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Introduction

 

Deified is a short story connected to the novel Reviver. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Best read after Reviver, Deified includes guns, beasts, and bad language. 
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1

 

Dr Sigrid Albertsen was the first to arrive. She parked in the second of two reserved spaces closest to the entrance to the Reviver satellite facility – off the highway, off the grid, and, according to Sigrid, within a foot of falling off the edge of the world. It was the most remote posting she had ever been assigned, and the motel room was by far the most dishevelled and downright disgusting she had ever experienced in her thirty-one years as a scientist. But during the forty-eight-minute drive to work, Sigrid reminded herself that this job, this assignment, was hands down the most exciting she had ever been a part of. And on the drive back, in the dark, with dust balls the size of small elephants slapping into the side of her pickup making her jump every damn time, Sigrid only had to think about what she had seen and must never disclose, what she had heard but could never repeat, and what she had achieved but could never take credit for, to laugh off the attack of the dusty elephants, take another gulp of rich, dark Colombian coffee, and tell herself she had the best fucking job in the world.

The best.

In the fucking world.

It was so good, in fact, she didn’t mind the enhanced security, including the leer of the Rhodium guard as he patted her down each morning, and again each evening. She had learned to live with the emptying of her pockets and her handbag, the scan of her smartphone, and the apparent glee the same guard took in going through her list of contacts and checking her call history. She put up with the cramped elevator ride with the same goddamned guard deep into the earth, and the blast of cold air rushing through the access tunnel from the underground air conditioning that forced her to wear her winter woollens in summer. She accepted the poor selection of food from the vending machine, the flickering light at her workstation the janitor promised her he would fix just as soon as he was rotated through her station, and the stutter in the live feed from what she and her partner called the other desert.

She accepted all this and more because, simply put, her job could not be beat. 

As in never.

Because, as Sigrid told herself in the mirror, promising herself that one fine and NDA-free day, she would tell the world, “I make dinosaurs for a living.”

Yes.

It was official.

She made them. 

“With a little help from Dr Green,” she would add when catching her eye in the mirror, and accepting, however grudgingly so, that it was Dr Chandler Green and his work on Future Applications of Stellar Radiation, that made it possible for them to make dinosaurs.

If she ever did outrun the Reviver Project’s army of lawyers and their exhaustive non-disclosure agreements, and ever did get the chance to tell people what she did for a living, she knew exactly how she would describe it to the layperson, and where and when.

“In a bar,” she said, promising herself that it would be the kind of bar she could meet a man, or a woman, or anyone willing to show a girl a good time, without the fuss and fanfare of dressing for the occasion, or choosing the right cutlery for the right course. 

She wanted none of that.

Sigrid Albertsen simply wanted to tell people what she did all day in the bunker, buried underground in the desert.

“You know crypto mining?” she would say, hoping they understood the basics at the very least. “Well, it’s like that. We choose a patch of desert and we blast it with ceti radiation. Then we let it bake a little, just like leaving a tonne of servers to crunch a shit-tonne of numbers and equations to solve a crypto sum. Then, when it’s done, we monitor that patch and wait for the next dinosaur to pop up. It’s not easy to wait, and we’re not always lucky. But there are days when we’ve done our homework, identified just about everything that might be buried in the chosen patch, and we hit the jackpot and a Euskelosaurus or a Azendohsaurus claws its way to the surface and onto our screens – the stutter feed, as we call it – and the fun begins.”

“The fun,” as her Greek partner in crime, Dr Emilios Raptor Raptis, often said, “takes us right back to the beginning.”

“Tens of millions of years depending upon what we dial into when digging for dinos.”

It sounded better in her head than when she said it out loud. But, undeterred, and impossibly motivated for one who drove a couple of hours each day after spending far too many hours in America’s cheapest motel room, Sigrid never failed to get excited about her job, and would do it twenty-four seven if they would let her.
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