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Disclaimer

The place names used in this story are real, and the references have been drawn from historical research on declassified and academic documents. The events and names of the characters used are fictitious and the product of the Author's imagination. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, during the story's time frame, is purely coincidental and unintended.

Dedication 


To the adventurous few who braved Canada’s northern frontier.
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THE AIR WAS BONE-CHILLINGLY cold, but it did not bother the old man kneeling over a trap, carefully releasing the large, plump, dead snow rabbit. He thought it was a good night, pulling the animal free and laying it beside three others. It was just another night providing food to feed his family and good fur for clothes.

He casually looked around, peering into the darkness. He always stayed alert for any sign of a polar bear on the hunt or a seal lying on the ice near its blowhole. The seal would be a bonus; the bear, not so much. His rifle lay near at hand in the sled ten feet away, just in case. Setting a trap line this close to the white man's place was a risk, but it was also a good area for trapping prey.

Suddenly, the silent stillness of the night was broken by the sound of a motor. He instinctively looked up, slowly turning his head as he eased his hood back in an attempt to locate the direction. His keen hearing and knowledge of the area put the sound about two hundred yards off to the left. A moment later, a faint outline of a large, black object slowly emerged from the darkness; he recognized it as a huge snowmobile. It moved slowly over the ice, finally coming to a stop. He watched as a man exited the vehicle. At that exact moment, he heard a plane approaching. A minute or two later, he watched it emerge from the darkness, descending slowly to the ground and touching down on the skis attached to the landing gear. It stopped twenty feet from the other vehicle, and the pilot climbed out.

He decided to move closer to see what was going on.

The two men spoke for a few minutes; the first man passed something to the pilot, who turned and headed back toward the plane. Suddenly, the pilot stopped halfway and pulled a gun from his parka, pointing it at the first man, and opened fire. The bullets ripped through his thick parka and into his chest, killing him instantly.

Then, nothing but silence.

Fifteen Minutes Earlier.

THE NIGHT SKY WAS ALIVE with multi-coloured waves of light undulating across it: the aurora borealis, nature's light show. The only other sight to instill such awe and wonder is a clear moonless night sky at two in the morning in the middle of the ocean.

The light show did not matter to the man sitting in an old Bombardier B7 snowmobile. The engine was idling with a steady, low-droning sound, keeping the flow of warm air passing through the vents.

He hated this part: sitting out on the tundra with nothing but the stillness and silence outside, which always felt oppressive, leaving him feeling insignificant and isolated. He could not get used to the lack of sunlight and constant darkness. The only good thing was that he would hear any approaching vehicle. Ten minutes later, that was exactly what he heard.

His name was Andrew Walters, a radar technician at the DEW Line radar site at Shingle Point in the Yukon, one of many similar sites formed in the DEW Line. The next nearest site was located at Tuktoyaktuk in the Northwest Territories. In reality, he was also a paid Soviet mole. He was not a committed communist; he was mostly apolitical. He was doing this for the money, and they were generous.

It was while he was still in the States that they approached him.

Her name was Isobel, a fresh-faced undergrad at the local college in her third year; he was in his fourth. They hit it off from the start and soon became lovers. Not long after, she let him know she was a devoted communist and worked for the embassy as an interpreter. Then, she suggested he consider coming to their side and working with them. That was two years ago. They were no longer together, but he did not mind, since he knew women like her would never hitch themselves to a man like him on a long-term basis.

Just then, he heard the sound of an approaching plane. Straining his eyes, he looked intently in the direction of the sound, and suddenly, a shape appeared out of the darkness. It was a small bush plane dropping quickly to land.

Several minutes later, the plane taxied to a stop twenty feet away. A door opened, and the pilot stepped onto the strut and headed for him, leaving the plane's engine idle.  He opened his door and got out, carrying a briefcase-sized package. "You're late," Walters said once the new arrival was close enough.

"I had a bit of a problem getting away," the other man said tersely. “Do you have the package?"

Walters passed the package he held over to the man.

“This will be the last delivery for a while. The station is undergoing a security review.”

“They suspect something?”

"I don't think so. It is a snap inspection ordered from Washington. It happens whenever something is about to be changed or added to the system. We've been expecting something like this for some time. Tell Control that I will contact the usual source when I have something. I better be getting back."

"Alright. I have been instructed to inform you that one of our submarines will arrive shortly to insert some agents. This should not be a problem for you. This is just an alert, nothing more."

"Okay, thanks," Walters said. "That's it?"

“Yes.”

Walters stood momentarily, watching the man walk back to his idling plane. Halfway there, he stopped and looked out into the darkness. Then he reached inside his parka, pulled out a pistol, and fired three shots in rapid succession.

Walters looked in the direction where he had fired and saw the shape of someone falling onto the ice. He ran to the pilot, who was putting his weapon away.

“Jesus Christ,” Walters said, fear in his voice. “What...?”

“No witnesses,” the pilot said calmly. “You know the orders.”

“But...but, what about that?” He raised his arm, pointing to the fallen body.

“What about it?”

“You can’t leave it there. Someone from the station could find it and report it.”

"I don't think so. Once the bears get the scent of the blood, they'll take care of it. They have to eat, too, after all."

“Oh God,” Walters said, his mind filled with horrible images.

“I’m taking off. You’d better get back.”

Walters took a few steps away as the pilot opened the cockpit door and climbed in. He then turned and ran back to the snowmobile. He heard the plane's engine roar as it took off, passing overhead.

Forty-five minutes later.

FRANK DESMOND, THE pilot of a passing bush plane flying about a hundred feet over the land, spotted the dog sled on its side with two huskies hitched to it. He dropped below in the dim Arctic morning light to fifty feet and circled the area twice to check it out. His first thought was that some poor native or maybe one of the men from the radar station had been attacked by a polar bear. He turned, widening his circle, and, within moments, spotted the remains of a body lying on a dark patch of what he assumed was blood.

He pulled back on the yoke and regained his cruising altitude. Then he turned on his radio, setting the tuning dial to the right frequency for the RCMP detachment at Sack’s Harbour. Once he established contact, he radioed in to advise the duty constable.

“Give me the location again, over.”

RCMP Constable Rene Dion was the duty officer at the detachment in Tuktoyaktuk. He had been posted there three months ago as the support and liaison law enforcement officer between the small Inuit community and the force's headquarters on the mainland in Yellowknife, Northwest Territories.

"About twenty minutes south-southwest of your location, over."

"Thanks, Frank. Can you land, enter the detachment, and give an official report? It's over."

“Sure thing, over.”

“Thanks. Out.”

Dion put the receiver down and went into the living quarters at the back.

“Corporal,” he said, gently shaking the sleeping man in one of the bunks. Corporal Jean Marchand was in charge of the detachment.

"I just received a call from Frank Desmond. He was flying over an area southwest of here." He gave a set of map coordinates based on Desmond's estimated position. "He reported seeing an abandoned dog sled with two dogs still hitched and a dead body a short distance from it. He's going to touchdown to make an official report. Should be here in fifteen minutes."

“Okay, thanks,” Marchand said, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. “The coffee on?”

“Yeah,” Dion said. “Made it ten minutes ago. “I’ll get a mug ready for you.”

“Thanks,” he said again as he pulled his mukluks on.

Rene stopped at the door and looked back at his boss.

“Didn’t we get a call from one of the families reporting one of their men as missing? Think there’s a connection?”

"Possible. Looking into it and letting Yellowknife know might be a good idea. I will send them a report after we talk to Desmond."

"Can I take a couple of the locals to those coordinates and let you know if we find anything?"

“No, that’s okay. Let’s wait until we finish with Desmond.”

Yes, sir.” Dion turned and left.

Later that day, Marchant finished writing his report, including the statement from Frank Desmond, and made it ready to send to headquarters in Yellowknife. This situation was well above his capabilities and duties here, and he would likely need a trained investigator to come up and deal with it.

He went over to the radio set and sat down. Setting the dials to the right frequency, he picked up the microphone and pressed send.

* * *

ANDREW WALTERS WAS not brave; he knew it but did not care. He had been employed for knowledge, not his 'guts.'

He was thirty years old, single, and considered boring by his colleagues. Not that handsome or even good-looking, he made little impression on most of the women he knew, which sometimes bothered him. Slightly under six feet tall, he had a soft, pudgy body and was beginning to show signs of his hair receding. But none of this mattered to him; he had another side that very few ever got to see—his vices.

He loved to gamble and indulged his passion at various casinos whenever he was on leave. He also had a taste for hookers and cocaine, all of which required cash, lots of money. He was also staunchly apolitical, having no sense of patriotism or loyalty. Taken as a whole, he was the ideal candidate a Soviet agent dreamt of reaching.

Shortly after graduating from Yale University in Connecticut five years ago with a Master's degree in Physics, specializing in the theoretical uses of radar signals, he was recruited by the federal government to work on a top-secret defence project in the far north. He spent the first four years working at various laboratories in several States before being assigned to one of the key installations comprising the DEW Line as a senior technician.

What the government missed was his gambling addiction and penchant for the darker side of life: booze, women, opiate use. He could keep these activities under control and never indulged anywhere near where he lived or worked. While he was away for one of his 'long weekends,' he met Isabel Perez. Always on the hunt for easy sex, he was known to talk a bit too freely about his work to impress them.

They entered into a torrid affair that lasted four weeks. During that time, she introduced him to Alexi Puskin, a trade officer attached to the Argentine Embassy who was, in reality, a Soviet agent. The long and short of it was that he found himself working for the Soviets in exchange for substantial paydays.

Now, he was in too deep to get out.

He had driven the snowmobile away from the meeting site in a daze. His mind filled with the image of Casey Frissell, the pilot, killing a man, then casually getting in his plane and flying away.

He had never seen anyone killed before, at least not in real life, and it rattled him as much because it brought home just who he was working for. It was one thing to sell secrets; that was just business, but now, he was an accessory to a cold-blooded murder. And then, he remembered Frissell's last words, which sent a shiver down his spine: 'Don't worry about it. Some bears will take care of it. They got to eat, too.'

His thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of the station’s exterior lights in the distance.

The station consisted of single-story buildings stretched out beneath a raised steel platform on which sat the large geodesic dome that housed the radar array. A couple of communication dishes and a Doppler antenna were nearby, typical of all the other sites. They maintained a flat surface section close to the site, which was cleared for air traffic.

He slowed down and pulled into the parking area.

"Where have you been?" Fred Herschel, another technician, asked when he entered the living area. “The boss was looking for you. Are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

"Huh? Oh, nothing's wrong. I had a touch of cabin fever, so I took a ride. I had to stop for a leak. Halfway through, I spotted a bear. Nearly shit myself."

"You and your rides. One of these days...," he said, leaving the line hanging.

"What did he want?" Walters asked, slipping the fur-padded pants off.

"Who? Oh yeah, right. One of the systems was acting up. Turned out to be a flutter, and it fixed itself." A flutter was what we called a power surge.

“So, does he still need to see me?”

“I don’t think so. Just the same, you better check in with Davidson.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Davidson is part of the site's security staff. We are supposed to let them know whenever we leave or return.

Herschel turned and left the coat room. A few moments later, Andrew followed in search of Davidson and headed to the cafeteria for a coffee. His nerves were finally starting to settle down.

He was about halfway through his coffee when Charlie Kline came in.

"There you are," he said as he stepped to the table. "Where the hell have you been?"

“I needed some air and to get out of here for a break,” Walters answered, looking at him.

For some reason, they didn't get along that well. He could not pinpoint their problem, but right from the start of his rotation, he and Kline seemed to rub each other the wrong way.

"Well, next time, let someone know. We had a small glitch that needed your attention. Fortunately, it was only a light power surge this time."

“So, everything’s okay?”

"That's not the point, and you know it. If this assignment is too much for you, arrangements can be made to...," he left the comment hanging.

“No, I’m okay,” Walters said. “I’ll let the duty security guy know if I leave again, alright?”

"See that you do. When you're finished with your coffee, I need you to look at one of the radar monitors. The incoming signal looks odd."

“Odd? Whaddya mean, odd?”

"You'll see when you take a look at it. There's no immediate rush; the backup is covering the incoming signal. Let me know what you find out when you're done."

“Okay.”

Kline turned and left the cafeteria.

* * * 

CASEY FRISSELL GUIDED his plane lower until he felt the gentle bump of the skis touching down on the ice. He taxied over the slightly bumpy runway to the aluminum Quonset hut, where he made a three-sixty turn, stopped forty feet away, and shut down the engine.

He opened the side door and stepped down, reaching inside for the package Walters had given him. He closed the door and headed for the building.

'Walters was becoming a problem,' he thought as he walked to the hangar. He was beginning to think he could no longer trust the man. His killing of the stranger had spooked Walters.

When he entered the hangar, he ran into one of the other bush pilots on his way to his plane.

“Did ya hear the latest news?” the pilot asked, approaching him.

“News? What news?” Frissell asked, taking his mittens off.

"They found a dead man out on the tundra, somewhere up by BAR-3."

“No shit, who found him?”

“Frank. He spotted something as he was flying back. Anyway, he reported it to the Mounties in Tuktoyaktuk.”

Damn, Frissell swore to himself. This could be a problem. He did not expect the body to be found so quickly. Now the police knew, and that meant a possible investigation where they would be sure to discover he had been shot, which in turn could uncover his operation and connection with Walters.

He would have to contact his controller in Ottawa and discuss the matter before proceeding to gather further information. This is a shame since he was an excellent source of information.

“Thanks for letting me know,” Frissell said as the pilot continued to his plane.

He did not need this. This operation took too long to set up, and finding someone to replace Walters would be nearly impossible. This was not a simple in-and-out operation; it was a keystone set-up with direct access to vital information for the Soviets’ Arctic strategy. This could set their plans back years.

Frissell headed for the hangar, a knot growing in his gut. Thinking back, he questioned himself about the wisdom of killing the trapper. After all, what could he tell anyone? It was too late to worry about that now. He had to prepare for the storm about to land on him.
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RCMP Headquarters, Ottawa

DEPUTY SUPERINTENDENT Joel McIntyre was a twenty-year veteran of the force, enlisting at the age of twenty-one. He served in most of the provinces and had a stint in the Yukon in his early years. Two years ago, he was promoted to his present rank and sent back to school to upgrade his education for his new assignment, namely, the supervision of the northern detachments in Canada's northern territories. In addition to these duties, he also served as the senior liaison to the US military, operating the DEW Line installations. He was a career officer; he never married.

Someone rapped on his closed office door.

“Come,” he called out.

Kathy Simpson opened the door and entered the spacious office. She had been his secretary for the last two and a half years. During that time, she developed a good working relationship with him. An attractive thirty-six-year-old single mother who lost her husband in the Korean War. She had a four-year-old son she adored. Many of the men who met her were immediately attracted to her, resulting in numerous requests for dates, most of which she declined. She was well-liked by her fellow employees mainly because of her sunny disposition and warm smile, which she always shared with everyone she met. More importantly, especially to McIntyre, she was also very bright, perceptive, and efficient with excellent people skills, which helped offset his sometimes blunt and direct manner.

"This just came in," she said, stepping to the front of his desk and handing him a single sheet of paper. "A passing bush pilot saw a body and an abandoned dog sled with two live dogs. A separate report of a missing Inuit trapper from a hamlet not too far from where he saw the body. It came in the next day; Corporal Jean Marchand in Tuktoyaktuk sent both reports. They think it might've been a polar bear attack, and the two reports might be connected."

“Mmm,” McIntyre murmured. “When was the last reported Soviet submarine sighting received?”

“Three days ago. It’s there on your desk,” she said, pointing to a small stack of papers at the side of the desk.

"And where did the report say it was thought to have occurred?"

“Not far from the coordinates noted there,” she said.

“Coincidence?”

“Maybe. You think this man saw something and was killed?”

"They've been busy lately. They could be stepping up their efforts. Let's not take any chances. Contact Tuktoyaktuk and arrange to have the body sent to the hospital in Paulatuk for a thorough autopsy and call ahead to make sure Dr. Mercier handles it. Tell him to give this priority. Where is Inspector Thompson?"

“A fishing weekend,” she said.

"Oh, yes," he said. "I forgot. Do we have his contact number?"

"Yes, sir. He left all his information with me before he left."

"Good. Contact him and have him report back here. His expertise might be needed on this one. We don't need another muck-up like the last time."

“Yes sir,” she said, turning away before he could see the smile on her face.

A month ago, the FBI in Washington, through Ottawa, sent a report alerting the Royal Canadian Mounted Police in Winnipeg of suspected Soviet submarine traffic in the Beaufort Sea, possibly heading for the Amundsen Gulf area. For some time, the Soviets had been attempting to gather information on the radar systems used on the DEW Line.

The DEW Line, short for Distant Early Warning, is a network of interconnected radar tracking installations running across the Arctic Circle from the west coast of Alaska to Greenland. It is an early warning system for any missile attack from over the North Pole. The system was implemented through a joint agreement between the United States military and the governments of Canada and the United States. The stations were operated jointly by Canadian and American military and civilian technicians, and Canada also provided regional security. The Americans assumed security over the actual sites.

McIntyre found the report, picked it up, and studied the information in the document about the sighting of a Soviet submarine. The report stated that a local Inuit fisherman from a settlement on Banks Island claimed he saw something come up under the ice and thought he saw two men on the ice, which raised concerns, as there are two radar sites in that sector. One is in Tuktoyaktuk, and the other is at Shingle Point in Yukon. All trace of these men was lost when the report was made at the area detachment. The only thing found was evidence of something significant breaking through a section of the ice field.

It has been known for some time that the Soviets are actively engaged in hydrographic mapping of the sea bed under the icepack and dropping off agents for missions farther south. But this latest incident involving a dead Inuit possibly changes things, and not in a good way.

Back at her desk, Kathy opened a drawer, extracted a manila envelope, and removed the single sheet of paper. Typed on the page was a brief list of addresses and telephone numbers, primarily for hotels and inns located in parts of northern Ontario, the Northwest Territories, and the Yukon.

She knew Jesse Thompson was an avid freshwater fisherman who took advantage of any opportunity  for an escape to some out-of-the-way lake or river. She stole a quick peek at her desk calendar and then returned to the list. She noted the name of the lodge listed, the date, and then reached for her phone, dialling the number printed under the name.

When she got through, she learned that Jesse had left early this morning and was not due before noon tomorrow. However, he could be reached. He always went to places with either telephone services or a radio set. She left a message for him to call her as soon as possible, saying it was important, then hung up.

Sitting back, she closed her eyes and remembered other such trips; only then was she with him. A whimsical smile crossed her mouth as very personal images came to mind. Then, her intercom buzzer shattered her reverie.

“Sir?” she said, depressing the button on the device.

“Did you reach him?” McIntyre asked.

"He's in Dryden," she answered. “According to the hotel, he’d left for a fishing lodge in Lac Seul, north of the city. There is no phone access, but it has a radio. They will make contact and then contact us. Unfortunately, he won't be back before noon tomorrow."

"Him and his fishing; silly way to spend your time, chasing a stupid fish. This matter can't wait. Better contact the local authorities to go in and fetch him. Let me know as soon as he calls."

“Sir,” she said, and then released the button. 'Oh dear,' she thought as she started to dial another number. Jesse was not going to be happy about being called back so soon.

* * * 

MY NAME IS JESSE THOMPSON. I am an Inspector with the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, Canada's national policing agency, specifically with their Intelligence Section. Because of increased Soviet activities in the north, I have been attached to Canadian Military Intelligence and assigned to DEW Line security.  

My background and knowledge had something to do with my present circumstances. I speak Russian fluently and get by in a few native languages, most notably, Inuktitut. In addition, I received a Master's Degree in Political Science from Dalhousie University in Halifax, Nova Scotia, specializing in Twentieth Century Politics of Eastern Europe, with an emphasis on the Warsaw Pact countries. When the United Nations went to war with North Korea, I volunteered for service with the army, where it was decided at the time that I was best suited for the Provost Corps in their prisoner detention section and not the front lines as an infantryman.

At the end of the Korean War, I was discharged and returned home. I decided to return to university to finish my degree. I was twenty-six when I finally graduated with a Master's degree in Political Science. It was a natural choice, since I was acutely interested in Russia due to my family ties. My mother is a first-generation Russian who arrived in Canada during the Revolution years and fled instability and purges. She met and married my father, a former army major. My mother was why I spoke fluent Russian.

I was sitting in the Deputy Superintendent's office in Winnipeg, reading a file with a diagonal red stripe on the front cover, indicating the contents were classified secret. It contained communiques sent from the FBI in Washington, DC, and the original reports from two detachments in the Northwest Territories. The FBI message indicated they had received information from a credible source stating the Soviets were landing agents somewhere in the Arctic by submarine in the Amundsen Gulf area above the Northwest Territories. They also included information confirming the Soviets had been mapping detailed hydrographic charts for that area.

The Canadian military has long suspected the Soviets were engaged in this activity, based on sketchy reports from local fishermen about seeing large black 'monsters' breaking through the ice. Usually, the local RCMP detachments would not take these so-called sightings too seriously, but that all changed since the building of the radar installations along the DEW Line.
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