
        
            
                
            
        

    
	When the past and the future are twisted, can two people’s fate become entwined?

	 

	 

	During the Cold War, ruthless and cynical British operative David Morse is sent to northern Alaska, where he meets Miri Smith who is supposedly researching arctic water systems. As a seasoned agent, David has kidnapped, killed, sabotaged, and even seduced in order to obtain information. He plies his tricks on Miri and what he finds out could change his life—or ruin it. Her secret will twist the couple from 1967 back to 1959 and result in a deadly confrontation as they try to reach for an unimaginable future.
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Part I—Early November 1967

	 


Chapter One: Freezing Again

	 

	 

	Thursday

	 

	David boarded the plane at Thule Air Force base, none too pleased to be flying from frozen Greenland straight through to the bitter cold of Elmendorf AFB in Anchorage. Yet being the only available British operative already in the Arctic, he was the obvious choice for the assignment. He had a long journey ahead of him.

	At Anchorage, a charter plane awaited to take him to Barrow. From Barrow, he would be traveling by snowmobile, given the weather. At least he didn’t have to go via dogsled. He had done that plenty of times, but when snowmobiles became viable in ‘65, his people had acquired a fair amount of the speedy things. He no longer had to deal with trying to hire sleds and teams every time he was sent to the blasted frigid north.

	“Are you comfortable, Mr. Morse?” A young Airman offered him a blanket.

	“Thank you, yes.” He took the scratchy thing, spreading the short scrap over his long legs. I could do with a double shot of brandy about now.

	With one hand, he lit a cigarette, and with the other, he opened the folder in his lap. The name David Morse was on the British passport he currently held. Admiral Jensen, his handler, figured he might as well keep the same moniker for this next assignment.

	Why couldn’t he have a mission in the Mediterranean somewhere? At least his destination was Snow Owl Cabin, which meant it would be well-stocked. Those insane American operatives sometimes used Snow Owl for rest and relaxation. He couldn’t imagine who in the world would want to go to Snow Owl for a getaway, damned cold up there. But the supplies they kept year-round would be an advantage for him. There was sure to be plenty of whiskey, some halfway decent canned food, and other semi-luxuries on hand. It could be worse.

	His only job would be to dig around a bit, see what caused the odd non-earthquake seismic shudder three days ago and get to the root of some peculiar goings-on. Not much detail appeared in the dossier, other than to say that some sort of life form, possibly human, had appeared from nowhere during the tremor. Might we have aliens? Doubtful. He chuckled to himself. The only kind of aliens he had ever encountered were of the hostile Russian type. And why did they choose to come during such cold weather? He was tired of shivering.

	He looked toward the blackness outside the window and saw only his reflection, appearing less tired than he actually felt. Small lines trailed from the corners of his eyes, but there was still clarity in his gaze. He was lucky to have his particular shade of blue. With just a glance, he could get a point across, intimidate an aggressor, or soften a woman. As an aside, it helped to make him look less fatigued. The edge of his mouth rose cynically as he peered at himself, then he turned back to his reading. It wasn’t long before the engine’s calm buzz and the plane’s soft motion began to lull him into losing focus. His lids grew too heavy to fight sleep.

	 

	Friday

	 

	Hours later, he was shaken awake by the same Airman who had provided the blanket. David sat up straight, eyes wide.

	“I apologize, Mr. Morse,” the Airman said, “but we’ll be landing in about forty-five minutes. I thought you might like some breakfast.”

	“Yes, yes. Thank you.” With a stretch, he regained his senses, then stood, bent over, and moved to the center of the plane. In the aisle, he was able to rise to his full 6’2” height. He stretched as best he could, then dragged his hand through the mass of disheveled waves on his head. He’d need a haircut after this, but he’d have to deal with the rugged look for now. “Is there someplace I can clean up?”

	“Certainly.” The Airman pointed him toward the back.

	David splashed his face with water. He had seen himself look better, that was for sure. He used the towel to give himself a brusque drying, then tried, once again, to get his hair in order, but his fingers made a poor comb. The hair seemed to go where it wanted. When his stomach started to grumble, he decided his time would be better spent getting some breakfast before they landed.

	 

	The journey went smoothly to Elmendorf and onward. Then in Barrow, as expected, a large snowmobile awaited him. He stowed his gear inside a sturdy case that had been temporarily affixed to the seat, which was long enough for a second passenger. The vehicle had some power, and he smiled as the snowmobile flew over the blinding hills.

	The pale landscape stretched in front of him, and although he had pulled his hood up tightly, the wind blew stray curls around his forehead and chilled his skin. He paused long enough to tie a woolen scarf across the bottom half of his face to keep his face from freezing as he surged onward. With little patience for travel, he liked the speed the snowmobile offered. Plus, the sooner he got to his destination, the sooner he could make his report and be done with this assignment. Nevertheless, the drive took longer than he would have liked. He reached Snow Owl Cabin just before the afternoon sky was beginning to darken.

	Pulling up to the cabin, he noted how gloomy and cold it seemed. It was singularly unwelcoming. The key was exactly where Jensen had told him it would be, but he had to jiggle the lock a bit before it yielded. Once he gained access, he stomped the snow off his boots and beat his fur-gloved hands together. Even with all his covering, the cold was still biting at him. His first job was to get the generator going, second was to build a roaring fire in the huge fireplace. He was looking forward to getting all that done and fixing himself a hot drink with a liberal dose of whiskey and maybe a can of whatever food he could find.

	An hour and a half later, he was relaxing in an easy chair. With the generator running and the fireplace blazing, the cold eased out of his bones, and fatigue began to set in. He supposed he should figure out his sleeping arrangement. It wouldn’t do him any good to doze off in this chair. He forced himself up and ambled over to the window for a random glance outside. He had to do a double-take. Was that smoke in the distance? Who the hell would be out there in this cold? There wasn’t another cabin for miles and no camping this time of year... no camping this far north any time of year.

	Maybe some of the indigenous people... But this far north? Now? He knew he should check it out, it was his job, but... He stood there, debating. The idea of suiting up and going back out in the cold was completely unappealing.

	No use fighting it. Just go. This was exactly why he was here, to find out what was behind the strange happenings in the area. If anything was ever out of place, it was smoke at night, up here, in this weather.

	David banged his fist on the window ledge. He groaned and headed for his boots and coat. “Here we go again.” He suited up, then went out to the snowmobile.

	Although he carried a flashlight with him, the snowmobile’s headlight guided his way. The going was much slower in the darkness, even though the moon’s glow reflecting off the snow gave him a fair amount of vision. He headed for the smoke. As he got closer, he was able to discern a spherical tent. How could that possibly be warm enough for anyone staying up here, especially overnight?

	There was no disguising the noise of his vehicle, so he didn’t even try. He pulled straight up to the tent, and a small figure emerged. A young woman with a coat so thin, he couldn’t believe she wasn’t shivering in the frigid winds.

	“Hello,” he called out, the gusts whipping the words off his lips.

	The woman waved at him. “Hello,” she yelled.

	“What are you doing out here?”

	“A little research... on the water.” She shouted to be heard over the roar of the wind.

	He nodded. “I have a cabin back there.” Moving his chin in the direction of Snow Owl, he continued, “It might keep you warmer.” He eyed her accommodations questioningly.

	“I’m very comfortable.”

	“Well, you’re more than welcome to join me.” He was curious about where she came from and what she was doing. He briefly wondered if she might be the reason he was here.

	She paused, looking doubtful, then said, “Okay, I’m sure it will be more convenient than this. I appreciate it.”

	He got off the snowmobile to help her and was stunned that it took her only minutes to tear down her camp. Her equipment was packed neatly into a kit, which closed and locked automatically. The domed canvas collapsed with one touch, but he didn’t see how. Then her gear, her bag, and all the extras stacked conveniently into a cart set on skis, which could easily be towed behind the snowmobile. He had no idea how she had gotten here. She had no vehicle, no snowmobile, no dogsled. Perhaps a helicopter?

	 


Chapter Two: Sounds Complicated

	 

	 

	David had removed the storage box from the snowmobile’s seat, leaving room for the woman to ride behind him. She hung onto his waist as he slowly drove them back to Snow Owl.

	He pulled into the shed behind the cabin. The woman disconnected and stored her small cart with the tent off to the side, then easily hoisted her gear to bring inside. He locked up the shed, then led the way into the cabin.

	“I’ve never seen equipment like yours before,” he said, “very nice.”

	“Thank you.”

	She had a slight accent, but he couldn’t place it.

	“Where is it manufactured?”

	“In Sana Mundi.”

	He paused for a moment. “Sana Mundi? I’m not quite sure—”

	“It’s not well known to people here.”

	“I see.” David frowned. “Well, why don’t you make yourself comfortable?” He pointed past the kitchen. “There’s an extra bedroom in there. I’ll try to find us both some blankets.”

	“Thank you, but I have sleeping gear I can use. It is quite warm.” She entered the bedroom and started shuffling through her pack.

	He nodded, then went to his room to make sure it was made up for the night. When he was done, he called out to her, “Would you care for a drink?”

	She emerged from her room. She had shed her coat and was wearing a sweater and leggings with bulky socks. She was a good-looking young woman with lavish dark hair that hung straight to her mid-back and thick bangs fringing her forehead. Her body was what he would describe as petite, her movements tight, agile. She was almost muscular, yet padded nicely. If he had to investigate what was going on here, he couldn’t think of a more pleasant way to do it.

	“Some water would be nice,” she said, appearing almost shy.

	He grinned. “I was thinking maybe something warmer... like whiskey.”

	“Whiskey?”

	“Yes.” He raised his eyebrows, lifting the bottle and waving it gently. “Whiskey. Would you like some?”

	“Okay.”

	“By the way, what’s your name?”

	“Miri.”

	“Miri?”

	She nodded.

	“Just... Miri? Do you have a last name?”

	“Um, yes. Smith.”

	“Miri Smith.” He stretched out the words, rolling them on his tongue. Once he had poured a little whiskey in each glass, he handed her one, then raised his saying, “Well, Miri Smith... cheers.”

	“Cheers.” She followed his lead, raising her glass, then she brought it to her lips and sipped. “Oh!” She coughed. “This is alcohol.” Her face crumpled. “And it’s strong.”

	David gaped at her response. “It’s whiskey. You don’t know whiskey?” He chuckled. “It’ll keep you warm.”

	“I guess that’s true.” She took another sip, “Happy days!” She shook her head. “It feels good.” And she laughed a little bit. “It does keep one warm.”

	“Come, come. Sit down.” He waved her over to the couch and took the easy chair leaning back but giving her his full attention. “Tell me, where are you from?” He kept his voice nonchalant, congenial.

	“Oh, around here.”

	“Barrow?”

	“No, not Barrow. How about you?” She sat on the edge of the couch, almost formally, as she sipped her whiskey.

	“I’m not from Barrow either.” He cleared his throat. “And you’re doing research?”

	“Yes. I’m a Socio-ecological Hydrologist.”

	“Sounds complicated.” He frowned. “I’ve heard of Socio-hydrology. I’m not so sure about Socio-ecological Hydrology.”

	“It expands upon Socio-hydrology to include impact upon ecology.”

	“I see...” He nodded. “And who are you doing this research for?”

	“The government.”

	“Which government?”

	“Our government.”

	“Ours?”

	“Yours and mine. The World Government.” She sipped her whiskey and peered up at him.

	“I see.” But he truly didn’t. He was mystified.

	 

	Once they retired for the night, David waited until he heard a soft snore from Miri’s room, then got on the short wave to Jensen. “Do you have any knowledge of Socio-hydrology studies going on up here?

	“What-hydrology?”

	“Socio-hydrology... no, excuse me, Socio-ecological Hydrology.”

	“I’ve never even heard of that.”

	“Well, I ran across this woman, all by herself up here. Very mysterious. She has some unusual equipment and claims she is a researcher in Socio-ecological Hydrology.” David spoke the words as if they were another language.

	“Who does she work for?”

	“That’s the thing, she won’t say. Well, she gave me some story about working for our government, the World Government. Whatever that means. And she claims her gear was manufactured in a place called Sana Mundi. Does that sound Latin to you? Can you get me some information on this?”

	“I’ll see what I can do.”

	“Thanks. I’ll check back with you tomorrow and let you know what I find out about her equipment.”

	Late in the night, he stood outside her door. Confident that she was sleeping soundly, he crept in to get a look at her gear. Much as he tried, he couldn’t figure out a way to get into the large kit she had brought with her. It was sealed with no apparent opening. He guessed he would have to wait until morning and see if he could assist with her so-called research. That might give him some insight.

	 


Chapter Three: Happy Days!

	 

	 

	Saturday

	 

	Morning came too soon for David. Even though there was a pleasantly long civil twilight, the time when the sun was just below the horizon, he wanted to roll over and stay under the warm blankets for at least a week. But he heard a noise coming from the kitchen. It wouldn’t do to have the woman exit the cabin without him, so he forced himself up and pulled on a turtleneck and warm slacks. He padded out to the kitchen and watched his new friend holding a can of C-ration biscuits and gravy and gazing at it, seemingly baffled.

	“There’s a can opener in the left-hand drawer,” he called out.

	She opened the drawer but still seemed puzzled.

	He walked over, pulled the can opener out, and held it up. “This.”

	She took it from him and tried several different ways to place it on the can.

	He watched for a moment, then gently took it back. “Like this.” He showed her how to grab the edge of the can then turn the knob.

	She watched the can rotate, and her eyes went wide. “Happy days! I’ve never seen one like that before.”

	“No?” He frowned but kept his voice light. “What do you use?”

	“Automatic. But we don’t have many cans.”

	He raised an eyebrow. “No cans?”

	“Not many. Glass is more ecologically sound.”

	“Glass is breakable. Plastic is safer.”

	She pulled away, shaking her head violently. “No, not plastic. None of that. Plastic is a killer. It kills the animals, the fish. It causes cancer.”

	“Those are interesting ideas.” He peered at her, then took out a pan and scooped breakfast into it. “And do you know how to light a burner?”

	She nodded. “I think so.”

	“Then how about if we cook this up?”

	They ate in silence, and David found himself more and more confused by this strange woman. Certainly, she was not from any place he knew of off-hand. Her speech patterns seemed awkward, peppered with odd phrases, like her use of happy days, instead of a typical oh my, or good grief. And she had strange notions about things, almost mentally disturbed, like her odd reaction to the mention of plastic and her inability to make her way around a kitchen. What woman couldn’t fix a good breakfast these days?

	And how many women worked in the high sciences? These might be modern times, but the universities didn’t have a lot of programs for women hydrologists, even now in 1967, as far as he knew.

	Something was definitely different about her. Could she be working for a government off his radar? Had they sent a woman to scope out a vulnerable spot for a nuclear missile base? Which government? It could be any. What a perfect place to put both the United States and the Russian countries in danger. Where was Sana Mundi anyway? What was it?

	After breakfast, Miri slipped into her room and soon emerged with her outside clothes on. Again, her coat seemed way too light for the temperatures she’d be facing.

	“Is that going to be enough for you?” David nodded toward her jacket.

	“Certainly. This is completely insulated fabric, good for temperatures as low as negative forty-five degrees Celsius.” She paused for a moment. “That’s about fifty degrees below in Fahrenheit.”

	“Yes, I know,” he grimaced. “That thin material? It’s that warm?”

	“Yes. This type of fabric is used to insulate homes and buildings. It’s a derivative of old fashioned Thinsulate. Or... maybe you wouldn’t know Thinsulate.” She bit her lip and appeared to be considering that. “Think about it as microfibers that trap air molecules, so many air molecules that they become a cushion between you and the cold.”

	“That doesn’t make any sense,” he began, then stopped and thought, “Well, it does make sense depending upon—”

	She cut him off, “It has seven and a half times the warmth of down.” She slung her case over her shoulder. “I have to go get samples. I’d like to come back here afterward, if that’s okay with you.”

	“Of course. But let me accompany you.” He set down his coffee mug and headed for the coat rack.

	“All right. It’ll be nice to have help.” Her eyes beamed behind her face covering.

	Once outside, they trudged west. “Where are we going?” he asked as they walked. The weather was colder than crisp.

	“Over to the water. Like I said, I need to collect samples.”

	“Of water?”

	“Yes.” She waved her arm and looked across the dim landscape. “Isn’t it beautiful out here? What an amazing sight.”

	He nodded but urged her on. He didn’t want to linger for the view.

	It was difficult to carry on a conversation with their mouths covered. David had pulled up his scarf while Miri wore some sort of stretchy material that wrapped around her head like a mask. She strutted along, almost seeming to float over the snow in her lightweight clothes and boots, while he struggled to keep up, weighed down by his heavy fur jacket, thick boots, and big woolen scarf.

	David was used to being the lightest one on his feet. He was a fast mover, lithe and strong. Trailing behind another person, particularly a tiny woman, was not something he was used to. Now, he found himself out of breath and panting like a child after his mother. And she scooted along with the large kit bouncing on her shoulder as if it weighed nothing. He was totally befuddled and completely unable to say much, since he was winded.

	When they reached the water’s edge, Miri somehow unfolded the top of each slim boot so that it rose to cover her legs halfway up her thighs. She stepped forward, opened her kit, and drew out a dipping stick, which she extended further and further until it was quite long. Then
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