
RED ENERGY

The Alex Cave Series book 3.

Cold Energy part 2.

Written by James M. Corkill.

Copyright 2014, James M. Corkill.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recording, or otherwise, without the written permission of the author. The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 1

Sign up for James M. Corkill's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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ALASKA. A TINY ISLAND IN THE ALEUTIAN CHAIN:

Geophysics instructor Alex Cave entered the opening in the rock face of the volcano and saw the light from his flashlight reflecting off a mirror surface. He followed the mirror deeper into the volcano until he reached the airlock doors of the alien spacecraft and stepped into a large circular chamber. His light reflected off a six-foot-diameter sphere with a mirror surface before he aimed the flashlight at the floor, exposing the powdered remains of a human-shaped body in a one-piece silver suit. As he picked up the shiny fabric, the powder flowed through the material onto the floor. “Tough luck for the first time traveler.”

He set it aside while removing all his clothes and stepped into the suit. “I hope this works.” He cautiously placed his palms against the mirror surface of the sphere, felt an electrical shock, and vanished.

***
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Five days earlier . . .

THE MYSTIC:

On the bridge, Mike wasn’t paying much attention to Alex talking on the phone when he heard the deep thumping of an approaching helicopter. He grabbed the binoculars and looked toward the sound, and when he focused the lenses, he smiled. “The Coast Guard helicopter is coming our way.”

Alex took the binoculars from Mike and focused on the orange and white helicopter half a mile from the island. At least he had some support, although they probably wouldn’t have much firepower. Still, it was better than no support at all until the military arrived.

His smile turned into a frown as he recognized a trail of white smoke streaking through the sky and he stood up. The helicopter was suddenly a massive ball of fire, with flaming pieces dropping into the ocean.

Mike jumped out of his chair when he saw smoke over the water. “What just happened?”

Alex aimed the binoculars toward the origin of the trail of smoke and two large helicopters were headed toward them. “We’re being invaded.” He grabbed the microphone for the portable radios. “Are you listening, Rita?”

“I heard an explosion. What just happened?”

“Two helicopters just shot down a Coast Guard rescue helicopter, and they’re coming our way.”

Rita grinned, knowing her plan was working. “What do you want me to do?”

“Tell Henry and David to stay inside the spaceship until we know what’s going on. I’ll be there in a minute, so meet me on the dock.”

“What are you planning on doing?”

“I’ll grab the shotguns and take the motorboat to the island while you get the Mystic away from here.”

“That’s a bad plan, Alex. I can help.”

“Thanks, but the Mystic’s too vulnerable.”

Alex grabbed the binoculars for one last look at the approaching helicopters. “You can come back when they leave.”

“And do what? Collect the bodies?”

“I hope not.”

***
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Rita shoved the radio into the chest pocket of her coat and placed her hand on the butt of the pistol inside her coat pocket. She knew in a few minutes, all hell was going to break loose, so she stepped inside the spaceship.

David heard the explosion and was moving toward the exit when Rita stepped in his way. “What’s going on?”

“We’re going to have company in a few minutes. Just stay inside, and I’ll go find out what happened.”

Rita hurried back to the dock and could see Alex standing in the motorboat at the stern of the Mystic, collecting shotguns from Mike and placing them on one of the seats. She waited while Alex drove across to the island, keeping her pistol hidden in her pocket.

Alex eased the motorboat against the dock. “One helicopter is a troop carrier, and the other one is for cargo. I brought shotguns for you and David.”

He reached down and grabbed one shotgun, then handed it to Rita. As he reached down for the other two, he heard the distinct sound of the pump handle inserting a round into the chamber of a shotgun. When he looked up, Rita was aiming it at his chest. “What are you doing?”

“Throw the shotguns into the water.”

“We’re in a lot of trouble, so don’t do this.” He eased his hand down to his jeans pocket.

Rita brought her shotgun up to her shoulder and sighted down the barrel at Alex. “Don’t even think about it! I know about your pistol. Take it out slowly and toss it into the water.”

Alex knew he didn’t stand a chance and held her gaze and did as she asked. “Why are you doing this?”

“Get rid of the shotguns.”

Alex reached down, grabbed the barrel of a shotgun, and then thought about using it as a club, but Rita shook her head no, so he tossed both of them into the water. “What now?”

“Go back to the Mystic and take it away from the island.” She saw the rage building in Alex’s eyes. “I don’t want to see the Mystic full of holes, so just do what I say and no one will get hurt.”

Alex moved forward to the steering wheel, but hesitated to sit down. “What do you want?”

Rita brought the shotgun down even with her waist, but kept the barrel aimed at Alex. “We want the devices.”

“Who are you working for?”

“Not working for, Alex. Working with, and you don’t need to know. Just leave and I won’t hurt anyone.”

“Right, like your friends didn't hurt anyone on the Coast Guard helicopter a few minutes ago.”

“I had nothing to do with that. Now leave!”

Alex reluctantly drove the motorboat away from the dock, while the deep thumping of the approaching helicopters was getting louder. He knew if they didn’t leave the area right away, the invaders might capture the Mystic. If that happened, he could not come back and get his friends. He didn’t trust Rita to keep her word, and his friends might be dead when he returned, but he knew he had no choice.

When he reached the stern of the Mystic, he tied the motorboat off to a cleat and ran up the stairs onto the bridge. He didn’t answer the question in Mike’s eyes. He switched the engines from thrusters to jet pumps, then shoved the throttle to full speed and steered away from the island.
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Rita waited on the dock until the Mystic was racing away, then headed back toward the spaceship. If everything went according to plan, in a few months she would be wealthy enough to buy a small island.

***
[image: ]


David stood in the entrance of the alien craft, watching Rita walking up the beach. “Where’s Alex?”

Rita stopped just outside the spaceship. “He’ll come back once the helicopters leave. Get back inside.”

David hesitated to do as she asked. “I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

“We’re taking the device. Just do what I say, and no one will get hurt.” When David didn’t move, she aimed the shotgun at him, but he just glared back. “I’m not kidding.”

David slowly turned and went back inside, and saw the questioning expression from Henry. “Alex isn’t coming. They want one of the devices, so just stay calm, and maybe we can find a way out of this.”

David got an idea and slowly walked to the four chairs in the center of the control room. Rita was watching him through the opening as he sat down and waited for her reaction, but she didn’t pay him any attention. He knew if he could shut down the power and seal them inside this ship, they would be safe from whoever was coming. He figured if the exterior of this alien craft could survive in molten rock for millions of years, a shotgun blast would not hurt it.

Rita turned as a helicopter appeared over the edge of the crater, then four thick nylon ropes dropped out of the open side door. An instant later, four armed men slid down them to the beach.

Rita saw David reaching down to the control pad and stepped inside, holding the shotgun waist-high, and aimed it at David. “Come over here, Henry. We’re going outside.”

Henry’s mouth opened slightly as he looked at David for help. David lowered his hand toward the control panel to cut the power before Henry made it to the exit, but flinched and jerked his hands away when the deafening roar from the shotgun’s warning blast filled the room.

David watched Rita swing the shotgun away from the exit and aim it at him again, then raised his hands. “All right! You’ve made your point.” The imploring look in Henry’s eyes broke his heart. “I’m sorry, Doc.”

Henry’s shoulders sagged as he slowly shuffled across the room and out through the entrance. “What do you want, Rita?”

“Just stand over there away from the ship until we’re done.”

***
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Using a pair of binoculars, Alex watched two helicopters hovering over the island, frustrated there was nothing he could do. He watched as four men dropped down ropes from the first helicopter and disappeared into the crater, and then the aircraft moved off to one side of the island to allow the second aircraft to move into position. Two thick cables with slings quickly descended, and a few moments later, the device from the entrance of the cave was hoisted into the air, swaying below the helicopter as it moved away.

The first aircraft returned and hovered over the crater, and Alex watched as two people in harnesses on the end of a rope were pulled into the helicopter. For an instant, he thought one of them had gray hair. Four more people were hoisted out of the crater, and he recognized a full head of red hair. “Damn you, Rita!”

He watched as the last four people disappeared inside the aircraft and both helicopters swung away from the island. “Take us back, Mike.”

Mike brought the Mystic close to the island and set the controls on autopilot, and then he and Alex ran out from the bridge and hurried down the stairs to the motorboat, still tied to the stern.

When Alex looked across at the island, David was walking down to the dock, and sighed with relief he wasn’t dead. He jumped into the boat, and motored over to the island. As the boat bumped against the dock, he noticed David’s angry expression. “Get in. We’ll wait on the Mystic until help arrives.”

“That bitch, Rita, took the Doc, Alex.”

“I know. Now get in so we can figure out where she took him.”

Alex took them back to the Mystic, where Mike was waiting on the stern. They all walked up the outside stairs to the bridge, and no one spoke for several long moments until David broke the silence. “At least we have the location of the other devices.”

Alex gave him a somber look. “I’m more worried about what Rita has planned for the device she did get. They may have been designed to clean the atmosphere, but we know how potentially destructive they can be as well. Once we get some support out here, I’m going back to the mainland. The only way to find the Doc is to find out whom Rita is working with, and if he comes to any harm, she’ll wish she had never met me.”

David had seen that look in Alex’s eyes once before, when he had talked about the six men who had murdered his wife, Sevi. Alex had killed each one without mercy.
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WYOMING:

When he felt a thud from a tire, Henry opened his eyes and looked at one of two guards sitting in the back of the cargo truck with him. The other guard sitting beside him had his head tilted back against the wall, snoring softly. At least they had respected his age, or perhaps Rita had told them to be considerate, but they had not even tied his hands.

He hadn’t seen Rita since the helicopters had landed at a private airport in Yakima, Washington, and had no idea where they were taking him. He looked down at the device strapped onto a wooden pallet, wondering what had made her do this. She appeared to enjoy working for Mike on the research ship, so was it for money?

He felt the truck slow down as it turned a corner and stopped, and he heard men talking outside, but the conversations were muffled. When the truck began moving again, the road felt rough, tossing him from side to side. When it stopped again, one of the guards stood and opened the rear door, allowing the dwindling sunlight to illuminate the interior.

Rita looked at Henry sitting on the bench seat against the far wall. “Sorry for the rough treatment, but there was only enough room in the cab for two.”

Henry remained seated. “I will not help you, Rita.”

“Fine. Come with me and I’ll take you somewhere for dinner. I even have a place for you to sleep.”

Henry felt his stomach rumble when he thought about food, and slowly stood and moved past the device to the rear of the truck. When Rita reached out to help him down, he shrugged her off and climbed out on his own. “I could use something to eat, but I will not change my mind.”

Rita knew Henry was tired and didn’t push the issue. “That’s okay. I’ll explain everything in the morning. Follow me.”

When Henry walked around the truck, he saw the entrance into a mountain. He froze as the childhood memory of being buried alive at the end of WWII flashed through his mind. “Are we going underground?”

“That’s right. It’s an old research facility.”

When he saw the weathered warning signs outside the entrance, Henry felt his heart rate increase. “I do not do well underground.”

“I promise you, it’s safe.”

Henry turned and saw the entrance into the facility. It was an arched concrete opening, twenty feet high and fifteen feet across at the bottom, similar to a tunnel entrance on a highway. The letters C.O.B.R.A. were embedded in the concrete above the opening. “What is COBRA?”

“It stands for Complex Organisms and Biological Research-Alien.” She indicated the waiting golf cart with her hand. “Get in. It’s a long walk to the facility.”

Henry hesitated. He was not claustrophobic, but was afraid of being buried alive. As a young boy in Germany after World War II, he had been trapped for three days in a flimsy old bomb shelter, hastily constructed during a raid, and he was not eager to be below ground again.

A big man put his hand on Henry’s shoulder. “I’ll make sure you’re safe, Doctor Heinz.”

Henry turned and looked up at a different guard. “Forgive me, but I do not even know your name, sir.”

“Chris Jenkins and I’ll be your escort while you’re here, Doctor. I’ll do my best to make you as comfortable as possible.”

Henry reluctantly climbed into the rear seat. Once Rita sat in the front, Chris climbed in behind the wheel and drove into the entrance. As they continued down a long, level tunnel, Henry felt a knot form in his stomach as LED lights flashed by overhead, illuminating the concrete floor and walls curving up to form the arched ceiling.

300-yards farther, the tunnel ended at a fifty-foot-square, steel-framed opening. On the left side, massive hinges supported a two-foot thick steel door for sealing the facility, which only added to Henry’s anxiety.

They drove through the opening and entered an enormous circular chamber 300-feet across at the bottom, with a ceiling shaped like a dome, fifty feet high. A grid-work of steel rails with several mechanical hoists was hung from the ceiling with thick steel rods.

Chris stopped the golf cart just inside the entrance, the three of them climbed out, and he led them into the lounge, indicating the table and chairs. “Why don’t you two take a seat and I’ll fix us something to eat.”

After they sat down, Henry felt a little more at ease. “Will you at least tell me why you brought the device to this facility?”

“We need a safe place to conduct our experiments. This facility is leased from the government by the D.A.R Corporation. DAR is short for Demolition and Reconstruction. They contract with the government after any major disaster, such as hurricanes, tornadoes, bombings, and just about every major catastrophe here in the states. It’s a billion-dollar industry for those who get the contracts.”

“I do not understand. Why do you need the device?”

Rita knew why, but also knew if she told Henry, it would only strengthen his resolve not to cooperate. “All in good time.”

Henry thought about the heavy steel door. “Did you see the movie, The Andromeda Strain?”

Rita grinned. “Both versions, and you’re right to make the association. During the beginning of the space program in the sixties, the government was worried about bringing samples back from the moon. They set up this abandoned gold mine as a place to study the material, and in 1970, the facility was sealed. One day, a congressional representative convinced the government this place was outdated and a wasted resource and that it should be leased under contract to the highest bidder. The owner of DAR, Steve Preston, underbid his competitors, and now has full use of this facility.”

Henry found it odd this complex would be sealed and abandoned without a reason. He was about to bring it to Rita’s attention when Chris walked out of the kitchen and set a platter of sliced club sandwiches on the table.

“It’s the best I could do on short notice. I’m actually a pretty good cook.”

The conversations ceased while they ate. When they finished, Chris took the platter back to the kitchen and returned to the table, but did not sit down. “I’m sure you’re as tired as I am, Doctor. Let me show you to your room. You’ll find an assortment of blue coveralls in the dresser, and I’ll show you where the restrooms are located.”

Henry slid his chair back and stood, as did Rita, before they followed Chris to the back of the lounge through another door. After showing them the washrooms, he led them into the small dormitory style sleeping quarters.
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When he awoke the next morning, Henry searched through the drawers and found the smallest coverall he could find, and carried it down the hall to the showers. When he returned to the lounge, he saw Chris sitting at a table.

Chris looked up from his magazine and grinned when Henry entered the room. The coverall he was wearing hung loosely over his small frame, and the pant legs were rolled up above his shoes. “Good morning, Doctor Heinz. Would you like something to eat?”

Henry continued across the room and sat at the table. “Yes, thank you. Toast and coffee would be nice.”

Chris stood. “I’ll try to get you a smaller size coverall while you’re eating.”

Henry watched Chris as he walked around the counter. For being so robustly built, 250 pounds and perhaps six feet tall, Chris carried the weight well. When he returned with the toast and coffee, Henry noticed Chris’s nose had been broken at one time and never properly reset, and a slight scar ran through his right eyebrow. When Chris set the plate of toast on the table, Henry saw the scars on his knuckles.

Chris noticed Henry staring at his hand and moved it away. “I’ll go look for some different coveralls that might fit you better, Doctor Heinz.”

Despite being held captive, Henry appreciated Chris’s courteous attitude. “Just Henry will do, Chris. Thank you.”

When Chris left the lounge, Henry slid the magazine over and read the title. Better Homes and Gardens was not what he had expected to find.

A few moments later, Chris returned clutching a pair of light blue coveralls and set them on the table. “These are the smallest size I could find, but they should fit you better than the ones you have on. Mr. Preston just arrived, and he’s eager to meet you.” Chris noticed the magazine was face up and grinned. “I enjoy gardening in my spare time.”

Henry found Chris to be a curious individual. Perhaps he was just a man with a job to do, and did not bear him any ill will. When he realized Chris was waiting for him to change clothes, he got up and hurried back to the bunk room.

***
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After parking the golf cart at the entrance, Rita ran over to the helicopter as Steve Preston climbed out. It had been two months since she had left him to work for Mike on the Mystic. She threw her arms around his neck, pulling him close. “I’ve missed you so much.”

Preston concentrated on the entrance, not Rita. “Missed you, too. Take me inside. I want to see what this alien device looks like.”

***
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When Henry walked in, Chris set the magazine down and stood from the table. “Much better.”

Henry followed him into the massive main chamber and saw the device positioned vertically on a support base with the pointed end up. A framework of one-inch fiberglass rods held it in place.

He looked across the room and was relieved to see the heavy steel door was still open, and saw Rita standing in front of an elevated control console. Apparently, Rita had brought a suitcase and was dressed in blue jeans and a light blue sweater, and beside her was a handsome man dressed in a white shirt and black jeans.

Rita looked up when Henry and Chris entered the room. “Come over here and join us.”

Henry strolled beside Chris to the console, and Steve Preston held his hand out to him, but Henry refused to accept it. “I do not appreciate being kidnapped, sir.”

Preston turned to Rita. “Do you really need this old man’s help?”

“He knows more about this device than I do.”

Preston glared at Henry. “Fine.” He gave her a quick kiss. “I’d better get going. Chris? Drive me back to the helicopter.”

Once Chris and Preston drove down the tunnel, Henry gave it one more try. “I do not know as much as you think I do. You have seen how unpredictable they can be, and the repercussions of your experiments could have devastating effects. Please stop this before it is too late.”

“Sorry, Henry. I think you know more than you’re telling me. Just help me get it right and nothing bad will happen.”

Henry sighed in frustration and headed for the lounge. “You will be the death of us all, Miss Harrow.”
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FRIDAY. ONE WEEK LATER - COBRA:

Henry sat hunched over at the table, poking at his scrambled eggs with a fork. He had worked for the government doing secret research for over fifty years, so he knew there must have been a very important reason COBRA had been shut down in 1970. The fact it had also been sealed only added to his concern, so he looked across the table at Chris. “Do you know what they did in this facility?”

“Nope. Rita might know.”

“I have already asked her, and she does not.”

Chris smirked at him. “Would you like to see the actual COBRA laboratory?”

Henry sat up straight. “Yes. Perhaps if I could see what type of equipment they were using, it would give me a better understanding of why they sealed the facility.”

They stood, and Henry followed Chris out of the lounge and across the main room to the elevator. He looked across at Rita, who didn’t look up from the control console. He had been little help, anyway, and Rita had a better understanding of resonant frequencies than he did. He was just grateful she hadn’t told Preston he was useless.

The elevator door opened, so they stepped inside the cab and Henry noticed all four numbers on the control panel pointed down. As the floor seemed to drop beneath his feet, he tried to control his growing anxiety. When the door opened on the third floor, he released a deep sigh of relief.

They stepped out and the overhead lighting came on automatically. The laboratory was a single large room with several workstations, so Henry strolled around the tables, trying to picture in his mind what they were doing down here.

Old dust-covered test equipment had been abandoned on the tables, along with several containment chambers with rubber gloves poking inside. Against one wall, empty cages were stacked three high, but when he stepped closer, he recognized the skeletal remains of monkeys.

Henry turned back to Chris. “This is not a good sign. I can tell you this much. Whatever the reason, they left in a hurry.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Those animals were abandoned in the cages. Something must have gone wrong with their experiments on the moon samples.”

When Henry opened a refrigerator door, the stench caused him to gag so he slammed it shut. “If I could contact my associates, we may learn exactly what happened here.”

Chris studied Henry for a long moment. Now he too was concerned, but he didn’t want to lose his job. “I wish I could help you, Henry. I really do. But I have responsibilities.”

“I understand. We cannot always control our lives.”

Chris glanced at the elevator door. “We’re not supposed to be down here, so we should go back to the test area before Rita notices we’re gone.”

“She knows we are down here. I think she does not care as long as I cannot contact the outside world.”

“Do you want to stay here for a while longer?”

Henry looked around one last time. “No. There is nothing more to learn down here.”

Henry stepped into the elevator and noticed there was still one more floor below this one. Apparently, it could only be accessed by a key in the control panel. As the doors closed and the cab rose, his phobia slowly subsided. When the door opened and he stepped out of the elevator on the main floor, it stopped.

Rita was still standing over the control console, and Henry wasn’t sure if either she didn’t notice their arrival, or didn’t care as they continued across the room. Henry stopped next to the device and had a deep sense of apprehension about this test, but knew that arguing the point again would be useless.

Rita heard footsteps approaching. “You’re just in time. I’m ready to try the first combination of resonant frequencies. You two might want to move away from the device.”

Henry continued across the room and saw the glee of excitement in Rita’s eyes as she held her finger over the activation button.

She grinned down at Henry. “Are you ready?”

“Do not do this.”

She turned back to watch the device. “Here we go. Three, two, one, now.”

Henry held his breath as the seconds on the digital clock clicked past three, four, five, and six, but nothing happened. The device remained inactive.

Henry sighed with relief, until he saw the determination in Rita’s eyes. “You were part of what happened in the arctic, so you know they are deadly. Please do not attempt to control something built by more advanced humans from another world.”

Rita leaned back from the control console for a moment while remembering how one of the devices froze thousands of miles of the Arctic Ocean. “This one’s not in the water.” She leaned over the console. “Here we go. These frequencies should do the trick. Two, one, now.”

The concrete floor sent a vibration into the soles of their shoes. It only lasted for a fraction of a second and they did not see any change to the device.

“What just happened?” Chris asked.

Rita studied the information on the digital display. “Nothing happened. The test is a bust. We’ll need to try again with a different combination of frequencies.”

Henry shook his fist as he glared at Rita. “You are wrong! You felt the movement in the floor. Something happened, but it was not what you expected. We have no idea why this facility was sealed, so you must not proceed with your experiments!”

Chris was momentarily stunned by the fury in Henry’s argument, and he felt afraid of the device. For a moment, he wondered if losing his job might be a better option.

When Rita turned back to the console, Henry let his shoulders slump. “I can help you, Rita. I could contact Director Donner and have the records of this COBRA project sent by courier.”

Rita gave him a stern look. “Absolutely not. No one can know our location until I determine it’s necessary. I’ll use my contacts to find out what happened here. Is that clear?”

Henry lowered his head in defeat, knowing something terrible could result from her impatience. He shuffled toward the lounge as his only refuge.

Chris noticed Henry’s depression and decided a walk outside might help him. “Listen, Henry. Mr. Preston should arrive shortly. I’ll need to pick him up at the entrance anyway, so let’s go for a ride outside.”

Henry followed Chris over to the golf cart and climbed into the passenger seat. Once Chris was in, they rode along the tunnel in silence.
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Chris parked just inside the entrance, so they climbed out and strolled outside. Henry stopped to look around, impressed by what appeared to be a state park. It had been dusk when he arrived, but now he was seeing it in full daylight. There were no vehicles on the half-moon shaped area, which ended one-hundred-feet away at a forest of thick-trunked evergreens.

He slid his shoe across what appeared to be dirt, but was actually a hard surface covered with tan-colored epoxy paint. Blotches of charcoal gray and green paint were scattered randomly in every direction to complete a camouflaged tapestry. His depression deepened when he realized from the air, it would appear to be a clearing in the forest, and no one would suspect he would be there.

Chris indicated a clear area under the branches. “There’s a bench over there if you want to sit for a while.”

Henry walked over and sat down, and looked at the pine needles as he stirred them with the toe of his shoe. Without realizing it, he had drawn the capitals A and C. He looked over at Chris. “Do you know what their intentions are if they can control the device?”

“No. I’m just one of the guards, and do what they say.”

“There are more guards at this facility?”

“Yeah, but they just take care of the entry gate and patrol the grounds. I live in there and take care of the internal security, but usually there isn’t much for me to do. I needed something to occupy my time, so I started taking cooking lessons online.”

Henry felt a glimmer of hope he might get a message to Donner over the internet. First, he needed to gather more information about the security at this facility. “How many guards do they have here?”

“I hope you’re not planning an escape. I like you, Henry, but I can’t allow you to leave. I have a job to do. Besides, this place is shaped like a horseshoe, and the surrounding rock is over 300-feet high and nearly vertical. There is no way to hike up to the rim. The only way out is through the narrow entrance where the guards are stationed, or by helicopter.”

As if on cue, Chris heard the deep thumping sound of an approaching helicopter echo off the face of the entrance. “I’m sure that’s Mr. Preston, and we’ll get blown away by the downdraft. We need to go back inside.”

Henry and Chris hurried across into the entrance and waited while a dull gray, two-person helicopter swooped in low above the treetops and set down on the painted surface. Once the rotors slowed down, Chris walked out to greet Preston, but Henry refused to be friendly and stayed inside.

Preston climbed out of the helicopter and walked with Chris to the entrance. “I heard about the tremor. Is Rita making any headway?”

“Kind of, I guess. She’ll have to tell you about it.”

Preston grinned sadistically when he saw Henry. “Feeling any better, old man?”

“I would feel better if you told me what you intend to do with that device.”

Preston was impressed by the old man’s tenacity. “All right. I plan to create a series of storms along the east coast, but nothing too dramatic. I’ll have my men and equipment staged nearby, and I can underbid my competitors for the cleanup contract. I’ll make millions of dollars in a matter of months.”

“You are a madman. You cannot control the weather!”

“I can if you and Rita figure out the correct set of frequencies. I’m going to
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