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No Generative AI Training Use.

The Author expressly prohibits using his Work (novels, short stories, poems, or nonfiction) in any manner whatsoever for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation, technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as his Work. The Author reserves all rights to license uses of the Work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Author’s Note: No artificial intelligence (A.I.) or predictive language software was used in any part of the creation of this book, nor will it ever be for any of my works. (I do use a spelling checker.)
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Revision 7: DNA  

“Time travel and conspiracies combine with sensational robotics in this science fiction thriller. Furiously fun. Terry Persun will keep you guessing and wanting more.” —Kay Kenyon, author of THE ENTIRE AND THE ROSE
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BIOMASS: Rewind

“Terry Persun’s BIOMASS REWIND has everything I love in a novel:  fully fleshed characters, thought-provoking science, and a story that grips you by the throat until the last page...while still leaving you wanting more. If Orson Scott Card and Isaac Asimov had collaborated on a novel, it might look something like this book. Highly recommended!” —James Rollins, #1 NY Times bestseller of KINGDOM OF BONES
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I love a book that makes me think about what makes us human. From the opening, bone-rattling descent to a new world, Terry Persun takes us on a twisting journey of discovery that reminds us that friends can be enemies, enemies can be friends, and “intelligent” isn’t the same as “most intelligent.” —Eric Witchey, author of LITTLE DEATH, winner of the International Book Award for Visionary Fiction
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Gripping and highly original. A courageous premise made vivid and frighteningly believable. —Kay Kenyon, science fiction and fantasy author of MAXIMUM ICE and THE GIRL WHO FELL INTO MYTH
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Doublesight

“Lately fantasy rarely surprises and seldom delights, but Terry Persun’s novel DOUBLESIGHT does both and more. Richly textural, complicated in character, and presenting a world unlike any other, this debut imbues new blood into the genre. It is a stunning fantasy for the new millennium.” —James Rollins, NY Times bestselling author of THE STARLESS CROWN
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“Persun’s captivating new fantasy raises the art of shape shifting to a new level. Enter the world of Doublesight where man and animal are one. A fresh adventure awaits!” —Janet Lee Carey, author of DRAGONSWOOD
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Praise for Wolf’s Rite

“Llwellyn Smith is angry, arrogant, cynical, contentious, and obnoxious. Before too many pages...you’ll be devoutly wishing that something would happen to this central figure of Wolf’s Rite. Something does, and it should happen to everybody.”

—Jerry Spinelli, author of Star Girl

“Persun tells his story with skill and insight, both Wolf ’s inner struggle and his Native American experience.”

—M.E. Morris, author of The Sand Crabs

“When Persun writes of man/nature, he writes of us—not to us—and shows us images we can’t simply blink away.” —Robert Fulton,  editor and author

Literary Awards: “Wolf’s Rite” was nominated as the fiction book of the year by ForeWord magazine, and won the POW! Book of the Year Award as well as the Star of Washington Award.
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​First, welcome to my community of readers. Let me emphasize how important it is for you to become familiar with my website, terrypersun.com. It is the hub of my operation. There are offerings there that are unique to my website -  coupons, discount notices, new release information, e-books, audiobooks, novellas, short stories, or other interesting media that you will find nowhere else.

I invite you to subscribe to my newsletter so I can keep you updated on what’s happening in the community.  Go to terrypersun.com to sign up.

Reviews can mean the difference between success and failure for indie authors.  Please submit a review  to Goodreads as well as your favorite online bookstores. If you’re not familiar with Goodreads, please email it to me.  Thank you!

With warmest regards,

Terry Persun
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Chapter 1  
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Lincoln Barnes shuffled out to the street in a pair of jeans he’d picked up for three bucks at Goodwill. They fit snug only a month ago when he bought them and now they were loose. It might be about time to snip off the extra leather at the end of his belt. Not that he cared if it hung loose. Maybe he’d gain the weight back sometime. Maybe not.

He figured he’d have coffee for dinner and walked from his nearly full-time job at the Port Townsend General Store next door to The Daily Grind. A mocha would add a bit of density to his dinner. The added sugar boost might wake him up.

“Hey sweetie-pie,” the middle-aged woman said as he walked in to the strong coffee odor. He had forgotten her name even though he’d been coming there every few days since he started working next door six months ago. He wasn’t even sure he’d ever known her name. He definitely didn’t remember hearing anyone else call her by name. He gave himself a break and promised himself that he’d find out her name later and set it to memory. It was the least he could do.

“Sixteen-ounce mocha,” he said.

“Long work-day?”

“Can’t complain. Well, more like I won’t complain. As you know, Brandon was nice enough to give me work. I’m grateful.”

She twisted the portafilter onto the machine, pushed the start button, and stepped back. She pulled out a cup and squirted chocolate into it. “And if you were to complain?”

Too little pay to secure even a meager living, he would like to have said. “Grateful,” he said again. “That’s all I got.”

“Have it your way.” She steamed the milk and poured it into a venti cup.

“I ordered a sixteen.”

“I’m feeling generous.”

“You’re too good to me.”

“Someone has to be.” She gave him that look she’d given him several times before. He wasn’t sure whether she pitied him or was flirting.

He pulled out his wallet and handed her a ten, his last.

She waved it away. “You’re the lucky hundredth customer.”

“You can’t do that.”

“Just did. Have a good night, Lincoln.”

“I’ll leave you a huge tip next time.”

“I know you will, honey.”

After his business failed a year ago and his wife left him for some older retired guy from California, the woman whose name he forgot would wax sorrowfully with him while he waited for his coffee. He didn’t want to do that anymore. Sometimes he didn’t want any pity or understanding or any other damned thing but to be left alone. But that seldom happened. Particularly when being left alone was what you were so aching for. The universe doesn’t give a shit about what you want.

He held up the cup in salute and walked outside to breathe in the cool ocean air. He turned right and headed toward the upstairs apartment he rented in one of the downtown buildings. A place barely large enough to turn around in, two rooms for three hundred a month. Another person who knew him when. Another person doing him a favor until he got back on his feet, which didn’t look likely to happen for a long time. He wondered how long people could be generous without giving up on him. He wondered when he was going to give up on himself.

Lincoln walked slowly toward the building to his right when he heard a familiar laugh. Across the street at an outside table sat his ex with her new hubby. She laughed a little too hard, but who was he to care, even though he did care. Eating out, he thought, what would that be like again. She was dressed nicely in a white blouse and dark skirt. He couldn’t tell the exact color from across the street. She had always been a pretty woman, and it had worked in her favor her whole life, even now. The guy she was with, William, he liked to be called, which made her switch to calling herself Gwendolyn, dressed as if he had some bank, as they say, in what could have been a Hugo Boss. Or was Prada the latest thing these days? Again, Lincoln couldn’t tell from that distance, but his whole look was richer than what Port Townsend was used to. William Satterfield. The name was vaguely familiar, but that was all. Perhaps he was just jealous. Even from that distance, Lincoln could see how disinterested Satterfield appeared to be as Gwendolyn continued talking and waving her hands around.

Before they could sense him staring, he hurried along and crossed the street two blocks down so he wouldn’t be seen, then backtracked a half block and jerked right and into his building, up the dank smelling stairs, and down the hall to his bare hovel. Once inside, his heart sank like a rock in his chest, and his eyes felt like his blood pressure would pop them out of his head at any minute. It wasn’t just his blood pressure pushing out his eyes, though. Tears were trying to remind him of all the things he had lost. Not that they had a perfect marriage. Far from it. Gwen showed almost no interest in Lincoln’s work as long as she was able to do what she wanted. Maybe the loss of his company just gave her a reason to leave.

And as for his company, no one needed an advertising agency in a downturn, especially in a small town. He should have known that when he’d chosen to live there. Hindsight. How fucked up was that? He wished his hindsight were blind, so he didn’t have to look at it.

He set his venti mocha dinner on the nightstand next to his single mattress and box springs frame he also bought at Goodwill. He wished he could sleep, but that had become a fairytale like most of his life. He kicked off his shoes and removed the top from his coffee dinner. He liked the smell.

He had a few hours before night sneaked down the alley, and he would attempt a good night’s sleep once again. His expectations were low in that regard. He rubbed his eyes and stuck his chin out. He didn’t have time to be sad, pissed, or anything else for that matter. He went to the bathroom sink and threw water over his face and toweled off. He’d had enough of tears. They did him no good.

He sat back down and thought of how he might get ahold of a few of his old clients, try again, maybe get a referral or two, maybe get some side jobs, but his income had fallen so low that he didn’t even have a phone at the time. He was considering a cell phone, but even thirty bucks a month was beyond his present budget. He was still paying off a few loans he’d taken out while trying to maintain a lifestyle for Gwen while his business washed down the drain. Luckily, he had seen what was coming and stashed away some cash. And graciously, if you could call it that, Gwen also left him with the minimal amount he had in savings even as she exited their expensive rental using a small U-Haul only to get married a month later. She must have seen things coming, too.

A quick knock came to his apartment door. A moment later, the knob twisted and Carson Gibb walked in.

The bedroom door stood opposite the front door. “Hey, Carson. Good to see you.”

Carson walked into the apartment and stood at the bedroom door. “Got good news.”

“For you or for me?” Lincoln grumbled while shaking his head.

“Sorry, man. I meant for me.”

“Just fuckin’ with you. Don’t be sorry. I want you to have good news. It’s been a long time. So, what do you have?”

“A job. Maybe. They want a letter of recommendation. They know your work and respect you. Said if you’d send one over, it would help. They need it for their files anyway.”

“Yeah, they might respect my work, but would they give me a job?” He waved his hand. “That wasn’t a real question. This is about you.”

“I suggested they consider you.”

“You didn’t? Don’t do that. You have to look after yourself before you can help anyone, especially me. So, you think this is better than the job you have working at the mill?”

“Not financially. The mill pays pretty good, but I hate the work. Everyone over there does. At least they complain a lot.”

Lincoln stood up, taking his coffee with him. He took a long sip. “Enough bullshitting, what’s the gig?”

“Main Street needs help with marketing for the town. It would be a pay cut, but it has better hours and more interesting work.”

“Which could lead you to even better possibilities, where the mill won’t do that. You’d be stuck if you stayed there.”

“You’ve said that before. That’s why I’m taking this. You’ve always given me the best advice. I appreciate it.”

“I’ll need to borrow your computer and printer to provide that letter. You must have given a good interview.”

“Being black helped. They might be trying to be politically correct.” He shrugged and gave Lincoln a big smile. “Being gay, too. They got the double-whammy.”

“If that were all it took, you’d be mayor. PT is like 95 percent white.”

“I don’t want to be mayor.”

“Look, don’t ever sell yourself short,” Lin said. “You’re a good writer, a great designer, and extremely creative, fast, and dependable. They could use talent like you. Anyone could.” He held his mocha cup up toward Carson. “I’ll put all that in your letter. I’m happy for you. And proud. I know it’s been awhile. Yet, you could have found work in Seattle. I’ve told you that.”

“I like living here. Besides, I’m still young. I can handle taking it slow.”

Lincoln sat back down on the edge of the bed. “And I’m old. You wouldn’t think forty-six was too old, but it seems to be. I can’t even get an interview, not here, not in Seattle, not anywhere.”

“Everyone’s afraid you wouldn’t like working for someone else, knowing what you know. The woman I talked with at Main Street, Mary-Anne, said that, too. After owning your own business, it’s hard for them to believe you’d stay. You’d just get on your feet and leave, maybe taking clients with you.”

“Well, if that’s what Mary-Anne told you, she’s full of shit. I’m working for minimum wage doing menial work as a stock boy. I’d be so thankful for something else. Shit, Brandon doesn’t even want me out with the public. He was straight up about that; he said he didn’t want locals who knew me to feel odd about coming into the store. He’s right. I agree with him. Which gets me back to the fact that I’d take almost anything right now.” He pointed at Carson. “Don’t you dare tell anyone I said that.”

“You’ve done a lot for me. I consider you a friend and mentor.”

“Thank you. But you were going to do well on your own. I do appreciate you saying so, though.” He took a deep breath. “Congratulations. I know you’ll get the job.”

Carson stood with a half-smile on his face, nothing more to say. “Do you need anything, Lin? Dinner?” He pointed at the coffee.

“My favorite dinner. I don’t need anything, thanks.” He shook his head and got up from the bed again to walk Carson to the door.

“Well then. . .” Carson nodded as they walked together.

“Can I wake up early and write that letter while I’m fresh? Say six A.M.?”

“I’ll be up and have coffee ready for you.”

“I love you like a son.”

Carson laughed.

“I’ll say one thing. Every time in the past when I’d written a letter of recommendation, the person got the job.”

“I’m counting on it.”

Lincoln watched as the young man walked to his own apartment, then closed the door behind him. He knew Carson was trying to be nice, trying to stay in touch, trying to help. Thinking about their awkward conversation, he felt he was hard on the kid even though he was truly happy for him. At the same time, Lincoln was headed down a rabbit hole and didn’t want Carson or anyone else trying to save him. He knew he’d have to save himself if that was even his final decision.
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Several days later, Lincoln found a handwritten note on his door that Carson had gotten the job and attributed it to the letter of recommendation Lincoln had written. At the bottom of the note, Carson wrote: “We should celebrate!”

Regardless of his present situation, his record had been maintained. At least he was good for something, even if it was writing letters of recommendation for others to get jobs. He scoffed at his own thoughts. It most likely wasn’t him or his ability to pull out the significant details of another person’s capabilities. The person probably already had the job, and the letter was to fill a necessary space in the HR filing system, a formality. He still felt good about the idea and was going to hold onto it, especially now when he needed something to go right.

He filled a small pot with tap water and placed it on the front burner of his two-burner electric stove to heat up. Top Ramen for dinner. Not a lot better than the coffees he had for dinner two or three times a week, but he had some inexpensive ham in the refrigerator that he was going to put in the pot with the ramen noodles. Flavor and a little protein. He pressed on the Top Ramen package with his thumbs to break up the noodles when someone knocked on his door then tried the knob. He must have locked it accidentally. He set down the package and opened the door.

Carson stood there with a bag of groceries.

Lincoln felt hopeful and angry at the same time. “Don’t do me any favors.”

“I’m not. It’s payback time. You got my note. I got the job, and we’re celebrating.”

“Don’t you have any friends?”

“Put that ramen back and let me do something nice,” Carson said.

“You’re not going to let me alone, are you?” Lincoln smiled.

“I’m a better cook than you.”

Lincoln picked up the Top Ramen and shoved it back into the cabinet where it had come from. “Anything is better than this.”

Carson emptied the bag onto the counter, while Lincoln got a pan out and set it on the front stove burner.

“I only need one pan. I’m going to make a stir fry. Bigger pan if you have it.”

“Only got this one.”

“I’ll be right back. I have a wok.” Carson left the door open as he went to retrieve his wok.

Lincoln looked at the food and salivated. There were a dozen eggs, fresh mushrooms, green pepper, broccoli, a small green zucchini, instant rice they could cook in the microwave, boneless chicken breasts, and a bottle of local Solace Cider from Finnriver Farm & Cidery. At the moment, Lincoln was living off of on-sale meat, Top Ramen, and whatever he could find in the scratch and dent section in the back of the Safeway where he had found things like a package of rice that had been duct taped closed or a severely dented can of soup. And he always had his few times a week coffee dinners.

Carson set the wok on the burner, then turned and gave Lincoln a huge questioning look.

“What?”

“Knife and chopping block,” he said as though Lincoln should have known.

Lincoln obeyed his orders and supplied Carson with whatever he needed. Standing next to the man, he said, “I’m glad this is working out for you.”

“I know, Lin. I only wish I could help you more than I have.”

“This will be payment enough,” he said.

Carson started organizing the counter then handed Lincoln the cider. “Open the cider, pour a few glasses, and get out of my way.”

Lincoln pulled two water glasses down, opened the aptly named and welcome Solace Cider, and poured each glass half full. He held one up to Carson. “To your new job.”

Carson took the glass, tapped it against Lincoln’s, and took a long sip before setting the glass on the counter. “You can microwave the rice while I chop and dump this into the wok. You got butter?”

“I think so.”

Carson opened the refrigerator and grabbed a stick of butter and cut a portion from the end. “That’s about all you have.”

“I don’t need much. So, tell me about the job.”

“They’re looking for ways to keep people in town to make purchases and have already tried several things. You know, you’ve helped with them in the past, paid for printing, done some pro bono layouts for giveaways.”

“You worked on them. Do they know that?”

“They do. It was in my resume and one of the reasons they interviewed me. I had to laugh, though, because I don’t think they knew I was black until I walked in.” He lifted his arm with a limp wrist. “And it didn’t take long to guess that I was gay.”

“Not true. You’re a good-looking man and don’t come across as gay at all. Not to me anyway. I don’t think I knew until you told me you had a crush on that barista guy. It must have taken me three days for it to sink in.”  

“You pay no attention to that sort of thing, which is what makes you so likable.”

Lincoln laughed. “I wouldn’t know the signs to look for. All I noticed about you was that you were artistic and talented. And fit. If that means gay, then go for it.”

Carson threw everything he cut up into the wok, then broke six eggs, dropping each into the mixture as he cracked them, all while Lincoln microwaved three packages of rice.

“Are you planning on feeding an army?” Carson asked.

“We’re splitting the left-overs. No arguments,” Lincoln said.

By the time dinner was ready, Lincoln had set the card table he used as a kitchen table with paper towels and forks and had brought over both of their glasses. He grabbed the nightstand from his bedroom as a second chair, which he sat down in as he waited.

Carson carried over the cider bottle and topped off their glasses, then went back and filled two large bowls with the chicken stir fry and brought them over and set them down. He sat in the chair. “My mama made sure we always said grace before eating.”

“It’s your dinner,” Lincoln said, afraid he may have sounded too ungrateful.

Carson reached across the table, and Lincoln met him halfway. They held hands as Carson spoke. “I just want to thank God for the opportunity to eat with a good friend. And while I’m at it, please bless this food and bless Lincoln whether he deserves it or not.” He smiled broadly. “I know he deserves it. Amen.”

Lincoln didn’t say Amen, but he did say, “Thank you. You’re a kind man.”

They talked briefly while eating, and Carson suggested he let Lincoln use his phone for calls to old clients. “I could leave a message that they’ve reached your office and that someone would call them right back. I’d be your secretary. It might work.”

“What about your friends when they call?”

“I’ll use my name. They won’t care. Seriously, it’ll work.”

“It might, but I won’t let you do that.”

“You have to let people help you,” Carson said.

“I do. This place, my job, even the woman at the coffee shop takes pity on me.”

“It’s not pity. You’ve been kind to a lot of people. You still have a lot to offer.”

“I’m not getting back into advertising. By the looks of it, it doesn’t want me back either.”

“Have you thought of cross-training, finding something else you’re interested in? I mean, if you don’t want to get back into the advertising business.”

“I don’t have any other talents.”

“I don’t believe that. You can do anything you put your mind to.”

Lincoln set down his fork. “You think this is all my fault? That I haven’t tried?”

“I didn’t say that.” Carson reached for his cider and took a long drink while averting his eyes. He sat the glass down. “Don’t be like that.”

“Look, I know you’re doing this because you feel sorry for me. Just don’t insult me by telling me I’m responsible for every fucking thing that’s happened. That somehow I deserved all this.”

“That’s not what I was saying. I’m sorry you took it that way. Let’s forget it.”

Lincoln didn’t want to forget it, yet he didn’t want to end the evening either. This was the first good meal he had eaten in a long time. He wanted it to continue. He looked across the table at Carson, who was only trying to help. He had good intentions. But Lincoln couldn’t get it out of his head that Carson also felt that there was something wrong with Lincoln, that perhaps he’d given up.

Maybe he had.

“You’re staring,” Carson said. “I said I was sorry.”

“It wasn’t that. I was just thinking. Maybe I’m getting ungrateful for all the help. I shouldn’t be, but I am.”

“You are allowed any emotions you have. Maybe you have to work through them all one at a time to find a new balance.”

Lincoln wanted to tell him he was full of shit and that he didn’t want to hear all the “you can do it” nonsense. He held back. Maybe it was the cider, the kindness he didn’t feel he necessarily deserved. He wanted the night to be over. He pushed his plate back. “I think I’ve had enough.”

Carson looked hurt. “It was a lot of food.” He reached over and took Lincoln’s plate along with his own. He left Lincoln sitting at the table as he rummaged through the cabinets and found a few plastic lidded bowls. He piled his leftovers into one of the bowls and scooped a few extra spoonfuls into it from the wok before pressing the lid on top. He dumped Lincoln’s leftovers into the other bowl and dumped the rest of the fried rice to the brim, then pressed the lid over it and put it into the refrigerator.

“You left too much,” Lincoln said.

Carson turned around. “Thank you for celebrating with me.”

“My pleasure. I’m serious about you being the best choice for them.”

“I know. And now I’d better get home and get a good night’s sleep.” He grabbed the plastic bowl, downed the last dregs from his glass, and walked toward the door.

Lincoln met him there and held out his hand. They shook. “Congratulations.”

Carson nodded. “I wasn’t here to rub it in.”

“I know. If that’s how I took it, then it’s my problem not yours.”

“I’ll let you know how things go.”

“Please. I’d like to know. And hey, I appreciate everything even if I seem ungrateful.”

Carson nodded again and left for his own apartment as though scooting out before anything more was said.

Lincoln cleaned up the card table and put his nightstand back. There was a third of the bottle of cider left, and he drank it out of the bottle as he cleaned up. He was still hungry just thinking about the food in the refrigerator but decided not to eat any more. There were enough leftovers for at least two more dinners, and he planned to make it last at least that long.

When he was finished cleaning up, he sat on the edge of his bed. He wasn’t happy with the way he treated Carson and reprimanded himself for being such a jerk. But at the same time, he didn’t want to hear how well Carson was doing while he couldn’t get ahead for the life of him. He’d worked his whole career building an international advertising agency only to have it go down the drain faster than shit in a toilet. He hated where he was and didn’t know what to do about it.

As the evening wore on, Lincoln eventually got up and turned off all the lights. He walked to the window in his bedroom that overlooked a side street. He cracked the window and cool air washed over his warm skin. He could use that about now.

He glanced back at his bed and thought about lying down. Why? He wasn’t going to sleep well anyway. So, he left the apartment, walked down the stairs, and stepped out onto Water Street, welcoming the cold salty air. He turned left to head down toward the docs. Maybe he’d jump in.
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In a rented trailer in Irondale, William stood while the three Iranians sat, two on the ratty green sofa and one in a threadbare recliner that used to be tan but had taken on more of a brown shade in most places. “I take it you’re ready to lay the wire?”

“We’ve been ready, but you had us waiting for your friend to make sure the area wasn’t guarded, remember.”

“He’s not my friend,” William said.

“Agreed, then,” Hashem said. He was the brains behind the three.

Armin and Farbod were the toughs. They eyed William like a couple of angry dogs as he spoke.

William didn’t care about their intimidating stares. He wasn’t afraid of them. “Tonight, late. I guarantee you won’t have any trouble. Everything’s been taken care of.” He smiled broadly. “We’re almost there.”

“Then you’ll have your revenge and we’ll kill some Americans, eh?” Farbod said with a broad smile.

Hashem glared at him for a second and Farbod turned away.

Hashem said, “We will do our part, just as we were employed to do.”

“You might die if you stick around. Once I give you the go-ahead, you can leave. Save yourselves,” William said.

“Fatalistic martyrdom,” Hashem said with little emotion.

William grinned. The money he paid them didn’t matter except to go to their families, or did they turn it back to their cohorts to do more damage? It didn’t matter. What mattered was that he completed his own plan.
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By the time he’d gotten to where he now stood, his sadness had taken over. Depression settled in like an old friend. Standing at the end of the pier, it was all Lincoln could do not to dive into the cold bay, swim out until he couldn’t manage any longer, and end it right there. On top of everything else running through his mind about his present predicament, most recently he’d been a jerk to Carson, and not for the first time. He’d lost everything and mooched off of his friends and allowed people to pity him and do him favors. Carson was no exception even though it was his fault Carson had no job. His only full-time employee, and he couldn’t help him find another position once his business went down the tubes. Yet, the man treated him with compassion. Bottom line, Lincoln felt like scum and didn’t deserve to live.

Lincoln watched as the water slapped against the pilings below him, then raised his eyes to look into the distance. He stared across the bay toward Rat Island. When a glint of light flashed and caught his eye, he shifted his eyes to the right, toward Indian Island, the location of NAVMAG.

The Naval Magazine Indian Island facility provided logistics support to the Pacific Fleet and the joint services in both peace and war. That much he knew, had researched prior to coming to Port Townsend. The name came from the fact that the island had several Native American sites located there as well as a pioneer homestead and World War II era buildings. NAVMAG was the Department of Defense’s largest ordnance storage site on the West Coast. It held more than one hundred magazines that stored conventional munitions from small arms ammunition to aircraft ordnance to ship-launched missiles. Some powerful shit. And all in one place.

When the glint of light flashed again, Lin wondered if someone was out there who shouldn’t be. A fishing boat perhaps. It was a nice night. A sliver of moon sat over the Cascade Mountains, and a soft breeze reminded him he lived near water, cool, salty. He looked down again and decided tonight wasn’t the night to leave his life behind, as miserable as it was.

He walked back to the apartment, his head down, shoulders slumped, shuffling as though he didn’t want to return. In another month, he figured he’d be one of those people he’d see once in a while who mumbled to himself. For now, he thought while he walked, strategized was more like it.

He might have panicked if he had jumped into the bay that night. If so, he would have swum back to shore from the end of the pier. It wasn’t that far, and he’d be able to stand up pretty quickly. No, if he were serious about ending his life, he had to kayak out to the middle of the bay, dump himself over, and start swimming toward shore. The bay was approximately two and a half miles wide, a little less if he swam toward Rat Island. What’s the chances he’d make it? That was the question, wasn’t it? Could he make sure he’d drown even if he changed his mind? Take panic out of the range of possibility?

He had left his door unlocked and just pushed into his apartment when he got back. The place was stark and bare, so much so that it often surprised him when he just walked in like that. Not even a cheap piece of art hung on the way. He knew he should put out more effort, but he didn’t feel like it. What would be the purpose? If after years of hard work and business sense he could go down so quickly, he wasn’t sure he wanted to try at all. He was worth fifteen bucks an hour to Brandon. Maybe that’s all anyone is worth when it comes down to it.

He undressed and lay down on the cool sheet on top of his bed with his eyes closed for a long time. After an hour, he got dressed again and walked back down toward the pier. Something wasn’t right about the light he’d seen, and he didn’t know what it was.

Near the rear of the Pilot House building, just off the parking lot, stood a rack with several brightly colored orange and yellow kayaks roped in. The owner rented them out by the hour during the day. He roped them together at night to dissuade anyone from stealing one even though that was highly unlikely in Port Townsend where most people interested in kayaking already owned one. Except for this night.

Something inside Lincoln told him it would be okay to borrow a kayak for the evening. Not suicide, although on another night that might be the case. Tonight was about reconnaissance. Borrowing like this wasn’t something he would normally do, but then there was nothing normal in his life anymore and hadn’t been for a while. In fact, abnormal better identified how his life had been for quite some time. He rationalized that no one would care if he borrowed a kayak as long as he put it back into place by morning.

He did a fast walk up to the rack and untied the top kayak. Everything was right there, a vest, bilge pump, paddle. Taking it down, he had to reminded himself again that he wasn’t stealing. He was borrowing. He lifted the kayak from the rack, climbed down over some rocks, walked over to the sand, and set the kayak into the bay. He removed his tennis shoes and waded into the cold water before stepping into the kayak. He placed the shoes between his legs while throwing his arm through the life vest strap and jostling it over his shoulder and onto his back then clipping it snuggly into place.

He pegged his sight on where he’d seen the glimmer earlier and paddled straight toward it. The water was dark, and all sound seemed to be swallowed up by that darkness. The farther he paddled toward Indian Island, the quieter it became. All except for the slapping of water against the kayak, the soft slip of water dripping from the paddle as he made his way farther along. The air smelled salty and fresh. The air was still except for his own motion riding over the water.

After about an hour, the small fishing boat he thought might be out there wasn’t around. He was willing to admit that he was wrong about that. As he looked closer, he saw very little happening on shore. But then, he was still a fair distance away, and it was dark. The sliver of moon hung partly behind a cloud. He hadn’t seen the glimmer again, either. That was probably because the moon had shifted quite a bit from its earlier positing in the sky. Anything could have glimmered in the darkness if light hit it just right. All the right alignments were no longer present. It was probably nothing but gave him a good reason to paddle across the bay.

The night air was cool, the water calm. He had chosen a pleasant night for his excursion. But he wasn’t finished. He continued heading for shore, wanting to be sure that nothing was up. In his newly abnormal life, he realized he was a bit more fanatical about things. This was one of them. He had a hunch something was amiss and wasn’t going back until he proved himself right or wrong.

He pulled the paddle out of the water, rested it across the kayak in front of him, and let the boat drift for a moment as he enjoyed the crisp air. Then someone spoke. He leaned forward and heard the voice again. As soundlessly as possible, he paddled toward the speaker. Everything along the shore was shrouded in darkness until eventually he got close enough to see several people dressed in dark clothes stringing what looked like wire just inside the water line. When the next man spoke, Lin didn’t recognize the language, but he got the strongest sense that it was Arabic or something close.

Someone let out with a loud whisper, and Lin turned to see another man looking at him and pointing. He paddled the kayak backward quickly toward Port Townsend, hoping he hadn’t been recognized. As soon as he thought he was far enough away, he turned around and paddled much faster. He could only hope that it was dark enough to keep his identity a mystery even though the orange kayak might be recognizable. Since he hadn’t rented it and didn’t sign a contract, they wouldn’t be able to trace the rental to him.

He paddled faster letting all kinds of thoughts run through his head. What could that wire be? Communications? The fuse to an explosive? The person who’d seen him didn’t sound happy about him being there. But they didn’t follow him either. Not yet. What if they had a boat and had run back to it? He couldn’t outrun anything with a motor. The fishing boat he thought he’d seen. Maybe that was theirs. He paddled harder.

He wondered what he should do once he got back. Tell someone? Carson? No, if this were serious business, it would only put other people in danger. Stay low. Keep your head down, he decided.

He had to laugh at his own crazy thoughts. The people were most likely there for something simple, like they were illegally clamming or something. But they weren’t clamming. Even though caught in the act, no one shot at him, no one chased him, and they must have had a boat somewhere. Maybe it was just nothing. He blew something simple way out of proportion. At least, he hoped so.
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