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  Description




  The aliens need human help... in Bermuda.




  After the earthquake Hawk and Zach Callahan get a nice surprise: customers. Right when the aliens choose to reveal themselves to Zach and Sasha's families. They need human help to identify a potential threat… in Bermuda. But, according to Uncle George's will, a trip to Bermuda could possibly cost the Callahans their lodge.




  Unless they can make the entire town believe they never left Salmon Run in the first place.
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  To everyone in Alaska. I still miss you!




  This book is dedicated to my family, who have been supportive of all my writing since I can remember. All my stories are for you.




  
CHAPTER ONE




  [image: Image]




  THE MORNING started with adding spam and mustard sandwiches to the lunch menu flow-chart hanging from one kitchen wall. Hawk Callahan thought it was the perfect addition.




  His son, Zach, didn't agree. He stood at a counter putting together his school lunch. "So I like them. Not everyone does. None of my friends ever did."




  "Those were California friends," Hawk said. "This is Alaska. Casper Middleton tells me it's an Alaska tradition. Tourists will be expecting to see spam."




  "Better offer alternatives," Zach said with a shake of his head.




  "They'll love it," Hawk said, putting the cap back on the dry-erase pen.




  He stepped away to admire the board. Already this organized, and they were still many months before the summer tourist season started. Sure, they had more to plan, but there was little two Callahan minds working together couldn't figure out. Thanks to the publicity about the earthquake hitting the area reservations for the lodge were picking up.




  Good for the lodge, not so good for the rest of the town of Salmon Run.




  Zach finished packing up his lunch, closing up the hard case of the small cooler. He swung it in his hand as he came to stand next to Hawk to look at the flowcharts.




  Breakfast, lunch, and dinner moved across the slick surface of the dry-erase board in different colors, grouping them into themes for days.




  "We're getting a good variety of recipes," Hawk said.




  Zach scowled up at him. "Just one problem. Someone has to cook it all."




  "Not this again," Hawk said with a sigh.




  Zach shoved one hand into a pocket. "No arguing. Just mentioning. By the way, I timed cleaning one of the upstairs rooms. Took me forty-five minutes to do everything."




  Just like Zach. Doing experiments on the lodge as if it were one big science experiment. "What do you mean by everything?"




  "You know. Vacuuming, changing sheets, making beds, dusting. Do you have any idea how many rooms we have in this place?" Zach wrinkled his nose. "I do not want to spend my entire summer doing that."




  "We can trade off. There are some of these recipes you cook better."




  Zach stared back at the chart. "You're going to do most of the cooking? What about shuttling people around, taking them fishing, and stuff?"




  Hawk didn't want to go down this path so early in the morning. "Son, I love you, but sometimes you are a worrywart."




  He half expected a comment about that. Zach didn't like to be called a worrywart, but sometimes the description fit perfectly. At nearly fifteen, he most likely didn't like the words 'I love you' all that much, either. At least, not in public.




  "Sasha says the same thing." Then Zach completely surprised Hawk by turning towards the back kitchen door instead of saying more.




  "You and Sasha getting along okay?" Hawk asked as Zach started putting on his snow gear.




  He stopped in the act of putting on the snow pants. "Sure. Why?"




  "She hasn't been to the lodge in a while," Hawk said, trying to phrase things right. If the two were more than friends, he didn't want to say something to offend Zach. If not, he didn't want to insinuate anything. "You two have been close friends since you met."




  "She's busy with family right now. Some can't live in their houses until they're repaired." Zach zipped up his coat over the snow pants. "Once they get settled, she'll be around more."




  Still sounded like just friends. Hawk let out a pent-up breath. He wasn't sure he was ready for Zach to be dating, even though he knew some teens did so at a lot younger age than Zach. Something else to brace himself for soon.




  "What do you say tonight we work on an activity list?" Hawk asked as Zach finished suiting up. "I found a few notes from Uncle George. I think we can do some ourselves or make up maps for visitors."




  Zach nodded. "Fine. The more they can do themselves, the better."




  The sound of a snow machine filtered through the front windows of the kitchen. Zach grabbed his backpack and lunch cooler. "Amber and Ruby. See you tonight!"




  Hawk settled at the table butting up against the wall of windows, wrapping his hands around a hot cup of coffee. It might still be dark out, but he could see the Marley girls well through the light filtering out of the kitchen windows to the snowy landscape outside.




  A part of his heart felt heavy at the thought of Zach now going to school all on his own. Soon, he would be grown up and on his own. He wanted to go outside and let them all know he would be driving them to school for now on in the Buggy. To try to capture a little more time.




  Instead, he stayed in his seat. He couldn't see Zach, but he knew the steps. Opening up the garage and pulling down one of the helmets. Pulling the snow machine outside and then closing the garage door.




  A moment later the sound of a third snow machine joined the two others. The group of three raced past the windows on their way to school in Salmon Run.




  He glanced at the meal flow-chart. Zach was right. He had to find someone to help them out this coming summer inside the lodge. They would all be working hard to make it work, but he was determined to have a little special time with his son. Before his chance disappeared forever with the passage of time.




  * * *




  For Zach, the recent earthquake to hit their corner of Alaska did little to change his life other than one thing. His new class elective, at the request of the school and town, was to help keep the radio station going.




  He didn't mind. Not really. Putting together a computer system to help automate the station using parts from the broken computers collecting dust in the school's storage room was just the sort of thing to stretch him intellectually. He'd loaded it with programs and set it up in the radio room on the far side of the gym, keeping the setup as simple as possible so Nicoli Keyes wouldn't be overwhelmed using it.




  All hard work, but rewarding.




  No, what drove him crazy was trying to hook the new computer system into the radio console while Amber Marley and Jacob Neeley went after each other on the air, live.




  Why couldn't the two radio spots be separated so they weren't in the room at the same time?




  "Considering you believe in big planet-wide conspiracies, I can't believe you don't believe in a coverup of alien activity on the planet," Jacob was saying.




  "That is not the issue," Amber answered. "This is about lights being seen directly after the earthquake. We don't have to look any further than our own government for the cause."




  "Or it could be a natural phenomenon that is known to be observed after large earthquakes," Zach shouted up from under the console as he hunted for the right hole to plug in one of the feeds to the computer.




  "For the listeners among us, the new voice belonged to Zach Callahan, newcomer to the Salmon Run community," Amber said while kicking his boot. Zach kicked back. "While Zach is known as the school science geek, his is only one opinion."




  "His idea makes more sense than the government having anything to do with an earthquake," Jacob said. "I still say aliens."




  Zach ground his teeth. An idea? It was scientific observed fact, witnessed across the world. That no one knew the exact nature of the mechanism was beside the point. It was a known phenomenon.




  "Why would aliens have anything to do with it?" Amber demanded.




  "Looking to destabilize the area? A lot of oil goes through Valdez," Jacob said.




  "Other than a few fallen trees, Valdez came out unscathed," Amber said.




  "Fine. Testing a weapon they plan to use on us later."




  "Why would aliens who have advanced technology bother with the likes of us, anyway? We would be nothing more than pests," Zach said before he could stop himself. He clamped shut his mouth, horrified to have slipped up and said something he'd wondered about.




  Jacob laughed, repeating his comment on the air so everyone could hear it clearly. "That was from our own Zach Callahan. Thanks for the support, buddy. They aren't interested in us. They want the planet. Take us out with natural disasters and they have the world to themselves. No need to meet us or fight."




  Zach dearly hoped Nanuk and the others weren't listening to the radio. The argument between Amber and Jacob might be surreal to him and anyone listening in Salmon Run, but who knew how a real alien would interpret it. Or get ideas.




  "Admit you believe in ghosts from the skies," Amber said, her chair rolling into Zach's leg.




  "Ghosts? Aliens exist," Jacob said, his chair rolling into Zach from the other direction. "Not like your government conspiracy theories."




  The two must be right in each other's faces. Zach moved a leg, trying to keep it from getting pinned by the jostling chair feet.




  "I can show a lot more proof for the so-called conspiracies than you can for aliens," Amber said.




  Zach jabbed the right connection into the newly-found console connection. He moved his other leg, finding the pant leg pinned down by the roller on Jacob's chair.




  Finally, he leaned back and shouted up at the underside of the console, "And I can give more science journal accounts of lights after earthquakes than either of you can. Help! Get me out of here!"




  "Thank you Amber Marley and Jacob Neeley for today's new commentary," Nicoli's voice said. "Time for a little music to bring a touch of brightness to this sunny day."




  The strains of a pop song started before Nicoli muted it from the booth. Zach sighed in relief. Finally, a break in the arguing.




  "Okay, let Zach out of there," Nicoli said.




  Both chairs moved away, Jacob's almost dragging Zach along with it. Zach slid out, knowing he was going to be covered in dust despite laying on a wad of paper towels from the bathroom.




  "I object to this show becoming a threesome," Jacob said, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms.




  "This isn't supposed to be a two-some," Amber said, rising from her chair to glare at him. "You do the sports. I do the news. Why do you believe you have a right to horn in on my show?"




  "Doing what the public liked, hon," Jacob said with the worst John Wayne impersonation Zach had ever heard. "You heard the calls. They love us."




  Amber leaned forward towards him, her hand on her hips. "Stop it, or I start counting out loud while you are trying to give scores."




  Jacob sat straight up in his chair as Amber left the radio room, shouting after her, "You wouldn't dare."




  "Time for you to head back to class," Nicoli said, stacking out new discs on the flat part of the console.




  "You wouldn't dare!" Jacob shouted after Amber again as he left the room.




  Zach picked up the dirty wad of paper towels from the floor and threw them away. He wiped off as much of the other dirt and dust from his pants as he could. "Jacob shouldn't dare her. She would."




  "Just as her father would," Nicoli said. "However, Jacob is right. I've been getting a lot of comments about the two of them on together. They have a good chemistry."




  "Oxygen and hydrogen are good chemistry, but you don't want to be in the same room with them when they mix," Zach said.




  Nicoli laughed, the corners of his eyes crinkling. "Good point."




  Zach started up the computer. As soon as the desktop appeared he started up the appropriate programs, finding them already detecting the control board. A promising start.




  Nicoli frowned at it. "I don't know why you insist on this. I don't know how to use computers."




  "You will soon. I'll start going over it with you tomorrow. Trust me, you'll love what it can do for you once you get going." Zach would have preferred starting Nicoli on it today, but like Amber and Jacob he had other classes waiting for him.




  "Hold on, we're coming back." Nicoli twisted a dial and flipped a switch, announcing the radio station call letters and introducing a new song.




  With the new song muted, he turned back to Zach. "I'm glad we have a few minutes alone before you go. I need to talk to you about something."
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  ZACH DIDN'T know why, but the way Nicoli phrased it gave him a chill. He couldn't tell if it was a good or a bad chill, but he decided he should sit down for it. He pulled over the chair Jacob just vacated, letting the computer go through a hard drive check while he waited.




  Nicoli scanned the console. "Short song. Need to make this fast."




  "Computer will help with that. You'll be able to set up play lists, including announcing the station identity," Zach said.




  "No computers right now," Nicoli said. "I need to come home with you tonight after school."




  Zach stared at him. He'd expected something more about the computer issue or the radio station. Maybe even about the earthquake or the town, but come home with him?




  "Is there a problem?" Zach asked, hoping he hadn't done something stupid that someone felt they needed to talk to his father.




  "Oh, no, not at all," Nicoli said with a quick shake of his head. "This is good news, at least, I hope it will be for you and your father."




  A relief to know. "I'm still confused."




  Nicoli glanced down at the CD playing. "It will take the insurance company time to repair my home. Last night they asked where I could stay locally. Only place open at this time of season is the Salmon Run Lodge."




  "Our lodge?" Zach's mind spun at the implications, including how they still didn't know how they were going to accomplish all the duties to keep the place running when they had guests.




  "I need to speak with your father to give him a heads-up. I told the insurance company I would talk to the owners to see if I could make an off-season deal. A bunch of other people in the area have the same insurance company, so this is for more than only myself."




  Zach leaned back in the chair, using his foot to make it rock, a little bit in shock. "We have lodgers?"




  "If all goes well, you'll have a lot of them. Need to get it organized fast," Nicoli said with a grin. "Think your father would mind a little winter business?"




  He knew their bank account wouldn't mind at all. Once he got past the initial shock of the idea of having people in the lodge now and not some indeterminate point in the future, it decided it might be good for a dry-run for what they would be facing come summer. Work out the problems now with people who wouldn't mind giving advice and helping them learn the ropes, so to speak.




  "I don't think he'll mind." And he knew his father wouldn't. Not a bit. "I'll wait for you out front at the end of classes?"




  "Works for me."




  Which gave Zach plenty of time to think it over for the rest of the day, even distracting him at lunch when Amber wanted to continue the earthquake conversation. Instead he tore away pieces of his sandwich, slowly eating it while his mind organized what they needed to before those displaced by the earthquake came to the lodge. Not much, really, except groceries. The kitchen held enough for him and his father, but no way would it feed many more for very long.




  Wait, would the meals be included in the price? Were they more like a bed and breakfast, or only a lodge where any meal were paid for? Or, all inclusive for all meals? He'd never thought of it before. What had Uncle George done when he ran the lodge?




  Amber poked his arm with the eraser end of a pencil, settling on him the typical Amber blue-eyed intense stare he'd come to associate with the Marley family. "You are worried."




  Zach roused enough to start attacking his sandwich again. "Not worried. Just thinking."




  "They're doing more planning for the lodge," Sasha said from his other side. She reached back to retie the end of her braid. "I don't think the earthquake interests him any longer."




  "We have our cafeteria back," Amber said, motioning to it with a carrot stick.




  "But not the gym," Zach said, trying to count from memory how many people still slept there. Could the lodge fit that many people?




  "Grandpa Neeley has been really busy taking paying jobs from the insurance companies," Sasha said. "Our Aunt will be able to move back into her house tomorrow."




  "We're fortunate the power plant wasn't affected," Zach said.




  "You should harness the energy of the hot springs for lodge power," Amber said. "My father could help you with that."




  The idea intrigued him from a science point of view, but he had other things on his mind. On the way back to class he glanced into the gym to count how many people were inside. Unfortunately, hardly anyone was about, with the beds pushed up to one side of the large room, making it impossible to estimate.




  So, he was left with stewing about it for the rest of the day. After classes ended Amber and Ruby tried to stay with him, but he finally shooed them off by saying he didn't know how long he would be waiting around to talk to Nicoli. Sasha didn't stick around, off to another relatives house to help out.




  Nicoli, meanwhile, was in a great mood when he appeared.




  "I'm tired of sleeping in the gym," he declared as he headed for the parked snow machines. "And sleeping on my cousins short couch is too much for this old body to handle."




  "We changed all the linens not long ago," Zach said, recalling his timed race to see how long it would take to turn over a room in preparation for a new guest. He had visions of himself doing that instead of homework in the days to come.




  Nicoli settled on his snow machine. "Lead the way!"




  Going home sounded good to Zach. Time to find out all the details and get a plan of attack for the lodger influx. As he headed down the road leading out of Salmon Run and towards the lodge, the way lit by the front headlight of the snow machine, he reminded himself what a good development this was no matter how much work it might involve.




  They might have paying customers before summer. They could learn what it took to ran a lodge. He might not dread summer quite so much. Good thing. A really good thing.




  He slowed the snow machine down at a shape appearing at the edge of the light emitted by the headlight. A moose turned on long spindly legs to run back into the woods lining the road.




  It brought to mind one of the few things he didn't care for. He would appreciate going to school and coming home in daylight. The short hours of daylight in an Alaska winter were getting to him.




  The faint light coming from the lodge became visible as they made the final curve down the driveway. At one time home consisted of a third-floor walk-up apartment in California. Now it was a massive two-story log lodge with steep roofs.




  He liked the lodge better. More room, more character, and a nice big room just for himself.




  Zach led the way past the porch to the other side of the lodge with the intent of parking in front of the garage. The kitchen porch light would make it easy for Nicoli to leave later once his meeting with Zach's father finished.




  The last thing he expected to see through the big windows of the kitchen wing was his father sitting at a table with Admiral Kian and Nanuk.




  With other aliens in the background?




  Even as he drove by the last of the windows, the forms of the aliens began shifting, covering their bodies with images of ordinary humans. Yet, his heart froze. 




  What had happened? Why were they here?




  And, had Nicoli seen them as they drove by?
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  ZACH TOOK his time putting the snow machine away, hoping he'd hallucinated things. No way could the aliens from the ship be sitting in the kitchen with his father. That made no sense. Nanuk said they stayed out of sight as part of their mission orders. Plus, they'd solved the problem after the earthquake.




  Igris freely sang to her eggs. The old weapon awakened by the earthquake had been destroyed, and he hoped the mess cleaned up. Come to think of it, they might still be cleaning it up. It all happened only last week.




  He paused in the act of putting the helmet on the shelf, remembering the stanzas of Igris's singing. Not all of them had been answered by the discovery of the war-probe in the north. Igris indicated something to the south.




  Oh no, had they found something else?




  He needed to get in there and find out, but what to do about Nicoli? He couldn't introduce aliens to him, too.




  But, Nicoli already waited for him on the smaller kitchen porch, staring after Zach with hooded eyes and no smile.
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