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  "The Singing Lakes" Description




  




  Alaska has a few surprises to throw at Hawk and Zach Callahan, such as a blizzard marooning them at the lodge for days. Then the earthquake hits. Even as the people of Salmon Run rally, Zach and Sasha start hearing a voice singing across the radio. Singing no one else can hear. They know the hidden aliens must be involved in some way, but how do you find aliens who don't want to be found?




  Dedication




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




  




  To Jan Sophia Grace for copious amounts of tea, lots of wonderful brainstorming sessions, and a willingness to see the ridiculous side of life.




  




  This book is also dedicated to all those who love to daydream.




  



  CHAPTER ONE




  [image: pinstripe]




  




  Hawk gave up trying to keep the porch stairs clear of snow on the second day.




  From then on Hawk and Zach Callahan stayed inside and watched the snow fall from the large lodge windows. And fall and fall.




  Snow sliding off the steep metal roof of the lodge startled them at regular intervals. Through it all the lights remained on, the lodge cozy, but the skies dim and gray.




  Hawk didn't worry about the storm or the isolation until the milk ran out as well as the cereal, bread and eggs. It forced them to get inventive with what food remained but also resulted in two new recipes they might use come summer.




  Just as well. He had a feeling they would have to cook most of the meals, at least right at first. In fact, right at first he suspected they would have to do most everything. The more he worked on a business plan for the lodge, the more he didn't see how they could hire out most of the work inside the lodge when what little of the budget they had extra would be needed to hire someone as a fishing and hunting guide.




  On the fifth day the sky broke. Patches of pale blue filtered through the gray clouds even while the remains of the storm insisted on spitting out a few more flurries of snow.




  All of it Hawk enjoyed watching, especially from the smaller more intimate table on one end of the large room housing the kitchen. The table butted up against the wall allowing all the chairs great views through the big windows into the front yard.




  "It's about time the snow stopped," Zach said during lunch.




  "Admit it, you enjoyed the break from school," Hawk said with a laugh. He'd liked having Zach home, himself. Other than a few vacations, they'd not had the luxury of several full days in a row together. "Nice ham, by the way. We'll have to add this to our menu."




  "The break was nice the first few days, but I've already missed enough school. I'll be way behind. When do we head into town?"




  Hawk shook his head, swallowing another mouthful of the scalloped ham. When had his son become such a good cook? Probably from so many years of them surviving on their own. Not something he was particularly proud of. "Not until the snowplow gets out here. I don't want to get stuck."




  "There's more than the buggy in the garage," Zach said with a grin.




  Hawk knew the comment referred to the four snow machines pushed off to the far side of the garage. Some looked like they should have been thrown out years ago. "I don't know if one will even start up."




  He ignored the exasperated expression Zach threw towards him. He meant it. He did not want to get stuck in the middle of nowhere. He didn't need to find out first-hand how few survival skills he had.




  Besides, the major cleaning of the lodge might be over, but they still needed lodgers. So Hawk spent the rest of the day on the computer working up a promotion campaign. Leaning out one of the upstairs windows he was able to brush the snow out of the satellite dish enough to regain the internet connection.




  The next day Hawk hiked out through the deep snow to the main road. It showed no sign of having been plowed since the storm started. No tracks of any kind over the surface, either.




  Pushing his way through the snow exhausted him, and he spent the next few hours in his office. But, it was hard to concentrate with Zach rifling through the filing cabinets.




  Hawk leaned back in his chair as another file drawer slammed shut. It was enough to drive anyone to distraction, but the intent way Zach went so carefully through the files on the small table next to the cabinets diffused the anger at the interruption.




  "What are you looking for?" he finally asked, leaning back in his chair.




  Zach rifled through a folder. "Maps and anything to do with the property itself. Did you know we have natural hot springs here?"




  Hawk sat up straighter. "No. Where did you hear that?"




  "Sasha. She said there are two of them, but didn't know exactly where. If I can't find a map of the property I might have to ask Amber." Zach sighed, closed the file and put it back in the filing cabinet. "So much stuff in here, but not what I need."




  "A lodge owner's manual would be nice. Let me know if you find one," Hawk said, mirroring the sigh.




  "I'm surprised you haven't started writing one."




  "Not a bad idea."




  "Yes, it is a bad idea. We need to be more practical right now," Zach said in a firm tone much too old for a fifteen year old.




  Hawk wasn't ready for his only son to be older. He closed the laptop. "You were right. We should give it a try."




  Zach pulled another file out of the cabinet. "Try what?"




  "To get to town. Suit up and let's see what we can do in the garage."




  Zach's boyish grin returned. He dropped the file back into the file drawer and raced for his room.




  With the far garage door rolled up, and confronted with the snow machines, Hawk wondered if he should have kept his mouth shut. He was just getting used to driving the jeep-like buggy around on the snow and ice, and now he wanted to try a snow machine?




  Zach sat on the one with a white and red hood. "The fuel tank is full."




  Hawk approached the machine. "I think you know more about these things than I do. What do we do with it?"




  Zach's eyebrows went up. "You want me to drive?"




  "Have you driven before?"




  A blush went over Zach's face in such a manner Hawk had to wonder just how badly the first drive had gone. "Only a little."




  "Did you hit anything."




  Zach gave a short laugh. "No, but not for want of trying."




  "We'll go straight down the road. Nothing fancy. You can do it. Teach your old man what you know."




  "I knew I should have made Sasha show me more," Zach muttered.




  "Take it one step at a time. What have you seen Sasha do?" Hawk reached up on a shelf for one of the helmets. The first one was a little too small, which he handed to Zach. The second dark blue helmet fit.




  "Turn the key to the 'on' position." Zach turned the key, cradling the helmet in front of him. "Then pull the cord really fast."




  Zach put one knee on the snow machine seat and pulled it. They heard something whir, but nothing more.




  "It does it really easy for Sasha," Zach complained.




  "Who knows how long the machines have been sitting in here." Hawk adjusted the helmet. "Let me try."




  He grabbed the cord and yanked back hard, finding the resistance harder than he thought it would be. He braced himself against the handlebars and pulled as fast and hard as he could. The engine hiccuped.




  Zach reached around him. "The throttle might help. Pull again."




  He pulled again. The engine ran for a second before dying. The next pull and the strong roar of the engine filled the garage.




  Zach pulled on his helmet and shouted over the engine, "That's better."




  "Pull it out. I'll shut the garage door."




  The skis scraped on the concrete, making a noise that went right through the helmet and made Hawk's toes want to curl up in protest. He pulled the garage door down as soon as the snow machine was clear. He climbed behind Zach. It was only as they pulled slowly away from the house that he wondered where they were going to put any groceries.




  They made it to the road easily. The snow machine engine purred as Zach increased their speed. The snow sprayed out on either side as the skis sliced through the upper crust.




  The cool air felt warm compared to the cold-snap preceding the snow storm. Still, he could feel the temperature seeping through his snow pants by the time they reached the more traveled part of the road closer to town.




  Zach appeared to grow more confident as they went, increasing speed as they passed the road leading to the hydro-power plant. But, without needing to be reminded, he slowed down again as they turned into town.




  Another aspect of growing up. Zach would soon be driving. Another part of growing up that struck fear through Hawk's heart.




  Only one side of the main road was plowed. The large berms were compacted down by snow machine tracks in front of several buildings, including the General Store.




  Hawk slid off the moment they stopped in the parking lot. He slid off the helmet. "You did great."




  Zach leaned up against the handlebars, switching off the engine. "I'll need to practice more. But, we didn't hit anything!"




  "You did it!" Someone screamed from the porch.




  

  CHAPTER TWO
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  Hawk turned to see Zach's friend Sasha Neeley running off the porch with one of the dogs chasing and barking after her. Hawk shivered at the creature, until he recognized it.




  Darnit, Chance McRoyal's crazy dog.




  Sasha hit Zach in a hug so hard they fell back into the snow. Hawk stepped out of the way to keep from getting taken down with them, grimacing as Darnit ran circles around them.




  "Get off me. It's wasn't that big of a deal," Zach protested, trying to push her away.




  "Yes it was. Especially after our wild run." Sasha scrambled to her feet, extending a hand to help him up, stopping to smile up at Hawk. She pushed a few strands of her long black hair out of her face. "Hello Mr. Callahan."




  Hawk inclined his head towards her. "Good morning. And, you can call me Hawk."




  "Um, I'll try."




  "Time for shopping," Hawk said, nodding towards the store. "Only a few of the most important items. We'll have to carry the bags on our laps."




  "There should be room under the seat." Sasha helped Zach lift up the seat of the snow machine and pointed inside.




  Scattered gear filled most of it, but Hawk estimated it would still take a small bag of groceries inside. He would have to take a closer look in the garage to see if there was a trailer with skis like so many others in town owned.




  "Look out, here she comes," someone shouted.




  The deep roar of a powerful engine approached from the road. A plume of snow rose up into the air obscuring the source. The plume turned into the parking lot with a flash of orange, coming to a halt on the far side of the lot.




  The orange truck appeared out of the shower of snow with a big snow plow attached to the front. Sophie Bardeaux stepped out in a fluffy white coat along with fluffy white earmuffs over her ears.




  Hawk searched the area. If the Widow Sophie was around, then she must be on the hunt. Darnit had moved back to the porch where he raced back and forth in front of it. Both Sophie and Darnit? Chance McRoyal must be around somewhere.




  But Ms. Sophie didn't go inside the store. She stopped short of the porch, looking up. "Good morning, my dear. Are the nights cold enough for you?"




  A wad of snow flew off the roof, landing on the berms at the base of the store. "Cold during a snow storm? Snow is a natural insulator."




  Hawk shielded his eyes, following the falling snow to its source. On the other side of the pitched roof a figure in a black and blue parka threw off a shovel-full of snow. With it a portion of the snow along the edge broke off and slid down over the eaves in a mini-avalanche.




  "And so cozy. You missed a wonderful fire. Hot chocolate, hot coffee, home cooking," the Widow Sophie continued as if McRoyal hadn't said a word.




  Darnit raced past her and up on top of a berm to bark up at the roof.




  "Hey, look, it's the raven," Zach said pointing.




  A small black form scampered up the roof with its wings extended and giving small flaps to help its progress. The wings folded suddenly and the bird slid down the exposed metal surface of the roof, cawing the entire way.




  The raven turned and did it again, Darnit racing below and barking furiously.




  "It looks like it's sledding," Hawk said. "It's having way too much fun tormenting Darnit,"




  "Ravens are wickedly smart and love to have fun," Sasha said with a shrug. "It's a game they play."




  "Watch out below!" McRoyal shouted.




  A large section of snow broke off and slid down the metal roof, hitting the ground with dull thumps. Darnit raced out of the way.




  The raven slid down on top of the chunk, flying up only when it tipped over the edge. It clung to the edge of the roof cackling down at the dog in what sounded like the bird-equivelant of laughter. The dogs ran down off the porch, barking at each other, running in circles and around the snow machines.




  Ms. Sophie put her hands on her hips, not flinching as a powdery cloud of snow drifted by her feet. "Stop playing, Chance. Come down here and I'll buy you a cup of coffee."




  "I have work to do and a grub stake to build. Leave me alone, woman."




  Sasha laughed softly, "You have to admire her persistence."




  "Has she ever succeeded?" Hawk asked.




  Sasha shook her head. "Not with Chance. At least, not so far. She only has the winters. During the summer he's out working his gold claim. That's why he does odd-jobs in the winter. To earn enough to support his summer work season."




  Hawk waved at Grandpa Neeley going down the road on his snow machine with his plumbing tools in the sled towed behind. One more thing to be grateful for: working plumbing.




  "Did I miss a lot of school?" Zach asked as they headed towards the store.




  "Nope, school's been out for the entire storm. Can't have classes if most of the students and teachers can't get there."




  Hawk looked down in time to see Zach grinning. He punched him lightly in the arm, "See, you aren't behind a bit."




  Zach shrugged. "I would have caught up fast."




  Sasha rolled her eyes. "No kidding. Much more of that and you're going to get annoying."




  Hawk stopped, turning towards the road. "Do you hear something?"




  Zach stopped in the act of pushing Sasha into a snowbank. "Like what?"




  Sasha picked up a glove-full of snow and started compacting it. "Prepare to defend yourself."




  The noise from the dogs increased, as did their wild running in circles. McRoyal shouted at Darnit from the roof while Ms. Sophie continued her attempt to lure him down. The raven hopped up and down before taking to the air.




  Everything around him appeared normal. Salmon Run as it had been since they'd arrived. And yet, something felt wrong. So wrong it set Hawk's teeth on edge.




  "I don't really hear it. It's almost as if I feel it," Hawk said. He stopped, not knowing what he meant.




  Sasha stopped in the process of making the snowball, frowning. "Are you okay, Mr. Callahan?"




  The feeling built in his chest, enough that he didn't hear Sasha call him by his last name again. Zach backed up into him, looking around with quick jerks of his head.




  "You feel it, too?" Hawk asked, dropping his hands to Zach's shoulders.




  Zach nodded. "It's like a pressure."




  Another large section of snow broke off and slid down the roof. He felt the thump as it hit the ground.




  Only the thump and vibration continued.




  The snow on the berms surrounding the parking lot and the road shivered. The trees lost their white coverings in clouds of white powder as they started swaying back and forth.




  Sasha dropped the snowball, shouting, "Earthquake!"




  

  CHAPTER THREE
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  The dogs continued their chasing, the barking growing more frantic. Hawk didn't know how they did it. He was having trouble standing on the snow-covered ice even with the good tread on the bottom of his boots.




  People swarmed out of the store, pulling on their coats as they tripped and stumbled down the stairs of the porch. One of the kids whooped in delight as he tried to stand on the slick parking lot, looking as if he were surfing.




  "Get out of the way," McRoyal shouted.




  With a loud crash the rest of the snow let loose off the roof, sliding down over the edge of the eaves, carrying McRoyal with it. He held the shovel above his head, giving a yodel as he slid over the edge. He landed in a pile of snow.




  Ms. Sophie ran forward at the start of McRoyal's slide, reaching him almost immediately after he landed. Before McRoyal could get out of the snow Ms. Sophie had him in her arms. "You poor dear! Are you hurt?"




  People appeared out of other buildings along main street. Snow shook off roofs, vehicles and trees. Loud pops and groans thundered through the air.




  Hawk gave up and dropped into the ice. Sliding across the ground felt so wrong. The very ground was undependable. He'd been through a few earthquakes in California, but none of the big ones. And none in snow and ice.




  Zach dropped down next to him. Sasha grabbed a nearby snow machine and sat down on the seat, riding it as it skated across the ice with the jerks of the ground.




  The movement ceased with a suddenness that left Hawk confused. Even the dogs went silent in the aftermath. Shock lingered on the faces of everyone in the parking lot and those in the street. Even the raven stood still, having landed on the railing of the porch.




  With a start the people started talking. The dogs split apart and found their owners, demanding attention, while a few took off down the road, running as fast as they could.




  Sasha jumped off the snow machine seat, shaking her head. "Wow, that was a nice one. McRoyal doesn't have a job now. I think all the snow slid off on its own."




  And McRoyal didn't look like he was having any success in prying his way out of Ms. Sophie's arms.




  "Does that happen often?" Hawk asked, surprised to find his voice shaky. He cleared it, pushing himself to his feet. "I didn't think this area had large faults."




  "A lot of Alaska does. It's how the mountains came to be." Sasha waved at her grandfather.




  "We should expect this on a regular basis?" Zach demanded.




  "Oh. Well, no, not around here." Sasha stopped to look down the street. "Scattered around, though. We should check to see if there is a tsunami warning."




  Zach paused in brushing the snow off his snow pants. "Oh great, something else to watch out for."




  "Ellie? Ellie, where are you?" Mr. Goodwin shouted with his hands cupped around his mouth as he ran past them. "Does anyone see Ellie?"




  "Ms. Goodwin?" Hawk asked. He scanned the street, but he didn't know Ms. Goodwin well enough to be able to identify her from a distance. "Where was she before the quake?"




  "Winston?" A woman called out. A figure in a red and pink snowsuit ran across the street. "Are you all right?"




  Hawk moved out of the way as the two embraced. They were only two of many reunions going on in the parking lot as more women appeared from the other side of the road from the log cabin housing Claire's Knitting and Quilting Shop.




  "Is the building still standing?" Hawk asked. With the piles of snow along the road it was hard to tell. The only thing he could see that were definitely still standing was the General Store and the school down the road.




  She sniffled from within Mr. Goodwin's tight embrace. "The knitting shop is just fine. I think. Oh, Winston, what about our house?"




  "Just so long as you are safe. We'll deal with everything else," Mr. Goodwin said, his voice rough.




  Ms. Goodwin pulled back, sniffling one last time. Then she leveled a glare at him. "Enough of the self-pity. There are people to help. And you can do that, Winston. Go organize it."




  "Organize it? What are you talking about? This is a job for the town council," Mr. Goodwin said.




  She slapped his arm with a mittened hand. "Shame on you. How many things have that Men's Club of yours fixed? This town needs fixing. Look, Mr. Callahan is here, and so is Doc. Organize a response!"




  "But, what about you? I don't want you going home until I can inspect it."




  "I'll be at the school. If anyone has lost their house, they'll need a place to go."




  "A response. Right." Mr. Goodwin stepped back, taking such a deep breath that his chest puffed out. "Ellie, go organize the women. Get the shelter set up. Mr. Callahan, into the Store."




  "Me?" Hawk asked, startled. Since when had he become a regular member of the Salmon Run Men's Club. Wasn't there a membership or something?




  "Yes, you. Time to help this town like we helped you." Mr. Goodwin took another deep breath and bellowed, "Salmon Run Men's Club is now in emergency session!"




  Several men answered his call. But, Hawk stood still, in shock.




  "Am I in the Club, too?" Zach asked.




  Considering Hawk wasn't sure what he was about to walk into he didn't like the idea. "Uh, is there somewhere safe you can go to wait for me?"




  "The school is the automatic shelter," Sasha said, pointing down the road.




  "Great. Zach, take the snow machine. I'll walk down later."




  "Let go of me, woman. I'm just fine," McRoyal shouted, rushing past them to one of the snow machines.




  "But you just fell off the roof. Rest for a few minutes and let Doc look you over," Ms. Sophie said, close on his heels. Darnit followed her, wagging his tail as he looked up at her.




  "No time. Gus will need my help to inspect the power plant." McRoyal had the snow machine started and moving forward before she could say anything else. Darnit ran after him, jumping up on the back of the seat.




  "How long is this going to take?" Zach asked, ducking as the raven flow over their heads. "We haven't even gone shopping for food yet."




  "As long as it takes. People might need help." Hawk pulled a few bills out of his billfold. "You know the essentials we need. Grab them quick and then wait for me at the school."




  




  #




  




  The first jolt hit so hard Nanuk rolled right off his stool. The second one emptied several shelves in the storage room and activated a ship-wide red alert. By the third jolt the artificial gravity was kicking in so that they didn't feel the fourth.




  "What was that?" Yenni demanded from somewhere on the floor.




  "Are you injured?" Nanuk demanded.




  His utility belt had disappeared into the clutter that had fallen to the floor. One of the scanners sliding off the counter had taken a bit of his white fur with it. Nanuk stepped over the debris to get to the source of Yenni's voice.




  A tray shifted and Yenni's dark reddish-brown furry head popped up. His front paws followed as he pushed the debris away. "I'm fine. What was that?"




  "A planet surface tremor?" Nanuk suggested, helping unbury his laboratory companion.




  "Now I'll have to start the experiment over," Yenni moaned. He stood over the piles that had once been on the counters and in cabinets, staring down at several round covered clear dishes. "And I almost had the specific biological reaction isolated."




  Sure his buddy was safe and uninjured Nanuk returned to the other side of the lab and activated a computer module. The readings were clear enough. "Yes, it is a planet surface tremor. Quite a large one, however our ship is in no danger."




  "I should hope not." Yenni hopped back up on the counter with several of the dishes tucked under one arm. "I suppose the humans have a name for this geological phenomena, as well?"




  "Yes. They call it an earthquake."




  "How planet-centric of them."




  "And now it has stopped. Longer duration than normal, as well," Nanuk noted, cycling through the sensor readings. "This may affect my observations in a profound way. Human behavior is known to alter under stressful conditions. Earth is quite the dynamic planet."
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