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PROLOGUE

I was in the Ice Flow again. Diana Maurasi, anchor
of the Sodoc News Service evening news, was with me along with Peer
Borgen, renowned European Alpine climber and guide.

“Scott,” Diana said. “I have to
stop.”

We were descending from near the summit of Everest
where we’d been caught in a terrible storm. She looked exhausted,
as exhausted as I felt.

“Not here,” Peer cautioned. “The
ice is soft. We must keep going.”

The Ice Flow is a great ocean of white that slowly
crept down the mountain from just above Base Camp. Passing through
its treacherous corridors was the most dangerous part of the climb
and descent. Over the decades it claimed more lives than any other
cause.

We followed the pathway that had been carefully
carved from the ice and snow but now in the afternoon sun, our way
had turned glassy on the ice and the snow gave beneath our feet
like fluffy cotton. All about us the walls of blue ice leaned
towards us precariously and everywhere the ice strained and
groaned.

“We have to keep moving, Diana,” I
said. “We’re only halfway across.”

Just ahead was an enormous snow bridge, the largest
in the Ice Flow over which the route took us. The day had turned
abnormally hot and I worried it was no longer safe.

“Look!” Peer said, pointing ahead
of us. Across the snow bridge stood Gody Tshering, the Gurkha sent
to kill us all. Beneath his dark goggles he grinned in
anticipation. In his hand he brandished a kukri, the
peculiarly curved knife of his people.

“Why is he here?” I
asked.

Diana came to me and I took her in my arms. “I’m
frightened,” she said.

“I’ll talk to him,” Peer
said.

“Peer, he has a knife,” I
said.

The Norwegian shrugged. “It is nothing. You will
see.”

Peer set out over the natural bridge, moving in his
athletic certainty. Beneath him the blue expanse of the crevice
faded to an ebony abyss. A single misstep and he’d plunge to
certain death.

On the opposite side Peer stopped and spoke to Gody.
I could hear their voices but not their words. Peer gestured
towards us. Gody shook his head. He said something which caused
Peer to grin, then he looked over at us. “See you below,” he called
out, then set off alone.

“I think I should talk to him too,
Scott,” Diana said as she pulled out of my arms. “Peer had no
trouble with him. He only wants you.” Then she set out across the
snow bridge, moving as surely as had Peer. Once across she spoke to
Gody, then a moment later waved to me and left for Base Camp,
joining Peer who placed his arm about her.

Why had they abandoned me? What had I ever done to
them?

I couldn’t turn back though I wanted to. There was
nowhere to go in that direction except to the summit and I’d just
barely escaped from there. Behind me a wall of ice collapsed and
the bridge shook with its force. I glanced to the rear and saw my
way was blocked. I had no choice. I started across.

Gody came to meet me, knife in hand. I lifted my ice
ax in defense.

“I have been waiting for you,” he
said. “I missed you on top but now I have you.” He lunged towards
me and I swung with the ax, missing him, nearly falling as I lost
my balance.

He came at me again and I backed up, wondering if
the bridge would support the weight of two as we fought. I swung
with the ice ax but again to no avail. Then Gody lunged at me, and
seized me in his grip. I could smell his hot breath on my face.

We fell onto the snow, rolling first one way, then
the other, some mutual instinct keeping us from falling into the
crevice. Across the bridge I heard cheering. I caught a glimpse and
saw Diana and Peer shouting encouragement to me. Diana was clapping
her hands and jumping up and down in excitement.

I could not escape Gody. I reached for his throat
but before my hand could grip him he said, “Now.” At that same
moment he plunged the knife into me.

Searing pain engulfed me and the ice ax dropped from
my hand. I cried out but no sound came from my throat. The pain was
excruciating.

Gody stabbed me again and again I felt the pain but
no sound came from me. Just then the snow bridge trembled, then
abruptly fell away beneath us. Snow engulfed me and I felt Gody
slip away, laughing as he did.

I fell for a very long time. My stomach caught in my
throat as if I were on a rapidly descending elevator or a diving
airplane. I thought I would fall forever then I felt the sides of
the ice crevice gradually close in on me. I slowed, then stopped. I
reached to each side and pushed at the ice. I was unable to free
myself. I was trapped far below the surface.

The snow was gone. All around me was black. I looked
up towards the sky and spotted Gody skillfully scaling the ice, as
if he hadn’t a care in the world. I watched him, transfixed, as he
grew smaller and smaller then finally climbed over the lip and
vanished from sight.

There was nothing for me to grab hold of. I could
see no way to get out of the ice.

Again I wondered why had Diana and Peer abandoned
me.

From deep within the ice I felt a moan and a pain
shot through my legs as the walls shifted. The ice held me even
more tightly. It moved and I felt its enormous force as it slowly
began to crush me. I pushed against it to no effect. I screamed,
then screamed again, and this time a voice came from far way,
distant and remote.

“Mr. Devlon? Mr. Devlon? Are you
all right, sir?”

I opened my eyes. It was the flight attendant.

“You shouted,” she said with a
light Russian accent. “I think you had a bad dream.” She looked
concerned.

“I’m fine,” I said, licking my
parched lips. “Sorry if I bothered anyone.”

She looked relieved. “We are on final approach.
Please fasten your seat belt.”

The plane was banking and through the window I could
see the valley with its city, and not far in the distance the snowy
twin peaks of Mt. Elbrus.

Across the aisle a young boy was staring at me. His
mother pulled him back, giving me a sharp look as she did.

 



Part One

Fear the silent dog.

—Old Russian Proverb

One

We stepped out of the hut, known as the barrels,
where we’d spent the night in relative comfort onto a white carpet
of freshly fallen snow. It lay across the hard ground in a sharp
glaze that crunched beneath my boot with each step. I drew a lung
full of fresh air, the first since entering the barrel with so many
smokers, held it a moment, feeling vitality return, then released
it with a sense of well being.

The view below through the clear mountain air was
majestic, taking in as it did a vast sweep of the Caucasus, one of
the most magnificent, if underappreciated, mountain ranges in the
world. In the near distance I could easily make out the town of
Kislovodsk, some 40 miles or more to the northeast, and fooled
myself into thinking I could spot our hotel nestled on the side of
a hill.

Ivanov Ligachev, looking more alert and vibrant than
seemed reasonable given the drinking and partying the previous
night, had been first out. He made a show of inhaling a deep breath
as well, then beat his chest dramatically. “Wonderful! Just look at
that!” he said in his booming voice with only a trace of his native
Russian.

Elbrus is an extinct volcano standing like an
enormous white pyramid amid lesser mountains. It is a striking
presence from any angle and carries a blanket of startling white
snow year round. Its twin peaks rose above us, tantalizingly close
at this elevation which tended to compress distance. The nearest
was the lower of the two, the East Summit, while partially
concealed behind it was the main Summit. As peaks go, the pair
looked innocent enough, which only goes to show how looks can be
deceiving, even when it comes to mountains.

From here we could easily see northeast along the
Irik Valley into the New Russia, while to the south was Georgia,
then east toward war torn Chechnya. The Baksan Valley up which we’d
come to reach this place lay spread immediately beneath us. On a
really clear day I would not have been surprised if we could have
glimpsed both the Black and Caspian Seas from where we stood.

Tarja Sodoc emerged from the barrel, followed by
Leonid Smoktunovsky, Ivan’s spokesman and negotiator, looking much
the worse for wear than did his boss; his eyes this morning were
watery and vague. He’d pocketed his usual thick glasses and
squinted in the bright sun before awkwardly fitting climbing
goggles to his eyes.

Ivan had been lusting after the international beauty
all the previous evening, making his intentions aggressively known.
Tarja had not been in the least amused or interested. I thought at
one point they’d come to blows.

Fit and tough, she was just the woman to make a
fight of it, if it came to that. Her resistance clearly had not
dampened his ardor in the least. He was just as awe struck this
morning as he’d been since first laying eyes on her back in Kislo.
He turned away from contemplating nature in its majesty to ogle
Tarja.

Next out was Nikolai Sytov, the Russian head of the
security apparat for the conference and here to protect
Ivan, who was after all the First Deputy Prime Minister of Russia
and in effect the state’s chief energy minister. As was the
practice in post-communist Russia, he was also CEO of Gazprom,
Russia’s primary energy company. He was commonly acknowledged as
the third most important man in Russia after only strongman
Vladimir Putin and his ersatz president, Dimitry Medvedev.

Though it was just September, winter comes early in
the Caucasus, especially at the 13,000 feet where we’d spent the
night and now stood. The air was brisk, a few degrees below
freezing. I’d had a few weeks to acclimatize myself before leaving,
so except for feeling a bit lightheaded I experienced no wave of
nausea or piercing high altitude headache. I hoped the others had
been as cautious in their preparation. This had all happened so
quickly though that I doubted it, with the exception of Tarja who
was always in climbing shape.

“Just look at that,” Ivan shouted.
He gestured toward the unreal peaks of Elbrus, the highest mountain
in Europe. If the line dividing southernmost Russia, which was in
Europe, from Georgia, which was designated as being in Asia, had
been drawn just a bit more to the north, Elbrus would have been in
Asia. There, compared to the giants of the Himalayas, it would have
been little more than a training climb for mountaineers.

As it was, the 18,510 foot summit was essentially
the same elevation as the Base Camp from which the assaults on
Everest were organized. Base Camp, by comparison, was a virtual
city, complete with clinics, kitchens, booze, drugs and rampant
sex. It was a repose and zone of safety after the uncertainty and
terrors of the Everest flank and summit.

But Elbrus was one of the Seven Summits, the
challenge Tarja had so publicly taken up, and now despite the
recent death of her husband on Everest, here she was, ready to set
out for the peak. It didn’t matter that there was cell phone
service at the summit. It was one more mountain to check off the
list.

And though this highest point in Europe was neither
technically challenging nor particularly difficult by any standard,
it was, curiously, the deadliest mountain on Earth with as many as
30 deaths a year. Perhaps a dozen die on Everest every year—since
far fewer attempt it—though the number was growing, as it was for
both mountains.

Vlanes, our guide, was last to emerge and began a
series of stretching exercises. I turned back to the peaks as all
mountaineers do in the time before a summit attempt, as if drawn by
a magnet. As usual for all the beauty about us, man had done his
nasty business. Not far away was the gleaming aluminum hotel the
communists had built, now a burned out hulk. It was incongruous
here, striking in its absurdity.

A ruined fuel hut just below it had been converted
into a smaller rendition. Sixty climbers could bed there, though
now it was as devoid of humanity as the rest of the mountain.

The near view all around resembled a condemned
industrial complex with enormous discarded power lines and heavy
wires laying helter-skelter, twisted and ugly. I couldn’t imagine
what they were doing here. A trash dump was situated just east of
the barrels, so-called because of their unique round shape, where
we’d slept. It was sadly the same at every major summit I’d
climbed. Climbers talked about communing with nature, the majesty
of the peaks, but treated it all with casual contempt.

Vlanes, whose last name I hadn’t learned, was an
ethnic Russian from this region. A strong man there was about him
an air of melancholy and resignation. He was none too happy with us
and I couldn’t blame him. The European Union sponsored NGO
conference of international humanitarian organizations at Kislo had
scarcely begun the previous day before Ivan had brought it to a
crashing halt. A few hours later the drunken minister had announced
we were climbing Elbrus, while the Georgian delegation reconsidered
what he called its intransigence.

We’d scrambled that afternoon to gather our climbing
gear then met the bus which brought us to Azau, the little town at
the base of Elbrus. We’d taken the chairlift to here and after a
night in the rustic barrel hostel we were now setting out to
‘conquer’ the mountain.

Teams typically set out for the summit at 3:45 in
the morning, planning to reach the peak at about 9:30. It was a
long, strenuous hike from the barrels, though only just over a
mile. Teams which elected to hike that distance would be back at
the barrels by 2:30 in the afternoon. They could either spend
another night, or descend that day, which was our plan.

If all went as expected we’d be back at the
Alexander Solzhenitsyn Hotel and Resort where the conference was
being held before nightfall, drinking in the same bar as the day
before. It was surreal.

But we were already three hours late in setting out
which would return us to this point at 5:30, right at sunset. That
was cutting it very close in my opinion.

Of course, when climbing any of the Seven Summits,
as the highest point on each of the world’s seven continents are
known, little goes as expected, and when it goes wrong people
usually die. Elbrus was perhaps the best proof of that. As it was,
Tarja and Vlanes were the only real mountaineers on our team
besides me. I approached Tarja who was standing apart from the
others, her back turned pointedly toward Ivan, adjusting her
gear.

“I’m turning back in time to be
here no later than 4:00. What are your plans?” I said. In my
experience, fixing a turn back time before setting out was
essential.

She’d removed her contact lenses and as always I
found her mismatched eyes, one a startling blue, the other a deep
brown, disconcerting. “I’ll play it by ear, but I don’t want to
come back alone. So I may go with you. We’ll see.” She glanced over
her shoulder contemptuously at our Russian companions.

To look at Ivan I’d have said he was perhaps a very
fit 50 years old with a great trunk of a body and a hearty manner
common to many Russian men of his generation. It might even have
been genuine.

But I’d seen his file and knew he was actually 64
years old, with a minor heart condition. His full head of hair was
dark and alive, belying his true age. His fleshy face wobbled when
he laughed, something he did often, and his bright dark eyes took
in everything. Frankly, the man scared me.

Ivan had launched his political career when Russia
was still the Soviet Union but had risen to prominence under Boris
Yeltsin when he’d been given the task of bringing on-line a vast
oil reserve in eastern Siberia. He’d done so in record time and
been rewarded with the post of Minister of Oil. He’d accurately
judged the wind and switched to Putin’s camp when the then-head of
state security made his move for the presidency and Ivan’s revised
loyalties had been rewarded with elevation to Energy Minister.

Under Putin he’d been largely responsible for the
flow of foreign reserves into Russia, and oversaw the sale of oil
and natural gas which accounted for 70% of the nation’s income.
He’d been loyal to Putin as the dead eyed strongman was not one to
cross, not openly at least, though there were now rumors. When
Putin had been compelled by the constitution he had yet to amend to
become Prime Minister, Ivan had been named First Deputy Prime
Minister and been made CEO of Gazprom when Medvedev had become
president and was required to vacate the slot.

I knew much less about either Nikolai or Leonid and
my brief exposure to the men the previous two days had added little
to my knowledge. Both appeared to be reasonably fit and in their
40’s. Leonid was a spare, controlled man, with longish black hair
he brushed back habitually with his fingers. He wore oversized
heavy glasses he regularly polished with a large red handkerchief.
If I was any judge, he bore an intense dislike for his boss. He’d
opposed this climb, for good reason I might add, and had scorn
heaped on him for his caution.

Nikolai struck me as fairly typical security
apparachik. Sober, humorless with thin lips, he was of
average size with the predatory face of a hawk. He was rapidly
losing his hair which gave him an ever growing forehead. There was
something between the pair I couldn’t put my finger on, some secret
knowledge they shared, but this was Russia where secrets were stock
in trade, so common as to be meaningless, until they came to mean
something, of course.

I’d been startled to see Tarja when she’d arrived
late on Monday. I’d not seen her since the debacle on Everest the
previous May and had expected, hoped, never to see her again. The
last I’d heard the she’d been on the French Riviera. At least that
was what my friend Tom Bauman told me when she’d dropped him like a
hot rock.

With natural blond hair, a trim athletic figure and
as engaging a manner as she chose to have, few men could resist her
charms. Now that she was about to inherit her dead husband’s
billions she was even more desirable, though I doubted very much
that Ivan had any interest in her money.

Tarja looked back at me. “He’s a creep,” she said as
she adjusted her gear and stomped her crampons into place.

“Just keep your distance. If I’m
any judge he’ll be laboring all day. I don’t think he’s
acclimatized and is going to find this more difficult than he
thinks.”

“I hope so.” She paused then
added, “With any luck at all he’ll drop dead.”

Before I could respond she’d moved off, stabbing the
pointed handle of her ice ax into the snow with each step, looking
smart in her scarlet high altitude climbing suit, even though there
were no cameras about.

Ours was a small party for Elbrus, where groups of
30 were not uncommon which, I suspected, was the reason for the
high death count. Only one of a thousand climbing parties need get
into serious trouble to stack up the bodies. And beyond the mass
deaths, edema, frostbite, hypothermia and injuries from falls were
common among climbers.

There were just six of us in all, counting our
guide. There were no porters to carry supplies; not all that much
since we’d be back where we were by late day. We each had water,
some juice, a lunch, the ubiquitous Power Bars, some chocolate, and
if we were smart, some extra clothing. Fronts moved in quickly here
which also accounted for so many deaths.

Of the six only Tarja, Vlanes and I wore the correct
attire for such a climb. Ivan and the other men had clothing and
boots more suitable for casual weekend mountaineering at a much
lower elevation.

Vlanes was arguing with Ivan in Russian, but as
that’s not one of my languages I couldn’t make out the specifics,
though the gist of it was clear enough. He wanted us to go back
down and return in a few days when the conference was finished.
That would allow enough time to plan a climb properly. But Ivan was
having none of it. With an ugly gesture he pointed up the slope
with the classic, “Let’s get going and stop screwing around!”
gesture we all know no matter what our nationality.

The ease with which thousands climbed this highest
point in Europe each year concealed its deadly nature. Its allure
was easy to understand; first was the relatively low summit height.
Second, was the absence of staging camps which so complicated
summit attempts elsewhere and added exponentially to the cost of
summiting.

In fact, you flew into Nalchik or Kislo, took a
public bus to the base of the mountain, then rode a chair lift most
of the way up, for god’s sake. In 10 minutes it carried you to
12,000 feet and the barrel hostels we’d slept in the night before.
From here you could climb the 6,500 odd feet to the summit if you
liked, and many did.

The only tricky part was in making your way across
the saddle between the two summits to reach the highest. That
expanse can be slick and many a climber wearing the wrong footwear
has slid to his or her death there.

Or you could climb into a Russian version of a
Snowcat, a tractor which had been brought up the mountain for this
purpose, and ride in relative comfort out of the bracing cold to
just under 15,000 feet where the Pastuckhove Rock wall blocks its
path. From there it is a short 3,500 feet to the rounded summit and
a quick descent back to the cat, in all about three hours in
average conditions.

Like I say, there is nothing overly difficult in
this, which was why Ivan could decide in the bar the previous
afternoon that he wanted to climb the damn thing and still expect
to be back at the same bar, the same time this very day, 24 hours
later.

This assumes, of course, that his had been a
spontaneous decision.

All the apparent ease and abundant technology tended
to mask the inherent dangers of the mountain. For one, 18,000 feet
is not to be taken lightly. Even on Everest, where climbers are
careful to acclimatize, high altitude sickness takes a lethal toll,
often at Base Camp, and if a climber is not carried down the
mountain immediately death follows within hours.

And high altitude sickness is not particular in whom
it kills; it can strike with equal deadliness the novice or the
experienced climber with no previous history of trouble. The
simplicity of getting to 12,000 feet so rapidly, with an absence of
athletic effort, made the 6,500 foot climb from there especially
dangerous, no less so the 3,500 feet from the Pastuckhove
Rocks.

Next was the weather. All summits are subject to
unpredictable weather patterns. Any mountain of this elevation has
beneath it a micro climate that is both volatile and unpredictable.
Extreme storms and cold, summer and winter, can engulf a climbing
party without warning. Those unprepared for a sudden adverse change
in the weather paid with their limbs and lives.

The deceptive simplicity of the climb also tended to
encourage the unskilled and unfit to try it. Even those with some
climbing experience were known to make the attempt wearing
inadequate clothing and footwear. Trapped by the unexpected or bad
luck, unable to descend, climbers caught in adverse weather
hunkered down for the night and froze to death in droves like so
many quail caught in a snow storm.

Lastly, the presence of communication devices with
which all climbers are familiar gives a false sense of security. If
your only means of reaching the outside world is a satellite phone
or wireless set, you know you are in an extreme element.

But if as you near the summit your cell phone rings
and it’s a friend wanting to chat there is a tendency to conclude
that help is just a call away. It might be, but by the time a
rescue party can organize, and get to the mountain the odds are it
will not be able to find you, certainly not in time. The upside,
such as it exists, is that nearly everybody is eventually located
and returned to family for burial, unlike Everest and other
mountains where the dead remain where they fall.

This minor expedition was, in my view, sheer folly,
but I was in no position to refuse or object any more than I had
already. I’d tried to talk Ivan out of it the previous day and the
night before. The reality was, though, if he went, I went.

“Ivan,” I said as he insisted I
use his given name, trying one final time. “Let’s hike in this area
today, get some acclimatization going, then go down later this
afternoon. When the conference is over in a few days our blood
count will be up, we’ll have had time to get you properly equipped
then we’ll knock this thing off. What do you say?”

Ivan grinned. “You have climbed Everest, what? Two
times, my friend?”

“Just once, though I was very near
the summit a few months ago.”

“Once then. Don’t tell me you are
afraid of this little Russian hill?” His morning breath reeked of
vodka and he weaved on his feet just slightly suggesting to me he
was still drunk.

“Any mountain this high is to be
respected,” I persisted. “More than 30 people died up here last
year. They all thought they could do it. Tell him
Vlanes.”

“It is true, Minister. Just three
weeks ago I helped carry a party of eight down from the West
Summit. Too late they called for help and could not tell us where
they were. It was dark when we reached here, almost morning before
we found them. It is a terrible thing. In a few days we can do this
properly. You will see.”

Leonid saw another opportunity as well and spoke up.
“In the winter of 1936, a large party of foolish Komsomol members
with little experience attempted to summit.” The Komsomol was the
Soviet Youth Communist League. “A lot of them slipped on the ice
and fell to their deaths. They were trying this for Comrade Stalin.
I agree with the American and our guide. We should do this
later.”

“You’re saying I am foolish to do
this?” Ivan said with the same wide smile, but with eyes the color
of black ice.

Leonid seemed to pull back from him. “I am saying we
have a mission at the conference. But do as you like,
Minister.”

“I will. Thank you for your
permission. Let’s go. It is getting late.”

“Minister,” Vlanes said
hesitantly. “I have bad news. Perhaps this will affect your
decision. The cat will not start. The driver says he has been
having trouble with it for the last week but the new parts have not
yet arrived. If you persist, we must go all the way to the summit
from here.”

Ivan scowled. “Why didn’t you tell me this before?”
He glared at Vlanes a moment, then said, “We will be there before
noon. What’s a little hike?” With that he turned toward the
mountain and stepped off.
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As always, before setting out to a new peak, I’d
done my research beyond the geopolitics of the conference. The 2014
Winter Olympics were scheduled to take place not 100 miles from
here in Sochi near the Black Sea which gave the region a covering
of modernity.

But this had been a place of fierce ethnic fighting
for thousands of years and an unsteady peace existed between Russia
and Georgia, a peace the conference was meant to maintain. From the
military buildup I’d seen since arriving I found that highly
unlikely.

This entire region was the stuff of legend,
references to it could even be found in the Old Testament. In very
ancient times this land had been the richest on earth, source of
gold and other coveted metals. It had been the ultimate destination
of Jason and his Argonauts for at the southern foot of Elbrus,
legend said, was the location of the Golden Fleece. When Alexander
the Great’s soldiers had tasted the salty waters of the Caspian Sea
and questioned the local fishermen they were told the sea stretched
endlessly and that no man had ever been to the far shore, if one
even existed. The Macedonians concluded that this was the Eastern
edge of the vast ocean that surrounded the world and that they
could go no farther.

To the north their way was blocked by the Caucasus
Mountains where Greek legend claimed Prometheus, son of a Titan and
brother of Atlas, who stole fire from the gods to give to man, had
been chained and tormented for his blasphemy. The Macedonians
further believed that beyond the Caucasus lay the hordes of Gog and
Magog, which if disturbed threatened to engulf and destroy the
world. It was said that uncleane people dwelt there, a race which
consumed all things polluted, dogs, serpents, mice and the flesh of
the dead. It was unholy ground and struck terror into the hearts of
Alexander’s troops.

Yet further legend held that Alexander had called
upon the gods and joined two enormous mountains known as the
Breasts of the North, then forged gates of iron and brass to seal
the narrow passage. These Caspian Gates, as they were known, were
reinforced by magic to trap Gog and Magog beyond what was then
called Alexander’s Wall, that is, the Caucasus Mountains. At his
gate, it was said, he erected a massive stone eagle to bar the
way.

Within them also, it was recorded, lived the mighty
Amazon warriors, whose queen came to Alexander so that between them
they might conceive the greatest warrior in history. For 13 nights
Alexander did his part, finally sending the queen on her way with
gifts of gold before success could be confirmed. Ever the skilled
politician was Alexander.

Centuries later the sweep of Islam north was stayed
at these mountains by the Khazarian warriors who converted to
Judaism during the Ninth Century. Eventually their Jewish nation
vanished from the annals of history, though local superstition held
that the feared Khazars, described as evil Jews, lay penned beneath
the mountains, still alive, trapped in eternal torture.

And it went without saying the mountains bore the
legends of the curse of werewolves and of other night creatures
unique to these mountains.
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