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Introduction

 

Proof is a fun short story with a cheeky cliffhanger ending. I wrote it to explore the ideas I have for the novel Reviver. It is very different to the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I write, but I need to write this kind of story to keep the Greenland stories fresh.

 

I also have a lot of fun writing stories like Proof, and I hope you’ll join me in this indulgent adventure story set on a mysterious island.

 

Chris 

August 2022
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It was a blood lottery; whoever lost the least would win.

Of course, the company didn’t frame it that way, but then the ad in the classifieds section of Adventurer’s Weekly said very little at all, summing it up in three short sentences:

Adventurers wanted. Proof needed. Generous compensation if successful.

It was the word proof that caught my eye. What proof did ShanuTek require? My curiosity was sufficiently aroused. Enough to take the long drive down to California, to fly with the great unwashed to Hawaii, and to sign a non-disclosure agreement that put the British wartime official secrets act to shame. Only then, after it was signed, did the company rep allow us into the massive aircraft hangar to be briefed.

All three of us.

I sat next to the pilot – a thin man with a thin beard. He smelled like detergent and spent most of the briefing rubbing his hands in a spirit gel that made my eyes smart.

On my right was the muscle – a tall man built like my daddy’s barn. He smelled like it, too. His jaws were in constant motion as he chewed the driest beef jerky I had ever seen.

“It ain’t beef,” he said, when he offered me the packet.

“Then I don’t want it,” I said.

The pilot and the muscle dressed in green tiger stripe fatigues. The pistols on their hips had barrels as long as my forearm. They wore an armour system I hadn’t seen before – some kind of ceramic composite. The rep from ShanuTek said I could get mine after the briefing.

“If you can find anything to fit,” he said. “We weren’t expecting a woman.”

My name throws them every time. 

Charlie.

Named after my mother, Charlene, and my father Charlton. I’m sure it made sense at the time, but my whole life everyone I met thought it was short for something like Charlotte or Charmaine. But no, I was just Charlie.

I wore green like the two men on the team, apart from my padded crop top, something I picked up in Singapore. It was bright yellow, like a Mae West lifejacket, only comfier. I figured a splash of yellow might come in handy in the jungle, especially when the rep started talking about extraction.

“Once you have the necessary proof, you will proceed to any point on the circumference of the shield.”

“The what?” The muscle resumed chewing the second the question was out of his mouth.

“The shield,” the rep said. “It’s like a dome that sits on top of the island. We believe it is powered by generators hidden beneath the island, although these generators must be huge to power the shield. We’re also interested in the power source, but that’s not the proof you’re after.” He paused as the pilot raised his hand. “Yes?”

“You say the island has a shield? How do we pass through it?”

“You don’t pass through. You’re going to have to crash through it. That’s how the other teams got onto the island.”

“By crashing?”

“Yes.”

The muscle stopped chewing and leaned toward me. “You ever survived a helicopter crash?”
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