
The race is on to find and restore King David's crown before a band of 
mercenaries can beat them to it. Craig and Camille, travel journalists, find 
themselves en route to a remote Island, on a collision course with history.

Quest for the Crown

Buy The Complete Version of This Book at
Booklocker.com:

http://www.booklocker.com/p/books/4331.html?s=pdf



 

 
Cast of Characters 

 
 

Craig: Rugged, internationally acclaimed Photo 
Journalist, Craig is down on his luck, but not defeated. 
 
Camille:  Wannabe Travel Writer, on her first 
assignment, she becomes aware of a crisis facing the 
planet’s wildlife. 
 
Grant:  A Travel Journalist, Craig’s friend and associate, 
is a man of many secrets, starting with gem smuggling. 
 
Chanarith:  The hereditary King of a mountainous Pacific 
island, he holds the key to the recovery of King David’s 
crown. 
 
Terry:  A Chicago businessman, Terry needs a miracle 
to save himself, and acquiring the gems from King 
David’s crown is his only hope. He isn’t too particular 
how that happens. 
 
Sid:  A mercenary wanted in a dozen or more countries, 
Sid is just doing his job. He’s usually bad news to others, 
and is seriously irritated when things start to go wrong.  
 
Jim: A Customs Official in Honolulu, Jim is also Terry’s 
field manager and Sid’s boss.  He is having a very bad 
day until he realizes he has a chance to have the last 
laugh.
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5. Change of Plans 
 
 

erry was used to phone calls at any hour from the 
field. His people knew better than to delay calling 
him when they had problems or needed a 

decision. The dark circles under his bloodshot brown 
eyes bore testimony to the number of times those orders 
had been carried out. Terry Worthington, who had been 
President of TechStar Inc. for two years, listened in 
growing disgust to the report he was receiving from the 
field.  

“Are you people total incompetents? Get in there and 
find the thing. If you don’t, Grant and his buddy will beat 
you to it. If that happens, your life won’t be worth a plug 
nickel, believe me.” It was 3 AM in Chicago. 

“But boss, the rats are the size of dogs, and there are 
coconut crabs three feet across with pinchers big 
enough and waving around at a height to get your 
attention. Who knows what else is creeping around 
under all those trees and bushes and green mess. The 
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boys aren’t into this nature stuff. Give them a city street 
and they’ll wipe it clean with anyone that crosses them, 
but this...a piece doesn’t make much of a dent in a damn 
jungle,” Jim protested. 

“I don’t want to hear it. You do what it takes to get 
those idiots down on the ground and find that damn 
diamond. I don’t mean tomorrow, you hear me?” Terry 
was seriously irritated with the whining wuss. 

“I hear you, boss.” 
“Call me back when you have something to report. 

And make that very soon.” 
“Yes, boss.” 
“No excuses, either.” 
“Yes, boss. I mean no, boss.” 
Terry broke the connection. He was too old for this 

stuff, he reflected as he turned off the light and tried to 
go back to sleep for a couple of hours.  

All he could think about, though, was the quarterly 
report slated to be released January 15, three weeks 
away. As things stood, he was some $3.2 million short. 
The employees would not be happy to learn that a 
substantial portion of their life savings had been invested 
in stock which, instead of growing exponentially as 
hoped, had evaporated almost overnight. Invested, that 
is, in Terry’s name. He had planned to replace it after it 
earned a quick profit for him in the Market, invested in a 
guaranteed sure thing. And it would have worked if 
only... Too late.  

* * * 
On their home island, a small speck of land in the 

immensity of the Pacific Ocean, several elderly men sat 
around the coals of a fire on lawn chairs and wooden 
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stools, and leaned against the wall or a tree, in their 
host’s back yard. A ceramic jug was passed around, and 
each poured the mud colored brew into their own small 
shallow ceramic bowls from which they sipped.  

Several of them smoked pipes or cigars or chewed 
beechnut as they swapped tales from the past. The 
current speaker was hard to understand, his speech 
slurred from a stroke, but the others didn’t care. They’d 
heard the story dozens of times before, and knew the 
punch line as well as the speaker. If he tried to change 
the plot very much, others corrected him if they had the 
energy to care. The story had been passed down for 
many generations and involved a global flood and 
survival of a select few. 

Three or four of them were settled back into their 
chairs and either stared into space or snored. Several of 
the men had coffee mugs nearby as well. 

Preparation of the Sakau took many hours and 
several steps. Their wives thought the weekly ceremony 
was an excuse to get drunk. They didn’t understand. But 
that was O.K. with the men. It was sacred and for men 
only. Their women and children didn’t need to 
understand or to know about the visions. That aspect of 
the ceremony was never discussed with them. 

An old man with an ornately tattooed face who had 
been staring at a rock suddenly straightened up. The 
front legs of his chair hit the ground, startling him and his 
neighbor. He looked around as if he didn’t remember 
where he was until his gaze fell on the others and 
memory returned. The vision was strong and fresh in his 
mind, and he couldn’t seem to shake it even after the 
Sakau ran low and his youngest wife came to take him 
home. 
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He woke up early the next morning, even before his 
wives, and knew what he had to do. He called a friend 
and explained what he needed, and the friend phoned a 
cousin who ran the ferry. The friend made arrangements 
to meet his cousin at the landing on the other side of the 
island for a brief lift across the short stretch of water to 
the neighboring uninhabited island. His friend didn’t 
know exactly why the trip was necessary, but what were 
friends for, anyway, if not to help each other? 

* * * 
Terry felt very uncomfortable and restless. He hated 

the notion that anyone had the right to question or say 
anything at all about his actions. He forced himself to 
appear calm. 

“Three men have been killed,” the Chairman began. 
“Did our man end up with the pearl?” 

Terry took a drink of water from the glass in front of 
him on the conference table. “Grant has the pearl, yes.” 

“And is he staying put as ordered until the other jewel 
can be recovered?” The Chairman twiddled with his pen. 

Terry glanced down at the table, then back at the 
Chairman’s face. “No. He may have been spooked, but 
the bottom line is, he ran. Our field officer found him in 
an airport, and he seems to have boarded a plane for 
Tonakei.” 

The Chairman sighed. “Alone?” 
“No. There was a man with him, an old friend of his. 

And maybe a woman, some blonde. We aren’t sure.” 
“And your crew on Tonakei? Have they recovered the 

diamond yet?” 
Terry squirmed inside, although he maintained a 

calm façade. He could smell his own sweat but hoped 
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the others couldn’t. “Preparations are under way to fly in. 
It may take a few days. Grant may have found out where 
they are and be on his way to join them.” 

“Or on his way to beat them to the diamond so he 
can have both jewels.” The Chairman looked at the 
skeptical faces around the table and put down his pen. 
“To sum it up, three men have died in an effort to 
recover just one of the jewels, which has now sprouted 
wings, and the other is still buried, none of us knows 
exactly where.”  

The Chairman frowned. “From the first we’ve been 
extremely skeptical about this project, and only agreed 
to it because of our respect for you, and your 
determination to proceed with it.  

We hoped for a reasonably clean, incisive operation. 
However, this project is beginning to get out of hand, 
and promises to become very expensive and time 
consuming, not to mention deadly, with an uncertain 
outcome. Unless you can find a way to bring this to a 
swift conclusion and cut our losses, we may be forced to 
curtail the funding and move on to other things.” 

Terry leaned forward, his arm on the conference 
table. “I believe in this project. It’s vital to our future 
plans.” He forced himself to lean back in his chair. 
“Here’s what I propose. I’ll clear my desk, go to Tonakei, 
and take care of it. I’ll stay there a week. At the end of 
that week, I’ll come home, successful or not. And if not 
successful, I’ll end the project with no further comment.” 
But he lied. No power on earth could keep him from 
those stones. It would just be easier if his trip was 
officially sanctioned.  

Voices buzzed around the room as the Chairman let 
the Board Members discuss it among themselves. When 



Ginny McCown 

72 

the sound level dropped off, the Chairman called the 
meeting back to order and asked if there were any 
further questions or objections.  

There were none, so the Chairman said to Terry, “We 
have one stipulation. Do not, and I repeat, Do Not let our 
names or reputations be dragged into the newspapers or 
through the courts over this. Do you understand what I’m 
saying?” 

Terry said, “Thank you. I’ll be very careful.”  
“See that you are. When do you leave?” 
“The first flight tomorrow morning.” 
“Good enough. We’ll see you in a week. With jewels 

in hand, I trust? And no more dead men...or women in 
your tally?” 

“Right.” Terry got to his feet. “With jewels in hand.” 
No two-bit island had been made that could defeat him. 
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