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PREFACE

Set in a time period before the world was made smaller by the internet, when exotic and interesting places were harder to reach and unknown dangers still lurked in remote places, the adventure begins. A time when brave explorers searched for the treasure and relics of ancient civilizations deep in the jungle, in crumbling vine covered temples long forgotten, or sunken pirate gold off the coast of Jamaica, or in secret hidden parts of the American desert. Join this team of treasure seekers and share their camaraderie as they face dangers both natural and man-made.
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CHAPTER 1
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1968, Central Africa, Katanga province

The small single engine Piper Cub aircraft slipped from the clouds and droned noisily over the silent jungle below, its shadow scampering across the foliage and chasing monkeys through the trees. This was no ordinary plane, though a casual observer would not discover the extra fuel tank carefully fitted into the space behind the pilot usually reserved for a passenger. A streamlined pod hung under the nose, sheltered wires leading back to electronic sensing equipment inside the plane with gauges that the pilot could see. A larger plane would hold more but could not get in and out of the places this one could. This was one part of the world free of air traffic and free of runways, except for the airport in the capital. The plane had been bought from a company in Lubumbashi that had used it for mining surveys—prospecting—and was just what was needed for this mission. Plus, it would have been impossible to fly such a small plane into Katanga Province from America. That was why arrangements had been made weeks earlier to buy the aircraft and have a new logo painted on it. That was why Jim Collier had travelled there.

A small black device bleeped, and Collier nosed the bright yellow plane down until it skimmed the treetops. He glided past the towering waterfall that sent great sheets of water cascading down the slope and a dense mist that added to the already oppressive humidity. The bleeping grew louder, and he checked the map to locate his position. Finally, his finger landed a few inches from a spot on the map which was carefully circled in red pencil. A few flat inches which translated into nearly 60 miles of dense jungle terrain. The circle’s center was formed by the intersection of three lines, a point which had been triangulated and the area around it ruled off, as if for a search.

A glint of light bounced up from the jungle and he banked quickly, straining his eyes in an effort to see what it was below that caused the reflection. The many layered foliage made it difficult to see the jungle floor. He circled wide and kept looking.

“Probably just seeing things,” he grunted, and began to straighten the control stick.

Then he saw something he knew was real, although he wished it was mere illusion. The ghastly apparition floated up above the treetops, all black, red and yellow. It was about as long as a man is tall, and it resembled a great, hideous dragonfly. The incredible thing moved slowly at first, then darted back and forth positioning and repositioning.

Jim Collier drifted closer to better see this monstrosity before him; a move he would not have time to regret making. His hand grasped the radio microphone and brought it close to his mouth, thumbing the button.

Before he could speak, a flash of light erupted from the looming object and twin threads of white slithered across the sky toward him. His powerful hands wrenched the control stick back, but too late! He saw the propeller splinter and dissolve. It was the last thing he saw.

Then the sky exploded.

A ball of flame appeared where the plane had been and hung in the sky for long seconds, then plunged to earth with a sickening scream, the wreckage scattering across the jungle floor. After the dust and torn bits were fully settled, only the occasional shriek from parrots broke the deathly silence.

Fingers of sunlight stabbed through the canopy of trees and streamed down on the sad remnants. Except for the rudder, there was nothing left of the plane that was recognizable.

Emblazoned on the side of that rudder, in large, bold letters, was the name: “TREASURE SEEKERS INC.”

*     *     *
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The dark hand moved uncertainly and placed a pair of well-polished spoons on the right of a knife resting in the shadow of one of the finer examples of Wedgewood china. An older hand hastily stopped the progress of this placement.

“No, no. That is wrong!” The voice came from the head waiter, his gray hair a perfect half step between his ebony skin and pressed formal white uniform with gold trim, which gleamed in the sun. “The spoons always go above the plate, pointing to the left!”

His curt words and stern look were more than enough to convince the apprentice that his error had best not be repeated. The staff of the Jamaica Hilton were fussy about things like that.

The head waiter continued on his way to the terrace, carrying his liquid cargo. On the tray, next to the bottle of Doornkaat, lay a creamy yellow envelope with a name showing through its waxed window. He spoke the name when he reached the spot where a man and woman sat.

“Mr. McArthur.” His accent was shaped with the British culture which dominated most of the island. “Your drink, Sir. This cablegram just arrived at the desk a few moments ago.”

“Oh, thanks, Morley. Your timing’s perfect!” In contrast, Mark McArthur’s voice was strictly American. The tall young auburn-haired traveler was the organizer and head of Treasure Seekers, Inc., a profession which despite its exotic sound was generally hard work. At the moment, however, he was not exactly working.

“You see,” he continued, “I was just telling Miss Johnston here what an exciting business I have, and then here you are with an important message for me.”

Morley knew McArthur well enough to drop his guard for a second, and he flashed a wry smile before turning and retracing his steps. He was quickly out of sight.

Mark then returned his attention to Sheila Johnston. The pert and pretty blonde wore a flowered bikini and a lightweight terrycloth cover-up.

“Anyway, as I was saying, sometimes we do hire out to an individual who wants to rent our services, but generally we just work for ourselves.”

“But, when you discover some artifacts or gold or whatever,” she asked, “doesn’t the government of the country keep it all?”

“No. Most but not all. And with what we make selling our share to museums and with what the local government gives us as a finder’s fee for our trouble, we make a pretty fair income.”

Finally, her curiosity aroused, she had to ask, “Aren’t you going to open your cablegram?”

“Oh, yes, that’s right! It’s probably from my partner, Jim Collier. He’s in Africa doing some preliminary exploring while I take a short vacation. Maybe he’s found something interesting.” He tore off the end of the envelope.

“Or maybe he’s goofing off and wants you to stay away longer.” Her blonde curls tossed as she laughed.

“No, not Jim, he’s...” His voice trailed off. The witty Mark McArthur was gone. His amber eyes tightened and his mouth shrank into a grim line.

“What’s the matter?”

“Jim... he’s dead. Killed in a plane crash,” the words came out with difficulty. “I’m supposed to contact the authorities immediately.”

Whether from shock or from thoughtful consideration, Sheila Johnston remained silent. At any rate it mattered little, for the man sitting next to her was half a world away. He sat there a minute longer, then slowly got up and left the table.

The gin and the girl went unattended.

The decor of the plush lobby was a cross between European and American styles and a touch of the dressed up “islander” style Madison Avenue dreams up. At the desk, Mark McArthur drummed tense fingers on slick mahogany as a clerk came forward.

“I want to place a person to person call to...” he flipped open the cablegram, “to Lieutenant N’Gomm of the territorial police, Katanga Province, Democratic Republic of the Congo.”

“That may take a moment to put through, Sir.”

“I’ll wait.”

Mark’s thoughts rambled. Why this, now? Ever, for that matter. The group wasn’t even together. He and his crew have been through dozens of difficult jobs and even a few hair-raising perils that would have sent less capable men to rest homes, but never had anyone been killed.

It had only been three weeks ago that they had heard the rumors drifting out of Katanga... stories of the jeweled artifacts which turned up in a curio shop in the capital, Lulumbashi. Artifacts which were later confiscated by the government when they turned out to be authentic examples of a long-forgotten culture whose existence had previously only been legend.

What made the stories even more interesting was the reported disappearance of the local man who had made the discovery. Mark felt the chances of finding the treasure were good enough to make it their next job.

The rest of the crew had been taking time off before picking up supplies, and Jim was checking the area where the find was thought to be.

And now, with the second most important member of the team gone...

“Sir.” The clerk waited, then repeated, “Sir, your call.”

“Right. Thank you.” He took the handset off the desk phone. “This is Mark McArthur, Lieutenant. I just received your cable concerning... my friend’s plane crash.”

“Oh yes, Mr. McArthur, sir.” The words were said with a Bantu accent and couched in carefully phrased English. “We sent word as soon as it was possible to locate you. Your friend, he filed a flight plan at the airport in Lubumbashi. It listed your company, Treasure Seekers, and a phone number in America. I called there, and a recording said you could be reached at the Jamaica Hilton, and so I sent that cable.”

Struggling against the emotions, McArthur said stiffly, “When did it happen?”

“The accident it occurred four days ago,” the voice said in an unconcerned tone that McArthur found troubling. “Our search party found the wreckage, and your colleague’s remains some 110 miles from here. If it had not been for the radio signal, I think we might not have found it at all.”

“Radio signal?”

“Yes,” the Lieutenant continued. “At about 11:40 a.m. on the 5th, a number of radio operators picked up a signal on the aircraft frequency. It was nothing but the sound of an engine, and then an explosion which was cut off sharply. It was not even on long enough to fix its position, but we alerted the commercial airlines, and a small passenger plane that was headed for a tourist resort in a neighboring country spotted the wreckage.”

“About the explosion,” Mark asked, “do you have any idea what caused it?”

“We assume it was a mechanical failure,” came the answer, “or an error on your friend’s part.”

N’Gomm’s callousness had been irritating before, but this last statement was too much. McArthur almost exploded into the phone.

“Error?! Look, Lieutenant, if there’s one thing I know, it’s that Jim Collier wasn’t the kind to make mistakes and that included going up in a plane that didn’t check out A-1 perfect!”

“I can understand your respect for your friend, Mr. McArthur, but no other reason have we found to explain the crash.”

“Maybe you didn’t look hard enough! You’ll be hearing from me, Lieutenant.”

“There are some papers you will have to complete for us. Do you wish them to be sent to you?”

“Don’t bother. I’ll sign them—in person.”

Still seething with anger, he replaced the handset forcefully and wheeled about to walk away. He paused instead and turned to the clerk.

“Add up my bill and get a taxi for me. I want to leave here in 10 minutes!”

The clerk hastily dropped the phone handset he had been inspecting for breakage.

“Yes... Yes, Sir. Of course.”

It only took five of the 10 minutes for Mark McArthur to pack and he was soon back at the desk paying his bill and sending cablegrams to the other members of his team. He strode down the steps of the opulent building and found the cab waiting. He got in.

“Where to, mon?” asked the native cabbie.

“The airport,” Mark directed, “and I want to make it in time for the next flight out!”

“Right, mon.” He sparkled. “We’ll make it!”

Jamaican taxi drivers are no slower than their counterparts anywhere else in the world. Even so, Mark’s cab managed to pass a few of the local hacks on the way.

The airport was the kind usually found on the islands—not modern, but adequate. Mark pushed past tourists picking up brown wrapped parcels at a window—merchandise purchased at freeport shops and held until departure.

He was lucky enough to get a seat on a plane to Miami, and while he waited he bought a newspaper at a combination newsstand and souvenir counter. The place was one of the last chances for the Jamaicans to glean the tourist dollars, and it sold a good many bottles of imported liquor on the side, all well below stateside prices.

A woman’s precise voice reverberated over the loudspeaker system—

“Flight 207 for Miami is now boarding.”

The crowd containing Mark McArthur moved out into the bright sun and the apron of the runway, and he boarded the plane via the mobile staircase. Mark took his seat and snapped the belt in place. He checked over the newspaper quickly and found the usual headlines. He flipped through the remaining sections and was about to put the paper down when he caught sight of something. It was the word Katanga. Looking closer at the article, he saw that it was a news release concerning the very treasure find he and his crew were headed for.

The plane’s engines coughed and sputtered, then caught, held, and revved up. The stewardess handed out soft British candies to the passengers. Chewing on them helped to keep their ears from popping when the plane gained altitude.

Reading on, Mark discovered that someone named Alex Dupont was planning an expedition to locate the suspected store of wealth.

Bad news, he thought. Another expedition in the area would greatly interfere with his plans to investigate Jim Collier’s death. The loss of his friend overrode any concern for treasure, and he felt sure his friends would feel the same way. Still, the project had meant a lot to them, especially to Jim, and this new complication was not welcome.

His eyes drifted down to a photo adjoining the column of type. The picture was of a rather attractive young woman with long brunette hair, dressed in safari garb. He didn’t make the connection until he saw the name below it. Alex was Alexandra. A woman.

That fact was just another complication as far as he was concerned, but he had no idea of the complications yet to come. He was unaware of the future perils, the treachery, and especially the still mysterious monster that brought fiery death from the sky.

The plane shuddered slightly, then lurched forward, rolling down the runway and picking up speed. It lifted off and soared skyward, leaving Jamaica behind....
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CHAPTER 2


[image: image]


Some two hours later McArthur was clearing through customs. Miami International Airport was a startling contrast to the air terminal in Jamaica. The place was an air-conditioned city with dozens of airline counters, restaurants, every kind of store and a massive hotel complex. Leaving the customs area through a swinging door, Mark found himself in the lower parking level where fluorescent lights burned night and day, making an eerie, unreal street scene.

He hailed a cab and soon was out from under the upper levels of the airport. The late afternoon sun slanted through the windows of the taxi as it roared along an overpass and merged into traffic. At this time of day it took a while to reach the downtown area.

The cab headed for one of the more prominent hotels where the other members of Treasure Seekers Inc. were staying, the group not having had a permanent headquarters in several years. They had been too busy jumping from one spot on the globe to another. In the past they had tried to establish a less hectic schedule, but when they were not off in some far-flung corner of the world searching for lost mines or buried treasure they always grew bored and despondent.

Jim Collier had been the researcher, the man who supplied the necessary geological and archaeological surveys of any site they were about to search. He had met Mark McArthur in Mexico while serving as an advisor to the MOHOLE project, and their first job together had been a successful search for the wreckage of a Spanish galleon off the coast. The organization grew as more people with special talents were needed. Mark was a born leader and he had been the one who held the group together. They respected him. More than once he had brought success out of failure. Mark was a planner, a deviser of ingenious solutions to extraordinary problems.

The cab stopped in the curved driveway of the hotel.

“Here ya are, bud,” the cabbie grated.

Mark paid the fare plus a goodly tip and climbed out.

He entered the building and walked through the luxurious lobby. Boarding the elevator, he ascended to the third floor where he proceeded down the hall, checking the room numbers as he went. Mark knew that his fellow explorers had rooms 316, 317 and 318, but he figured they would most likely be together in one of them, awaiting his arrival.

He knocked on the door at 316—no answer. The same with 317.

His hand drew back to rap on the last door, but it jerked open and a man stood on the other side. Mark must have looked surprised.

“We heard you coming,” the man said in way of explanation.

Moving into the room, Mark saw the other two members of his team sitting silently, not knowing what to say. Dexter Kimball, the man who had opened the door, was the first to speak.

“Mark, I think you know how we all feel.” His indigo curls shown in the direct light of the Danish modern lamp. “I mean, how do you say it? How do you put it. It’s not like he was a stranger you could say some simple regrets for.”

“Don’t worry, Dex... I know. Nothing needs saying.” Mark made it easier.

He looked over at the man sitting on the sofa.

“Hey, Lemmy. Did you ever get to the doctor about that ear infection?” Mark asked, as much to change the subject as to inquire about the injury from their last job, an excavation in the Mojave Desert.

“Yeah, Boss. No problem,” he answered, with a fleeting smile.

Lemuel Miller was a big man, a kindly man whose patience and determination showed in his eyes, the way his strength showed in great muscular arms and legs. Lemuel was not Asian in the least, in fact the New York born and raised man was of European ancestry, but his skin had a slight yellow ochre tint to it. That, more than any other factor, had earned him the nickname “Lemmy.” It also was an adequate description of his favorite fruit—lemons, which he ate regularly, much to the disdain of his friends.

Next to him on the sofa sat a tanned young woman with boyish shoulders and frame, who was dabbing her eyes with a patterned handkerchief. Her scarlet tresses were cut short and framed her face. This was Karen Daniels, the remaining member of Treasure Seekers, Inc. She had been an Olympic swimmer a few years back and had the medals to show for it.

“Mark,” she began, “what do we do now?”

“That depends,” Mark said. “For myself, I’m headed for Africa as soon as I can get my equipment loaded. There is some paperwork I have to clear up with a certain police Lieutenant. I also plan to ask a few questions about Jim’s supposed accident.”

Dexter looked shocked. “Supposed?!”

“Yes,” Mark said. “I don’t quite buy that bit about mechanical failure, and I know Jim wasn’t the kind to make fatal mistakes. If he had been, he would never have survived half the things we’ve been through.”

Karen’s face showed a kind of horror. “You think he was deliberately killed?”

“I’m afraid so,” said Mark.

Lemmy frowned. “But why?”

“We’re not the only ones after that treasure,” Mark said. “There are others that would do anything to get it, maybe so they can smuggle the whole kit and caboodle out of the country instead of being satisfied with the 20 percent the government would give them. Maybe Jim got too close to them.”

The last part was just a hunch.

Dexter rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Yeah... and maybe that could explain the disappearance of the local man who found this stuff in the first place.”

Mark nodded affirmatively.

“Hey—” Lemmy leaned forward “—you think that Dupont dame that was in this morning’s paper could have anything to do with it?”

“I doubt it,” Mark answered. “Her group has just started, and besides, she’s strictly jet set. She’s more interested in kicks than money. Whoever is responsible for Jim’s death is avoiding headlines.”

Karen frowned. “But how are you going to find him... or her, as the case may be.”

“Simple,” Mark replied. “We don’t know where these people are, but we know where they’re heading—for the treasure. I’m going to follow Jim’s plottings and hope I get there in time to nab them.”

“What about us?” Lemmy asked.

“I can’t ask you to go along, knowing there’s above the usual danger involved. If you want to go, I’ll be glad to have you along. If you don’t, say so right now.”

Silence fell over the room, and the four occupants exchanged quick glances. Many seconds later, Karen looked at Mark and smiled.

“You didn’t really think we’d say no, did you, Mark?”

“No.”

*     *     *
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At that moment, some 8000 miles away, darkness had long since fallen on the tiny village in Katanga Province, close to that part of the jungle only a few miles from the location of the suspected treasure site. In most other climes, night brought soothing relief from the blistering heat of the day, but it never seemed to get cool here.

A young woman of the indigenous Bantu village, tall and slender, ventured out of her family’s hut. She carried a water bag made of animal hide. The moon was full and bright enough to cast faint shadows on the ground. She had no trouble locating the communal well which was near the center of the village and not far from her hut.

The village was quiet. During the day it was full of the sounds of children playing and people carrying on their daily business, but now only faint animal sounds could be heard filtering through the fringes of the surrounding jungle.

She dipped the crude container into the water. The gurgling sound it made seemed loud in contrast to the hushed calm.

A soft humming sound rose above the other sounds, and the woman paused, listening. It grew louder, more distinct. It was not familiar to her, this strange air whipping sound. It would have been familiar to Jim Collier, were he alive.

She huddled by the well, not knowing which way to go. She tried to decide where the sound came from. It was impossible. It filled the village, and echoed from every direction.

Then she saw it.

Bathed in the moonlight, the eerie thing darted out of an opening in the jungle. It skimmed the foliage and barely cleared the tops of huts on the edge of the village. It was about six feet long and mostly black in color, barely distinguishable in the night, but the moon’s iridescence played over it. The light shimmered on its vibrating wings, which were hardly visible for their motion.

It was coming at her!

It was this realization that broke the almost hypnotic effect which looking at the spectacle had.

She screamed.

It was a ghastly shriek that shook the huts, and heads appeared in doorways. Eyes popped and mouths gaped at the sight of the demonic intruder.

The young woman ran, dropping the water bag. It hit the ground with a soft squishing sound, and the spilled water formed tiny rivulets in the earth.

The shimmering specter lunged forward and a protrusion on it caught the girl in the head with a thump. She collapsed unconscious on the ground before the horrified onlookers. Some of the villagers started toward the young woman, but the winged demon spun around and came back. It floated over the fallen body and hung there in the air.

Blinding lights flashed, and the hellish thing spit fire and smoke. The dense smoke spread and all but covered the village. Some of the braver young men moved out toward it but could not penetrate the smoke. Others did and were lost from sight. Scuffling sounds came out of the thick gloom.

Then the weird object rose quickly from the fog-engulfed village. It went high overhead, hesitated, then shot straight back to the opening in the trees.

Excited voices rose, fearful cries rang out, and when the smoke lifted, the men who had ventured into it lay unconscious on the ground.

The young woman was gone....

*     *     *
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Early the next morning, Miami International Airport lacked its usual large crowds, while activity continued. Maintenance men pushed wide cloth polishing mops along the seemingly endless vista of gleaming linoleum.

Out in Loading Area 9, on the edge of the separate runway that was reserved for cargo flights, a shining green and yellow plane stood waiting. It was a high wing, twin-engine craft known as a “flying boxcar,” a refurbished Fairchild C-119. The tail bore the name, Treasure Seekers, Inc. They had decided to use the plane since the whole team was going and they needed to take their equipment. There were already two Jeeps and a small trailer, currently empty, in the cargo hold.

The cargo doors at the rear of the plane were open and folded back against the fuselage, and the loading ramps were extended. Karen Daniels sat in the opening and dangled her legs over the edge. She flicked an imaginary speck of dust from her khaki shorts. The comely girl explorer wore a blouse of the same material, with an orange silk kerchief around her neck completing the color transition to her scarlet hair.

“I wish they’d hurry,” she said, fiddling with a tie-down latch on the floor of the cabin.

“They’ll be here,” Mark reassured her. “They had to go from the van rental agency to the warehouse and load up.”

“I know. But I don’t like waiting with those killers having such a head start.”

“They may have a head start, but I doubt if they’re headed for the main site of artifacts. At least, not yet.”

“But if they have that native who discovered the area...” Karen started.

“About that man,” Mark interrupted, “why did he only bring a few items to that curio shop?”

“Because... that was all he found?” she offered uncertainly.

“I’m counting on it!” he said. “When I talked to Jim last, just before... the accident, he said he had a lead on something big. Certainly bigger than a few artifacts.”

“Great!” She brightened with renewed enthusiasm. “Then while they’re scratching around for the rest of it, we’ll go straight on to the main site and be there to catch them.”

“Yes, but we’ll have to have Jim’s notes from his hotel room to find it.” Mark checked his watch again. “And Lieutenant N’Gomm can help us on that point.”

Just then, a white rental van pulled up near the plane. Dexter Kimball hopped out of the driver’s side and trotted around to the loading doors in the back. He had them opened by the time that Lemuel Miller lumbered out of the van.

“Need any help, Lemmy?” Karen called out and dropped lightly to the ground.

Mark directed, “If you’re going to help anyone, Karen, help Dex. The two of you together weigh almost as much as Lemmy.”

“Yeah,” Dexter chimed in. “Why not me?”

“Because,” Karen purred, “I’d rather help Lemuel.”

A smug smile spread over the big man’s face, and Dexter fumed.

Karen added, “Especially if he’s going to unload my brand new equipment!”

Lemmy’s smile disappeared and Dexter found it. Mark held back a laugh and pulled a crate from the van.

“Come on, gang,” he said with mock authority. “We’ve got a job to do... if you don’t mind! I’ve made arrangements for the rental agency to pick up the van.”

The loading proceeded swiftly. The cargo included special underwater gear, clothes, food, and Dexter’s “toolbox,” a simple name for a portable cabinet that contained every type of tool they might need for their work. Amidst the crates was a circular object some four feet across, carefully wrapped in canvas.

During the proceedings, Lemmy put a hand into his voluminous Hawaiian print shirt, brought out a bag of lemons, and put them in a safe place. Everything was aboard the plane and secured firmly in place in slightly less than 20 minutes. The loading ramps were slid back inside and the cargo doors were closed and latched. Mark and his crew boarded the plane’s cockpit area through the side door up front, using the fold-down ladder.

The engine sputtered to life and the green and yellow aircraft taxied to the runway, throwing glints of morning brightness as it turned. McArthur cleared with the control tower and advanced the throttle to near full open. The colossal jet aircraft which used the airport made long runways necessary, but their plane needed only half the distance and was quickly aloft.

Mark was in the pilot’s seat. The co-pilot’s seat, where Jim Collier should have been, was occupied by Dexter, and Lemmy and Karen were in the other small seats. Mark removed the radio headset from his ears.

“Karen, any cargo shake loose back there?” he asked.

“I’ll check,” she said. She undid her safety belt and went down the three steps into the cargo bay.

“What’s our flight plan, Boss?” Lemmy inquired.

“We’ll go to Kingston, Jamaica, then fly down the coast of South America, hitting Curacao, Cayenne and Recife. We’ll refuel at each stop. Ascension Island is the last chance for gas before Libreville, Africa, then we’ll fly the last leg to Lubumbashi.”

Karen’s voice came up from the back of the ship. “Everything’s fine back here.”

“Good,” said Mark, then he added, “Dexter, you’d better rest up. You’ll have to spell me tonight at flying this crate. And Lenny, get the charts out. You’re my navigator.”

Karen came to the cabin, rejoining them. “What do you want me to do?

“You can be the stewardess,” Mark said jokingly. “Since you’re the only woman on board.”

“Say, that’s right.” She smiled a wry smile. “I am!”

She fluttered short eyelashes and sauntered forward.

“Coffee, tea, or....”

The plane soared skyward, banking South, beginning their flight to Africa in search of Jim’s killers. 

They did not yet know of the monstrous flying thing that haunted the skies of the jungle in Katanga Province, or the other deadly dangers that awaited them....
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