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Prologue

The Conceiving of a New Weapon
Africa, 1968
Louie Washkanski, the world's first artificial heart
transplant recipient, has just died after proving the viability of
Doctor Christian Barnard’s surgical procedure. The African surgeon is acclaimed for performing an operation that was judged
a giant step toward man controlling his final destiny. The failure
in survival had not been in the surgical technique, but in the biological phenomenon of an immune system that rejected through
incompatibility. It was universally concluded that if the immune
system could be suppressed, rendered impotent for a temporary
period, body transplants could become a reality. Based on this
premise laboratories around the world changed their focus, their
sole purpose being to understand and undermine the immune system. Predictably, greater emphasis was placed on the latter rather
than the former. Competition to find the most effective weakening agents became a frenetic competition.
A young genius named Aleksei Ivanovich Petrov, working
in a Russian laboratory in Minsk, was fired by the thought of
mutating the debilitating virus that caused the common cold, a
comparatively harmless virus, unless neglected and allowed to
progress into pneumonia. Experiments in this laboratory centered on temporary viral suppression of the immune system.
Seven years later, under Aleksei’s supervision, a young
laboratory assistant named Skolonoff accidentally dropped a
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glass vial containing mutated viruses of the common cold. On
picking up the broken pieces, Skolonoff gave himself a minor
nick. It was so insignificant that he gave scant attention to Aleksei’s urgent warning that he immediately disinfect and cauterize
the broken skin. Six months later, with still no breakthrough in
controlling the effects of the virus, Aleksei connected the almost
forgotten incident to the devastating symptoms of body rot now
being experienced by Skolonoff.
It was unlikely that a young man in his prime would contract
pneumocystis, a terminal sickness more prevalent among the
very old and decrepit, unless he’d been submitted to an agent
that had devastated his immune system. What was even more
unusual, and not easily explained, was that no one—except the
man’s roommate, Berreninkoff—had shown any signs of catching the virus. Berreninkoff’s blood tests showed positive, but
he felt no sickness. As it was common knowledge that the two
were homosexuals, Alexsei suspected that such a lifestyle was
conducive to the transmission of the virus. It was the fear of
this connection that prompted Aleksei to confide the incident
to Vladimir Andrekov, his mother’s employer, lover, and highranking government official.
Andrekov warned Aleksei that every technician in the laboratory must be made aware of his personal responsibility to
prevent such a virus escaping the confines of the laboratory.
He issued a government directive that any public disclosure of
poor laboratory safety standards would result in governmental
censure, and the withdrawal of funding and privileges.
A month later Berreninkoff was alone in his apartment after
Skolonoff had been taken to hospital, when he received a surprising hand-delivered invitation to attend a diplomatic ambassadorial reception on the following Thursday. The invitation
was from Vladimir Andrekov himself, the recently appointed
Assistant to the Deputy Chairman of the KGB. Berreninkoff
was thrilled at the honor, and was subsequently at the reception,
where he was introduced by Andrekov to two young Americans,
David Hornby and Malcolm Davis, both aids at the American
embassy and, as it happened, both homosexuals.
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Thereafter, Berreninkoff became aware that his movements
were being strictly monitored. His two-month-long affair with
the Americans suddenly culminated in an incensed tirade from
Andrekov, and an ignominious expulsion of the two Americans
from the country.
However, there was a third American of the same sexual persuasion that caused no such consternation. He was unknown to
David and Malcolm, and kept apart by Andrekov who afforded
him every courtesy and easy tolerance. However, the KGB file
on this third American grew with every explicit photograph.
David returned to his home in New York, and Malcolm
was immediately dispatched by his wealthy Californian family
to Africa, where he spent months carrying on his promiscuous pursuits while waiting for his family to forgive and forget
his disgrace. It was a most unfortunate detour, for Africa is a
pernicious country where disease and pestilence are nurtured
by poverty, filth, and a conducive-to-disease climate. To be in
Africa with an impaired immune system is to be naked in a
storm. Malcolm returned to California, unaware of his curtailed
life span, and continued his promiscuous lifestyle all the way to
an early death from pneumonia.
In Russia, Berreninkoff had been immediately placed in
isolation, diagnosed as having a rare blood disorder, and was
never heard of again.
1979 New York
A strange variety of inappropriate diseases began to hit New
York’s gay community.
1981 Atlanta, Georgia
In a complex near the Emory University, the EIS (Epidemic
Intelligence Service) of America’s Center for disease control,
began to investigate why young men in New York and California
in particular, were developing such unlikely diseases as pneumocystic and cytomegalovirus, diseases usually confined to an
aged population. In July of that year, there were twenty such
cases known to be in New York, and six in California.
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In 1982 it was recognized that various other diseases, such as
herpes, were also on the increase. Victims seemed to have little
resistance, and a diagnosis was made identifying a hitherto unknown
disease that apparently attacked the body’s immune system. In Africa
disease was running rampant among the blacks, aided by an apparent
immune deficiency. For want of a better name the new condition was
called the anti-immune-deficiency syndrome, or AIDS.
1984
One hundred and twenty-one diagnosed cases of AIDS in New
York, seventy-eight in California, and another sixty spread around
the country. But no panic! It was confined to a relatively small
segment of the voting public, namely the gay population. And so
the alarm bells were muffled, with as much attention being paid to
Legionella pneumophila, another strange and hitherto unknown
disease that had seemingly materialized out of nowhere.
Some years later, with over ten million known cases of
AIDS, the spread going from gays to junkies, to prostitutes to
heterosexuals, to newborn and unborn, it had become the death
knell of a hedonistic society, and it was still just gathering
momentum. The experts projected the measurable tip of the iceberg to be a conservative forty million by the end of the century.
Such predictions filled Aleksei Ivanovich Petrov with an insupportable sense of guilt, and with government sanction, another
change of focus was made in his laboratory that sought to eliminate the disease. However, Andrekov was privately not so concerned. He considered the virus to be a heaven sent opportunity,
for if it could be controlled it held the promise of a long-term
subversive weapon that could devastate an unsuspecting enemy.
It was a weapon that had two things very much in its favor:
Its victims never voluntarily disclosed their condition and so
it remained an effective weapon until their death, and – no matter the nationality – they were easily manipulated politically to
support an imagined neglect rather than ignorance in providing
effective treatment.
n n n
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They were gathered, the five hardliners of the Soviet Inner
Presidium: Yazov, Gennady Yanayev, Pugo, Pavlov, Kryuchkov and the newly appointed Vladimir Andrekov, to discuss
their opposition to the path being taken by their new leader,
Gorbachev.
“It was Khrushchev who raised expectations by boasting to
the world that we would bury the U.S.A. with its unsustainable
economy. Kryuchkov knew the immediate alternative was a
war they couldn’t win. Khrushchev was always a loudmouth,”
Kryuchkov snarled.
“We could still bury them.” Andrekov murmured.
Kryuchkov swung around. “It’s not bloody likely.”
Vladimir Andrekov, the offspring of a mismatched marriage,
had the brains of a White Russian aristocrat and the cunning of
a Ukrainian peasant. He spoke quietly. “The Americans think
they’ve won the cold war because we couldn’t keep up with their
extravagance, but we’ve still got a few strings to our bow. All we
have to do is cripple their economy. Give them something extra
to contend with, then challenge them with the cold war again.”
The group looked askance at the newcomer. He was respected
as a good negotiator, and had been accepted as one of the remaining party hard-liners. To them, perestroika and glasnost were
anathema, but they were realists, and acknowledged the irreversible political reality. Gorbachev’s new edict had decreed their loss
of power and the end of a lucrative and prestigious lifestyle. They
blamed Gorbachev for their personal losses and the inevitable
break-up of the Soviet Empire. But to oppose Gorbachev openly
would have hastened their purge from the party. Instead, they had
chosen to wait, and surreptitiously undermine their President by
supporting Yeltsin, little knowing that he only opposed Gorbachev
because he thought he was moving too slowly in promoting his
idea of entering a free world market.
Pavlov looked thoughtful. “If we could devastate their economy enough to allow us to continue the cold war we would save
face before the world.”
Andrekov knew he was on trial. “First you remove all traces
of inhibition by flooding the country with cocaine, making it
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accessible to the whole American working population. We’ll be
discreet in giving support and armaments to Iran. We kill off
their American scientists, and contaminate the blood of America
with the AIDS virus, the greatest scourge the world has ever
known. I’ve made a study of ways this can be accomplished. In
10 years we’ll have the world’s most hedonistic country on its
knees. Their wealth has made them a promiscuous bunch. The
Muslim terrorists and the AIDS virus will be our Champions.
They’ll never even know they’ve been attacked, much less who
attacked them. You can see what it’s done to Africa.”
n n n

Within a week Andrekov was on his way to Colombia, to
contact those already established as drug lords with Mafia contacts in the U.S.A. Gorbachev’s precipitant action would catch
up and disgrace him before the whole country.
Andrekov confronted the ten men he had been sent to woo in
the hacienda of Jorge Ochoa Vasquez, the acknowledged patriarch of the so-called Medellin Cartel.
They were men not unlike Andrekov’s Russian masters,
diversified and individual in appearance, but singularly toughminded to the point of being utterly ruthless. Pablo Escobar
Gaviria, the smooth, olive-skinned trafficker with moody eyes
that glittered black beneath hooded lids, was more deadly than
Cuscoso, the most blood-thirsty of his hired killers. But, to the
poor townspeople of his native Antioguia, Escobar was a clever,
ambitious businessman, a generous benefactor, and a pillar of
the community.
Don Fabio, the innocent-looking epitome of the tranquil
good life, white-haired and grotesquely fat, was a consummate
equestrian with some five hundred thoroughbred Paso Finos in
his stables. He was always aggressively pushing for his place
among the elite of the world. Ever perceiving himself as a member of the rich and famous and, with an innate belief that corruption rose like cream, he’d once sent a pair of his finest horses
with his compliments to the Reagan ranch in California. It was
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received by Nancy who telephoned the President at the White
House in Washington, and put the head groom on the line.
“Are they good stock, Walter?” the President asked.
“The best, Mr. President.”
“You sure they’re not made of wood?”
“Positive, Mr. President.”
“Well, Walter, as long as they’re gift horses and not Trojan
horses, we’ll not look them in the mouth. You’d better send him
a post card and thank him.”
“Shall I ask your secretary to sign it, Mr. President?”
“No Walter, sign it yourself. Put your full title and smear a
little horse shit on the corner.”
n n n

It was after the American election that had put Mr. Bush in the
White House that Gorbachev’s internal enemies decided to send
Andrekov to Colombia to meet the men behind the Medellin Cartel.
Though ostensibly comprised of car salesmen, businessmen, politicians, and others too arrogant or stupid to even pretend employment,
the Cartel was essentially comprised of men with a single insatiable
greed. All were anachronisms of their society; each drove a large
Mercedes, Porsche or Rolls Royce, and lived in a villa with pool and
tennis court. Their one commonality was their willingness to go to
any length to maintain their pretentious lifestyle.
The immediate dissenter confronting Andrekov was an American hoodlum named Frank Angoletti, the red-necked younger
brother of the notorious un vrai monsieur, head of the Florida
drug milieu. He was there representing the family’s interest on the
distribution aspect of the enterprise. Angoletti’s manner was truculent; his voice was a grating accusation. “The whole proposition
stinks!” he exploded, turning away. “Something for nothing! It’s
another god-damned attempt to take over our established territories. Everyone knows Noriega won’t be back. The CIA can’t risk
it being known that he was originally their plant.”
The fact that Angoletti’s outburst went uninterrupted by the
more reserved of the group, convinced Andrekov that they had
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reached an accord on strategy at a prior meeting. They were not
to be easily persuaded that his proposal would advance their
cause. He looked out of the window, across the veranda into the
verdant green of the Columbian undergrowth. Medellin, with
its high altitude in the mountains, was cool even at this time of
year. The hollow footfall of his personal body-guard patrolling
the wooden veranda gave him little assurance. He turned back,
speaking impeccable English; they all spoke English, some with
heavy accents. English was the common language, understood
by all, and though Russian by birth, Andrekov’s English was
more grammatically correct than that spoken by the American,
Angoletti.
Their suspicious faces presented a wall of sullen, almost
hostile, expectation.
“There’s no question of encroaching on anyone’s territory,”
Andrekoff said softly. “On the contrary, we will not be marketing
at all, and will expect every family to extend its territory within
their own jurisdiction. We’re proposing that we help organize
production in Colombia to ensure an endless supply that will
flood the U.S. market at a price within everyone’s reach.”
The noncommittal silence gave little encouragement.
“The pride and strength of America is their so-called free
enterprise system,” Andrekov urged. “We’ve done feasibility
studies, business plans and five year cash flow projections. If
you follow our plan, within five years, you’ll truly be among
the richest men in the world. You’ll be more efficient, and have
guaranteed uninterrupted access to the richest market in the
world, with a product your customers can’t refuse. Your present production is only a fraction of the American potential.” He
knew he must placate Angoletti. “Most of your stuff already
comes from around here, Frank. But with the right political
pressure and a little help, we’ll buy a replacement for Noriega,
and Panama will again become your land route to Mexico with
its second longest border into the U.S.A. Sanchez, you can move
in and organize the farmers as far as southern Peru. They’ll
drop all marginal-profit crops and concentrate on cocaine. We’ll
make it three times as profitable to grow as any other crop. The
x
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politicians will be in your pocket, and Escobar and his men can
again give the judiciary the option of co-operating with silver in
their pockets or lead in their guts. We’ll send specialists to train
your soldiers. We’ll assert political pressure to get legalization
within the Columbian borders, and we’ll send a specialized
force to infiltrate the U.S.A.” He sensed their increased interest, and dropped the ‘we’. Colombia will be on your payroll.
You’ll flood the American market with the stuff. I have backers
who will put up an initial four billion in eight percent reverse
mortgage loans to set up production fields throughout Colombia
and Peru.”
Angelotti was stubborn. “What backers? Anyone that hopes
to replace pudding face in Panama will have to deal with Bush.
He’ll have to be supported militarily against the U.S.A. And if
the Soviet Union is our backer, it’s common knowledge that it’s
already damn near bankrupt. I’d like to know who’s gonna collect on this four billion. It sure don’t add up. If they’re not gonna
market the stuff themselves, what’s in it for them?”
Andrekov remained calm and persuasive. “Russia’s in no
way involved. Hostility toward the West is spreading across
Islam. We are dealing with Hussein, Arafat, Qadaffi, and their
new contacts in Iran and Saudi Arabia. The initial financing is
already in place. You won’t have to worry about the collections,
but we’ll want fifty percent of all new business to plough back
into armaments and a special force to ensure the protection of
your market. We’ll infiltrate and maintain this force within the
U.S.A. Believe me; the yanks will be far too busy surviving, to
want any part of a drug war.”
Jorge Ochoa Vasquez, sitting solid and unyielding at the
head of the table, looked around. There were imperceptible
nods, but he waited for Escobar before speaking, and the signal was to hold out. “No,” he finally pronounced, “you’re not
giving us anything. It is you who are getting a service from us.
You are using us to undermine your enemy. Our goal is to keep
America’s economy healthy to enable us to sell at top prices.”
Andrekov massaged his long nose. The moment had arrived.
At least, he thought, Vasquez has got more on the ball than
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Angoletti. “Give them time and you’ll lose your market altogether. They’ll shut you out without our help. I’m suggesting
support for you to become the richest men in the world. Is that
not what you want?”
“We want a sixty-forty split. You’re coming in on an established business with a two thousand percent mark-up on the
cheapest labor in the world. If there’s such potential for expansion, you can operate on a forty percent cut of the additional
business.”
It was more than Andrekov had hoped for. He found it difficult to conceal his relief. He’d negotiated without involving
his Russian bosses, and saved them billions. “I’ll have to let you
know,” he said, seemingly unsure of himself. “It’s pretty steep,
and my principals haven’t unlimited resources.”
n n n

xii

Chapter 1

Recognizing the Weapon

They found the body sucked into the sand of the
Californian coast by the retreating tide. It was emaciated and
grey in a tangle of black plastic, and on the steel draining table,
proved little challenge to the coroner’s forensic pathologist.
Within minutes, Felix Valtim, looking like a shortsighted
Groucho Marx, dispelled all doubt of it being a poisoning,
drowning, or mercy killing of a terminally ill patient. “The man
was sedated alright, but he died of AIDS complicated by double
pneumonia.” He made the announcement with finality, looking
over his shoulder at Mathews.
The obese police lieutenant stopped swinging his fat leg,
and rose heavily from the table against a far wall. He ambled
over, showing interest. “How d’you know?”
Felix straightened, grunting. “It doesn’t take a genius. His
blood is full of antibodies. His skin is psoriatic, and the deterioration of brain tissue is so bad it smells.” He continued scrutinizing the corpse. “He’s been dead about six or seven hours,
but there are a number of anomalies that need explaining.” His
voice was tight.
“Such as how he got in the water?” suggested the lieutenant.
“No, that one’s easy. He was buried at sea, but there’s no way
of confirming my suspicion of why he was so heavily sedated
with Valium.”
Mathews frowned. “You mean buried from a ship? How
could you know that?”
Without comment, Felix turned the body over, his rubbergloved hand pointing to a line of broken skin leading from high
1
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back to a focal point of damage around the midsection. “He was
placed in a plastic bag face down, zipped up, turned over and
pushed off a plank set at too low an angle. Rigor mortis hadn’t
set in, and the weight of the legs going over the edge bent the
body and caused these abrasions from the zipper. I’d guess there
was enough air pocketed in the bag to keep him buoyant long
enough for the tide to bring him in, but the zipper got torn by
the rocks in the shallows.”
Mathews grunted his comprehension, looking closer. “You’d
make a good cop. Why is the skin so peculiar?”
Felix shook his head. “That’s what concerns me. He’s Asian or
East Indian of course, and his skin is naturally dark, but I’d guess
he was sedated, stripped of clothing, treated with a chemical of
some kind, and put in a tank as fodder for about three to five
million mosquitoes.” He ran his gloved hand over the skin. “It’s
supposedly been established that mosquitoes can’t carry the AIDS
virus, and the application on the skin could have been a salve
applied after the mosquito bites, but that’s not likely. It’s more
likely it’s something that was applied before, to encourage the
feeding. The poor bastard could never have survived the ordeal.”
Mathews looked incredulous. “Jesus Murphy, Doc, are you
saying he was used to infect mosquitoes?” He stepped back from
the table. “What ass-hole would want to do that?” He looked at
Felix as though expecting a retraction, then asked anxiously,
“And what’s this about a chemical? Is the guy contagious?”
Felix smiled at the lieutenant’s incongruous behavior;
Mathews had seen death too many times to suddenly turn
squeamish. “The six hours in the sea has done a thorough job of
washing it off,” Felix explained, “but whatever it was caused an
allergic rash, proving he was still alive when the chemical was
painted over his entire body.” He pointed. “You can see it’s quite
unlike the occasional large eruptions that are the direct cause
of AIDS, or the countless little lumps that are the mosquito
bites—inflicted before death—and not by chance either. There’s
far too many of them.” Felix eyes looked huge as he turned his
thick lens toward Mathews. “Did you know there are over two
thousand species of mosquito and they’re finding more all the
2
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time? They’ve been responsible for the downfall of a number
of ancient civilizations around the Mediterranean. They gorge
themselves about every seven hours, but the AIDS virus is supposed to survive no longer than one or two hours after leaving
its human host. It’s possible that this body was coated with a
preservative of some kind to be ingested by the mosquito and
in turn prolong the life of the virus until it found its next host.”
The lieutenant remained silent.
“Of course,” Felix added, “it’s all pure conjecture. The
chemical could have also been a stimulant to get the little buggers feeding. But one thing is very certain, the problem of starting an epidemic is a lot less complicated than stopping one. I’d
say that some crazies are trying to use science in a long term
covert operation to kill us off.”
Felix wasn’t given to making irresponsible statements; the
lieutenant had known him too long to think otherwise, but he
was badly shaken by the enormity of the suggestion. “OK,
supposing someone was trying to give our AIDS epidemic a
boost, how would they get the mosquitoes distributed around
the country?”
Felix peeled off his rubber gloves. “Probably from ships
like the one that buried this man at sea.” He threw the gloves
into a disposal bin. “There could be others like this one. We get
freighters from just about every country in the world. While in
dock, it would be a simple matter to eject a few million mosquitoes from a tank through a warm air tube at night. They can fly
up to twenty miles for a meal.”
“I wouldn’t care to be one of the ship’s crew.”
Felix smiled. “No problem, if you’d been treated with the
right insectifuge.”
Mathews snorted with derision. “It’s crazy! The whole
bloody world would be at risk.”
“Sure,” Felix agreed, “it’s madness, but there’s a lot of madness going around. Then again, someone might have already
found a cure, or is pretty certain of finding one. If an unknown
enemy chose to take the long term approach, he could wipe us
out without our ever confronting him.”
3
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“That’s assuming he’s quite ignorant that he’s placing the
whole world at risk.”
“There are many that don’t see further than their nose.”
“Alright, we’ll go with it. Will you put all this in your
report?”
“Of course.”
“By tonight?”
“Yes.”
The lieutenant’s manner became brusque. “OK, if you’re
willing to stick your neck out, I’ll do the same. I’ll include
it with my report, after we’ve traced the ship.” He frowned
thoughtfully. “You say he was in the water for only six or seven
hours—that’s one tide—and we know the currents that would
carry him to the place he was found. Therefore we can find
out the location of the freighter at the time he was dumped. I’ll
put out a check on all shipping that left San Francisco and Los
Angeles within the last twelve hours.”
n n n

Within twenty-four hours the lieutenant’s report was on
the desk of his District Superintendent, who read it and hastily
decided it was a matter for the Federal Bureau of Investigation.
At 3:30 A.M. the closed circuit telephone system of NOIWON
(National Operations and Intelligence Watch Officers’ Network) alerted the U.S. Crisis Management Center. The officer
on watch contacted General Islington, head of Military Intelligence, who advised delay in sending out a General alert that
would automatically take in the White House, the National
Military Command center in the Pentagon, the Operations
room of the C.I.A, the FBI, and the National Security Agency
in Fort Meade.
At ten o’clock the following morning, President Bush
received General Islington in the Oval Office. He read the full
report, and listened to Islington’s counsel. “I agree we don’t
want to start a panic,” he said, his face set in hard serious lines,
“The fewer that know of this the better. We must find out more
4
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before sounding a crisis alert.” He frowned, seeing Islington’s
haggard appearance. “Are you alright?”
Islington mopped his white crew cut, and returned the handkerchief to his pocket. “It’s just a bug,” he muttered weakly.
The President continued. “Hussein could be behind this.
Right now he’s crazy enough for anything.”
“It all sounds a little farfetched to me. They found what they
think was the freighter, but there was nothing to prove it was
used for such a purpose.”
“Perhaps, but it could be the reason the Epidemic Intelligence Service is reporting an increase in positive testing of
AIDS. We could be onto something hot, and when you have a
couple of rabid jackals and a somewhat testy bear outside your
cabin, it’s wise to see all the doors are locked. You’d better get
someone over there to check things out.”
“If it will ease your mind, I’ll send Carter. He’s a good man.”
President Bush looked thoughtful. “I’d rather you sent
McGregor.”
“We already have some CIA boys over there, and McGregor’s
just returned from Lebanon.”
“I know, but send McGregor anyway.”
Islington shrugged. “A number of countries are testing and
segregating of course, with the positives going into special camps,
but there’s never been a suggestion of using AIDS as a weapon.”
“There’s always a first. The CIA would crucify us politically if it ever got out that we were withholding this kind of
information.”
The General looked around for a seat. “Mind if I sit?” He did
so without waiting for permission. “McGregor tends to step outside his jurisdiction,” he grumbled. “He’s an embarrassment.”
“He’s still your best man. You should take more credit for
training him to use his initiative.”
Islington snorted disparagingly. “He just aborted his mission
in the Middle East.”
“He didn’t deliver?”
“Worse! He just unilaterally decided that there were more
important things on the agenda, and came home.”
5
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“What was the mission?”
Islington hesitated, knowing he was on thin ice. “When Reagan was President he told me to send McGregor to get Qadaffi
before Qadaffi sent someone to get him.” The General smiled.
“But Qadaffi was never where our intelligence placed him.”
The President shrugged. “I suppose Reagan’s still at risk.
But McGregor was right. This business has higher priority.”
“OK, but it wasn’t McGregor’s decision to make. Lately he’s
turning into a maverick. If it wasn’t for his track record, he’d be
in deep trouble. If everyone in military intelligence made unilateral decisions we’d be in shambles.”
The President spread his hands, smiling. “But he was in the
field and had to use his judgment. And in this instance he was
right.”
Islington capitulated. “Alright, I’ll send him.”
“Good, but make sure he doesn’t abort this one, and that he
realizes that Qadaffi and Hussein both have personal scores to
settle with two Presidents.”
The General nodded. “I’m sure he’s aware of that, Mr.
President.”
“You must keep me informed.”
“We can do better than that. McGregor can report directly
to your secretary as your personal troubleshooter. Only you can
use discretionary powers to circumvent the Crisis Committee.
As Chief of Military Intelligence, I’m in no position to bypass
established White House procedures.”
“Fine! Has McGregor got any family ties yet?”
Islington shook his head, grinning. “No, he’s as free as a
bird, and just as expendable.”
“Good! Why don’t you go home to bed, Henry. You look all
in.”
n n n

Three months later.
The Uralia was an ancient sixty-five foot river-boat with
groaning, rotting timbers and an asthmatic engine that splut6
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tered oil into a swilling bilge. Heavy layers of asbestos packing
served to deaden the cough, but raised the engine temperature to create an acrid stench of burning oil and hot iron. The
waterlogged hull was heavy and slow to respond to the wheel
as McGregor struggled to turn the nose into the heavy swells.
She rode the sea sideways, in a rolling motion that sickened the
stomachs of the men crouching beneath sodden blankets on the
dark open deck below.
The Captain swayed with his craft, gripping the bloodstained wheel and peering through the dusk toward the flashing
beacon that reflected yellow against a ceiling of low oppressive
cloud. McGregor was wondering if he could use his flashlight
while keeping this pack of psychos at bay long enough to get the
complete message out. He only hoped that there was somebody
out there to receive it. He mentally cursed the loss of the radio.
The raised bridge was a bare unlit stage, sea-sprayed, rainslashed, windswept and miserably cold. The two men occupying the bridge were very different in appearance; McGregor,
the ‘captain’, was a red-bearded giant whose tall and powerful
physique and marine training were somewhat masked by shabby
jeans, knee boots and sloppy, matted grey sweater. His companion, Mattina, was a dark, crafty-faced Asian in nondescript
western clothing. Both men peered in anxious silence toward the
American shore-line with its audience of tiny yellow cats’ eyes.
They were running with the tide between patrolling coast-guard
vessels, and the nearer they got to the coast the more suspicious
and paranoid Mattina became.
He was a martinet, now leaning toward McGregor’s bulk
in threatening anger. “Don’t light that cigarette, you fool.” He
clamped his hands to his head in frustration. “Didn’t you hear the
order, or are you deliberately trying to draw the coast guards?”
McGregor calmly removed the cigarette in silence, and the
muffled beat of the diesel, the gentle lap of water, and the trailing
wake of their vessel were the only evidence of their quiet passage.
“What makes you think the order for no smoking didn’t
include you, you red-bearded goat? This is the first time you’ve
smoked in fifteen days.”
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“Trying to quit,” McGregor said, laconically.
The boat crested a huge swell and the sudden screech of a
naked propeller echoed across the water like a loon on a lonely
lake. Some of the men below sprang to their feet in apprehension as the rusty propeller continued to spin with the tortured
squeal of metal. McGregor went through the charade of being
shocked, though he’d been maneuvering and throttling up at the
crest of every swell for over half an hour. He throttled down,
getting some satisfaction from the squealing echo, while giving
Mattina a reassuring smile. But Mattina wasn’t to be placated,
and the expected tirade was not long in coming. “Spawn of a
diseased she-goat,” he spat. “Why don’t you sound the fog horn
to warn the coast guards? One more mistake like that will be
your last.”
McGregor thought of heaving the little bastard overboard,
but he was in full view of eighty killing fanatics sitting below.
It would leave him trapped on the bridge with nowhere to go
except over the side to join Mattina. He resisted the temptation.
There were a thousand places to land, with no guarantee of
coast-guard vessels being in the vicinity. Any precipitous move
would merely incite the mob to cut his throat a little earlier.
He argued with himself between the need to act and the odds
against it. The swell passed, dumping the boat into a trough, the
monotonous beat recovering like a heart after palpitation.
McGregor remained silent, seemingly contrite, but inwardly
cursing the absence of coast guards and search lights. Mattina
didn’t let up. “I’m warning you. If we’re caught, you’ll follow
Halif over the side, and we’ll get to keep the other half of your
damned hundred and sixty thousand.”
He strutted the bridge like an agitated Napoleon, but the man
was no fool. After only two days out he’d thrown the ship-toshore radio overboard. Then he’d stubbornly refused to disclose
the exact location of their intended landing site, in spite of the
fact that McGregor had insisted that the ‘north east coast’ was
too broad a target for accurate navigation. McGregor suspected
that an unknown someone had again tipped Mattina off that he
had a spy aboard. The radio had been rigged to give a continu8
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ous signal and enable the CIA to monitor their position. He’d
made the expected whining protest. “That thing cost me over a
thousand dollars, and it was our only means of communication
if we get in trouble.” He was already in trouble. All he had left
was a rusty flashlight, and little chance of using it.
“If we don’t reach our drop-off point, none of us—least of
all you—will get off this tub alive.”
McGregor took some solace in the thought that he’d be
needed; that his passengers were probably better at handling
camels than docking an antiquated vessel that steered like a
drunken cow.
Mattina looked sideways at McGregor, his black eyes exuding suspicion. He knew the ‘captain’ as a money grubbing
mercenary who’d chartered out his boat without question, apparently content to be paid for reaching the American coast without
noticeable concern for risk, purpose, or final destination. But,
before sailing, Mattina had later received intelligence that an
American agent had been trying to infiltrate their operation,
and this red-headed, six-foot-three giant with the crooked nose
seemed a more likely candidate than any of the eighty passengers sitting huddled beneath tattered blankets on the deck below.
He had no intention of paying the infidel another eighty thousand. He’d long decided to use him to the point of disembarkation and then have his throat cut.
“We go in past the Diamond Shoals, toward Cape Hatteras,”
Mattina continued, unaware that he was delivering another death
blow to McGregor’s plans. They were almost opposite the Diamond Shoals. McGregor had been counting on more time while
traveling down the coastline, to signal their passage to the CIA.
McGregor gripped hard on the sticky wheel, and hid his
frustration. His ferret-faced companion offered no immediate
threat, but his gang of eighty sick killers on the deck below
would be on him like a pack of dogs over a dead carcass. They
were all Asians, dressed in shabby pants and shirts to ensure
their easy assimilation once they had landed. McGregor looked
every inch the unprincipled, undisciplined, freelance mercenary, except perhaps to a more discerning student of human
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behavior who might notice the masked aura of command, or
perhaps the alert awareness that was a trait that only came with
self-discipline. The mouth had a sardonic twist that betrayed a
wry sense of humor. Only the keen narrowed eyes, as hard as
blue annealed steel, gave away the true caliber of the man. They
darted in a scarcely perceptible manner to the dark furthermost
corners of the vessel, missing nothing and distrusting the very
depth of the shadows.
Colonel Ian McGregor knew all about his passengers; he
knew they weren’t the innocuous bunch of ragged refugees that
had apparently fled the poverty of their homeland to seek the
good life in the West. And he knew that any investigating coastal
guards who weren’t forewarned would serve only to wash the
decks with their blood. These killers with specialized psychological training to create mayhem in every state of the union, all
suffered the same poor medical prognoses with the HIV virus,
and—with lives already forfeit—would show little sympathy for
any infidel who got in their way.
McGregor thought Islington’s judgment was beginning to
be impaired. He’d been wrong when he’d assumed the President
paranoid. There really was a conspiracy against the U.S. and
McGregor had long since torn up Islington’s suggested pre-written report, calculated to assure the President that the religious
fervor of Islam remained a hostile but disorganized and ineffectual force. The few days he’d allocated McGregor to make his
cursory observation had turned into an eight week fact-finding
mission, with Islington continually telling him to ‘cut it short’.
The President’s concern, that the flow of oil through the
Gulf should remain uninterrupted, deserved less priority than
the imminent infiltration of trained indiscriminate killers into
the U.S. The assassination of the President, who was a guarded
and difficult target, would do little to save Hussein’s face after
his ignominious defeat in the Gulf. But the annihilation of
fifty-thousand Americans would come home to roost on the
President’s doorstep, and disgrace him out of office. There was
little doubt that Hussein at least knew what was afoot even if he
wasn’t the instigator.
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McGregor had made unilateral contact with CIA agents in
Tripoli. They’d seized the opportunity to go along with his plan,
and raised the funds to supply the old disused river clunker to
carry it out. The stakes had never been higher; the apprehension and deliverance of the most damaging cargo ever to set
course for America. The cargo, ostensibly refugees, must never
be allowed to land on American soil. His next report to General Islington should make him sit up; if there was to be a next
report! With the possibility that there could be other such boats
on course for the U.S., General Islington might even be persuaded to wake up and take positive action.
From his cabin porthole beneath the bow he had overheard
the name Damocles murmured with obvious respect. He knew
Damocles to be an American, and he also knew he wasn’t on
board. McGregor judged he was either already in the U.S. or
traveling by a more conventional route to meet them on their
arrival at the point of disembarkation. McGregor was looking
forward to the encounter as an opportunity to ‘wrap things
up’—if only he could inform the CIA of their intended landing
site in time for the welcoming committee to be set up.
McGregor pressed against the wheel, feeling the shaft of
the flashlight like a hard penis. He remembered to show the
expected concern for his boat. “OK,” he agreed, “so we go in
past the shoals to Cape Hatteras, but I could lose my boat. That
place is known as the graveyard of the Atlantic!”
Mattina turned away, his manner showing contempt for all
mercenaries. “Imbecile, that’s the reason we’re going there, and
one reason for not telling you before. Just do as you’re told when
you’re told, and you might live to get your money.” He grabbed
the metal rail and started down the gangway leading to the deck.
“I believe we’re close?”
Ian nodded, knowing the man knew exactly where they
were. He pointed over the bow toward a flashing light. “That’s
the light ship warning us off the shoals. We’ll be there in about
15 minutes.”
“Good, I’ll warn the men against talking and smoking again.
You smother that bag of nails you call an engine.”
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Ian chose to misunderstand. “How the hell do I do that
now?”
Mattina seemed to consider. A following gust of wind blew
a black cloud of diesel fumes from the exhaust over the stern,
causing the men in that area to break out in a fit of coughing.
Mattina grimaced, teeth showing white in a dark narrow
face. “Merciful Allah, why do we pay you good money for
this abomination that calls out to the coast guard like a thing
possessed?” He turned, going down the steps, picking his way
through the hunched shadows, past the old clinker rowboat, past
the four oil drums, to his gorilla friend, Abdul Kallim.
One of the men near the bow rose and went to lean over the
rail, either vomiting or stretching his legs. The light ship was
getting closer. They were approaching the moment of truth. He
must either sink her or get the signal off. But signaling from up
here on the bridge would be like having a shit under an arc lamp.
They’d stop him before he was halfway through, and he’d have
to jump. He was a strong swimmer, and his boots were unlaced
in readiness, but it wasn’t the answer. They could alter course,
and make their landing elsewhere.
There was no one to take over the wheel. The garrulous
Halif had been his first mate, but he’d gone over the side before
the radio. The cretin had been warned when he came aboard in
Tripoli, willing to work his passage to the States. “Keep your
trap shut,” McGregor had told him, “and don’t try to socialize
with the passengers.” Halif had been at the wheel when he’d
overheard an Arab below saying he’d heard that Damocles himself had tested positive.
“Damocles?” The gregarious Halif had laughed. “Wasn’t he
the guy with the sword?”
The two men had stopped talking; looking at each other
as though they couldn’t believe their ears. They’d stood up in
silence, climbing the steps to go either side of the bewildered
Halif. He’d died, his skinny frame skewered to the wheel, fighting it like an implacable foe. The name was taboo for the likes
of Halif, and Ian realized they were looking at him, waiting for
his reaction. He grinned, “So I don’t have to pay the little son12
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of-a-bitch, but who’s going to relieve me at the wheel?” It had
broken the spell. They threw Halif’s body over the side without
further discourse.
If he called someone to take over the wheel, and went down
on deck to the bow, he’d have a better chance of getting the signal off, but no chance of escape if seen. The third option was to
go down to his cabin in the bow, and signal from the starboard
porthole. They’d query his going below, and Mattina would follow him down. He’d present no problem except perhaps the later
explanation of how he’d broken his neck falling down the steps.
But there’d be no escape route if Mattina came below with half
a dozen others.
Another man sprang to his feet and joined the one at the
rail. They started to struggle. Others converged on the pair. A
strangulated cry was followed by a splash as something heavy
hit the water. A patch of white foam floated down the side of
the boat, and materialized into a white stricken face, floating as
though disembodied, passing and sinking before his eyes. It was
the second victim to be claimed by the sea within fifteen days.
Ian’s hands felt stuck to the spokes. “What happened?” he
asked the nearest man, an Iranian sitting five steps below him
on the deck.
“Carlos caught an English dog trying to signal the light
ship.”
Ian’s grip tightened on the wheel, knuckles white, hands becoming slippery with sweat. He hadn’t known he’d an ally aboard, but
it was the name Carlos that made him sweat. He’d seen most of the
passengers, but hadn’t recognized the international terrorist who’d
almost killed him five years ago. He’d have surely known Carlos if
he had been aboard. But if he had missed him, and he was aboard,
then his own chances of survival was slim..
Carlos was an unusual name for an Arab, but not he supposed impossible. The man’s death had come as a warning only
minutes before preparing his own move. “Can you take the
wheel while I go below for a leak?”
The Iranian, his back sheltered by the low bridge, looked
away. “Go over the side like the rest of us.” he sneered.
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Ian laughed softly. “From up here, with a following wind,
you’ll all get a face-full. I don’t want to be the next to go
overboard.”
The man rose languidly. “OK, but make it quick.” He came
up the steps, blanket draped over thin shoulders.
“Keep her bow head on to the shoreline side of the light
ship,” Ian instructed, deliberately hedging his bet by setting her
on course for the shoals. The old tub had a nine foot draft, and
couldn’t miss. He glanced quickly toward Mattina and Kallim.
They were both on their feet looking toward him, suspicious that
he should be leaving the helm. He mentally shrugged, wondering if the big gorilla was Mattina’s lover, and ducked to descend
into darkness that stank of bilge, oil and mildew.
Feet set wide to maintain balance, he groped his way forward along the wooden wall past the old cork life-belt—the
only lifesaving equipment aboard except for the ancient row
boat—and stooped to enter the creaking blackness of the front
cabin. He shot the bolt, and went to kneel on the starboard bunk,
reaching in behind a loose board and taking out a Russian P6
with built-in silencer. He laid it on the bed by his knee, pausing to listen to the sounds of straining timbers. He looked at his
watch. They’d hit the shoals in about five minutes.
Setting to work, he unscrewed the wing nuts on the carefully
oiled starboard porthole and opened it slowly. He prayed for
silence, hoping that the men talking quietly just two feet above
him would keep talking. It occurred to him that the breaking of
Mattina’s ban on talking meant that Mattina had left his position
in the bow. It had ominous possibilities. In the past few days he’d
overheard much from this position. He’d learned that Damocles
was the code name for the man who would organize and implement the Positive Initiative, knowledge that would have guaranteed his death had they known. He cupped a handkerchief over
the end of the flashlight to defuse the beam, and started signaling toward the light ship.
The handle of the door rattled, and Mattina’s nasal voice
pierced the silence. “Cooper, you in there?” It was the name
he’d used. He hurriedly turned, picking up the gun to fire twice
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through the door. The sound of a grunt and a falling body was
no louder than the silenced gun. He returned to the porthole and
continued signaling, knowing that others would follow Mattina,
not realizing that Kallim had accompanied Mattina to the cabin,
and was now quietly drawing his knife, waiting, not wanting to
draw further fire.
The sudden lurching stop threw Ian the length of the bunk.
It came earlier than expected, but it came as no surprise. They’d
hit the shoals. He dashed to the door, pocketing the flashlight,
hearing the cries of the men on deck, some already overboard.
The boat was beginning to tilt, the mountainous swell humping
her further up onto the bank. She was going over the wrong way,
water cascading through the open porthole, already swilling
knee deep around the cabin.
The door wouldn’t open. He pushed harder, and then knelt,
feeling cloth and the sole of a boot through the generous crack
beneath the door. He assumed Mattina’s body had fallen in the
narrow passage beyond, wedging it shut, but Kallim had heard
the water rushing from beneath the door and had braced himself across the passage to prevent it opening. Ian desperately
rammed his shoulder against the door, knowing he had only
seconds to get out. Again and again he tried without success.
He waded back to the porthole, and used all his strength to
close and secure it, giving him extra seconds. The water level
was chest high, making it difficult to stand against the erratic
movements of the boat. Suddenly he was thrown sideways, completely submerged, his reaching hand sensing for air. The boat
capsized, rising and thumping down with a pounding that jarred
and splintered the rotten hull.
Kallim realized it was time for him to get out. He abandoned
his post, rushing in haste down the flooding passage, grabbing
the cork life-belt as he passed, pushing and fighting his way up
through a torrent of water that cascaded down the tilted steps.
Ian stood up on the wall of the cabin, the door submerged
sideways under the rising water level. Any hope of the Uralia
righting itself was gone. The sea had begun its ritual of demolition. He braced himself against the foot of the bunk to push
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against the door, and found that it had floated open. Kicking
off his boots and filling his lungs, he dived to enter the flooded
tunnel, only to find himself entangled with Mattina’s corpse.
He took precious seconds getting by, kicking desperately for
the steps. He over-estimated the distance and crashed into them,
bumping his head and, in a moment of disorientation, forgot
which way to go. His lungs bursting, he fumbled his way up the
steps through the hatch, feeling the hatch and swimming without knowing it.
He broke surface to face Kallim floating in the cork lifebelt among a horde of shouting, drowning men, and even as
he gasped for life, Kallim grabbed his beard and pulled him in
under his raised arm. McGregor glimpsed the knife descending
and twisted his body to one side. The blade missed its mark,
but opened his left arm like a zipper. He pulled himself close to
Kallim, desperately hanging on to the life-belt, legs encircling
Kallim’s hips, right arm braced to hold Kallim’s knife arm aloft,
preventing a second strike. He locked his ankles behind Kallim,
squeezing him in a painful shaking hug. Kallim released his
beard to punch clumsily with his left arm, some hitting, some
missing. Ian could feel his energy sapping from loss of blood.
He allowed his locked arm to bend, going with Kallim’s downward drive, forcing it in toward his adversary’s body. Kallim
resisted, and the knife plunged down between them, entering the
cork life-belt to the hilt.
Kallim’s head went back, a small cry escaping, and Ian
realized the end of the blade had penetrated the life-belt at an
angle, entering Kallim’s body. Kallim made to pull it out, but Ian
quickly grasped the rope that encircled the life-belt and dragged
it around Kallim’s body, tearing the point of the blade through
his stomach. Kallim screamed, and Ian continued to rotate the
life-belt around, slicing him to the bone.
Many had already drowned, but a few weak swimmers
decided that the screaming Kallim no longer needed his lifebelt. They swam over to dispossess him, and Ian pushed himself
away to let them try. The life-belt was too small to pass over
Kallim’s massive shoulders, and trying to up-end the heavy man
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in a turbulent sea while fighting off competitors would be no
easy matter. There was also enough blood in the water to attract
sharks from a fifty miles radius, and the thought brought back
ghastly images that sent him hastily kicking to distance himself.
The old rowboat with its seven occupants was just off to his
right, the center of bloody confrontation and confusion. It was
rocking from side to side and perilously near being swamped by
men desperately fighting to board her. The four with oars were
slashing and hammering viciously at the men seeking to join
them. There were too many clutching hands. A man’s face collapsed around a fiercely thrust oar, another attempted to scream
as a knife swept across his throat, while yet another tried to hoist
himself up over the bow.
“CARLOS, BEHIND YOU!” The dark curly young buck
swung around to prevent the boarding. The swimmer swore
loudly and desperately grabbed for purchase on something in
the bottom of the boat. Carlos lifted him bodily and threw him
back, still clutching the white plastic sack he’d secured from the
boat. The man surfaced, treading water, sack abandoned, but it
answered the question of why the boat was so low in the water
when it should have held three times the seven. They weren’t
about to jettison a cocaine cargo worth millions of dollars, not
even to save lives. It must have been in the clinker boat right
from the time they’d embarked, smuggled aboard when he’d
been down in the cabin. It told him why Mattina and Kallim
never strayed far from the life-boat, and why they wouldn’t
allow the two who’d caught pneumonia to shelter under its
tarpaulin.
Four men were rowing frantically, the other three fighting to
break away from the grasping hands, and they were making it,
leaving dead and drowning men in their wake.
Ian was already swimming toward the light ship, but quickly
realized that distance at sea is deceptive. Each stroke pumped
blood like a squirt gun. He was weakening and would never
make it.
A floating oil drum became a possible lifesaver, and he
found himself in a desperate race with two others. Then he real17
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ized it was empty and floating too high in the water to allow him
to climb aboard. He dropped back, letting the others exhaust
themselves trying to straddle a rolling barrel. He remembered
there’d been other barrels, some half full that would float on end,
and he again trod water, scanning the rolling sea until he saw
two drums rising on a swell. He could also see the white of the
rowboat disappearing in the darkness.
The swell separated him from the remaining swimmers
like dunes in a desert and the cries of the drowning were now
a memory. He was alone in quiet darkness, swimming without
competition to reach the drums. He reached out and managed to
hold the rim while he unbuckled his belt and used it as a tourniquet around his arm. He heaved himself, face down, over the
up-righted end of the barrel, and stuck the flashlight like a beacon in the back waistline of his pants, wondering if he could stay
on. He was surprised that it rode the smooth swells with some
stability. His concern became focused on slowing the red drips
that colored the water and felt his blood was being replaced by
the chill of the sea, claiming him by degrees. On the positive
side, the sea had flushed his wound clean of anything Kallim
might have inflicted on him.
His thoughts returned to the men who’d escaped in the boat.
‘Carlos’ was an imposter, a stupid youth playing the dangerous game of cashing in on another’s reputation. He’d be more
dangerous than the others once he’d landed. He moved further
onto the drum to ease the pressure on his ribs. Seventy men had
probably died when the Uralia sank, but paradoxically he was
saving lives. His was a dirty business, and he’d never get used
to the killing. As a doctor, his father had saved lives retail, but
he saved lives wholesale, sometimes in the thousands. He’d been
trained for just such a purpose. The thought made it all seem
worthwhile.
A dark shadow that could have been a shark, moved through
a nearby swell. He closed his eyes against the memory of their
tearing, shaking gluttony. The shadow faded into obscurity, and
he shuddered, his thoughts drifting back twenty years in time,
when Yasir Arafat was making his first claim for a separate
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Palestinian state. A more handsome and dashing Qadaffi had
just succeeded in ousting King Idris, while Saddam Hussein of
Iraq, who had just taken over the post of Second-in-Command
to President Ahmad Hassan al-Bakr, was now quietly usurping
his authority. At the time, young Ian Whaley McGregor had
comparatively insignificant problems, no prospects, and was
blissfully ignorant of the political struggles within the Middle
East. He was just a lonely prurient youth, ambling past a group
of hippies on a southern Californian beach.
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