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In a South Seas Paradise, They Were About to Plunge into an Inferno of Fire and Fear. . . .

Admiral Peter MacKenzie—The submarine commander has repeatedly proven his honor, resourcefulness, and courage under fire. Now, at the helm of a fifty-year-old sub, he confronts the most destructive weapon in the world. Before the battle is done, he will be forced to make a choice no man should face.

Justine MacKenzie—A Senior Covert Operations Director for the CIA, the Admiral’s wife is a woman trained and prepared to kill in the line of duty. Taken hostage by terrorists, she must balance her sacred oath with a sacred trust: the life of her unborn child.



Praise for Bart Davis, the Master of International Submarine Suspense Fiction

ATLANTIC RUN

“More twists and plots and intriguing characters than any three adventure tales . . . tough to tear your eyes from.”

—Clive Cussler

    

Akiro—Curator of the Atomic Bomb Museum in Hiroshima, he saw the devastation wrought upon his poeple. Now, disgusted as his nation forgets its tragic past and marches toward a nuclear future, he prepares a dramatic demonstration: a distant fire in the sky. . . .

Shuto—Even more than his father Akiro, Shuto knows firsthand the horrifying effects of the Hiroshima blast. He wants only revenge upon the nation responsible for his suffering—the United States.



DESTROY THE KENTUCKY

“A winner in which people, not gadgetry, are paramount and adventure is delivered at a satisfying clip.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Bart Davis has a unique way of looking into the heart of naval officers. His depictions of the price of command and the pain and triumph of leading men in combat are superb. His narration of the events leading up to the riveting climax is wonderful. A terrific sea story which kept me going long after my bedtime.”

—Gerry Carroll, author of North SAR and Ghostrider One

    

Viktor Lysenko—A nuclear physicist whose star rose under his former Soviet masters, a man of strange and violent desires, he’s now willing to sell his skills to the highest bidder—and he has promised the terrorists a weapon unimaginably more destructive than any ever seen before.

Dr. Philip Keller—One of the hostages taken by the terrorists, he is a physician with a remarkable gift—for saving his own skin. Schooled in the art of treachery, betrayal, and deceit, he may well prove a greater threat than Shuto himself.



RAISE THE RED DAWN

“A rip-roaring yarn beneath the polar ice pack.”

—Charles D. Taylor, author of Boomer and Deep Sting

“Suspense as chilling as the Arctic seas.”

—Ed Ruggero, author of 38 North Yankee
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For Sharon, Jordan, and Ally, the best part of my life;

and in memory of Gerry Carroll, a friend gone too soon.



Author’s Note


His Majesty’s Submarine Storm was built in the shipyards at Cammell Laird’s in 1942, at the height of the war. Her captain, Commander E. P. Young, wrote in his classic work Undersea Patrol (McGraw-Hill, 1952) that he first saw her “in the dusty water, riding high because she was still very light, unmistakably a submarine from the shape of her long, rounded pressure hull and the tapering bulge of her ballast tanks, but still, it seemed a long way from completion.” By the end of her wartime commission, the Storm had traveled seventy-one thousand miles, and spent over fourteen hundred hours underwater, the equivalent of sixty days and nights. Her combat accomplishments are a matter of proud record.

Unfortunately, old boats, unlike old soldiers, do not just fade away. In October 1947 the Storm was approved for disposal. For a time she was used in underwater explosion tests. On September 15, 1949, Storm was handed over to Shipbuilders W H Arnott Young and Company, and scrapped.

It was with great respect that I resurrected the Storm and placed her where she could suit the demands of my story. I am well aware that the Storm was quite well known during the war, and can only hope that those who remember her, including those who served on her, will be pleased that her namesake could rise to be valiant once again, and end with a more poetic fate, albeit fictional, than the scrapyards at Troon. Commodore Rowe is a fictional character and bears no resemblance to the remarkable Commander Young, and the exploits and history of my boat are a compilation of many of the exploits of the boats of that time. Exercising an author’s right, even geography was bent to my story’s needs.

I want to thank Mr. George Murphy, who told me the story of salvaging the U.S.S. Threadfin, over lunch at the AUTEC officers’ club on Andros Island, and later provided me with details of that mission. A World War Two Submarine, by Richard Humble and Mark Bergin, let me peer inside the hull of a British S class boat. Commander P. R. Compton-Hall, RN (ret.), of the Royal Navy Submarine Museum in Portsmouth, England, was generous with his time, knowledge, and cautions. Dr. George Billy, Chief Librarian at the United States Merchant Marine Academy, has always been extremely helpful with my research. Finally, Commander Young’s book should again be mentioned as an invaluable source, and a great read.

My sincere thanks to:

Paul McCarthy, my editor at Pocket Books, for always giving the best guidance. The growth of the MacKenzie novels owes most to him.

Robert Gottlieb, a visionary, right more often than any person I’ve ever known.

Chiquita McCarthy, so much a part of our union, for holding my hand that day.

Rear Admiral Weldon Koenig (ret.), who inspired me.

My wife, Sharon; after twenty years, she is still everything to me.

And Jord and Ally, the kids without whose help I could have completed this novel in half the time.
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Diagram of
HM SUBMARINE “STORM”

The heavy lines represent the pressure hull. Everything outside this (except the torpedo tubes) is open to the sea and floods up when the submarine dives.

The double vertical lines between compartments indicate watertight bulkheads, built to withstand the same pressure as the pressure hull.

In this diagram the for’ard periscope is shown raised, with the after one lowered into its well.

The jumping wire is designed to enable the submarine to ride under antisubmarine nets and other submerged obstructions. When both periscopes and the radar aerial are lowered, nothing projects above this wire.
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The Lamplighter
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Hiroshima

HIS ART WAS THE ART of Seeing. Without camouflage. Extraneous elements removed. A grain of sand suggested the universe. The center held everything. All else was illusion.

Akiro placed a single sprig from the katsura tree outside into a black bowl on the lacquered wooden table before him. Autumn was still several weeks away, so the leaves contained only a slight hint of the lush purple they would turn. His ancient eyes studied the sprig till he was lost in it.

The sun’s last rays settled like rice flour on the vast open structure of the Atomic Bomb Museum across the courtyard. Akiro was the museum’s curator and this was his house, just a short walk from the Museum down the Path of White Stones. The sea smell was strong. The ocean was only a few hundred yards away. Gulls soaring above the cliffs cried occasionally. Soon Shuto, his son, would bring the Russian sea captain. Like the katsura branch, the Russian had many secrets to reveal.

Akiro traced the sprig to its end. It made him contemplate his own death. It was nearer than sooner, his doctors had told him, averting their eyes out of respect for his age and rank. It wasn’t the first time Akiro had faced death. As a young pilot he had been ordered to be Kamikaze. Only the atomic blasts at Hiroshima and Nagasaki that had resulted in Japan’s surrender had spared him. The blasts brought him Shuto, too, but that was later. Kamikaze; the god-wind. Insanity. Nothing godlike about it. Just the criminal ambitions of men.

And now they were back.

He meditated to regain composure. The tide. The setting sun. The katsura leaves rustling in the breeze. Freshly raked grains of sand cooling in the gathering darkness.

“I am the Lamplighter,” he said softly.

Akiro was surprised he had spoken the thought out loud. He ran a long finger down his cheek and stroked his wispy beard. Age had taken his physical strength, but he knew what had to be done. That was his Art; seeing. Falsehoods stripped away. Conflict reduced to a single course of action.

Maki, his old servant, brought the tea as she did every afternoon at this hour. She had performed the ceremony daily for more than forty years. She knelt beside the table, pausing for a moment to inspect his placement of the branch in the black bowl, the only decoration in the room. Her mouth softened and she began the tea ceremony without wrinkling her nose in disfavor. Good, he thought. Lately she was getting easier to please. The two of us. Old dogs coming to an end.

He sought the curve again. A tiny sprout made him feel something. He realized he was only afraid of dying if he didn’t finish what he had come to think of as the culmination of his life’s work. After the war he had dedicated his life to building the museum so that no one would ever forget, and he had seen it grow in national importance till every Japanese school-child and millions of their silent and grief-stricken parents made the stomach-churning trip down its corridors. It was Akiro’s reminder that the Japanese, of all people, must make certain such things never happened again. But showing them the past hadn’t been enough. He saw that now. He had to show them the future.

“Akiro-san?” Maki’s ears were cocked.

“I hear, Maki. Bring them to me.”

Maki left with a rustle of her kimono. Moments later he heard her returning, along with the Russian captain’s heavy tread. As always with Shuto, he heard nothing at all till his son was almost next to him. Even that was a courtesy to the elder. Had the reedlike Shuto wished, his arrival would have been as silent as the space between heartbeats.

“Akiro-san,” said Maki, bowing. “Captain Kasimov.”

“Konichiwa, Captain-san.”

The blunt-faced captain wore a uniform jacket over a gray turtleneck sweater. Akiro motioned him to sit at the low table, but Kasimov pushed his officer’s cap back and stood his ground as if balancing against a swaying deck.

“Old man, I’ve got what you asked for. You have the money?”

Akiro nodded politely. “Would you care for some tea?”

“I don’t suppose you’ve got any vodka?” asked Kasimov.

Shuto coughed. Kasimov heard the warning in it and stopped. His black boots squeaked on the polished floor.

Akiro was pleased. A stupid man wouldn’t know Shuto for what he was. Pencil-thin, age indeterminate, eyes averted so that their intense amber color—like a tiger’s—remained hidden, baggy shirt and trousers. It all bespoke one who was unimportant. Kasimov was smarter than he let on, Akiro thought, which, of course, was why he had been able to secure the information.

The Russian handed Akiro a packet of papers. “These are the sailing orders for the Marshal Korlov. She left three weeks ago, escorted by the Akatsuki Maru. Everything’s there. Her route through the South Pacific. Crew list. Satellite relay system. Cargo manifest. They’ve been haggling over politics for months and couldn’t agree on much. Security’s a joke as far as I can see. You can check it.”

“That won’t be necessary.” Akiro touched a piece of inlay on the side of the table. A cleverly fitted door opened, revealing a briefcase filled with gold bars. “An intelligent man knows the wisdom of honor.”

For a moment Kasimov’s coarseness faded. Akiro motioned for Shuto to carry the case, and made a sign. He goes free.

Kasimov mumbled his thanks and followed Shuto out of the room. Akiro placed the packet in the drawer. Only one thing remained before he could set things in motion. He called Maki to bring his traveling clothes and went back to studying the katsura branch. It was slightly askew.

Akiro spent time pondering that.

*  *  *

Kasimov and Shuto stopped at the stairway at the edge of the cliffs. The Russian’s small motorcraft bobbed in the surf below.

“Pleasure doing business with—” Kasimov began.

Shuto flowed like water and struck Kasimov in the solar plexus with stiffened fingers, paralyzing his breathing center. Kasimov fell to the ground and pain filled his eyes. What had gone wrong?

“Akiro gave his word,” he managed to gasp.

“And he kept it,” said Shuto, speaking for the first time. “My father is an idealist, with strong principles.”

“Then . . . ?”

Shuto shrugged. “I have different burdens.”

Too late, Kasimov saw his mistake. Shuto wasn’t the loyal servant of his father as he had been led to believe. Kasimov also realized that Akiro didn’t know it.

Shuto’s fist shot out and Kasimov went slack. Shuto took the gold, then searched the Russian for anything else of interest before shoving the body off the cliff.

*  *  *

In Akiro’s dream: His intended bride tried to tell him a joke, but she was laughing too hard to tell the end. He laughed with her. It was a fine summer day. He and some of his fellow pilots had gotten leave from their squadron. The mood of desperation in Tokyo in the summer of 1945 was abated for a while by their good spirits. They borrowed a car and sped to the lush picnic gardens in the hills outside Hiroshima.

Then Akiro saw the Light . . .

The wheels hitting the runway woke Akiro with a start. He had slept the entire flight to Tokyo. As soon as they stopped, Shuto went outside, seeing to things. Their limousine turned out to be a Mercedes, evoking a partnership that never failed to alarm Akiro. Shuto drove, equally as lithe in traffic. Ido Miagi, the man they were going to meet, would be late, but not overly so, a compromise between the demands of his position as the leader of his political party, and the respect that Akiro was due.

Mind-sets. Akiro saw everything through his experience on one single life-changing day. Hiroshima was a lens welded into place which could never be removed. Traffic, for him, became a sea of tightly packed, melted coffins. The crowds were plains of ash. In downtown Tokyo, the government buildings’ vast columns only reminded him of how easily atomic winds toppled the mightiest works.

He grimaced when they passed the Yasukuni shrine near the Imperial Palace. Few things aroused Akiro’s hatred like the old Shinto institution, once the center of the government-sanctioned cult of militarists who had spawned the Second World War. The grand notion of sacrificing oneself for the Emperor had been born here, the lie of nobility in death. There was still a military museum on the grounds with flags and letters painted in blood, and displays venerating the suicide units. For years, no one in office dared visit it for fear of resurrecting the antiwar sentiment that ran so deep in the nation. Now politicians stood before it posing proudly for pictures, glorifying the past. Akiro turned away in disgust.

His meeting with Miagi could not be at his office. They drove instead to a small teahouse where privacy was insured by long family tradition. It was dark and quiet. Akiro shed his shoes and was taken into a room that held only a table surrounded by cushions.

A screen slid open and Miagi walked in. He wore a dark business suit. He bowed and extended his hand. Akiro took it gravely. Miagi slid to the cushions across from Akiro. It was a fluid movement, interesting because Miagi was a big man.

“They’ve gotten their way,” Miagi said without preamble.

“How big is the order?”

“By the end, one hundred tons of plutonium. Weapons grade.”

“Aie,” Akiro swore. “They can never use that much.”

“For the reactor, anyway,” Miagi agreed. “You were right, I see that now. I would not have believed it possible.”

“Anything is possible, human stupidity being what it is.”

“History must not be allowed to repeat itself. Are you ready?” Miagi asked.

Akiro put the two objects he had brought from Hiroshima on the table. An old hand-drawn map of Japan and the southern islands, and a lamp. Both were works of art, vividly colored. Akiro put a match to the wick. The flickering light made the mountains, lakes, cities, and towns all seem as if they were in flames.

“You see?” he asked.

Miagi passed him a small leather notebook. Akiro felt Shuto stir, somewhere out of sight. Had Miagi intended harm, his hand would never have reached Akiro.

“You will find all the account numbers in here. Forgive me, Akiro-san, do you understand wire transfers and the like?”

“Shuto handles all that.”

“A last matter. I am Zen enough to approve your plan in spirit.” Miagi sighed. “But practical, too. Do you know you can never come back? They will hunt you. Are you prepared to sacrifice yourself?”

Akiro thought of his grim-faced doctors. “It is not so great a price to pay for the enlightenment of a nation.”

Miagi smiled. “A good phrase. You should have been a politician. That is what I will call it. Afterwards. Good-bye, my friend.”

“Arigato, Miagi-san.”

Akiro doused the light and rolled the map into its case. Shuto stepped out of the shadows and thumbed through the notebook.

“A lot of money here,” he said.

“Disburse it as necessary.”

Shuto pocketed the book. “I’ll tell the driver where to take you. It’s better for me to go alone where I have to.”

“When will I see you again?”

“On the ship.”

They bowed formally. Akiro was reminded of the woman who birthed the boy, of her painful life and death, and of the marks Shuto bore because of it. Shuto was already gone by the time he walked out the front door into the sunlight outside. Even among the vast crowds, Akiro felt isolated.

He was remembering the Light, and everything that came after.
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S.S. Tuscany

“MY DEAR, ARE YOU ALL Right?”

Justine MacKenzie looked into the pair of concerned elderly English faces standing over her deck chair on the French passenger yacht Tuscany, cruising the South Pacific Ocean. She wasn’t all right. She felt light-headed and weak.

“Please, could you call the ship’s doctor?” she asked.

“Yes, of course. I’m Lady Emily Rowe. This is my husband, Lord Alex Rowe. Everyone calls him the Commodore.”

“I’m sorry to trouble you,” Justine said.

Lady Emily’s smile shined through the lines and wrinkles of her seventy years. She took off her high-collared black-and-white-checked cloth coat and laid it over Justine.

“It’s no trouble at all, my dear. Alex?”

The gaunt, silver-haired Commodore had a military man’s inherent distrust of illness, but Justine looked truly unwell. He straightened his tweed jacket and tugged at his mustache.

“Hmpf. No, of course not, Em. Pleased to do it.”

Rain clouds had moved in, bringing a brisk wind. Lady Emily wore loose cotton pants and a white cable-knit sweater. She and Justine were the only passengers left outside. A steward asked if he could be of help. Lady Emily sniffed primly. When did an English royal ever need help?

“You’re very kind,” Justine said weakly.

“Nonsense, my dear. And call me Lady Em, everyone does. What’s your name?”

“Justine MacKenzie.”

“Do you know what’s troubling you?”

“I’m pregnant.”

Lady Emily looked surprised. “But, my dear, you have the figure of a gymnast.” Truly, Justine was striking even in a simple skirt and blouse. Her body was lean and strong. Her jet black hair, pulled back as tight as piano wire, showed off her dark Latin eyes, straight nose, and full red mouth. Aristocratic was the word to describe her.

Justine managed a smile. “I’m only ten weeks. Not really showing yet. There are complications.”

Lady Emily patted her staunchly. “We women know about that. I had a friend. Healthy as a horse. Her happiest day was when she delivered. Put an end to the misery.”

“How long did she throw up every other minute?” Justine asked.

“Not long. I believe it was replaced by the shakes.”

Further discussion was cut off by the Commodore returning with the ship’s doctor and nurse. Dr. Keller had watery brown eyes and a face that was more pretty than handsome. Parisian, he had a touch of that city’s arrogance. His English was flawless.

Lady Em wagged a finger. “Take good care of her, Phillip.”

Dr. Keller winked at Justine. “Nurse Carter and I know Mrs. MacKenzie.”

Keller’s brunette nurse, an American named Carolyn Carter, was a handsome woman in her late thirties, with knowing gray eyes and a buxom figure that strained the seams of her white uniform. She wrapped a blood pressure cuff around Justine’s arm and took her pressure with a reassuring smile.

“One-twenty over seventy, Doctor.”

Lady Emily hovered nearby. She knew Alex was thinking that she’d picked up another hurt soul to fill her inner void. But he would indulge her, strong for them both, loving her dearly beneath his public gruffness, easing her pain even after all these years. Not for the first time, she wished she could do the same for him.

Dr. Keller opened his bag and prepared a syringe. “As I explained earlier, Justine, your gestational diabetes is getting worse. This insulin will help. Eat a good hot meal and get some bed rest.” Keller handed the spent syringe to Nurse Carter and pulled his cap over his wavy, brown hair. “I’ll see you at dinner.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

“Not at all.”

Nurse Carter stayed after Keller left. “How are you feeling now?”

“Like I didn’t need this on top of everything else,” Justine said bitterly.

Carolyn put an arm around her shoulders. “Pregnancy’s a little scary at first, but you’ll get through it. Your body’s storing sugar for the baby. The problem is it’s just storing a bit too much. You have to be careful, the weakness can sneak up on you. Listen, I have two at home. Want to talk a little?”

Nurse Carter looked like she’d seen a lot of life, Justine thought. But her earthiness was charming.

“Perhaps it would help,” she said.

“Good. I’ll meet you back here at three.”

“Okay.” It was Justine’s turn to smile. “And thanks.”

Lady Emily said thoughtfully, “Does anyone know if that charming Dr. Keller is married?”

There was no mistaking Carolyn Carter’s interest in the matter. “He’s not,” she said. “But I’m working on it.”

Lady Emily positively beamed. “Perhaps I can help.”

“Emily, you promised,” said the Commodore sternly. “No more matchmaking.”

Lady Em winked at Carolyn Carter. “Of course, dear.”

The Commodore gave an exasperated sigh. “It’s blowing up a bit. Let’s go into the lounge.”

Lady Em and the Commodore helped Justine inside. The yacht’s lounge had ample room to relax and read. There were three dozen Japanese men on board, some kind of museum travel group taught by an old curator named Akiro. There was also a Norwegian couple in their forties, Drs. Ivor and Carla Bernhardsen; traveling with Italian colleagues, Drs. Tony and Bette—pronounced “Bet”—Rietti. They were all geologists, going to Japan for a scientific expedition. Last, there were the Rowes. Till today, Justine had kept to herself. No one on the ship knew she was a Senior Covert Operations Director for the Central Intelligence Agency, a specialist in armed and unarmed combat. Pregnancy had taken her off the active list. In fact, a whole new life had seemed possible, until that cold Bethesda morning . . .

She pushed it out of her mind. She was going to Tokyo to meet her husband, Admiral Peter MacKenzie. It had fallen to Mac’s newly formed section under the Joint Chiefs, and her shop at CIA, to plan a shipment of Russian plutonium to Japan. It was a dangerous cargo, a tempting target for terrorists. In the end, Mac, the ranking officer, decided to go on the freighter himself.

“Can I help you to your cabin, my dear?” asked Lady Emily. “You should rest.”

Alex made a distinct harrumpf. “Emily, you are here to rest.”

“I don’t want to be a bother,” said Justine. “I’m sure this will pass. Do you have children yourself?”

Sadness clouded Lady Em’s eyes. “We had a boy. Gerald. He became a missionary in South America. Contracted a disease there. He never recovered.”

“I’m sorry.”

“He was dedicated,” she said proudly, “Like his father. The Commodore was a war hero, you know.”

“Mrs. MacKenzie isn’t interested in all that, Emily,” said the Commodore. “Your husband’s in Tokyo on business?” he asked Justine.

“Special assignment with the navy.”

The Commodore brightened perceptibly. “A navy man? Why didn’t you say so? I commanded submarines in the Big War. Why, we sailed these very waters. What’s his name?”

“Peter MacKenzie.”

“He wouldn’t be Rear Admiral MacKenzie, would he?”

Justine’s own pride showed. “That’s Mac.”

Her stock rose markedly. “Dash it all, I’ve met the man. Fine CO. He sank that stolen minisub, the Kentucky, if I remember correctly. How good to have you among us.”

Lady Emily looked amused. To the Commodore, a naval heritage was better than a listing in Scott’s Peerage.

“Do you play cribbage, Mrs. MacKenzie?”

“No, not really.”

“Game of kings,” said the Commodore happily. “Game of kings. Admiral MacKenzie. Quite good. Sit down, young woman.”
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South Pacific Ocean

THE HUNDRED-THOUSAND-TON RUSSIAN ORE-BULK-OIL Ship 101, Marshal Korlov, shouldered aside another wave, shuddered mightily, and plunged on through the South Pacific Ocean. On the bridge, Captain Nikolai Vladimirovich Raskin lowered his binoculars and clapped his old friend Admiral Peter MacKenzie soundly on the back.

“A fine life, eh, Peter?”

“Sunburn, storms, and seasickness,” MacKenzie said idly. “I wish I had my old submarine back.”

Raskin knew something was wrong with his friend. For three weeks he had been trying to get him to open up, without success. Raskin expanded his considerable chest.

“Stop brooding. Fresh air. Open sea. We never got those on our submarines.”

MacKenzie shielded his eyes. “Where’s the Akatsuki Maru?”

“She’ll be steering wide in these seas.”

“Okay. I see her.”

“I’m sick of staring at the ocean,” said Raskin. “Let’s go to my cabin and drink some of the best pepper vodka on earth.”

“Not on duty,” MacKenzie reprimanded mildly.

“A man reaches the upper ranks, he forgets what it was like on the bottom,” Raskin muttered.

“You’re a Captain First Rank in the Russian navy,” he said. “That’s hardly the bottom, Nikolai.”

Raskin winked. “But not an exalted Admiral like yourself, responsible to three governments. A man to respect.” His pompous tone made MacKenzie laugh.

In a way, MacKenzie was surprised he had been selected for this post. But his friend Admiral Ben Garver, Chief of Naval Operations, had fought for him with the Joint Chiefs. MacKenzie remembered the pride in Garver’s voice when Garver told him.

Mac, you’re going to run a new agency that monitors those infernal brush fires springing up around the globe, and puts out the ones that threaten to grow into infernos.

For six months he’d been trained in intelligence work, including time spent with the Navy SEALs working on combat skills. MacKenzie had never felt more mentally capable and physically able. Yet at this critical moment his heart was so full of worry, it took all his strength just to keep going.

“Peter, a drink will loosen you up. Get you talking. Remember?”

Raskin had been the captain of the Soviet submarine Riga, serving as MacKenzie’s executive officer on the mission to destroy the Kentucky. He also helped MacKenzie survive a personal tragedy that almost destroyed him. Raskin’s cure was a steady supply of vodka and a marvelous grasp of feelings.

MacKenzie remembered the night it all came tumbling out, in a dingy seamen’s bar on the docks of Odessa.

“Nikolai,” he had said, “when we’re born, God places us on the starting line and we trot off innocently and begin our lives. What we don’t know is that thirty seconds later He puts a slavering, horrid monster on that same starting line and points to us and says, Get him!”

“For the first time you feel despair,” Raskin had said.

“Yes.”

“And you think you are less of a man for it.”

“Yes.”

“Then you are a fool, and because of it I will drink to you,” Raskin had said, raising his glass. “Peter, we Russians drink because we have always known there are grinning monsters behind us. That is the truth of the Russian soul. But we have also learned, any day it does not come for you is a good day. So drink, and if God loves you even more than His own son, he may never catch up. Drink, Peter, because one day is all you get, and today we did not die.”

So long ago, MacKenzie thought. When Raskin’s name appeared on the list of captains the Russians submitted for the Korlov, he requested him at once.

First Officer Chenko looked up from his chart table. “Sir, three minutes to check in.”

“Very well,” Raskin acknowledged. “Get the codebooks.”

Chenko removed two thick loose-leaf binders from the safe. He handed one to Raskin and the other to MacKenzie. They placed them on an NSA security console installed back in Russia, and found the correct codes for this transmission. They removed the keys for the console’s two locked keyboards from around their necks.

“Unlock,” said MacKenzie.

They inserted their keys to free the boards, activating the attached monitors.

“Codes on line,” said Chenko.

“Acknowledged. Transmit.”

Heavily armed fighter jets stood ready to scramble instantly from air bases and carriers stationed along their route should the correct codes not be received by the National Security Agency’s orbiting satellites every hour, on the hour, every day she sailed.

“Codes acknowledged,” MacKenzie said. “End transmission.”

They withdrew their keys, the codebooks went back into the safe, and the console shut down for another fifty-nine minutes.

Raskin picked up a clipboard. “Chenko, we’ll make the inspection now.”

“Yes, sir.”

Down on the deck, MacKenzie felt the sea more keenly. The waves broke into white foam as far as the eye could see, a million crests marching along. He tugged his cap over his black hair. Age and responsibility had matured him, there was more silver in his hair, but his gray eyes were still sharp and bright, and the rugged planes of his face and body lean and strong, a blend of Scottish and midwestern ancestry.

MacKenzie strapped on a service Beretta. Raskin was trying unsuccessfully to buckle his.

“Obviously food shortages haven’t reached your part of the service, Nikolai.”

“Moderation is for those of meager spirit,” observed Raskin.

“ ‘Cupolas in Russia are gilded with pure gold,’ ” quoted MacKenzie. “And so’s your stomach, old friend.”

“You’re quoting the poet Vysotsky!” exclaimed Raskin happily. “You remember him.”

“You’d think I’d forget my savior?”

“I was your savior. He was merely a voice.” Raskin clapped one of his great arms around his friend. “Peter, I’ve seen for weeks you are saddened by something. Let me help. Did you learn nothing in Russia?”

“Maybe you’re right, Nikolai.”

“It’s private in our bubble.”

“Okay.”

In the Korlov’s cavernous main hold, Russian engineers had constructed a special containment area for the plutonium. A glass bubble covered a hundred stainless steel cylinders set into a turntable-type retriever machine with a pneumatic arm that could move them one by one to a transfer belt. Their polished surfaces glistened softly in bright blue racks. Red and green coils of wire on the pneumatic arm looked like blood vessels. Yellow and black radiation warnings were posted everywhere.

“Sergeant Porter.” MacKenzie saluted one of the American Marines on board, who returned it crisply.

“Afternoon, Admiral. Captain Raskin.”

“Nice way to see the sights, eh?”

Porter looked around. “Admiral, a swimming pool’s just about too much water for me. I’m fine down here.”

“Not worried being so close to the hot stuff?”

Porter displayed his usual equanimity. “You going in again, sir?”

“Yes.”

Porter smiled. “Then I’m not worried.”

Mac and Raskin put on radiation suits. The Geiger counter showed only normal background radiation. Raskin secured the outer door and they went through the inner lock.

“I haven’t told you everything,” MacKenzie began, once inside. “They have these tests to tell you about the baby. One of them measures something called alpha-fetoprotein in the spinal fluid. They find a little, it’s okay. The central nervous system is developing normally. Too much means the spine isn’t closing. What’s supposed to be inside the baby, is outside.” MacKenzie’s voice almost broke. “You get a number. One to ten. One, okay. Ten, well, it’s pretty horrible. The brain might not be developing at all.”

“What was your number?”

“Six. Inconclusive. Trouble is, by the time you know for sure, it’s past when you can do anything about it.”

Raskin shook his head sadly. “How is Justine?”

“She’s depressed, Nikolai. Confused. Honestly, I can’t say she’s the same woman anymore.”

“Time, Peter. Perhaps, in time . . .”

“Sure. I know. We figured a long cruise might help. That’s why she’s on the Tuscany.”

“And you?”

“Nothing stays the same, Nikolai. I learned that.”

Everything had been looking up. New job. Secure marriage. First child. A bright future. Then it all came crashing down. He’d wondered more than once if his personal problems had kept him from concentrating fully on his task. Had he spent too much time with Justine and not enough on his job?

They finished checking all the seals and recording the radiation readings around the cylinders and the oxygen tanks. Care here was essential. Plutonium was one of the most toxic substances on earth. A speck could cause cancer.

“Nikolai, talking about problems. Will you let me return the favor?”

Raskin looked at him curiously. “How did you know?”

“It was in your dossier. First your wife dies of cancer, then a month later your parents are killed in a car crash. I’m truly sorry. Can I help?”

“The time for help is over, Peter, I failed Irina. My wife died because the country is poor, and medicine is scarce. In the end my rank meant nothing. I live with guilt every day. I tell you, when my parents died, it felt like . . . punishment.”

“That’s crazy.”

“Peter, I am sixty-two. They knew my pleasure to work with you again. This voyage is to honor me. But the Korlov is my last command. I am being retired.”

That, MacKenzie hadn’t known. “What will you do?”

“I don’t know. I have no wife, no parents, no children. Normally Irina and I would have retired to a good life. A pension. A small cottage. But she is dead, and those promises cannot be kept. The economy is bankrupt. You can’t even get a decent apartment. There are no jobs. What kind of future is that?”

“Come to Washington.”

Raskin smiled sadly. “I don’t want to leave Russia, Peter. I wouldn’t be a good American. With the exception of yourself, you are too meager a people for me.”

“When this trip is over, we’ll make plans. There are options . . .”

“Now that you are such a big shot, eh?”

“I was thinking street sweeper.”

“In Russia that’s a good job.”

It was almost time for the next transmission. They sealed up the containment area and climbed back to the main deck. MacKenzie’s shoulders were bowed under the weight of his conflicts. He felt very much afraid and alone.



4

Tuscany

JUSTINE HAD SPENT THE AFTERNOON playing cribbage with Lady Emily and the Commodore, then met Carolyn in the lounge. Afterwards, as she lay in her stateroom, her mind just churned endlessly, so she went out to walk the polished decks, avoiding other passengers. By nightfall, a thick fog bank had rolled in, suiting her isolation.

Her life had stopped that morning in the doctor’s office in Bethesda Naval Hospital. The pictures of infants born with open spines were so terrifying, she’d rushed to the bathroom and thrown up. Later, despite Mac’s hand in hers, the coldness had crept in. She could be nourishing a monster inside her. The fog swirled before her like dreams. No balls to throw. No dances to teach. No school plays to attend. Nothing but protracted misery, and death at an early age.

She tried to remember there was a chance the child was normal. Could she take the chance? Maternal feelings welled up. Could she kill her child on a possibility? Mac told her to have faith. She’d sneered at that and pushed him away. It wasn’t in his belly. His blood wasn’t feeding what might be in those terrible pictures.

The ocean raced past, an endless series of pools and eddies leading her nowhere. The sole pleasant time in her day had been spent with Carolyn Carter.

“I’ll tell you,” Carolyn had said, her white uniform filled to the point of bursting, munching a celery stalk from a second Bloody Mary, I’m-off-duty-thank-you-kindly. “The first year of motherhood is like being a POW. Sleep deprivation and torture.”

“Should I file that under things they don’t tell you?”

“Believe it, dearie. And more. Men wrote the book, and what do they know about anything? You’re walking around fat and ugly, and they’re saying it’s beautiful. Sure, for them it’s beautiful. They’re not pregnant.”

It was the first time Justine had laughed in days. It felt good.

“You gotta laugh, hon,” Carolyn said. “World’s too tough to take otherwise. Besides, at least you’re meeting someone in Tokyo. I’ll just sit here and put in calls to my mother back in San Diego.”

“Divorced?”

Carolyn lit a cigarette. “Widowed. One of those stupid things you hear about and never figure will happen to you. He was playing ball with his friends like he did every Sunday. He had a heart attack running for second base. We had an okay marriage. Just not a lot of insurance. I went a little crazy for a while, but the kids needed taking care of, and food had to be put on the table. So I dried the tears and went back to work.”

“How’d you get here?”

“I got tired of being pawed by hospital docs used to pretty young nurses rolling over easy on the chance they’ll get married. If you haven’t noticed, I’m not exactly underdeveloped. The guys in the bars and clubs? Gimme a break. Out here it’s quiet. People are nice. And Phillip, well . . .”

“You like him, don’t you?”

“It’s scary how much. He snaps those cute fingers and I jump.”

“Don’t underrate yourself.”

“Sweetie, I’m too old not to know how old I am. But thanks.” Carolyn drained the last of her drink. “We’ll talk more later, okay?”

“I’d like that,” Justine had said.

Stewards were already serving in the dining room. The Japanese sat at two long tables, the curator, Akiro, at the head of one, with a vacant place to his right. The handsome blond, blue-eyed Bernhardsens and dark, professorish Riettis were dining together. Justine caught part of their animated discussion as she passed by.

“We can’t get the pictures with the robot, Tony. I tell you the angle’s too steep,” Ivor Bernhardsen said.

“What if it blows while we’re inside?” Rietti responded. “You remember Peru. Or don’t you care?”

“You know damn well I do.”

“You’re not being fair, Tony,” said Carla. “Bette?”

Bette took her husband’s hand. “Whatever Tony thinks best.”

“If you both feel that way, why did you come?” Bernhardsen demanded.

“To keep you from killing yourself,” said Rietti. “You’ve lost your mind.”

Bernhardsen’s chiseled face was filled with anger. “At least I haven’t lost my nerve.”

Justine missed Tony Rietti’s reply when Lady Emily called out, “My dear, join us, won’t you? Alex and I have a place all ready for you.”

They were at the captain’s table with Dr. Keller and Carolyn Carter. Justine couldn’t avoid them without being rude.

“Thank you. I do have an appetite.”

She turned to lay her jacket across a chair and found herself face-to-face with one of the Japanese men. For a second, instincts trained by years of combat sounded an alarm. There was something in the man’s manner, an aura she had learned to watch for, one she knew well. It was a familiarity with the ways of death. Even in baggy clothing, he moved with the fluid containment of a trained Karateka, a combat master. His eyes were the color of fire. Her mind registered that she was facing one of her own breed. Then someone called, “Shuto!” and he was gone, and her own troubles returned to dull the brief contact.

“Mrs. MacKenzie, Captain Moré.” Alex Rowe presented her to the portly, bearded master of the ship.

“Madame MacKenzie, we have seen too little of you. You walk the decks like a ghost.”

“I’m here to rest, Captain.”

“I hope you are enjoying the voyage.”

“It’s been very pleasant.”

Moré speared a shrimp. “We have had to rely on the Commodore for news about you.”

“My husband and I are vacationing in Tokyo.”

Carolyn’s thick hair fell to her shoulders. She wore a dark skirt and sleeveless blouse. Stockings and heels showed off her fine legs. “Vacationing from what?” she asked. “I forgot to ask what you do.”

“I produce educational media.”

“Oh, that’s nice.”

It had taken Justine years to find something she was never asked to explain, absolutely no one had any questions about, and about which there was nothing further to say.

Moré poured more wine. “As a military man, of course, I appreciate your Admiral’s exploits. I imagine he’ll rise to great prominence, like Commodore Rowe.”

“You embarrass me, Captain,” said the Commodore.

“Don’t be so modest, Alex,” said Lady Rowe. To the rest she said, “He was awarded the Victoria Cross for sinking five enemy ships in one night before his sub was hit. He barely survived. He was stranded on some deserted island or other. Sophie something.”

“Sōfu gan, dear. But I’d prefer to be known for my European Community service. The war was over a long time ago.”

Justine lifted her wine and looked questioningly at Dr. Keller. He mouthed the words just one. She sipped it gratefully.

“Admiral MacKenzie wouldn’t be on the Marshal Korlov, would he?” Moré had a twinkle in his eye. “We’re going to pass very close to her tonight.”

“I can’t say.”

“Madame, everybody sailing these seas knows the Korlov is passing through, and exactly what she’s carrying. All those countries telling her to stay out of their waters, eh?”

For a moment she thought about threatening to report the Gaelic braggart to his superiors as soon as they docked, but she let it go, and changed the subject.

“Phillip, did you always want to be a doctor?”

“Always. I used to go on rounds with my uncle. He forever seemed to have a letter from a grateful patient to show me. It affected me deeply.”

“And going to sea?”

“I’m from an old French Jewish family. A branch of the Rothschilds. Social responsibility was drummed into me from the start. I suppose I rebelled after all that school and training. Perhaps it was irresponsible to go to sea, but I wanted to see more of the world.”

“You have a kindred soul in Nurse Carter,” said Lady Emily.

Phillip patted Carolyn’s hand. “We share more than the desire to travel. Carolyn is a wonderful partner.”

Carolyn blushed. “Why, thank you, Phillip.”

Judging from Keller’s reaction, Justine thought, Carolyn might have more of a chance than she thought. Justine didn’t know why she didn’t warm to Keller. Maybe she was just too damn picky. If he made Carolyn happy, she had no reason to question it.

“Steak for you tonight, Justine,” Keller said. “You need the protein.”

“I had my heart set on the duck with black cherries.”

“Too much sugar. Even the wine is pushing it. High-protein diet. Meat, chicken, fish. Or the weakness comes back.”

“The baby’s in charge now, my dear,” said Lady Emily. “You might as well accept it.”

“When are you due?” asked Captain Moré.

Maybe never. “Late spring.”

Carolyn picked up her glass and the others followed. “Here’s to the old saying that babies bring luck.”

Later on, Justine was reminded of the toast. And just how wrong people can be.

*  *  *

Justine went to sleep right after dinner, only to be awakened by waves of nausea in the middle of the night. It was all she could do to make it into the head and throw up. It was getting worse. She could barely keep any food down.

She pressed a cold towel to her face.

“You look horrible,” she said to her reflection.

What time was it? Three in the morning. Damn. She’d never get back to sleep. The stateroom felt like a cage. She wished Mac were here. Moré had said they’d pass near the Korlov tonight. Maybe she could see its lights. Anything to feel closer to Mac. And the air would do her good.

She slipped on jeans and a gray sweatshirt, sneakers, ankle-warmer socks, and tied her hair back. Her jeans still closed without strangling her. She pulled on a jacket and hit the door handle, but it was locked. At first she thought it might be jammed, but it was locked from the outside. And the phone on her night table was dead. She looked at the wall compass. They were heading west instead of north. Alarms began to go off in her head.

For a full five minutes she sat on the bed, deep in thought, so motionless she looked frozen. Contingencies. Equations of possibility. One thought kept emerging and could not be ignored.

We’re passing close to the Korlov.

Was the Tuscany being used for a raid? If it was, who was behind it and how were they staging it? What did her play have to be to put herself in the best position if it couldn’t be stopped? Her advantage lay in knowing the Korlov’s security arrangements. She had an idea. She’d have to improvise as time went on, but under the circumstances it was the best she could do.

She used the screwdriver in her Swiss Army knife to remove the door plate and disengage the locking mechanism. She took two pieces of ID from her wallet and tossed the rest out the porthole. She threw out all her expensive dresses and suits, keeping only the simplest skirt and blouse and a pair of tan shoes. Those she cut the labels out of, and stuffed them into a big leather handbag.
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