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It begins deep beneath the Pacific Ocean, where a nuclear bomb strikes at the fiery hot heart of
the earth. Churning, spewing boiling lava, a volcano rises with unnatural speed from the ocean
floor -- the source of a new mineral that promises clean, limitless nuclear power.It continues in
hot spots around the globe: Hawaii, where a secessionist movement is about to turn violent and
the American army may be asked to fire on U.S. citizens; Washington, D.C., where the subway
system becomes the site of a running gun battle; the Far East, where disrupted diplomatic
negotiations jeopardize world peace; a rogue Russian submarine, circling the infant
volcano.Caught in the middle is Philip Mercer, a geologist and a one-time commando with shady
contacts in all the right (or is it wrong?) places. When Mercer learns that the daughter of an old
friend is being kept under armed guard in a local hospital, he vows to rescue her, not knowing
that this is the first step in unraveling the fantastic secrets of Vulcan's Forge.



Praise for the novels of Jack Du BrulVulcan’s Forge“An exciting, well-honed thriller that will have
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natural gift for story-telling bode well.”—Publishers WeeklyDeep Fire Rising“Nonstop, over-the-
top adventure . . . [an] adrenaline-drenched tale. . . . Smart, resilient Mercer is a savvy adventure
hero for the new millennium.”—Publishers WeeklyRiver of Ruin“Starts at 100 mph and then gets
faster . . . intricate, intelligent, high-octane adventure.”—New York Times bestselling author Lee
Child“Jam-packed with action . . . teeming with up-to-the-minute technology. . . . Du Brul
demonstrates his knowledge of everything from geology to mechanics.”—Publishers
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characters combined with a breakneck pace and almost unbearable suspense.”—Douglas
Preston and Lincoln Child, coauthors of Dance of Death“Combining plenty of thrills and a touch
of romance, Du Brul’s action-packed contemporary adventure zips along like an out-of-control
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and their romance adds a degree of warmth to this swift, sensational tale. Those who enjoy a
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casually looking for a new thriller writer in the tradition of Clive Cussler? Would the idea of a
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and the good guy gets the girl? Browse no more! Jack Du Brul is here. . . . Pandora’s Curse hits
all the buttons. Read it and run to your favorite bookstore for the others. . . . A dandy read.”—
News & Citizen (Morrisville, VT)The Medusa Stone“[The Medusa Stone’s] nearly 500 pages of
fast-paced prose propel Du Brul closer to the front ranks of thriller authors.”—Publishers
Weekly“With novels like Charon’s Landing, Vulcan’s Forge, and now The Medusa Stone, Jack
Du Brul is one of the leaders of adventurous intrigue novels. The story line of his latest thriller
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realizes that this is a one-sitting novel in spite of its size. Philip is a fabulous lead character . . . [a]
brilliant fusion of Eritrea, its people and customs woven into a dramatic plot.”—Midwest Book
Review“A fun thriller.”—The Oklahoman“An intricate tale filled with action and intrigue where the
stakes are high. Mercer is an action character with a brain, a penchant for beautiful women, and
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ever there was someone who knows how to hand-hold, it is she. I also want to thank you, the
reader, for giving me a chance.Author’s Note: For security reasons, the government forbids
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left it open.Table of ContentsTitle PageCopyright PageDedicationAcknowledgementsMay 23,
1954Washington, D.C. Present DayHawaiiArlington, VirginiaThe PacificArlington,
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PacificArlington, VirginiaMV John DoryNear HawaiiHonoluluThe White HouseHawaiiUSS
InchonMV John DoryHawaiiArlington, VirginiaKhania, CreteMay 23, 1954The moon was a
millimetric sliver hanging in the night sky like an ironic smile. A gentle easterly breeze smeared
the acrid feather of smoke that coiled from the single funnel of the ore carrier Grandam Phoenix.
The Pacific swells rolled the ponderous ship as easily as a lazy hammock on a summer
afternoon as she cruised two hundred miles north of the Hawaiian Islands. The tranquility of the
night was about to be shattered.The Grandam Phoenix was on her maiden voyage, having
slipped down the ways in Kobe, Japan, just two months earlier. Her final fitting and sea trials had
been rushed so that she could begin paying off the massive debts incurred by the company
during her construction. Built with the latest technological advances in safety and speed, she
was an example of the new breed of specialized cargo ship. The Second World War had taught
that the efficiency of a specialized vessel far outweighed the cost in its design and construction.
The owners maintained that their newest ship would prove that these principles worked as well
for civilian craft as they did for the military. The 442-foot-long ore carrier was to become the
flagship of the line as the shipping business greedily expanded into the booming Pacific
markets.Soon after taking command of the Grandam Phoenix, Captain Ralph Linc learned that
the owners had a very different fate in store for their newest ship from the one proposed to her
underwriters.Not long after the development of maritime insurance, unscrupulous owners and
crews intentionally began scuttling their vessels in order to collect often substantial claims. The
underwriters had no recourse but to pay out unless someone, usually a crew member feeling
twinges of guilt, came forward with the truth. For sinking the ore carrier, the crew of the Grandam
Phoenix would receive bonuses large enough to ensure their silence. If the swindle worked, and
there seemed no reason it wouldn’t, the owners were looking at a settlement not only for the
twenty-million-dollar value of the vessel, but also that of her cargo, listed as bauxite ore from
Malaysia, but in reality worthless yellow gravel.Captain Linc held true to his genre, a tough man
with a whiskey- and cigarette-tortured voice and far-gazing eyes. Standing squarely as his ship
rolled with the seas, he ground out his Lucky Strike. And lit another.Linc had served in the U.S.
Merchant Marine all through World War II. With losses rivaled only by the Marine Corps, the
Merchant Marine seemed to be the service for maniacs or suicides. Yet Linc had managed not
only to survive but flourish. By 1943 he had his own command, running troops and material to
the hellfires of the Pacific theater. Unlike most of his contemporaries, he never once lost a vessel



to the enemy.At war’s end, he, like many others, found that there were too many men and too few
ships. During the late forties and early fifties, Linc became just another Yankee prowling the Far
East, taking nearly any command offered to him. He ran questionable cargoes for shadowy
companies and learned to keep his mouth shut.When first approached by the Phoenix’s owners,
Linc had thought he was being offered the opportunity of a lifetime. No longer would he have to
scrounge for a ship, prostituting his integrity to remain at sea. They were giving him a chance
once again to be the proud captain, the master of their flagship. It wasn’t until the contracts had
been signed that the company told Linc about the predestined fate of his vessel. It took two days
and a sizable bonus for his bitterness to give way to acceptance.Now stationed on the bridge, a
cup of cooling coffee in a weathered hand, Linc stared at the dark sea and cursed. He hated the
corporate people who could arbitrarily decide to scuttle such a great ship. They didn’t
understand the bond between captain and vessel. For the sake of profit, they were about to
destroy a beautiful living thing. The idea sickened Linc to the bone. He hated himself for
accepting, for allowing himself to be part of such a loathsome act.“Position,” Ralph Linc
barked.Before the position could be given, a crewman stooped over the radar repeater and said
in a remote voice, “Contact, twelve miles dead ahead.”Linc glanced at the chronometer on the
bulkhead to his left. The contact would be the rendezvous vessel that would pick up the crew
after the Phoenix was gone. They were right on time and in position. “Good work, men.”He had
been given very specific and somewhat strange orders concerning the location, course, and
time that he was to sink his ship. He assumed the North Pacific had been chosen because of her
unpredictable weather patterns. The weather here could turn deadly without a moment’s notice,
building waves that could swamp a battleship and whipping up winds that literally tore the
surface from the ocean. When the time came for the insurance inquiry, the rendezvous vessel
would corroborate any story they manufactured.“You know the drill, gentlemen,” Linc growled,
lighting a cigarette from the glowing tip of his last. “Engines All Stop, helm bring us to ninety-
seven-point-five degrees magnetic.”This precise but inexplicable positioning of the vessel
complied exactly with Linc’s final orders from the head office. They had given no reason for this
action and Linc knew enough not to pry. The engine speed was reduced, the rhythmic throb
diminished until it was almost imperceptible. The ship’s wheel blurred as the young seaman
cranked it around.“Helm?”“We’re coming up on ninety-seven degrees, sir, as
ordered.”“Range?”“Eleven miles.”Linc picked up the radio hand mike and dialed in the shipboard
channel. “Now hear this: we’ve reached position; all crew not on duty report to the lifeboats.
Engineering, emergency shut-down of the boilers and open the seacocks on my mark. Prepare
to abandon ship.”He looked around the bridge slowly, his eyes burning every detail of her into his
brain. “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” he mumbled.“Ten miles,” the radar man called.“Open the seacocks,
abandon ship.” Linc replaced the mike and pressed a button on the radio. A klaxon began to
wail.The cry of a dying woman, Linc thought.Linc waited on the bridge while the crew filed out to
the boat deck. He had to spend a little time alone with the ship before he left her. He grasped the
rung of the oaken wheel. The wood was so new that he felt slivers pricking at his skin. Never



would this wheel achieve the smooth patina of use; instead it would become so much rot on the
bottom of the ocean.“Goddamn it,” Linc said aloud, then strode from the bridge.Gone were the
days of men scampering down cargo netting into boats bobbing on the surface of the sea.
Ocean Freight and Cargo had spared no expense in outfitting their flagship with every modern
safety device.One lifeboat was already full of men and up on the davits. The winchman waited
for a curt nod from Linc before lowering the boat to the sea below.The warm night breeze blew
smoke from Linc’s cigarette into his eyes as he climbed into the second lifeboat. The other men
in the boat with him were subdued, ashen. They didn’t talk or look each other in the eye as Linc
nodded to the winchman.The winchman threw a toggle switch and the pulleys that lowered the
lifeboat began to whine. The boat hit the calm surface with a white-frothed splash. Instantly two
men stood up to detach the cables that secured them to the sinking ore carrier.Captain Linc took
charge of the lifeboat, grasping the tiller in his right hand while applying power to the idling
engine. The boat motored away from the Grandam Phoenix, the crew craning their necks to
watch their sinking ship. The klaxon echoed emptily across the waves.It took fifteen minutes for
the ship’s list to become noticeable, but after that, she went quickly. The stern lifted from the
water; her two ferro-bronze propellers gleaming in the low light. The watching men heard her
boilers let go of their mounts and slam through the engine room bulkheads. The screeching hiss
that followed was the sound of thousands of tons of gravel pouring across the vessel’s gunwales
into the ocean.Linc refused to watch his ship die. He kept his eyes trained ahead, steering
toward the dim lights of the distant rendezvous ship. Yet every time he heard a new sound from
the Grandam Phoenix’s death throes, he cringed.The rendezvous ship was not large, a ninety-
foot general cargo freighter, the type referred to as a “stick ship” by seamen because her decks
were studded with a forest of cranes and derricks. Her boxy superstructure stood amidships, her
straight funnel atop it. As the two lifeboats approached, Linc could make out about a dozen men
on her port rail. He guided his boat toward them.“Captain Linc, I presume?” a voice called down
cheerily.“I’m Linc.”The reply was the rapid fire of ten Soviet-made PPSH submachine guns. The
snail drums of the weapons could hold fifty rounds and the gunmen emptied them all into the
lifeboats. The cacophony of shouts and screams, shots and ricochets, was deafening. Blood
pooled on the floorboards of the boats, its sweet smell mingling with the cloud of cordite
smoke.Linc looked up at the ship, bloodied and dazed, astounded that he was still alive. Anger,
fear, and pain boiled in his mind but the emotions and sensations were being driven back by
darkness.The gunmen lowered their weapons one by one as the bolts slammed into empty
chambers. The lifeboat was a charnel scene of blood and mutilation, the water pouring in
through the holed floor sloshed in a pink froth. In moments, both lifeboats capsized, spilling
corpses into the ocean. Packs of sharks circled eagerly.The lone unarmed man on deck had
watched the massacre with flat appraising eyes. Though not yet thirty, he carried an air of
authority held by only a few even twice his age. When the lifeboats capsized, he nodded to the
commander of the gunmen and went into the freighter’s superstructure.Minutes later, he ducked
into the ship’s hold. The lights of the computing and sonar equipment packed into the cramped



hold gave his skin an alien pallor.“Depth of the target ship?” he snapped at one of the
technicians bent over a sonar scope.The target ship was of course the Grandam Phoenix as she
plunged to the distant bottom.The sonarman didn’t look up from his equipment.“Six thousand
feet, sinking at a thousand feet every seven minutes.”The man glanced at his watch and jotted
down some numbers on a pad. After a brief pause he looked at his watch again. “Two minutes
from my mark.”The hold was noisy. The sound of the ship’s diesel generators filtered in through
the steel walls and the air conditioners necessary to cool the computers sounded like aircraft
propellers. Yet the seven men in the room could have sworn that during those two minutes there
was not a sound in the world. They were too focused on their jobs to notice any
distractions.“Mark,” the young man said with a casualness that was not forced.Another crewman
flipped several switches. Nothing happened.The civilian counted down under his breath.
“Four . . . three . . . two . . . one.”The shock wave started nearly seven thousand feet below the
surface and had to travel a further ten miles to reach the ship, yet it struck only five seconds after
detonation. Billions of gallons of water had been vaporized in a fireball with temperatures
reaching 100,000 degrees. The main wave rushed to the surface at 150 miles per hour and
threw up a dome of water half a mile across. The dome hung in the air for a full ten seconds,
gravity fighting inertia, then collapsed, thunderously filling the six-thousand-foot deep hole in the
Pacific Ocean.Caught in a man-made Charybdis, the freighter tossed and pitched as if she were
in a hurricane, her hull nearly out of the water one moment and almost swamped the next. The
young man, the architect of such destruction, feared for a moment that he had cut the margin too
thin, placed his ship too close to the epicenter. Before his concern could crack the glacial facade
of his face, the sea began to calm. The huge waves leveled out and the gale wind created when
the ocean fell back on itself, dissipated.It took the young man a few minutes to reach the deck of
the freighter, for she still rolled dangerously. On the horizon, a blanket of steam clung to the sea
and glowed luminously in the weak moonlight.“I have laid the foundation of Vulcan’s
Forge.”Washington, D.C. Present DayThe only thing that the President really enjoyed about his
new job was his chair in the Oval Office. It had a high back and soft seat and was made of the
most supple leather he had ever felt. Often he would sit in that chair after all of the staff had gone
home and remember his simpler youth. He had achieved the most powerful office on the planet,
fulfilling his lifelong ambition but sometimes he thought the price had been too high. The college
sweetheart he had married had been turned into an emotionless automaton by the pressures of
her husband’s career. The vast network of friends he had built during the years had become
sycophants groveling for favors and his once perfect health had deteriorated so he felt ten years
older than his sixty-two.He would sit some nights with all the lights off so the network watchdogs
across the street wouldn’t think the President was burning the midnight oil, and he would think
about his younger days growing up outside of Cincinnati. He missed guzzling beer with his hot-
rodding friends, shooting trick pool to impress overly made-up, plump girls, and saying whatever
came to mind when someone pissed him off.A perfect example of why he longed for that puerile
freedom was seated opposite him in full African splendor, robes and headband and sandals. He



was the ambassador to one of the new central African nations. A tall man with sarcastic eyes
and a complacent attitude about nearly everything that they had discussed.The ambassador
was saying, with a dismissive wave of his hand, that the intelligence gathered by the Red Cross,
the United Nations and the CIA was all false; that his government was not involved in any type of
tribal genocide through starvation or the intentional spread of disease. He insisted that his
government was committed to all tribes under their care and all the people suffered, not just the
smaller, less politically influential tribes.Bullshit, the President wanted to shout and slap the
smug smile off the ambassador’s face. But convention stopped him.Instead he would have to
spout some platitude such as, “We haven’t seen your situation in just that fashion, but it bears
further investigation.”A glow under the lip of his desk caught the President’s eye—the situation
light, a signal from his chief of staff. In the six months of his term, this was the only time other
than routine weekly tests that the light had been switched on. The last time the light had been
used officially was during the Soviet coup in August of 1991.The President stood up quickly, his
professional smile masking his consternation. He extended his right hand and the ambassador
knew that he was being dismissed.“We haven’t seen your situation in just that fashion, but it
bears further investigation. Thank you, Mr. Ambassador.”“Thank you, Mr. President, for being so
generous with your time,” the ambassador replied sourly. He’d been promised another half
hour.They shook hands briefly. The ambassador turned in a whirl of robes and left the Oval
Office.The President sat back down and had time to rub his temples for a second before the
other door to the Oval Office opened. Expecting the angular figure of his chief of staff, Catherine
Smith, the President was surprised to see Richard Henna.Dick Henna was the new director of
the FBI, one of the only important presidential appointees that Congress had so far approved. As
always, self-serving political squabbling in the House was holding up the work of the federal
government and costing the taxpayers tens of millions of dollars.Henna was a career snoop who
had managed never to step on the wrong toes. He had plodded his way through thirty years in
the bureau, never grabbing headlines but always garnering respect. He had an exemplary family
life, a modest slice of suburbia to call home, and absolutely no skeletons in any closet. Knowing
of his reputation, the opposition party in Congress had not bothered with any serious
investigation into his past.The President, who liked Henna for his unshakable integrity, smiled
when he saw the director enter his office. The smile faded when he realized that Henna, never a
neat man, looked terrible. His eyes were puffy and bloodshot. The jowled lines of his face were
blurred behind thick stubble. His suit was rumpled, his shirt looked as if it had been slept in, and
his tie was cocked off and stained.“You look like you could use some coffee, Dick.” The
President tried to put cheer into his voice, to penetrate the air of gloom that had permeated his
office. His effort was as effective as a candle in a dark forest.“I could use something a bit
stronger, sir.”The President nodded toward the Regency table which acted as a bar, and Henna
helped himself to a triple Scotch.Henna slumped into the seat opposite the President, the one
formerly occupied by the African ambassador. Settling his attaché case on his lap, Henna
opened it and withdrew a thin, violet file. The file was stamped PEO. President’s Eyes



Only.“What’s going on, Dick?” The President had never seen Henna so morose.“Sir,” Henna
started shakily, “this morning, just after midnight, the National Oceanographic and Atmospheric
Administration ship Ocean Seeker was reported missing about two hundred miles north of
Hawaii. Search planes have been dispatched and found only debris in the water. A nearby
freighter is assisting in the search, but so far it doesn’t look promising.”The President had gone
slightly pale; his fingers clenched. He had not obtained this office by being overly emotional and
his mind was clear and sharp. “That’s a terrible tragedy, Dick, but I don’t see how it concerns you
or the FBI.”Henna would have been surprised had the President not asked that question. He
handed the file across the desk and took a sip of Scotch. “Please read the top sheet.”The
President opened the file and began to read. Seconds later, the blood drained from his
patrician’s face and tension lines around his eyes tightened so that he squinted at the
paper.Before he finished reading, Henna spoke. “That was brought to my attention two days ago,
after it was proven to be Ohnishi’s handwriting and not written under duress. When I received it, I
checked with the coast guard and the navy. They didn’t have any scheduled traffic to or from the
islands, so I figured we had a little breathing room.” Henna’s voice broke. “I didn’t check with
NOAA, I forgot all about them. I had been warned that any government ship steaming outward
from Hawaii would be destroyed. I had a goddamn warning. Those people didn’t have to die.”The
President looked up. Pain and guilt and failure were etched into Henna’s face. “Take it easy, Dick.
How many people know about this?”“Three besides the two of us—a mailroom clerk; my deputy
director, Marge Doyle; and a handwriting analyst.”The President glanced at his watch. “I’ve got
lunch with the speaker of the house and if I cancel it . . . I don’t want to think about the
consequences. The rest of my day is booked solid. We’ll keep things normal here in Washington,
but I’ll have all naval traffic to and from Hawaii suspended, just like this letter demands. I’m not
about to give in to Ohnishi, but we need the time. I’m also going to put the military at Pearl
Harbor on full alert. They’ve been on standby ever since the rioting started two weeks ago, but I
think it prudent to up their readiness status. Let’s meet tonight at nine in the Situation Room to
discuss the situation and our possible responses. Use the tunnel from the Treasury Building so
you don’t arouse suspicion.”“Yes, sir. Is there anything you want me to do in the meantime?”
Henna was regaining his composure.“I assume you’ve already started a full background check
on Takahiro Ohnishi.” Henna nodded. “Find out what he’s all about. We’re all well aware of his
racial views, but this is an outrage. Also, I want to know where he got the capability to destroy
one of our ships. Someone is supplying him with arms and I want it stopped.”“Yes, sir,” Henna
replied, and left the office.The President touched the intercom button on his desk. Joy Craig, his
personal secretary, answered instantly.“Joy, set up a meeting in the Situation Room for nine
o’clock tonight. Call in the chairman of the joint chiefs; the directors of the CIA, NSA, and NOAA;
the secretary of state and the secretary of defense.”Most of those men were only acting heads,
until their confirmation, but this crisis warranted trusting them as if they were already sworn into
their respected offices.The President sank back into his chair, his face blank, and stared at the
gold braid-trimmed American flag near the office door. In his lap, his hands trembled.The rain



looked like Christmas tinsel in the headlights of the taxi parked outside an Arlington, Virginia,
brownstone. The passenger gave the driver a crisp fifty and told him to keep the change. The
back door opened, and in the glow of the domelight, the man grabbed the handles of his two soft
leather bags and exited the cab.Philip Mercer had always believed that international airports
were a type of stateless limbo, sovereign nations allied only to each other with no allegiance to
their host countries. His flight had touched down at Dulles an hour and a half earlier, yet he only
now felt that he’d returned to the United States. Although the cool rain soothed his dried sinuses,
Mercer still groaned as he inevitably tried the wrong key on the Baldwin lock of the front door. He
no longer wondered why he always tried the wrong key when his arms were full, yet chose the
right one when they were empty.Home at last, Mercer thought, as he stepped into the foyer of
his house, then chuckled. In the five years he had lived here, this was the first time that he had
ever thought of the brownstone as home.“Must be settling down,” he chided himself mildly.From
the outside, the brownstone was as innocuous as the fifteen others on his side of the block. Yet
once through the door, any similarity to the other 1940s-constructed row houses ended. Mercer
had gutted the three-story building and completely redesigned the interior. From a thirty-foot-
high entry that took up the front third of the seventy-five-foot-deep building, Mercer could see up
to the second-floor library, and further up to his master bedroom. An ornate curved staircase
salvaged from a nineteenth-century rectory connected the three levels.All of the furniture was in
place, yet the house still lacked many of the personal items that would make it a home. Tables
and shelves were empty of mementos and the walls were barren of pictures. The design of the
house showed much of the character of its sole occupant, but many of his subtleties lay hidden
in cardboard boxes.Mercer dropped his bags near the front door and walked across the little
used formal living room toward the back of the house. Passing an oak-paneled billiard room and
the kitchen, he went into his home office and slid his slim briefcase across the wide leather-
topped desk.He used the back stairs to climb to the second floor and on the landing he swore
under his breath. The television in the rec room was on, the volume barely a mutter. The lights
around the mahogany bar had been muted to an amber glow. Snores rose from a blanketed
lump on the couch. Mercer walked behind the bar and placed a Clapton disc into the player. With
a wicked smile, he pressed play and turned the stereo to maximum volume.The Carver speakers
rattled the bottles and glasses behind the bar. Harry White woke with a sudden jerk.Mercer
turned off the stereo and laughed.“I said you could use my house when I was away, you bastard,
not move in.”Harry looked at Mercer with owl eyes, his withered face still scrunched up with
sleep. He peered around at the overflowing ashtray on the coffee table, the plates of congealed
food, and the two empty Jack Daniel’s bottles.“Welcome back, Mercer. I didn’t expect you till
tomorrow.” Harry’s voice sounded like a rock crusher with a thrown gear.“Obviously not.” Mercer
smirked. “Nice party?”Harry ran his fingers through his gray crew cut. “I don’t really
remember.”Mercer laughed again, an infectious laugh that, despite what must have been a
powerful hangover, made Harry smile.Mercer pulled two Heinekens from the circa-1950 lock-
levered refrigerator next to the stereo rack and opened them with the brass puller tucked under



the ornately carved backbar. He drained one in four long gulps and started to sip the
second.“How was the trip?” Harry asked, lighting a cigarette.“Good, but exhausting. I did seven
lectures in six days all over South Africa, plus met with a couple of top engineers from one of the
Rand mining firms.” Rain rattled the darkened windows.Philip Mercer was a mine engineer and
consultant. According to those in the industry, he was the best in the world. His ideas and advice
were sought by nearly every corporation in the business. The fees he charged were
astronomical, but the companies never balked at the bills because their return on his input
always paid off.Over the years, dozens of firms had tried to hire Mercer exclusively, but he
respectfully declined, always replying the same way: “My answer is also my reason, no thank
you.” He liked the freedom to say “no” whenever he wished. His abilities and independent status
gave him latitude to live his life by his own eccentric standards and to tell the occasional
executive to shove it when the need arose.Of course that freedom had been hard won. He had
started out working for the United States Geological Survey just after receiving his Ph.D. For two
years, he did mostly routine inspections of mining facilities which were cooperating with the
USGS as seismic centers. The work was dull, repetitive and pointless. Mercer began to feel that
his sharp intellect was being blunted by the ponderous weight of the federal bureaucracy.
Fearing some kind of brain atrophy, he quit.Recognizing that the independent streak which more
or less dominated his personality would never allow him to work for any one organization for an
extended period, Mercer decided to go into business for himself. He saw himself as a hired gun
to help out in difficult situations but many others in the industry saw him as an unwanted
interloper. It took seven months and countless phone calls to former instructors at Penn State
and the Colorado School of Mines before he landed his first consulting job, confirming assay
reports on a sizable Alaskan gold strike for a Swiss investment consortium. The three-month job
paid twice what his annual government salary had been, and he never looked back from that
point. The next job had been in Namibia and the mine had been for uranium. Within a few years
he had built up the reputation he now enjoyed and commanded the fees to which he had grown
accustomed.Ironically, he had just accepted a temporary position at the USGS as a private
sector consultant to liaise with major American mining concerns for the smooth implementation
of the President’s new environmental bill and discuss this plan for possible adoption by some
foreign companies. His career was coming full circle in a way, but this time through the
government’s grist mill, he’d be walking away in two months with no strings attached.“You look
like shit,” Harry observed.Mercer glanced down at his wrinkled Hugo Boss suit and clammy-
feeling shirt. Two days of dark beard shadowed the decisive line of his jaw. “You spend twenty
hours on an airliner and see how you look.”Harry swung his leg off the couch and grabbed a
flesh-colored piece of plastic from the floor. With three deft movements that his nearly eighty-
year-old hands didn’t seem capable of, he strapped the prosthetic leg on just below his knee
and flexed the articulating ankle.“Much better.” He tugged down the cuff of his pants, stood and
walked casually over to the bar without the slightest trace of a limp.Mercer poured him a whiskey.
“I’ve seen you do that a hundred times and it still gives me the creeps.”“You have no respect for



the ‘physically challenged’—I think that is the new politically correct term.”“You’re a decrepit old
man who probably had his leg shot off by a jealous husband as you leapt from his wife’s
boudoir.”The two men had met the night Mercer moved into the area. Harry was a fixture at the
neighborhood bar, Tiny’s, a place Mercer discovered to be a sublime distraction from unpacking
ten years of eclectic junk collected from all over the world. The unlikely pair became best friends
that night. In the five subsequent years, Harry, no matter how drunk, had never told Mercer how
he’d lost the leg and Mercer had enough respect to never pry.“You’re just jealous that your body
doesn’t make a good conversation piece in bed.”“Harry, I don’t pick up women at the exit to
circus freak tents,” Mercer retorted.Harry conceded the point and asked for another drink.If
anyone had been listening, the next hour’s conversation would have seemed as if it were
between bitter enemies. The sarcastic remarks and biting jokes sometimes got downright
vicious, but both men enjoyed this verbal jousting, which was often the main source of
entertainment at Tiny’s.A little after midnight, age and whiskey forced Harry to a tactful retreat to
the couch, where he promptly fell asleep. Mercer, despite the jet lag and beer, still felt refreshed
and knew any attempt to sleep would be futile. He decided to get some office work done.His
home office was all rich leather and oiled woods, forest green carpet and polished brass. Other
than the bar it was the only truly finished room in the brownstone. He knew that the decor was
somewhat cliché, but he liked it just the same. The numerous prints on the walls were of heavy
mining equipment: walking drag-lines, huge dump trucks, and skeletal drilling derricks that
towered eight stories. Each print was signed with a thanks from the president or owner of some
company that Mercer had helped. On the credenza, discreetly lighted from below, was a large
chunk of opaque blue stone. Mercer’s hand caressed it as he walked to his desk.He had phoned
his secretary at the USGS from Jan Smuts Airport in Johannesburg and had asked her to fax all
of his memos and messages to his house, knowing that insomnia always followed an
international flight. There were at least fifty sheets of paper in the tray of the fax machine.The
majority could be ignored for at least a few days; only a couple had any urgency at all. Working
through the pile quickly, he almost missed the significance of one sheet, from the deputy director
of operations at the National Oceanographic and Atmospheric Administration. It was an
invitation, dated six days earlier, to work aboard the NOAA research vessel Ocean Seeker in an
investigation of an unknown geologic phenomenon off the coast of Hawaii. The deputy director
had requested Mercer’s presence because of the paper he had written two years earlier on the
use of geothermic vents as possible energy sources and rich mining areas.Mercer had heard of
the tragic loss of the ship with all hands. It had made the newspapers even in South Africa.The
invitation itself was not the cause of his racing heart or shallow breathing. At the bottom of the
invitation was a list of the specialists already assigned to the survey. The first name was Dr. Tish
Talbot, marine biologist.Mercer had never met Tish, but her father was a good friend, a man to
whom Mercer owed his life following a plane crash in the Alaska Range. Mercer had been
returning from his first private consulting job when his plane had suddenly lost power. The pilot
had been killed landing in a rock-strewn field and Mercer had broken a leg, a wrist, and a bunch



of ribs. Jack Talbot, a grizzled tool pusher on the North Slope fields at Prudhoe Bay, had been
camping near the crash site on a one-week leave. Talbot had reached Mercer within ten minutes
of the crash and tended him overnight until he could signal a rescue copter with a flare salvaged
from the wrecked plane.The two men had seen each other infrequently in the years since then,
but their friendship lasted. And now, Jack’s only daughter was dead, a victim of a terrible
accident. Mercer empathized with his friend, feeling hollow inside when he imagined the pain
that Jack must now be facing. Mercer had known such pain, losing his parents when he was only
a boy, but no parent ever thinks that they will outlast their child. Many say that that is the worst
kind of agony.Mercer turned off his desk lamp. He left Harry on the couch in the rec room, not
wanting to kick his friend out at two in the morning. Mercer’s huge bed didn’t really look inviting,
but he made the effort anyway. His sleep was fitful.HawaiiJill Tzu eased on the brake of her
Honda Prelude and slipped the transmission into neutral. Her car slowed to a stop about twenty
yards away from the main gates of Takahiro Ohnishi’s estate. She tilted the rearview mirror
downward until her mouth was in sight and deftly applied another slick layer of lipstick. She
pursed her lips, flashed a professional smile to herself, then opened her mouth wide. Satisfied
that the makeup was perfect, she canted the mirror back.As a female reporter, she knew the
necessity of a glamorous appearance on camera. Despite her abhorrence of such sexism, she
was pragmatic enough to know that she alone wasn’t about to change the custom.Yet it wasn’t
her stunning beauty or her dancer’s legs that got her this interview today, it was her
heritage.Takahiro Ohnishi was easily the wealthiest man in Hawaii. In fact, he was the twelfth
richest man in the world, with interests as diverse as real estate, medical research, shipping,
and mining. He had offices on six continents, seven palatial homes, and nearly thirty thousand
employees. Despite the global aspects of his holdings, he remained rooted in one tradition, that
of Japan.He had built his empire on an ethnic pyramid with himself, a native born Japanese on
top and his key managers at least pure Japanese regardless of their country of birth. The next
level down had to be three-quarters’ Japanese or more, and so on until only the lowliest of
workers had no Japanese blood at all. Ohnishi employed two entire law firms to battle the
hundreds of cases of discrimination filed against his companies. To date they had not lost a
single case.His obsession with his Japanese heritage consumed his personal life as well.
Ohnishi had never married, but the numerous mistresses who had come and gone during his
seventy years were all Japanese. If he found even the slightest trace of any other heritage the
affair would end on the spot. All the servants in all his homes were Japanese, and even his rare
press interviews had to be conducted by reporters who were at least half Japanese.And that
brings us to me, thought Jill Tzu, the daughter of a Hong Kong Chinese banker and a Japanese
interpreter.She eased her car into gear and approached the wrought iron gates of Ohnishi’s
principal American residence. The house, twenty miles northwest of Honolulu, was isolated by
acres of sugarcane fields and pineapple plantations.Once, asked why he remained so secluded,
Ohnishi responded honestly, “Everyone I need is brought to me; why should I scurry around?”A
lean guard approached her car. Jill lowered the window, getting a delightful mixture of cool auto



air-conditioning and hot lush air.The first thing she noticed was the automatic pistol slung from
the guard’s hip and the quality and cut of his uniform. This was no simple rent-a-cop.“Yes?” he
said courteously.“Jill Tzu from KHNA; I’m here to interview Mr. Ohnishi.”“Of course,” the guard
replied. He pressed a button on one of the pillars supporting the gates and they slid open
silently.Jill accelerated, surprised that she hadn’t been asked for identification.The crushed
limestone drive leading to the house was a pristine white trail through a vast emerald lawn. The
drive curved around stands of trees and shrubs, artfully placed so the house was hidden until
she rounded the last bend. When she saw the building, she was stunned.Jill had expected
traditional Japanese architecture on a grand scale, yet what was before her was unlike anything
she had ever seen before. Takahiro Ohnishi lived in a glass house, modeled somewhat like the
entrance to the Louvre designed by I. M. Pei, but much, much larger. Tubular steel struts
supported small panels of glass in a framework that could only be described as obtuse.
Spheres, cones, and slab-sided rectangles melded together in a multisided building that was not
displeasing to view. Jill could see completely through the home to the shallow valley which
stretched beyond.Still not over her initial shock, Jill drove up to the porte-cochere and slid out.
Her heels clicked against the white inlaid marble as she walked toward the glass front doors.
Just as she reached them, they were opened by a servant.“Miss Tzu, Mr. Ohnishi is waiting for
you in the breakfast garden. Would you please follow me?” The butler was Japanese, of course,
wearing a somber black livery reminiscent of the early part of the century.“Thank you,” she
replied, slinging her purse over her shoulder.The interior spaces of the house were broken by
stark geometrical walls. The structures were not bound by any normal parameters of
construction. Some hung ten feet or more in the air, and others were mere ripples across the
floor. The foyer was a massive open space, domed by a delicate lattice of steel and glass that
cast a spiderweb shadow on the white marble floor. Stairs, landings, and balconies cantilevered
into the foyer as if defying gravity. Having no basis of comparison, Jill simply assumed that the
decidedly Oriental watercolors and paintings on the walls were priceless.The butler led her
through several rooms, some traditional Japanese and some Western in style. At the open doors
of an elevator, the butler indicated that Jill was to proceed alone.“Mr. Ohnishi is waiting to the
right as you exit the elevator.”There was a discreet chime and the doors slid closed.Feeling like
an ant in the bottom of a kitchen sink, Jill smoothed her cream skirt against her legs as the
brushed stainless steel elevator sedately ascended. When it stopped, Jill stepped onto a breezy
loggia, forty feet above the ground. She turned to her right and saw a table set for two people,
the silver glinting in the early Pacific light.“I am delighted to be able to share my breakfast with
you, Miss Tzu,” Takahiro Ohnishi said as he stood.“I am delighted that you invited me,” Jill
replied, walking toward the table.She extended her hand, which Ohnishi ignored. Pissed at
herself, Jill remembered whom she was dealing with and bowed deeply. Ohnishi replied with the
barest nod of his head. “Won’t you sit down?”Ohnishi did not look like an industrialist. He was
thin and frail, with a voice made tenuous by the years. His snowy hair was sparse, revealing red
blotches of scalp. His face was cadaverous, sallow and drawn. His hands were darkly liver-



spotted and bony, like the claws of a small bird.“Miss Tzu, I did not invite you, I merely caved in to
your persistence. One hundred and fourteen calls and seventy-eight letters are enough to make
any man capitulate.” Jill believed the comment was meant to be charming, but his flat delivery
made her uncomfortable. In fact, Ohnishi made her uncomfortable. He looked like a corpse that
refused to stop moving.She smiled her best reporter’s smile. “I’m glad you did. Any longer and
the station was going to make me pay for the stamps I was using.”A servant appeared and
poured coffee into her cup, adding one spoonful of sugar. Jill looked at him queerly, wondered
how he knew she took her coffee this way.“I know much more than that, Miss Tzu, otherwise I
would have never let you on the grounds,” Ohnishi said, reading her expression, possibly her
mind, for all she knew.“Is that why no one asked to see my ID or search me when I came here?”
She meant the question to be friendly, but it sounded almost defensive.“I had you followed from
your home at 1123 Blossom Tree Court in the Muani Condominium development. In fact, I’ve
had you followed every day since granting this interview,” Ohnishi said so casually that Jill could
not respond for a moment.“Did you learn anything interesting?” she said sarcastically, her anger
now beginning to rise.“Yes, a lovely successful woman like you needs to get out more.”Jill’s
anger evaporated at his reply. “That’s the same thing my mother tells me.”Much later, Jill realized
his use of her mother’s exact words was no coincidence.“I am sorry if my actions make you
uncomfortable, but a man in my position must be cautious.”“I understand. I don’t particularly like
it, but I understand.”The servant reappeared and placed a bowl of fruit in front of Jill. Again he
gave nothing to Ohnishi.“As my aide Kenji told you on the phone, I do not allow cameras on my
property nor is this conversation to be recorded.”“It won’t be, I assure you,” Jill said, setting her
coffee cup into its saucer, fearful of spilling anything on the crisp linen cloth or cracking the
translucent porcelain. She did not realize that she had been x-rayed twice since entering
Ohnishi’s home, once at the front door and again in the elevator. Her verbal assurances were
superfluous.“I must say this is an amazing home,” Jill remarked to break the silence.“Believe it or
not, this structure was designed in 1867 by an obscure Tokyo architect, long before the
technology was available for its construction. He took his own life only a few months after
completing the drawings, knowing that his genius would never be appreciated in his time. It is
supposition on my part, but I believe he thought his suicide would give his work the immortality it
would never receive through construction.”“I did not know that you were such a student of
history.”“Everything we know, Miss Tzu, is history. Just because it is not taught in schools from
dusty texts does not lessen any information’s importance.”“I don’t think I understand.”“Allow me
to explain. The latest piece of information, no matter how current, is already history. I can look at
a stock ticker as the trading goes on and already the information I’m seeing is history. Maybe it’s
only a second old, but the events have already happened and nothing in my power can change
them. If I decide to buy or sell based on that information, I would be basing that choice on history.
All knowledge is like that and all decisions are made that way.”“What if I decide to do something
on a whim?”“Such as?”“I don’t know, say, quit my job.”“In that case, you would have a history of
job dissatisfaction, a knowledge based on past performance that you could find another job, and



confidence that you have put sufficient money in a bank to ensure security until you begin
working again. All of these factors make your decision not whimsical at all, but rather calculating
in fact.”“I never thought about it in that way,” Jill said, intrigued.“That is why you are not worth
eight billion dollars and I am,” Ohnishi remarked, not boastful, just stating the truth.“I asked your
assistant if there were any taboo subjects for this interview and he assured me that you would be
candid about anything I asked.”“That is true.” The servant cleared Jill’s fruit plate and brought a
silver salver of raw fish and thinly sliced beef. He placed some on her plate along with rice and
several varieties of seaweed.“Aren’t you eating, Mr. Ohnishi?” Jill asked after the servant
vanished, again leaving his plate empty.“My stomach and some of my small intestine were
removed several years ago after I was diagnosed with cancer, Miss Tzu. I’m afraid I must eat
intravenously. I may sample some of these dishes later, but I can’t swallow them. It is an
unpleasant sight I assure you.”Jill was thankful he did not get more graphic.“I know your basic
biography, Mr. Ohnishi,” Jill began the formal interview, a Waterman pen poised over her
notebook. “You were born in Osaka, but your parents immigrated to the United States with your
two older sisters when you were an infant. Your father was a chemical engineer working for UC
at San Diego.”“Correct,” Ohnishi interrupted. “My family all died during World War Two when
Roosevelt imprisoned all Japanese nationals. My sisters died of typhus; they were barely into
their teens. My mother died soon afterward of the same disease. The day he took his own life,
my father told me to never forget them. I was seventeen years old.”“You had an uncle who
became your legal ward?”“Yes, his name was Chuichi Genda.”“If I read this correctly,” Jill said
looking through her notes, “he was released from an internment camp in January 1943, arrested
one week later, released again at the end of the war and spent the remainder of his life in and
out of prisons on various charges.”“Yes, my uncle had very strong beliefs about America and her
treatment of our people both during the war and after. He often led violent campaigns against
various policies. He was charged with inciting riots three times and convicted twice. He was,
without a doubt, the most influential person in my life.”“In what way?”“His ideas on race,
principally.”“And what are those?” Jill asked, uncrossing her long legs. She knew that this was
the most important part of her interview.“You are a journalist—surely you are aware of my
views.”“I know you’ve been called a racist by nearly every social group in the United States and
that your hiring policies resemble Nazi purity laws.”Ohnishi laughed, a high thin note that startled
Jill. “For lack of a better word, Miss Tzu, you are very naïve. There is no such thing as racism.”
Before Jill could voice a protest, Ohnishi continued. “According to anthropologists, there are only
four races on this planet: Asian, negro, caucasian, and aboriginal. Yet there is tension and
fighting between hundreds of different groups. Correct?”He did not wait for a reply. “If race is a
motivating factor as you in the press imply, why is there so much fighting in the nations of Africa,
why do the English and Irish bomb each other on a regular basis, why did the Nazis gas six
million Jews? The answer is not racism, it’s tribalism.“There may be only four races, but there
are hundreds of different tribes, maybe thousands. Many groups still maintain a tribal name,
such as the Apache or Zulu. But numerous groups no longer have distinct names, the white



Anglo-Saxon here in America, the Northern Irish Protestants, or the upper class of Brazil.“Each
group is fighting to maintain the integrity of their tribe. The French and Germans are two
separate tribes of people, culturally and religiously different, yet each falling into the caucasian
race. There is only one way to account for the four wars they have fought since the middle of the
last century: tribalism. The need to protect and ensure the security in perpetuity of one’s
immediate group.“Just because interracial strife makes good press does not make it the most
common form. I will deny until my death that I am a racist. I care nothing for race. I am a tribalist.
And my tribe, the Japanese, is all that I care for.“Tribes are basically extended families, so when I
give a top position to a fellow Japanese, I am merely helping one of my kin. That is no different
than a man turning over his business to his son, a common practice all over the world. I have
fought nearly three hundred court cases defending my right to hire and promote who I wish, and
to date no one has been able to deny me.”“If you have such a pro-Japanese view of the world,
why is it you recently took up residence in the United States?” Jill asked, trying to remain calm
and professional despite her revulsion.“I had this home built six years ago,” Ohnishi pointed
out.“Yet you only moved here three months ago,” Jill retorted.“I feel that I am most needed here.
As you know, the Japanese are now the largest ethnic group in Hawaii, and if you’ll pardon my
arrogance, I believe that they need my help.”“Your help?”“I wish to see Japanese prosper
wherever their work takes them. While the media focuses on material trade imbalances, they
completely ignore the amount of brain power that Japan exports each year. We send only our
brightest people to work in foreign countries, strengthening our position overseas year by year.
Let America send wide-eyed college students to build huts in Africa. We send CEOs to build
corporations. I just want to do my part and ensure the success of this program.”“And do you see
your help extending to Hawaii’s native population?”“They have suffered under the yoke of a white
government far longer than we, so of course I wish to see them gain more power here on the
islands. After all, tribally speaking, they are closer to us Japanese than to their current white
overlords.”“Surely you exaggerate when you use a term such as overlord to describe the state
government,” Jill said a little nervously.“On the contrary. How else would you describe a
governing body that does not speak your language, does not understand your culture or religion,
and has done nothing to bridge the socioeconomic gap? If the true Hawaiians are so satisfied
with the current system, why do you think the island of Niihau, with its strict language and culture
laws, is attracting so many natives to their traditional way of life? But primarily, my assistance is
to those who are of Japanese descent, Miss Tzu.”“Does your help include aiding Mayor
Takamora? Some consider his acts treasonous.”“I have not hidden my support of Mayor
Takamora. I believe in his programs for ensuring the prosperity of Hawaii. It is time that the true
owners of this state come forth and claim what is theirs without paying undue taxes to
Washington.”Ohnishi was referring to the Takamora-sponsored referendum now being
discussed in the State House that would make foreign owners of Honolulu real estate exempt
from paying most taxes if they agreed to place the money in social programs solely beneficial to
Japanese and Japanese-American residents. If passed, the law would put tens of millions of tax



dollars into the hands of the Japanese residents of the island. Some political analysts called it
vote-buying, while others saw something deeper, state-buying.The campaigning for Referendum
324 was at a crucial stage, with the vote only a week away. As with any controversial law,
emotions across the state ran high and already had turned violent. The number of attacks
against tourists and white residents had skyrocketed in the past few weeks. Roving gangs of
Japanese youths prowled the city streets at night like modern-day ninjas, striking fear by their
very presence.“What about the increase in violence?”“Miss Tzu, of course I don’t condone those
people who use violence to achieve their aims, but I do understand their commitment. Hawaii
has special needs and considerations that only we understand and it is paramount that we gain
more control over our lives.”“Some people see this as an attempt at secession,” Jill said, referring
to the vice president’s speech of the night before.“Some people would.” Ohnishi smiled, but his
dark eyes remained impassive. “The interview is over, Miss Tzu. You must leave.”Jill was startled
at her abrupt dismissal, but she knew better than to protest. She tossed her pen and pad into her
bag and stood.“Thank you for your time, Mr. Ohnishi,” Jill said formally.“I wonder, Miss Tzu,”
Ohnishi remarked absently, “which part of your racial heritage makes you the most
uncomfortable with yourself, your Chinese half, or your Japanese which allows the Chinese to
have any influence?”Later, Jill was amazed how easily her reply had rolled off her tongue. “The
Chinese, it’s given me the patience to put up with all the freaks I meet on the job.”Her only
memory of leaving the house was the echo of her heels against the marble foyer as she strode
to the front door.“Apart from her physical charms, what do you think of Miss Tzu?” Ohnishi asked
after the elevator doors had closed behind her.A dark shape split from the shadows of the loggia
as if by mitosis. It padded across the terrace silently and eased into the recently vacated chair
with the ease of a predatory cat.“I believe that she is dangerous,” the shadow replied.“Kenji, you
are a worrier. She is nothing more than a voice in the wind. She will report what every other
journalist writes, some diatribe full of half-truths and hyperbole that will be lost among the juicy
murder stories and baseball scores.”“Yet.”“Yet nothing. The people, I mean the real people of this
state, the ones who matter, won’t care what she says. The mayor and I have been whipping them
into such a frenzy that her little report won’t make a bit of difference.”“You and David Takamora
may be creating a situation that you cannot control and one I am sure has no bearing on our true
objective.”“You sound like Ivan Kerikov’s lackey,” Ohnishi accused.Kenji’s black eyes went flat.
“That is not what I meant. But we have a responsibility to him that you may be jeopardizing by
financing the youth gangs and talking to reporters like Jill Tzu.”“You have been in my employ
since you were a boy, Kenji. You have only known the simplicity of one master. I, on the other
hand, have known many, my conscience first and foremost and now that pig Kerikov. I know how
to serve both. Kerikov will get his precious concession, but only at the price I dictate.”“This
uprising is proceeding too quickly. That is not part of your bargain with him.”“But it is part of my
plan, Kenji, and that is all you need to know and believe.” Ohnishi’s tone of finality subdued his
aide. “I am wondering about your loyalty, Kenji. You no longer act like my Hachiko.”Ohnishi was
referring to a much-beloved Japanese dog from the 1920s who waited each afternoon at a train



station for his master to return from work. One day, the master did not return, for he had died at
his desk at Tokyo University. The faithful dog returned every day to the very train platform for ten
years, waiting for a master who would never come. The name Hachiko is still synonymous with
loyalty in Japan.“Two days ago you disappeared for the night without telling me,” Ohnishi
continued, “and now you are questioning my orders. Forget about Jill Tzu and concentrate on
your other duties. Tonight we shall begin the bombings. Nothing serious, just a small show of
force directed at those who oppose the referendum.”Kenji stood, his body flowing from the chair
as if made of quicksilver, yet tensed as only a martial arts expert can be. “I will see to it
personally.”He glided off the terrace, his tabi-shod feet merely brushing the tile. Once out of sight
of Ohnishi, any trace of subservience evaporated and his handsome face took on an even
keener edge. He mumbled, “You feeble-minded old fool; you have no idea who or what you’re
dealing with.”He went back to his private office to ensure that Jill Tzu never filed her interview
with Takahiro Ohnishi.Jill raked her fingers through her thick hair in utter frustration. She pursed
her full lips, forming a seductive kiss, then blew a loud raspberry. Her feet were up on the control
console of the studio’s editing room, her long legs stretched almost to the bank of monitors. She
swung them down, ignoring the fact that her culotte shorts had just given her technician a view
he’d brag about for a week.“This isn’t working, Ken,” she muttered darkly.“Give me a break will
ya, Jill? We’ve been at this for six hours. It’s not like you’re going to get a Pulitzer for this,” the
scraggly-bearded techie said in his defense.“Yeah, but just maybe it’ll be my ticket to the
network. Just think about it, Ken. If I leave, you won’t have anyone bitching at you at all hours of
the day or night.”“Keep wearing those shorts and you can piss and moan all you want,” Ken
teased.“Watch it, I know a good sexual harassment lawyer.” Jill smiled for the first time in an
hour. “All right, let’s go through this one more time.”This day in the editing room was the
culmination of three months’ work on Takahiro Ohnishi. Jill had begun hunting down her story
shortly after the reclusive billionaire had moved to Hawaii and Referendum 324 had first been
proposed. At thirty-two, she was already too cynical to believe in coincidences and she’d begun
looking for a connection between Ohnishi and Honolulu’s controversial mayor, David Takamora,
and his even more polemic actions.She’d found, just through her own television station’s
financial and scheduling records, that Takamora had purchased more advertising space during
his campaign than his public files showed he’d had the money for. At just her station, there was a
discrepancy of nearly one hundred thousand dollars, and she knew he’d campaigned just as
heavily on the other channels. Where had the secret funds come from?Jill lacked any concrete
evidence that Ohnishi had privately funded the majority of Takamora’s campaign, but she was
damned sure that was what had happened. Ohnishi, with his billions, had bought himself a city.A
journalism professor had once told her that only prosecutors in courtrooms needed proof. A
reporter never needed to prove anything, all she had to do was implicate and wait for the self-
incriminating defense. A few years later an aging editor said at his drunken retirement party that
news never happened, it was created.Jill’s piece on Ohnishi was nearly ready. In fact this
morning’s interview had really been unnecessary; she’d just wanted to meet the man, to get a



better sense of what made him tick.She and Ken watched in silence as the first half of the piece
ran. Stock footage of Ohnishi, David Takamora, and the violent street gangs currently preying on
white tourists in the city were interspersed with close-up shots of Jill doing commentary in front
of city hall. As the scenes began focusing more on the gangs, especially one violent image of
four Asian youths beating an elderly white woman, Jill reached for the goose-necked
microphone and began laying in a new voice-over, one not from the contrived script she had
written, but one from her heart.“Hawaii is the Aloha State. The word means love as well as good-
bye in the native tongue, and in these times it means both simultaneously. Good-bye to love.
Good-bye to everything that our island paradise has stood for since Captain Cook first came
here two hundred years ago, and good-bye to the traditions that reigned on the islands since the
first inhabitants 1,500 years before that.“Where once we melded and blended into one people,
neither all caucasian nor all Polynesian nor all Asian, today we stand divided from our neighbors
and friends. Now all it takes is having eyes a little too round or skin a little too light and anyone on
the street can become a target. Racial hatred has grown here like some cancer, some dread
disease without cause whose cure seems equally elusive. Fostered by men like Takahiro
Ohnishi, with his well-publicized views of racial purity, and van-guarded by youth gangs bent on
violent expression, the state has been galvanized into two intractable camps: those who want
Referendum 324 and those who fear it as many have feared tyranny before.“Last night, the vice
president called Referendum 324 the beginning of a secessionist movement, and perhaps he’s
right. The last time America faced a crisis like this, the Southern states withdrew from the Union
because they believed in their way of life, one built on the conviction that people of other races
are inferior. Today a segment of Hawaii’s population believes they have a mandate to control
everyone’s lives because there is a little more Japanese flowing in their veins. They say that their
Samurai ways are superior, that they can calm the streets once again if we agree to live under a
system that stifles freedom of expression and the belief that every one is created equal. In this
reporter’s opinion, that sounds an awful lot like extortion.“As the ronin scour the streets for white
faces to victimize, their emperor sits inside his glass and steel home, safe behind a wall of
hatred and bigotry. Since his arrival a darkness has descended, a black veil that no one seems
able or willing to lift. Today, the hotels along the beaches, the condos near Diamond Head, and
the cruise liners are all empty. People are afraid to come to Hawaii. I spoke with one hotel
manager yesterday who told me that tourists are already canceling reservations for next year.“A
self-generating downward spiral has been created by the actions of those who now seem to
control our streets. As more tourists are frightened away, more people will lose their jobs and
seek the security and fraternity represented by the gangs, thus increasing their ability to
terrorize. Only this morning the President placed the troops stationed at Pearl Harbor on full alert
in order to protect the federal government’s interests on the islands.“Who is going to protect our
interests?“Mayor Takamora’s police force does not act to control the gangs. Will he ever ask for
the National Guard to step in and take control of a situation he can no longer handle? For surely
we face a crisis as dire as any these islands have faced since the first time a Japanese force



descended in 1941.”Jill angrily pushed the microphone aside as she watched a monitor
displaying David Takamora’s announcement four weeks earlier that he wanted to run in the
gubernatorial elections in the fall.Ken was too stunned to speak for an instant, and when he
caught his voice, he stammered, “Jesus, Jill, you can’t run that.”“Of course I can’t. It’s the truth,
and right now we’re not allowed to report the truth,” she said bitterly.The in-house phone rang.
The unit was built into the console next to where Jill’s feet were propped back up against the
complicated machine. She snatched it up, tucking her hair behind her right ear as she swung the
receiver to her head.“I know, I know, forty-five minutes to air.” Only her producer would disturb
her in the editing room.“You’ve got five.”“What in the hell are you talking about, Hank? We don’t
air for an hour.”“You know the rules, Jill. Every piece that chronicles the violence must be cleared
by Hiroshi.” Hiroshi Kyato was the station’s news director.“That’s bullshit and you know it. You
can shove your five-minute deadline. I’m not some second-class citizen.”“Wait, I didn’t mean
anything by it, I mean I don’t mean any disrespect for who you are. It’s just, well, you know . . .”
His voice trailed off.The producer backpedaled so fast that it truly stunned Jill. Race was
polarizing the station, too. Jill was half-Japanese, and Hank was a caucasian from New Jersey,
and he was now deadly afraid that he’d offended her.“Hold on, Hank,” Jill said quickly. “What I
mean to say is that I’m not a cub reporter on her first assignment. I know what the boundaries
are. I don’t need Hiro and his thought police telling me what to say on the air.”“I’m sorry, Jill,”
Hank said tiredly. “I’ve been on edge ever since Hiro agreed to help Mayor Takamora reduce
tensions in the city by running tamer pieces on the situation. So far you are about the only
reporter who hasn’t called me a graduate of the Josef Goebbels School of Broadcast
Journalism.”“Haven’t you talked to Hiro about this?”“Sure did. He told me to hand over every
segment about the violence or hand in my resignation.”“All right, listen, my piece isn’t done yet,
or, well, it is, but I’m not going to let that son of a bitch cut it up. I’m going to take it home tonight,
tone it some. If anyone is going to censor my work, it’ll be me. I won’t be the person to cost you
your job.”“Jill, you can’t do that. Your story belongs to the station. It’s not your private
property.”“Try and stop me, Hank.”Jill set the phone back in the cradle and popped the tape from
the editing machine, slipping it in her handbag slung across the back of her chair. She
stood.“What are you going to do?” Ken asked from behind his thick glasses.“I don’t know yet.”
She left the darkened room.THE subtle chirping of cicadas was a rhythmic accompaniment to
the moon-drenched night. The air was warm, but charged with the humidity of a recently passed
thunderstorm. Jill sat on the lanai of her condo, her bare feet propped against a patio table and a
glass of zinfandel idly twirling between her long fingers.She’d been home for a couple of hours,
but the long bath and half bottle of wine had done little to calm her frayed nerves. Three months
she’d been working on the Ohnishi piece, three fucking months, and it would be chopped up into
tiny pieces on the cutting room floor and run as a human interest story, no doubt. If she’d ever
questioned the connection between Ohnishi and Takamora, she had her proof now—and the
links ran even deeper, to her own news director. Was no one immune to this racial factionalism
other than her?She was really wondering if it was all worth it. All the sacrifices she’d made in her



life, all the thought she’d put into her career, and here she was, about to have her
accomplishments hacked apart because they cut too close to the truth.“Son of a bitch.” Despite
herself, she was almost in tears.Everything in her life had been built around journalism. She’d let
almost everything else go in order to reach the upper echelons of her profession. Few boyfriends
lasted more than a month or so of her eighty-hour work weeks. She’d spent her last vacation
working as a temporary secretary at a sewage treatment plant, tracking down allegations of
groundwater contamination.Her infrequent talks with her mother invariably turned to Jill’s lack of
a husband and children. Every time Jill bragged about a breaking story, her mother would ask
where her grandbabies were. Jill would always end the conversation angrily defending her
career, but would always be racked with guilt, knowing that her mother was partly right.Jill did
want a husband and children, but she also wanted to be a journalist. There was a balance
between the two that she just couldn’t seem to find. How much of her career should she give up
for a family? How much family should she forego for a career?And now her career might be
about over. She could refuse to hand in her story and face probable dismissal, or she could cut
the piece herself, destroying every shred of her integrity.She wondered if she should send the
story directly to New York. She had a few friends in the network—maybe she could get someone
to watch it, see if it was worth running on the national feed. Lord knew nothing like it had been
sent from Hawaii in a long time.
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Thomas D. John, “Loved it! A action-packed thriller!. Philip Mercer, Geologist, is perhaps an
unlikely hero. In this, the first book in the Philip Mercer series, we have a plot that spans decades
involving the KGB, a remote Hawaiian location, the CIA, the South Koreans, and a plot to break
Hawaii away from the USA. It's far too complicated to cover in a review, but Du Brul is a master
storyteller, pays attention to geography, local flavor, and authenticity, and his description of
weapons and tactics is also very good. Besides, the story is compelling, imaginative, and you
simply don't want to stop reading. I stumbled across a later book, and had to go back and start
the series from the beginning. I have not been disappointed. If you're a fan of Vince Flynn, Brad
Thor, and the like, there is a lot here you will enjoy. If you're a fan of Matthew Riley, Clive Cussler,
and the like, there is also a lot you will enjoy as well. Du Brul is simply a great author.”

Steve Manke, “Vulcan's Forge by Jack Du Brul. Vulcan's Forge was the first book in the Phillip
Mercer series by Jack Du Brul. It was first published in 1998. I have read the Oregon Files
series of novels by Jack Du Brul and Clive Cussler and had been eager to find out what Du
Brul's initial solo effort was like. Not only am I eager to read the second book in the series, but
I'm actually very excited that there are 5 more books in this series after that.Vulcan's Forge
introduces the lead character, Phillip Mercer, a creative and high energy Geologist with a knack
for getting into trouble. The story actually starts in 1954 when a then state of the art transport
ship is scuttled on its maiden voyage. The plan behind the destruction of the ship turns out to be
a Soviet plot that will be decades in the making.Jump forward to present day and Phillip Mercer
receives a telegram from an old friend that once saved his life. The telegram explains that the
recent sinking of a Navy vessel 200 miles off the coast of Hawaii was no accident and that the
only survivor of that tragedy is in danger. The survivor of that ship happens to be none other
than his old friends daughter. But the mystery thickens for Mercer given that his old friend
actually died several years ago.On top of that, political problems in Hawaii increase the tension
as the United States approaches a possible civil war. As North Korea and ex-KGB operatives
manipulate the politics of the United States, a new chemical compound is discover to be the
result of early underwater detonation of an atomic bomb. This compound could lead to
breakthroughs in modern superconductor technology and is exactly the type of technological
breakthrough that any nation would kill to acquire.All of this boils down to a compelling and
riveting story that makes the book very difficult to put down. The protagonist, Phillip Mercer,
proves to be just the kind of character that readers relate to and want to read more about.
Vulcan's Forge is the first book in what I anticipate to be a very exciting series.”

Pcj Laing, “High Octane Adventure. Vulcans Forge was a full on Adventure Novel with a Great
Protagonist. Read it and enjoy”

derek a hill, “Great story. Nothing to dislike, great writer.”



mike blakeley, “Excellent read. Excellent”

bookworm j, “Good read. Really enjoy his books”

The book by Dean Foster has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 452 people have provided feedback.
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Maryland Bangkok, Thailand Washington, D.C. Cairo, Egypt The White House Bangkok,
Thailand The White House Hawaii Arlington, Virginia The Pacific Arlington, Virginia MV John
Dory Near Hawaii Honolulu The White House Hawaii USS Inchon MV John Dory Hawaii
Arlington, Virginia Khania, Crete
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