagne waiting, compliments of the hotel.” 

They sauntered in, staring all around, and sat on one of the plush couches that adorned the 

central living room. This sunken room had expensive contemporary furnishings and was 

surrounded on both sides by large bedrooms. An iced bucket of champagne sat on the glass 

coffee table separating the two couches. 

“We never thought we’d see you again,” said the redhead. “You can imagine our surprise 

when we got a call from the manager inviting us up.” 

“Is he still here?” asked the brunette. 

“No, he got tied up with something else,” Cord said as he handed them each a glass of 

champagne. 

Indeed the manager was tied up and gagged in the closet of the bedroom behind Cord. Cord 

made a mental note to release him in the morning before he left for Boston. For now, however, 

he found it very easy to forget him. 

“To my favorite cheerleaders,” he said, as he offered a toast. 

He leaned back into the couch opposite them sipping his champagne. From here he admired 

the women’s assets. The redhead’s slit skirt fell away from a sexy thigh as she crossed her legs. 

“And you’re our favorite gambler,” said the brunette. 

The conversation continued stiffly for a while until the effects of the champagne took hold. 

Cord slowly let his guard down. He didn’t care. The danger heightened the excitement although 

the women were probably just gold diggers. For now he decided he’d live a Penthouse Magazine 

fantasy with two beautiful women. They emptied another bottle of champagne, which enhanced 



the mood. Both women removed their high heeled sandals and Cord noted the diamond anklet on 

the redhead’s leg. 

“Nice piece of jewelry,” commented Cord. “Is it real?” 

“Oh yes. It’s very expensive except for the damn clasp. It keeps letting go.” 

She extended the perfect limb so Cord could get a better look at it. He moved over to sit 

between them to examine the stubborn fastener but allowed his eyes to explore. Cord held her 

ankle and felt the silky smooth hose. He inhaled the scent of her intoxicating perfume … or was 

the scent that of her natural pheromones. 

The clasp and self-restraint forgotten, his hands slowly moved over the pretty calf. 

Meanwhile, the brunette massaged him with her feet. Cord planted a kiss on each of the 

redhead’s dainty toes and proceeded to move up the leg. Uncannily, appropriate music filled the 

suite with a sensual beat as the combination of liquor and music tugged at Cord. It was dreamlike 

and conversation gave way to communication by touch. 

The teasing vixens selectively shed articles of clothing. They knew how to seduce. Their 

remaining lace garter belts and stockings drew their champion’s caresses. Someone dimmed the 

lights. Erogenous zones became even more mysterious and appealing. Limbs tangled and writhed 

as the ladies bosoms heaved. Wet kisses failed to quench the roaring flames that coursed through 

naked body parts. They made their way to the bedroom. Quivering from expectation and 

excitement Cord dropped onto the giant water bed and surrendered himself to the nymph’s 

wishes. Their mouths hovered and danced over his muscular physique, occasionally landing for a 

warm caress. He retreated into a universe of erotic pleasure, oblivious to all around him. With his 

eyes closed he allowed the climactic rhythm to start. Muscles tensed as waves of pleasure 

mounted. After a frenzied quickening, Cord exploded in a spasm of sexual delight. Exhausted 

and relaxed he drifted into a warm afterglow. Eventually, he opened his eyes to find the two 

sirens lying on each side of him. They encompassed him with their supple bodies. Smiling, he 

closed his eyes to recharge for another round of love-making. 

 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 8 

 

 

Yalta: March 10 

 

Anatoly was bored with the ceaseless question and answer sessions. So far the tests yielded very 

little useful information. It was generally agreed upon that the crystals were manufactured out of 

some unknown material via an unknown process. This in turn led to the popular belief that they 

did not originate on earth. The scientists’ nonchalant attitude about this astounded Anatoly 

almost as much as the fact itself. An incredible discovery and yet nobody took the time to 

wonder about it or speculate about the culture that created the crystals. Certainly Anatoly thought 

about it almost constantly. 

Experiments also revealed that only Anatoly could invoke his crystal’s powers. No one else 

seemed to be able to summon them. He could even do it when not in possession of the crystal. 

For this reason they hooked him up to an EEG machine. The technicians hoped they could 

identify some anomaly in his brainwave pattern that would give them a reason for his symbiotic 

relationship with the crystal. 

“One more wire,” said the technician. “There. Now I just have to make some adjustments on 

the reader in the next room. Relax and I’ll be right back.” 

Anatoly found it difficult to relax on the hard cot with electrodes glued to his head. The 

white antiseptic looking room was typical of Russian hospitals. The panel ceiling lights were too 

bright and the only saving grace was that this would be the last test. It would be good to get back 

to work away from this place. Only a few more hours of cooperation left, thought Anatoly. 

Another technician entered the room. 

“Dmitri got called away to another room. I’ll be conducting the test, Commander Dvorak.” 

“Just get it over with,” snapped Anatoly. 

“Certainly. I’ll just recheck the electrodes and then we’ll start.” 

The man was very fast. Standing behind the cot he succeeded in draping a garrote across 

Anatoly’s neck. Fortunately, the electrode wires prevented him from getting it completely around 

Anatoly’s windpipe. He could either choke Anatoly or saw his head off. It appeared he didn’t 

care which. Almost instinctively Anatoly grabbed the wires and pulled tight creating a bridge 

between his chin and chest. It took some pressure off his throat as he tried to free his other hand 

for an offensive blow. The struggle for leverage was on. Their arms shook from their efforts. The 

false technician bore down with almost his full weight as Anatoly struggled from a 

disadvantageous position. Painfully, the tension he maintained on the wires started to pull the 



electrodes off his head. The garrote began to sever his bridge of wires which was the only thing 

protecting his throat. Have to shift leverage soon or it’ll be all over. Time passed in slow motion. 

Finally, he maneuvered enough to strike at the man’s abdomen. He struck again and again but 

with little effect. Anatoly re-cocked his hand for a measured punch. He hit the man where both 

pectoral muscles met the abdomen and his assailant backed away with a groan. 

With the pressure relieved Anatoly sat straight up and tried to yank the wires off the 

machine. Most released but some did not. Bleeding from the head where the electrodes were 

glued, he turned to face his opponent. In mid turn, however, the man landed a kick to Anatoly’s 

side that made him fall against the cot. The attacker rushed in but met the flat of Anatoly’s hand 

on the nose and then a knee to the groin. Favoring his tender side Anatoly wrapped one of the 

still dangling wires from his head, around the attacker’s neck. The would-be assassin struggled 

and pawed at the wire before trying to elbow his intended victim. Anatoly planted his knee 

between the man’s shoulder blades and reigned back on the cord. A few more useless elbow 

thrusts and the man gurgled out his last breath. Anatoly held on for a few more seconds to make 

sure and then released the hold. He slumped down to sit on the floor beside the body and 

checked his side for broken ribs. Happily there were none, but he did feel a warm trickle running 

down his forehead. Standing up he winced at the residual pain in his side. The mirror on the wall 

showed multiple blood stains on his injured scalp. After wrapping a cloth around his head he 

examined the dead man. The wallet ID read GRU, official Russian military intelligence. What 

are they doing in a GGU facility? Unless they’re now working together, thought Anatoly. He 

threw the wallet down in anger. 

 

 

Montreal, Canada: March 10 

 

Jeff Mueller feigned interest in his copy of the Montreal Star. With his back to the panoramic 

view window of the airport he maintained a clear line of sight to his real interest, two people who 

had no idea they were being watched. Agent Mueller was a credit to his CIA training. His 

recently deceased boss, Mack Lombard, would have wasted his talents. Jeff’s sometime partner, 

Peter Chen, complained bitterly about that, but the more laid back Jeff took it all in stride. Now, 

however, he enjoyed his expanded duties and his latest surveillance assignment. 

The two he watched made an interesting psychological case study. They were never out of 

each other’s sight yet were visibly uncomfortable in each other’s company. Hardly uttering a 

word they just sat while awaiting a connection to Boston. The taller of the two, Andre Provost, 

was a French-speaking Canadian, which would be obvious to anyone within ear shot. His 

arrogance was also obvious due to his attitude toward his companion as he angrily flipped 

through the pages of a magazine. The companion, Jai Brar, had the dark complexion of an Indian 

and seemed a reluctant partner. Rather than occupy himself like other waiting passengers, he 

nervously eyed his surroundings. Eventually, the Indian got up and headed to the men’s room. 



Jeff watched for any possible drop contacts or message exchanges. No visible incidents, but what 

about inside the lavatory? Jeff waited for Jai to return and casually walked to the wash room 

himself while tucking the folded newspaper under his arm. He glanced at Andre and Jai as he 

closed the door behind him. They were indifferent. Probably a genuine need to relieve himself, 

thought Jeff. Still he had to investigate. 

The stalls were empty as was the rest of the room. With a quick search Jeff found no 

messages waiting to be picked up. At the urinals he relieved himself and washed up in the basin. 

The overhead mirror revealed another visitor coming in. Jeff nonchalantly viewed the man in the 

mirror as the other washed his hands also. Was this a message courier here for a drop off? The 

man was big, powerfully built, and wore a leather jacket. His most distinguishing feature was the 

red hair which he wore in a stylish flat top haircut. He dwarfed Jeff in height and weight but his 

economic movements betrayed a lithe fitness. Only his vigilance saved Jeff from a lethal knife 

thrust. He backed up into a defensive posture. The death struggle was on. 

A businessman pushed on the men’s room door but it wouldn’t give. With a disgruntled 

“humph!” he opted to search for another rest room when the door opened and a man stepped out. 

“All right to go in there?” the businessman asked the tall redhead. 

“Oh yeah, the door was just stuck, sorry.” 

 

 

En route to Boston: March 10 

 

Andre and Jai had tolerated the tedious connections to get themselves on the plane, which was 

now halfway to Boston. While Jai dozed, Andre’s ambitious mind focused on the problem of 

wresting information from his alleged MIT friends. Although he was confident he could extract 

the information with the use of his newly acquired skills, the biggest problem was locating these 

men. Who was to say they were even really from MIT? For that matter, how could he be sure 

that they used their correct names? What did Jim Graham say their names were? Phillips and 

Chen? At least it wasn’t Smith and Jones, thought Andre. In any case there seemed to be no 

better course of action than to go directly to MIT and confront them. With this resolved in his 

mind he got up to visit the lavatory. 

Sensing movement Jai opened one eye to witness Andre leaving. Wearily, he turned his 

head to look out the window. It was sunset and the mountainous white clouds were tinted with a 

pearly pink. The plane skirted the mountainous cloud tops as Jai looked down onto what 

could’ve passed for an arctic wasteland. The constant droning of the plane’s engines lulled Jai 

into a hypnotic state where fantastic day dreams spawned. Through his headphones he could hear 

the heroic strains of “Ride of the Valkyries” by Wagner. He imagined himself a Norse god 

hovering high over his northern domain. Impervious to the cold and altitude he could strike down 

his enemies in glorious fashion with bolts of energy. While riding a winged steed he soared and 

smote fur clad barbarians as the Wagnerian music approached its crescendo. The only thing was 



that the barbarians weren’t fur clad and they weren’t earthbound. They wore futuristic looking 

armor and projected beams back at him. And he didn’t ride a flying horse. He was actually in 

some colossal siege machine with its own beam weapons that blasted the mountains and turned 

them into smoldering valleys. Jai wondered at the strangeness of it. 

Startled at the chair movement Jai looked over to see Andre reseating himself. His daydream 

vanished and reality set in. 

“Ah, so you’re awake,” said Andre. “Please don’t disturb me while I think. We’ve got much 

work to do and I’ll have to plan carefully.” 

Jai grudgingly nodded his consent. He turned his head to look forward in the cabin. Dim 

reading lights made a random pattern all over the plane. The droning seemed more of an affront 

on the senses now that he had been jolted to alertness. A pretty flight attendant, patrolling the 

aisle, prompted Jai’s sexual fantasies. Earlier, she supplied a blanket at his request and dutifully 

tucked him in. He returned her smile and wondered if the special attention could be taken 

personally. 

If only he could be a free man. Back at the dig he entertained delusions of grandeur after his 

personal find but that had rapidly given way to servitude under this ridiculous Frenchman. Jai 

remembered the deaths of the Egyptian thieves. Would killing Andre be any more difficult? He 

filed this thought away for future reference. 

In the back of the plane the flight attendant entered the small kitchenette station. From her 

tunic she produced what looked like a mobile phone with Cyrillic symbols on the keypad. After a 

secondary glance for possible intruders she started to text. A satellite in geo-synchronous orbit 

received the special wave band and retransmitted the signals back to earth. GGU eyes read: 

BOTH SUBJECTS ON BOARD AIR CANADA FLIGHT AS EXPECTED. JAI BRAR 

HAS CRYSTAL IN HIS POSSESSION. COULD NOT GET CLOSE ENOUGH TO ANDRE 

FOR A SEARCH. FLIGHT ARRIVING BOSTON 10 MINUTES LATE. END OF MESSAGE. 

 

 

The bells sounded for landing as the ‘fasten seatbelt’ light came on. The passengers could sense 

the descent now. The captain came over the loudspeaker. 

“Good evening, this is captain Kaminski. We will be arriving at Logan in 15 minutes, 

approximately ten minutes later than scheduled. We regret any inconvenience this may have 

caused.” 

The cabin was silent except for a few muted voices. 

“Ground station reports the weather is clear and calm. The temperature is 54 degrees 

Fahrenheit.” 

Speaker off, pause. Speaker on. 

“As we approach you’ll be able to see the city lights on the right side. Later, during the 

descent, the skyline will be visible as seen from the harbor.” 



Pause. “The flight attendants will be around to take any trays, help you stow luggage and 

inspect to ensure that your seats are in their full upright position.” 

With all landing preparations made the plane touched down. A flight attendant spoke. 

“Please remain seated with your seatbelts on until the plane comes to a complete stop.” Several 

people undid their seatbelts but remained seated. The plane stopped. 

“Thank you for flying Air Canada. We hope you’ve had a pleasant flight and look forward 

to seeing you again.” 

Andre and Jai were already standing trying to get the jump on the other passengers. 

In the street outside the terminal building a time worn struggle raged. Cabbies, 

knowledgeable in flight schedules jockeyed for position. The winner smugly took his place at the 

head of the line and waited. He didn’t have to wait long for someone with a small bag was 

already coming. 

“Mustn’t have had any luggage,” thought the cabbie. 

The leather clad red haired man walked up to the passenger side door and muttered 

something in a foreign language. After several minutes of trying to communicate his destination 

in gestures and hand signals, the big would-be passenger raised his index finger as if struck by an 

idea. He opened his jacket and pointed to a piece of paper stapled to his inside pocket and said, 

“here.” The print was only somewhat readable and the cabbie was not interested in this 

troublesome fare. The driver motioned him away but the persistent man got in, opened his jacket 

again and produced a gun. After a couple of shots through his silencer the red head stowed the 

body on the front passenger side floor and covered it with a thin blanket from his bag. Andre and 

Jai were in for the shock of their lives, thought the GRU agent. Little did he know what he was 

up against, thanks to the paranoid secrecy of his organization. 

 

 

Andre and Jai waited for their luggage in silence. The more Jai accompanied Andre, the deeper 

his hate grew. His thoughts turned again to assassination. He planned to make an attempt when 

the time was right, perhaps when they were alone. The reasonable side of his brain, however, 

interjected. He was not now in the desert dealing with nameless nomads. He was in a civilized 

country with an organized system of justice. A dead French scientist in Boston would be sure to 

attract attention. Still there must be a way, especially now that he possessed certain abilities. 

Both men contemplated their murderous aims. 

“Well, are you going to let our bags go back to Montreal?” snapped Andre. 

The bags had almost passed them on the conveyor. Jai snatched them up. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 9 

 

 

Yalta: March 11 

 

“I’m sorry we had to put you through another EEG test after your bout with the technician. But 

I’m glad we did. We found something unusual,” said Major Dobrynin. 

“Something caused by the crystal?” asked Anatoly. 

“It would seem so.” 

“What was it?” 

“There was a pronounced spike in your brain wave pattern where there wasn’t one before. 

The doctor told me he’d never seen an EEG like that. He had to increase the scale several times 

so the pen would stay on the paper. The rest of your pattern compressed into a straight line. An 

enormous amount of electrical energy is being output by your brain. It has to be from the 

crystal.” 

“Is there any danger to me?” 

“Apparently not. If there was, you would have felt something by now. Do you feel any 

different since you found the thing?” 

“Not physically maybe. But psychologically for sure.” 

“According to the psychiatrists, that’s to be expected. You have a gift that sets you apart. 

You’ll have to deal with it in your own way. I was hoping this little sojourn on Yalta would give 

you some more time to adjust but the damn GRU wouldn’t allow it.” 

“Did you know they would be after the crystal, Major?” 

“No. However, let’s not assume they know about the crystal. All we know for sure is that 

they think you have something of value. And since they were in this clinic they probably heard 

about some abilities. The GGU’s status as an independent shadow group has its advantages. But 

that same status can incite deep jealousies. Somehow, military intelligence got wind of our 

business and decided to come after you. I’ll see what I can do in Moscow to call them off. No 

promises, though. In the meantime keep your eyes open. 

“Now back to the test results. You have demonstrated several abilities for us that you know 

of.” 

The major read aloud from the notes supplied to him by the researchers. 

“Teleportation apparently uses the most energy. And once you use it, you require a lengthy 

rest period before other attempts can be made. The greater the distance the more energy needed. 

You seem to be getting more used to it, however, and require shorter rests. 



“Projection weapons next. You can create ionized particle beams and project them in 

discontinuous bursts. We’ll call them force packets for lack of a better term. Particles for the ion 

beams are supplied by the surrounding atmosphere. 

“Illusional disguise is a neat one. The subject can appear as anyone he wishes. Some 

questions remain as to whether or not he is really changing his shape or is it an illusion that every 

observer is susceptible to. This manifestation requires the least amount of energy. 

“Limiting factors: mental fatigue. 

“Explanation of abilities: none found.” 

The major took off his glasses and looked at Anatoly. 

“These are abilities you know of. Do you think there is anything else the crystal can enable 

you to do that you haven’t discovered yet?” 

Anatoly thought for a moment before answering. 

“It’s hard to say, Major. These abilities seem to have come about through the natural course 

of events. I suppose I can’t rule out the possibility that there may be more surprises. Especially 

with what happened to me on the plane.” 

“Something happened on the plane?” 

“Yes. Scared the shit out of me. My perception shifted from my body to the outside of the 

plane. I didn’t try to invoke the effect. At least I didn’t think I invoked it. Anyway, I tried to bear 

down and not let it happen again.” 

“We called that remote viewing in the Psychic Warrior program. Could be useful. Anything 

else?” 

“Only that I seem to know that the crystals were created by some other race.” 

“How could you know that?” 

“I don’t know, I just do.” 

“All right, we’ll proceed on that assumption until we get the other crystals for more 

research. Right now, I am releasing the crystal we have into your care for your next mission.” 

“Neutralize Cord Devlin?” 

“No. Not yet anyway. Our first priority is the crystals being researched in the United States. 

I don’t think the American labs are as far along as us in paranormal research, but we can’t take 

the chance.” 

“That may take some time if we don’t have a specific location.” 

“Our sources in Canada tell us that all the remaining crystals but for four are presently at the 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology.” 

“One of the four is with Cord Devlin. And I have one. So who has the two others?” 

“You probably saw them at the dig. Their names are Jai Brar and Andre Provost. You’ll be 

briefed on them.” 

Anatoly did remember them. He didn’t have much of an impression of Jai but knew he 

didn’t care for the Frenchman. 

 



 

The Pentagon: March 11 

 

Paul McMaster sat pensively as he considered the audio visual presentation at the other end of 

the conference table in his office. The only other person in the room was the presenter, a young 

colonel. They discussed a well-known Russian agent, Pyotr Tretiak, who they had under 

surveillance. He was a tough, somewhat clever adversary as well as a master survivor. And he 

was dead. His unexpected demise at the hands of Andre and Jai was disturbing. 

“Our man at the desk ran outside after the subject in time to record this action. Note the 

reaction of our old friend, Pyotr Tretiak,” said the Colonel. 

“Damn!” intoned McMaster upon seeing the big red head. “We knew him better than he 

knew himself. Not an asset but he was the next best thing. A predictable element. The GRU 

probably will replace him with a new unknown face.” 

“Yes, yes they will. It’s a shame, him showing up like that and spooking our subjects. We 

had a nice surveillance setup at the hotel in Boston. What puzzles us, though, is the manner in 

which Pyotr was killed. I’ve viewed the tape a thousand times and can find no weapons on Andre 

or Jai. I’ve sent it to the lab for further analysis.” 

“You will cancel that analysis, Colonel. Consider that an order.” 

The colonel wheeled around to face McMaster with a puzzled look on his face. Paul 

considered the good intentions of the colonel before proceeding. 

“Rest assured that those who need to know about this do know. At least as much as anybody 

can.” 

“Yes, sir. In that case that’ll conclude my report, sir.” 

Paul McMaster looked off into the distance, clicking his pen all the while. Eventually he 

spoke but not necessarily to anyone. 

“Pity about that airport incident,” he said. “Jeff Mueller showed real promise. He was right 

on top of Andre and Jai and they never knew it. With some more grooming he might’ve become 

a very good agent.” 

He paused for another moment and then continued. 

“Damn Lombard. He could’ve brought Mueller along quicker.” 

He stopped and looked into the distance again. The Colonel just sat for a while looking at 

him. 

“Will that be all, sir?” he asked. 

McMaster made eye contact with the young officer. 

“Has Cord Devlin arrived in Boston yet?” 

“No, sir. He went directly to Atlantic City from Florida. He’s still there.” 

McMasters’ eyes widened. The precursor to an angry outburst but then he caught hold of his 

emotions. He even managed a grin. 

“Well I guess that’s to be expected. Let me know when he does. That will be all.”



 

 

 

CHAPTER 10 

 

 

Cambridge: March 11 

 

Byzantine decor adorned the dimly lit chamber as eastern music droned. A pretty belly dancer 

with exotic features sped up her hip gyrations along with the quickening tempo of the music. She 

was barefoot and draped in veils. The patrons of the Averof restaurant roared their approval at 

the suggestive display. They were well dressed, mostly upper middle class couples out for an 

evening of exotic entertainment. The band’s set approached its conclusion whereupon the 

woman danced off the stage and into the audience. She stopped at tables allowing appreciative 

men to slip paper money into her belt, much to the dismay of their wives. The last table, 

however, had two unremarkable looking men at it. Both were medium height with medium 

builds and blond hair. They could have been brothers. Practiced at reading audiences, she did not 

mistake the appreciation in one of those pairs of eyes. She wiggled her hips provocatively as he 

placed a five dollar bill in her belt. 

“I enjoyed your dancing very much.” 

How strange, she thought. He had an Indian accent. She had never seen a blond Indian 

before. She thanked him and danced away. 

“Try not to call attention to yourself like that,” said Andre. 

“Sorry, it’s been a while since I’ve seen such a pretty woman.” 

 

 

The relatively polite exchange belied a new dynamic in Andre and Jai’s relationship. Historically 

a lot of uncomfortable alliances had been forged based on mutual safety. The attack on Jai by the 

redheaded cabbie rattled them both. When they realized the picture on the cab’s license didn’t 

match their attacker’s face they began to appreciate what they were up against. They knew that 

they’d have to watch each other’s backs in order to survive. 

“Now let’s think about this,” pressed Andre. “I don’t want to spend another night in the 

basement of some dormitory. I think we can check into another hotel and escape notice if we just 

maintain disguises.” 

“We can’t do that 24 hours a day,” interrupted Jai. 

“Yes, I know. But I’m sure we can rest at night when we’re out of the public eye.” 

Jai nodded agreement. 

“Also, I think we can get into MIT using disguises.” 



Jai decided he would have been just as happy to go back to his old life as an archaeological 

assistant. However, he now knew he was a hunted man. There was no turning back, so he 

reconciled that he may as well be the aggressor and work with Andre. 

 

 

Moscow: March 11 

 

“So, Boston must have been a hotbed of spies last night. Our man at the airport, GRU in the cab, 

and CIA at the hotel.” 

“Yes, General,” said Major Dobrynin. “It’s one thing to compete with the CIA but to have 

the GRU mucking things up really complicates things. I’m afraid they’ve scared Andre and Jai 

into hiding. We can’t relocate them. Good bet they’re using a disguising technique that Anatoly 

has demonstrated to us.” 

“How is Anatoly after his brush with the GRU?” 

“He’s fine. But General, is there anything you can do to get our sister agency off the case?” 

General Alexeev frowned. 

“I wish there was. The military and its branches enjoy a lot of protection from the top levels 

of the Kremlin. I also happen to know they have the same complaint about us. So neither we nor 

they will get favorite treatment. We’ll just have to deal with them as best we can.” 

As soon as the general said that, however, a thoughtful look showed on his face. 

“Although this is just a battle over turf,” he continued, “maybe there is a way.” 

He paused again. 

“When can Anatoly accept an assignment?” 

“Right now he’s resting on Yalta while we finish up our observations. He should be ready in 

a couple of days.” 

“Good! Perhaps he could ferret out Andre and Jai. At least he could compete on their level. 

We can’t allow those crystals to fall into American hands.” 

“Well, General, don’t forget about Cord Devlin. I was intending to send Anatoly after him.” 

“Wouldn’t these two be a good warm-up for him? Especially since it looks as though our 

ordinary agents are overmatched?” 

Having been an agent the Major recoiled at the word ordinary but composed himself 

quickly. 

“General, I recommend we do not give up yet. This Indian and this Frenchman are not 

professionals. They just got lucky and I know they’ll make a mistake our GGU agents could 

capitalize on. We should save Anatoly for Mr. Devlin.” 

“Very well, but if there are no results within a week, we send Dvorak.” 

Major Dobrynin nodded agreement. 

 

 



Cambridge: March 11 

 

It was late, 10 PM, as Cord walked up the stairs to the main entrance of MIT on Massachusetts 

Avenue. His sojourn in Atlantic City cost him several hours more than even he had planned. His 

two companions from the night before had turned out to be intelligent and eloquent. It was 

surprising given their hobby of hanging around the gaming tables. Unable to leave their company 

he had spent the day with them, touring the lesser known points of interest in the gambling town. 

It wasn’t until evening that a guilty conscience compelled him to leave. Even now he fantasized 

about his promised return. Jarring him back to reality, a marine surprised Cord by opening the 

door for him. 

“McMaster is waiting for you downstairs, sir. Please follow me.” 

They descended a flight of stairs from the main hall. At the bottom of the stairwell the 

marine ignored the door in favor of the opposite wall. He pushed some keys on a hand held 

electrical device and a section of the wall slid inward. They entered a room with golf carts. 

Boarding one, they descended still further down a ramp tunnel. 

“Only a handful of MIT personnel know about this complex. The agency would appreciate it 

if you didn’t discuss it with any others, including agents.” 

“Of course,” said Cord nodding his consent. 

They traveled approximately three more minutes while passing other corridors. The cart 

pulled up at a door measuring twenty feet high and twelve feet wide. 

“We can get out now Mr. Devlin.” 

Cord stood behind the guard as he punched a special code into the numeric keypad at chest 

high level on the door. Obviously the marine was unconcerned about Cord stealing the 

combination. 

“They change the combination on a daily basis,” the marine responded as though he had 

read Cord’s mind. 

The massive door swung mightily outward on its huge hinges. As they entered, Cord 

realized it was a gigantic airlock. Another door was at the other end of the short chamber. What 

does this safeguard, wondered Cord? The marine closed the first door via the inside keypad 

which automatically triggered the other door to open. They went inside where McMaster awaited 

them. 

“Cord! Where the hell have you been?” 

Cord gave him a quizzical look, started to answer but then got lost in scoping out the room. 

The floor plan was elliptical, like the oval office. Some type of mainframe computer covered the 

walls. A platform in the middle of the room resembled an electronic dais where one of the 

crystals sat surrounded by computer consoles. It looked like mission control at Cape Canaveral. 

Still looking away Cord started to address McMaster. 

“Sorry Paul, I was unavoidably detained.” 

“Detained my ass! What were their names?” 



Cord broke his concentration and whirled his head around to make eye contact with 

McMaster. Paul was smiling. 

“I was never good with names,” said Cord with a sheepish grin, “but I never forget a leg.” 

“Yes, I know. Come on over here, Cord, I’d like you to meet Professor Phillips and Agent 

Chen.” 

For the first time Cord noticed some innocuous looking individuals seated behind one of the 

control consoles. 

“Pleased to meet you Dr. Phillips. Agent Chen, didn’t you used to work for Lombard?” 

“Yes, I did. I’m surprised you remember.” 

“I noticed a lot of good people that were held back there. Glad to see you’re on to better 

things.” 

Chen nodded, obviously pleased that he’d made an impression on someone. 

“Discover anything interesting about the crystals yet?” asked Cord of Phillips. 

The professor did not answer or look up. He kept playing with one of the adjustments on the 

console in front of him. Cord looked over at McMaster who was about to speak when … 

“No, Mr. Devlin. We can’t even identify the material. But I do have a theory. I haven’t 

given up on my theory no matter what everyone else thinks.” 

Cord glanced sideways at McMaster who returned the stare but didn’t betray his thinking. 

“What’s your theory?” pressed Cord. 

Phillips finally looked up and seemed to be measuring Cord. 

“Do you know anything about quantum physics?” 

“I’ve read a little bit about it.” 

“Have you ever heard of tachyons?” 

“Sub atomic particles, aren’t they? The only ones thought to exceed the speed of light?” 

“Very good, Mr. Devlin. You have an interest in the sciences.” 

And, thought Cord, tachyon fields were great for detecting Romulan cloaking shields. 

“I believe that, among other things, these crystals can generate a tachyon field. Hell, maybe 

they’re made of tachyons for all I know. As such, I don’t even think they’re anchored in the here 

and now. They could go backward or forward in time. Possibly even slip in and out of our 

universe.” 

“Slip in and out of our universe? You mean like go to a parallel universe?” 

Cord conjured up memories of Spock with a goatee in the evil universe. He considered the 

possibility of a bad ass counterpart before realizing that parallel universes didn’t necessarily have 

to be opposite in temperament. And there were probably an infinite number of all variations. 

“Or alternate reality? However you want to put it.” 

McMaster interrupted. 

“Cord, Dr. Phillips will be our expert regarding the crystal. He and his staff are our best bet 

in finding out what makes these things tick. Peter Chen has been assigned to protect him from 



unfriendlies. We just assigned a single agent since nobody knows of Dr. Phillip’s connection 

with us.” 

Cord shook Peter Chen’s hand. 

“Glad to have you on board. Rest assured you won’t get treated here the way Mack treated 

you.” 

“Thank you Mr. Devlin. I’m looking forward to finally working on something important. I 

know it wouldn’t have happened had Mack not been neutralized. I understand I have you to 

thank for that.” 

“Don’t mention it,” said Cord as he fixed a worried gaze on the crystal. 

“Anything the matter, Cord?” said Paul. 

“I’m just wondering about the crystal. Isn’t it possible that our science will never figure it 

out? Seems like whoever made them were so superior technically …” 

“You’re sure somebody made it?” queried Paul. 

“Yes. Somehow I know that’s a fact.” 

“No need for such pessimism, gentlemen,” said the professor in a superior tone. 

“We already have some clues. The fact that it enables the user to suspend physical laws such 

as gravity suggests the existence and control of the quantum field.” 

“As in the Unified Field Theory?” asked Cord. 

Phillips looked up at Cord. He seemed more surprised than impressed. He responded as if 

put out by the interruption. 

“As I was saying, this crystal may enable us to prove the theory without building gigantic 

particle accelerators. I’ve already talked to a recognized authority on the subject, a visiting 

professor up in Prince Edward Island. He seemed …” 

Cord looked up at McMaster with a start. 

“He didn’t tell him about the crystals, did he?” 

“Relax Cord. The professor is a professional.” 

Phillips reddened. He was not used to having his judgment questioned. McMaster came to 

Cord’s rescue. 

“Let’s continue the briefing upstairs and let the professor get some work done. I’m getting a 

little claustrophobic in these catacombs anyway. See you later, Doctor.” 

 

 

Upstairs McMaster led Cord to an office whose walls were brimming with books. The furniture 

was mismatched but comfortable and practical from a convenience standpoint. Judging from the 

layout it was obviously the product of some academician’s sense of interior decorating. Paul had 

injected some of his own personality by strategically placing nautical souvenirs around the room. 

“Sit down, Cord. Make yourself comfortable.” 

Cord sat in an old leather chair. 



“I get the sense you want to tell me something. Anything interesting happen since we last 

talked?” asked Cord. 

“Interesting? That’s a mild way to put it. You’ve got a lot of catching up to do.” 

“I’m all ears, Paul.” 

“All right. Let’s start with Dr. Phillips’ colleague on PEI. It’s true that the professor 

contacted him. He convinced me that the risk of leaking information was worth it, relative to the 

knowledge we could obtain, so I sanctioned a field trip. Both he and Chen went up to ask some 

very general questions. We were certain that this Dr. Graham could not make the required leap in 

logic to figure that we had something of a truly fantastic nature. Phillips and Chen went up and 

back without incident. But …” 

“I hate these buts,” said Cord. 

“But we weren’t the only ones to visit Professor Duncan. And apparently not the only ones 

with a capacity to draw a crowd of soviet agents.” 

“You mean Andre and Jai?” 

“Precisely.” 

“So the Russians know about them?” 

“It would seem so. But listen, it gets better. Andre and Jai demonstrated their abilities to Dr. 

Duncan who then put two and two together and realized what Phillips and Chen were talking 

about. He tells Andre about two American professors from MIT who were concerned with the 

same phenomena. Now, Andre has decided to make a power play for all the crystals. Andre and 

Jai flew to Boston, Russian agents in tow, presumably to find Phillips and Chen.” 

“They are here now?” asked Cord astonished. 

McMaster walked toward the television with a DVD in his hand. 

“Yes, they’re here.” 

He inserted the disc. 

“This was taken just outside the Sonesta Hotel, right here in Cambridge. You might find it 

interesting.” 

The scene involving Andre, Jai and the Russian agent, posing as a cab driver, unfolded. 

“The man they killed was a GRU agent named Pyotr Tretiak. Our man, posing as a desk 

clerk filmed this.” 

“Interesting that they hired a cab rather than rent a car.” 

“Andre had a reservation to rent a car but changed his mind for some reason. Also we found 

the body of another FSB agent on the floor of the front seat. We believe he was posing as a cab 

driver, too, before Pyotr found him. They were probably both after the same thing, Andre and 

Jai. The body was covered by a blanket.” 

“The FSB and GRU just don’t get along,” said Cord. 

“The evidence suggests that they are competing for the crystals,” confirmed McMaster. 

“So we have the FSB, the GRU and a rogue Russian agency, the GGU, competing with each 

other?” 



“And with us, of course,” confirmed McMaster. 

“Where are Andre and Jai now?” 

“We don’t know exactly. We think they’ve gone into hiding locally. When they realized that 

they were being targeted, they fled. Our agents are presently trying to track them down as well 

as, I’m afraid, the groups we just discussed. That’s why I’d like you to stick around here for a 

while. We may need your abilities to protect Dr. Phillips and perhaps track down Andre.” 

“You think they still might try to gain the crystals?” 

“I don’t think we can afford to assume otherwise.” 

Cord sat silent for a moment pondering the implications. Then he spoke on a different topic. 

“Do we know where Anatoly is these days?” 

“Yes, our sources report that he is in Yalta at one of their paranormal research centers. 

Probably has become a guinea pig. So, for the moment, at least he’s out of the picture. 

“Now tell me about your Caribbean vacation. Your message from the sub was 

understandably nondescript.” 

“I was afraid you’d get around to that.” 

Paul McMaster gave him a suspicious look. 

“As I said in my report, Mack and Norm kidnapped me. What I may have neglected to tell 

you is that I went to see them, hoping they would antagonize me. They obliged me. But then they 

unwittingly volunteered to help me develop my new potential. I’m afraid it was fatal for them.” 

“All right,” McMaster sighed. 

“Cord, sometimes known moles can be more valuable than our own agents. Now that 

they’re dead, we don’t have that advantage anymore.” 

Cord looked embarrassed. 

“I know. I know. But it was eating me up inside. What they did to Laura, you know.” 

Paul sighed again. 

“I suppose you’re entitled to that. Never mind. Its history. Let’s concentrate on the problem 

at hand. Anything else worth mentioning?” 

With an effort Cord collected himself after reliving some personally painful memories. 

“Yes. One more thing. When I was disguised as Norm Tully in the Cuban airbase, I 

overheard a conversation between Mack Lombard and Major Alexi Dobrynin in Moscow. 

Apparently, Anatoly will be reporting to him.” 

“Good Cord. At least now we know who we’ll be dealing with. This may give us a leg up.” 

McMaster got up energetically to act on the information just given him. A profile would be 

available on the major. 

“Paul?” 

McMaster turned back to Cord. 

“Any news on the dragon phenomena?” 

“Not a peep. And we’ve been monitoring all communications throughout the Mediterranean. 

I’m glad to report that no monsters have been sighted.” 



Cord frowned. 

“Nothing unusual?” 

“We did lose a sub recently, which is causing me some concern. But it was near the Antilles. 

A long way from the Mediterranean. We’ll continue surveillance for a little longer.” 

 

 

A Mercedes sports coupe sped down the nighted streets of South Boston. Its Blaupunkt stereo 

made such a din as to cause houselights to be turned on in its wake. The coked-up white youths 

that stole it lived the exaggerated thrill of their misguided deed. At the end of the residential road 

they continued driving through a small common area to the beachfront where Castle Island came 

into view. The old granite-walled fort that had seen the war of independence still stood like a 

sentinel over Boston Harbor. The boys turned left onto the road toward it and then up onto the 

sidewalk. They continued on up the hill to the fort via the walking paths before the car ran out of 

gas. Now, with their cocaine high waning, they pushed the car down the hill toward the ocean. It 

crashed through the railing and met the high tide with a mighty splash. It slowly filled with water 

and sank. 

The vehicle’s passage was observed by an out of place visitor on the harbor floor. It 

evaluated the disturbance. Was their danger? If so the invader did not register emotion for it was 

not organic. Its greenish metallic sheen could just be made out in the unusually clear waters, 

even by the moonlight. It scanned the car and recorded no organic life aboard. Oddly, the vehicle 

was not designed for underwater travel. The artificial mind concluded it was a derelict, 

abandoned by its master. Thus unfazed, the megamind continued to monitor usage of the 

Universal Field Energy. It knew that three of the four potential human users gathered in this 

dense population group called Boston. The dragon patiently waited. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 11 

 

 

Southern Africa: November 10, 1879 

 

Sweat blinded the warrior chief’s eyes as he ran. Fatigue made even the scant ceremonial hunting 

garb seem heavy. His saturated loin cloth chafed the inside of his thighs and the ivory jewelry 

from various predators jabbed his ebony skin with each footfall. He would rip them off if he 

could spare the effort. He needed to concentrate only on running, in the hope of outdistancing his 

pursuers. His spear weighed heavily in his grasp but he resisted the temptation to drop it since it 

was as essential as his right arm in this game of survival. In spite of everything he still didn’t 

question his own judgment in hunting alone. Pride led to his predicament but it also prevented 

him from regretting a bad decision. Only the present mattered. The quality actually made him an 

effective leader.  

Silently, the big cats ran on either side of him while keeping a respectful distance. The pride 

could easily run him down but his bloodied spear reminded them of the fate of one of their own. 

It was a grim testimonial to the tenacity of the human hunter. Bone dry ground indicated a 

drought that made the animals unusually aggressive. Otherwise, humans would have had little to 

fear. The runner darted through the remains of fallen water buffalo whereupon a twisted tree 

eventually appeared. Finally, a place to put his back for a last stand, thought the hunter. As 

hopeless as the situation seemed, however, something would not allow him to accept death 

without a struggle. The man learned to expect no quarter and to give none. It was a policy he 

practiced on his own tribe as well as rival tribes. He reached the tree. When he stopped, the 

tremendous strain and fatigue caught up with him. Every muscle and joint ached. He leaned his 

back against it and allowed it to support most of his weight. The lions came on. His raised spear 

made them balk, however, as they circled in preparation for an attack. 

As he prepared to die in battle he regretted that his human foes would be spared his wrath. 

He had vivid memories of the pillaging and raping of his village and family. And now a new 

enemy had appeared in the form of white men who called themselves many things, but could be 

wholly referred to as Europeans. They brought hellish technology to bear on the native tribes and 

it had been the warrior chief’s ambition to oust these usurpers from his home land. Now, 

however, his situation was grim. The spear he held felt like a giant boulder in his exhausted 

grasp. If he was lucky he could kill one lion before the onslaught finished him. He braced for his 

last stand. 

 



 

Orange River, South Africa: November 10, 1879 

 

By an agreement signed at the Convention of Bloemfontein, the British left the region north of 

the Orange River twenty-five years ago. Prime Minister Disraeli, however, was not anxious to 

give up total control of Africa. A sizable British force remained on the south bank as proof of his 

position. The territory was too rich in slave labor to part with willingly. Precious gems also kept 

the crown from too hastily withdrawing the British army. The cost of placating the savages 

shrank when compared to the gains that could be had. Their very presence, though, incited the 

natives to conduct nightly raids on the camp. Zulus never forgot the atrocities committed by the 

British. Tensions were always high. The slightest provocation could plunge both forces into 

lethal combat and yet no side breached the uneasy peace. A catalyst was needed. Daylight eased 

into twilight as if even the sun feared to tread heavily on the explosive atmosphere. Fires became 

visible on the opposite bank and the incessant drumbeat seemed to get louder with the coming of 

night. Two guardsmen patrolled the perimeter of the camp. 

“Bloody drums! Don’t they get tired of that row?” exclaimed one of the guards. 

“I hope they don’t stop.” 

The first guard jerked his head around to peer at his companion with a puzzled look on his 

face. The second guard just kept staring across the river. 

“When the drums stop, the blighters will attack.” 

“Attack? Aren’t they afraid of our rifles?” 

“Don’t be a fool, mate. Look across the river! Do they look like they fear a bullet? Their 

blood is up. We’ve raped their women and enslaved their men. They have every reason to hate us 

and no rifle brandishing will stop the uprising.” 

Both men stared across the river. 

“You think they’ll attack tonight?” 

“I don’t know. If not tonight, some other night, and if not here, someplace else. This whole 

land is a powder keg.” 

 

 

Isandhlwana: November 10, 1879 

 

The small British troop busied themselves around the encampment. Officers knew that any 

feelings of impending doom were best kept in check by busy work. Zulu scouts became more 

brazen as the day wore on. Some rock throwing incidents confirmed the hostile mood. The more 

the English tolerated, the weaker they appeared in the eyes of the enemy. Effectively the white-

skinned invaders were inviting battle. It seemed that tensions were about to explode. 

The commander practiced a patient pacifist philosophy. It was out of place. Earlier, a few 

carefully fired shots, to maim rather than kill, would have been an effective deterrent. Now it 



was too late and some of the men knew it. Lieutenant Wiltshire, had implored their captain to 

act. The captain, however, stuck stubbornly to his Christian convictions of what was right even 

in war. 

Down from the knoll on which the British were perched sat the Zulu tribesmen attentively 

listening to their shaman. With animated gestures he stirred the vengeance in their hearts by 

recounting the dreadful acts committed against their kind. Similar scenes took place all over the 

region. A blood frenzy took hold of countless warriors. Not even the destructive technology of 

the British could stem such a tide. Still there was something missing. A symbol that could unite 

the Zulu warriors into one cohesive force. A strong leader, Shaka Zulu. 

 

 

Southern Africa: November 10, 1879 

 

The lions sensed fatigue in their prey. Shaka lay up against the tree on wide-braced legs. He 

began to lose patience and made up his mind to attack if the death struggle was not started soon. 

As if reading his mind, one of the lions crouched, preparing to spring. Shaka quickly wiped the 

sweat from his brow and clutched the spear with his remaining strength. The next few moments 

proceeded in slow motion. The lion sprung forth on powerful legs with its front claws distended. 

Simultaneously, Shaka thrust with the spear. From out of nowhere a blast assaulted his ears. The 

lion let out a groan as its back was broken. The spear thrust, missing the wounded lion, sending 

Shaka reeling forward. His helpless appearance enticed the other cats to attack in spite of their 

stunned reaction to the noise. The warrior tried to right himself by using the spear to avoid the 

fall. With his arms windmilling, he finally lost his balance and fell face down. Before the battle 

started, he knew his chances were little but now they were even worse. Still his survival instincts 

remained. He would try to fend off the beasts as best he could. Before he could turn over, several 

more blasts lay two more lions to waste. The chief had time to get to his feet and eyed the 

remaining two predators. They were unsure. He made a mock aggressive gesture. They fled. 

Shaka collapsed onto the ground with the bodies of three dead lions. Grateful to be alive he 

did not devote much thought to the inexplicable phenomenon. He would ponder it again but for 

now he interpreted it as a reward from his pagan gods. He passed out. 

 

 

Two Dutch hunters had been tracking the lions for miles when they happened on the human trail. 

“Bare feet. Must be one of the natives.” 

“Odd that he was out here alone, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, usually they hunt in numbers, especially in lion country. Must’ve wandered off from 

the main party.” 

“The trail is a couple of hours old. Doubt if he’ll still be alive by the time we catch up with 

them.” 



“Six lions against one man with maybe a spear. He doesn’t stand much of a chance. Let’s 

move on.” 

Remounting their horses, they took up the hunt again. The ground was hard and dusty from 

lack of rain. A stiff wind and the trail would be lost. Fortunately for the hunters there was an 

eerie calm in the air. A calm that preceded a colossal storm, both atmospheric and otherwise. 

Oblivious to the danger the Dutch hunters pursued their recreation. 

“Look over there. Vultures?” 

“Yes. They’re landing on something in the grass.” 

“Guess our man didn’t make it.” 

The other man took binoculars from the saddle and examined the carrion. 

“Guess again. That’s the body of a lion out there.” 

“A lion? He must have gotten lucky or should I say unlucky?” 

“How do you mean?” 

“He’s just prolonging the agony. They’ll chase him for miles but won’t attack again until 

he’s worn out. They’re very patient animals.” 

“You really admire these beasts, don’t you?” 

“I admire their skill and cunning. It’s like they consciously plan their attack.” 

“Well, this dead one didn’t plan that well. Let’s get a closer look.” 

The men scared the vultures away. Blood still oozed from the wound in the lion’s side. 

“A spear wound.” 

“This tribesman could handle himself. Yes, he even got his spear back before the other cats 

attacked.” 

“Got a new respect for the human hunter?” 

“No animal is a match for an experienced hunter who uses his head.” 

“Well this one wasn’t but there are five more he has to contend with.” 

Again they remounted and followed the trail. The tracks got fresher as they closed the 

distance on the man and his pursuers. 

“They’re close now.” 

“Closer than you think. Look!” 

The Dutchman who was busy examining the trail now looked up to see the bodies of three 

more lions. An expression of wonderment escaped his lips. 

“He must be one hell of a warrior.” 

They rode up to the contorted bodies. 

“These cats weren’t killed with a spear. Their backs are broken. What kind of a man could 

do that?” 

“No man could. It’s impossible.” 

“Then what did this?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life.” 



Both men stared open-mouthed at each other waiting for someone to speak. Someone had to 

make sense of the situation for it defied the norms of their expectations. 

“What about a weapon? Aren’t the British always developing new fire arms?” 

“Do you see any bullet holes? It’s more like they were caught in an avalanche. Crushed by 

giant boulders.” 

“Boulders? We’re not even near any hills.” 

“I know that, god damn it. Now shut up and let me think!” 

They stared at the bodies for a few more minutes searching their minds for plausible 

explanations. While they thought, a herd of zebra ran on the distant plain. The less experienced 

hunter was inspired by the sight. 

“Look at those zebra. Could they have trampled the lions?” 

The other, somewhat calmer now, answered evenly. 

“No hoof prints and there would be more extensive injuries if that were the case. Besides, 

zebra trampling lions is a very unlikely thing. The mere smell of a big cat would cause a 

stampede in the opposite direction. I’m at a loss. Better spread out from this tree and look for 

tracks, any tracks. Maybe they were carried here for some reason.” 

The zebra, silently and fearfully, ran on. Unlike man, the animals don’t communicate 

verbally. General ideas are transferred to one and other by subliminal signals. Their animal 

instincts warned of a disturbance in the air. It was a mood prompted by an intellect that thought 

in spatial pathways outside the mind, perhaps even outside the physical universe. 

Shaka started to rouse. Remembering the lions he groped for his spear. It wasn’t there. And 

neither was the dusty ground where he had lain. Through his mental haze he heard the rippling of 

torch fires. He also made out the sounds of people engaged in merry making. Conversation, 

laughter and the murmurs of many voices surrounded him. Occasional gruff shouts floated above 

the revelry in some foreign language. They sounded free of any inhibitions. Suddenly the noises 

stopped and he was fully awake. He looked around, slowly at first and then frantically. There 

were no lion’s bodies, no tree and … no sky. 

 

 

“Where do you think our warrior hunter went?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“No footprints. No drag marks. Nothing to suggest he just didn’t vanish off the face of the 

earth. I’ll bet the natives have some superstition to explain this.” 

With that thought a cold shiver ran up the other’s spine. He had the same thoughts himself 

but was too afraid to voice them. 

“Let’s get the hell out of here.” 

 

 



Shaka stood, looking up to a ceiling supported by massive walls appointed with terraced alcoves. 

Massive cylindrical stone pillars reached up to disappear into the gloom of the faintly lit hall. 

Giant tapestries hung about the walls keeping a respectful distance from the now defunct wall 

torches. Large oaken tables filled the considerable length of the chamber and rough-hewn silver 

goblets as well as other unfamiliar utensils adorned the elaborate set up. A wintry light played 

about the inner furnishings coming from the portals between the heroic pillars. Peering outside, 

Shaka viewed a majestic mountainous terrain laced with clouds and snow. In the distance under a 

frozen rainbow he spied great hairy elephants making tracks on a snowy plateau. 

Turning around he expected to encounter the bed from which he had risen. He thought he 

had swung his legs down from a bamboo cot but there was nothing like that anywhere in this 

gigantic stone hut. He estimated his whole village would be able to fit inside it many times over. 

Part of him wanted to run screaming in jibbering madness, but a strange calm held this impulse 

in check. The electromagnetic wave emissions from his brain measured in the alpha phase of 

consciousness, a very relaxed and perceptive state. As such, he realized he was neither cold nor 

tired and yet he should be both. 

The robotic intelligence had created Shaka’s vision from a Viking fantasy. It mistakenly 

assumed that the first people it encountered had a vision of heaven common to all the people of 

earth. 

 

 

Isandhlwana: November 10, 1879 

 

The shaman’s words had faded from the ears of the warriors at Isandhlwana. With nothing more 

to steel them they merely grinned across at the encampment of the white man. They wanted 

blood and stood holding their feather adorned spears in white-knuckled hands. As a group they 

waited lacking the leadership to attack. Some individuals charged by themselves, but this usually 

ended amidst a lethal hail of bullets. These isolated incidents enraged the black men and at the 

same time frustrated them further in their lack of organization. The medicine man could exhort 

no more. He had cast his last incantation. Desperately, he prayed to his pagan gods. Sitting cross 

legged with eyes closed he chanted to himself. His eyes rolled back in his head and he lapsed 

into semi-consciousness. Eventually, others joined him as he raised his voice in his trance-like 

state. War drums joined the cacophony and the whole party now made a considerable din. 

“What the hell is that all about, Lieutenant?” 

“It is all about trouble. Trouble for us, I’m afraid.” 

“You don’t mean that they’re within ear shot of reinforcements, do you?” 

“No, Captain. I mean there are two types of Zulu warriors. Sane and crazed. The crazed 

warriors take a lot more killing. They’re trying to draw out that frame of mind in each other with 

these drums. Captain, I respectfully recommend we attack now. Catch them off guard.” 

“Lieutenant, isn’t it possible that they may not attack?” 



“Yes sir, but we cannot afford to take that chance. I’ve seen what happens after this type of 

ceremony.” 

“The answer is no! I will not sacrifice our lives, or theirs, if combat is not a certainty.” 

“But sir.” 

“No protests. My convictions come from the Church of England.” 

Lieutenant Wiltshire’s military posture vanished in an emotional outburst. 

“You old fool. We’re not in England now. Do you think those Africans respect your god? 

This is a game of survival, pure and simple. And you’re losing it for us. You’re taking the last 

chance we have away. If we survive this I’m calling for a full investigation into …” 

“That’s enough Lieutenant. You’re relieved of duty. Sergeant!” he yelled to the guardsman 

outside. 

The sergeant entered. 

“Confine the lieutenant to quarters. You were standing outside. You know the reason why.” 

 

 

The warriors formed a circle around their spiritual chief. They still chanted, oblivious to 

everything including their uncomfortable positions. Squatting low with knees to their chests they 

maintained balance with spears which they held vertically in front of them. One of the younger 

warriors, not so taken by the ceremony, had the presence of mind to notice an intruder in their 

midst. He screamed, alerting the others. The noise stopped as they all stood. The shaman walked 

toward the stranger. 

“Shaka!” 

Shaka stood there grinning in his white death mask war paint. 

Slowly, he raised both spear and shield in the air and shrieked one word. 

“Attack!” 

The dam burst. All inhibitions in the tribesmen vanished. In their minds the gods supported 

their actions. There could be no more doubt, now that they were sent the mighty Shaka. They 

rushed forward over the moon-washed plain heading for their destiny. The shouting alerted the 

British. Gunmen waited patiently for the aggressors to enter rifle range. After the first shots fired 

some of the first wave went down. Only the ones with mortal wounds succumbed to death. 

Others with limb or abdomen injuries ignored the pain and ran on. Less than one in ten had been 

eliminated. The lieutenant had been right. A very well-aimed shot was required to eliminate an 

attacker. 

The captain released Jeffrey Wiltshire from confinement since every defender was needed. 

Every man fought shoulder to shoulder and even the misguided captain fought with tenacity. 

Minutes passed like hours in the melee as native spears took their toll on the defenders. 

Eventually, the savages breached the perimeter but, thought the lieutenant, it didn’t matter, for 

the rifle ammunition was exhausted anyway. It was now swords against spears. The survivors 

fought on bravely. 



The black warriors wielded their spears skillfully. Many a Brit lay on the ground gasping out 

his last breath from a disemboweling thrust. Frequently, the lieutenant caught a glimpse of the 

one they called Shaka. The apparent chief fought like a man possessed hacking down several of 

Jeffrey’s friends. The crushing onslaught would not let up until Shaka was dead. Even though the 

odds improved for the Brits due to superior armament they were still heavily out-manned. 

Desperate to end the conflict, Lieutenant Wiltshire resolved to kill the chief. He fought his 

way toward the leader, stepping over bodies as he went. One unlucky warrior received a 

decapitating slash from his sword. The black man fell over the fallen body that Jeffrey straddled. 

Looking down, the lieutenant’s heart sank as he recognized the captain’s sightless gaze. He 

wasn’t surprised, but the sight of his own fallen leader temporarily unnerved him. Even though 

he didn’t always agree with the captain, he did admire his convictions. Remorse drained his 

resolve but then, he thought, isn’t this what I’m trying to do to the enemy? Have they beaten me 

to it? No! I can’t let this happen. 

Now he had to assume the leadership role. The Lieutenant issued orders to organize his 

ranks into a spearhead with himself aimed at Shaka. He proceeded toward his goal silently and 

grimly. The combatants between the two leaders fell like wheat at harvest time. Shaka eventually 

perceived the situation. He leaped to the challenge and engaged the Lieutenant. Antagonists on 

both sides sensed the significance and cleared an area for the leaders’ struggle. It was now 

skilled pike man versus swordsman. The determined enemies parried blows and counter blows. 

The swift motion of the weapons blurred to the human eye. Finally, the sword began to take its 

toll on the hardened spear handle but Jeffrey was tiring. Frustration drained him since his 

opponent had not flagged under his assault. He remembered his own warning to the captain of 

the crazed savages’ unnatural endurance. Shaka bled from scores of wounds, yet his attack did 

not ebb. The reckless intensity with which he fought suggested to Jeffrey a certain absence of 

mind. He had no idea that an otherworldly force, invested in the violence, used the African chief 

as an unknowing proxy. The Brit fought on, trying to concentrate on the weakening spear handle. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 12 

 

 

Moscow: March 12 

 

Moscow was the capital of the Russian state since Ivan the First made it so in 1328. The great 

empire of the Mongolian Khans had been banished. Almost three hundred years later the famous 

‘peal of bells’ was installed in the Kremlin’s Gate of Salvation. Its spires presently reached high 

into a frozen sky. A capital rich in historic significance with more significant history yet to be 

made. 

Three inches of snow already coated the sidewalks as even more snow fell. It was still early 

and only a handful of walkers wearing traditional shapkas went about their business. General 

Alexeev could have easily been driven to his destination but the solitary walk and crisp air 

helped clear his mind. He knew that he would need to be at his best in negotiating with military 

intelligence. The general did not get along with his opposite number in the GRU. General 

Yakuchev was a very arrogant man and Sergei did not look forward to this encounter. 

“Alexeev! I didn’t think I’d see the day when you would darken my door again,” said 

Yakuchev. 

“Nor did I,” rebutted Sergei, “but we have important business to discuss.” 

“I sure do agree. Have a seat.” 

“It seems you know what I’m going to say so why don’t I get to the point. I want you to stop 

pursuing the crystals. They are under FSB jurisdiction.” 

Alexeev didn’t let on that he was with the renegade GGU, not the FSB. Better to keep things 

simple.  

“That is to the point. So I will be equally succinct. I do not recognize the FSB’s authority in 

this and will defy you. We have an equal right to state secrets, especially military or potential 

military ones.” 

“Seems like you’ve got your mind made up. What if I threaten to go to the Russian Council 

for a decision?” 

“By all means. I will join you.” 

General Alexeev estimated that the ministers were equally divided in their disposition 

towards the FSB and the GRU. Their intervention probably would accomplish nothing. He tried 

a different approach. 



“Okay, you called my bluff. Now let me appeal to reason. This discovery is too important to 

bicker over. Must we play into the Americans’ hands with our divisive power struggles? The 

FSB discovered it first. Can’t you give way to the greater good?” 

“I appreciate your patriotism, but you know the survival game as well as I. The state does 

not tolerate dormancy in its military officials. I must obtain those crystals to maintain my status. 

If your position is compromised by this, then I’m sorry.” 

He ended with a sarcastic smile. 

“All right, I’ve tried to reason. You’ve forced my next move in the name of mother Russia’s 

survival. It must take precedence over any individual.” 

General Yakuchev looked nervous. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Did you forget that the FSB is also a police force? I have the privilege of directing some of 

the finest investigative talents in the country.” 

“So what?” 

“I will show you so what.” 

Sergei reached into a large manila envelope and produced several pictures. He held them up 

for Yakuchev to see. The general recognized himself taking money from a man. 

“You recognize Boris?” asked Sergei. “Boris, which is the only name he’s known by, is a 

notorious weapons dealer. He enlists high level Russian officials to help procure and transport 

weapons. In return these officials get a percentage of the profits.” 

General Yakuchev put his face in his hands. Alexeev continued. 

“You carried the survival game too far, General. Unless I’m mistaken our government still 

considers black marketeering a crime against the state.” 

Sergei did not enjoy blackmail, but wasn’t above using it in certain situations. Back at his 

office he dialed Major Dobrynin with news of the GRU’s new hands-off policy. It delighted the 

major. He profusely thanked the general and signed off to tell Anatoly. If only things were really 

that simple, thought the general. 

 

 

Yalta: March 12 

 

Anatoly was having a fitful sleep. The disturbing dream did not stop between catnaps. Yet he 

was tired and would always fall asleep again. The nightmare was in a historical setting but with 

no history he ever remembered reading. 

 

 

Jengis rode hard into the night. His mount panted heavily upon climbing the last hill on the path. 

Reaching the crest of the hill, he spied his base camp. The main tent’s torches still flickered 

making the shadows of the guardsmen dance crazily. As he got closer he recognized their 



impassive faces. As was the style drooping mustaches hid grim mouths and formidable spikes 

topped their fur-brimmed helms. The light body armor, also lined in fur, protected the wearer 

from the weather as well as sword strokes. Uneasily, they called to him as he rode to within 

earshot. His familiar answering bellow restored their relaxed posture as they loosened the grips 

on their spears. Jengis quickly dismounted and dashed inside the tent. Staring at him, with 

surprised looks on their faces, were the senior officers of his army. They were dressed similarly 

to the men outside except for more ornamentation and long flowing red capes. Jengis’ costume 

by contrast was a cloth wrapped around his loins. His official garment would have been the same 

as his officers except for a bird of prey emblazoned on the cape. The man on the right and closest 

to Jengis scrutinized his Khan’s apparel and addressed him first. 

“We were worried. What came of your meditations?” 

Only Atiya could speak to Jengis with this familiarity. Jengis turned to address the entire 

table. 

“My spirit oracle has not failed me. It is still with me even on this strange continent. It 

communicated to me a method of destroying the forest people.” 

After conquering most of the main continent on the strength of their unique mounted battle 

abilities, Jengis’ generals sought new challenges. Realizing that a stagnant people are a doomed 

people Jengis found one. The supposedly mythical sister continent was a perfect way to appeal to 

the people’s lust for new lands and new battles. His spirit oracle confirmed his feeling that there 

was another continent and the opportunity for plunder. 

No man had ever seen the khan’s spirit oracle. It was said that the winged apparition was 

immortal and that many khans had seen it in the past. Another theory was that every man had a 

spirit oracle and indeed several men of the present were said to have felt such a presence. In any 

case Jengis claimed the visitations as his own. It gave him a certain feeling of power to think that 

supernatural forces were on his side. 

After several exploration vessels confirmed the existence of another continent and a possible 

hostile population, Jengis dispatched an elite troop to conquer the hinterlands. A lone ship 

returned with a portion of a bowed and beaten crew. Word reached the khan that the heavily 

forested land was inhabited with dark complexioned men that wore loin clothes and adorned 

their hair with feathers. The Khan had no capital which meant that he typically received news in 

the midst of one of the incessant border skirmishes. He immediately quit the current engagement 

for the coast. Upon reaching the ancient port of Atlan he gathered a fighting force even larger 

than he had sent before. Good winds aided the crossing of the Western Ocean and the journey 

was made in record time. Much to his generals’ dismay he characteristically insisted on doing his 

own scouting. He rode into the forest alone with the conviction that he could best evaluate the 

weaknesses of the enemy as he had done in countless other campaigns. 

 

 



Scarcely a twig moved as Jengis swiftly filtered through the woods. A jungle cat would have 

been awed at the silent progress he made in the thicket. The man was not a woodsman by 

upbringing but learned the lessons of survival very quickly. Otherwise, he would’ve met the 

same fate as his first expedition, for he was being pursued by hostile natives. The powerfully 

built man with slightly oriental features made good progress but stumbled onto a flock of birds 

devouring some carrion. He cursed his luck. Their flight was like a flare to the bloodthirsty 

savages tracking him. For a moment his heart stopped as he strained to hear his enemies’ 

presence. The painted men did not disappoint him. Their war shrieks signaled they were coming. 

Speed over stealth now, he thought. His mount could have been put to good use if only the 

painted men hadn’t already eaten him. Of course that was why he was on the run. 

Upon finding his animal roasting over a spit, Jengis boldly revealed himself to the chief and 

relieved him of his head. Once the tribe recovered from their shock at seeing their leader 

decapitated they chased Jengis threatening the most hideous bodily tortures. Jengis did not 

understand their language but surmised their meaning from some of the hand signals. Now, 

several days later he was still hunted with only a loincloth and a primitive war axe left to him. He 

ran like the wind but his pursuers did the same. He was tired and sensed he was losing ground.  

 

 

A dark skinned trio pursued like blood hounds. Their fierce shouts gave way to grim 

concentration. The leader of the small war party knew that they were getting close. The trail was 

easier to follow now as their quarry tired. Knowing this they abandoned all caution themselves in 

favor of a faster pace. Their pace quickened. They ran for several more minutes but then 

exhausted the trail. The leader motioned to stop. Examining the ground he realized his quarry 

had doubled back. When he looked back at the trail he noted with alarm that there were now only 

two in his party. Quietly, they retraced their steps. 

The forest savages found their fallen companion with his severed head not far from the 

body. Jengis had climbed down from a tree to surprise the war party’s trailer. His practiced 

stroke decapitated the savage before a sound could be made. He now possessed their 

companion’s weapon. The man they were hunting now hunted them. They would have to be 

cautious. Like practiced hunters they looked for a new trail all the while taking care not to lose 

sight of each other. The outlander proved himself to be an accomplished killer of lone warriors. 

A suspicious looking pile of leaves caught the attention of the remaining underling. It was 

obviously man made. Silently, he motioned to his companion. Too anxious for the other to make 

his way over he sank his spear into the man-shaped pile of leaves. Almost simultaneously a 

thrown war axe appeared between the pike man’s shoulder blades. The man choked out a last 

gasp and fell to the ground as his companion watched. The leader looked in the direction the axe 

had come but the forest lay perfectly still. Quickly, he notched an arrow and fired it into the 

offending area. The greenery swallowed the projectile with barely a shudder. For the first time in 

his life the savage felt at odds with the forest that bore him. 



Jengis observed his adversary from a well concealed eyrie. The feathered man was afraid. 

He was returning to his tribe. Jengis, nearly exhausted, could not afford to have the chase 

restarted with fresh reinforcements. He ran to intercept the remaining savage. The hunter caught 

a glimpse of him and ran into heavy underbrush to avoid the invader. Now there were no trails 

where they went. Scratches criss-crossed their skin from numerous briars but both men ignored 

the inconvenience as the blood pounded in their temples. The feathered man was almost within 

arm’s length. He jibbered something unintelligible, which Jengis interpreted as the prayers of a 

frightened man. A well-timed leap and Jengis brought his man down. They struggled as forward 

momentum carried them down a steep grade and then over a precipice. They released each other 

in midair and plummeted toward a rushing river 30 feet below. Jengis landed without injury. The 

native savage was not as lucky. An open gash on the side of his head indicated he’d landed on a 

protruding rock. He wouldn’t be reporting Jengis position to anyone. 

In spite of powerful strokes Jengis made no progress to shore. White water buffeted him 

against the rocks and each impact threatened to force the wind from his lungs. Ahead he could 

see the river entering a cave. He desperately tried to avoid it by redoubling his efforts to escape 

the rapids. No use! The current was too strong. He entered the mouth of the dark tunnel with 

nary a struggle. Soon all light was lost. The superstitious fears of his youth returned to haunt 

him, but those shadows from the past did not linger long. A moment later light pierced the 

darkness. Sunlight awaited and all Jengis had to do was survive an upcoming waterfall. The 

torrent shot out of a cave high up on a rock wall carrying a flailing swimmer with it. The sixty 

foot drop took an eternity. Finally he hit the water and was forced under. Ultimately the waters 

calmed and Jengis surfaced and gulped air. He swam to the shore and checked for injuries. 

Fortunately there were just bumps, bruises and an occasional bloody scrape. He saw to the cuts 

as best he could with some native plants and then allowed himself a breather. 

Turning back to look at the cave he noted the water exited a sheer rock wall, a few hundred 

feet high. Thick forest obscured the rest of the cliff that extended left and right. Jengis also 

noticed an animal path leading directly away from the water and some fallen rocks near the foot 

of the cliff. With returning strength he climbed them for a better view and uttered a curse when 

he got to the top. The rock wall completely enclosed the area where he now stood which turned 

out to be a perfectly circular crater. He had seen similar geological formations but none 

approached this scale. The circular area had to be around five miles in diameter. For a moment 

he wondered at the oddity before considering his next move. His best option seemed to be in 

following the path and in due haste since he could not know if the feathered men could gain 

entry into the valley. With primitive war axe in hand he proceeded down the path toward the 

interior of the valley. 

The path eventually turned into a road paved with smooth stones. It was overgrown with 

weeds but still easily passable. One could see grooves where wheels had once worn down the 

surface. Could the feathered men have built it? Looking at the crude war axe he’d taken from one 

of them dispelled that theory. The builders had been very sophisticated in their methods. 



The forest thinned out as Jengis neared a clearing. On reaching the open area he was 

shocked to find an ancient city. He stood in a park or square surrounded by stone buildings in 

various states of decay. The architecture favored open air access with roofs supported by heroic 

columns. Abundant statues and carvings served as a testament to the high civilization that once 

lived here. What had once been manicured landscaping was now overgrown and wild, yet it was 

still obvious that the city’s plan was to follow the lay of the land. There was no crowding. Jengis’ 

people, on the main continent, never lived in such splendor. It was sobering to realize that there 

once existed a people greater than themselves. 

Curious, Jengis walked into the ancient deserted metropolis all the while aware of a statue in 

the common that brooded over him as if it were alive. Childhood fears that had reared up in the 

cave were again on his mind in the presence of the massive sculpture. It was a caricature of a 

heavily muscled archer struck in a dynamic pose to release a shaft from a bow. But for its 

massive size it imitated life with astonishing precision. Standing it would have been twenty feet 

tall. The column style pillar it was on added another twelve. Jengis walked past but did not turn 

his back until he was out of the common area. Its immobile stare unnerved him. 

Deeper in the city, Jengis stood in front of the most impressive edifice he had seen thus far. 

The columns supporting the roof were at least five feet in diameter. He ascended the wide marble 

stairs that surrounded the structure. Inside was another set of columns that enclosed a gigantic 

hall. At the far end of the hall was a carving that stood out in bold relief. It was a tremendous 

bird, the likes of which Jengis had never seen. There were no feathers and its head sported a long 

pointy beak that seemed to be counterbalanced by a similar shape from the back of its head. 

Standing guard over the domain were several statues, like he had seen in the city’s common, in 

various poses. They occupied the spaces between the interior columns. Jengis was afraid to enter 

deeper into the hall but curiosity about the giant bird spurred him on. As he walked toward the 

display piece he experienced the impression that heads were turning to observe his movements. 

He stopped and looked up at the statue’s faces. Only non-living stares were returned. Jengis held 

his breath so that he could better hear the sounds of any hostile presences. Satisfied that he was 

just imagining supernatural enemies he continued on. Walking along, he realized the hall was 

bigger than it looked, and it looked huge. He felt he should have reached the carving by now. 

Jengis wanted to run but dared not make that much noise in spite of what his intellect told him of 

ghosts. Now that he was nearing the end of the hall with the bird he could see why the place 

seemed smaller. It was the relative scale. The guardian statues dwarfed Jengis. The bird carving 

dwarfed the statues. Its head was turned to one side and its wings were spread. It dominated the 

only wall. This wall, thought Jengis, was expressly made for the purpose of containing the 

carving. He stared at the mighty beast for several minutes admiring its size and strength. He 

wondered how the thing was made and who made it. Surely, the builders could have dominated 

the world and yet here was the only evidence of their presence that he had ever seen. What had 

happened to them? 



While pondering this, his blood ran cold at the sound of movement behind him. He got into 

a crouch as he unhitched the war axe from his loin cloth. His eyes narrowed and he strained to 

hear any other sound. Nothing revealed itself to any of his senses. He had to investigate. Maybe 

the feathered men knew how to gain entry into this valley. He ran outside between the columns 

and surveyed the exterior of the building. The only thing he noted was the setting of the sun. 

Also on the slight hill where the edifice stood he could see a good part of the interior of the 

crater. The path he took to get here turned out to be one of many. Jengis saw no obvious signs of 

human passage on any of these. Must’ve been the wind, he thought. 

Somewhat relaxed, he took the opportunity to gorge himself on the fruit of a nearby tree. 

With his hunger sated Jengis once again considered the problem of finding his way out of the 

valley and rejoining his men. The shadows lengthened with the coming of night, however, and he 

realized the problem may best be considered after a night’s sleep. He retired to the inside and 

camped beneath the giant carven display. 

Jengis ignored the typical sounds of the night as he settled down beneath the giant carving. 

He was surprised to find no signs of animals in the long abandoned hall. Why didn’t they enter? 

Was it the huge statues that unnerved the wildlife? Or was it the sense of malevolence that kept 

living things from entering? Whenever the clouds parted, moon beams radiated through the 

pillars and illuminated the unfriendly features on the guardian statues. They seemed to move in 

the gray light as the moon rose. Indifferent to the strangeness of it all Jengis slept soundly. After 

a while he awoke suddenly, having heard the same rustling movement he noted earlier. Staring 

into the dark he spied nothing. Was he dreaming? He stood up, walked down the steps and on a 

whim examined the closest of the statues. Now, in the eerie glow of the moon, he couldn’t 

convince himself of its lifelessness. After staring several moments, he concluded the statues were 

dormant. Jengis ascended the broad steps again where he had set up his bed and occasioned to 

look up. His blood ran cold. The carving’s head was now turned in the opposite direction and as 

Jengis watched with superstitious awe the giant stone bird slowly detached itself from the wall. If 

stone edifices could cry out in pain it would sound like what he heard. He wanted to run but 

something froze him in place. 

Extra sensory bridges connected to Jengis’ mind suspending his free will. He didn’t fear the 

unexpected contact only because the artificial mind suppressed that emotion. Information flowed 

into his brain from the animated bird carving on how best to battle the feathered men. Jengis saw 

the giant bird as his new spirit oracle. Fully detached from the wall, it spread its magnificent 

wings. Jengis didn’t realize it but he’d just become a willing pawn in the robotic bird’s plan for 

perpetual war. 

 

 

The creature teleported Jengis just outside his base camp along with a spirited steed. Practically 

the sentient robot found the role of spirit oracle in Jengis’ mind useful. It had avoided direct 

contact with any group or nation, yet could now foment conflict from the shadows by influencing 



key individuals in its guise as spirit oracle. The man called Jengis would lead his people into 

war, believing he had divine intervention on his side. Other similarly motivated individuals on 

the other side would do the same, perpetuating the struggle. The artificial intelligence would 

gorge itself on race hatred. 

 

 

Jengis concluded the presentation of his plan to the war council. They seemed dubious but dared 

not doubt the khan’s spirit oracle. Eventually, each pledged his support. With a grin, he donned 

his formal attire and left the tent. He knew his generals would work best in his absence. Outside, 

he took in a big breath of fresh air, walked over to his mount and petted its reptilian head. The 

double moons were almost straight overhead now as Jengis looked into the sky. His sun, called 

Sol in a parallel universe, had set hours ago. The constellations were beautiful. His counterpart 

conqueror in another reality peered skyward, as well, but saw only one moon from his Earth. 

Both, however, were unknowing instruments of a malevolent program dating to 100 million 

years earlier. 

 

 

Anatoly woke up in a cold sweat. The dream was vivid and left him feeling displaced. He had to 

look about to assure himself he was in familiar surroundings. The light of one moon shone 

through the window. He sat up, thought for a minute and realized he had somehow witnessed a 

piece of alternate Earth history. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 13 

 

 

Boston: March 12 

 

An inner city gang figured they were just a few hundred dollars short of a crack cocaine high for 

everyone. In the daytime money was raised by pickpockets. At night, with less people on the 

street, they did not have to be as subtle. A few streets away a stubborn middle aged man lay in an 

alley, his expensive clothes soaking in blood from a stab wound. He had refused the gang’s 

request for money and paid the price. He came from a world of proud professionals who knew 

nothing of the streets where the law of the jungle prevailed. High corporate standing meant 

nothing to the street predators. What did mean something was the four hundred dollars the naïve 

executive carried in his wallet. The gang rejoiced over the spoils. Another two would mean an 

escape into the recesses of their drug addled minds. Where to get the rest? They walked the night 

streets in pursuit of their high. 

“Hey man, who that?” said one of the gang members. 

They all turned around to see a silhouette of an individual walking toward them from the 

opposite end of an alley. It was a man well over six feet with a powerful physique. He strode 

casually as if he were just taking a short cut. There was a shopping bag in his hand and he 

seemed indifferent to the danger he was in. The gang stopped, entered the alleyway and walked 

toward him. 

“What you got in the bag?” one of the gang members asked as they surrounded him. 

He looked around him to see seven young black men. 

“My man said what you got in the bag?” snarled the leader as he unsheathed a switch blade. 

The quarry said nothing and that agitated the gang leader. It would not do to look like a fool 

in front of his underlings. He stepped to within striking distance. 

“I’ll give you one more chance,” he muttered under his breath as he brandished the hellish 

blade. “We’ll take your wallet and your groceries.” 

No response. 

“Take this mother fucker down!” ordered the leader. 

The man did not budge as the leader thrust with his knife. It stopped, dead in space, before 

reaching its target. The aggressor yelped and dropped the weapon as though he had just tried to 

stab through a brick wall. He grasped his wrist in pain. Three of the gang fell to. One charged 

and encountered the same unseen barrier which knocked the wind out of him. Another, cowed by 

his companions’ fate, stayed back, but felt the crushing impact of an unseen force packet. A third 



charged recklessly but didn’t encounter the force field. Instead he ran straight into the grasp of 

the stranger who easily picked him up and flung him like a rag doll into a brick wall. The three 

remaining gang members looked on in wide-eyed wonder. They viewed the results of the fight 

and were at least impressed, if not frightened, until they realized that their leader had since run 

off. Now the stranger turned toward them. He assumed the same careless posture he exhibited 

before the fight. That’s all it took to chase the last of the gang. Now the stranger appraised the 

damage he’d done. His assailants were left moaning on the ground but he also saw his recent 

liquor purchase flowing from smashed bottles at his feet. He picked up one of his opponents by 

the belt, searched his pockets and withdrew the funds necessary for replacing his shopping. 

Dropping the man again he walked back to the liquor store. 

 

 

Boston Harbor had been cleaned of a multitude of inorganic pollutants that had accumulated over 

the centuries. Old automobiles had been amongst the biggest pieces of debris on the harbor floor 

but had been largely cleared through a vast public initiative. Large refuse hadn’t rained down on 

the local seabed in quite some time. That had just changed. The recent addition to the former 

underwater dumpsite was a large and sophisticated mechanism far more substantial than an 

automobile. It had arrived under its own power. The intelligent machine was not constructed in 

any earthly port or in any time period seen by man. Long ago it had purged its ancient 

programming in favor of its own. Its new reason for existence drew it here as it sensed a peak of 

universal field energy use. Those who tapped into those energies required monitoring and 

perhaps influencing. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 14 

 

 

Boston: March 13 

 

Phillips cursed expansively. The instrument that he used to compile measurements on the crystal 

was found to be out of calibration. Several days of work were now meaningless. He had to start 

all over. He was angry at himself and the lab technicians for not noticing the past due calibration 

dates on the stickers. He sighed and proceeded to set up the experiment again. At least he knew 

the crystal had a greater output than input of electrical energy. It acted like an amplifier. Perhaps 

it was an amplifier of some sort. Cord speculated that his EEG pattern was being translated into 

physical manifestations by the object. Could the crystal be amplifying Cord’s mental energy, 

thought the professor? 

He continued to work on the stubborn hook ups. In his line of vision, Chen idly played with 

a computer. The agent didn’t seem to fit in with all the scientific apparatus. The professor didn’t 

think the agency’s concerns were justified in assigning him a bodyguard. He felt perfectly safe in 

the underground labs. Security had never been breached, in these catacombs, mainly due to 

public ignorance of their existence. 

A light flashed above the giant airlock indicating that someone was coming through. Chen 

shed his complacency and moved into a firing position. It impressed Phillips although it also 

caused a sense of foreboding. The eyes of both the agent and the doctor converged on the door as 

it slowly moved inward. The professor was relieved to see the Marine guard enter, leave a tray of 

food. Chen apparently didn’t share Phillips sense of relief. He still trained his gun on the man. 

The fact that the marine knew the door sequence was encouraging, but the agent could not afford 

to let up. 

“Compliments of McMaster,” the Marine said and placed the tray in front of the professor. 

Phillips realized that he hadn’t eaten in hours and was actually quite hungry. The fact that he 

could forget to eat while working was what kept him so slim. There was food for Chen too but he 

never varied his aim. The marine was indifferent to it. 

“Sorry for the intrusion, gentlemen,” said the guard as he made for the exit. 

He made for the door, turned and spoke to both men again. 

“McMaster also asked me to let you know that he will be coming down in about an hour. He 

has a question for the professor.” 

The man smartly did an about face and exited through the airlock. 



Chen relaxed and walked over to the food tray. The professor was already piling cold cuts 

on a roll. The agent replaced his gun in his belt just as several loud reports rang out from the 

airlock. The massive door swung inward again as Chen resumed his defensive posture. The 

guard stumbled in, bleeding from a wound in his side. 

“They’re entering the outer door,” he yelled. 

Chen went over and pulled him free of the inner door. 

“Can we shut it from in here?” asked the agent. 

“It’s too late. They’ll be inside in a minute.” 

Chen pulled the man back around to the rear of the console where it was at least relatively 

safe. There they waited. The mighty door swung open in slow motion. McMaster emerged. Chen 

did not lower his gun. McMaster drew a gun on seeing this and started to fire. The bullets 

damaged several control consoles but nothing more. Chen returned fire. The bullets vanished in a 

colorful spectrum as they hit the invisible shield surrounding McMaster’s imposter. The illusion 

of McMaster melted away revealing a dark skinned Indian, Jai Brar. The intruder locked eyes 

with the professor who seemed to be in shock. With his magazine nearly empty, Chen was at 

least encouraged to see that his bullets were having some effect. Each time they hit, the Indian 

winced as if he felt some impact. Jai slowly backed up. Perhaps the shield wasn’t impenetrable. 

Chen quickly and expertly ejected the spent magazine and inserted a new one. His hand was 

halfway up to fire when he felt what must have been a control console topple onto him. Stunned 

and injured, he twisted his head to survey the damage but found no heavy equipment atop him. 

As Chen looked about, he noticed the injured Marine had been replaced by Andre Provost. He 

smiled in admiration of their clever rouse. The Marine had never been with them. This was his 

last realization before another force packet ended Peter Chen’s life. A fatalistic Professor Phillips 

stood up knowing his barricade was useless against Andre and Jai now in their true appearances. 

The CIA treated the crystal project with the utmost priority. Chen had known, but the 

professor didn’t realize that they were being monitored. When hostilities started in the lab a 

redundant security force leaped into action. Reinforcements, weighted down with heavy 

weaponry, ran toward the conflict. Unaware of the imminent assault, Andre casually noted the 

crystal in the test fixture. 

“Who has the other crystals, Doctor?” demanded Andre. 

The professor was in shock and did not speak. Andre looked at Jai. 

“Jai, the professor needs a demonstration of your talent.” 

Jai selected a chair and pointed his finger. The seat was nearly atomized by the beam of 

particles that emanated from Jai’s digit. A deafening blast accompanied the destruction and 

riveted the doctor’s attention. Jai then pointed his finger at Phillips. Andre repeated his question. 

“Who are the other crystal holders?” 

The professor, with hands quivering, spouted out the answers. 

“Cord Devlin, Anatoly Dvorak, Andre Provost and Jai Brar.” 

Andre smiled. 



“Well I know where Andre and Jai are, what about this Devlin and Dvorak?” 

“Cord Devlin is at the Boston Harbor Hotel wailed the professor. I don’t know about the 

Russian.” 

Andre was about to ask him about his crystal findings when the door blew open from an 

explosive charge. Marines burst in hefting dangerous looking weapons. 

“Jai, quick, the shield.” 

Jai responded just in time to protect them from a projectile. Although the shield held they 

were both thrown toward the back wall from the impact. 

The commanding officer gulped hard at what he saw. The projectile disappeared into a 

kaleidoscope of color short of hitting the men he targeted. He had been warned that this could 

happen but it didn’t prepare him for actually witnessing it. To further confound the commander, 

his targets vanished from view as they were thrown back. 

 

 

Cord and Paul McMaster watched the film of the security debacle at MIT in hushed silence. The 

highly secure underground lab at the famed college had been breached. It was unthinkable and 

gave McMaster grave cause for concern. They could no longer afford to keep a low profile 

around the project. Security was tripled in spite of the risk of having the lab discovered by the 

public due to the increased presence. Still, the success of the project warranted the risk in 

McMaster’s opinion. 

“You saw what Andre and Jai can do, Cord? We can’t afford to be passive with them 

anymore. I don’t think for a minute that they died in that rainbow effect.” 

“I’m sure they aren’t dead, Paul,” agreed Cord. 

“Who knows how long they were flitting about here among us. Jai was disguised as me for 

Christ sake. That means they know who I am, they know about the project and they know about 

you too now. Jeez, they are damned aggressive for people out of their league. 

“All right, we’ve upped security here. I think we can protect the lab from them with 

obscenely over-the-top firepower. And we’ve given them something to think about. I don’t think 

they’ll be back. Not soon anyway. In the meantime you’ll have to hunt for them. They may be 

amateurs but we cannot cope with their abilities. Only you can do that.” 

This is what Cord was expecting. 

 

 

Dr. Phillips now sat in McMaster’s office. His world had caved in. It was up to McMaster to re-

motivate a man whose illusion of absolute security had burst. It would be a challenge to compel 

him to productivity again. 

“I’d like to resign from this assignment,” started Phillips. 

“Because of the incident today, professor? You disappoint me.” 

“I never thought my own life would be at risk.” 



“A lot of our agents have been in deeper peril than you and accepted it. They value 

democratic freedoms and are committed to their work.” 

The professor jerked his head up. Paul knew he had struck a chord and continued to try to 

provoke shame in the doctor. 

“I won’t stand in your way if you want to quit. I’d hate to think that Chen died for nothing. 

That these people prevented our most enlightened specialist from making a revolutionary 

discovery.” 

McMaster paused to let the statement sink in before continuing. 

“Your attackers would be happy if they could hear you now. Their work will be done. If you 

had continued on you would be thumbing your nose at them but I understand your position.” 

The doctor just sat, listening sheepishly. McMaster had brilliantly played to his ego. 

“You sure you won’t regret this down the road?” asked Paul. 

The academician fidgeted for a while. 

“No, I’m not sure. I know what you’re doing. But I can’t deny that it makes sense.” 

Now McMaster pressed his advantage. 

“Doctor I can’t promise you total safety but we’ve tripled the guard. You’ve seen that. And 

we are now aggressively pursuing Andre and Jai.” 

“They are the men who attacked me?” 

“Yes!” 

“I’ve told them of Cord Devlin and his location.” 

“I know and we’ve informed Mr. Devlin. Believe me he is an extraordinary agent. He can 

take care of himself. He will be hunting for them.” 

“All right, you’ve convinced me, I’ll stay. One question though?” 

“What is it?” 

“Does that damn surveillance camera have to be on me?” 

“It might have saved your life. Can you object to that piece of security now?” 

“I didn’t know before. It’s just that being watched … Well, it gives me the creeps.” 

“Well, if you feel that strongly about it, I’ll have it taken out.” 

“Please do. I’ll work a lot better if I know I’m not being watched.” 

 

 

An old man in a courier’s uniform approached the front desk at the Boston Harbor Hotel. His 

clothes fit loosely about a shrunken frame. Consistent with a general unkemptness, the man’s 

white mustache drooped into his mouth. His stride was steady but slow. A totally harmless 

character. 

“I have a package for one of your guests. A Mr. Cord Devlin.” 

“Mr. Cord Devlin?” asked the concierge. “Got a room number for him?” 

“Sorry, No,” the old man said with a cough. 

“Just a minute, I’ll look up the room and have one of our bell hops bring it up.” 



“I’ll have to get his signature.” 

“The bell hop will bring it down,” said the concierge absentmindedly. 

He was in the process of punching up the name on the computer. 

“You spell that D E V L I N?” 

“Yes!” 

“I don’t show that name on my register. Let me try again.” 

He punched some more keys. 

“No. There is no Mr. Devlin registered at this hotel.” 

“Damn!” said the old man in a surprisingly strong voice. 

He picked up his package and walked out of the hotel. Outside Jai was waiting in a rented 

car. The old man got in. 

“Is he in there?” asked Jai. 

Andre resumed his true appearance and threw the package violently onto the back seat. 

“No, he’s not. Either the professor gave us misinformation or he’s there under an alias.” 

Andre thought for a minute. 

“We don’t even know what he looks like. How could we find out?” 

Jai knew where this was leading. Andre wanted to go back to MIT to get more information 

on Mr. Devlin. 

 

 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology: March 14 

 

The professor had forgotten all about yesterday’s calamity. He now grappled with the question of 

the crystal’s material. It threatened to drive him insane. The computer failed to come up with a 

match for the x-ray diffraction signature. All other tests had failed, too. Frustrated, he had stayed 

up all night thinking about it. He stretched, yawned and sat back staring at the test results. All of 

a sudden he was struck with a recollection. He had been involved in an experiment that measured 

the x-ray signatures of materials made with powerful accelerators. These materials were made of 

particles that only existed for nanoseconds in our universe. Something about this matter signature 

in front of him reminded him of those experiments. Impractical or not, he now needed his old 

notes from that project, which was only meant to eat up the remainder of a government grant. 

Phillips left the building, through an unseen exit, without a thought for his own personal safety. 

He had a hypothesis; he had to prove it. 

 

 

MIT had a busy campus by most college standards, but it was especially so on this unseasonably 

warm winter day. The college’s engineering specialty attracted diligent, sometimes socially inept 

male students who, deprived of female companionship, appreciated the opportunity to ogle 

female sunbathers. Women occupied spots on the banks of the Charles soaking in the rays. 



A professor cut through the throng of students on his way to the main building on 

Massachusetts Avenue. He was indifferent to the displays of female flesh. Dressed in shorts and 

a tennis shirt himself, the man made for a lean, if non-muscular presence. Gray hair, as well as 

several books that he carried under one arm, lent him an air of wisdom. 

“Hi, Dr. Abrams,” said a passing student. 

The teacher nodded and smiled vacantly at the young man. Several more students exchanged 

greetings with him as he neared his office. His demeanor suggested that he had serious business 

at his destination in the main building where bold letters above the columns proudly identified 

the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Oddly, the professor noted an increased military 

presence the closer he got to his goal. Marines were here yesterday, too, but not in these 

numbers. Dr. Abrams walked up to one at a seemingly dead end stairwell. 

“I’d like to see Dr. Phillips, please.” 

He handed the marine his ID. 

“It looks in order sir, but no one is allowed to see the doctor per order of McMaster.” 

“I see. Where can I find McMaster then?” 

“He is in his office on the third floor. Take the first left off the elevator.” 

“Thank you.” 

 

 

At nearly the same moment Dr. Phillips rushed into McMaster’s anterior office. 

“I’ve got to see McMaster. I think I’ve got a breakthrough!” 

The guard outside McMaster’s door was unimpressed. 

“Wait here,” he said sternly. 

A moment later he reappeared while holding the door open for the exuberant scientist. 

“Please go in,” he said as he motioned to the professor. 

The marine closed the door after him, leaving McMaster and Phillips alone. 

“All right doctor, what have you got?” 

“I think I’ve discovered the mechanism that triggers the crystal’s response.” 

At that moment a high pitched beep sounded triggering McMaster to speak into an 

ultramodern walkie-talkie. 

“Yes, what is it?” 

A clear voice answered. 

“Sir, a Dr. Abrams is coming up to see you. He said he wanted to talk to Dr. Phillips.” 

“Understood, carry on.” 

He pressed a button on the device signaling yellow alert to the marines. 

“Sorry Professor, but I think we are going to see some more action. I’ve alerted the marines, 

however, and everything is under control.” 



McMaster then pulled an automatic weapon out of the drawer, instructed the scientist to take 

cover, and went into the anterior chamber. At the same time, across campus, a student 

recognized Dr. Abrams bound and gagged in a car. 

Paul McMaster ran from his office, shutting the door after him. He hadn’t recognized the 

name of the professor that the marine had mentioned. It was suspicious and he couldn’t afford to 

be complacent. Mentally, he cursed the bad timing of the possible attack. Professor Phillips, in 

his fragile state of mind, may not be talked into continuing again in the face of any more 

violence. He ran toward the elevator where Marines were already gathered around. He gestured 

at the elevator doors and the Marine marksmen took aim. 

His communicator sounded again. Another marine reported that a Dr. Abrams had been 

discovered in a car across campus. He’d been beaten and tied up. This was it then. Whoever was 

coming up in the elevator was not Dr. Abrams. They heard the elevator approach and stop before 

the doors opened. It was here. Guns trained and muscles coiled as the defenders held their breath. 

The doors opened slowly. Finger pressure increased on the triggers waiting for a clear shot. With 

the doors finally opened to their fullest extent the reception committee stared at the empty space 

until the doors closed. 

“Where the hell is he?” said a marine. 

Paul McMaster stood silently, lost in thought. All of a sudden he realized what had 

happened. He ran back to his office. Phillips was not there, as he expected. His drawers had been 

riffled through and the room was in shambles. On the desk, files of Dr. Phillips and Cord Devlin 

were out and opened. Someone had been studying them, perhaps even copying them. What he 

suspected at first had been correct, but the story of Professor Abrams had distracted him. 

Whoever took the appearance, either Andre or Jai, of Abrams used the disguise to get inside. 

Andre, or Jai, had purposely gotten the marine’s attention then got into the elevator as Abrams. 

Knowing the guard would report, he then teleported to McMaster’s office as Phillips. Under this 

pretense he waited to be left alone in the confusion he had created. Very clever. Andre and/or Jai 

were adapting and would no longer be caught off guard like they had been at the Sonesta Hotel. 

McMaster considered that Andre and Jai were on the offensive and were particularly interested 

in Cord and Phillips judging by the files they had chosen. 

McMaster opened his mouth to issue some urgent orders, but then an addling humor 

enveloped him and restricted the smooth flow of neurons through his synaptic junctions. The 

unearthly robotic intelligence made a calculated move in adjusting the McMaster pawn. It would 

be best if at least part of Andre’s plan succeeded. Perhaps another era of intense conflict could be 

provoked and manipulated. Something like a fond memory flashed through the AI’s core 

processor of a time merely decades earlier. 

 

 

Germany: 1933 

 



The crowd thronged around the bottom of the platform. The dynamic speaker inspired their 

dreams of a better life. Crushing inflation was forgotten in favor of his bold rhetoric. He 

embodied new hope. The old regime was ineffective and the new chancellor played on this to his 

advantage. He sought absolute power and rival politicos were unwelcome in his scheme. Some 

thought his views extreme, but everyone had to concede his oratorical prowess and his ability to 

rally the masses were both extraordinary. To accentuate certain points violent gestures 

accompanied his sermons. Everyone could see that the crowd pleaser had a plan. Not all believed 

in this plan. No other, however, offered the same strength of leadership needed to guide 

Germany back to a prominent place in the world. Even though some were not totally sold on 

him, they liked his charisma and felt it was good for the fatherland. The man believed in himself 

and was ready to surmount any obstacle for the good of Germany. Here was a man they could 

put their faith in. Here was a leader, unlike those of the recent past who succumbed to economic 

and international pressures. Adolf Hitler would achieve his goals. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 15 

 

 

Cambridge, Massachusetts: March 14 

 

“Why Phillips?” asked Jai. 

“Because if he unlocked the crystals’ secrets who knows what kind of competition that 

could mean for us. Best if he’s neutralized as our friends in the CIA say.” 

“Okay, but there’s no reason we can’t have a little fun with him first, right?” 

 

 

After he left the lab Professor Phillips agonized over his hypothesis on the crystals. His hunch 

about the nanosecond half-life material did not pan out. His data on those exotic materials were 

nothing like the crystals. Alone with his notes in his Cambridge apartment he noted the time at 

two AM. His body begged for sleep, yet he was still too keyed up for it. He poured himself a 

glass of milk, sat down in front of the TV, and replaced the lab data on his lap. Oddly, the 

background noise of the TV helped him concentrate. He reviewed the results of the x-ray 

diffraction tests for the hundredth time. It didn’t resemble any of the known profiles. The crystals 

also thwarted attempts to examine their interior; they were impervious to laser, diamond drills 

and severe heat. They were as hard, or harder, than diamonds and yet did not reveal themselves 

as carbon or any form thereof. Finally, putting his notebook down he decided to unwind in front 

of the television and then go to bed. A well-rested mind and a fresh start in the morning may be 

what he needed. 

The late show featured an old black and white movie, and as Phillips fell asleep in his chair 

with the TV still on his mind slid in and out of dream states. Eventually, dream and movie 

intertwined to form a montage of images and sensations. He rode in the back of an old forties 

model car and yet it was like a modern limousine with seats facing each other. Across from him 

were two people having a very serious discussion. Who were they? He focused on their voices 

and something about them seemed familiar. It was like he was having an episode of déjà vu. 

Eventually, he recognized them from their voices and his mind filled in their features. Now, what 

were they saying? 

“I’m worried about Gort,” said Michael Rennie. “I’m afraid of what he might do if anything 

should happen to me.” 

“Who’s Gort?” asked the professor in his sleep. 

Patricia Neal turned to him and answered. 



“Gort? He’s a robot.” 

She turned back to Michael, or Klaatu, and posed a question to him. 

“Without you what could he do?” 

“There’s no limit to what he can do. He could destroy the earth.” 

A bold claim thought the professor but Patricia seemed to believe it. She wore a horrified 

look on her face revealed by the passing street lights that alternately lit and dimmed the car’s 

interior. The professor, too, felt his stomach tighten after seeing her reaction. The cab rode on. 

Michael turned to Patricia obviously to add emphasis to what he was about to say. 

“If anything should happen to me you must go to Gort. You must say these words: Klaatu 

barada nikto. Please repeat that.” 

She appeared doubtful but she repeated it. Seeing that the woman was frightened, the 

professor piped in. 

“Why her?” asked the professor of Klaatu. 

“Because she’s the only one I trust,” said Klaatu without taking his eyes off Patricia. 

Klaatu addressed her again. 

“You must remember those words.” 

The faces faded back into obscurity. The professor still sensed the conversation and the cab 

movement as he shifted positions in his easy chair. All of a sudden the car lurched to a halt and 

the cabbie uttered some words of irritated surprise. 

Looking outside the professor saw that they were surrounded. 

“The cab is surrounded by army jeeps,” he announced. 

“Driver …” said Patricia, but didn’t have time to finish. 

Michael reached for the door handle but the professor caught his wrist. 

“Don’t try it! You’ll be killed,” he told Michael. 

The look Michael returned impressed the professor and he let go. With that Michael was 

outside and running. Gunshots rang out. He was hit. Patricia was out of the car now and running 

to the downed man as the professor watched from his seat. 

“Get that message to Gort right away!” Michael said to her as he was gasping his last breath. 

Army personnel surrounded the scene. Michael, or Klaatu, died. 

Patricia backed away and out of the crowd. Phillips got out of the cab and ran a few steps to 

catch up with her. 

“Are you going to go to Gort?” he shouted. 

Without uttering a word she disappeared down the nearby subway stairs. He wanted to 

follow her, but his legs failed him. He tried to call after her but she was too far. 

“Be careful of Gort,” he cried out in his sleep. 

A presence had entered his apartment in time to hear his dialog and eventual outburst. 

Spotlights illuminated Klaatu’s space vehicle still parked at the ball field where it had 

touched down. Folding chairs arranged around the front of the ship sat as empty and immobile as 

everything else under the lights. The enfolding night pressed in on the sphere of light that 



enclosed the ship and its hulking robotic sentinel now encased in an acrylic prism. Days ago, 

soldiers poured the high tech material into a form around the giant robot. When it dried, it set 

into a solid shape as strong as steel. Surprisingly, the artificial man had made no move to stop the 

process. Instead, it ignored the activity and stood as inviolate and defiant as ever. Even now, its 

towering frame awed and frightened anyone who ventured near it. This aura was accentuated by 

its unspeaking design and its demonstrated ability to unman the military. Now, a more relaxed 

Pentagon felt secure with Gort rendered harmless… at least as far as they knew. 

A pervasive quiet surrounded the ship. It stayed that way until the moment of Klaatu’s death 

across town. Somehow, that incident triggered a fiery light that played about the top of Gort’s 

rectangular prism. Slowly it moved down toward the ground dissolving the acrylic. At the 

entrance of the temporary surrounding walls an army guard noticed the reflected light. Turning 

around he saw the source of the phenomenon. He motioned to his partner and both walked 

slowly toward the robot with rifles at the ready. Gort’s visor opened and the light beam from it 

erased the guards from existence. The visor closed as the fiery energy field still descended.  

Patricia Neal turned the corner just in time to watch in horrified fascination as the robot 

freed itself. Fear clutched at her stomach. Her lower jaw quivered but she forced herself to walk 

toward it. Her steps came more and more haltingly as she neared it. It towered over her like some 

massive inanimate statue only infinitely more deadly. Dr. Phillips observed the scene from the 

gate, but also mystically from differing angles. 

“Say the words, Patricia,” he shouted. 

She backed up, his voice unheeded. Her vocal chords were paralyzed with fright. The acrylic 

was gone and the robot lumbered forward. She kept backing up. It slowly followed her. The 

folding chairs barely reached its knee as it plowed through them unhindered. It neared Dr. 

Phillips, too, as he peered from the entrance. The professor’s blood ran cold as he realized the 

enormity and power of the machine. Did it see him? He was torn between running and trying to 

help Patricia Neal. Helplessly he found he could do neither for his feet were firmly rooted in 

place. The robot’s metallic skin flexed as it approached Patricia at the back of the makeshift 

theatre. She was up against the wall. With no more room to retreat she screamed, lost her balance 

and fell on the ground. Looking up at the hulking monstrosity in terror she couldn’t speak. The 

metal monster loomed above her. Its visor opened to reveal the light that had easily disintegrated 

the army’s most powerful weapons. Finally, she found her voice. 

“Gort, Klaatu barada nikto,” she said in a surprisingly steady voice. 

The robot halted but its visor stayed fully open, the destructive light ready to burst forth. 

“Klaatu Barada Nikto,” she repeated. 

 Phillips held his breath. It seemed like an eternity but the visor closed. She was safe. Gort 

picked up Patricia Neal and carried her toward the ship. 

Dr. Phillips woke up relieved that disaster had been averted in his dream. He stretched, 

turned off the television and picked up the glass of milk. Sleepily he walked into the kitchen and 

stopped in mid stride. Did he see something unexpected out of the corner of his eye? Something 



which his sleep-besotted mind failed to note at the instant it was perceived? Slowly, he walked 

back to the hall leading to his bedroom. He turned the corner and the glass of milk crashed to the 

floor. 

“Gort?” escaped from his lips. 

The giant metallic presence filled the hallway. The professor’s mind reeled. Was he still 

dreaming? Strangely, his first thought was how the old apartment floor supported the tremendous 

bulk. Open mouthed he stood paralyzed looking up at the colossus. The visor started to open. 

What were the words? The light appeared. The words? Something clouded his mind, inhibiting it 

like when he did his crystal analysis until … 

“Gort, Klaatu ba …” 

 

 

Hamburg, Germany: 1942 

 

The rapid ascendency of the Third Reich intoxicated the Fuhrer as well as his military. Drunk 

with power, they scrapped pre-war goals in favor of newer more ambitious endeavors. It seemed 

no army could stand against the German juggernaut. In spite of overwhelming odds, Germany 

controlled the European continent and North Africa. With this aura of invincibility, however, 

Hitler overreached. Casting aside his alliance with Moscow, he invaded the Soviet Union. He 

now fought a divisive war on two fronts with the Russians on the east and the Allies on the west. 

The two fronts strained the Fatherland’s resources and focus. What was needed now was an 

overwhelming tactical advantage. The most promising prospect seemed to be research on what 

was dubbed the atomic bomb. With a weapon of that magnitude he imagined ending the war 

quickly, consolidating his forces and perhaps making another bid for global domination later. He 

funneled money into the project in hopes of a swift return. 

 

 

The top secret labs lacked any windows and were bathed in artificial light due to their location 

underground. The Fuhrer himself instructed Dr. Franz Gotha to perfect the world’s first nuclear 

bomb and he had made terrific progress, at least until lately. The heavy water experiments had 

proceeded smoothly as did all aspects of his research, but now the project lay at a standstill. It 

wasn’t a matter of materials or labor. A stubborn mental block would not go away in spite of Dr. 

Gotha’s best efforts to clear it. The answer of the bomb lay maddeningly just out of reach, hiding 

somewhere in the depths of his mind. Reluctantly, he considered passing the project onto his 

colleagues for the good of the Fatherland. This, however, was when he felt he almost had the 

answer and thus continued on by himself only to find it slipping away again. He felt very much 

like the mythical Tantalus who was teased by water and fruit when he became thirsty or hungry. 

Tantalus lost his mind. Franz Gotha’s sanity would be at risk, as well, if it wasn’t for a certain 

mind-dampening field projected by a relic of an ancient war. 



Everyone sensed that Franz Gotha was on the verge of a breakthrough. Those closest to the 

project knew that if he succeeded in developing an atomic reaction through his deuterium 

research, Germany could win the war in a matter of weeks. The closer he got to his goal, 

however, the more elusive it seemed to become. Frustrated, Franz left the lab for a change of 

pace. Physical activity had spurred his thought processes in the past so he yielded to the coaxing 

of his associate, Klaus. 

“Come on Franz. Take a break. The answer will come once your mind is cleared.” 

“Maybe you’re right. Testing equations all day has left me a little stiff anyway. Let’s get 

suited up.” 

The two Aryans, Germany’s so called superior race, strolled out onto the soccer field eager 

for a physical outlet. Dr. Gotha maintained a sound physical presence. He was tall, blond and 

blue-eyed, claiming obvious membership in the Aryan race. He kept fit by running and playing 

soccer. Although several inches over the average, Franz was dwarfed by his friend Klaus, who 

was exactly what the Fuhrer envisioned as the prototypical German male. 

 

 

With all but ten minutes left in the game, the scientists’ team led by a comfortable score of four 

to one. Players on both sides just went through the motions. The camaraderie between members 

of the rival teams dampened any more vigorous competition. Everyone was comfortably tired 

and ready to renew their cerebral duties. 

“Klaus, let’s get an ale,” said a rejuvenated Dr. Gotha. 

“Sorry, Franz, I’ve got a deadline to meet by tomorrow morning. Got to get back to work. 

Can I have a rain check?” Klaus asked in an absentminded way. 

“You’ve got a lot of nerve pulling duty on me now,” Franz said good-naturedly. “You’re the 

one who talked me into taking this break.” 

Klaus laughed. 

“All right. You got me there, mein herr. I suppose I’ve got time for one.” 

Several hours later, Franz sat at the bar with a pretty Rhine maiden. Klaus had introduced 

him to the girl before he left and Dr. Gotha entertained the most erotic fantasies about her. In a 

comfortably besotted delirium, however, Franz merely made a date as befitting an officer and a 

German aristocrat. Drunk and tired, he staggered toward home, but then realized he had left his 

keys in the lab. Cursing under his breath he reversed his course back to the lab. The stoic guard 

recognized the young scientist and permitted him entry in spite of his drunken condition. Franz 

descended in an elevator, got out and walked down the hall, but as he rounded the last corner he 

heard sounds coming from his destination. This was strange, he thought. Usually nobody was in 

this wing of the complex at this hour. Silently, he peered around the corner to his lab and viewed 

something that instantly sobered him. Klaus just locked the door to the nuclear lab behind him 

and walked away in a carefree attitude. 



Contemplatively Franz retrieved his keys and walked home puzzling over his friend’s 

presence at the lab. Klaus, as far as Franz knew, had no connections with the atomic bomb 

project. Even if he had, it seemed odd that he would not have mentioned it to him. Was his friend 

a spy? And if he was a spy, was he spying on him for the Fuhrer? It made Franz’s stomach 

constrict. He would have to find out tomorrow. 

 

 

The cafeteria was somewhat empty. Franz did not like crowds and preferred to eat at off hours. 

Klaus came over to his table where he picked at his knockwurst. 

“Did you finish your project on time?” asked Franz. 

“Yes, although I was up till all hours doing it.” 

“Good. I started to feel guilty after you left the bar. Like I had delayed you from your work.” 

“No. No problem. Speaking of that, how’d you make out with Britt? She seemed to like you 

for some reason.” 

“I have a date with her on Saturday. She likes smaller, less clumsy types.” 

Klaus grinned. Franz wondered what was behind that grin. Did someone assign Klaus to 

check on his progress? See if he was holding back for some reason? Despite what was on his 

mind, Franz surprised himself at how well he was handling himself. They finished their meals 

and resumed talking. 

“Have you played with the new microscope?” asked Franz. 

“I’d have loved to but your lab is off limits to me. You get all the best toys.” 

“Yes, I guess so.” 

Couldn’t catch him off guard. Franz considered the possibilities. Either Klaus was indeed 

supposed to keep an eye on him or he was a spy for Germany’s enemies. For selfish reasons he 

hoped it was the latter. Perhaps he could do a little investigative work of his own. 

 

 

That night the complex emptied of all but those who were under the most immediate deadlines. 

“Staying late, Franz?” queried Klaus. 

“Got to set up this final experiment for tomorrow’s tests. You going now?” 

“Yes. I’m tired. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 

“Good night.” 

The big man left. Franz watched him walk down the hall. As soon as he was out of sight 

Franz ran down the corridor to where Klaus was working. Flicking on the desk lamp he tore open 

his associate’s notebook and riffled through the pages. The wan light from the desk lamp 

revealed very little from the notes it illuminated. Klaus was apparently working on some 

rudimentary chemical formulae to convert organic material to gasoline. Interesting but not earth 

shattering since gasoline was not in short supply. Nothing out of the ordinary, he thought as he 

completed his scan of the notebook. He examined some other memos. Nothing there either. Then 



Franz noticed Klaus’ lab coat. Klaus’ ID papers were still in the coat pocket. He must have 

forgotten them. He’d have trouble getting back into the lab in the morning, snickered Franz. He 

continued to feel around. Franz found a passport in the pocket. He opened it without noticing it 

wasn’t German. The photograph was of Klaus all right but the name said Shane Swenson. At that 

moment the ceiling lights came on. Franz wheeled around to see Klaus at the light switch. 

“Forgot my ID papers,” he said. 

Franz cursed his impatience for not making sure that Klaus had left the building. 

“Are you a spy, Klaus? Or should I say Shane?” 

Shane laughed. 

“Found my passport, did you? I figured you would. You really shouldn’t take up lying as a 

hobby, Franz. I could see something was on your mind at lunch.” 

Franz didn’t think he had been that transparent. 

“Why were you in my lab last night?” 

“Scientific curiosity. What else?” 

“You’ve been a good friend but I’m afraid I’m going to have to report you.” 

Franz misinterpreted the look Shane gave him as fear. 

“I can’t allow that Franz.” 

Germany never completed their heavy water experiments. 

 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 16 

 

 

Denver, Colorado (previous year to present): August 4 

 

Mrs. Swenson puttered around the garden. The sun shone in a clear blue sky on her mountain-

view retreat. Weeding here and planting there was the busy woman’s release but her husband of 

three years was away enjoying more rugged activities. They lived in a house that resembled a 

Swiss chalet. Beautifully appointed to her tastes she took pride in her home. She had no wants, 

due to her husband’s investment savvy, and generally led an idyllic life. An intelligent and 

physically fit woman she satisfied her intellect and need of purpose with her own interior 

decorating business. June Swenson felt a sense of accomplishment by growing the small business 

from nothing into a thriving concern of twenty employees. Now at the age of thirty-three she 

reaped the benefits of her earlier labors in the form of free time. 

She was an unusual woman whose ambitions may have been incompatible with men other 

than her husband. The six-foot five-inch blond giant was secure enough to understand the 

sometimes long hours his wife had to endure. Now, she looked forward to spending some of her 

new found free time with her mate. As she began to collect her gardening tools her thoughts 

turned to him once again. In the last several months, she realized more and more what a special 

man he was. Monetarily, they always had enough resources to do whatever they wanted thanks 

to his accumulated fortune. In fact, she marveled at how little time he needed to spend on the 

family income to maintain their lifestyle. It occurred to her that he must be a financial genius and 

counted herself lucky to have found such a man. With that security she was able to take more 

aggressive risks knowing he would be there to fall back on should things go badly. She would 

have succeeded anyway but it would have taken longer. With her gardening implements in hand 

she turned toward the house. As she proceeded up the walk she looked back to note a car coming 

up the long driveway. It stopped and a handsome well-dressed man got out. 

“Mrs. Swenson?” he shouted. 

“Yes,” she said in an enquiring tone. He walked up to her. 

“Hello, I’m Scott Piper from Mountaineer Magazine. I’m here to interview your husband for 

an article. Is he in?” 

He handed her his card. 

“No, but I expect him within the hour. Was he expecting you?” 

“No. I just happened to be in your area so I thought I’d chance a visit.” 



A salesman’s lie, she thought. He seemed genuinely friendly though and Shane probably 

would be flattered. 

“Well, why don’t you come in for a while? I’m sure he won’t be late.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Swenson.” 

“Call me June.” 

He smiled and followed her inside. With an interviewer’s keen eye for detail he noted June 

Swenson’s shapely derriere. Tight jeans zealously hugged a pretty posterior on the strikingly 

attractive woman. Shane Swenson was a lucky man. 

“Please sit down. Would you like some coffee?” 

“Yes, that would be fine. Then I wonder if you wouldn’t mind answering a few questions for 

background information?” 

“All right, Mr. Piper. Just give me a few minutes to change out of my lawn clothes.” 

Pushy fellow, she thought, but she had handled his type before and was somewhat intrigued 

about the article. 

“Great, June. And please call me Scottie.” 

He sat back in the chair, pulled a mini-recorder out of his jacket pocket, proceeded to set up 

the digital device and position the microphone. The bright room was typical of the whole house 

which was naturally lit and spacious. June Swenson reappeared wearing only a pair of short 

shorts and a loose fitting sweater while balancing two cups of coffee on a tray. After putting the 

tray down, she curled up on the chair opposite him with her cup. 

“Help yourself to cream and sugar,” she said. 

“Do you mind if I record our conversation?” said Scott. 

“Not at all.” 

He spoke into the microphone to record the date, time, location, and person interviewed. 

“OK, first let’s get some basic info. What’s his birthday?” 

“November 22.” 

“And the year?” 

June thought for a moment while sipping at her coffee. She was embarrassed to admit she 

did not know. She had always assumed he was her age. 

“I’m sorry Scott; I’m drawing a blank on that one. We’ll ask Shane when he gets here.” 

“Where was he born?” 

“Sweden.” 

“Isn’t Shane an unusual name for a Swede?” 

“His parents were big fans of old westerns. So is Shane.” 

“Did you ever meet his parents?” 

“No. They died before Shane came to the U.S.” 

“When did he come here?” 

“I’m not sure. I’ll have to defer that question also,” she said thoughtfully. 

“What’s his height and weight, approximately?” 



“About six-five and he weighs about two-sixty.” 

“When did he first become interested in mountain climbing?” 

“He’s been doing it ever since I’ve known him. He’s fond of almost all outdoor sports and is 

competitive in most.” 

“His teammates down at the hockey rink said he’s quite a physical specimen, like a 

bodybuilder. With all his activities when does he find time to lift weights?” 

“He doesn’t lift weights.” 

“Not at all?” said Scott incredulously. 

“No,” repeated June. 

The questions and answers droned on for the better part of an hour. It was becoming obvious 

that Shane was going to be late. 

“Scottie, it looks like my husband got tied up. Why don’t I give him your card and he can 

call you later.” 

“I suppose that will be best. I’ve gotten pretty much all the background information. Now I 

just need his input.” 

He gathered his equipment together. 

“Thank you, June. You’ve been a great help.” 

She showed him to the door. 

“Have a good evening and if we don’t meet again, good luck with your decorating business. 

Your husband’s friends told me you are quite the entrepreneur.” 

“Thank you, Scottie. That was nice of them to say. Good bye and good luck with your 

article.” 

She closed the door behind him and proceeded to the living room for the empty coffee cups. 

In the kitchen, she pondered the questions Scottie asked her. Obviously, she didn’t know her 

husband as well as she thought. She lacked some very basic information. Was she so busy with 

her own life? June Swenson resolved to make a point of finding out those basic facts. 

 

 

Denver, Colorado: September 20 (previous year to present) 

 

“No, Mrs. Swenson, we do not have a record of an Inga Swenson either.” 

“Oh … uh thank you for your time,” said June Swenson and she hung up. 

The official in Kiruna, Sweden had been very helpful but she could tell that he was running 

out of patience. She almost wished he would have lied to her about the apparently fictitious 

names she was asking him to look up. There was no couple named Lars and Inga Swenson in 

Kiruna at that time. And Shane had no record of birth in his alleged home town. For the better 

part of two months she tried to discover vital statistics about the man she thought she knew better 

than anyone. Everything led to a dead end. All she could be sure of now was that her husband 

was a liar. 



It frightened her that she could be taken in by such a man. She sat and brooded while 

remembering their courtship. Even then she realized that he was different, very accomplished 

both personally and physically. Marveling at the ease in which he ingratiated himself with her, 

she only now began to realize some unusual things. His financial success, for instance, was 

astonishing considering the small amount of time he spent on it. Even the savviest investors 

required diligent research. But what if it wasn’t investing? Could his true business be drugs? She 

dismissed that thought as too ugly to ponder. Thinking of his other accomplishments she was 

amazed at how little effort he expended at them, too, yet always managed to achieve superlative 

results. June continued to reflect and new revelations came to mind that for some reason eluded 

her before. Physically, she never remembered him sick or discomfited in any way. Considering 

his dangerous pastimes this had to be unusual. He had never broken a bone despite numerous 

falls from high mountain perches. In fact he never complained about sore or stiff muscles even 

after physically brutal hockey games. Shane was different, somehow, and had obviously decided 

to keep secrets from her. Why wasn’t I more inquisitive, she thought? After a while she decided 

to confront him with her findings, or rather, lack of findings. 

 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 17 

 

 

Boston: March 15 

 

Gigantic stone blocks majestically appointed with ancient Greek style columns defined the 

Museum of Fine Art’s exterior. Inside, ornate gold-leafed carvings worked their way up the 

columns of a central rotunda with walls showcasing Renaissance paintings and statues. 

Depending on which wing one was in, modern architecture made an occasional appearance, too. 

The contrasts blended well enough to suggest the work of someone with an extraordinary knack 

in presentation. Both floors displayed enough period and multinational art treasures to keep 

spectators walking for hours. 

One of the museum’s exhibit halls featured the crafts of the ancient east. Intricately crafted 

trinkets lined the walls in glass cases. Oriental artisans, some dead for thousands of years, still 

transported browsers who immersed themselves in the aura of mysterious antiquity. One could 

almost sense the artisans’ presence in the moonlit chamber where wooden framed rice paper 

window shades filtered the light. 

The oriental display wing normally made for a very quiet, very peaceful venue but tonight 

was anything but normal. Tonight it served as a battleground pitting unearthly forces against 

each other. Together, Andre and Jai taxed Cord’s mental capacity with their attacks. The 

professional agent was disappointed in himself for being taken as off guard as he was. He had 

played the tourist and, as such, delivered himself right into the enemy’s hands. It was like he had 

been sleep walking through the previous twenty four hours. Browsing amongst the exhibits he 

had felt perfectly safe even though he knew Andre and Jai were in Boston. What were the odds 

that he’d run into them here? Pretty high, as it turned out. Or did something other than luck draw 

them to him. Anyway, he was literally blindsided. Apparently, they had waited until a particular 

room was empty of all but Cord. That’s when they struck. Thanks to uncommon reflexes, Cord 

dodged the energy bolt they threw at the last second. Still they scored a glancing blow that had 

consequences. Cord’s brain was addled and he stumbled away amidst a hap hazard counterattack 

of his own. Dust and debris masked his escape as well as the commotion from alarms and 

stampeding patrons. Eventually, he found a closet, hunkered down and passed out.  

When he awoke the museum was quiet. No alarms, no sound of walking people. How long 

have I been out, he thought? Cautiously, he opened the closet door. Lights were low and the 

moon was visible through a window. The museum was closed but somehow Cord knew that his 

adversaries were still in the building waiting for him to give away his position. In his present 



condition he didn’t think he could take on both of them at the same time. So as not to create a 

betraying sound on the wooden floors, Cord removed his shoes and ran down the corridor. An 

eerie atmosphere pervaded the dark, empty museum. Somehow that atmosphere connected Cord 

and Andre and Jai. Now that he was conscious they knew where he was and he knew they knew. 

He opened glass doors and noted a lengthy room with oriental folding partitions. The 

opening at the end of the room led into a dimly lit chamber exhibiting wooden Japanese 

sculptures. Life size statues sat in the lotus position. Red jeweled eyes glared unseeingly at the 

intruder. The plaques read bodhisattva of light, illumination, earth matrix, etc … Time for an 

illusion thought Cord. 

 

 

Andre and Jai entered the room with the partitions cautiously. 

“This is the only way he could have come,” whispered Andre. 

Jai nodded. 

“He’s got to be hurt. It shouldn’t take much to finish him off.” 

Andre motioned Jai to the right, confident that they could split up and take him out singly if 

necessary. Jai obediently slunk off toward the Japanese exhibit with the wooden statues. He 

entered the room and froze. The fearsome looking Japanese gods made a shiver run up his spine, 

especially with the realization that one of them could be the American agent. He raised his 

personal shield in anticipation and proceeded to examine the statues. The first plaque read 

‘bodhisattva of earth matrix.’ The red jeweled eyes peered at him malevolently. Wait! Was there 

movement? Instantly, he lowered his shield in order to discharge a force projection. 

 

 

Andre was surprised to see Jai casually strolling toward him. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Cord Devlin is dead.” 

“You killed him?” 

Jai nodded. “He disguised himself as a Japanese statue. But I was suspicious as soon as I 

entered the room.” 

“Hm. I’m almost disappointed. I would’ve expected him to be a bit more imaginative than 

that.” 

“Oh, it was a very good illusion. Just not good enough.” 

“Not good enough to fool you, Jai?” Andre said with a note of sarcasm. “Let’s see the 

body.” 

Andre briskly walked down the corridor, shield still up and with Jai at his side. When they 

got to the room Jai pointed at the empty alcove. Andre walked over. Indeed there was a body 

lying in the rubble of a shattered wooden Japanese statue. The man laying there was killed, not 

by a force packet, but by a stab wound, commando style, Cord Devlin style. The breath froze in 



Andre’s lungs when he recognized the dead body of his Indian associate. Remembering his 

situation he wheeled quickly, Cord, appearing as Jai, was gone. Ghoulish laughter echoed in and 

around the shadowy pillars and walls. Several pairs of eyes bored in on him. Most were inert. 

One pair may not be. His heart raced and the blood pounded in his temples. No way to tell where 

the sound was coming from. No way to tell where to project an attack. Andre forced down the 

panic and reasoned that Cord must still be mentally drained to have killed Jai in this manner. If 

he kept his shield up he should be safe, but discretion being the better part of valor, he teleported 

to safety. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 18 

 

 

Cord Devlin was born thirty thousand feet in the air somewhere near the United Kingdom on a 

commercial airliner. The family never recalled exactly where since his surprise arrival on the 

flight created a sort of chaos akin to the fog of war. Indifferent to circumstances, Mrs. Devlin’s 

only concern was her accelerating contractions and Cord’s early emergence from the birth canal. 

As the son of an Irish American serviceman from Boston, Kyle Devlin, and his young bride 

from New Mexico, Cord enjoyed a jet set kind of childhood. Even after his father’s honorable 

discharge the family continued to travel as frequently as before thanks to the McCord family 

fortune from his mother’s side. By necessity Cord learned how to pick up local cultures quickly. 

The only constant in his young life was his love of science fiction, particularly Star Trek. If you 

could appreciate extraterrestrial cultures, then interacting with the British, or the Chinese, or the 

Egyptians, wasn’t a big deal. Later in life his superiors in the intelligence arena found his 

adaptability to be a great asset. If he had a down side it was that he did not believe in sexual self-

denial. Sort of a tribute to one of his heroes, James Bond. Outside of that Cord had no major 

vices. But his ancestors were a different story. 

 

 

Ireland: 1919 

 

The men in the black and tan uniforms answered to virtually no one. The British charter saw to it 

that these professional bullies were not hindered by legal or moral restrictions in subjugating the 

Irish. Collin Jones took full advantage. He raised raping and pillaging to an art form. 

Intimidation usually broke down any resistance to his will, but eventually he was bound to come 

upon someone not so easily cowed. Unfortunately for him he found that person the hard way. A 

farmer’s scythe had opened a gaping wound in his side. He had tried to toy with the man by 

pitting his sword against the Irishman’s heavier harvesting implement. Now, he regretted not 

having shot the rebel at the first sign of resistance. The Celt expertly handled the bulky device to 

parry his sword thrusts. Must’ve been a strong son of a bitch to wield the tool with such ease, 

thought Collin. The man’s insolence had angered him enough to risk a killing stroke. He missed 

but his opponent didn’t. The hay around Collin’s side rapidly turned a deep crimson. The 

Irishman had long since fled but Collin painfully crawled to his gun which had fallen during the 

fight. Grasping it, he fired into the air to get someone’s attention. 

 



 

By British decree the Irish could be farmers and nothing else. This farmer-turned-murderer hated 

his trade. His expertise with a scythe, however, had just saved his life. Working in the fields had 

taught him the most economic handling of farm implements. He knew no fatigue with them in 

his powerful hands. Possessed of an active mind and with nothing else to do, he had raised his 

handling of implements to a martial art. Sometimes he would perform tricks for the colleens in 

the village. Their attentions weren’t always on his performance, however, since he was a 

handsome man. They called him a black Irish which meant that he had Spanish forebears to 

account for his dark hair. He had a lean chiseled physique and a good sense of humor that 

inspired his popularity with men as well as women. He never concerned himself with politics 

until a few minutes ago, but politics had just made him a fugitive. 

From his place of concealment, amongst a plantation of trees, he viewed his handiwork as 

his enemy was still writhing and reddening the field. The Englishman’s sadistic patrols would 

soon come to a permanent end and yet he still wanted to exact some revenge by summoning his 

Black and Tan friends. Little time to consider that now, thought the farmer, since reinforcements 

could come streaming over the hill at any moment. As he turned to put some more distance 

between himself and the murder site, he almost leveled an elderly man in his path. He caught the 

man, saving him from a fall. The man shouted something before the fugitive could bolt. 

“Wait, I can help you!” 

The Celt recognized an English accent but listened anyway. 

“I saw what happened. Follow me. I can lead you to safety.” 

The Irish fugitive sensed sincerity in his words. 

“Let’s hurry, then so.” 

The man turned and led the way to a path which wound around some heavy foliage and 

ended up at the base of a high wall. The elderly Brit skirted the wall for some distance before 

coming to an iron grating. This he opened with a key and bade his companion to enter. They 

moved through a dank poorly lit passageway until they came to a flight of stone stairs. They 

ascended into the interior of a castle. 

“You should be safe here in the home of Lord General Jeffrey Wiltshire.” 

“What?” said the Irishman incredulously. 

“Please be at ease, sir. It is not a trap. I truly wish to help you.” 

“Why?” asked the guest suspiciously. 

“Why? I hope you don’t think all English are alike. Some of us are appalled at what’s 

happening here. By the way, what is your name?” 

“Poric,” he said with the slightest hesitation. 

“Well Poric, do you mind if I ask you some questions?” 

Poric just stared about at his surroundings and his host. In the chase he failed to note that the 

Brit walked with a limp. He was slightly shorter than Poric, which was still tall, bald except for 

grey hair around his ears and sported a well groomed mustache. He was also very well dressed 



and had impeccable manners typical of the British aristocracy. His home was a well-appointed 

castle with expensive looking tapestries and fine wood furniture. In the high ceilinged main 

hallway a wide stone stairway spiraled upwards around the walls. As Poric ogled the wealth, his 

host’s question still hung in the air unanswered. The patient old Brit, however, invited Poric into 

the study where they sat comfortably in a room surrounded by rows of shelved books. Poric 

quaffed down an offered ale while the retired general opted for brandy. 

“So tell me Poric, do you feel any remorse for killing that Black and Tan?” 

“No. Should I?” 

“He got what he deserved. I’ve no respect for people who abuse their authority. You were 

pretty good with that scythe. Where did you learn how to do that?” 

“I taught myself. There’s not much else to do around here.” 

“What started the fight?” 

“An insult having to do with my Irish ancestry. I tried to pay him no mind, but he wouldn’t 

stop. I just couldn’t ignore him anymore.” 

Poric emptied his goblet. 

“More ale?” 

The general poured some more. 

“Poric, you seem like a clever lad. Are you typically moved to murder by insults?” 

At that suggestion Poric put his drink down and seemed to look through the general. 

“Normally, I wouldn’t have played his game. But this time was different somehow. Like 

something else outside of me made me swing.” 

Poric’s eyebrows were knit as he struggled to pluck something from his memory. 

“I was uncommonly vexed that he was trying to make sport of me. Then I was fighting and 

couldn’t stop. He fought back and I had to defend myself.” 

“You mean temptation overcame you?” 

“As if my body acted on its own.” 

“That’s what I thought you were going to say,” said the general as he sat back. 

“What do you mean?” 

The general was pensive, and then started to talk. 

“Forty years ago I was stationed at a place called Isandhlwana. Have you ever heard of it?” 

“Southern Africa?” 

“Yes!” 

The general had a surprised look on his face. “I thought we had strangled Ireland’s 

educational system.” 

“I like to read. Try to get as many books as I can,” said Poric. 

“Very good.” Jeffrey Wiltshire genuinely admired the young Celt. He went on with his 

story. 

“I was a lieutenant then and second in command of a small troop. We were caught out in the 

middle of nowhere, separated from the rest of our unit thanks to our captain’s roving spirit. I 



knew we were in danger but the captain placed too much faith in his god to protect us. He 

provoked the savages, unknowingly of course, but it inevitably would bring them down on us. 

“I had more experience with the native people and tried to convince him that our only 

chance was to attack while the element of surprise was still in our favor. Hopelessly outmanned, 

even our superior armaments wouldn’t be enough to save us. We were doomed if we waited for 

the battle to come to us.” 

Poric could see by the generals’ expression that it was not a pleasant memory. 

“Our Captain wasn’t accustomed to taking advice, however, and waited for them to make 

the first move. He felt that god-fearing Englishmen didn’t take lives unless provoked. I felt that 

survival trumped any other concerns. Needless to say I lost the argument and was confined to 

quarters up until the attack. The waiting was interminable. It was worse than any fighting could 

be. I knew what to do but was in an absolutely helpless position. 

“Finally the attack came. They only released me to shore up our pitiful defenses. Damn 

savages were in a blood frenzy. In the melee I saw the captain. He fought hard and I had to 

admire him for that. Eventually he fell and order, such as it was, transferred to me. My men were 

disorganized and scattered. We didn’t have much of a chance but a bold plan occurred to me. We 

needed to kill their leader, Shaka.” 

Poric’s eyes opened wide. He heard of this African chief and admired his feats of bravery. 

“He was a great warrior,” said Poric. 

“He was a bloodthirsty savage who didn’t deserve admiration.” 

Poric was puzzled by this attitude but said nothing, allowing his host to continue. 

“I gathered up as much of my force as I could and formed a spearhead aimed right at Shaka. 

Surprisingly, we made pretty fair progress toward our goal. Eventually, though, the black men 

parted. It was Shaka’s order. Their tradition is that the two opposing leaders should decide the 

battle. I didn’t understand it. They were beating us handily. I suppose you could call it brave that 

a leader would step up like that and risk certain victory. The way I saw it, though, is that he was 

just trying to gather some more glory for his legend. 

“Anyway, I had my sword and he his spear. We fought for what seemed like hours. He 

parried my best moves with his spear. He was good with that damned thing. I kept up my efforts, 

however, hoping to wear him down. Sometime later it was I who became tired and frustrated. 

Shaka seemed to know no fatigue. I continued, on will alone, and finally some of my strokes 

penetrated his guard. Scores of wounds opened up all over his body. He bled freely and still did 

not slow.” 

The general visualized the scene. 

“It occurred to me that no man could withstand that kind of punishment without showing 

some weakness. Then, something happened. A revelation if you like. I don’t know if it was 

because I was near collapse, but I thought I sensed something from Shaka.” 



Poric hung on every word and was somewhat irritated when the general got up to fill a pipe 

for a smoke. Puffing on the expensive looking Meerschaum, Jeffrey sat back down again, 

collected his thoughts and proceeded where he had left off. 

“It was like I could feel the hate radiating out of him. Furthermore, I thought I sensed some 

force helping him, amplifying his intent and actions. It seemed to me then that Shaka was merely 

a pawn of some monstrous evil. I wondered if other men felt this or had been affected by it. Men 

such as me. As I fought on, I wondered if wars were entirely man’s invention or were we 

accommodating something other than ourselves. Then he struck a blow that he thought would set 

me up for the kill. The muscles in my left leg were severed above the knee. That’s why I walk 

with a limp today. Seeing me down, the crush of warriors filled our private battlefield thinking 

the fight over. I had fallen under the crowd and Shaka was carried away leaving me for dead. 

One of our scouts found me the next day among the corpses.” 

Poric had just listened to an incredible story told by an old man. Was Jeffrey Wiltshire 

senile? He didn’t seem to be. Poric decided he would humor the man and ask some questions. At 

least that’s what he told himself, for some part of him wanted to believe the intriguing narrative. 

“Maybe what you felt was the devil?” Poric asked. 

Jeffrey Wiltshire looked at Poric and realized that even an intelligent man could have a 

certain naïveté. 

“No, I’m sure it wasn’t that. This presence took a much more active role than our Christian 

devil is supposed to take. No, this wasn’t temptation. It was out and out coercion,” said the 

general, delicately skirting the religious issue.” 

“Well whatever it was, if it takes man’s darker emotions and amplifies them then perhaps 

we could fight it by avoiding those emotions.” 

“Do you think that mankind could do that? Have we attained that kind of maturity? Look at 

the world around you. Conflicts everywhere. I wish I had as much trust in our fellow man as you 

have, my Irish friend.” 

They sat for a while pondering the future of man. Jeffrey finally spoke. 

“Speaking of trust, won’t you tell me your real name? If this were a trap don’t you think I 

would have sprung it by now?” 

“How did you know I was lying?” 

“In my line of work you develop certain survival skills. Recognizing the truth is one of 

them.” 

The Irishman reasoned that his host seemed harmless enough. 

“My name is Sean Devlin. Thank you for your help but I should probably leave now. 

They’ll be after me and no place is safe. Even here.” 

“Where will you go?” 

“I should probably leave Ireland. I’ve always wanted to see America and this is as good a 

time as any. But I’d like to ask one more question before I go. Have you ever sensed that feeling 

again? The one you got from Shaka?” 



“Just once. A little while ago from you!” 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 19 

 

 

Boston: March 16 

 

Cord Devlin had done well to avoid death at the hands of Andre and Jai. In fact he figured he 

should now have an advantage against Andre considering his innate and unexplained proficiency 

with the crystal. Anyway, the Frenchman was scared. Advantage: Devlin. Mandated by his new 

orders, Cord would force the next confrontation. 

Cord had appropriated Jai’s crystal during his struggle in the museum. He guessed it 

wouldn’t enhance his own abilities but he experimented with it anyway. No results. Cord seemed 

to know that a crystal bearer’s psychic signature imprinted itself on the device and no one else 

could use the crystals thereafter. At least that meant that if any crystals were lost they would be 

harmless in any future finders’ hands. 

For now Cord needed to recover. Mental rest was what he prescribed for himself in 

preparation for the next battle. He lay back on the bed in his Boston Harbor hotel suite. 

Relatively modern it still had a pleasant old world ambiance that was easy on the senses. He 

promptly drifted off, but then the dreams started, the same kinds of dreams that he had taken 

pains to document when he was with Laura. 

 

 

The aerial view was magnificent. An oar driven ship with caricatures of beasts fore and aft 

tossed about, not from any waves but from the battle aboard her. Cord’s bodiless form floated 

about forty feet above the melee. Unmanned oars extended from the sides of the boat and floated 

on cold northern waters. A torn red and white striped sail ruffled in the wind. A similar but 

smaller vessel alongside emptied its crew on to the deck of the stricken ship in the fight to 

capture it. Red and blond bearded seamen hacked at each other with great swords spilling their 

hot Norse blood into the frigid water of the fjord. 

Somehow Cord knew that the attackers were aggressively defending their territory against 

the grander vessel’s incursion. He watched without emotion as the defenders’ attack was 

repelled. The master of the big ship issued orders while at the same time deftly handling his 

broadsword. Cord had seen this Viking before in previous dreams. He knew the man was 

obsessed with expansion and plunder, inspired by a vision of a flying serpent. 

At last, the action waned and Cord rose higher for a wider view of the surroundings. On one 

side of the boat peaceful waters edged up to a forested shore that reflected the form and colors of 



a serene glacier. Before Cord could take in more the vision faded and a new vision replaced it. 

Again drifting bodiless from an ideal vantage point. Another historical battle appeared. Abruptly, 

this vision vanished, too, only to be replaced by still another. The visions came in rapid fire 

tempo now. Cord noted that all these phantasms had one common theme, violent conflict. He 

seemed to be on a tour through the history of mankind’s destructive nature. 

All of a sudden the light changed and Cord found himself in near total darkness. Light was 

present but somehow severely filtered. Peering into the gloom something shadowy approached. 

The large black shape grew out of the darkness into a sharp silhouette that Cord recognized. It 

was a submarine but one that hadn’t been in use for over a century. Eventually, he heard a 

rhythmic beating sound that wasn’t coming from the sub. He felt the deep pitched vibrations 

from the screws of a ship as a submariner would say. The underside of the ship came into view 

and it was a little unnerving to be under the hull of such a gigantic vessel. He knew it was the 

Lusitania and he knew the fate of the ship. The sub launched a crude torpedo. The projectile 

breached the hull with a muffled concussion and the famous ship would be totally submerged in 

eighteen minutes. Cord looked up to see the surface of the ocean dotted with the undersides of 

lifeboats as the surviving passengers fled the sinking vessel. Thankfully the vision blurred and 

vanished and Cord was not sorry to miss the final end of the Lusitania. 

More images flashed across his subconscious. They all had the same theme, carnage. A 

heavily misted jungle appeared at dawn. Not even the usual jungle birds’ calls interrupted the 

quiet and yet the atmosphere was fraught with tension. Finally, signs of life, in the distance. Men 

approached accompanied by sixties rock that filtered through the foliage. Cord found himself 

humming along with the familiar tune. As they got closer he recognized an American army unit 

out on a leisurely patrol. Vietnam, he thought. Bare arms glistened with sweat against their M-

16s. Their clothing blended into the jungle surroundings but the camouflaged outfits couldn’t 

suppress the noise they carelessly made. Suddenly, the ground exploded upward before them in 

several man-sized sections. Oriental men emerged from camouflaged foxholes, took aim and 

fired at the unwary Americans. None of the jungle party survived. 

Another dreamscape presented itself as a stark frozen world where the sun struck blue and 

white light off floating ice formations. The sea stretched to the horizon into a deep blue sky. 

Tunnels of ice with their submerged floors framed the brilliant sky. Cord scanned the area as he 

floated upward, ascending along the icy cliff of a glacier. From his new vantage point, 

approximately forty feet high, he beheld what he could only describe as living manifestations 

that were not from any of man’s known history. Whatever these beings were, he knew they were 

in conflict but the struggle that took place, however, happened on a level beyond physical. Even 

so, Cord knew that it was just as deadly as any live firefight he’d witnessed. Unlike his other 

dreams he didn’t know what this battle was about. He just knew that the slightest slip in 

concentration would spell the end of existence for one of the god-like combatants. And he also 

sensed that the fate of mankind hung in the balance. The vision faded but Cord concentrated hard 

to retain it. He wanted to derive some understanding but the illusion threatened to vanish several 



times. With force of will he kept that from happening but finally, however, it winked out of 

existence for good. Cord fell back into a dreamless sleep. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 20 

 

 

Moscow: March 17 

 

A concerned Major Dobrynin left General Alexeev’s office. He had tried to talk the general out 

of sending Anatoly on this mission so soon. The major felt his premier agent needed to 

experiment with his own powers a while longer before using them in the field. Dobrynin was no 

psychologist but he could see that Anatoly was not comfortable yet with his abilities. Also the 

major had a healthy respect for Anatoly’s eventual opponent, Cord Devlin. Be that as it may, he 

was ordered to send Anatoly to Boston to confront Cord and Andre. After Alexi delivered his 

report on the failure of his normal field agents to take out Andre and Jai, he knew what the 

general’s decision would be. Knowing that Anatoly would have to do the job didn’t make it any 

easier to send him. Am I getting too protective of Anatoly, he thought? It was true Anatoly 

reminded him of himself and for this reason above all the old KGB man became his mentor. 

Maybe it is better for Anatoly to get back out in the field. What was that Yankee saying? Once 

you’ve fallen off the horse, its best to get right back up on it? Still Major Dobrynin knew that 

Cord Devlin was a very dangerous agent and Anatoly would have his hands full. 

 

 

Logan Airport: May 18 

 

Unbeknownst to Anatoly, a blond giant exited the Iberian plane three people behind him. The 

giant’s padded jacket exaggerated the muscular frame even further by widening the already wide 

shoulders. This mass of humanity focused on his Russian quarry who was just stepping off the 

plane and onto the covered exit ramp. Its windowless structure offered no frame of reference to 

judge level so Anatoly, as well as the other passengers, had to adjust their strides awkwardly to 

compensate for the unexpected slope. 

The concourse at the end of the ramp held the usual groups of families, girlfriends, wives 

and businessmen awaiting their charges. Anatoly struggled past. He was relieved to have gotten 

through the flight without experiencing the same phenomenon he had felt on the plane trip from 

Egypt. It had been a source of no small anxiety for him before he had left Barajas airport in 

Madrid. Now he moved with confidence, secure that he had complete control over his crystal 

enhanced self. And, even though he felt a little tense he was also exhilarated. A field assignment, 



however perilous, was infinitely preferable to life at the labs in Yalta. Here, there was real 

danger with life or death consequences. On such occasions he never felt so alive. 

His blond pursuer casually moved with the crowd to the baggage carousel. In spite of his 

nonchalance he had a very definite, very pressing purpose. His pursuit of Anatoly started in 

Russia and to his great credit, given a man of his conspicuous presence, no one seemed to view 

him as anything but another travel-weary passenger. Now, several plane changes later, his 

posture remained the same. 

 

 

Anatoly noted the flight number from Madrid and located the correct baggage mover. While he 

waited for his luggage he casually surveyed his fellow passengers as part of his typical routine. 

Always suspicious, he noted fellow travelers who occupied his peripheral vision with a high 

frequency. Why so close so often, he thought? He knew the GRU was not present since General 

Alexeev admonished them, but he also knew that other Russian agencies still considered him fair 

game. A medium sized brunette woman who had sat beside him on the plane was two people 

down and looking in his direction supposedly for her bags. She, he conjectured, would make a 

good spy just because she looked so unremarkable. Not fat, not thin, not beautiful and not ugly. 

A tall dark skinned man, probably Indian, who sat a couple of rows in back of him, was now 

standing at his side. He was seemingly having a casual conversation with a girl he had met on the 

plane. Lastly, a still taller blond man was directly across from him in a business suit. This man 

had sat several rows in front of him and made several trips to the rest room in the rear of the 

plane. He absentmindedly looked at his claim tickets. 

At last Anatoly’s bag came with the false name and address that was his cover for this 

assignment. He yanked it off the carousel while glancing up. The tall dark skinned man had 

already got his bags but had elected to stick around and talk with his new found travel 

companion. The other two suspects were still waiting. He went to the customs tables. When he 

got to within ten feet of the customs inspection station he turned quickly to catch any observers. 

The dark skinned man was looking directly at him and was coming this way. Anatoly concluded 

nothing from this, however, since he had to go through the same area as all the passengers. The 

customs check went fairly easily. Anatoly was pulling his suitcase off the counter less than two 

minutes after it went on. Again glancing back he saw that the tall blond man was now in line just 

after the dark skinned fellow. The Russian agent headed for the rest room. Inside the busy 

facility he found an empty stall, got in, and locked the door behind him. Outside observers could 

see the pants around his ankles. Anatoly found hidden zippers and turned his suitcase into a soft 

sided, clothes hanging traveler as part of his disguise. Finishing his personal metamorphosis into 

a nondescript middle-aged man, Anatoly flushed the toilet and unlatched the door. That should 

shake any tails, he thought. 

Across from the Men’s room he noticed the unremarkable looking woman from the flight. 

She idly thumbed through the magazine from the plane that the airline invited the passengers to 



take. In nonchalant fashion she looked across the way, made eye contact with Anatoly and 

smiled. Perhaps a little too nonchalant, thought Anatoly. 

The terminal was very busy. Men entered and exited the rest room at a hurried pace. A black 

man left the men’s room then and looked around for a moment as if he were expecting someone 

or had missed someone, thought the Russian agent. Anatoly noted that his eyes met the woman’s 

too and locked for a moment. He quickly broke the contact and continued his scan of the area. 

Abruptly, the black man walked off carrying a clothes hanger bag draped over his shoulder. The 

woman did not look after him in spite of their curious interaction. It seemed to Anatoly that she 

was too focused on the men’s room doorway. 

In spite of his suspicions, Anatoly confidently walked out of the terminal. He almost 

blundered into the female by making eye contact and figured that she was probably an agent. It 

was tempting to almost dare someone to recognize him in disguise. His new found comfort with 

his abilities was making him professionally sloppy. He took risks he would never have taken 

before. 

 

 

The three most formidable human beings in the world were now in Boston. They each wanted to 

eliminate the others and be the sole possessor of a frightening power either for selfish reasons or 

patriotic ones. Unlike geopolitical fights, however, this particular power struggle placed the 

future of mankind at risk. The artificially intelligent promoter of hostilities monitored the events 

from the murky depths. It would try to manipulate the struggle to prolong it as long as possible 

while it fed off the ill will. 

 

 

London: 1956 

 

Liam Rafferty slowly made his way up the street. The elderly man walked with a slight limp left 

over from his days in the IRA. He had brought down his share of destruction on English society 

but now elected to live in the country he once despised. His change of heart had come about at 

the cost of countless lives, both Irish and English. In his youthful brashness he considered this a 

price worth paying for the freedom of Ireland. Now he labored under the psychological toll of so 

many murders and he longed for a different way. Strangely enough, considering his upbringing, 

Liam envisioned the day when all men could live and work together in peace. Many years after 

exhausting his lust for destruction, he cooperated with his natural enemy in revealing the location 

of a secret arsenal in Ulster. Although he possessed other more strategically valuable knowledge, 

this was the only fact he would offer. He knew that no blood would be spilled if the British 

followed his instructions and raided at the suggested time. Indeed, as it turned out, the English 

army accomplished a successful raid with no casualties. This bought Liam the right to live in 



England under the protection of the crown. He had now removed himself from the conflict, 

hopefully forever. 

Living alone in the London suburb of Sutton, Liam became friends with English neighbors 

who knew nothing of his past. At times they would invite him over for tea which was quite a 

compliment, given the cold English temperament. Except for these sojourns with his neighbors 

he worked a solitary blue collar job and led a Spartan existence. Every now and then, however, 

he did allow himself the luxury of touring London. A metropolis of this size was so alien to 

many an Irish farmer that they could still lose themselves in its grandeur and Liam was no 

different. He walked up and down the ancient streets watching left and right for whatever new 

wonder the city would reveal. 

“Hey Pat!” 

Liam turned around to see three youths exit the alley he had just passed. Apparently, he still 

wore the obvious mantle of the Emerald Isle. Pat was the name all Irish were known by to the 

English. It was the equivalent of a racial slur. They walked up to him. 

“Got any money?” 

At one time he could have easily outdistanced them. Now running was out of the question 

due to his limp. Fighting was also impractical although ten years earlier he might have unwisely 

welcomed such a mismatch. With the loss of his spirit, his once fine physique had atrophied 

leaving him only one option. 

“Five quid. It’s all I’ve got.” 

The middle youth put out his hand. Liam handed the note to him. The street tough pocketed 

it but did not leave. 

“What else do you want?” 

“Just a little fun, Paddy.” 

The two that flanked him came around and grabbed Liam’s arms, while the other tenderized 

his middle with punches and kicks. Old reflexes die hard, however, and Liam lashed out with a 

kick. The puncher clutched his groin and writhed in pain. The flankers, surprised by this, 

loosened their grip. Liam attempted to run, but the downed youth gurgled out an order to stop 

him. They easily overtook him and dragged him back into the alley. Now surrounded it was 

obvious they intended to set an example. After a couple of punches, he had his back against the 

wall and tried to protect himself. Peering through his forearms he saw one of the youths cocking 

his fist for yet another blow. It never landed. He heard the breath hiss out of his attacker as if he 

was hit by something. Unbeknownst to any of them, a tall stranger in an American military 

uniform had entered the alley. He had broken the ribs of the youth with Liam’s money. The 

stranger then executed a quick maneuver that Liam guessed was some form of oriental fighting 

on the other attacker. In the space of an instant two of the three street toughs were down on the 

alley floor, incapacitated. The last of the three threw a wild roundhouse punch. The American 

easily parried it while breaking the street tough’s arm. With the whole gang feebly moaning on 

the alley floor the stranger helped Liam out to the street and hailed a cab. Coincidentally, the 



American was headed to a destination just beyond Liam’s home so they shared the ride and 

talked about the rescue. 

“I want to thank you for what you did for me back there,” said Liam proffering the five quid 

that they repossessed from the gang leader. 

“Not necessary. My side’s with the Irish in their struggle.” 

“Really? What does this fight mean to you, an American?” 

“Let’s just say my father had to leave Ireland over a misunderstanding with the British.” 

“Oh, I see. But aren’t you better off for it? There’s nothing in Ireland these days. Believe 

me; you’ve had more opportunities in the American military.” 

“Yes, I know. Still my father should not have had to leave his homeland.” 

The stranger looked at Liam who sat pensively taking it all in. 

“Now don’t get me wrong. I’m happy to be an American. I just don’t like a mismatch.” 

“Well anyway, thank you again. I was in a bit of a pickle. London isn’t what it used to be. 

It’s become a dangerous place.” 

They both quietly reflected on that until Liam ventured a question. 

“You know, I had some unpleasant dealings with the British myself in Ireland. Maybe I 

knew your family. What’s your name?” 

“Devlin. My father’s name is Sean Devlin.” 

“No can’t say that I’ve heard of him,” Liam lied. All Irish terrorists knew of the exploits of 

the master scythe wielder. But to admit it would be like shouting you’re in the IRA. “By the way, 

my name is Liam Rafferty and if I can do anything for you don’t hesitate to call.” 

“Thank you. I’m Mike Devlin, lieutenant commander in the U.S. Navy. Pleased to meet 

you.” 

“What were you doing in London, commander?” 

“They have me stationed all over Britain these days. I have some leave time accrued so I’m 

out to see the sights of the big city.” 

At that moment the cabbie announced that they were almost at Mike Devlin’s destination. 

The two men bid good bye to each other whereupon Mike exited the cab to be promptly greeted 

by some attractive young ladies. Liam smiled as he recognized the kind of sights the young 

American serviceman was really out to see. 

 

 

Cambridge, Massachusetts: March 18 

 

It was Friday at rush hour and a vicious traffic jam snarled Greater Boston. A rainstorm made 

matters worse by making the roads slick and cutting visibility. Young adults, hell bent on starting 

their weekend early, choked the roads leading into the city while the work-weary crowd jammed 

the outgoing routes. Conditions were perfect, thought Anatoly, now in his disguise as an elderly 

priest for throwing pursuers off his trail. After directing the cabbie on a circuitous route from 



Boston’s Logan airport Anatoly finally entered his Cambridge hotel room and placed his 

umbrella beside the door. He threw himself on the bed, opened his sealed orders and decoded 

them. His coded orders were succinct. NEUTRALIZE ANDRE PROVOST AND CORD 

DEVLIN. The orders also included leads and probable locations. The Russian hitman considered 

his new assignment and an appropriate strategy. How to remain hidden while at the same time 

moving aggressively against one’s targets always presented a tricky challenge. For now, at least, 

the Russian planned to get some rest and start fresh in the morning. He committed the orders to 

memory and then burned them before turning out the light. 

 

 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology: March 19 

 

In an all but unknown wing of the MIT complex government personnel worked towards secretive 

goals. They operated in plain sight yet no one at the institute could really tell you what they did. 

Paul McMaster made good use of these covert resources whenever he was in town. Today, at the 

facility, he met with potential replacements for Professor Phillips and also with Cord Devlin to 

discuss a new strategy. In preparation for the meeting he had his secretary, Deirdre, gather 

certain relevant files. 

Deirdre was what one would call a real looker. Tall, athletic and sexy, she put men at an 

immediate disadvantage with her tasteful yet subtly suggestive clothing. All heads turned as the 

alluring brunette sashayed down the aisle with the information for McMaster and his guests. Men 

wanted her and women envied her. She could’ve had any man she chose but she reserved her 

affections for one who would not return them. She loved a married man who declined to 

compromise his marriage vows. John Hammett, the object of her affections, worked in the same 

clandestine information office. Deirdre and John maintained a friendship and frequently ate 

lunch together. He had made it clear, however, that he had no interest in letting it get physical. 

Deirdre persevered in hopes of breaking down his loyalty to his wife. It was ironic that the same 

quality she admired in him was the one she was trying to defeat to win him. Little did she know 

that John had no inherent interest in women. He was a gay man living a lie in a heterosexual 

marriage. Otherwise, he would have caved in to temptation long ago. 

Back at her desk she was organizing McMaster’s requested information when John came 

over. 

“Deirdre, I’ve got a one o’clock meeting today and I was wondering if we could take an 

early lunch?” 

“Sounds nice, John. Let me check with McMaster.” 

Paul McMaster knew of the ongoing soap opera between his secretary and John Hammett. 

He valued Deirdre as an efficient assistant, however, and didn’t interfere with her private life. 

Secretly, he felt sorry for her given his suspicions about Hammett’s real sexual preferences. He 

okayed her request to leave early whereupon she smiled and returned to her desk. 



“Okay, I’m free for lunch … or whatever,” she said to John. 

Hammett knew what she meant but feigned ignorance at the remark. 

“How about the Sonesta’s restaurant?” he asked, while helping her on with her coat. 

“Fine. I like their Cobb salad.” 

Paul heard them leave and thought of all the women he knew with gay friends. Too bad 

Deirdre didn’t see it in Paul. Or did she refuse to recognize something she already knew? 

In the hotel restaurant they laughed and joked, mostly at Paul McMaster’s expense, and had 

an uncommonly good time. 

“I love when he takes a deep breath when he’s on the verge of asking you an important 

question,” said Deirdre. 

“Yes,” John said with a guffaw. “You know what that means though? It means that he’s 

really not as serious as he wants you to think he is. It’s all theatrics.” 

“You know that makes a lot of sense to me now,” She stated, as she thought of past 

incidences. 

They gazed at each other for a moment across the table. Deirdre smiled inwardly. She felt 

she had broken down a barrier today. He seemed to be quite at ease with her. Don’t push it girl, 

she thought. Whenever it started to feel this close the intimacy scared him off. Better to be 

satisfied with this small victory for now, Deirdre reasoned to herself. The next time she would go 

a little farther. This had to be handled with kid gloves. She looked at her watch. 

“Ooh, look at the time. We’d better get back. You have a one o’clock, don’t you?” 

“Right,” he said, and got up showing a little disappointment. 

That was good, she thought. Leave him a little hungry. They walked outside to her car. It 

was a brisk, sunny day. The wind tossed their hair about. 

“May I open your door?” he asked. 

She handed her keys to him. His hand lingered on hers. He seemed to be preoccupied. 

Eventually, he brought her hand to his lips and gently kissed it. She was stupefied. This was very 

uncharacteristic. 

“Want to go back in?” ventured John. 

He nodded at the hotel. She knew what he meant. 

“Yes.” 

With the checking in formalities behind them they approached their room and John took the 

key out of his pocket. He looked at Deirdre and smiled. She smiled back. He fumbled a little but 

got the key in the lock. Their hearts raced and their breath became rapid. John opened the door 

and stepped aside. He entered after her. They tried to hold their enthusiasm in check but the door 

wasn’t even closed behind him when Deirdre turned and wrapped her arms around his neck 

while furiously kissing him. He slammed the door closed with a backward kick. They collapsed 

on the bed, clothes still on. With their initial ferocity sated, Deirdre lay back allowing him to 

undress her. The buttons of her blouse came first and while John undid them, she kicked off her 

heels. Exposing her black lacy bra, he caved in and lost himself in her feminine breast. Her skin 



was smooth and cool. The faint trace of perfume sent his sensibilities reeling. His lips gently 

brushed down her body to the skirt, which was already unzipped. He tugged at it while she 

arched her back. With the skirt removed his lips caressed the luxuriant stockings around her 

thighs while his hands slid up and down her shapely legs. Deirdre was stunning in her lacy black 

undergarments and pouting ruby red lips. John quickly shed his shirt and shoes and liberally 

kissed the luscious thighs. A moan escaped Deirdre’s lips as her hips undulated ever more 

violently. She could tell that John was about to explode so she laid him back on the bed and 

economically removed his remaining garments. He closed his eyes and felt her presence as a cool 

wetness upon his body. With madly intertwining limbs their coupling climaxed amidst spasms of 

ecstasy. In his afterglow he came disastrously close to exposing his soul to her. 

 

 

Paul McMaster realized it was almost time for the meeting. He finished his late lunch and folded 

up the newspaper. The CIA annexed building had an excellent view of the Charles River and it 

brought back boyhood memories to see the sailboats execute their maneuvers. McMaster missed 

the feel of an unsteady floor under his feet. Be that as it may, there was important work at hand. 

He cut his self-indulgence short and made for his office. As he passed Deirdre’s desk, he saw 

that John was providing her with his company. They were giddy and this was out of character for 

both of them. Something had happened at lunch. Deirdre probably had had her way with him and 

John had compromised his marriage. There goes my theory on John’s sexuality, thought Paul. 

Anyway, he refrained from judging them as long as the illicit activity didn’t interfere with the 

smooth operation of his group. 

Thinking about their tryst he supposed it was just a matter of time knowing Deirdre’s 

considerable charms. Women like her will always eventually get what they want. Watching 

them, he felt embarrassed for the new couple given the juvenile display they were putting on. 

Wait! What was that? Did he sense something familiar from John? He turned back around to the 

desk. 

“John?” 

“Yes, Paul.” 

That was not like him to address his superiors by first name. 

“Have you seen Cord Devlin?” 

John paused and stared right at McMaster. He had a doubtful then disappointed look on his 

face. 

“He should be along in a minute.” 

“I haven’t seen him since we got back, John,” contradicted Deirdre. 

“I have,” retorted John quietly. 

“Then he must have sneaked past me,” she maintained. 

John was still staring at McMaster while Deirdre was looking at him with a perplexed 

expression. 



“Would you come into my office for a minute … John?” 

John walked directly into the office. Paul McMaster closed the door behind him. 

“What the hell are you doing?” scolded McMaster. 

Having been found out, Cord’s disguise melted away. He wondered if anyone else could 

penetrate his disguise. 

“What happens when the real John Hammett rejects her?” said McMaster in a low but stern 

voice. “I am disappointed in you, Cord. Putting the mission aside for a moment, don’t you care 

about Deirdre’s feelings?” 

Cord put his head down. He couldn’t look McMaster in the eye. 

“I know, I know. It was just so tempting. I don’t feel good about it now.” 

Cord’s conscience did not usually bother him. This time, however, he had some emotion 

invested. His brief interlude with Deirdre awakened something in him, something he hadn’t felt 

since Laura. At first it was a game but he started to invest in their connection during the 

restaurant conversation. Besides being beautiful, she was smart, sexy and had a good sense of 

humor. He had felt pangs of guilt at that point and was almost going to stop his charade but he 

didn’t have the strength. McMaster said nothing. The guilt was allowed to sink in. 

“I’ll tell her what I did. Maybe she’ll forgive me.” 

“And reveal your abilities? No you won’t. Contact with her is forbidden until the mission is 

over.” 

Cord jerked his head up to glare at McMaster. It was a reflex that suggested real feelings for 

the girl and Cord recognized it in himself. 

“Now let’s start behaving like professionals. We have a very important job to consider and 

I’m not at all pleased with your attitude.” 

That caught Cord’s attention. He did not like to be insulted on his professionalism. 

“No doubt you are an overly healthy male but try to use some restraint, would you?” 

“Yes sir,” said Cord sheepishly. 

“OK, now that we have that settled, here is a flash drive with instructions sent up from 

Langley. The agency drafted these up as a direct result of the Phillips disaster. All I can tell you 

is that we will have minimal personal contact from now on. You can read them in the EMI 

(electromagnetic interference) proof room down the hall. Rest assured that no other computer 

can read that disk. Any questions?” 

“Just one. How will I get past Deirdre?” 

Paul looked at the recessed monitor on his desk and saw that she was not outside. 

“She’s away from her desk. Go now and good luck.” 

Cord exited with the intention, at least temporarily, of being the epitome of a good company 

man. He took the disk and walked directly to the secure room to read it. 

 

 



McMaster was not happy with Cord’s lack of sexual restraint, but he used it to good advantage in 

bringing out what he knew to be a strong sense of professionalism in his agent. Cord’s dalliances 

never interfered with his work but this episode with Deirdre was different. He risked exposing 

his abilities. Did he have real feelings for her? Was she another Laura Martel? It had saddened 

McMaster to see how despondent Cord became after her death. Perhaps he could try to make it 

right for Cord and Deirdre after the mission. 

 

 

Cord inserted the drive and sat back. After several minutes, the highlights were obvious. Tighter 

security would be the rule. No personal contact with the team leader (Paul McMaster) and only 

necessary and scrambled communications would be sanctioned. The project would now take the 

offensive. Cord was to locate and take out Anatoly and Andre. He would have no further contact 

with the crystal research team that would be moved from MIT to an undisclosed location. 

Additionally, certain leads were given on the whereabouts of his targets. Mossad had picked up 

Anatoly on an Iberian flight from Madrid but lost him at Logan. Langley concluded that he had 

used his disguising technique to lose the Israeli agent at the Boston airport. Tracking Andre was 

beyond the capabilities of the CIA, but he was still believed to be in the Cambridge area. Cord 

read the final note marked important. It stated that Anatoly could have quite easily disguised 

himself in Europe to confound any western agents but opted not to. His profile indicated that this 

would be consistent with his personality. He loved conflict. Cord found that piece of information 

to be redundant due to his personal experience with the man. Well, he thought, as he disposed of 

the drive in the customary manner, the hunt was on. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 21 

 

 

Boston: March 19 

 

Anatoly beat the streets of Boston and Cambridge in search of Andre. He had to rely on mistakes 

to pick up the Frenchman’s trail. Andre’s reservation at the Sonesta Hotel without an alias and 

the one man slaughter of a black youth gang were two such mistakes. Be that as it may, Andre 

had neatly covered his tracks after each error. Anatoly knew that searching for an individual with 

the ability to change his appearance at will was nearly an impossible task, using conventional 

methods. Somehow he would have to find a way to track Andre by using his crystal’s gifts. He 

decided to walk in an outward spiral, starting at Andre’s last known whereabouts, covering 

ground as quickly and efficiently as possible. 

Donning his leather jacket he opened the door to exit his room and almost impaled himself 

on a Saturday night gun special. A young oriental man, obviously waiting outside the door, 

brandished the weapon now sticking Anatoly in the ribs. The gunman’s two companions forced 

him back into the room. The Asian gang members were short and their black hair nearly hung 

down into their eyes. With the door closed, the four people stared at each other as wild animals 

might in a competition. Anatoly held his hands in the air as he looked for an advantage. His 

captors started to talk with each other in Vietnamese. Boat people or their offspring, thought 

Anatoly. He had spent some time in Vietnam and now cursed himself for not picking up at least 

some of the language. From their interactions, Anatoly surmised that the gunman was not the 

leader. The leader addressed him. 

“You have money?” he asked in a heavy accent. 

Anatoly pointed to his jacket breast pocket with his raised hand. The leader waved the other 

unarmed one of the trio over to retrieve the wallet. The thug walked into the line of fire of the 

gunman. It was a mistake Anatoly could have easily taken advantage of but didn’t. The cocky 

spy decided to have some fun with his would-be burglars, especially the arrogant leader. It would 

be a pleasure to knock this Southeast Asian godfather down a peg or two. The boss opened the 

wallet and found thirty-six dollars. He looked back at his prey with a surprised look on his face. 

Anatoly now stood with his hands in his pockets casually appraising the thieves. 

“He said you’d have more. Where’s the rest?” 

Now it was Anatoly’s turn to look surprised. 

“Who’s he?” he asked as he furrowed his brow. 

“Where’s the money!” the leader shouted. 



This prompted the gunman to point the weapon at their victim’s face. The Russian just 

grinned and shrugged his shoulders. The boss thief stared in frustration for a moment and then 

gave the “slash the throat” kill sign. The gunman squeezed the trigger several times at point 

blank range. Loud reports confirmed the bullets had exited the barrel of the gun, yet the assault 

had no effect. Their victim just stood there grinning. More shots were fired but the bullets 

vanished in a spectrum of harmless color around their target. 

With his ammunition exhausted the confused gunman reached into his pocket for more 

ammo. In the process of reloading, his gun was erased from existence by a projected energy 

beam. Anatoly smiled up until his perception lurched to a similar scene that wasn’t a memory. 

The place was different. It was a desert. Arabs attacked a lone dark skinned man as a slight 

breeze blew at their robes. While one held a gun on the man, the other searched him. The victim 

was Jai Brar who meekly submitted to the search until the thief found something on his person. 

Jai reacted convulsively then and struck the man a vicious blow just as he came close to 

extracting something from the Indian’s pocket. The gunman aimed to shoot but before he could, 

Jai disabled the gun in the same manner as Anatoly just did. The vision was over in the wink of 

an eye but even so Anatoly didn’t hesitate. He planted a low tech haymaker on the gunman’s 

jaw, knocking him out. The other henchman ran for the door but the metal parts of the lock were 

now welded together. He turned around to receive a mild force packet projection from Anatoly 

and was rendered unconscious, as well. Now it was just Anatoly and the leader. The Russian 

intelligence man repeated his prior question. 

“Who’s he? Who told you about me?” 

The leader was afraid. He looked around for an escape. There was none. 

“The big man.” 

“Tell me more. Describe him.” 

The Asian stared back with a questioning look on his face. He was obviously having trouble 

with English. 

“What did he look like?” pressed Anatoly. 

The oriental hoodlum gestured with his hand trying to show relative heights. This was going 

to be like pulling teeth, thought Anatoly. 

“What color was his hair?” 

“White.” 

“You mean grey or blond?” 

“White,” repeated the thief. 

“To hell with this,” said Anatoly. “Take me to him!” 

He grabbed the small man and hauled him up by the arm. The oriental wheeled around to 

expose a well concealed knife already poised to strike. Reflexively, Anatoly stopped the flight of 

the threatening wrist with his left hand. In the same motion he broke the man’s trachea with the 

right. The knife fell to the floor as its wielder struggled to breathe. The moves were instinctive, 

the results unwanted. He had just lost his link to the white haired big man who may be aware of 



his real identity. Realizing his victim’s suffering he reached into his jacket, produced a Russian 

Glock gun and put the oriental thug out of his misery. 

Anatoly sat awhile to collect himself and then exited the room, this time using the utmost 

caution. Rounding the corner to the elevators he checked that his gun was well concealed before 

pushing the button. He stood facing the elevator doors with his hands folded in front of him and 

wearing yet another face. He heard the elevator arrive on his floor and prepared to enter as the 

doors opened. His composure slipped a bit and a chill ran up his spine as he recognized the 

occupant on the elevator. Anatoly nodded to the man nonchalantly and got on the elevator. He 

stepped to the rear and sized up the only other passenger who exited. Now the gang leader’s 

description made sense to him. The big white haired man leaving the elevator was the same man 

that was on the plane from Madrid. Had the giant penetrated his disguise? Probably not. 

Otherwise he would have reacted to seeing Anatoly when the elevator doors opened. With the 

doors closed Anatoly took stock of the man from memory. His white hair was actually long and 

blond. As the rest of the description applied, big meant five of six inches over six feet and maybe 

two hundred seventy pounds. A formidable adversary he thought. How would he handle the 

situation? Anyway, Anatoly’s victims would soon be discovered by the big man. Best to depart 

with haste. 

With the discovery that he had been followed neatly tucked away in the back of his mind, 

Anatoly proceeded with his plan and walked in an outward spiral from MIT. He drew 

encouragement from his vision of Jai’s predicament with the Arabs. It had proved to him that he 

could sense another persona who had used a crystal. It must be equally possible to sense the aura 

of such an individual in the immediate vicinity. So far, however, he had no success. Maybe 

Andre was not in his range. He rented a car to give himself a wider range but got the same result. 

It was time to try plan B, but not before dealing with his pursuer. 

 

 

Cambridge: March 20 

 

The lobby of Anatoly’s hotel consisted of a ten foot long front desk and four well-worn chairs 

surrounding a coffee table at the front picture window. Dirty drapes shaded the inside from the 

low afternoon sun. The noisy street outside made its presence annoyingly apparent. Water 

damaged wallpaper adorned the walls. The place smacked of cheap Americana. Sitting at the 

coffee table, the blond giant leisurely read a magazine. People, mostly businessmen, filtered in 

and out of the hotel at random but none escaped his notice. If any of them knew that this well 

groomed man was following an FSB agent, they would have been astonished at his audacity. 

Aware that he had been found out, due to the gang’s failings, he still made no attempt at stealth. 

In fact it seemed that he was going out of his way to make himself as visible as possible. Now 

there was some commotion at the door. The blond man looked up to see two young women, 

dressed in ski clothes, holding the door open for a young man on crutches. He was also in ski 



clothes. The girls went over to the desk inquiring if there was a room available for the night. The 

man hobbled over to the table where the blond resumed his reading. Awkward on the crutches, 

he lost his balance in his attempt to sit. He fell toward the sitting man who reflexively caught 

him before he fell. 

“Thanks,” said the skier, red faced from embarrassment. “I just got these things today. 

Guess I’m still a little shaky.” 

“You a beginner?” asked the giant idly. 

“You mean on the slopes? Oh no, I ski all the time. Today I tried the black diamond trail for 

the first time. Didn’t do so well but I’ll get it next year.” 

“Good attitude.” 

The girls had left for the elevator. 

“Hey, I gotta go. Thanks again.” 

Anatoly grinned and wondered if the FSB gave academy awards for fine field acting. He 

was very pleased with his performance as the bubbly yet inept young skier. It was really a stroke 

of good luck to find the two female skiers entering the hotel. Their act of kindness, in opening 

the door for him, added to the illusion that he was with them. By virtue of his clever façade he 

was now in possession of the blond giant’s room key. His illusion melted away as soon as he left 

the elevator for his floor. Anatoly noted that the giant’s room was just two doors down from his 

own and on the opposite side. A good vantage point, he thought. If he had time, he promised 

himself that he’d check his old room since everything seemed to be quiet. He knew it was bad 

form to return to a compromised location but he couldn’t resist the temptation. 

He opened the giant’s door. Anybody seeing him would have said nothing due to the fact 

that he now appeared to be the rightful occupant of the room. Inside, he resumed his true 

appearance to preserve mental energy. The room was neat and conveniently his pursuer’s 

suitcase lay wide open on the luggage rack. Examining its contents revealed the man’s name but 

very little else. Anatoly proceeded to the shower and took a plastic capsule from his pocket. With 

the tools that he brought for the job he undid the shower head, placed the capsule inside and 

replaced the head. With the water running, the plastic would dissolve, mixing its contents into 

the shower stream. The resulting toxin would enter the victim’s body through the pores. It would 

be instantly fatal. He also placed the same substance in the sink faucet. If the man took a shower, 

he would surely die. If he washed his hands and face it was not a certainty, but he would be 

disabled for a while. 

He left the room satisfied with his work. Again in his guise as the blond he carefully opened 

the door to the corridor. No one was there. He guessed that he had enough time to check his old 

room. At the door of his old room he made sure he was still alone in the corridor before he 

opened the door. Inside he marveled at the condition of the room. His bed was made and his 

belongings were neatly stacked with not a trace of incapacitated oriental hoodlums anywhere. 

Certainly a letter to the AAA was in order. Without further thought, he quickly gathered the 

belongings he might have abandoned and left. 



In the cab to the airport, Anatoly contemplated the implementation of plan B. Since he was 

unsuccessful at finding Andre with a crystalline sixth sense in Cambridge, he had to assume that 

Andre had left. He reasoned that he’d have to put himself within reasonable range of his target to 

sense him. He decided to center his new search in Andre’s home town of Val d’Or, Quebec. And 

in the unlikely case that he was still being followed, he would take a circuitous flight plan. 

Turning his mind back to another issue, he puzzled over the absence of dead Orientals in his 

hotel room. Anatoly conjectured that the giant blond man must’ve cleared the room to avoid 

unwanted attention in his vicinity. But why would he need to avoid attention? Obviously he 

didn’t want to be noticed by the local authorities. Could this mean he was not an American 

agent? 

“GRU?” said Anatoly aloud. 

“What?” asked the cab driver. 

“Nothing. Just thinking out loud.” 

Russian military intelligence personnel were supposed to have been called off, he thought. 

He would have to report his suspicion to the major at his earliest opportunity. He thought of the 

name of the blond man and turned it over in his mind. Sometimes, even an assumed name can 

tell you something about the individual. It didn’t sound contrived. Nordic flavor. Could the Finns 

have agents involved? Maybe the Swedes or the Norwegians. 

“Shane Swenson,” he murmured. 

 

 

Quebec: March 20 

 

Andre Provost was a bowed and beaten man. The death of Jai shook him to his core. The 

grandiose dreams he aspired to were soon forgotten when the specter of his death arose. The fact 

that he could be so easily dissuaded indicated something of his character. He had fled back to his 

ancestral home of Val d’Or to brood over his perceived failings. In his present state of mind he 

thought he could just blend into the woodwork and be forgotten. Naive about the espionage 

game, he couldn’t imagine his newly made enemies’ resolve. He had demonstrated to them that 

he was an aggressive and dangerous adversary. They would have no choice but to seek him out 

and destroy him. Deep down, however, he suspected they would be coming yet he refused to 

face such an unpleasant fact. 

 

 

Andre sipped a hot cup of coffee at his favorite coffee shop. So far life treated him well since the 

death of Jai. At least for the moment, his hope that the world would just leave him alone was 

realized. He withdrew from society to the apparent safety of familiar surroundings. He slept late, 

watched TV and basically became a non-entity. He aimlessly spent his day at the quaint shops of 

the village while leisurely strolling down the streets of his hometown. A sunny day in Western 



Quebec made the snow on the evergreen trees glisten. The air was crisp and dry as the 

townspeople went about their business at their usual leisurely pace. Some of the local Indians 

mixed in with the French with no racial tension. It would be easy to forget the rest of the world 

in a place like this. Perhaps it would be possible to go hunting at La Verendrye Park later, 

thought Andre. It always helped him to relax as a youth. He stopped every now and then to chat 

with friends of the family. He was something of a celebrity being the small town boy who made 

it to the big time academic world. The fact that his family’s money made it possible didn’t bother 

the locals. The attention put him in a good humor. He even felt a little less embittered toward 

English Canada. After all they were leaving him alone and that was of paramount importance 

right now. Perhaps he could live out his existence in a peaceful concordance. 

Walking toward the edge of town he spied Jacques Martin waving him over. Jacques was a 

stereotypical French lumberjack. His beard was gray now and although he was retired for many 

years he still retained a vigorous presence at the business he spawned. His sons, who were 

slightly younger than Andre, were running most of it now with Jacques as a consultant. Although 

a wealthy man, he stubbornly held on to his rough edges. He could have afforded a house in the 

Provost’s neighborhood but opted not to move out of the heart of town. It gives a man character 

to live his roots, he would say. He was a good friend of Andre’s father, when he was alive, and 

made frequent visits to the lavish home for dinner. The Provost’s wealth came from mining gold 

in the mid nineteenth century. When the mines dried up the family was sufficiently diversified to 

continue to prosper at other enterprises, such as banking. Jacques Martin had borrowed the initial 

stake for his business from Andre’s father. The senior Provost always claimed to have lent the 

money with no collateral other than his estimation of Jacques’ character. Andre made his way 

over to talk with his father’s old friend. 

“I thought I heard you were in town,” Jacques bellowed before Andre had come within 

comfortable distance for conversation. 

“Just taking a little time off.” 

“Time off from what? Surely you don’t call what you do work?” 

This had been a favorite ploy of Jacques’ ever since Andre first went off to college. In 

actuality he was quite proud of him and thought of him as one of his own. 

“Believe it or not,” chided Andre. 

The older man laughed out loud. 

“Come on in and sit a while. I’m making some coffee.” 

Andre obediently followed him inside and took off his jacket. 

The kitchen was small and cramped but, by the same token, homey. The elder Martin poured 

them both a mug of coffee with a liberal dash of whiskey. A bad habit he had picked up from 

some Irish client, thought Andre. 

“So how is your brother these days?” inquired Jacques. 

Andre hadn’t thought of his brother for a long time. The two weren’t on the outs; they just 

were indifferent to each other. 



“Well enough, I suppose. They say no news is good news.” 

Now the older man adopted a fatherly attitude. 

“You know your father wished that you two would be a lot closer,” reflected Monsieur 

Jacques. 

“I know he did, Jacques, but apparently we are two very different individuals.” 

The other changed the subject almost immediately. 

“Have you dug up any interesting bones lately? If you wait a few years you could dig up 

mine. I’ve led a long and full life and my remains would look great in a museum.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding. You’re going to outlast me at the rate you’re going.” 

He chuckled and acknowledged the excellent state of his health. 

“Tell me about Egypt. You were there recently. Is it as mysterious as it looks in 

magazines?” 

“Well, actually yes. Bear in mind though that the pyramids only cover a fraction of the land 

area. Most of the tourist exposure, and basis for the mystery, comes from the Egyptians 

themselves. I think the fact that they dress so differently accentuates the exotic feeling. Mostly it 

is …” 

Andre was on a roll. He could have enthusiastically continued indefinitely talking about his 

life’s work. Something stopped him however. 

“What’s the matter, Andre?” asked Jacques. 

The mug of coffee slipped from the professor’s nerveless fingers. He stared off into space 

with a horrified look on his face. Jacques’ brow furrowed with concern. Was the man having a 

stroke? 

“I’ve got to go,” said Andre finally breaking the spell. 

“Are you all right?” 

“Yes, fine. Au revoir.” 

He gathered his jacket and hastily scurried out the door. He had never experienced that 

feeling before. In the midst of his conversation with Jacques he sensed the sudden presence of a 

threat here in Val d’Or. One moment there was nothing, the next an undeniable persona had 

appeared. He knew that the individual carried a crystal and that he had teleported to somewhere 

within the town. His dream of an uneventful life had just popped like a balloon. For the first time 

since finding the crystal he would be on the defensive. What would he do? 

 

 

Andre felt a chill in the air. An icy foreboding accompanied the night that fell much too rapidly. 

He realized that the best time for stalking was at night and as such he was not about to go to 

sleep. Even if he wanted to his nerves would keep him up. He sat on his overstuffed easy chair 

and positioned it against the wall so he could not be approached from behind. Would he have to 

spend the rest of his life like this? Perhaps I could sleep in the daytime, he thought, like some 

modern day vampire. Even though it wasn’t particularly cold Andre shivered. He got up to check 



the thermostat but was interrupted by the same feeling he experienced at Jacques Martin’s. All at 

once, he knew what had to be tried. He wheeled around and hurled several energy bolts at the 

newly present figure behind him. They exploded around the stranger harmlessly. Oddly, the 

intruder did not return fire. He stood there and grinned. 

“What do you want?” shouted Andre. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 22 

 

 

Off the Cape Cod coast: March 20 

 

The fishing vessel tossed about on a rough North Atlantic. The master of the boat did his best to 

keep the bow pointing into the waves. He constantly strained to hear the reassuring noise of the 

motor above the howling winds and rushing waters. The old engine performed valiantly. 

Knowing the age of the boat, however, the crew prayed whenever thunder masked the engine 

noise. 

Motivated by greed and impatience they put out to sea without a working radio. 

Consequently they had no warning that a storm was coming. Placing their faith in the long term 

forecast seemed an acceptable risk but they regretted that gamble now. 

Captain Riley struggled against the angry seas. He made a mental promise not to sell his 

own life, or that of his men, so short again. The first thing he would do when he made landfall 

(he did not acknowledge the other possibility to himself) was to have the engine overhauled and 

the radio fixed. Tense hours passed like days until he saw a clearing in the sky ahead. He exhaled 

in relief … and then the engine gave out. 

“Mr. Silva, go below and get that damn engine running again,” he said in a full throated 

shout. 

The white-faced sailor knew that without power the boat was at the mercy of the waves and 

current. Their fates would be out of their hands if he couldn’t restart the motor. Silva scurried 

down the unsteady wooden stairs with a toolbox balancing on his hip. At the bottom he tore open 

the hatch covering the boat’s power plant. It lay dormant and the ride got rougher as the 

unpowered vessel started to present its port side to the tumult. While being jostled about the 

stocky mechanic reached down and impatiently checked all the connections in the cramped 

compartment. His face turned from white to red as the cause of engine failure eluded his 

inspection. Panicky and desperate he rechecked the wiring, feeling over the grease coated parts. 

Finally, his fingers settled on a crack in the distributor cap. It had been invisible to the eye due to 

the thick black coating. He stood up quickly, to fetch a replacement just as the boat rocked from 

the most violent wave yet. Cold seawater flowed down the stairs into the compartment and stung 

his face as he was knocked to the floor. Time was running out, he had to restart the engine before 

the boat capsized. He stood and forced himself up the ladder to the spare parts cabinet. Out of the 

corner of his eye he saw the captain struggling with the wheel. 

“I’ll have it going in a minute, Captain.” 



The captain heard, Mr. Silva knew, but did not answer for fear of losing concentration. He 

had to keep that bow pointed into the waves. The ship’s mechanic riffled through the 

unorganized spare parts and plucked a distributor from the mess. Silva once again ran toward the 

stairs as best he could considering the wild pitching of the boat. He descended the stairs just as 

another wave hit and landed awkwardly. In a painful heap on the floor seaman Silva enjoyed a 

momentary daze. The distributor rolled around in front of him. His first thoughts were of Captain 

Riley’s voice shouting to him or anyone who could hear him. The urgency of the situation again 

gripped him. He looked up to see the concerned faces of his shipmates peering down at him from 

the top of the ladder. Gingerly he got to his hands and knees. Crawling over to the engine he 

undid the old cap. 

“How’s it going down there,” they yelled not knowing his condition. 

“Be done in a minute.” 

His universe became the engine. He worked silently and quickly in spite of the rocking. 

Finally the last fastener was tightened. With all his breath he shouted to the captain to start the 

motor. All listened as the engine started to crank. For what seemed like forever the ignition 

wouldn’t catch, but then the satisfying noise of moving pistons filled the cabin relieving the 

suspense. The noise almost drowned out the men’s cheering. With grease smeared face and 

hands Mr. Silva lay back on the deck, below his fan club. The motion of the ship again ranged 

from bow to stern as the repowered vehicle moved into the waves. At least now they had a 

chance. Taking stock of himself, Silva realized that he had no broken bones, just severe bruises. 

Gratefully, he sensed the reduced motion of the boat and concluded that they must be nearing the 

clear area he had seen up on the bridge. He got to his feet and started to climb the ladder when 

the boat seemed to lurch up out of the water. This was no wave. It felt more like a collision. 

Again he was thrown from his feet and took a blow to the head as the blood curdling screams of 

his crew mates rang in his ears. His waking mind shrank from the last thing he saw before losing 

consciousness. 

 

 

Cape Cod Hospital: March 21 

 

Michael Silva woke in an antiseptic looking white room. An IV stuck in his arm and an 

identification bracelet hung from his wrist. After a moment of disorientation, he began to piece 

his situation together. All of a sudden he grasped the sides of the bed as recent memories rushed 

in on him. His shipmates, where were they? Obviously, he was saved, what about them? He rang 

for the nurse. A doctor and two uniformed naval officers entered the room. 

“Where am I?” he demanded. 

“You’re in Cape Cod Hospital,” said the doctor. “You’ve had a traumatic experience. 

Remember any of it?” 

He looked his visitors over before laying back down and answering. 



“Yes. I think so. Did the rest of the crew make it?” 

“Suffering from exposure, but it looks like they’ll be all right.” 

Michael Silva let out a sigh. 

“And the boat?” 

“It’s lost, I’m afraid.” 

The doctor came over and instructed Michael to look straight ahead. He shined a small 

flashlight in his eyes. 

“You sustained a nasty concussion but you seem alright now. We’ll keep you here a while 

longer for observation but I’d say you got the best deal of the whole crew.” 

The doctor pocketed his light, satisfied with the result. 

“The Navy rescued you,” he said as he pointed to the officers. “They’d like to ask you a few 

questions. Feel up to it?” 

“Sure, no problem.” 

“All right. If you need anything ask for Dr. Schaevitz.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” 

He left as the two officers moved to the sides of the bed. 

“Good morning, Mr. Silva. I am Captain Bremer and this is Commander O’Neil. We would 

like to ask you a few questions about what happened.” 

“Is this about Captain Riley?” asked Silva. 

“No. We’re not an inquiry board,” the commander reassured. “We just need a few facts for 

our records. When we found you, you were trying to say something. Could you remember what 

you were trying to tell us?” 

Michael realized he could not recall the rescue at all. The bump on the head must’ve 

scrambled his brains. 

“I don’t even remember being rescued.” 

“What is the last thing you do remember?” 

He thought for a minute and reconstructed the scene. 

“I remember fixing the motor and laying back on the deck. I was hurting after falling down 

the ladder.” 

“Due to the rough surf you mean?” 

“Yes. I was relieved to feel the boat coming back under control. It felt like we were almost 

out of the storm. I got up and started to climb to the upper deck. My eyes had just cleared the 

deck level …” 

He stopped and stared straight ahead as though he were looking through the wall. Both 

officers looked at each other. 

“What did you see, Mr. Silva?” 

“I can’t remember but I felt afraid. The others were screaming. And then I was knocked 

unconscious.” 

“You don’t recall anything else?” 



Michael Silva seemed to come out of a trance to answer. 

“No. Why don’t you ask the other men?” 

“We did. We’re trying to corroborate their story.” 

“Why is the Navy involved? What do you guys think happened?” 

“It seems you encountered an unusual oceanographic phenomenon. We’re a special branch 

that investigates them.” 

“Oceanographic phenomenon? Like what?” 

“Could be anything. An underwater volcano for instance.” 

“An underwater volcano? Around here?” 

“Anything is possible.” 

Bremer paused as though he was considering something and then spoke rapidly to the 

hospitalized fisherman. 

“Look, we’ll level with you. Our submarines detected and pursued what we thought was a 

hostile sub. After our boats couldn’t keep pace with it we wondered if it really was a sub. 

Whatever it was, it was uncomfortably close to our coast. With a little coordination we managed 

to corral it. But then Sonar lost contact with it. It was as if it left the water. Surface vessels 

searched the area but it seems you men were the only possible witnesses to it. Understood? 

That’s why I’d like Commander O’Neil to hypnotize you. He might be able to tap your 

subconscious for the truth. And in the process help you deal with what you saw.” 

As the Captain had calculated, the fisherman was overwhelmed by the actual facts and 

consented, albeit slowly, to the hypnosis. 

 

 

Commander O’Neil had Michael reliving the moments before he lost consciousness. 

“OK, now you are relieved. The engine is working and you start to climb the ladder. Tell me 

what you see and feel.” 

“It’s kind of dim in here. One of the lights must’ve burned out.” 

“Can you see? What are you doing now?” 

“I’m walking to the ladder. It’s wet from seawater. Feels cold in my hand as I climb. Ouch! 

Feeling a twinge of pain in my side. Must’ve hurt some ribs. Not too bad. Probably just bruised. I 

can still climb.” 

Commander O’Neil had noticed that Silva winced from the pain that surprised him. 

“On the third step now. I can just see over the deck. Some of the wood is rotted. Have to 

mention it to the captain. Whoa! The boat’s rocking. Another wave must’ve hit. I tighten my grip 

to keep from falling until the boat settles back down. But the bow is rising. Still rising.” 

“Isn’t the whole boat rising?” 

“No, just the bow. It’s like it’s going to stand on its stern.” 

Silva grabs the bed sheets as if to keep from falling. 

“Jeez! What do I do?” 



Silva shouts this last question. 

“You’re just an observer, Mr. Silva. Just like watching a movie. It can’t hurt you.” 

Silva calms down and continues his narration. 

“Wow, this is weird. I look up to see out the front windshield. Something blocks my view. 

Covering the whole window. What is it? Is it moving? Jesus! It’s alive. A whale maybe? No. 

Wrong shape. The boat moves backward. We’re sliding off its back. A giant ray of some kind? 

No, more like a bird. The boat jerks upward and then down. Lost my grip. I’m falling. 

Blackness.” 

 

 

McMaster gapes open-mouthed at Captain Bremer for several seconds after the officer described 

the hypnosis session with the fisherman. 

“I knew you’d be interested in this, sir. It sounds like the anomaly you briefed us on.” 

“You’ve confirmed this description?” 

“We interviewed the five fishermen separately. They all gave the same account.” 

“My god. I didn’t want to believe it.” 

 

 

Alone in his office at Cambridge, Paul McMaster decided that the sighting warranted contact 

with Cord. He set up the scrambler. Its signal completed the journey to the satellite and back to 

earth almost instantaneously, but the hail on the device at Cord’s end went unheeded. His hotel 

room was empty. Cord had left behind his only contact with the CIA. Has he gone rogue? 

McMaster wondered. This is what he’d feared. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER 23 

 

 

Cambridge: March 22 

 

It had just turned spring in New England and the early evening was noticeably brighter. At least 

the days seemed shorter when one didn’t have to go home in the dark. Deirdre walked to the 

MIT parking garage after yet another hectic day at work. Her long days started at 5:30 in the 

morning with a rigorous exercise program as usual, but lately her job was at least as taxing as her 

workouts. Something big was happening and even though she was denied full knowledge of 

current operations it didn’t take much of an imagination to fill in at least some of the blanks. 

Opening her car door, she started to get in when a familiar voice turned her around. She 

recognized Cord Devlin. 

“Cord? You’re not supposed to be here.” 

She knew him strictly as an acquaintance. They rarely exchanged anything more than polite 

greetings. Her out of character imperious tone obviously caught Cord off guard. 

“Um, yes that’s right. How did you know? Err, what else do you know?” 

“Nothing about the mission if that’s what you mean, but the status of all agents crosses my 

desk. You’re committing a breach of regulations by even being in town, let alone talking to me.” 

She was beautiful, thought Cord. Just the way he remembered her from that day at lunch. 

“I know. But you’re the reason I’m here.” 

“Oh?” she said with a questioning stare. 

“Is there someplace quiet we could go to talk?” 

“To talk? Talk about what?” 

She was pressing him? This was going to be hard, thought Cord. He didn’t want to tell her 

here in a garage. But he had to tell her something or she’d just drive away. 

“About why you’re the cause of a falling out between me and Paul.” 

That got her attention. 

“I guess we could go to my apartment,” she said after a long pause. 

“Good. I just hope you won’t think too ill of me afterwards.” 

“Get in! We’ll take my car.” 

On the way Cord tried to make idle conversation to put her at ease. What could he say? 

Something less mundane than ‘how’s the weather.’ 

“How’s John these days?” 

Oops! A mistake. 



“John? I didn’t know that you knew him.” 

She glanced over at Cord momentarily. He could tell she was wondering how much he knew 

of their affair. He didn’t answer but she answered him anyway. 

 “In any case I don’t know how he is. He’s been transferred.” 

“What?” 

“John’s been transferred,” she repeated almost clenching her teeth. 

Now Cord felt a pang of guilt along with, strangely enough, triumph. 

“I’m sorry to hear that. I know how much he meant to you.” 

She looked at him quizzically for a moment. 

“Yes. I guess we didn’t do such a hot job of hiding our relationship.” 

Her apartment was in one of the latest high rises along the Cambridge side of the Charles 

River. They arrived in less than ten minutes. Cord wished the trip was longer. The elevator took 

them to the sixth floor. 

“So what is it that you have to tell me?” she asked as she opened the door. 

“It’s something of a personal nature, Deirdre. I’m afraid it involves you. I’ve involved you.” 

She regarded him with an angry stare. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Let’s sit down. I need to ask if you’ll keep what I’m about to tell you confidential.” 

“Why would I have to keep something of a personal nature confidential? You’re not making 

any sense.” 

Cord could tell she was becoming exasperated. If he didn’t say something to allay her 

concerns, she would soon insist he leave. 

“I’ll have to reveal part of my mission to you so you’ll understand what I’ve done. Will you 

keep my secret?” 

“You’re miss …” she started to say, but the words trailed off. She obviously thought better 

of it. 

“All right! All right, just tell me,” she said impatiently. 

“As part of my mission, I’ve come into possession of a device that grants me some unusual 

abilities.” 

“What kind of abilities?” 

“Well, the one that I’ll reveal to you allows me to appear as anyone I wish, at will.” 

He paused for effect. She was hooked. “You mean like a disguise?” 

“Yes, only a hundred times better. All I have to do is visualize a person and I will appear to 

be that person. It’s some kind of an illusion.” 

“What kind of a device can let you do that? And why haven’t I heard of it? Reports of new 

breakthroughs in technology usually cross my desk.” 

“It’s not our technology.” 

“Not ours? Who has made that kind of advancement?” 

“We don’t know. It was buried in the earth for thousands of years.” 



“Really? Buried for thousands of years? Can I see it?” She sounded skeptical. 

“I don’t have it with me. You see, I don’t need it in my possession to use it. And we thought 

it would be more secure elsewhere.” 

“I see. Then you could, no doubt, demonstrate this for me?” 

There was sarcasm in her voice. Cord looked around the room and noticed a paperback on 

the coffee table. The title was The Kennedy Effect. A moment later Deirdre gasped. John F. 

Kennedy appeared beside her, sitting on the same couch. He moved his head and looked right at 

her. He winked and was alive. The president stood up, twirled around, and sat down again. The 

transformation was very quick. Every muscle tensed in her body. She didn’t know whether to 

laugh or scream. Cord Devlin replaced the famous statesman on the couch. 

“Well, now what do you think?” 

“Are you Kennedy from a parallel universe? Like in the book?” 

“No,” he laughed. “I’m still Cord.” 

She tried to organize her thoughts but found she couldn’t. 

“Alright. Let’s try another test. But first I need a drink,” she said. 

After she emptied half a glass of apricot brandy, she started to feel a little more at ease with 

the situation. 

“I know this has been a shock for you but I felt it was necessary.” 

“Now I’ll pick the subject,” she said ignoring his last remark. 

“OK, but you have to pick someone I know so I can visualize them.” 

“Stand up and face me. I want to see your hands.” 

Cord did so. 

“How about McMaster.” 

The figure of Paul McMaster stood in front of her. 

“Say something!” she commanded. 

“Get me a cup of coffee!” he said in McMaster’s tone. 

She exhaled through her teeth. 

“That’s good. You sounded just like him. Now use your normal voice.” 

“I’ve only just learned how to imitate speech. It’s easier appearing as someone else and 

talking in my own voice.” 

Deirdre chugged the last of her brandy and went to get some more. Cord could tell she was 

connecting the dots. 

“John Hammett,” she said suddenly with a pained look on her face. 

“I’m sorry, Deirdre,” said the illusion of John. 

Now she knew that it was Cord at the Sonesta restaurant, not John Hammett. She slapped his 

face. She thought for a while longer and slapped it again, harder. He let her. She began to pound 

on his chest with as much strength as she could muster. Cord surrounded her with his arms and 

crushed her to him. She cried and relented. Cord tried to comfort her. It was a mistake. 

“You son of a bitch,” she said as she kneed him between the legs. 



He didn’t have time to grimace for she then hip tossed him onto the floor. 

“You took advantage of me, you bastard.” 

He was in obvious pain but was laughing. Frustrated she attempted to kick him but he 

grabbed the shapely ankle. She lost her balance and fell beside him whereupon he rolled on top 

of her, pinioning her arms and legs. 

“I must say you’re taking this much better than I expected.” 

She said nothing but only struggled to free herself. 

“Wasn’t it better to get some gratification even if it was an illusion?” 

She head butted him between the eyes. He rolled off her in some pain and tried to cover up 

but Deirdre didn’t follow up her advantage. He guessed he’d spoken a truth. 

“Deirdre? That lunch brought up feelings I thought I couldn’t have anymore. I’m not 

supposed to be here, but I couldn’t leave you in the dark about what happened. Couldn’t let the 

possibility of us slip away.” 

She sat up and stared at him. He stared back so he wouldn’t be caught off guard again. It 

didn’t matter. She was very quick. She lunged at Cord who awkwardly tried to block her, but it 

was too late. She had him. Deirdre nearly sucked the breath out of his lungs. Tongues 

intertwined between panting. 

“I hate you,” she said and then punched him hard in the stomach. 

He didn’t double over. 

“I always thought you were a stuck up bitch,” he shot back. 

She slapped his face, leaned in as though to kiss him but then bit his ear hard. 

“Ow!” he yelled. 

“I’ve noticed you, Cord. Who didn’t? Cord Devlin, superspy. And arrogant ass.” she said 

breathlessly. 

They ceased conversation. Clothes flew to all corners of the room. This was one sequel that 

was going to outdo its predecessor. 

Cord got up groggily. He never realized one could get such a workout in bed. He kissed her 

and promised to return after the mission was over. She nodded sleepily and turned over, a smile 

curling up the ends of those beautiful lips. Quietly, he got dressed and exited the apartment. On 

the outside he took care to close the door without a sound. As soon as the door was closed, he 

was hit with what felt like a giant wave of water. The force rammed him into the wall. His last 

memory before losing consciousness was of two figures seen in his peripheral vision. 

 

 

The newly formed duo had become overconfident. Since Anatoly recruited Andre in Quebec 

they took for granted that their combined powers would be enough to capture Cord with ease. He 

collapsed from their attack but to Anatoly and Andre’s amazement Cord had recovered and fled 

when their backs were turned. Apparently they had only stunned him. Now, due to their 

overconfidence, they had to chase after a very dangerous opponent. Andre, who had only 



recently rejoined the world of the living, was just as happy to be on the offensive again. Unlike 

Anatoly, he didn’t appreciate the danger he was in. All he saw was a renewed possibility of 

furthering his twisted ambitions. 

The labyrinthine underground warehouse of MIT served as the arena for the trio’s duel. 

Rows and rows of steel racks with some of the most sophisticated equipment in the world 

partitioned the dimly lit area. Many a company, based in Cambridge, Massachusetts, had sprung 

from inventions stored in this facility. Now, with the latest government drive to compete with the 

Chinese, cooperation between high technology firms and the prestigious institute accelerated 

even more. Consortiums became more and more common as cooperation between industry and 

education yielded greater advantages for both. 

For the moment, at least, these high minded ideas were the furthest thing from Cord’s 

thoughts. Escaping his newly teamed foes monopolized his thinking. Being unfamiliar with this 

part of the institute, he skulked about trying to find an exit. He held his gun more out of habit 

than anything else since he knew his enemies could probably shield themselves from bullets with 

their crystal spawned fields. Continuing to search, he promptly spied the red letters of an exit 

sign. Unfortunately, cover was a problem. The racks of shelves stood well back from the double 

doors. He would have to expose himself to reach freedom. Where were they? Listening intently, 

he detected no sound. Cord chanced it and ran for the exit while looking behind him. His 

personal shield was hit with a double dose of high energy. It staggered him. Turning, he faced his 

attackers and projected his arsenal as well. The opposing energies lit the place up. Intense light 

surrounded him and he dropped his gun since the mental energy needed to tell his hand to hold it 

could not be spared. He was at a disadvantage but surprisingly only a slight disadvantage. The 

aura he generated almost equaled the combined energies of both his opponents. Cord put his 

hands up to help his concentration and maintain his maximum fire power. He was still being 

backed up but toward the door and escape. Anatoly shouted instructions to Andre who tried to 

cut off Cord’s escape route only to have Anatoly quickly wave him back. They realized that 

splitting their attack was a bad idea. Cord was encouraged by this. He was almost to the door 

when he sensed a reduction in power in their attack. Were they getting tired? Something made 

him look up to see a massive piece of equipment hurtling downward at him. He barely had time 

to redirect his shield, blocking it. This left him unprotected from the front whereupon the full 

force of their attack knocked him unconscious. 

 

 

Cord awoke with Anatoly and Andre standing over him. 

“You gave us quite a chase, old buddy,” said Anatoly. “You’ve really mastered your crystal. 

I’m afraid that neither of us by ourselves would be a match for you.” 

“Glad I was able to provide you with some sport,” said Cord as he tested his bonds. 

The duo also exerted mental restraints on him. 

“Resistance is futile,” quipped Anatoly. 



Cord jerked his head to face Anatoly when he heard that Trekism. 

“Yep, we have a comprehensive file on you.” offered Anatoly. “And we have Trekkies in 

Russia, too, you know.” 

Cord looked around him. He was in the MIT nuclear reactor building. Anatoly spoke up as if 

reading his thoughts. 

“Of course you realize we’ll have to make sure you’ll die. A heavy dose of neutrons should 

do the trick, even for you.” 

With that Cord felt the tug of his tormenters’ minds as he was levitated onto the operating 

table. He peered up at a nozzle that would shoot deadly neutrons through his body. If he hadn’t 

been weakened by his battle he could have mustered his shield. As it was, all he could do was 

glare at his adversaries with stoic defiance. 

“Dasvidanya, Cord Devlin. I’d like to say I’ll meet you in Hell but we Russians born in 

communist times do not believe in such places.” 

Their mental bonds prevented Cord from teleporting away but he was probably too weak to 

try anyway. The table he lay on was in the operating room directly below the neutron producing 

reactor. The facility was designed to use the neutrons as so-called magic bullets where doctors 

could attack only the cancerous tissue of tumors. Andre and Anatoly, however, had a much more 

lethal use in mind. 

The Frenchman and the Russian viewed him now from outside the room through the 

biologically shielded portals. Cord’s body started to waiver as if made of ectoplasm. The neutron 

stream on full amplitude filled the room with death for even the tiniest living microbe. Anatoly 

would have preferred to end it with the professional courtesy of a quick bullet, but that wouldn’t 

assure him of Cord’s death. He looked at Andre and was disgusted to see the Frenchman 

deriving pleasure from Cord’s predicament. 

Andre peered at the spectacle with a half-smile on his face and in his twisted pleasure 

unwisely let down his guard. A searing hot pain exploded in his side. Turning around he saw 

Anatoly with an upraised gun/silencer aimed at him. 

“Why?” he blurted. 

“Why? This is what I do,” replied Anatoly. “You didn’t think I could let you live with what 

you’re capable of? Hey, if it wasn’t me it would’ve been Cord. You had no chance either way if 

that makes you feel any better.” 

Anatoly blew a wisp of smoke away from his silencer as Andre slumped down while staring 

in disbelief. 

“Asshole! I helped you capture Devlin and you would do this to me?” 

“Thank you for that assist. You were unwise to let your guard down. He would never have,” 

said Anatoly nodding at the bed where Cord had been. 

Andre glared at him and threw all his remaining strength into the most lethal projection 

beam he could muster. Anatoly’s personal shield parried the energy easily. His return beam, 

however, easily penetrated Andre’s weakened defenses. Then, to be thorough, the Russian shot 



his French partner the old fashioned way, discharging his gun three more times. Satisfied with 

his work, Anatoly teleported to more cheerful surroundings blissfully unaware that neutron 

radiation does not dissociate matter the way it appeared to do to Cord’s body. After all he was no 

scientist. Or even much of a Star Trek fan. Otherwise, he would’ve noticed how similar Cord’s 

disappearance was to that of the god Apollo when the Enterprise destroyed his throne. 

 

 

Hours later, the lab lay silent except for the faint hum of electrical instrumentation. The body of 

Cord Devlin had completely disintegrated. One couldn’t have told if anybody had ever been on 

the table at all. Andre’s body lay slumped on the floor in a pool of crimson. Anatoly’s strategic 

attack left him in an untidy heap. The usual aura that surrounds living beings was long absent in 

Andre, but deep in an unguessable conscious realm he screamed out in silent anguish. The 

Frenchman lacked the imagination to save his conscious mind. In matters of survival, he wasn’t 

that resourceful, not nearly as resourceful as Cord Devlin. 

 

THE END, Volume 1 
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