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The man’s smile was broad. This looked to be the best day of fishing he had seen in years. Nearly every cast was pulling up several fish. For some reason the fish in this area had chosen to congregate in this one small cove. Already Kadek’s boat was getting full with fish. His wife, Ni Luh, was scrambling to cram as many fish as possible into the three large baskets they had brought with them.

Ni Luh watched Kadek laughing as he pulled the net in once again. It had been a long time since Kadek had this much luck fishing and it had been hard on their family. There were days they were eating very little and had no fish to trade for other goods. The boy that normally helped Kadek on these fishing trips had refused to go with him anymore. The boy repeated what many of the other villagers were saying. That Kadek was cursed.

Kadek was trying to pull the net up into the boat when there was a strong jerk on the net that forced Kadek to lean over the side of the boat. Kadek’s face stared down into the water. He thought for a moment he saw something swim below their boat. It was fast and Kadek wasn’t sure he actually saw anything. He pulled at the net again. This time it came up easily, but when Kadek slid the net into the boat he frowned at the torn net. Something had ripped the net open and there were no fish. From the weight of the net as Kadek was initially pulling it in, Kadek knew there had been fish in it.

“What?” Ni Luh asked.

“Something tore the net.” Kadek said angrily. It was a sizable tear and Kadek knew he would have to return home to repair it. It meant fishing for today was done. He was frustrated.

“What was it?” Ni Luh asked.

“A shark probably.” Kadek said. He flipped the last section of the net aside.

“I told you this was a bad place.” Ni Luh said.

“Bad place?” Kadek waved a hand at their haul of fish. “This is the best day we have ever had fishing.”

“It is this place.” Ni Luh waved at the island they were just offshore of. “You know it is cursed. No one fishes here. Bad things happen to people who fish here.”

Kadek waved a hand dismissively. “Old stories. The fishing here is great. When I have the net repaired I will come back here. It is a good place.”

From somewhere off in the jungle of the island a loud growling howl echoed through the trees.

“There it is again.” Ni Luh’s voice was muted and fearful. “We have to leave here now.”

As Kadek stared at the shoreline there was a splash in the water just in front of the boat. Kadek had to twist around to look over the bow of the small fishing boat. He only caught a glimpse of something. He couldn’t tell what it was.

Kadek shrugged. “Well, our net is ruined now, so I guess we will have to leave.”

There was another screeching sound from somewhere just inside the wall of vegetation that engulfed the island.

“Ah!” Ni Luh grabbed a canvas tarp and pulled it up over her in an effort to hide from whatever might be out there.

Kadek shook his head. “Silly woman.” He sighed. He leaned over the side of the boat to get one last look at the large school of fish in the water below. He stared for a moment at the treasure now down there out of his reach. Suddenly the fish scattered and a dark shape rushed beneath the boat. A slender head on a long neck shot out of the water next to the boat. In the span of a heartbeat it shot out and its gaping mouth full of teeth clamped down on Kadek’s head. A moment later Kadek was pulled out of the boat and down into the water.

Ni Luh heard the splashing of water and felt the boat rock. She pulled the tarp down a little in time to see Kadek’s legs disappearing into the water. She let out a gasp. Despite her terror, she peeked over the side of the boat. She couldn’t any sign of Kadek, but the waters began turning red. With a whimper, Ni Luh ducked back down under the tarp.

Ni Luh stayed under the tarp for a long time. Each time she considered uncovering herself and look for Kadek she heard some kind of frightening sound. Either it was some kind of screaming sound from the island or a large splash coming from the surrounding waters. Both sounds now terrified her.

Time passed and Ni Luh couldn’t tell if it had been minutes or hours. She noticed, though, that it had been some time since she had heard any kind of sound. Slowly, Ni Luh pulled a corner of the tarp aside. Laying in the bottom of the boat she could see only blue sky above her. She lifted herself up a little at a time. When her head was high enough to see past the edge of the boat she realized that there was nothing but water all around her.

Ni Luh sat fully up. She swiveled around, looking in all directions. It was obvious that she was well out into the ocean. A moment later she spotted a couple of islands just barely visible on the horizon. She had no idea if one of them was the terrible island they had just been fishing near or not. Staring out at the gently rolling water she saw nothing out of the ordinary. She had thought that when she was brave enough to come out from under the tarp that she would try to find Kadek, but she now knew that was not going to happen.

Ni Luh stared at the distant islands. Even if she could summon up enough courage to return the terrible island to look for Kadek, she didn’t know which island it was. For that matter, it might not be any of the islands she could still just barely see. Ni Luh started crying. She was in shock at what had happened and felt lost drifting alone out here.

After a while Ni Luh stopped crying and just sat staring out at the water. She was so lost in a fog of thoughts and feelings that she did not see the other boat approach. Nor did she immediately respond to the calls from the other boat as it drew near. She finally was pulled out of her trance as the other boat bumped up next to her own boat. She turned and stared at the men in the other boat. They were saying things to her.

The men in the second boat were puzzled. They recognized Ni Luh. She was from a neighboring village and they asked her about Kadek, but she didn’t seem to hear them. They brought Ni Luh into their own boat and tied Ni Luh’s boat to theirs.

On the trip back to their home island they continued questioning Ni Luh. She gave only short cryptic answers, but, eventually, they were able to grasp that she and Kadek had been fishing near a frightening island. It was all they could get out of her, but they knew of the island Ni Luh was referring to. They understood then that they would never see Kadek again.
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The ship tilted sharply again and several of the men had to adjust their footing to keep from stumbling into one another. Rain slapped at the men as they huddled along the rail on the port side of the ship, a short distance from the bow. They were on the leeward side two levels below the bridge, forward of amidship. The lights of the ship did not fully light this area. The squall that came upon the ship just after dusk raged on above and around them.

“I hear it. Down in the engine room.” Tito, one of the engineers said. He was a short, dark skinned man with jet black hair. He looked around the group with fearful eyes.

“Yeah. It slams against the bulkhead. Makes a terrible noise.” Jacobson, the other engineer added. Jacobson was an older, gray haired man. He had been at sea for most of his life.

“What’s in there?” Willie, the cook’s helper asked. Willie was no more then twenty years old. Brown hair and perpetually drooping and sad face. He had been assigned the lowest of manual labor jobs on the ship until Little Joey, the cook’s first helper, ‘disappeared’.

“A monster.” Chino said. He was dark haired, middle aged man who was nearly as round as he was tall.

“I agreed to come down here to hear your complaints. Not guess at the contents of our hold. The Captain has made it clear you are not to talk about what cargo we are carrying.” Robineau, the second mate, with sandy brown hair and neat white uniform said.

“Mr. Robineau, that ain’t no cargo.” Jacobson said.

“And that is not your concern, Mr. Jacobson.” Robineau replied.

“It is if it’s a monster.” Chino said. “What if that thing gets out?”

Robineau sighed. “You need to stop talking about this. Right now. Look, you know as well as I do that Captain Bellows was having trouble finding cargo for this ship. This Depression is killing our business. We got lucky with this job. The pay is better than any cargo we’ve ever carried before. All of you are going to be getting a bonus when we’re done with this. You know this. Don’t screw this up. Just do your jobs and let’s finish this out.”

“Yeah, if we live to the end of it.” Tito said shaking his head.

“It’s in the damned hold. The hold is battened down. It can’t get out.” Robineau said.

“So, what happened to Little Joey? He was throwing something down through the access hatch every night. Said he couldn’t tell us what he was throwing down there or why. Then one night he goes to do it and we all heard him scream and he’s gone. Nobody says nothing about it. That ain’t right.” Jacobson said.

“It was an accident. That’s all. Forget about it. There’s nothing we can do for Little Joey now.” Robineau said.

“That man knows.” Chino said.

“What man?” Robineau asked.

“The man in the white suit.” Chino said. “The one we see up on the bridge, but he’s never seen anywhere else. He knows what that thing is.”

“You heard the Captain when we first left that island. You are not speak of that man and you are never to go near him.” Robineau said.

“Have you spoken to him?” Tito asked.

A flash of something swept through Robineau’s eyes. He shook his head quickly. “No. I am not allowed to speak to him either. Only the Captain talks to him. And I don’t want to.”

“Who is he?” Chino asked.

Robineau sighed. He glanced around carefully as lightning flashed in the distance and a roll of thunder seemed to sweep towards the ship. “All I know is his name is Dr. Zeitner and he is some kind of scientist. The thing in the hold...it’s his.”

“What do you mean it’s his?” Jacobson asked.

“He...made it.” Robineau said. He was about to say something else when there was the clang of a steel door banging open somewhere. Robineau waved to the men. “Go. Get out of here.”

Everyone quickly looked around and then dispersed in various directions. The sea heaved up and tilted the ship and from somewhere deep in the ship the scream of something echoed through the metal of the ship.

3

The Office of Scientific Operations, the OSO, had been given an entire floor of a building several blocks down the street from the White House. An entire floor of the building sounded larger than it actually was. It consisted of six rooms in total. One office, a larger room with six desks in it, a small kitchen, a bathroom, a back room where a wide range of equipment was laying around on a couple of large tables and a meeting room.

The meeting room was the most used room in the place. It was where the Director of the OSO met with the agents for briefings on current and upcoming assignments. The room held two tables. One was used for the four agents, the director and any visiting guests sat for meetings. The other table, a larger one, typically had maps laid out on it. Typically it was used for working out the details and logistics of an assignment.

One wall of the meeting room was comprised primarily of large windows. The other three walls of the room held larger maps that, when taken together, displayed the world in relative detail. There was also a teletype machine, a radio and several telephones—one of which was a direct line to the White House. That phone was there so the Director of the OSO could quickly communicate, if necessary, with President Roosevelt.

Currently three of the four agents were in the meeting room. Marcus Edmonds sat at the table and slowly drummed his fingers on the table. He had brown hair, a stocky stature and a serious look to him. Next to Edmonds sat Paul Fleming. He had a PhD in Physics and one in Zoology as well. He was a pilot, analytical and very pragmatic in how he approached things. He had sandy blonde hair and seemed to be perpetually working on something in his head.

Joe Reynolds, ‘Jersey’ to his friends, stood at one of the windows and stared out at the city. He had been a soldier in the war. He served in the trenches on the western front. He had blonde hair and had a lean, but muscular body. He fidgeted a little as he stood looked out the window watching a light rain falling. He found it hard to sit still. A byproduct of his time in the war. Staring at the rain, he was likely thinking about his girlfriend, Jenny Sue, up in Hoboken.

The door to the meeting room opened up. Marcus looked over in expectation of the Director, but the man that walked in was Jonesy, Charlie Jones. He was another veteran of the war. A specialist in explosives and a wide array of weapons. He had even had the chance, in the war, to drive one of the British tanks. He thought it was a silly and useless rolling coffin. Jonesy was carrying a cup of coffee. He seemed to drink only one of two things, coffee or whiskey. He was a round man. Not fat, but bulky. He had black hair and a bushy black mustache.

Jonesy took a seat at the table and sipped his coffee. A moment later a tall, middle aged man with silver and orange hair walked in. He was Jonathon Quest, the Director of the OSO. He had been personally selected to lead the OSO by Roosevelt when it was first created shortly after the giant ape they called King Kong had wreaked havoc on New York City. Roosevelt felt that with the rapid rate in which science was advancing and more and more of the corners of the planet were being explored the risk of more of these dangerous anomalies to the United States was increasing at a frightening pace. The task of the OSO was to identify these threats and, if possible, to organize a means of mitigating their danger to the country.

Roosevelt had chosen Quest because of his background. For many years Quest had been heading up expeditions into remote and unexplored parts of the world. He was a well respected member of the Explorers Club and of the Royal Geographical Society. He had faced all kinds of risks in his explorations and had been declared dead more than once only to reappear from some exotic locale. Roosevelt was sure that Quest had the experience and savvy to head up this new organization that would require its members to travel wherever they needed to and to deal with whatever new dangers were being spawned by an age where science was truly being unleashed.

Quest was carrying several file folders. He dropped them on to the table and looked at the men around the table. Jersey Joe had come to the table and sat down as soon as Quest entered the room. 

“We’ve got some work to do. First, though, Marcus, I want to hear your assessment of the recovery work being done in New York.” Quest sat down and looked at Edmonds.

Edmonds nodded. “Yes sir. Well, the repairs to the elevated track are complete. They scrapped the train car that was attacked. Apparently the entire frame was too bend up to be repaired. Repairs to the Empire State Building are ongoing. There was a considerable amount of damage from bullets. Every place bullets struck the building has to be inspected to determine if there is any long term structural issues that might compromise the building in some way. Also, quite a few other buildings were hit with gunfire from the planes. Tracking all of them down and determining the seriousness of that damage is going to take a while. Finally, as per your suggestion, I have talked to the city administration on developing some manner of emergency plans and training for both police and firefighters for contingencies such as what occurred there.”

Quest had opened one of the folders he had brought in. He jotted down some notes on a sheet of paper. When he was done he looked over at Edmonds.

“Thank you.” Quest said. He flipped the open folder closed and shuffled it aside. He opened another folder. “Now, for the business at hand. We have been given a new assignment. It comes from the Navy. The USS Chantilly has been patrolling the waters in and around the Java Sea.”

“Java Sea?” Jersey Joe asked.

“It’s in Southeast Asia. Between Sumatra and the big island of Indonesia.” Fleming said.

Jersey Joe just looked at Fleming.

“Show him.” Quest said to Fleming. He waved a hand towards the wall behind him.

Fleming got up and circled the table. He picked up a yardstick and stepped in front of the giant map that displayed Asia. Fleming extended the yardstick out and circled the Java Sea.

“Ah, OK.” Jersey Joe said with a nod.

“We don’t have a base down there, do we?” Edmonds asked.

Quest shook his head. “No. We are working out of Singapore at the British base there. They have been courteously allowing us to use their facilities. They understand our interest in Japanese activity in that region. So, concerning the Chantilly, the ship apparently was on a routine patrol among some of the islands in Indonesia when something happened.”

“Something happened?” Edmonds asked.

Quest nodded. “Yes, well, it seems they are having trouble determining what exactly occurred. It appears that something violent happened to the ship. It was seriously damaged.”

“That seems oddly vague.” Fleming said as he sat back down.

Quest sighed. “I understand. Look at these photographs.” Quest slid several photos out of the folder and into the middle of the table.

Fleming pulled the photos closer and positioned them between himself and Edmonds. Jersey Joe and Jonesy got up and stepped closer. All of them leaned a little closer to study the pictures.

“Did they hit a mine?” Jersey Joe asked.

Fleming shook his head. “No. Not a mine. The metal in the damaged areas are twisted and bent, but they are too far above the waterline to be a mine. And...they don’t look like they were made by an explosive of any kind. Look here. This part here, it’s been twisted by some powerful force, but right next to it, that air intake, shows no damage at all. A blast big enough to wreck this piece like that should flattened the air intake.”

“The forward gun.” Jonesy said.

“Yeah. The barrel’s bent down.” Jersey Joe said.

“Couldn’t fire the gun. They’d have blown the whole turret up if they tried.” Jonesy said.

“What do the sailors say happened?” Edmonds asked.

Quest shook his head. “It occurred at night. No one got a clear view. It struck quick, whatever it was, but no one saw any other ships nearby and they weren’t near any navigational hazards in the area.”

“No theories?” Fleming asked.

Quest shook his head. “Not really. There have been rumors, stories from some of the small fishing villages around the area of something in the waters.”

“An animal?” Fleming asked skeptically. “In the water? Big enough to do this kind of damage?”

Quest shrugged. “That’s why we currently don’t consider that a theory as yet.”

“If it was an animal, it would have to be about the size of the Kong creature.” Fleming said.

Quest glanced at Fleming. “Right, but if there was one of these large creatures out there then there might be more. We can't rule it out.”

“So you want us to go there and assess the situation?” Edmonds asked.

Quest nodded. “Yes. Take a look at the Chantilly. See if you can come up with some possible explanations. Then I want you to work your way through those possibilities. We will come up with an answer through subtraction.”

Fleming gave a short nod. “Eliminate all the things it could not be, leaving only what it actually is.”

“Right.” Quest said. “Tomorrow morning there will be a plane fueled and waiting for you at Washington-Hoover. This is the biggest task we have been assigned since this organization was formed. Let’s earn the President’s confidence in what we can do. Any questions?”

“Once we arrive in Singapore, who is in charge of this investigation, us or the Navy?” Edmonds asked.

“Our authority comes directly from the President. Anywhere we go and anything we are involved in, our authority is only surpassed by the President. All government employees, state or federal, and all military personnel defer to you. That being said, this is a new organization and most such personnel will have no idea who you are, but the upper levels of the United States government have been briefed on our mission. Your authority and clearances can be quickly run up the chain of command and confirmed. Exercise this authority wisely.” Quest said.

“Understood.” Edmonds replied.

“For the purposes of efficiency I am naming Marcus, here, our chief investigator on this. He will be in charge of keeping me abreast on your progress.” Quest said. He looked at Edmonds. “You will make final decisions on how things are handled, but make sure you utilize the resources you have.”

Edmonds glanced around the table. “Understood, sir.”

“Thank you, gentlemen and good luck.” Quest gathered up the photos and his folders. He stood up and, with a nod to the men, walked out.

“Monster hunters.” Jersey Joe said shaking his head.

Fleming looked at Jersey Joe. “Probably not how I would define what we do.”

“Sounds like that’s exactly what we’re doing.” Jonesy said.

Fleming looked at Edmonds.

Edmonds shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess we’ll find out.”
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“You do not believe me. How can you not believe me? My husband is gone.” Ni Luh cried. She leaned forward in her chair and started crying again. A fan clattered a little as it spun in the corner. It was the only thing trying to cool the stuffy and hot office of the local police chief.

The police chief sighed and shook his head. “I am sorry, but I can do nothing for you. We have had many such reports about that island. That is why we have warned people to stay away from there. A foreigner owns that island. He has friends in the government. We are forbidden to go there.”

Ni Luh said nothing. She didn’t lift her head up.

The police chief waved to one of his officers to help Ni Luh to her feet. When Ni Luh was standing the officer gently led her out of the police chief’s office and past the front desk. The officer let go of her arm and Ni Luh slowly walked out of the police station.

Standing at the bottom of the short set of steps of the police station, Ni Luh took a deep breath. She wiped the tears from her face. She looked around the street as if it was a foreign land. She seemed lost. This village, though, was not actually foreign to her. She had been here several times over the years. This village was not far along the shore of this island and only a couple of islands west from her own island.

Ni Luh’s own village did not have any police at all. This town was the closest place where a police station existed. It also had the only pier large enough for bigger boats to dock at on the entire island. Typically there was a boat of some kind tied up at the pier delivering goods and picking up outbound cargo. A different kind of boat was docked at the pier today. A military boat from somewhere, but Ni Luh didn’t care whose boat it was.

“Are you OK?”

The voice startled Ni Luh. She had been standing there in daze. The fact that whoever was talking to her was doing so in English also surprised her. She looked at the young man. She knew enough English from the missionaries that regularly visited the island to understand what the man was asking her.

“I…” Ni Luh realized she really didn’t know the answer to that particular question.

Bobby Bell stared at the woman. He understood that she was upset and felt sympathy for her. He also thought that she was kind of attractive. Sailor’s on shore leave were always quick to spot a woman alone.

“Is there something I can help you with?” Bell asked.

Ni Luh waved her arms around. “My man. He is dead.”

“Oh.” Bell said. “I’m sorry.” So much for asking the woman to join him for a drink, Bell thought. Bell glanced up as a police officer walked out of the station and down the steps. The officer recognized the woman and quickly skirted around her and hurried off somewhere.

“How did your husband die?” Bell asked.

“A monster killed him.” Ni Luh spit out.

“And…you reported that to the police?” Bell glanced at the station and then back at Ni Luh.

“Yes, but they will do nothing.” Ni Luh replied.

Bell thought about the Peoria, the small patrol boat he was serving on, docked at the pier. They were ordered to make a routine patrol up this way, but their orders were somewhat odd. They were to keep an eye out for anything strange and report back if they came across anything. The orders didn’t specify what constituted ‘strange’, but rumors had been flying around Singapore about what happened to the Chantilly. The crews on the patrol boats were puzzled with what they were supposed to be watching for and a little on edge. The Chantilly was three times bigger than a patrol boat. If something could nearly sink the Chantilly, it would have no trouble destroying a patrol boat.

“A monster? What do you mean?” Bell asked.

Ni Luh focused at the young man talking to her. She realized she was talking to stranger. It took her a moment for recognize that this man was wearing a uniform.

“You are a soldier?” Ni Luh asked.

Bell shook his head. “No ma’am. I’m a sailor. With the United States Navy.”

“United States Navy? You could kill this monster.” Ni Luh said. She grabbed Bell’s arm.

The situation was rapidly sliding into something Bell had no experience in. He was a farm boy from Kansas that had always dreamed of sailing around the world. The truth was, he had gone from rural farm country, to initial training in the Navy and then getting shipped out to Singapore. His experience in the trials and tribulations in the far flung corners of the globe were nonexistent.

“Uh...I don’t know. Where is this monster? What kind of monster is it? I mean, not that I’ve ever seen any other kind of monsters, but…” Bell wasn’t sure how to handle this.

“You are a Navy man. You have boats with guns. You could go and kill the monster.” Ni Luh insisted.

“I don’t think it works quite like that. You see, the boat doesn’t go where I say. I’m not the Captain.” Bell explained.

“You go tell your Captain. Tell him you have to go kill a monster.” Ni Luh gave Bell a light push of encouragement.

“Wait. Wait.” Bell said. “Maybe you could tell me what happened and then I could go tell my Captain about it and then he could decide what we should do.”

Ni Luh sighed. “I told my story to the police,” Ni Luh waved a hand disgustedly back towards the station, “and they did not believe me.”

Bell understood that. He was a bit skeptical to believe some woman on the street claiming some monster came along killed her husband, but, he thought, they were supposed to be on the lookout for anything strange. This certainly sounded like it could qualify.

“OK. Well, tell me the story. I can’t tell your story to my Captain if you don’t tell it to me.” Bell said.

Ni Luh looked at Bell for a moment. “OK, but I will tell no one else if you do not believe me.”

“OK.” Bell said. He waved to a nearby bench and they both went and sat down.

“We were fishing. In a bad place. A place we were told not to go. My husband, he was sure the fishing would be good there because no one has been fishing there for a long time. Fishing for us has been bad around our island. We needed to catch fish or we would starve.” Ni Luh said.

Bell nodded. “I understand.”

Ni Luh told Bell about the beautiful day and how great the fishing was. How they had gotten many fish. But it was a frightening place. Terrible sounds came from the island. She told him that people said monsters lived there and that was why they could never go fish there. They did not know that monsters also lived in the water there. Then a monster came and pulled her husband down into the water. There was lots of blood.

“Did you see this monster?” Bell asked.

Ni Luh nodded. “Yes, but only for a moment. It was very fast. It had many sharp teeth and a long neck.”

“Where is this island?” Bell asked.

Ni Luh shrugged. “I do not know the name of the island, but I know it is east of my island.”

“What’s the name of your island?” Bell asked.

“Pinangseratus.” Ni Luh said.

Bell shook his head. “Never heard of it.”

Ni Luh pointed towards the shore which was visible in between some small buildings and huts across the street from them. “There. My island is east.”

“And this other island, the terrible one, is further east?” Bell looked at Ni Luh.

Ni Luh nodded. “Yes.”

They sat silently for a minute.

“OK.” Bell said. “All I can do for you is report this my Captain and see what he thinks.”

Ni Luh glanced at Bell. “Why would you help me? You do not live here. You do not lose people to the monsters. You can just sail away and forget about this place.”

“Well, we’re supposed…” Bell hesitated. He wasn’t sure if their orders, to watch for anything unusual, were confidential or not. “We’re a patrol boat. We look for any trouble.”

“You think this Captain of yours will help us?” Ni Luh asked.

Bell shrugged. “I don’t know. All I can do is tell him about it, but, maybe.”

Again they sat quietly for a minute.

Finally, Ni Luh stood up. She looked at Bell. “You tell your Captain we need help. Tell him there are monsters out there. You tell him. I have to find a boat that is going back to my island.”

Bell nodded. “I will tell him. Are you going to be able to find a boat home?”

Ni Luh nodded. “Yes. Boats often go to the islands around our island. I will be able to find one.” With a nod, Ni Luh turned and headed down to the shoreline.

Bell sat for another couple of minutes after Ni Luh was gone. He believed Ni Luh and her people were having trouble with something, but he wasn’t completely sure it was an actual monster. And if he wasn’t sure, then how was he going to convince Captain Teller that they should go out there and have a look?

Bell stood up and began heading down the street. After a couple of blocks he turned and walked down to the pier. He strode up the gangway of the PT65, his patrol boat. After a brief greeting to Hamlinson, who was swabbing the deck, Bell made his way to the bridge. He looked into the bridge. Teller was there with Bridger, the first mate.

“Captain?” Bell said.

Teller looked up from the small table on which a map was laid out. “Bell.”

“I...have a story to tell you. I heard it from a local.” Bell said.

Teller, a medium size man with black hair, hesitated. “A story? Is there something significant about this story?” He didn’t seem to be particularly interested.

“Well, it seems like it might be along the lines of our mission.” Bell
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