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				About the Book

				586 BC The ancient world is in meltdown. The Babylonians have ravaged the Holy Land, and Jerusalem has fallen. In desperation, the temple priests look to the greatest navigators ever known to save their holiest of treasures.

				1943 A group of Allied codebreakers, under Churchill’s direct command, work to stop a top-secret exchange between the Nazis and the Japanese. Yet even they know nothing of the ancient artefact hidden on board a ship whose fate they have just sealed.

				Present-day Marine archaeologist Jack Howard and his friend Costas undertake a dangerous dive hunting for Nazi gold in a wreck perched on the edge of the continental shelf. What they glimpse there leads Jack to piece together the truth of one of the greatest ancient voyages of discovery, one whose real purpose he could scarcely have imagined. Jack must fuse past and present as he never has done before in a terrifying final showdown on a desperate mission for humanity.
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				Map showing the main places mentioned in the novel, including the Horn of Africa and the seas beyond the Strait of Gibraltar explored by early Carthaginian navigators.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				And the Lord spake unto Moses, saying . . . they shall make an ark of acacia wood: two cubits and a half shall be the length thereof, and a cubit and a half the breadth thereof, and a cubit and a half the height thereof. And thou shalt overlay it with pure gold, within and without shalt thou overlay it, and shalt make upon it a crown of gold round about . . . And thou shalt make staves of acacia wood, and overlay them with gold . . . The staves shall be in the rings of the ark; they shall not be taken from it. And thou shalt put into the ark the testimony which I shall give thee . . .

				The Book of Exodus 25:10–16 (King James Bible, 
Revised Version)

				. . . we sailed along with all speed, being stricken by fear. After a journey of four days, we saw the land at night covered with flames. And in the midst there was one lofty fire, greater than the rest, which seemed to touch the stars. By day this was seen to be a very high mountain, called Chariot of the Gods.

				Thence, sailing along by the fiery torrents for three days, we came to a bay, called Horn of the South. In the recess of this bay there was an island . . . full of savage men . . . they had hairy bodies, and the interpreters called them Gorillae. When we pursued them we were unable to take any of the men; for they all escaped, climbing the steep places and defending themselves with stones; but we took three of the women . . . we killed them and flayed them, and brought their skins to Carthage.

				For we did not voyage further, provisions failing us . . .

				The Periplus of Hanno, 6th century BC 
(Originally written in Phoenician, translated from 
the Greek by Wilfred H. Schoff)

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Prologue

				Southern Erythraean Sea (present-day Red Sea) during the reign of Nebuchadnezzar of Babylon, 586 BC

				The man with the braided beard lurched forward, his hands on his knees, panting hard. Even his breathing seemed cracked, desiccated, like the hard crust of salt on the foreshore around him, as if the skin of the earth were burning and peeling away with his own. The sun had nearly reached its zenith, and it was as hot as the very furnace of Ba’al Hammon in Carthage, at the place of sacrifice where he and his crew had made offerings a lifetime ago at the start of their voyage. For a moment he wondered whether he was back there still, whether the torment of the past weeks had been nothing more than a nightmare inflicted on him by the gods, a punishment for sailing to lands so far beyond the Pillars of Hercules that even the gods themselves held no sway.

				He shut his eyes, feeling them smart with the dryness, seeing the white blotches of blindness that had begun to appear over the last few days. He opened them again, blinking hard against the light that reflected off the cracked mosaic of salt around his feet. This was no nightmare, but it was far beyond any reality he had ever experienced before. He turned around, staggering, and shielded his eyes with one hand against the glare, seeing the distant form of his ship where it had heeled over and held fast in the shallows, and in the other direction the hazy forms of his four companions, two of them struggling with their burden as they made their way across the salt flats towards the mountains. The heat shimmer on the flats had made him think of the mirages he had seen as a boy in the desert south of Carthage, and had given him a spark of hope that he might one day make it back there alive. He tried licking his lips, but his tongue was like sandstone. He had to reach the foothills and find water soon, or die.

				He staggered forward again, shouldering the sack that contained their meagre remaining provisions: a few dried fish, handfuls of wild grain collected during their last foray ashore, some nuts and roots. The other ships of the fleet seemed a distant memory now, ships full of grain and amphorae of olive oil and wine to stock the outposts they had established along the desert shore beyond the Pillars of Hercules, seeking the place the Greeks called Chrysesephron, the Land of Gold. They had found it, a beach where the native traders brought them nuggets of river gold as big as a man’s fist, gold they were willing to trade for textiles dyed with the royal purple of Tyre. But instead of turning back then, their coffers filled, he had ordered the remaining ships to carry on, past burning mountains crowned with rivers of red, past rivers teeming with fish with teeth like lions, along a desolate sandy shore strewn with the skeletons of whales where the other three ships had all been driven to destruction in a terrible storm, sweeping the men shrieking and yelling into the pounding surf to join the rotting carcasses that lined the shore as far as the eye could see.

				His was the only ship to make the southern cape, the very extremity of Africa, a stormy rocky pinnacle pounded by the surf where they had erected a pillar with a bronze plaque dedicated to Ba’al Hammon before turning north-east and sailing up the far shore. He had wept there, thinking of his brother Himilco. Three years earlier they had stood together at the Pillars of Hercules, drinking wine and eating olives, planning the greatest trading expeditions ever undertaken. Himilco would sail north to the Cassiterides, the Tin Isles, with elephant ivory and textiles and olive oil. If he could find the source of the tin the Greek middlemen brought to Massalia, then they could bypass the overland route through Gaul and ship it directly to the Mediterranean, monopolising the trade. If he himself, Hanno, could sail south and find Chrysesephon, they would be doubly blessed, and great fortune and fame would be theirs.

				But then, as they had assembled their ships, from Gades, from Carthage, from their ancestral homeland in far-off Phoenicia, another mission had befallen them. The ships of Tyre and Sidon in Phoenicia had brought news of the fall of the kingdom of Judah to the Babylonians, of the destruction of the Temple in Jerusalem by Nebuchadnezzar and the exile of the Jews to Babylon. And one of the ships had brought something else, something that had led him to this place at the edge of existence, an artefact whose form he could just see being carried ahead of him through the haze towards the mountains: the greatest treasure of the people of Judah, the box that contained the holy testament of their God, the golden shrine that they called the Ark of the Covenant.

				He swallowed, wincing with the pain in his throat, and glanced back one last time at his ship. She was already settling into the ooze, the painted eyes on either side of her prow staring up at the mountains, her mast raked forward where they had laid it for the final run ashore. She had served them well, her tightly caulked hull waterproof like skin, supple and strong, made from the cedar of Phoenicia that the shipwrights still preferred at Carthage, timber that kept away shipworm and would not rot like the others. No other ship had sailed this far from the Pillars of Hercules, had endured such winds and mighty seas, had kept true to the course when all else seemed against them. He had kissed her prow and wept as he left her, taking a fragment of wood from the hull to place inside the next ship he would construct at Carthage, if Ba’al Hammon willed that he should survive. His last act had been to scratch his name and that of his brother on an amphora sherd and toss it into the sea behind the ship, just as they had done together that day at the Pillars of Hercules, the sign of their pact.

				He hoped that Himilco had been as lucky with his ship, built at Gades by Iberian wrights in the Atlantic fashion, with a flatter bottom so that she could rest upright on the foreshore when the tide was out. He had wondered about the shallow depth of her keel, whether she would hold course with a wind on her beam in the way that his own ship had. When he saw his brother again, when Himilco too had returned from his great voyage, they would use all their newly won experience to design the best ship to withstand the ocean beyond the Pillars of Hercules. Then they would undertake the ultimate voyage they had dreamed of that day together, sailing at the head of a great fleet for the fabled shore they knew lay far across the open ocean to the west.

				He remembered the day of their departure from Carthage almost two years before, a morning of shimmering seas when the air was clear of dust from the desert and the sun glinted off the bronze on the temples, the marble blindingly bright. They had rowed their ships slowly through the landlocked harbour, past the crowded vessels of their Phoenician kinsmen from Tyre and Sidon who had fled the onslaught of the Babylonians. Carthage had suddenly seemed unassailable, the most powerful city in the Mediterranean. They had passed the assembled magistrates and the crowd who were there to cheer them on, showering the deck with flowers and olive boughs for good luck. As the beams were pulled away from the harbour entrance they had heard the first shriek from the great bronze mouth of Ba’al Hammon on the platform above, the first belch of smoke and whiff of roasting flesh. The priests had chosen Hanno’s own nephew to propitiate their departure, and he and Himilco had watched from their ships as the infant had been held aloft and then rolled down the maw of the god into the furnace below. The screams came out from the belly as if from a huge trumpet, echoing and rebounding off the harbour walls, and the priests had raised their arms to the mountain of Bou Kornine to the east, a sure sign that the sacrifice had worked. Ba’al Hammon had protected Hanno on his voyage, and he had prayed every day that the eye of the god had been on Himilco too, had kept him safe and well.

				He thought again of those ships of Tyre and Sidon, and of the cousin from one of the ships who had sought him out one night before the voyage. With him he had brought a robed man who had revealed himself as an Israelite named Ezekiel, a prophet who had fled Jerusalem before the might of Nebuchadnezzar. The king and priests of Jerusalem had entrusted Ezekiel with a sacred treasure, and he and four companions had brought it in the cousin’s ship to Carthage. Ezekiel had known of Hanno and his impending voyage, word having spread among the shipmasters of Phoenicia, and he had come to him with a proposition. Forget the riches you might make in trade, in gold and tin and whatever else it is you seek, he had said. A far greater reward will be yours if you take on my cargo, if you deliver it to the appointed place. He had spread out the contents of the sack he had been carrying, gold coins from the kingdom of Lydia, gold chains and bars, gold amulets and scarabs and masks encrusted with dazzling jewels. All of this now, and twice this amount again when you return.

				He had described the destination, and Hanno had agreed. It was on his course, on the far shore of Africa, not far south of Egypt. Ezekiel had told him what to look out for on the western horizon. He and the priests had chosen the circuitous sea route because the desert to the south of Jerusalem was fraught with danger, the Babylonians having overrun Egypt and the caravan trails infested with brigands. All Hanno had to do was to deliver the cargo to a mountain called the Chariot of Fire, to the followers of Ezekiel who would be waiting there and who would escort him south to another great mountain fastness, an impregnable plateau known only to those who had gone in secret to this place from Judaea to await the arrival of their sacred treasures. There, those who had met them would take the object to a place of concealment and then return with the animal skins that had covered it, giving them to him to take back to Carthage. The skins would be flecked with gold on the inside from the gilding of the object, and would be affirmation to Ezekiel that the deed had been done. Hanno was to set the skins up on poles outside the temple of Ba’al Hammon as if they were trophies from some exotic animals he had taken on the voyage, and then he would receive the remainder of his payment.

				And Ezekiel had given Hanno a warning. The hanging animal skin was the Egyptian sign of the imiut, a curse-offering from the cult of the black dog Anubis, guardian of the dead. When the Israelites had fled Egypt, they had stolen a portable shrine for their holy objects with a life-sized statue of Anubis on top, protecting the funerary goods that had once been inside. When the Israelite prophet Moses had been instructed by their god to create a receptacle for his commandments, it was this box he had chosen, calling it the Aron Habberit, the Ark of the Covenant. Ezekiel had told Hanno this because he had known of the superstitions of sailors, of those like Hanno who knew many gods. He had said that the power of Anubis was still there, the power of the one who shall not be seen, the one whom the Egyptians always kept shrouded. He had warned that anyone who dared lift the hides and cloths that covered the Ark would be instantly struck dead. Hanno had never once looked underneath, even when they had needed to replace the rotting leopard skins that covered it with new hides they found in Africa, flayed from the gorilla women his men had hunted on the west coast.

				Anubis was not the only god who concerned Hanno. The Israelite god, the one the Phoenicians called the God of the Testament, whose words were said to be in the Ark, was surely as much a cousin of Ba’al Hammon as he and Himilco were cousins of their kinsmen from Phoenicia and Israel itself; with the world’s most perilous sea voyage ahead of him, he could not afford to let any god rain down his wrath upon him, Egyptian or Phoenician or Israelite. Like any good Phoenician, he respected the gods of everyone with whom he traded, and always hedged his bets.

				He stared ahead, feeling faint. The gorilla skins on the Ark might take Ezekiel aback, but by now they would be imprinted with its shape; they would be all the proof that was needed that the Ark had been delivered. He took another heavy step forward, cracking the encrusted shore. There was something more powerful than fear of the gods that had kept him true to his word. Ezekiel’s gold had spoken. Hanno was a Phoenician first and foremost, with trade in his blood. Ezekiel’s gold and jewels would make him the wealthiest man in Carthage: able to afford the bounty he had promised his sister for giving up her infant for sacrifice, able to dedicate a new temple at the harbour entrance where he would hang the trophies of his voyage, able to make sure his brother Himilco would want for nothing if his own voyage to the Cassiterides had failed to reap a profit. And Ezekiel had also known something else – that the word of a Phoenician was his true word, his covenant, as binding as that between the Israelites and their god. Hanno would do everything in his power to see his cargo delivered, and to banish all thoughts of return until then.

				For now, he needed to summon his remaining energy to cross this desolate wasteland, a place where even Ba’al Hammon seemed to have forsaken him. He staggered forward another few steps, his feet crunching through the salt rind, his ankles raw and bloody from pulling them out against the crust. He tried to remember details of their voyage to keep his mind from wandering. He remembered setting up the bronze plaque on the southern cape weeks before. When they had finished, they realised that the native people had emerged from the bush and been watching them, and Hanno had flung himself on the ground as if worshipping the plaque, hoping that the natives would see its sanctity and leave it intact. Their interpreter from the land of the gorillae told the people that to damage the plaque would be to bring certain death, just as Ezekiel had told Hanno about the Ark. The people, called Lembana by the interpreter, had seemed suitably awed, and had brought offerings of fresh fruit and meat that Hanno’s men had gratefully devoured, caring little that the offerings had been meant to satisfy this unknown new deity rather than their own desperate hunger and thirst.

				At the cape his crew had begun to die from a mysterious ailment that had swept through them after they had stopped for water at the mouth of a river a week before. He had taken on two of the native men to bolster the remaining crew, and to help forage ashore. He knew there was every chance that he and his precious cargo might disappear without trace, and he had decided to leave evidence of their passing. If they succeeded in delivering the Ark, the two Lembana would be released from their bond and told to make their own way back to the cape, taking the memory of what they had seen with them. On the plaque, beneath the message in Phoenician, he had used a chisel to punch in the crude shape of a hieroglyph that Ezekiel had showed him, one that would leave little doubt to any hunting him that they were on the right trail, that he had at least made it that far. To do this had not been to break the pact of secrecy with Ezekiel. The only ones ever likely to follow him would be those sent to recover the Ark, and the hieroglyph was one that only they would understand.

				After many weeks of sailing they had veered north-east, around a great promontory that the local fishermen called the Horn, past desolate rocky islands and then north-west through a bay that narrowed to a strait before opening out again. Hanno knew they must have passed into the southern reaches of the Erythraean Sea, with the desert expanses of Arabia on their right and the southern border of Egypt not far ahead. By the time they had reached the beginning of the salt flats, only two of his crew remained alive, barely enough to steer the ship and brail the big square sail. Hanno had pressed on despite their dwindling rations, knowing that if he stopped to forage, he would almost certainly be unable to induce his men to return to the ship, to yet more misery and pain. Every day as they sailed further north he had anxiously observed the sun with his wooden backstaff, waiting for it to reach the highest point in the sky. And then at dawn on this day he had seen it, a ripple of light reflecting off the mountains just as Ezekiel had described it, a burning chariot racing across the western horizon: the Chariot of Fire.

				He had steered the ship ashore, and prepared to abandon her. He knew that they had reached a point not far south of the land the Egyptians called Punt, near the entrance to the Erythraean Sea. He had been there years before, on an expedition down the Nile with Himilco to find the finest elephant ivory, and he knew that if they were lucky, he and the two surviving sailors might find a caravan route and strike out across the desert towards North Africa and their homeland. The two sailors and the Lembana had heaved the Ark off the ship, strapping the gorillae hides tightly around it and departing ahead of Hanno, who had stayed back to fill the sack with anything they could consume. Parched with thirst, the sailors had underestimated the challenge of crossing the salt rind in the scorching heat. Without the two Lembana, who had shifted the sailors out of the way and taken on the burden themselves, they would have made no more than a few hundred paces, not much further than Hanno had reached now.

				He caught a glimpse of something on the salt flats to the north, and stopped struggling forward, swaying to and fro, staring. It was something glistening, something flashing, a wavering in the haze. For a split second he thought he saw horses, perhaps camels. He closed his eyes, and then looked again, blinking hard. It was still there. His heart began to pound even faster than it was already, and he was jarred into action. Riders from the north might bring succour, might bring food and water, might be their salvation. But this was a brutal land, a land where men showed no mercy to interlopers, and more likely they would bring death. He stared back at the mountains, trying to judge the distance. He might be lucky. The riders might still be a long way off, the spectre foreshortened by mirage. By marshalling all of his remaining energy he might just make the foothills in time. The others were nearly there already with their burden, barely visible against the mountain backdrop. They could conceal themselves among the ridges and canyons of the foothills, where pursuers would only be able to follow on foot and might quickly give up. Once there, he and his men might find game to hunt, and they would surely find water. They could still make it.

				He had sailed further around Africa from the Pillars of Hercules than any explorer had done before. He had been entrusted with a mission, a cargo to discharge, and as a Phoenician, he could never default on that trust. But he had another covenant, too. It was a covenant with his brother, a pact to return and gaze together once again over the great expanse of the ocean, to tell stories of what they had seen and where they had gone, to exult in their adventures. Himilco, he knew, might reach as far as Ultima Thule, a place where the sky itself was said to be frozen, rippling with blue like the sea ice; in return, he would expect no less of Hanno than the circumnavigation of Africa. They were traders, to be sure, but they were also explorers, driven by the quest to see what lay just beyond the horizon. Hanno would summon up every last drop of energy to push himself forward, to live for the day when he would see his brother again. His was a covenant with survival.

				He began to hear a distant beating, like the drums on the walls of Carthage before a sacrifice. He was unsure whether it was coming from the riders or was the sound of the blood pounding in his own ears. Out of the haze from the direction of the riders a camel lurched past, its burden hunched forward, blood pulsing from a gaping wound that had stained his robe a vivid red. Hanno stared at him as he carried on south, watching the spray of salt dust each time the camel’s hooves pounded through the crust, then turned again to look at the man’s pursuers, one of them, with long dark hair, brandishing a whip, the others with blades flashing in the sun, their robes billowing behind them like one continuous sheet of white rippling along the seashore. For a moment he was caught between two intersecting worlds, one that would surely see his lifeblood spilled here beside his ship, the other that might offer hope, that might mean a chance of survival.

				He dropped his sack, and began to run.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Part 1

			

		

	
		
			
				

				1

				The Atlantic Ocean off Sierra Leone, present day

				Marine archaeologist Jack Howard stared down into the abyss, hearing nothing but the hiss of his oxygen rebreather as he floated in the deep ocean swell. Somewhere down there, somewhere in the inky blackness below, lay a prize beyond the dreams of most deep-sea salvors, a king’s ransom in gold resting unclaimed in international waters. But at the moment, Jack was far less concerned about the gold than about the diver who had just preceded him. Costas had plummeted in his usual fashion, like a sack of lead, weighed down by the array of tools on his belt. As their rebreathers produced no bubbles, he had disappeared almost without trace, barely leaving a quiver in the shot line that anchored them to the wreck. After more than twenty years of diving together, Jack had seen his friend disappear down more black holes than he cared to remember, but this time, more than fifty miles from shore in the forbidding waters of the South Atlantic, it had been particularly unnerving. They had the experience to confront virtually anything the oceans had to offer, but Jack knew that what sailors used to call divine providence would always have the final say. Not for the first time over the last few years he shut his eyes and mouthed the words he always did before a perilous dive into the unknown: Lucky Jack.

				He opened his eyes and checked the LED display inside his helmet. He remembered the last time he had watched Costas disappear into the abyss, in the Mediterranean five months earlier during their hunt for a pharaoh’s lost sarcophagus. Costas had been trapped inside a submersible that had lost its tether and was falling to the ocean floor, and Jack had made a split-second decision to freedive after it, a one-way ticket to oblivion had he failed to reach it in time. Then, there had been no time for reflection, no time for fear. But this time the few minutes he had spent on the surface after watching Costas go had been enough for his heart rate to increase, for his mouth to go dry. His computer had flashed up a yellow warning just as they were about to descend together, too late for him to signal Costas to abort. The diagnostic in his helmet display had shown the reappearance of a glitch in the first-stage rebreather manifold, something that Costas had tried to fix in the support vessel’s repair shop before the dive, a fraught few hours during which Jack had been locked in argument with the captain about the need to keep the shot-line anchor out of the wreckage in order to avoid damaging the sunken hull even before they had begun to explore it.

				All he could do now was wait for his computer to complete the diagnostic and hope that it could repair itself. Their communication system was down too, meaning he could no longer talk to Costas, a problem not with their own equipment but with the link to the ship’s control room. That and the lack of specialised tools in the repair shop had been just two of the small irritations since they had been winched down by helicopter with their equipment on to Deep Explorer the day before.

				He rolled sideways, seeing the unfamiliar hull a few metres beyond the shot-line buoy. Instead of Seaquest, instead of the support divers from the International Maritime University and the submersible that would normally accompany a dive of this nature, they were operating from a commercial salvage vessel without any of the usual IMU safety backup. They were here because a landmark change in legislation had finally seen British merchant vessel wrecks of the Second World War designated as war graves. They were also here because a researcher for the salvage company had found a secret cargo manifest showing that the ship below them, the SS Clan Macpherson, sunk by a U-boat in 1943, had been carrying a consignment of two tons of gold. Without that gold, the salvors would have had no interest in the wreck. With it, they were prepared to destroy the wreck to get at the cargo.

				This had been the first case since the legislation had been passed, and Jack had agreed to spearhead the UN monitoring programme, knowing that his clout as archaeological director of IMU would ensure that the wreck would be front-page news if things went awry. The salvage company knew that too, and apart from this morning’s spat over the anchor chain, relations had been businesslike. They may have thought they were on an easy ride, with two of the world’s foremost maritime archaeologists here to verify the wreck and provide guidelines for the salvage, a token requirement that they could make a great show of following while they went ahead and ripped the wreck apart to get at the gold, something the world’s press were hardly going to see more than a hundred metres below the sea. Jack was determined to do anything he could to prevent that from happening.

				He heard the roar of an outboard engine, and moments later saw a Zodiac swing out from the stern of the vessel with several crew on board and head towards him. He motioned for them to come between him and the ship, a safer option in the mounting swell than being trapped in a narrow space between the two vessels. The crewman at the tiller throttled down and put the engine in neutral as he came alongside. Jack grabbed the rope around the edge of the inflatable and hung on as the project logistics director, a former oil-rig foreman named Macinnes, leaned over. ‘What’s the problem?’ he shouted.

				Jack was wearing a full-face mask as part of his IMU e-suit, an all-environment drysuit with integrated buoyancy system that Costas had perfected over the years. He was not willing to raise the mask while he was in the water, but he clicked open a one-way valve beside his mouthpiece that would allow him to be heard without letting water in. ‘Same problem as before with the regulator manifold,’ he said, bracing himself to stop the swell pulling him under the boat. ‘My computer’s running a diagnostic.’

				‘I thought Kazantzakis had fixed it,’ Macinnes shouted, staring imperiously at Jack.

				‘He did the best he could with the available tools.’

				‘Don’t blame us. Our remit was to host you, not to provide logistical backup. That’s your call.’

				Jack gritted his teeth, trying to keep his cool. Floating here with a faulty regulator and his friend on the seabed more than a hundred metres below was not the time or place to bicker with these people. He strained his head back upwards. ‘Costas programmed the computer to self-repair if it happened again, so I’m just waiting for it to finish.’

				The man jerked his head towards the empty ocean beyond the shot-line buoy. ‘Does he always go off alone like that? Not the best buddy.’

				Jack ignored the comment. Macinnes and Costas had barely been on speaking terms since they had arrived. Macinnes had made a big show of bowing to Jack’s superior archaeological knowledge, but had decided that he knew more about submersibles and remote-operated vehicles than Dr Costas Kazantzakis, a big mistake. The fact that he had been unable to put down an ROV to do the preliminary recce or to accompany the dive would seem to have proved Costas’s case. Jack swung sideways in the swell, holding on with two hands. ‘What’s the story with the comms?’

				‘It’s the same story. You brought your own equipment, it didn’t match ours. Not our responsibility.’

				‘Is anyone on to it? I can’t communicate with Costas.’

				‘It’s irrelevant, with the weather getting worse. The forecast has upped from Force 4 to Force 8 in the next few hours. The last thing we need is a botched inspection and a fatality to cloud our press reports. We’ve come to pick you up.’

				‘Negative. I’m not leaving Costas to do the dive on his own.’

				‘Looks like he was quite happy to leave without you.’

				Jack tried to restrain his anger. The last thing he needed before a deep dive was aggravation like this. He clicked shut the valve and pushed off from the boat, making a circular motion with his hand and pointing away as he finned back to the shot-line buoy. The crewman at the tiller looked at Macinnes, who raised his hands theatrically and shrugged. He sat back down and the crewman flipped the engine into forward, driving it in a wide arc around Jack and back towards the entry platform at the stern of the ship.

				Jack reached the buoy, holding himself against the current, and looked up to see a line of crewmen wearing Deep Explorer caps along the foredeck rail. Dealing with these people over the last twenty-four hours had taught him one thing. He had seen more dull eyes and lassitude among this team than he had ever seen on a project before. He was fortunate that IMU had been a purely scientific endeavour from the outset, funded through an endowment from a billionaire software tycoon who also happened to be one of Jack’s oldest diving friends. Being here, and witnessing every discussion fall back on the hard floor of profitability, he had seen how the quest for financial gain ultimately drew the fire out of people. What drove Jack on was the urge for adventure and discovery that had pushed humans to explore since earliest prehistory, and a passion for revealing the truth about the past that could make the lowliest potsherd more valuable than any amount of gold that these people might rip out of wrecks like the one below him now.

				He glanced up at the railing again, spotting a muscular figure in jeans and a checked shirt with close-cropped greying hair, leaning on a stick. Anatoly Landor was Jack’s oldest dive buddy, the one who had been there beside him when he had taken his first breath from a diving tank in a pool while they had been at boarding school together. At first they had been inseparable, joined by their shared passion for diving, but then they had drifted apart, Jack into archaeology and Landor into treasure hunting. Landor had been an outsider at school, the son of an emigré Russian aristocrat’s daughter and a shady British businessman, and that had set the pattern for his future. Early on, before IMU had been founded, he had tried to enlist Jack into his projects, but their differences had been irreconcilable. For the past three years he had been operations director for Deep Explorer Incorporated, the investment consortium that owned the ship. The walking stick was because of a severe bend that had kept him out of the water for almost two years now.

				Jack looked at him, remembering the raised arm with an okay signal that would have been there in the past, but knowing that this time there would be nothing. Landor had been a changed man since his accident, still with the upper body strength he had honed at school but with severely weakened legs, and a warning from the doctors that any further exposure to nitrogen build-up in his bloodstream – even a dive to swimming pool depth – would almost certainly result in a spinal bend and permanent paralysis. But it was not so much the physical change that Jack noticed as the hardening of his soul. Landor’s knowledge that he would have made this dive himself before his accident only increased the distance between them, fuelling a resentment towards Jack that had been bubbling under the surface over the years, and was now plain to see.

				His monitor was still only halfway through running the diagnostic, and he looked down into the depths again. The sea here was a strange colour, green more than blue, an ominous shade, as if an ugly run-off from the war-torn countries of Africa had spilled out over the continental shelf. It could not have been a greater contrast to the azure waters of Cornwall, off south-west England, where he had been diving only three days before. When the call had come through that Deep Explorer had pinpointed the wreck of Clan Macpherson, he had just spent an hour in the shallows off the western Lizard peninsula near the IMU campus, excavating a perfectly preserved elephant’s tusk that he was convinced was part of a Phoenician cargo. He had been very reluctant to leave the site, and had spent the flight down to Sierra Leone reading The Periplus of Hanno, the account of a sixth-century BC Carthaginian explorer who had sailed these very waters off West Africa. It had reminded him of the extent of Phoenician exploration on both sides of the Strait of Gibraltar, stoking his excitement over what he had been excavating and the new story of the earliest explorers that it would allow him to tell.

				The Phoenician wreck off Cornwall had been his first big project since returning from Egypt the previous year, and he was gripped by it. But a few hours in Freetown waiting for the helicopter out to Deep Explorer, seeing the state of Sierra Leone and its people, had made him realise that his priority for now had to be here. Channelled through the right humanitarian organisation, the two tons of gold alleged to be on the wreck below them could make a substantial difference. The wreck was beyond territorial limits, but the IMU lawyers had suggested that a claim of ownership could be made on the grounds that Freetown was the destination of the wartime convoy and there was no documentation to show that the gold was to be transported further. It was a shaky case, but it could buy them time. At the very least, it would garner negative publicity for the salvage company and might deter investors. Nobody would want to be linked to a company that sought personal profit rather than donating a discovery of questionable ownership to one of the poorest and most war-torn countries in the world, a discovery that could provide enough to feed thousands and save countless lives.

				He glanced again at his readout. Costas had been gone for ten minutes now, and still there were no comms. It would be at least another five minutes until the diagnostic was complete and he knew whether or not he could follow. He made himself focus on the objective of their dive, running through the details once more. Clan Macpherson had been a freighter of 9,940 tons burden owned by the Clan Line, one of the last of the great East Indies shipping companies. On her final voyage she had a crew of 140 men, made up of Indian Lascar ratings, British deck and engineer officers and Royal Navy gunners to man her defensive armament. Her master, Captain Edward Gough, was a veteran of two previous sinkings, and had been decorated for his courage and seamanship. Her voyage halfway round the world from India to Liverpool was to have been a routine one, plied by thousands of ships during the war. After leaving Calcutta, she had sailed unescorted down the Bay of Bengal and across the Indian Ocean to Durban in South Africa. From there she had joined the first of a succession of convoys that were to take her up the coast of West Africa to Freetown, the staging port for ships heading across the Atlantic to the Americas or north to Gibraltar and home.

				The final leg of that route, as part of convoy TS-37 between Takoradi in the Gold Coast and Freetown, should have been uneventful. The weather was fine, clear and overcast, and the 848-mile journey was expected to take five days at the convoy’s maximum speed of eight knots. The main focus of the U-boats was in the North Atlantic; it had been more than two years since a TS convoy had been struck. The escort for the nineteen merchantmen when they had left Takoradi on 26 April was little more than a token force – one corvette and three armed trawlers – and there was no air cover. Yet when the first ship was hit, when the first plume of water rose from a torpedo strike, the sight would have been sickeningly familiar to many of the seamen in the convoy. By that stage in the war the Clan Line had lost thirty-two ships – more than half its fleet – and more than 600 men, a rate repeated in the other shipping companies. Many of the seamen in TS-37 would have seen ships sunk in other convoys in the North Atlantic and the Mediterranean, and would have endured the fear of not knowing whether they were to be next.

				That first strike by U-515 at 8.55 p.m. on 30 April was followed within five minutes by three others, and then a further three ships were sunk in another devastating five-minute attack in the early hours of the morning. Clan Macpherson had been the last to go, straggling behind the convoy, settling down by the head and listing to starboard. Captain Gough survived, but the ship had taken almost her entire complement of engineer officers with her when she finally plummeted to the seabed and came to rest on the edge of the continental shelf more than one hundred metres below Jack now.

				Jack ran through a checklist of her cargo: pig iron, groundnuts, linseed, jute, tea. At least there was no record of munitions, other than ammunition for her own guns. Diving into wrecks with unexploded ordnance, their fuses decayed and unstable, was not usually Jack’s favourite pastime. But there was no way of knowing for sure. The discovery that she had also secretly been carrying two tons of gold had shown what could be missing from cargo manifests. For a moment, thinking of Costas somewhere below him, risking his life, Jack wished that the researcher in the archives had never found that record, and he felt a flash of anger at the salvage company and its investors. He was damned if he was going to let that gold line anyone’s pockets. He would fight tooth and nail to see it go to humanitarian relief, using the considerable weight of IMU’s board of directors and their legal team to drag it through the international courts as far as it could go.

				And there was another factor that weighed on Jack’s mind, the official reason for his inspection. If Landor and the salvage company had imagined that war grave designation was something they could simply brush aside, they would be wrong. It was something else that made Jack want to spin out an ownership dispute as long as possible. New UN legislation currently in its final reading, spearheaded by IMU, would prevent salvors who transgressed from dealing with the financial institutions of signatory nations. To transgress would make them into pirates, only able to sell their finds and launder their money on the black market, making it easier for law enforcement agencies to shut them down. Investors lured into supporting them with promises of sunken treasure would pull out and put their money elsewhere. Jack was here today because this scheme was the best hope of protecting historically important wrecks in international waters. Above all, he would do all he could to protect a war grave from being plundered; persevering with the dive and making a case against Deep Explorer was his commitment to the memory of the men who had gone down with this ship on that terrible night in 1943.

				He stared into the depths again. He had seen enough wrecked merchantmen from the two world wars to have some idea what to expect. A ship that was not heavily laden could sink slowly, allowing enough time for its interior compartments to fill with water before it went down; the wreck could be substantially intact, damaged only by the torpedo strike and by the impact with the seabed. A fully laden ship that sank quickly could be another matter entirely, its compartments still filled with air and imploding as the ship sank, leaving jagged masses of metal. Clan Macpherson had been carrying more than 8,000 tons of cargo, an enormous dead weight once buoyancy had been lost.

				There was one aspect of those sinkings that haunted Jack the most. Men must often have been trapped inside air pockets, alive after the ship had disappeared from the surface. Their deaths would not have been like those portrayed in Hollywood films: a final few moments as the churning waters rose, a gulp of seawater and unconsciousness. Instead they would have been horrific, surrounded by the shrieking and cracking of the hull, the air pockets lasting long enough for the titanic pressures of the ocean to bear down on them, bursting their eardrums and collapsing their sinuses, a final unspeakable agony as the ship plummeted to its grave.

				Men who went to sea in ships knew full well the horrors of Davy Jones’s Locker. It was what singled them out, what made them tough. Jack came from a long line of such men, sea captains who had defended England’s shores at the time of the Spanish Armada, explorers and adventurers who had pushed the boundaries of knowledge during the Age of Exploration, merchants who had built fortunes on the spice trade with the East and the riches of the West. He himself was another, modern kind of explorer, one who had dared to go where his ancestors could scarcely have imagined, who had descended into the world of their nightmares, who had touched the void. His boundary was no longer the distant horizon that had beckoned his forebears, but he knew the same siren call of the unknown as he stared into the depths. He knew their excitement, and he knew their fear.

				The LED display on his computer flashed green. The computer had fixed the fault, and the rebreather was good to go. He took a deep breath, and steeled himself. It was time to dive.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				2

				Jack raised his head out of the water one last time and gave a thumbs-down signal for the benefit of the crewmen on Deep Explorer who were watching him. The ocean swell was now producing two-metre troughs, and he needed to get below the turbulence. He grasped the shot line beneath the buoy and pulled himself down, feeling the hiss of air into his suit as his automated buoyancy system compensated for the change in pressure, keeping him neutral. Five metres down, he was below the main effect of the swell, but the current was stronger than on the surface, pulling him out almost horizontally from the line. He clicked his buoyancy compensator to manual, pinched his nose through his visor to equalise the pressure and grasped the line with his other hand, letting it run through his fingers as he slowly dropped spread-eagled into the depths. He had watched Costas do the same, holding on as he plummeted out of sight, and prayed that he had kept hold of the line until reaching the wreck. To let go would mean being swept off site beyond the edge of the continental shelf, and surfacing far from the ship. With no means of communication and the current trending south-east, that could only mean a long, slow ride into the middle of the Atlantic, with little chance of ever being picked up.

				Jack was in his element. The tension he had felt on the surface, the slight edge of seasickness in the swell, had disappeared. As he descended further, his intercom began to crackle. ‘Costas,’ he said loudly. ‘Do you read me. Over.’ There was still no response. He rolled over, seeing the smudge of Deep Explorer’s hull still visible above him, then turned back to face the green-blue gloom below. He had reached sixty metres, the safe limit of compressed-air diving, and was now entering the realm where his life depended on the continuing function of his oxygen rebreather. If the glitch recurred now, before he reached Costas, his only chance of survival would be an emergency ascent using the system’s bailout regulator, a dangerous move that would put Costas beyond his help should anything go wrong. If all went well, the rebreather would allow him an hour at 120 metres, the maximum depth of the wreck indicated by the sonar. But their expectation had been for a bottom time shorter than that. All Jack needed to provide evidence for war grave designation was to verify the identity of the wreck.

				He had kept his helmet headlamps off for the descent, knowing that the beam from the thousand-lumen bulbs would cut through the gloom but also reflect off suspended particles in the water, potentially dazzling him. He wanted to accustom himself to the low light before reaching the wreck, and then only use the beam for close-up work. He checked his depth readout again: ninety metres. The gloom was enveloping him, but below it he began to sense something darker, the mottled shapes of rocky outcrops on the sea floor. Below him and just off to the right he saw the flashing red of a strobe. He felt a huge wave of relief course through him. It was a beacon, a waymarker. It showed that Costas had reached the seabed safely. Then he saw another light, a distant smudge perhaps twenty metres beyond the strobe, along the line of the drop-off where the continental shelf abruptly ended and the seabed angled into the abyss.

				And then he saw the wreck. For a moment it took his breath away. The vast bulk of the ship loomed below him, its funnel gone and the superstructure a mass of twisted metal but still recognisable as a merchantman of its era. Beyond it he could see the inky blackness of the water above the drop-off, and on the other side the level plateau of the continental shelf at 120 metres depth. The ship had come to rest along the very rim of the shelf, upright but split in two places where the hull had impacted with ridges on the sea floor. The strobe light had been placed below the bow; the smudge of white came from one of the breaks further back in the hull. Jack sank down towards the strobe, passing the intact four-inch gun still in its mount on the forecastle, its ammunition box open and ready for use. Seconds later he came to a halt just above the flashing red beacon, seeing that Costas had jammed it into a crack in the rock in front of the 200 lb lead weight from Deep Explorer that anchored the shot line.

				He kept hold of the line and let himself float with the current for a moment, taking stock of his situation. He was 124 metres deep, on the rim of the continental shelf. To his right he could see a jagged seascape of rocks extending east, a plateau that would eventually reach the African coast. To his left was the yawning chasm of the drop-off, no more than twenty metres away. The wreck was blocking the current, a south-trending flow that might exceed four or five knots in the open water beyond the drop-off, too strong to swim against. To stray out there might be to take a roller-coaster ride to oblivion, with the current sweeping down the side of the canyon and taking anyone with it to abyssal depth before ejecting them far away, beyond the drop-off. He steeled himself, breathing rhythmically, focusing on the task at hand. He was going to have to be careful.

				He switched on his headlamps and looked around. The world of gloom and shadows, a place where nothing seemed alive, had suddenly transformed into one of vivid colours and marine growth. It was too deep for most corals, but the rock was covered with living accretion and the water filled with diaphanous organisms that reflected the light: plankton and diatoms and miniature nudibranchs. He blinked hard, adjusting to the particulate reflection, and then looked up, the two beams of his headlamp converging on the side of the hull above him. The iron was covered with rusticules, extrusions of ferrous material that seemed to drip off the hull like stalactites, with little trails of red streaming from them into the current as if the ship were bleeding. He could now see that the solidity of the wreck as it had first appeared in the gloom was an illusion – that after more than seventy years on the seabed, exposed to a powerful current, the hull plates were thin and friable, not far off crumbling entirely. The force of the current bearing on the hull meant that when the structure gave way, it was likely to be catastrophic, causing large parts to break away and be swept into the abyss. This was not a wreck that Jack would normally wish to penetrate, and the sooner they got out of here the better.

				Then he saw the lettering below the port rail some ten metres above him, a few metres back from the gun mounting. It read: Clan Macpherson. It was what Jack had wanted to see, the proof that he needed. He checked his readout, making sure that the video camera on the front of his helmet was running. Those letters had probably been the only surviving remnant of her peacetime livery, as if in defiance of the grey uniformity that war had imposed on all ships. The sight of them, nearly clear of corrosion, gave him a strange sense of clairvoyance, allowing him to see for a moment the rusting hulk transformed into the ship as she originally had been. He thought of the men who had crewed her, of those who had gone down with the ship, who were still here now. More than ever he felt that the wreck was a place of sanctity, as deserving of respect as the thousands of other ships that had taken men down with them in the two world wars and whose remains were strewn across the ocean floor.

				He angled his head so that his beam panned over the seabed. He could see a thin white line extending from the strobe along the port side of the wreck, the side in the lee of the current facing away from the drop-off. He reached down and gave it a tug. He guessed that it extended to where he had seen the smudge of light partway along the hull, somewhere in the green-black haze ahead.

				Suddenly his intercom crackled. ‘Jack, are you there? Over.’

				Jack felt another rush of relief. ‘I’m at the bow, over. The manifold glitch recurred and I had to wait on the surface for the computer to fix it. What’s the story with the comms?’

				‘A few moments ago I realised that the problem wasn’t with our intercom but with the diver-to-ship link. I shut that off, and hey presto.’

				‘So Deep Explorer can’t hear us.’

				‘Just you and me. Like it should be.’

				‘You were on your own. I was worried.’

				‘You won’t believe what I’ve found.’

				‘I saw the ship’s name.’

				‘It’s incredible,’ Costas said. ‘The coordinates in the official report were dead on. Captain Gough fixed the position of the sinking with almost pinpoint accuracy, after having been torpedoed and from an open boat.’

				‘That doesn’t surprise me,’ Jack said. ‘Back then they were still taught navigation in the same way as Nelson’s officers, using dead-reckoning with a sextant and chronometer. The best captains had a sixth sense for it, and Gough was obviously one of those. So what have you found? And where the hell are you?’

				‘Jack, I need you to do something for me. I need you very carefully to look round the starboard side and see how much of the wreck is actually hanging over the edge.’

				Jack looked to his left beyond the bow over the drop-off, seeing the particulate matter at the furthest extent of his beam rush by at an alarming speed, like a snowstorm caught in a car’s headlights. He finned a few strokes past the bow, feeling the edge of the current stream against his body, and peered over. In his experience, most drop-offs were not absolutely sheer, but this one was. The rock at the edge formed a jagged precipice over a darkness as forbidding as he had ever seen. To his right, Clan Macpherson’s bow rose high above him, and he could now see the starboard side of the hull hanging over the void. ‘Just out of curiosity, how stable is the geology?’ he asked.

				Costas’s reply crackled through. ‘The bedrock’s metamorphic, pretty friable. This cliff edge is like a snow cornice on the top of a mountain ridge. Not where I’d choose to park a ship carrying eight thousand tons of cargo.’

				‘You don’t want to see what I can see. From here, the hull looks as if it’s barely balanced on the edge.’

				‘That’s what I thought. But around the other side, where I am, you should be fine penetrating the hull providing you don’t disrupt anything. Thankfully our rebreathers don’t produce exhaust, so there’s no danger of creating air pockets that could crack any weakened structure. It’s pretty rusty in here.’

				‘We’ve seen the ship’s name on the bow. That’s all we need. We can leave now.’

				‘You’d kill me if I told you what I’d found but didn’t give you the chance to see it for yourself. Anyway, I’m in here already. You should be with me.’

				‘I’m trying to see the logic in that.’

				‘It’s called the buddy system.’

				‘Right.’

				‘Trust me. Follow the line.’

				‘Roger that.’ Jack angled his body around, sensing the yawning chasm beneath him as the current took hold of his legs and swung them round until he was parallel with the hull. He knew that he was going to have to fin hard for a few strokes to regain the lip of the precipice, but that once he was in the lee of the wreck again, the water movement would slacken. He finned hard, but nothing happened. In a split second he realised his mistake. In the process of turning, he had allowed the current to take him crucially beyond the protective bulk of the wreck, and he was suddenly being swept along the edge of the drop-off. He felt a lurching sensation, as if he had jumped out of an aircraft, as if the bottom were falling out under him. The current had undulated downwards, and he was dropping below the edge as fast as if he were riding a water chute into the void. His computer set off an audible alert and flashed red as it overrode the manual on his buoyancy system and bled air into his suit. The extra lift slowed him down enough for him to right himself and hit the alarm on the side of his helmet, activating a beacon that sent out a continuous sound-wave pulse. He smacked into something, and saw that it was a jagged lava pinnacle protruding from the cliff. He clung on to it, dragging himself up until he was straddling it, perched on an overhang between a mottled wall of rock rising high above and the cliff dropping sheer into the void below.

				He looked with horror at his depth gauge: 149 metres. In a matter of seconds he had plummeted twenty-five metres below the level of the wreck. He peered at the rock face above, trying to calm his breathing. There were other protuberances, enough for handholds. It would have been a difficult ascent in the most favourable of conditions, with overhangs that would challenge the best free-climber. Down here, he was impeded by his equipment, by the current bearing down on him like an underwater waterfall, and by his inability to use footholds. He stared at his fins, fought against instinct and pressed the catch at the back of each ankle, causing the fins to draw up and mould around his calves. He would now have no chance against the current if he were swept off, but he knew they would be little use anyway. At least now he could try to use footholds as if he were properly climbing.

				He edged behind the outcrop, feeling the current slacken. There would be pockets of calm close to the cliff, beneath overhangs and inside fissures, and he needed to find those where he could. The air in his suit had caused his arms and chest to balloon out, reducing his manoeuvrability. He hit the manual override, bleeding off the air until he could move more freely. It was another counter-intuitive decision, almost certainly sealing his fate if he were to be swept off, but it was his only chance of making any headway on the climb.

				He tapped his intercom. He had heard nothing but crackling since being swept away. ‘Costas, do you read me. I’m at a hundred and forty-nine metres depth, over the cliff beyond the bow of the wreck, at least fifty metres south-west of my original position. I was swept over by the current and am attempting to climb back. Help would be appreciated. Over.’

				There was still no response. He guessed that the rock face between them was impeding radio contact, but he knew that the sound waves from his beacon pulsing up the cliff face should be detectable by Costas’s homing device. He had to climb now, or give up any hope of survival. He released his hold on the protuberance and grasped another one above him, the jagged edges of the lava biting into the Kevlar of his glove. He pulled himself up, feeling almost impossibly heavy as he swung out against the current, every muscle in his body straining as he reached up with his other hand and found a hold. He kicked his feet back into the rock, finding a ledge and pulling himself on to it. Three metres done, twenty-two to go. He felt his heart pound, his breathing rate increase. He needed to be calm, measured, as he used to be when he had enjoyed rock-climbing, clearing his mind and focusing solely on his objective. He reached up to another handhold, and then another. Slowly, relentlessly, feeling as if he were carrying a sack of lead on his back, he fought his way up against the current, following the line of a fissure that seemed to offer the path of least resistance.

				After another five metres he stopped again, his feet and hands wedged into the fissure. He tried another hold, slipped sideways and felt the current swing him around violently, crunching his rebreather backpack against the rock. He stayed still, watching with trepidation as his computer display flickered and wavered, trying not to think of the glitch in his manifold and what might trigger it again. Above him was an overhang he had seen from below but put from his mind, hoping that the fissure would continue through it. Now he saw that the fissure led into a collapsed cavern below the overhang, the remains of a lava tube. He would have to attempt the overhang like a free-climber, using only his hands, dangling over the void. Everything up to now would seem easy by comparison. He would be in the full force of the current again, fighting a downward pressure three or four times greater than anything he had encountered so far.

				His arms felt heavy with the strain, and he was breathing hard. He thought of the bailout option, something he had refused to consider until now. He could let go and free-fall into the void, no longer fighting the current but hoping that it would undulate back upwards and spit him out above the ridge, allowing him to ascend to the surface. But that was hardly a viable plan. Even if he did make the surface, he would probably be miles away, dependent entirely on his beacon for any hope of rescue, being swept relentlessly out into the Atlantic by the heavy seas they knew were on the way. He tensed himself, focusing. He would only let that happen if his body gave way and he could physically hang on no longer. Until then, pressing on and reaching Costas was his only hope.

				He pulled himself up, and hit his helmet on something. He shifted to one side, inching further up the fissure, attempting to avoid the unseen obstacle. He hit his head again, this time harder. He swung back, just in time to avoid being smacked in his visor. He stared at what was in front of him, and then felt an overwhelming rush of relief. It was an old-fashioned two-kilogram lead diving weight, suspended from a white nylon line. He looked up, his headlamp beam catching the line where it came down the overhang. He eased his feet out of the fissure, reached down with one hand to click his fins back into position and then grasped the weight with the same hand, letting go of the rock with the other and feeling the current pull him far out over the void. Ahead of him the line stretched taut to a point above the rim where he could just make out a beam of light below the bow of the wreck. He could feel himself being pulled forward, slowly but surely. The current slackened, and he was in the lee of the wreck over the rim of the cliff. He finned along the remaining length of line until he reached Costas, who had belayed it around a rock pinnacle just in front of the bows.

				‘Look what I caught,’ Costas said.

				Jack looked at the familiar stubbled face behind the visor, hardly believing what had just happened.

				‘The intercom went down as soon as you went over the drop-off. One of my design team in the engineering lab suggested that beacon with a magnified pulse array. All I had to do was activate my helmet display to locate it, and then go fishing. I think maybe we owe her a beer.’

				‘Roger that. And I’ll never make fun of you for fishing again. What other diver would carry a length of line and a lead weight with them?’

				Costas patted his tool belt, then coiled the line and stowed it in a pouch. ‘Always be prepared.’

				‘Thanks, by the way. I didn’t think I was going to make it up that overhang.’

				‘The buddy system, remember? Always pays to have a good buddy.’

				‘How much time do we have?’

				‘How deep did you get?’

				‘A hundred and forty-nine metres. My readout shows my gas supply’s still good for another half-hour bottom time.’

				‘Twenty minutes,’ Costas said. ‘We don’t want to extend our decompression time. Those bozos on Deep Explorer would probably leave without us. Now, where were we? You ready to see something incredible?’

				Jack checked his helmet readout and did a quick self-diagnostic. His breathing had returned to normal, and any aches and pains from the climb were eclipsed by the adrenalin. He looked up again at the bow of the wreck, and then along the line Costas had laid into the gloom along the port side. If there was something good to see here, he was damned if he was going to forgo it after what he had just been through.

				‘How many lives do I have left?’ he said.

				‘That was about your eighth. You’ve got plenty to go.’

				‘Okay. Show me what you’ve got.’
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