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  I sought the Lord and He answered me,




  And delivered me from ALL my fears.




  Psalm 34.4




  Chapter 1




  Let me begin by introducing myself. My name is Adam Reese, a biologist for Planet X’s Wild Kingdom Zoo. I’ve traveled the world collecting the most ferocious beasts alive to be exhibited in zoos. Some I train. What I’m about to tell you is true.




  Regardless of your beliefs in evolution, take a seat, put on a good reading light. What took place on a large desolate island off the coast of Canada will amaze, perhaps even frighten you.




  The adventure began with an answering machine message from my estranged wife. “Adam, help! You know I wouldn’t ask if it weren’t important. Planet X will send a plane. Call Jack to find out what airport. Come now!”




  I was pleased to hear from Mary. In retrospect, I should have paid more attention to the resonating fear in her voice. Instead, all my thoughts were hoping she’d decided not to divorce me—that this new project was some excuse for a visit.




  The moment I heard from her, I called Jack. He informed me to be on the jet at nine. Jack was supposed to tell Adam which airport, he just said to be at the jet at nine. Jack is our boss. He owns Planet X Zoo and the television studio where my wife films animal documentaries. I’d helped him before training animals for the cameras, but this time things seemed different.




  I should have gone after Mary alone, but our son wanted to visit his mother. At the time, I didn’t think anything about taking him. She’d been gone weeks and, to be honest, we were both missing her.




  The next day Sean and I arrived at the jet a few minutes early. Grace Landers, another Planet X employee, was waiting in the seat at our right. With her red short hair stuffed underneath a big fur cap, her slender body hidden in overalls, Grace appeared as she always did to me, like a man. Her clothes, her hair, even her job has a masculine flavor-cameraman. I found it odd this time Grace was sent after Mary.




  During the flight, I didn’t ask Grace why, I just watched my son, Sean, sleeping. All I could think about was how I could break the news to Sean that his mother had asked for a divorce before she left.




  Sean looked so innocent with his dark eyes closed, so young at thirteen. Handsome, perfectly proportioned features, a few brown freckles and hair that he bleaches platinum just like his mother; he looked more like Mary than me.




  For hours on the plane, I watched him dreaming, wondering if I should tell him. It wasn’t until we flew over the Canadian island I decided to wait. Glaciers of pale bluish-ice made the giant mass look as if it were built of solid crystals. This beautiful desolate island looked absolutely breathtaking.




  Our pilot landed hard near the shoreline, bouncing twice. Bundled up in a blue parka, he jogged to the back of the plane to unload a Snowcat. Enormous tank treads aided this square elevated vehicle out of the plane onto the snow. It looked more like a mini-tank than anything else.




  When Grace, Sean, and I de-planed, the first thing that struck me was the cold; the zero chill shot through me, paining my extremities.




  “Good luck!” The pilot handed me a map and compass. “I’ll be back on Monday at nine in the morning.”




  Over the plane’s reverberations, I shouted, “Do you know what animal they need my help with?”




  “Mary called Jack for the jet, you and an extra cameraman. That’s all I know,” he shouted to be heard.




  My gloved hand shivered as I waved farewell.




  “Dad, this sucks!”




  I turned to my son. Over his thin shoulder was a Cubs gym bag that looked almost too heavy. What he had in it, I could only guess.




  “You know how to drive this sucker, Dad?” Sean hopped up next to me in the Snowcat’s passenger seat.




  “Of course,” I answered. The vehicle wasn’t exactly like the one I’d driven in the Arctic but the moment I got behind the wheel, it all came back to me: turn on the key, flip the red switch, and hit the gas pedal. Following the compass direction on the map one hundred and fifty degrees northwest, we rattled over the snow to get to the point labeled Polar I. Two long, parallel imprints recorded our tracks in the pressed snow.




  In the distance, a round structure faintly rose like a giant turtle shell. It was painted black with, “Polar I” in red letters on the roof. It was hard to miss as we approached. I stopped in front of the massive door. In the middle of icy hills, the building looked alien.




  “This must be it.” Grace jumped out with her camera bag.




  “Dad?”




  He stopped me from following. “What is it?”




  I looked at myself in the rearview mirror. The trip hadn’t improved my appearance any. My eyes were lined with bags under them, my facial hair had gotten scruffy, and my face was framed in lacy ice crystals.




  “If Mom called you here, maybe she wants to work things out.”




  I moved the mirror back to where it had been. “So you know?”




  “Mom told me. Yeah, I know.” He sounded sad and gazed downward.




  “Son, I don’t want this. I’m going to try to talk some sense into her.”




  “Don’t screw it up, Dad,” he pleaded.




  I grabbed the door. “Wait here for a second until I tell Mom you wanted to come along.”




  “She’ll be pissed,” he warned.




  “Stop saying that word. And just wait, okay?”




  “Okay.”




  Slowly I approached the door and knocked. As anxious as I was to clear the air with Mary, I thought it better that I see her first reaction alone, not with our son.




  Since no one answered, I opened the door and sauntered in, shaking off the snow from my thick wool parka. In trailed Grace.




  “Adam, what happened?” she sputtered.




  “Something wrong?” Wiping the cold flakes from my eyes, I saw what looked like blood drops on the desks and the chairs. Papers were scattered over the room, along with broken boxes and filing cabinets. Strewn everywhere lay fallen parkas, lost gloves, and office supplies, as if the entire room had been ransacked in a raid.




  Grace rushed from the small galley. “Dead!” she screamed. “There are bodies in pieces in here!”




  Human blood? Are those spots actually human blood? I pondered. Suddenly, my heart began pounding with the realization my wife might be in the small kitchen, too. “Mary?”




  Grace scrambled to the floor and flipped pages of a reddish-brown spattered book. “Their log is all torn up; I can’t read it all.”




  As she raised the book, some stained pages fell out. “It says Jack put two crews on the island to get footage of several polar bears...one must have gotten in!”




  Just then Sean ambled in, his short blond hair popped out from under his hat as the wind knocked it back. His eyes gazed up at the blood-spotted ceiling. His face contorted. “Mom!” he suddenly shouted, “Mom!” as he raced to the galley.




  I grabbed him in mid-stride.




  “Mom!” he was shrieking. Kicking my foot, he broke free and bolted into the galley.




  “Nooooooooooooo!” reverberated the blood-curdling scream.




  I knew then my wife was dead. No longer feeling the pounding in my head, I surveyed the torn-up, blood splattered room until it began spinning. Grabbing the closest desk, I tried not to pass out.




  Chapter 2




  I could hardly fathom that Mary was gone. It seemed impossible. How could she have died before we fixed our marriage, before I explained my actions and made things right? I felt as if the whole world came crashing down in an instant. My life would never be the same again—no more happy holidays—no more hearing her prayers at night—never feeling her body pressed against mine or seeing her smile. How could that be?




  No matter what our problems, I never wanted harm to come to her.




  For a moment, I thought of the first time we’d met. I was working in the zoo and heard a cry of, “Get ’em, Rich.” Rich was the fourteen foot alligator leaping below the platform where I held out a dead chicken. Showing the audience how to feed the massive reptile, I was used to hearing “Ahs and Ohs.” I immediately turned to see who had spoken.




  With straight blonde hair flowing down her back, this gorgeous blue-eyed woman stared back at me. I’d never seen anyone so beautiful. “Watch out!” She suddenly cried out.




  With giant jaws gaping below, I dropped the dead chicken into the gator’s mouth just before my hand became part of his dinner. My attention immediately flew back to her. With a wink, she started clapping.




  “Mom!” Sean tore me from my memory. His arms wrapped around me tightly. “Mom’s dead! I saw the blood!”




  No, my heart didn’t want to hear those words.




  Grace tightened her thick blue coat, zipping it back up. “I don’t mean to be heartless here, Adam, but we’ve got to warn the others. They must be somewhere on this island.”




  “What happened here? How could a polar bear have gotten in?” I needed to know, pondering the possibilities. Bears tend to head straight for the food source, circling the area, but I remembered there were no tracks appearing near the door.




  After walking to the door, I opened and examined the frame. No marks, not even one scratch appeared. This is not typical bear behavior I concluded.




  “Kevin must have been entering when he was attacked. The body must have been dragged. Look.” Grace pointed to the bloodstain trailing from the doorway. “Then the bear stomped into the galley and killed all the others,” she surmised.




  I was struggling with myself. Did I really want to see what was left of my Mary? “Son, Grace is right. We have to warn the others,” I finally responded, deciding not to see her battered body.




  Sean combed his hand through his spiked blond hair. “What about Mom? I don’t want to leave her like that?”




  “I can’t let you stay here alone. We’ll come back to make sure your mother’s body is taken care of. I promise.”




  Reluctantly, I plodded away from the galley door; I didn’t really want to leave her either. Sean trailed after Grace and me into the freezing morning air. I kept checking through the blinding snow for any other signs of a polar bear, fur, blood, but nothing but snow appeared as far as I could see.




  This didn’t make sense. In all my years, every bear I’d ever encountered left evidence. Bears are heavy creatures; a male polar can easily weigh a thousand pounds and yet not even one scratch mark remained at the gory scene.




  Hurriedly, all three of us climbed into the Snowcat’s giant cab and slammed the doors. I turned the key to start the engine. Sean sat closer to me. I noticed he’d left his Cubbies bag. Mary gave him that gym bag last year. He’d never parted with it before. Once he made first baseman of his junior high baseball team, it became his favorite possession.
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