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Praise for Hunter’s Secret

When | nished J.C. Hager’s rst book, Hunters Choice, | asked the
author, “Where’s the next one?” | nally got my eyes on Hunter’s Secret
and got by on little sleep until I'd read it. e locales depicted are
bang-on, the human characters are well-cra ed and many return as the
reader’s old friends. Now, John, where’s the next one?

Joseph Greenleaf

Publisher, Swordpoint Intercontinental Ltd

Hunter’s Secret has action, intrigue, spot-on descriptions, unique
Michigan settings....an entertaining and logical sequel to Hunter’s Choice.
Aubrey Golden

President, Michigan Karst Conservancy

Praise for J.C. Hager’s Hunter’s Choice
The rst Matt Hunter Adventure

John Hager knows the outdoors, he knows the human heart, and
best of all he knows how to tell a hell of a story!

Steve Hamilton

author of the Alex McKnight novels

In his debut novel, J. C. Hager has employed his expertise as a
hunter to o er us quite a yarn that could probably easily make a
great movie..What also shines in the novel is Hager’s familiarity

with the ner points of all things pertaining to hunting and boating
that he cleverly interweaves into his plot.

Norman Goldman

Editor, BookPleasures.com

Superbly cra ed, Hunter’s Choice documents Hager as a master
storyteller whose attention to detail insures the reader’s rapt
attention from beginning to end.

Midwest Book Review
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To Ann, who does so much



Stuck

be hoisted. Matt Hunter held the half-inch, three-strand nylon

line in his hands as he stood wide-legged at the bow. After he and
Tanya had spent a half hour using every skill they knew, the anchor
still defied their wishes to end the beautiful day on Lake Superior and
motor back to harbor.

Finally warm, even sweaty, from exertion and frustration, Matt had
donned a hooded sweatshirt and lined jogging pants to bring his body
temperature back to normal after a day of jumping in and climbing
out of Lake Superior. Three days on the boat had introduced Tanya, a
Florida native and expert ocean diver, to the cold, fresh water of Gitche
Gumee, the anchor being the only problem yet encountered.

Tanya came forward from her role as helmsman. Just the sight of
her barefoot, in cutoff jeans and nylon jacket over a long-sleeved t-shirt,
took the disappointment of the moment away and filled Matt with a
glow of happiness and love.

S tuck, fouled, hung-up...the anchor was down there and wouldn’t
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Tanya gave him a hug. “We're out of tricks. Someone needs to suit up
and get wet. I'll make some coffee and watch for sharks.” She ducked
under the line that Matt was chocking with both hands and came up
inside his arms, pulling his head forward, kissing him and snuggling
her head into his chest.

Matt fought for balance as a light afternoon chop made the boat
rock slightly. He looked west at the low September sun dancing off the
wavelets. “It’s that damn plow anchor, I've never liked them—Ilike a
big fish hook and hard to store. I should have bought a Danforth, but
was too pissed at the cost of filling the gas tank. I bought whole fish-
ing boats for the cost of...”

Tanya kissed him again, “It’s only money, and you’ve worked hard
on the house all summer. I love being on a boat again, alone with you.
We’ve got two more nights if someone can get his anchor up.” Her eyes
sparkling, she quickly ducked under Matt’s arms and worked along
the side of the boat to the stern and into the cabin.

Matt felt like cutting the rope and leaving the whole rode and anchor
to rot on the bottom. He didn’t want to get into a cold wet suit, then
40- to 50-degree water, but knew it had to be done. He was using the
boat for free but had to replace anything broken, and it was Friday
afternoon—he wasn't sure if he could find an open ship chandlery
store until Monday in Marquette or Munising. Getting a cab to shop
at Gander Mountain or Wal-Mart didn’t sound like a good idea. He
let out 50 feet of line, enough for the dive, secured it and worked aft
to the cabin.

The generator was running and the microwave dinged as he entered
the cabin.

Tanya poured steaming water into a larger plastic pitcher half full
of water. “T heated some water to put into your suit, I wouldn’t want
anything to get frostbitten.”

Matt put on his cold, wet long underwear, then pulled up, wiggled
into, and finally zipped his quarter-inch-thick wet suit. Before putting
on the rubber hood, he opened the top zipper and poured in the warm
water. It felt like peeing your pants, but it did fight the frostbite Tanya
was worried about. He climbed onto the diving platform, put on his
tank; it showed over 30 percent full. He had a small needle-nose pliers
and a screwdriver secured in the zipper pocket of his buoyancy vest.



Hunter’s Secret 3

“If I can’t get it free, I'll unscrew the shackle and save the rope and
chain.”

Tanya handed him his flippers and mask, “T'll watch you from the
bridge. Be careful.”

Matt held the bottom of the tank attachment and stepped off the
platform. The warm water in the suit did its thing and the cold water
only slowly seeped in as it warmed to near body temperature. Matt
swam under the 34-foot Silverton, noting the twin stainless steel props
and the pristine condition of the antifouling paint: a plus for the cold,
fresh water that was already making his fingers dumb. He had rubber
diving gloves but, if he needed to snip the thin wire that secured the
clevis screw, bare hands, even cold ones, would be best.

He grabbed the anchor line and followed it down. The earlier 8o-foot
visibility had dropped to half that as the sun flattened across the sur-
face. The line went out of his sight as he paused to pressurize. His depth
gauge read 4o feet. He could see a large, gray rock shelf before him,
with the white anchor line disappearing into the gloom toward it. As
he slowly kicked downward, the monotone grayness of the surround-
ings enhanced the silence and loneliness. The only sound, his breath-
ing and bubbles from the regulator. At 65 feet he saw the anchor chain.
Fifteen feet of chain protected the rope from fraying against rocks and
kept the line lower in the water, increasing the anchor’s holding power.
Matt finally held the chain and pulled himself slowly downward, the
cold of the metal almost painful to the touch. Atlast he saw the damn
plow anchor, upside down among several large, gray boulders, and it
looked securely linked to a log stuck between two smaller boulders,
just like a fish hook. The whole scene formed a shallow cave-like grotto
containing rounded gray rocks against a gray rock wall.

With no little satisfaction and with full knowledge of what awaited
the successful raising of his anchor when he returned to Tanya, Matt
wrestled with the old plow hook. He brought it upward, then sideways,
turning it until it came free. He pushed off the offending log in the final
struggles. The plow anchor, now free, moved across the rock and stopped
of its own weight and the lack of much pull from the boat above. Matt
gripped the four—or five-inch-diameter log, a thin coating of slime
floated away—he touched uniform and round—hard and cold—metal.
The large rock on the right side became a massive anchor fluke.
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Matt checked his old Rolex—he had set the bezel to the minute hand
when he put the mouthpiece in just before diving. Six minutes of div-
ing so far, now at decompression depths; he didn’t have his computer,
and if he stayed any longer he would be into repetitive dive calcula-
tions. There wasn’t much time for fun-and-games with the big anchor.
Also, the light was quickly fading.

Matt swam around the fluke, finding the shaft and following it to a
large chain: old, forged links led away down the steep slope of the main
rock cliff, out of sight. He pulled himself down the links, cold forgotten,
adventure and discovery beckoning: each handhold bringing him two
feet lower into the darkness. He descended, remembering to breathe
steadily, the chain leading down and across the rock wall.

The pressure increased, his ears popping, suit compressing, insulat-
ing factor going down, cold increasing, leg muscles starting to cramp
from the freezing water. Watch face hard to read—not quite dark
enough for the radium dial but too dark to read the hands. He could
see the second hand moving—it was comforting to have an instru-
ment working for him down here. Something down there wanted to
be found; it called to him. He would descend ten more grips. One, two,
three, four, five, six little Indians...

Shit, I'm getting numb and dumb, and dumb is death down here.

Matt turned around and headed slowly back up the chain, returning
to the big anchor. Looking up, the water seemed warmer, more light;
he breathed easier. Eight feet away lay the plow anchor. He worked
at bringing it back; there wasn’t much slack, but enough to just hook
the plow point over the old anchor. It would hold, but could be freed
from the boat.

Matt made two decompression stops and finally threw his swim fins
onto the diving platform. Tanya offered him a beach towel, steaming
coffee and a very worried look.

“Why so long? I could see you moving down the white anchor chain,
then I lost sight of you. I could tell you were going deeper by the bub-
bles, but you were too long and deep for the anchor work. I was get-
ting my gear on when I saw you coming up and decompressing. Are
you alright? What’s down there?”

“Adventure and discovery is down there. Let me get warmed up and
we can make decisions about what we can do,” answered Matt as he
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pulled oft his gear. Coffee, sugar, brandy and his sweat clothes brought
the color back to his lips.

“I found a ship’s anchor, followed its chain down another forty feet.”
Matt went on as he pulled out scrolled maps from an overhead shelf.
He pointed with pencil stub. “Here it is, Granite Island, here are the
rocks on the west end, here we are, and there is the slope and shelf,
then the steep drop-off. Unless we are dealing with just an abandoned
anchor and chain, or chain and cable, we may find a sunken ship right
about there—in one hundred sixty feet of water and resting against
the cliff wall. I went down the anchor chain, it was tight and strained
on the rock, going down at an angle toward the cliff face, either there’s
a hundred yards of chain caught on an outcropping or there is some-
thing at the other end.”

Tanya brought Matt half a sandwich left from lunch and freshened
his coffee. “Are we going in or can we stay over night?”

“It stays light until almost 10:00, so we can think awhile. Check the
Coast Guard UHF weather channel, and I’ll make a phone call to the
marina. I think the southwest wind is going to stay gentle and the lake
will be a pond for the next few days. We have shelter from the south
and we know our anchor is solid, even though our scope won’t be per-
fect we can let out most of our two hundred feet of line, set a second
anchor on the shallow reef and let the GPS be our anchor watch.”

“Planning to dive tonight?” she asked.

He shook his head slowly. “Morning would be better. Maybe a short
midmorning dive down that anchor. We can figure out how much time
we have with the tanks aboard. If there is something down there we
will need more and better equipment.”

Tanya and Matt busied themselves with weather, diving tables,
anchoring and, finally, dinner tasks. They had salad, fresh lake trout
fillets, fresh green beans and rice—all with chilled Chablis from a
gallon jug kept in the big ice chest. They transported their plates and
glasses to the flying deck and enjoyed the view of the desolate rocky
island, the soft reds and oranges of the Lake Superior extended sunset,
and finally the twilight and evening of the northern latitude.

While Matt did the dishes, Tanya organized the cabin space, loaded
the Bunn coffee maker and prepared the forward berth. With the cen-
ter support in place, covered by the fitting mattress pad, the whole
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bow space became a bed. The opened bow hatch framed uncountable
stars. The fall moon would soon outshine the stars. The temperature
was perfect for their light sleeping bags, which they zipped together.
Making love on top of this soft, quilted expanse, they took joy in each
other and the freedom of their isolation. The stars watched but didn’t
comment. The lake, as satisfied as they, slept with them.
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Matt had tied his nylon string to the old anchor, tying the string to
the diving platform. “We’ll put a float on this.”

They got out of their gear, made some coffee, ate peanut butter sand-
wiches and called Mr. Vega.

“Dad, we found...” Matt took the phone. “Sir, we need your help
getting some diving equipment...”

Matt gave George Vega a list of equipment for mixed-gas diving
and cold-water dry suits. Also the weekend number of the dive shop
owner whom Matt had known for 20 years, explaining that, if the owner
wouldn’t rent them the equipment for Tanya, Mr. Vega could use his
cards and certification to get the equipment. Matt said he would also
call the diving shop and talk to them. They agreed to meet the Vegas
at the Marquette marina and go to dinner together.

All the time he was talking, he and Tanya looked at the black gar-
bage bags containing the box from the Carol K, curiosity taking over
all their emotions.

When the cell phone snapped shut, they both raced for the box.
Tearing away the wet plastic bags, placing the black box on a towel
on the boat’s deck, on their knees, they held hands, pausing to savor
the moment.
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If you enjoyed Hunter’s Secret, you won’t want to miss the
debut novel in this exciting series.

Hunter’s Choice
With the sound of snapping pine tops and tortured metal
skidding across a frozen lake, a peaceful deer hunt becomes
a rescue mission. Hunter’s choices quickly become life-and-
death decisions as a barrage of life-changing events thrust
him into a fast-paced, page-turning adventure.
“A powerful and intelligent thriller!”—Steve Hamilton,
author of the Alex McKnight novels

Looking for the perfect gift for an outdoorsman, a fan of
high-adventure thrillers, or someone looking for the perfect
“summer read?”

The Matt Hunter Adventures can be purchased at:
« Your local bookstore
« Most online book retailers
« Direct from the author

Be sure to visit J. C. Hager’s website to learn more about:
« This exciting series
« The author
« What's in store next for Matt Hunter

www.JCHager.com

You can also purchase autographed copies of one or both books
at special discounts.

Both are available in a variety of eBook formats, too!





http://www.jchager.com
mailto:john@jchager.com?Subject=Book Question

	Front Cover

	Praise for Hunter's Secret

	Chapter 1: Stuck

	Chapter 2: The Dive

	About the Author

	The Matt Hunter Adventures




