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Long ago, a Raptor named Odon |eft Dinotopias society tc
livein caverns beneath theidand. In order to keep out
intruders, he created a dangerous maze. Despite their fears,
Jason, Gwen, and awitty young Saurian named Booj are
determined to reach Odon. Gwen'sfather is suffering froma
deadly disease, and Odon, once Dinotopias wisest hedler,
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The quartz crystals were large, sharp, and falling like hail stones—and that was the good news.

Gwen had aways been fairly dim. Never was she more happy of that fact than at this particular moment.
She twisted every which way, narrowly avoiding the crystals asthey came clattering down.

Her only means of escape was anarrow bridge that dangled about fifty feet over afield of hardened red
lava. The bridge looked none too sturdy—afact that was not lost on her two companions.

Jason was tdl and gawky. His piercing blue eyes digplayed an intelligence that made him seem far older
than his fourteen years. Next to Jason was Booj. Anywhere elsein the world, Booj would have seemed
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an odd companion. Actudly, anywhere el sein the world, Booj would have seemed an impossible
companion.

Booj wasa Ve ociraptor. At ten feet long, he was larger than average. Perched somewhat awkwardly on
his muscular legs, he stepped delicately among the rocks now diding beneath his clawed feet.
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Gwen had greenish brown eyes and long brown hair that cascaded around her shoulders. Normally, she
was rather proud of her hair, but now it was covered with soot and dirt and kept getting into her eyes. If
sheld had aknife, shewould gladly have hacked it away.

When Booj and Jason first approached the bridge, they had miraculoudy managed not to trip the booby
trap. But Gwen had accidentdly stepped on the small peda camouflaged in the ground, which had
brought the quartz crystals cascading from a chute overhead.

Above them was a cavernous ceiling, and around them was a vast, underground, miles-long and
miles-deep grotto with rocky walls and floors.

In the calling, around section had did aside, and Gwen had barely had time to shout awarning before the
lethal shards started shooting down at them in clusters often at atime.

Booj and Jason had aready jumped clear of them by acouple of feet, but the shards were blocking the
narrow path ahead and Gwen remained in the line of fire. She threw her arms up over her head as she
dodged the quartz crystas, listening to Jason's shouts, "There! There! No, there! Walit, over therel” as
one overhead hole closed up and another opened.

"Weve got to get out of herel" shouted Gwen.

"No kidding!" Jason replied, pointing to the bridge swaying in front of them. It was only about
twenty feet across, but it certainly looked likethe
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longest twenty feet that Gwen had ever seen. "But do you think that's going to hold us?'

"Lookslike afossil-maker for sure,” Booj squawked in an awkward saurian tongue. Then he added with
his customary cheerfulness, "Buit thisis no problem. No problem at dl. | will gofirgt.”

"Why you?" asked Jason. But before Booj could offer his response, another section of the ceiling opened
up directly above Gwen. Jason quickly shoved her flat againgt the opposite Side of the rock wall just as
ten more crystals speared down on the area where she'd been standing a moment before. She breathed a
grateful "Thanks' to him.

Booj cleared histhroat and continued. "I am the heaviest. If it supports my weight, it will certainly hold
you aswell."

Without waiting for further discussion, Booj ran out onto the bridge. Heedless of its swaying, he camly
navigated the structure.

Gwen, in the meantime, was looking down at what awaited them should they fall off the bridge. Thered
ground below seemed to shimmer in the heat. "l can't say that I'm thrilled about the fall, but if we did fall,
at least it would be onto cooled lavainstead of molten,” she said.



Jason shook his head. "1t's till superheated. If you touch it, you'll get incinerated.”
"Oh," said Gwen.

"Excuseme" Bogj interrupted.
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They tore their attention away from the possibly devastating drop and spotted Booj on the far side of the
crevice. Hewas|ooking rather pleased with himself. With anod of his head, he gestured that they should
follow. "Come! Hurry!" Booj squawked.

Jason put atentative foot on the bridge and said to Gwen, "I'll go next, then you follow."
"No," whispered Gwen. Shefdt amost pardyzed with fear.
"All right," he said, sounding remarkably reasonable. Y ou go next, then I'll follow."

"Jason, |..." Shelooked at him helplesdy, angry a her own weekness. "I'm afraid of heights. And it
doesn't look very strong. And I—Jason, don't ask meto do this.”

"Y ou don't have a choice, Gwen. Do you want your father to die? Now come on and move!" he
suddenly shouted, reaching out and grabbing her hand. He yanked her toward him, and she dammed into
him with such force that they both dmost fdll off the edge. Just then, another barrage of shards blasted
downward, chewing up the rock that surrounded them. They were rapidly running out of space.

"Do you want your father to die?' Jason demanded again, and then added, "Do you want you to die?
Because that's what's going to happen if we stay here. You die, your father dies. And our entire misson
becomes a pointlessfailure. Now, what's it going to be, Gwen?' She sighed, knowing he wasright. ™Y ou
gofird/
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shetold him."Yougo, and I'll follow."

Jason nodded, then turned and bolted across the bridge. The bridge rattled under hisfeet but otherwise
remained solid. Once he arrived on the other side, he turned and called to her, "See? No problem!” He
gestured hurriedly. "Comeon!”

"Y eah, you can do it!" squawked Bog.

Gwen took a deep breath. She shuddered as her lungsfilled with the heat of the lavafrom below. Then
she heard a sound, asort of ka-chunk noise. Immediately, she knew what it was: anew barrage of
quartz crystals was coming. She couldn't hesitate any longer. She gathered her strength and pushed
hersdlf off from the edge.

The quartz crystas hurtled down behind her as she raced forward. Severa shards struck the rope
supports that kept the bridge taut.

The ropes snapped!

The bridge dropped from under Gwen'sfeet. Shelet out afrantic shriek that drowned out the alarmed
cries of Booj and Jason. With only a split second to act, she lunged forward, throwing herself flat against
the remains of the bridge in front of her.



The bridge swung downward and dammed against the far rock wall, where one end was sill anchored.
Theimpact dmost knocked her off completdly, but she clung to the sde with al the determination her
fingerscould find.

As Gwen dangled hafway between the safety of
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the ground above and the hardened lava beneeth, the heat became even more intense. Shefelt her lungs
draining againg it. She was suffocating, and she knew it. Exerting dl her strength, Gwen began to haul
her-self up, one plank at atime. Jason and Booj shouted encouragement as she pulled hersaf up afoat,
then two feet, and then three.

"That'sit!" shouted Jason. "You candoit!"
Four feet, then five, and the heat was receding just a bit.

And then a plank, aready weakened by the impact of hitting thewall, snapped. Just like that, Gwen
garted to plummet toward the lava, her aamswaving wildly. After faling severa feet, somehow she
managed to grab a plank with one hand while her other arm dangled desperately.

The heat from below was draining every bit of moisture from her body. Her breath became hard and
ragged in her chest. Her face was covered with soot. She couldn't even muster the strength to bring her
other arm around.

"Bogj, quick! Your tail!" Jason cried out.

Booj sank his clawsinto the ground and dangled hislong tail over the edge. "Grab it, Gwen!" Jason
cdled. "Youcandoit! Grab histail!”

Gwen tried to reach it with her free hand. But she could only flail about, her strength rapidly dwindling to
nothingness. No matter how much Booj stretched

it, histail remained just out of reach.
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"I'm—I'm sorry, Daddy," she whispered through cracked lips, though her father was miles away and
couldn't hear her.

"Booj, hold ontight!" Jason said suddenly.
"Why?What are you going to—?"

Before Booj could react, Jason legped off the edge. He grabbed Booj stail and did downit. "Gwen!" he
shouted.

She barely redized he wasthere. As her fingers started to dip off the edge of the plank, Jason lunged
downward, reaching for her with such aviolent move that he dmost lost his hold on Booj'stail.

Jason's hand snagged Gwen'swrist just as her exhausted grip let go of the plank. They were now both
dangling above the lava. Gwen knew she was dead weight. Shefelt weak and dizzy, and she knew, at
this moment, that their lives depended on the fastness of Jason's hold on her and the durability of the
Raptor'stall.



It was, to put it mildly, something of a strain on the dinosaur. The weight was clearly overwhelming for
Booj. He grunted and growled deep in histhroat. Then Jason shouted, "Y ou haveto pull usup! It'sup to
you, Bogj!"

"Uptome" muttered the Raptor. "Thanksalot.”

Gwen could picture Booj pushing forward with his powerful legs. She heard his claws scraping and
digging into place with each new step forward. He moved dowly, clearly taking extra care to proceed as
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smoothly as possible, because the dightest abrupt movement might cause Jason to lose his hold and send
both of them fdling to their deeths.

It seemed that the entire ordeal took hours, but it was barely aminute before Jason's head lifted above
the edge of the cliff. "That'sit!" shouted Jason. "That'sit, Bogj! You'redoing it! Just alittle farther! That's
it "I know you think you're shouting encouragement,” Booj squawked, "but the fact isthat you're
digtracting me something fierce. So let me concentrate here, okay?"

Jason promptly lapsed into silence, and Booj silently kept hauling. The only sounds to be heard were
Booj s claws scraping against therock and, every so often, alow grunt from the Raptor.

Then, suddenly, the ground was there. Gwen saw Booj quickly crane his neck to verify that she and
Jason were indeed safe on the edge of the cliff.

Except...now Gwen wasn't fedling like she could keep her eyes open....
"Gwen isnt moving!" Jason's voice shouted. " She—I don't think—she's not breathing!”

Gwen was bardly aware of what Jason was saying. She wasn't even sure of where she was anymore.
The hegt from the lavahad completely drained her, and shefelt hersdf dipping away.

The smple act of breathing seemed too much trouble for Gwen, and part of her mind told her to stop
doing it dtogether. Yes.. .yes. Just stop breathing.
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Take a rest from everything—from breathing, from hurting, from life—that's the way to go....

She heard Jason shouting, calling her name, but her thoughts were no longer on him, or on their mission.
Instead, she felt her mind spiraling backward to two days ago, before her life had fallen apart. Back to
her time on the farm, back before her father fell ill.

She had been so unhappy even then. But now, she wanted nothing more than to be back home with her
dad.
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Eric Corey had wanted a son. His daughter, Gwen, had always known this, deep in her heart. Not that
her father had ever said it, of course. But she knew it just the same because, somehow, daughters smply
know thesethings.

It didn't help that she saw nothing of hersdlf in him, nor hein her. Instead, he would aways comment on
how much shelooked like her mother, particularly if she held her head in a certain way while the sun was



eiting, or if he noticed her smply staring off thoughtfully as her mother had often done.

Gwen wished with al her heart that she could have known her mother, that her mother had not died
when Gwen had been ababy. Part of the reason she wished it was Smple curiosity: she would have liked
knowing the woman who had given her life. Another part of the reason was Smple sdfishness: if her
mother had lived, she might have had a brother, and her father wouldn't have spent so many dayslooking
at her with thinly disguised disappointment.
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At leadt, that's how Gwen saw it.
Her best friend, Cayley, thought she was crazy.

Cayley cameto vist the Corey farm regularly. Asfarmswent, it was somewhat smdl, and the areawas
more arid than Gwen's father would have liked, but he had anumber of crops that produced year after
year. He had aways been afarmer, even in his native England, before he had come to Dinotopia

Hed told Gwen the story many times. He had been on atrip to visit relativesin 1850 when asudden and
very fierce sorm had sent his ship to the bottom of the ocean. He had thought that he would share the
samefate, but then—miraculoudy—he had felt himsdlf borne forward on the backs of what he at first
believed were mermaids. When his confusion lifted, he redlized that two dolphins had cometo hisaid.
They had brought him to Dinotopia, an isolated, mysterious, and amazing place where sentient and
knowledgeabl e dinosaurs shared their land, their work, and their lives with humans.

Eric Corey had met hiswife, Margaret, severa years after héd arrived. He dways said that the moment
he saw her beautiful smile, he became afirm beiever in fae.

It had nearly killed Eric when Margaret died. Hewas sick about it for weeks and might have died of a
broken heart, wereit not for hisinfant daughter Gwen needing him so desperately. So he had pulled
himself together to do the best he could in raising her.
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Thiswas something that Cayley had pointed out to Gwen on more than one occasion. Cayley wasasdim
as Gwen, but with long strawberry blond hair, an inquisitive air, and a smattering of freckles across her
face. She was the daughter of ashop owner in anearby village and had become friendly with Gwen over
theyears.

"Y our father's crazy about you," Cayley told Gwen one day. They were at their favorite meeting place,
on the edge of asmall pond in the nearby wood. "I hear the way he talksto you, the proud looks he
givesyou."

"I know, | know," Gwen replied, picking up astone and tossing it so that it skipped across the pond's
surface. "But when | see him at the end of the day, hejust looks at me sadly across the dinner table. He
awayslooks sotired. | just know he'sthinking how much easier life around the farm would be if he had a

"He'sgot Dismo,” Cayley pointed ouit.

Dismo was an ederly Triceratops who had aways maintained arather dour attitude. He and Gwen's
father had first met through rather unusua circumstances: as competitors.

Doddering into hislater years, Dismo had been seeking something to occupy histime. He had



investigated anumber of posshilities, but none of them were particularly attractive to him. The one
pagtime that had brought him any amusement was Triassic, athree-level game of strategy smilar to chess.
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A loca competition drew Gwen's father, who was one of the top human players. It so drew Dismo,
who was one of the leading dinosaur practitioners of the game, but none too enthused about it, since he
rarely was enthused about anything. They played three times—one game to Dismo, the second to Eric
Corey, and the third adraw. In that time they devel oped such an appreciation for each others company
that, once the competition was over, they were reluctant to go their separate ways.

"I have afarm and adaughter | really have to get back to," Eric had told Dismo.
"1," Dismo had replied, "do not have anyplace particular to go, and no one waiting for me."

Eric had paused, considering options, and had then said, "' could certainly use help on my farm. | can
provide you with room and board and the occasond game of Triassc, if you're interested.”

"l annot at al interested,” Dismo had informed him. Then he paused and added, "When do we leave?’

That was how Dismo had come to reside on the Corey farm. Gwen hadn't quite known what to make of
him at first, but she had come to accept and appreciate his presence. Dismo provided adult company for
her father, and she could understand his need for that.

"Dismoisn't exactly ason, Cayley," Gwen said. "He'safriend. That'sall." She tossed another stone into
the pond. Thisone didn't skip. It sank. Gwen felt
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asthough her spiritsweretied to it.

"Y ou shouldn't be so upset about this," Cayley told Gwen. "If you'reredly disturbed by it, if it redly
bothers you, then you should talk to your father about it. Confront him."

"He'd never admit toiit.”
"Maybe, maybe not. But at least helll know how you fed."
"Okay," Gwen said dowly. "I'll ask him. I'm not sure how I'm going to do it but I'll ask him."

That night, Gwen sat opposite her father at the dinner table. As usud, there was nothing to hear but the
clattering of flatware and the sounds of chewing.

Her father wasn't much interested in what he termed "useless chatter.” He oftentimes told her that words
were like coins, not to be tossed around lest they be pointlesdy wasted. Part of Gwen was convinced
that she was about to waste her time, but shefdlt asif she had to take a shot at something.

"I've been thinking about irrigation latdly, Dad," she said. Her voice seemed rather loud sinceit had been
SO qQuiet.

Eric Corey wastall and lean. He had abald spot on the back of his head that had been spreading with
esch passing year. The hair that remained was turning gray. Helooked thoughtful, his mind amillion miles
away. He glanced up a her, forcing himself to focus, pulling his mind away from whatever €lse had been
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occupyingit. "Weirrigate," hetold her, sounding dightly confused that she would bring up such atopic.
"Yes, | know. | remember when Dismo helped dig the ditch so the water would flow down to the field.”
"Wel, then...?" Hisvoicetralled off question-ingly.

"Well, | wasjudt thinking," she said " Our fields—they aren't exactly even. The ground goes up and down
inal different places, so theirrigation is uneven. In some placesthere are huge puddlesand it's
oversoaked, and other places have barely enough to provide coverage. So, how about if we even out the
grade? Levd it somehow? Get enough dirt or something like that so that theland isleve, and then we
can—

"Thelandistheland, Gwen," her father told her flatly. "We make do with what's given to us. Thingsare
fine the way we do them now."

Then Gwen's father rose from his chair and carried his dishes over to the sink. Clearly that wasthe end of
the discussion. Without even glancing over his shoulder, he said, "Do you want to wash tonight, or dry?"

Suddenly, everything bubbled up inside Gwen. She hadn't expected it to, hadn't realized that she was
quite thisangry. It happened amost before she knew it. She grabbed up the metal plate that was on the

table before her and hurled it across the room. It
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sailed like adiscus and ricocheted off the far wall, clattering to the floor. It made a considerable racket, and
her father looked around at her in surprise.

"Gwen?' He wasn't even able to form a question, he was so surprised. Such behavior was unheard of for
Gwen.

"Y ou wanted a son, didn't you," she said tightly. "If | were a boy, you'd pay attention to me when | talk
about ways of making things better on the farm. It s all because you've always wanted a son. | can tell...the
way you look at me—or don't look at me. The way you always act like you'd rather be somewhere else
when I'm around. Y ou wish | were a boy, don't you? Don't you?'

It was the first time she had ever confronted her father directly. She wasn't sure how he was going to
react. Whether he would yell or shake hisfists or burst out in aflood of denial.. .or maybe even admit to it.

What she wasn't prepared for was a simple, noncommittal shrug.
"Children are no different than the land," he said. "We make do with what's given us."
"So I'mright,” she said owly.

He shook his head. "Y ou're my daughter. | love you. Any other discussion is simply poindess. Dwelling on
what might have been is awaste of time, Gwen. And there're not enough hoursin the day for me to waste.

I'm afarmer and | have other thingsto do."
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"| thought..." G wen'svoicetrailed off.

Then her father prompted, ™Y ou thought what, Gwen?"

"| thought we were farmers.”



There was along silence, the most crushing silence Gwen had ever felt. Her father reached down, picked
up the plate she had thrown, quickly inspected it for damage, and then put it in the sink without aword.

Suddenly, Gwen felt asif she had to get out. She wasn't sure where, but she just knew she was going to
suffocate in the small house. She bolted through the door, and even as she did, she waited for her father
to call her name, to ask her to come back to him. But he didn't.

So Gwen ran until shewas out of breath, until her house wasjust asmdl and distant speck, only the light
of the hearth glowing through the window was visible. There was asob in her chest, but she choked it
back. The coal night air was stinging in her lungs.

She sat down, curling her knees up under her chin. Why did things have to be this way? she thought.
Why?

Then she noticed something.
A pair of eyeswas watching her from the nearby woods.

She blinked because she wasn't quite sure what she was seeing. The eyes appeared to be red and
glowing. Her first thought wasthat it was a dinosaur, but she
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knew of no saurian whose eyes shonein such an unearthly fashion.

She had no idea how long the observer had been there, but she wasn't about to be intimidated. She
cupped her hands around her mouth and called, "Hello! Who are you? | see you there! What are you
doing hiding there in the woods?'

Unfortunately, she was not about to get an answer, because the possessor of those most curious eyes
suddenly turned away. It was asif the watcher had smply vanished back into the shadows, hiding in them
or maybe even merging with them.

She cdlled severa more times, but there was no reply. She momentarily considered entering the woodsin
pursuit of this odd stranger but redlized that running around in the forest at night was agood way to do
hersdf harm.

"Wdll, good night, then!" she called. Then she turned and headed back to what she was sure would be a
very quiet and tense home.

As soon as she was gone, the red eyes floated into view once more.
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"B00000j!"

Booj had come to know that particular bellow. It meant that, once again, hewasin trouble. And it was
precisely the sort of trouble that he loved.

The group of Ve ociraptors with whom helived kept more or lessto themsdlves. Many years ago they
had established a settlement not too far from V olca-neum, where a dormant volcano was one of the
major features of the area. The volcano had never represented a problem to those who lived there. At
leadt, it hadn't until the day that Booj had staggered into the middle of the Raptor village.



Booj'sfarm, which was on the outskirts of the settlement, had been covered with some sort of thick,
steaming massthat looked asif it had to be lava. Although the mass turned out to be completely
harmless, Booj let out along, piercing scream, pitched forward, and lay there, twitching. This had been
enough to send amost every other Raptor in the village into a complete panic, convinced that they
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themselves were next. Frightened Raptors had started running this way and that while Booj tried not to
burgt into laughter.

He had not earned himself many friendsthat day. Actudly, he didn't have al that many theresfter. Asa
matter of fact, he had precisely none.

"Boooogj!" camethe angry bellow again.

Booj wasn't exactly sure what had gotten him into trouble thistime. 1t could have been any number of
things

"Coming, your wonderfulness” Booj caled. He loped quickly through the Raptor village. Actudly,
"village" might have been too daborate aword. By human standardsit looked more like an encampment.

Gypsy-like, the Raptor village was mobile, moving from one place to the next whenever the urge struck
them. Generdly, they stuck to the area of V olcaneum, circling the perimeter of the huge volcano from
which the territory derived its name.

Xin, the Elder of the settlement, was waiting for him. It seemed to Booj that Xin never hesitated to make
his feelings about Bogj's antics known. The moment the young Raptor appeared before him, Xin wasted
no time. "Were you responsible, Booj?" he asked in their saurian tongue.

"For what, your graciousness?' Booj inquired, keeping as neutrd atone as possible.
"I think you know quitewel," Xin said gernly. "The snare"
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"The one that Lafes ssumbled into this morning. The one that yanked him twenty feet into the air and kept
him dangling for two hours until we could find away to cut him down.”

"Oh, that snare," Booj said, scratching his snout thoughtfully. "I seem to recal hearing something about it,
yes. That would be the same Lafes who wastelling me the other day what awasteful fool | an?”

"Lafeslost histemper, Booj! It happens! Y ou did not have to retdiate in such amanner!™

"If you want to cdl it retdiation, Xin, you're certainly entitled to. Me, | cdl it alesson. A lesson in paying
attention to precisaly where one waks. Otherwise one may just step blindly into something that puts one
inavery foolish pogtion.”

Xin gppeared to consider his next words very carefully, fighting for patience. "Booj, we are dl very
aware of how intelligent you are. Y ou may be one of the brightest Raptors | have ever known. Certainly
you're al'so one of the longest, from snout to tail; somefind your stature abit intimidating—not that I'm
one of them, you understand.”

"Of coursenot,” Booj said diplomatically.



Xin continued, ™Y our ability for languagesis astounding; your musical compositions seem asif they come
to you from on high."

"Blﬂl
"Y ou dienate the others, Bogj! You arelikea
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rolled-up scroll to us. We never know what to make of your behavior, with your pranks, your jokes, and
your acting asif you are smarter than anyonedse.”

"l am," Booj said evenly.

"Perhapsyou are! But thereisa certain gracious-ness that should come with that, Bogj. Y ou have no
humility.”

"Why should | be humble?' Booj asked reasonably. "Do | have reason to be?

"Y ou don't care about anyone other than yoursdlf.”

The rebuke stung. "That's not true," Booj said. "I do care. | care about others. If | play pranks and such,
well, that's my way of showing that | care.”

"No, that isyour way of showing that you are smarter. That, and your way of burning off ‘claw energy.'
Wedl havethat, Bogj. Y ou, me, the others—we are hunters at heart, we have impul ses that we need to
burn off. And we do so in avariety of ways. But the way you have chosen...it is damaging to others, to
the morde of the villageasawhole.

Xinsighed. "Y ou can be an asset to us. Deep down, | am positive of that. But, at present, you are not
being an asst. Y ou are going to have to make some hard decisions, Bogj. Y ou are going to have to
decide what it isthat you want out of life. And for that, | might suggest you take some time away, some
timeto explore and discover.”

Booj couldn't quite believeit. "Areyou saying |
must leave? Evenif | don't wish to?"
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"No, of course not. | will not force you to do anything you do not wish, Booj," Xin said patiently. "That is not
my way. But | want to encourage what is best for you and your growth. It ismy belief that it will help you
to spend some time on your own, to explore options, and to seek out others beyond our village. It might do
you some good. Help you to focus your life. To see what you want out of it."

"Andif | do not wish to leave?' Booj asked in a challenging tone.

"Then hereyou will stay,” Xin admitted. "But if you want my honest opinion, Booj—or, for that matter, even
if you don't—you are not going to be happy here. Y ou are going to continue to make others unhappy. And
you and | are going to have many more of these discussions. | do not know about you, but | am not
especialy looking forward to that."

"Neither am |," admitted Bogj.

"Booj, there is something you must realize. Life is very much amaze. Y ou are thrown into it with only the
vaguest idea of where you are going. We, none of us, know what is around every corner, and every so



often, we find ourselves stuck. Right now, Bogj, | think you are stuck in the maze. All | antryingtodois
giveyou apush in theright direction. Or at least what | believeisthe right direction. It isup to you to
choose the next turn.

"Just remember this. In my experience, those of us

who do not remain stuck in lifes maze are the ones
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who seek answers to where they should be going. If you do not work to discover this, Booj, you may
find yoursdf forever getting stuck.

"Think about it, Boogj," Xin finished kindly. "Think about it."
24

CHAPTER 4

The sun was blazing hot that day, and Eric Corey noticed that Dismo was pulling the plow more dowly
than usud. Plowing was something the Triceratops was perfectly willing to do, because the plow weighed
amogt nothing asfar as he was concerned. To him, plowing waslittle more than an excuseto smply
walk back and forth in thefields. It was dmost asummary of lifein generd, asfar as he was concerned.

But today, Dismo seemed to be dragging.

"Dismo," called Eric after atime. ™Y ou know, we don't haveto finish dl thistoday. | have no problem
with you stopping early for once.”

"It makes no difference to me," Dismo replied, but Eric had known Dismo long enough to know that
particular tone of voice. Dismo would be grateful for the break; it just wasn't in his personality to admit it.
"If you, onthe other hand, aretired...”

"Oh, | am," Eric said quickly, stepping off the plow and taking care to drag hisfeet to feign fatigue. "I'm
exhausted,"

25
"Well, we shal stop for you, then,” said Dismo.

The only oneswho seemed to be enjoying the weether were the insects, who were swarming thickly. Eric
brushed some of them away inirritation and then said, "L ets head back to the barn. Call it a—owF
Suddenly, he smacked hisleft arm with hispam.

"Cdl it an ow? Dismo said, making no effort to hide his confusion. "What isan on?"
Eric didn't answer. He was too busy wiping the mess away from hisarm.

"Look at thigd" Eric said in annoyance, holding hisarm up in front of Dismo sface.

" That is an ow?| thought you called that an arm.”

"Yes, of courseitsan arm. But its an arm decorated with amess because this stupid insect bit me. I'm the
last one hell ever bite, though.”



That much was certainly true. Theinsect, looking vaguely smilar to amosquito, had moved dowly. When
it had landed on Eric'sarm, it was apparently engorged with blood from something else. That hadn't
stopped the bug from trying to tap into hisveinsaswell. It was dready under way when the stinging
sensation on Eric'sarm had derted him to the tiny intruder. He had done afairly thorough job of
smashing the bug flat, and his arm now had a decent-sized patch of blood on it. He didn't know whether
itwashis, theinsect s, or the blood of whomever else theinsect had been feeding on before it had gotten
to him. Perhaps

itwasdl three.
26

Well, whatever it was, thought Eric, it was quickly becoming aforgotten problem. The stinging sensation
was dready subsiding. Rubbing hisarm, he said, "What would you say to agame of Triassic once we get
back?"

"Perhgps," Dismo sad, "you might want to spend some time with Gwen. Y ou do not have much
opportunity to do s0."

"Gwen?" Eric seemed puzzled by the suggestion. "Why would she want to spend time with me? She'sa
girl. Shed much rather spend time with girls her own age.

"He never wants to spend any time with me," Gwen complained to Cayley.

The girlswere at the house, and Gwen was preparing asmple lunch for the two of them. Cayley had
cometo visit, and Gwen was happy for the company, particularly since she spent much of the day smply
hanging around the house, doing chores, and keeping the home fires burning. Gwen did not consider it a
very interesting existence, mosily because she felt she could be doing so much more.

"Why can't | beout in thefiddswith him?' she demanded of Cayley.

Cayley looked at her asif shewere out of her mind. "In case you haven't noticed, it's sweltering outside.
It's much cooler in here. Y ou should consider

yoursdf lucky."
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"1 don't fed lucky,” Gwen said sourly. " | feel likethere'sso much morel could be doing. That
| should bedoing." Gwen removed one of her special soupsfrom thefireand ladled it out into
bowls for herself and Cayley. Then she sat down opposite her friend. " It'saworld of posshilities
out there, and Dad won't open hiseyesto—"

Thedoor abruptly thudded inward, causing both Gwen and Cayley to jump. Eric was standing at
the door, and Dismo could be seen standing not too far off. Eric was scratching hisarm absently,
and therewas a thick sheen of sweat on hisforehead, which was not surprising considering the
heat. Still, something about him seemed not quite right.

" Dad?" Gwen looked questioningly at him.
Hisgazetook in the entirety of the room. " Did you make anything for me?" he demanded.

"N-no," she sad. Therewas something in hislook, in thetone of hisvoice, that shereally
didn't like."No, | didn't."



"Why not?"

" Because...because you never have lunch at thistime. You usually just eat some fruit out in the
field. You don't liketo stop working if—"

" Did you seewhat itslike out today?" he demanded. " Areyou being critical of mejust
because| felt liketaking alittle time off?'

"Mr. Corey," Cayley said quickly, " you can have mine. | wasn't really hungry.”
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Cayley pushed the soup toward him.

Tothegirls utter shock, he clumsily knocked the bowl over, sending the contents splattering. Only
Cayleys quick reflexes prevented her from getting soaked as she jumped out of theway just intime.

"Dad! What'swrong with you?' demanded Gwen.

He shook his head and rubbed his eyes. "Nothing. Nothing iswrong with me,” he mumbled. "Isthat
understood?’ When she didn't answer fast enough, he raised his voice and repeated, "Is that
understood!"

Gwen's cheeks began to flush. She felt utterly mortified being scolded in front of her friend. Shetried to
say something, but she fdt asif there were no breath in her lungs. Without aword, Gwen ran from the
house. Aningtant later, Cayley wasfollowing, trying to keep up with her.

After the girls had gone, Gwen'sfather looked around the now empty home and felt adistant pounding in
his head. What in the world had just happened? He wasn't at dl sure. HEd felt fine only afew minutes
ago, but something had put himin anincredibly foul mood. And hisarm wouldn't sop itching.

Suddenly, Eric was starting to fed very tired. He decided that perhaps anap would suit him better. Yes,
aquick nap, that'sdl it would take, and held fed as good as new.
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Booj sat at the edge of the small pool where he dways went when he felt unsure of what to do. He
dared at hisreflection.

The Vedociraptor fet asif he had agreat destiny in front of him, but he had no ideawhat it might be. He
aso knew that he didn't like Xin suggesting to him that he should leave. Booj hated being told what to do.
That sort of thing redlly cracked his scales.

Then histhoughts wandered in another direction. He was reasonably sure that, whatever his destiny might
be, it didn't liewith hisfellow Vdociraptors. Perhaps, dl aong, he had been trying to cause this moment
to happen. Perhaps he had been creating the circumstances that would require him to leave so that he
could discover where he was really meant to be.

"After dl," Booj said doud, "I am aDinosaur of Destiny." He discovered that he liked the sound of thet:
Dinosaur of Degtiny. It had something of aring toiit.

Booj dso redlized that he was much more comfort-
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able with the explanation that he had just concocted. Xin wasn't in control of him. No, Xin wasdoing
exactly what Booj wanted. Although he didn't redizeit, Xin had played right into Booj's claws. Thisvery
notion caused Booj to laugh heartily and fee much better about the entire Situation.

"That'sthat, then," Booj said confidently. "I don't haveto let myself be bossed around by what other
peoplewant...but | certainly can't ignore what /want for myself!"

By the next morning, Booj was gone. The other Raptorsimmediately noticed, mainly because the village
had suddenly become much, much quieter.
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"Gwen, come back!"

Gwen heard Cayley scall, but she would not dow down. She kept heading straight for the woods, even
as her friend dashed after her.

When Gwen reached the woods, she plunged straight into them. The branches snagged and tore her
clothes, but that didn't stop her. She was determined to leave the farmhouse behind. Her father had had
no cause to scold her like that, no cause to criticize or berate her. She had no ideawhat had motivated
him, nor did she care. All she wanted to be was gone, and that was exactly where she expected to be,
very shortly.

What she did not expect was the ground to fal suddenly out from under her.

Boom! The branches and grass caved in beneath her feet. She bardly had time to redlize that there had
been some sort of camouflage obscuring aleaf-lined hole in the ground, asif atrap had been laid. She
had only afew seconds to prepare hersdlf for what she anticipated would be avery deep plunge—and
then her
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feet thudded on hard ground covered with thick leaves.

Gwen looked around in confusion to discover that she was standing in apit that came only to the top of
her head. The crumbling dirt around the edges would make it difficult for her to pull hersaf up, but
certainly not impossible.

"Gwen!" She heard Cayley shouting her name. "Gwen!"

"Over herel"” Gwen caled and, moments later, Cayley was standing at the edge of the hole. Her friend
looked down with an expression bordering on amusement.

"Building yoursdlf amini-snvimming hole?' she asked innocently. "If you're planning to do any diving,
you'l haveto giveit abit more depth, don't you think?'

"Very funny."

"Itis" Cayley said."Y ou should see your face."

"Areyou going to hep me out of here or not?' Gwen asked impatiently.
"l haven't made up my mind yet," Cayley teased.



"Cayley!"
"Who are you?' avoiceinterrupted.

The loud question startled both girls, and they turned their heads to find a young man standing nearby.
Tal and gawky, he regarded them with great suspicion. The stranger wore Ssmple garments, except for
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his fine black waistcoat, which hung open. A large satchd was dung over his shoulder.

"Who areyou?' he asked again, dthough thistime he'd softened hisvoice dightly. "And what are you
doing in my sorage pit?"

"l didn't seeit,” said Gwen.

"That's because | covered it over," said the young man.

Gwen stared a him. "Uh, you know, that just may bewhy | didn't seeit”

"Oh. Right. | mean, sorry,” said the stranger. "1 didn't mean for you to fal in."

Gwen sighed. "Well what did you mean then? Why did you dig thistrap in the first place?’

"It isn't atrap. It'sastorage pit. To keep my scrolls. Or at least the ones I've finished studying. Only |
haven't put any in there yet because I'm... well...till studying.”

"Scrolls?' Cayley asked confused.

"Yes, scrolls. They're part of my Trid."

"Trid?" Gwen asked equaly confused.

"l seethismight take awhile" theyoung man said. "The Trid is something thet..."
Hisvoicetrailed off as he stared at Gwen.

"What isit?" asked Gwen suspicioudy.

"l know you. You'rethe girl who lives down on that farm,” the boy said. "I've seen you—and you've
seenme”

"At night?' Sowly she was beginning to under-
34

gand. "Y ou were the one with the glowing eyes?"
He nodded.

"But how?"' she asked.

The young man hunkered down next to the pit, reached into the satchel he had dung over his shoulder,
and pulled out the oddest pair of goggles Gwen had ever seen. She knew that Skybax Riders sometimes
wore such eye equipment, but shed never seen gleaming red lenses before.



"Sunstone," hetold her. "1 found away to dice them so thin that they're trangparent. Then | polish them
very thoroughly. They give me night vision to some degree—similar to how saurians see, | think."

"That'samazing," she said. "I'd admirethem even moreif | weren't suck inthishole.”

"Oh." Thistime he didn't bother to apologize, but instead grabbed her hand and pulled. He did so rather
effortlesdy, which was surprising given the generd leanness of hisbody.

"So," Cayley said, "what we know about you so far is, you set trapsthat catch young girlsand you've
been spying on Gwen. Now, why isit that you were spying on her?'

"l...liked what | saw," he said with ashrug. "I don't get to see all that much here. I'm here as part of my
Trid."

"What isthis Trial thing? Areyou in some sort of trouble or something?' Gwen asked.
At first, the stranger looked confused, but then he

35

seemed to understand and laughed heartily.

"No," hefindly said. "Nothing like acrimind tria. Its—" Suddenly, he seemed to decide that he was
getting ahead of himself. He stuck out ahand. "My name's Jason.®

Gwen hesitated only amoment, and then she smiled dightly. Aside from his present odd endeavor, he
seemed harmless enough. "My names Gwen," shesaid. "ThisisCayley."

Cayley ill had suspicion in her eyes, but he seemed to accept it. "The Trid is...well, itsafamily tradition.
When you reach acertain age, as| have, youre expected to strike out on your own for six months.”

"Six months?' Gwen was appdled. "That sounds kind of strange.”
"Why? It smply helps prepare mefor adulthood.”
"If yousay 0."

"Comeon." Heturned and gestured for them to follow. Gwen started to, and Cayley said, "Areyou sure
that we should?’

Jason turned. "Come or don t come, it s up to you. On second thought, stay here." And with that he
disappeared into the forest, which swalowed him up like a shadow.

"Oh, Gwen, we should get out of here," Cayley warned.
"But heseemsnice.”

"Nice! He caught youinatrap!"
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"Well, not everyoneis perfect.”

Suddenly, Jason seemed to reappear out of thin air, hisarmsloaded with scrolls. He plopped down and
held some of them up.



"The problem with adulthood,” he said, "isthat you're caught up in dl the respongbilities of being an
adult. When you're thirteen or fourteen, or thereabouts, you're starting the in-between stage. Not a child
anymore but not an adult yet, either. The purpose of the Trid isto give you sometime at the in-between
stage, so you can think about what you're leaving behind and also what it isthat's ahead. It'satimeto
figure out what you want to accomplish. Y ou live on your own, fending for yourself, and you ponder stuff
likethis" Hewaved a couple of the scrolls around again in amanner indicating that the girls should take
them.

Tentatively, they did, and unrolled them. "These are poems,” Cayley said after amoment.
"And balads," added Gwen.

"Y up. About history—in Dinotopia and e sawhere. About scientific principles and medicine. About
philosophy and ethics. Goes on for scrollsand scrolls.”

"What are you supposed to do with all this?* asked Gwen.

"Memorizeit. Learnit, undersand it, and take it in here—" He touched his chest.

"All of this? It lookslike alot," noted Cayley.
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Once again, Jason laughed. "This? Thisis nothing. | built mysdlf atree house not far from here, and it's
crammed with scrolls. Thisis barely ahandful compared to everything that | have to study and learn.
When | finaly go home, my father will sit down and grill me. Hell make sure I've absorbed dl of it,
beieveme.

"And if you haven't?' asked Cayley.

Helooked at her asif to say that such anotion had never even occurred to him. "1 will," hetold her with
quiet conviction. Then, more chearfully, he added, "And why shouldn't 1?1 have no distractions. The
purity of natureisal around me. | have dl thetimein theworld. I couldn't be happier.”

"Redly." Gwen said it in away that indicated she didn't quite believe him.

Jason paused amoment, and then sighed. "Wadll, the truth is, I'm kind of bored, actualy. Even going a
little crazy. I've been working and working, memorizing and memorizing. | fed like my head's getting
completely filled up. What if theré'sno room for any more and | still have a hundred scrollsto go? What
then?'

"Get another head?' suggested Cayley.

"All thereis," he continued asif she hadn't spoken, "is nature and scrolls, scrolls and nature. My father
told methat | would empty myself once I'm out and away from everything. | would become avacant
container that al the knowledge would flow into. But you know what? It's pretty dull being a container,
when you get
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right downtoit. | fed likel've got alot of knowledge in my head, but nothing to do with it, you know?1
guess I'm supposed to learn patience, too. But | don't know if I'm patient enough to learn patience.”

Thistimeit was Gwen who laughed, until she redlized that he hadn't intended to make ajoke. He looked



at her asif hedidn't understand what was so funny. "I'm sure you'll get it worked out, Jason,” she said
consolingly. "And you should at least be happy that you have afather who cares about your learning
things. About being an asset to him and your family. If | never went back home, my father wouldn't even
notice."

"I'm sorry that you fed that way," he said. "1t'd be niceif you and your dad got along.”
"He hatesme. He yelled a me."
Jason shrugged once more. "My father yells a me. Doesn't mean that he doesn't love or care about me.”

"It'sdifferent. Youre a—wadll, it'sjust different. He was furious with me before, and | didn't do anything.
Not athing."

"Maybe he had something on hismind."
"Areyou on hissde?' demanded Gwen.

"I'm not on anybody's side," Jason said with awry grin. "Look, you live your life asyou think isright. Me,
I'm just saying that you shouldn't toss aside your whole relationship because he got angry with you about
something.”

| guess...
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* % %

Gwen talked with Jason for much of the day. Jason seemed pleased with the distraction, and Gwen was
interested in getting amae point of view on her problems. Even Cayley warmed to him after awhile
when it became clear that he wasn't so very odd after al. In fact, Gwen guessed from the way Cayley
never took her eyes off him that she was becoming a bit sweet on Jason. Gwen couldn't blame her. He
was attractive-looking, in agawky sort of way.

And then they heard something.

It wasacall, aloud, high-pitched moan that sounded like adinosaur roar, coming from some distance
avay.

Sowly Gwen roseto her feet, straining her ears. "Isthat...?" She hedtated, and there it was again.
"That's—that's coming from home. From the direction of the farm.”

"Areyou sure?' asked Cayley.

"That's Dismo! It hasto be! Something'swrong!" Without hesitation, she ran. Cayley sprinted
immediately after her, and, after only amoment's pause, Jason followed aswell.

Gwen ran, heedless of anything in her path. She knew that if Dismo was sending out acdl for help, then
her father wasthe onein trouble. If Dismo himself had been hurt or injured, naturaly her dad would be
tending him. So the only conclusion to be drawn was that something was wrong with her father.
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Suddenly, dl the anger and cross words came back to haunt Gwen. What if something really bad had
happened to him? What if hislast memories of her were of anger? What if—?



Gwen forced hersdlf to shake off those thoughts. She had to dedl with onething a atime. Maybe it was
amisunderstanding. Maybe everything was going to befine. Yes, it would be. It had to be.

She dashed out of the woods and across the open field. She spotted Dismo standing outside the
farmhouse. The sun was aready dropping low in the sky. "Dismo, what's happened?' she called, gasping
for ar. "Wherés Dad?"

"Inthere," said Dismo, with awave of his horns. "Wewere playing agame of Triassic, but hismind
seemed elsewhere. He said he wanted to lie down, but | just saw him through the window. He doesn't
usudly lie down on thefloor, does he?

Gwen burst through the door and then skidded to ahalt, letting out ashriek of darm.

Her father lay on the floor, arms outstretched. His breathing was shallow, and it was clear to her that he
had smply collapsed. "Daddy!" she cried out, but he did not respond. Quickly, she went to him, trying to
haul him up, and was horrified to fed his skin. He wasn't sweating but was hot to the touch, burning hot.
Immediately, she knew thiswas fever. He was burning up from theinside.

Gwen heard the pounding of footsteps behind
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her, and then Cayley and Jason were there. "Help me!™ she called to them, and immediately they were
next to her. Cayley grabbed Eric'sleft arm, Gwen hisright, Jason hislegs, and between the three of them
they were ableto haul him over to hisbed and lay him down. "He'sfeverish," said Jason. "I know!"
Gwen wasfrantic. "Look at this" Cayley said. She was standing next to hisleft arm, pointing to a
swdling.

Gwen and Jason looked carefully at it. There was alarge red rash radiating out from what appeared to
be some sort of bite mark. It covered much of his upper arm.

"l don't like the looks of that," Jason said. "Cayley, go into town,” Gwen said urgently. "Get Doc Traptor.
Hurry. Hurry!"

Cayley left at once. Gwen watched her go, then turned to see that Jason had placed his satchel onthe
table and was removing some of the contents.

Gwen looked on in confusion. There was an assortment of roots, herbs, and other things gathered from
the forest. Jason pulled out a small wooden bowl and what appeared to be arounded, spoon-like tool.

"What—what isthat? What are you doing?' Gwen asked.

Jason pointed to the bowl and utensil. "A mortar and pestle,” he said, then began measuring different
herbs and roots into the mortar.

"I could use somewater if you have any,” he said.
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"I have somein my container, but I'd rather saveit.”

Gwen quickly obeyed, running out to the trough with alarge cup and filling it. She hurried back to
discover that Jason had aready thoroughly mashed the herbs and roots together using the thing heldd
caled apedtle.



"Excdlent. Thank you," he said in abrisk, no-nonsense voice. He added asmall amount of water and
within moments had a paste-like substance.

Heremoved adull knife from his satchel, took the mortar in one hand, and moved quickly over to
Gwen'sfather. Using the knife, he carefully began to smooth the paste on the rash.

"What isthat?" Gwen findly asked. "What are you doing?"
"It's something that helpsfight infection. I'm hoping it will do somegood,” hetold her.
"Y ou dways carry that around with you?"

"Of course," hesaid. "I'm on my own. If | injure mysdlf, | have to be able to patch mysalf up no matter
wherel am."

Gwen saw her father's mouth start to move. "Daddy?* she whispered, and went to him. "Daddy? Can
you hear me?"

"Thirs—thirgy," he managed to say.
"Yes, yes, I'll get you water."

"Don't just pour acup of it down histhroat,” cautioned Jason. "He could gag or choke. Wet acloth and
have him suck the moisture out of it."
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She did as Jason ingtructed, holding the cloth to her father's mouth. He didn't seem aware that she was
doing it. He didn't seem aware of anything. She shook her head in worry, and glanced at Jason to seethe
same concernin hiseyes.

Andinavery low voice, solow that her father couldn't hear, she whispered to Jason, "Is he...ishe going
todie?'

"l don't know," Jason replied. "l just don't know."
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AN

Dr. Traptor was actudly two individuals whom the townspeople had cometo refer to as one: ahuman
and adinosaur who had bonded into an inseparabl e team.

The human was Dr. Augustus Trapp. He was afairly short gentleman, from Audtriaorigindly, witha
thick, graying beard and amanner that indicated an amost infinite amount of patience.

The dinosaur was, essentialy, his nurse and medical associate. Her namewas Ullg, and shewasa
Megaraptor. Stretching twenty-three feet from nosetip to tail, Ullawas capable of covering alarge
distance very quickly. Thiswas agreat benefit to Dr. Trapp. When an emergency summoned him, he
would smply leap onto Ullas back and she would take him there, quick asthewind.

Ullaadso asssted him in whatever needed doing— particularly surgery, where her razor-sharp claws
were cgpable of creating incisions with beyond-human precison.
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Consequently, the residents of Dinotopia had cometo refer to Dr. Trapp and his Raptor associate by
one name: Dr. Traptor. At first thisannoyed Dr. Trapp abit, sSince he thought he was being mocked, but
eventualy he came to understand that it was aterm of affection. These days he even referred to himsalf
and Ullaby that same name.

It took the doctor half an hour to reach the Corey farm: twenty minutes for a breathless Cayley to get to
his office, and ten minutes for the speedy Raptor to transport Trapp and Cayley back. Without aword,
the doctor began to examine his patient. Heimmediately noticed the salve on Ericsarm. "What isthis?'
he asked. "Who put thison him?"

"l did," Jason said.

The doctor studied it amoment, then nodded with thin-lipped approval. "Not bad, but | have to look at
what's under it." Hewiped it clean and studied the bite on the arm.

Then he touched Ericsthroat on elther Side, just under his chin, and Gwen's father moaned in distant pain.
The doctor proceeded to ask Gwen a series of questions regarding her father's health and assorted
symptoms. And then he said, "The saurian. | want to see the saurian—the Trike that lives here.”

Dismo had not wandered far away. Hisusua aoof air was gone now, and he appeared just as
concerned about Eric as everyone else. The doctor proceeded to examine Dismo from one end to
the other, with the
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ad of alarge magnifying glass. Findly, somewhere around the area.of Dismo'sright hip, helet out a
"Mm-hmm." Then he went back into the house, where Gwen and the others were waiting for him. Getting
right to the heart of the maiter, he said, "'Y our father issuffering from Zinix disease.”

"What's Zinix disease?" she asked.

Before the doctor could reply, Jason spoke up. "I thought only dinosaurs could get that.”
"Y ou seem rather up to date on avariety of medica matters, lad,” observed the doctor.
"I'veread alot. Especidly lately.”

"Mmm. Yes wdl, Zinix is primarily adinosaur iliness, particularly carried in older saurians. A vird
infection that, to saurians, isrdatively harmless. Causes, a most, mild joint discomfort. That's about it. In
humans, however, it'sfar more destructive. Transmission is not asmplething, though. It usudly requires
some sort of exchange of fluids. Ingestion, for instance, or sdivatranamitted viamouth.”

"Y ou mean..." Gwen looked at her father in astonishment. ™Y ou mean Dad was kissing Dismo? Onthe
beak?'

"Ewww, "Cayley sad.

Despite the seriousness of the situation, it took the doctor amoment to fight down an impulse to laugh.
"No," hesaid. "That'srather unlikely. No, it wasthis" and he pointed to the inflammation on her

father'sarm. "Aninsect bite, most probably by the bit-
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ing midge known as the Culicoide. Therewasasmilar bite on Dismo.”
"I didnt fed it," Dismo rumbled, standing near the door.

"Y ou probably wouldn't. Not with the thickness of your skin. Theinsect drained blood from you, Dismo,
and then moved on to Mr. Corey here. When he crushed the insect, your blood mixed with his own.
Becauseit wasinjected directly into his bloodsiream, the disease has spread through him very quickly.”

"So how do we cureit?' asked Gwen. "What kind of medicine do you have?'

The doctor glanced at Ulla, who was sadly shaking her head. Then he stepped closer to Gwen. "I regret
to tell you this, my dear, but thereisn't any," he said in his gentle Austrian accent.

"Well, where do we get it, then, if we don't have any here?’

Although Dr. Traptor was asmall man, his handswere rather large, and he took her handsin his. "There
isno cure, Gwen," he said dowly and carefully. "The saurians have never devel oped one because the
alment isso minor to them, and transmission into human hogtsis so rare that there's never been any red
research into it. There's nothing we can do except make him comfortable and keep him away from any
form of human contact. Zinix diseaseisincredibly contagious, Gwen. He cannot comein physica contact
with any human. If he does; it could be deadly."
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"What about that herb—Trilobur? Shouldn't that take care of it? Heal him?" Jason suggested.

Dr. Traptor shook his head. "As a preventative, it might have been of some help. Maybe if held redized
immediately and taken some within, say, afew minutes of contact. Taking it now that the infection has
dready set inwon't help.” Then Dr. Traptor took amoment to clear histhroat. He addressed Gwen with
alook of sympathetic affection. "Asharmless asit isin saurians, it'sextremely viciousin humans. Trilobur
won't even beginto dow it down &t this stage.”

"You can't meanit." Gwen started to tremble, although whether it waswith fear or anger, she couldn't be
certain. "We can't jud...just St around and wait for him to die! We have to do something! Something!”

"We can treat his symptoms—the fever, the delirium, the sweating—but that's dl well be ableto do. The
infection will continue to spread through hisbody. | have no medicine that can counter it. I'm sorry,
Gwen. I'm so sorry."

"l don't want your 'sorry! | want my father!”

She began to cry. Cayley held Gwen close as she sobbed on her friend s shoulder. Her father didn't even
dtir. He probably couldn't hear her at dll.
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Severd hours|ater, darkness had settled over the farm.

Cayley was preparing dinner.

The doctor, who had other patients, promised that he would stop back frequently to look in on Eric.
And Jason...



Jason had disappeared.

Gwen wasn't certain when held | eft. Hed dipped away without aword. It made her wonder what kind of
aperson hewas. Instead of sticking closein her time of need, he had abandoned her.

Her father lay on hisbed, deeping. Every so often he would moan softly or shudder. At those times she
and Cayley would tend to him as best they could. They were very careful not to directly touch their skin
to his, as Doctor Traptor had instructed. Except for an overwhelming sense of helplessnessand
frustration, Gwen felt numb.

A tapping began on the roof, then increased in strength. Gwen redlized it was starting to rain. A crack of
thunder told her that it was going to be a heavy
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storm. She drew the blanket up to her fathers chin while Cayley stoked the fire to make sure that the
winds, which were sarting to whistle down the chimney, didn't extinguishiit.

Gwen sat at thefoot of her fathers bed and watched the unsteady rising and falling of his chest. "Cayley,
hislifeisdipping avay. | can't believeit.”

"I know," Cayley told her.

Suddenly, adeafening thunderclap boomed so loudly that the girls put their hands over their ears. At that
precise moment, the door to the farmhouse burst open. A figure towered in the doorway aslightning lit
up the area and thunder erupted once more. The effect was so startling that both girlslet out an
involuntary scream.

"Sorry! Sorry!" cameanow familiar voice, and the girlsimmediately redized it was Jason. Hisfine black
waistcoat was buttoned, a brown cloak hung across his shoulders, and his hair was soaking wet from the
ran.

"That entrance was much more dramatic than I'd intended,” Jason said. Then he turned and managed to
shove the door shut against the rushing wind. "1 redlly didn't mean to Sartle you.”

"Well, you did,” Gwen said coally "Where did you go?

"Back to my place. For this." He shrugged off hiswet cloak and pulled out arolled-up scroll. Quickly, he
opened it, "Took me awhileto find it, but | knew
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I'd seen something about it. It might give your father achance.”

"What are you talking about?' demanded Cayley. "The doctor said her father didn't have a—"
"Dr. Traptor isagreat doctor," said Jason readily. "But he's not ahistorian.”

"Higtorian?' Gwen seemed as confused as Cayley. «l don't—"

"My family has higtory, Gwen. And my family is history. We go back, way back." He paused for
dramétic effect. "Were an early family.”

"Y ou mean your family goes dl the way back to—



"To some of the earliest humans shipwrecked on Dinotopia,” Jason finished for her. "And my family
recorded much of their history. That's part of what wevetried to preserve through al our scrolls. That's
part of the Trial. So each new generation will learn the family history—aong with anumber of other
things, of course.”

"And? What does this have to do with my father?

Jason leaned forward, his knuckles resting on the table as he smoothed out the scroll. Then he answered
Gwen with oneword: "Odon."

Cayley and Gwen exchanged looks. "I'm sorry?" Gwen shook her head. "Is that supposed to mean
something?'

"Odon," Jason explained, "isalegendary heder. The greatest in the history of Dinotopia. Next to him.
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Doc Traptor—even with dl his skill and experience— isanovice."

"Odon.. .isheahuman? Or asaurian?”’

"Saurian. Don't know what type. The scrollsdon't say. What they do say isthat he could cure anything.
Or a least dmogt anything. But he disgppeared long ago. Left Dinotopian society.”

"Well, that'sjust terrific,” Gwen said. "If he vanished long ago, how can we expect him to ill be dive?!
"If he kept eating the herb for long life, helikdly is.

"But you said he vanished," Cayley said. "Why? If he was so wonderful, why did he leave?!

Jason took a deep breath. "Odon believed that the teaming of humans and dinosaurs was against na-ture.

"What?' Gwen couldn't believe what she was hearing, nor could Cayley. In the Dinotopiathat they had
grown up in, the human-saurian aliance was one of the cornerstones of life. "How could he have believed
that? It doesn't seem possible.”

"It was very possible. It al stlemsfrom the earliest times—and events of which many modern-day
Dino-topians are not even aware." He cleared histhroat. "Have you got anything to drink around here?
My throat's parched.”

Gwen roseto get him acup of water. Hetook it gratefully and sat.
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"Therewasatime...long, long ago," Jason continued dowly. "A time when the very first humans arrived
on Dinotopiaand didn't understand.”

"What do you mean?' Gwen asked. "Didn't understand what?'

"Didn't understand that saurians and humans could live in harmony. There are stories about terrible human
behavior...stories that are the saurian equivalent of the bogeyman. Stories that some saurians, like Odon,
heard when he was just a hatchling.”

"What kind of stories?"



Thunder rumbled overhead asif to underscore hisreply: "Hunters.”
"Hunters?' The girlsweren't following. "What do you mean, hunters?’

"There are stories of humanswho hunted the dinosaurs. Hunted them with fearsome weapons, so that
they could collect them, make trophies of them, and—"

"Oh, thisisbarbaric!" exclaimed Gwen. "Humans could never have hunted the dinosaurs! They are our
friends, our companions! And we aretheirgl”

"I know it's unthinkable to you, but these tales are like ghost stories you might hear around a campfire.
They'relikely not true, but in the back of your mind, the stories haunt you. And, well, long ago some
older saurians, after hearing such stories as hatchlings, harbored a belief that humans might one day hunt
themagain.”
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"I've heard enough of thid" Gwen declared loudly. "All this slliness—it has absolutely nothing to do with
my father! None of it isgoing to make the dightest bit of differencein curing him!™

"It actudly has everything to do withit, if you'll just Iet mefinish," Jason told her with adightly scolding
tonein hisvoice.

"Fine fine" shesad.

Jason pulled out another scroll and unrolled it on the table. "There are some accounts that say when
humans first began arriving in Dinotopia, ages ago, there was resistance. Some humans were hogtile. And
some saurians did not trust them. The mistrust of humans was further heightened by odd human
behavior—"

"Odd behavior? Likewhat?' asked Cayley.

"Oh, like, for instance, the human penchant for arbored life. One of my scrolls saysthat the earliest
humans were frightened and suspicious of the saurians, and sought refugein trees. Arbored habitats were
completely unknown to dinosaurs, and for some of them, it was quite strange and disturbing.

"Astimewent by, the humans and dinosaurs befriended each other. They gradudly built Dinotopiaup
into what it istoday, and many of those old fears smply vanished. Now the threat of the hunters has
faded into obscurity. But the Maze remains.”

"Thewhat?'

"The Maze, Gwen," hetold her. "Inthisregion of Dinotopia, the fear of hostile newcomers
became

55

quite strong at one time. So the mutua decision was made, between asmal group of saurian and human
families, that a sort of fortress might be appropriate in the case of such hostile newcomers. They
congtructed amaze, a place of safety where they could secure themsalvesif invaders cameto Dinotopia
It was one of the earliest—perhaps the earliest—cooperative efforts between humans and dinosaurs. Its
huge, built underground, with only a handful of secret entrances.”

"Where are these entrances?'s asked Gwen.



"No one knowsfor sure. Otherwise they wouldn't be secret, now would they?"
Gwen didn't particularly care for Jason's dightly patronizing tone of voice, but shelet it dide.

"The Maze," continued Jason, "is supposedly filled with deathtraps. Any dinosaurs who desired to teke
refuge there would have been able to find their way through. They knew ahead of time all theright twists
and turnsthey had to take to avoid the hazards. Humans, likewise—those dlied with the
saurians—would know the safe ways to pass through the Maze.

"Unfortunately, none of these 'saf€ ingructions exist in this day and age. They were passed down ordly
because the dinosaurs of the time didn't want to take a chance that documents might be found that would
safely guide any hogtile humans—any "hunters— through. However, astime passed, the bond between
saurians and humans grew, and the Maze seemed little more than arelic of a paranoid timelong
past."
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" ill don't understand how thiswill help my father,” murmured Gwen. But then suddenly it dawned on
her. "Wait aminute," she said. "Y ou're about to tell methat Odon ishiding downinthisMaze
somewhere.”

"That'sright,” Jason affirmed. "According to my scroll, Odon waswary of humans and cameto believe
that humans and dinosaurs should not work together. He was a pure naturalist and claimed that nature
had never intended for saurian and man to coexist. After dl, mankind didn't come aong until thousands of
millennia after the Mesozoic era. Odon believed that if humans and saurians were meant to coexi<t, they
would havein thefirst place. The scroll dso explains that some terrible event occurred while Odon was
working asaheder."

"What event?' Gwen asked.

"The scroll doesn't say. What it does say, however, isthat this event made Odon come to the conclusion
that humans and saurians should not live together. Odon was believed to have taken permanent refugein
the Maze. There he vowed to live until he saw some sort of proof that the human-saurian symbiosis could
work."

"And where would this Maze be?"
"Not sure"

"You'renot sure!" cried an exasperated Cayley. She turned to Gwen. "He doesn't know where the secret
entrances are because they're secret, and now he
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doesn't even know where the Mazeitsdlf is so that we can look!"

"l said | wasn't sure," Jason said calmly. "1 have some good idesas, though. The scrolls give generd
indications”

"Jason, thisisasking alot from me," Gwen told him. "Y ou're asking me to accept, on faith, thisheder's
exigence. That he'sgill even dive. Y ou're asking me to accept that he might know of some curefor my
father. Y ou're asking me to help find a Maze, the whereabouts of which we don't know, so that you can
navigate the Maze, the design of which you don't know, in order to contact a healer who we don't know
isdive, or eventhere, in order to save my father from adisease that weretold isincurable.



"Wait, wait...back up," Jason said, suddenly looking nervous. "What do you mean, so that | can navigate
the Maze? | came hereto give you ahope, adirection in which you could go if you were so inclined. But
I'm not going. No, no. I'll give you as much information as| can, but | have my Trid to finish."

"Jason, | can't do it without you! | probably can't even do it with you!"
"Well, that's your choice, Gwen. Here." He gave the scrollsto her. "Do what you wish with them.”

Gwen stared at the scrolls as Jason turned to go. She had to stop him, had to think of something to say to
change hismind. "Y ou,. .you coward.”

He stared at her. "What?'
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"Y ou heard me." Shedrew hersdlf up. "Y ou coward.”

"I'm no coward,” he said hotly. "Y ou have no right to call methat.”
Cayley's gaze shifted from one to the other, back and forth.

"No, | don't," agreed Gwen readily. "No reason except one. How do you know that this isn't your true
Trid?'

"Thisl Helping me find Odon. Look, you've got al this knowledge gathered in your head. Well, you
know what? It's gathering dust unless you go out and do something with it. Y ou need aquest.”

"A quest?' echoed Cayley. "What's a quest?”

"A journey," Jason told her without glancing in her direction. He hadn't removed his gaze from Gwen. "A
voyage to get out and do something, try for something ambitious. I've been reading scrollslike those,
adventures and stories of heroes. Amazing stories. People who took chances and did great things.
People who helped whenever they could smply because it wasthe right thing to do.”

There was along moment of silence, broken only by afew drops of rain on the rooftop. The thunder had
moved off, and it sounded asif the rain was nearly done as well.

"Gwen," said Jason findly, "you redize that theré's amost no chance—"
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"But almost no chanceisalot better than absolutely no chance.”

Jason sighed.

"Don't you see?' Gwen told him. "Y ou're too satisfied with smply reading about history. Maybe you
should be brave enough to try making some. Now, wouldn't that be agreat thing to record in ascroll?”

Jason stared at her along moment, then abruptly turned and walked ouit.

Gwen looked at her father as the door closed behind Jason. She stood there for along moment,
watching hislabored breething. She thought of al the angry thoughts she had had about him, everything
that she'd wanted from the relationship that now would never be.



"Cayley," she suddenly said with new conviction in her voice, "1 need you to watch my dad. To take care
of him."

"Okay. For how long?' Then her voicetralled off assheredlized. "Y ou're going off on this crazy ques,
arentyou? All by yoursdf."

Gwen was busy getting acloak to wrap around hersdf. "It'sthat or nothing. And if it'sthe only choicel
have, I'll gowithit."

"Gwen!"

"What?' Gwen asked as she quickly shoved afew belongingsinto a pack, including the scrollsthat Jason
had handed her.

Cayleys voice softened. "I'll stay with him. For
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however long it takes, I'll stay with him. Y ou do what you haveto do.”

She held out ahand, and Gwen gripped it firmly. And then, since that didn't seem sufficient somehow,
Gwen reached out and embraced her. Cayley held her tightly and whispered in her ear, "Come back in
one piece. Y our getting killed isn't going to do anything to help your father, and it'll just annoy me.”

"Don't worry about that. I'm coming back. I'm too stubborn to die. And you remember, keep him away
from everyone. Remember what Traptor said— no human contact.”

"Don't worry, Gwen," Cayley responded. "I'll make sure.”

Gwen went quickly to the door and yanked it open—and amost collided with Jason, who was standing
just outside.

Despite the seriousness of the situation, she couldn't keep an amused smile from breaking across her
face.

"Going somewhere without me?' he asked.
"I knew you'd come," Gwen replied. "Do you want to come in and well wait for morning?"
He gestured toward her father. "Do you think he can afford the time?”

Thetruth of the words hit her like ahammer blow as sheredized just how little timethey had. "Y oure
right. We go now. I'll get alantern.”

"Big, clunky, and unrdiable. Here. | dways keep
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an extrapair of these with me. Y ou can use them.”

He extended a pair of the goggles that she had seen him wearing earlier—the onesthat gave him night
vision. She did them on her face and gasped as the world around her came dive. It was ill dark, even
through the glasses, but she was amazed by how much she could now see.

He had dready did on the other pair. "Ready to go,” he said. "Y ou?"



"Absolutdy."

"And I'm not acoward."
"Absolutely not."
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The sun had risen on such aglorious day that somehow Gwen found it difficult to believe that shewason
aquest to save her father'slife. Instead, it seemed aday that called for laziness, for taking it easy. It was,
in short, too pretty aday for life-and-death Stuations.

Unfortunately, that was exactly what Gwen had in front of her.

Jason set afairly brisk pace, and the two walked the whole day before they felt exhaustion weighing *
them down. Deciding to stop for the night, they climbed alarge tree with broad and sturdy branches.
Gwen dept fitfully, dreams of mazes and trapsflitting through her brain.

When she awoke the next morning, she discovered Jason staring at her, and he smiled upon seeing that
she was awake again. The sun was beginning to rise asthey set out.

The way ahead of them was more rigorous. Jason started up arocky and fairly narrow path. Gwen didn't
exactly likethelooks of it, but she followed gamely,
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determined that there was nothing Jason could do that she wasn't capable of as well.

They climbed up and up as the terrain got more mountainous. Below her she could hear the sound of
rushing water. It was very likely atributary that fed into the Polongo River, and from the sound of it, the
water was moving quickly.

"So where are we going?' she asked. "Y ou seem to be heading in a definite direction, and you've acted so
certain of yourself that | didn't want to say anything. But now that we're in the middle of making akind of
dangerous climb, it'd be nice to have some idea of where we're going."

"We're heading to the Foothills.”
The Foothills were smaller mountains at the base of the range that had V olcaneum at its southern tip.
"Why the Foothills?' she asked.

"Because in one of the ballads that actually talks about the Maze, there are some lines that make me think
that's where we can find an entrance.”

He recited from memory:

You must go in striding to the place of hiding From the mountain of heated depth, With feet
andsaurians breath lit on high, Do hide the way inside.

"What does all that mean?' asked Gwen. She noticed the trail they were following was narrowing even
more. Now it was barely wider than a ledge that clung

to the sde of the hillsthey were climbing. Gwen had never been terribly comfortable with heights, but she
wasn't going to admit that to Jason if she could help it. Sheforced hersdlf to keep walking asif nothing



was wrong.

"Well," said Jason eadily, "°the place of hiding" refersto the Maze itsdlf. ‘Go in Striding’ meansthat you
have to walk there, which indicatesthat it's somewhere so narrow that traveling by Skybax wouldn't be
practica. °The mountain of heated depth’ has got to refer to V olcaneum. And since there's the mention of
fet, I'm taking that to mean the Foothills."

"And 'saurians breath'?"

"Not sure about that one," Jason admitted. "I'm taking that to mean that because it'salong walk, you
might be out of breath. But I'm having us take this shortcut through the Outer Ridge Crossing, which
leads into the Foothills. Saurians wouldn't usually come thisway because the passages are so narrow. So
we're saving sometime, & least.”

Jason.

"Yeah?' Heturned to face her.

"Thank you," Gwen said sincerely. "For caring about my dad. For doing this.”
"It'sokay," hesaid. "It's nothing we even have to discuss.”

"I know. But | hadn't redlly said thank you, and | felt that | should.”

"Its not a problem. Watch your step there.”
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A piece of theridge suddenly gave way underneasth Gwen'sfedt.

Shelet out ashriek, pinwhedling her arms as she tried to throw herself againgt the mountainside. For the
briefest of moments she felt hersdf starting to fal, and suddenly Jason's hand grabbed her by the wrist.
He yanked her as hard and desperately as he could. The toes of her boots snagged the ledge section
where Jason was standing, and he braced her againgt it, giving her amoment to catch her bregth.

"Areyou okay?" he asked.
"Y-yes," she managed to get out. "That was alot closer than | would have wanted.”

"Y ou're going to be okay," he assured her, patting her confidently on the shoulder. "I won't let anything
happen to you."

"That's—that's very good to know."

"Now just watch me, and go where | go.”

Hetook aconfident step forward—and the ridge went completely out from under him!
Hedidn't have timeto jump, didn't havetimeto lungeto safety. All he could do wasfall.

Ingtinctively, Gwen reached out to save him, grabbing him by the forearm. It was an extremely brave
thing for her to do, but between hisweight, the angle, and the pull of gravity, it was physicaly impossble
for her to prevent hisfal. Instead, Gwen was hauled completely off-baance, and she toppled forward as
Jasonydled, "Dont!*
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But it wastoo late. They both fell toward the river below. Jason reached the water first and hit with a
loud splash. A second later, Gwen landed beside him. As she went under, water filled her nogtrils. She
fought desperately to regain the surface.

Kicking fiercely, she shoved herself upward. Findly, her face broke the surface. The water was flowing
quickly. White-crested chop was shoving her dong. She gasped, sucking in lungfuls of air, but the current
pulled her under again. Thistime, she managed to get her head above water much faster, but she was il
helplessto overcome the relentless pull of theriver.

Something banged into her. For amoment, she thought it was alarge rock, but then Jason's head bobbed
to the surface. Fortunately enough, the rest of him was still attached to the head.

"Hold on!" he shouted, athough there was nothing she could have possibly held on to. The shordinewas
not that far away, but even though Gwen was a strong swimmer, she couldn't begin to make headway
againg the force of theriver. They were helpless.

And then, Gwen was able to make out something else. It seemed asif the water was getting louder and
moving faster. In fact, it sounded asif it wasfaling.

A waterfall, Gwen aoruptly redized. Were heading for a waterfall!

For the past few days, Booj the Vel ociraptor had been heading into the heart of Dinotopiato seek his
des-
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tiny. However, it seemed to Bogj that his destiny didn't seem particularly anxiousto find him.

Ashewaked away from hisvillage, he dwelled on everything that Xin had said to him. He realized what
had stung him the most was being told he didn't care about anyone or anything except himself. What an
awful thing to accuse someone of.

Booj knew that he wasn't selfish. He knew that he considered others. However, as he searched back
through hismemory, he redized that most of hisactivitiesredly had been designed to provide interest and
entertainment for himself done.

Booj had always felt himsdf to be something of aloner by nature. He had never felt especidly attached
to anyone and had never felt that anyone e se particularly liked him.

It wasjust the circumstances, that's al, he told himself. It was the circumstances that had given the
appearance that he was someone who was sdlfish. He knew that, given the opportunity, he could be as
unselfish and giving asanyone dse. That'swhat hetold himsdlf, anyway.

"That's better!" he said out loud as he came upon ariver. It was awide river, and the current was moving
very quickly. Hewas at the base of asmall mountain range, and there were some rocky extensions over
his head, which provided him comfortable shade as he pondered his Situation. He could hear the rushing
of awaterfall ashort distance away.
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"If I had the chance, not only could | show that | care about others, but | could accomplish some of the
greatest thingsin the history of Dinotopial | know | could. Doesn't matter how much of aleap in the dark



isinvolved; I'd be up to any chdlenge! | would!™
And then he heard a shriek.

Booj's head whipped around in confusion. The voice had been ahuman's, A female, he thought, by the
sound of it. But then he heard another cry, and this one sounded alittle deeper. Another human, possibly,
andmde.

He craned his neck, looking down the river in the direction that he'd thought held heard the shouts. Sure
enough, he saw them coming, struggling and fighting the current mightily, but to no avail. Within seconds,
Booj redlized they were going to be swept right past him and over the falls that thundered in the distance.

And he had absolutely no ideawhat to do about it.

Nothing was going Gwen'sway. She had stedled hersdlf for the very red possibility that she might diein
the Mazein afutile effort to find ahealer who might not even be dive anymore. But somehow it had
never occurred to her that she might meet her end without even having gotten closeto the Maze at all!

It all seemed agrest, terrible waste.
And then, just when she was sure that nothing could get worse, she heard alow rumble. It wasthe
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sound of rocksfaling. Its not enough that we're going to drown, we have to be knocked
unconscious as well!

Then sheredized that the rockfall wasin front of them. And she saw something el se then that truly
astounded her. The mini-avaanche was being caused by adinosaur.

It appeared to be aVelociraptor. A rather large one, too. He was standing at the shoreline and had torn
at the rocky extensions above him with his claws. He had managed to create arockdideright at the
warters edge by targeting aparticularly precarious areaand knocking the supports out from under it. The
debristumbled into the water and created a makeshift jetty of rock stretching severd feet avay from the
shore.

The Raptor quickly hopped from one large rock to the next, never taking his eyes off the oncoming
humans. Histail twitched nervoudy, and he looked with gpprehension at his claws. Gwen knew thet if the
Raptor snatched at them too forcefully, he might accidentally claw them up. Hisclaws, after dl, were
designed to belethal, not life-saving. Dexterity was not amgjor consderation for an animal evolved to
feed itsdf by rending and tearing.

But Gwen knew it was the only hope they had. He could have tried to let them grab at histail but the
water was moving them too quickly and their hands were very dippery. And if they went past him &t this
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point, there was no way he was going to be able to save them.

She watched the saurian baance himsdlf a the end of his makeshift jetty. When they hurtled by him, he
suddenly lunged to the side. Rocks shifted benesth his clawed feet, but the Raptor managed to keep from
tumbling into the river dong with them. Instead, he reached out and cleanly snatched one of their handsin
each of hisclaws. He closed histaons around them as ddlicately as he could and hauled them toward
safety. With their free hands, Gwen and Jason grabbed on to the rocks.



"Y ou can makeit! Comeon!" squawked the Raptor asthey hauled themselves toward shore. Withina
few minutes, they had findly reached solid ground, where they flopped down, panting in exhaustion.

"Areyou dl right?' asked the Raptor.
"Fine. Werefineg," grunted Jason. "Thanksfor your help.”

"Oh, you're quite welcome," the Raptor said, then suddenly paused in surprise. "Wait! Y ou understand
what I'm saying?'Y ou spesk my language!™

"I know. My accent isn't great.”

"It'sterrible, actualy, but | wastrying to be palite.”

Jason ignored the comment. "I've taken extensive lessons in the various saurian languages.”
"What about her?' The Raptor turned hisgazeto
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Gwen, who was coughing up water. "Does she understand? Will shebedl right?’

When she managed to pull hersdlf together, Gwen managed to say, "I'm not as—as fluent as Jason here.
A Triceratops| know taught me abit, though. And I'll—1I'll live. Thanksto you," she said, looking at the
dinosaur inrdief. "What's your name?"

Hetold them.

Gwen seemed mildly surprised. "Butch?' Sheturned to Jason. "Did he say his name was Butch?!
"| think so. Glad to meet you, Butch!™ said Jason.

"No!" the dinosaur squawked. "Bogj."

"Oh!" said Jason and Gwen at once.

"Y ou're nowhere near ahuman village," Booj said. "Why are you here?"

Gwen quickly told him the nature of their expedition. Booj listened to it thoughtfully, nodding his head.
"I've never heard of that ballad or the Maze," he said findly, "but I've heard of Odon. Borders on the
mythic. They say that he disgppeared long ago, after the plague.”

"Pague?’ For once, Jason looked surprised. "What plague? | don't know anything about a plague.”
"Could it bein one of the scrolls you haven't gotten to yet?' suggested Gwen.

"l—I guess s0. Still, | don't remember my parents ever mentioning it.”

Booj shrugged. "My village has afairly clear recollection of it. A lot of dinosaursdied duringit. A lot.
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Perhaps Odon did aswell, now that | think about it."

"If he'saive and we can find him," Gwen asked, choosing to concentrate on the positive, "do you think
he can help us?"



"l don't know," said Booj. "But | will tell you onething: if anyonein Dinotopiacan help you, itshim.”

"Weve got to reach the Foothills," said Jason. "Isthere a better way to go than the long way around?
The ridges seem alittle'—he glanced upward worriedly—"treacherous.”

"There are other ways," said Booj. "But you don't want to go there.”

"You cant talk usout of this, Booj," Jason said. "We're determined to go to the Foothills."
"The Foothills. Areyou sure?' asked Bog.

"Pogtive," Gwen affirmed.

"All right," Booj said dowly. He pointed. "If you follow the river's edge about two miles, theré's apass.
It's somewhat rugged, but it won't fall gpart on you. If you've got spirit, determination, and drive, you
should be able to cover the distance in about aday. That'll put you at the base of the Foothills."

"Thank you," said Gwen. "Weredly appreciatethis.”
"Absolutely, ycs,» echoed Jason.
"Y ou're quitewelcome," said Booj warmly.

He |eaned back and watched them move off in the direction that he'd sent them. He waited until they'd
gotten about a hundred feet, and then called,
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"By the way, about the Maze..."

"What about the Maze?' asked Gwen as she turned around.

Booqj tilted hishead, gesturing behind himsdlf. "It'sin the other direction.”

They waked back to him, looking confused. "What do you mean, it'sin the other direction?" asked
Jason.

"| think the sentence speaksfor itsdf, don't you?'

"But you said the Foothills were that way!" Gwen cried.

"They are," said Booj. "But the Maze is the other way."

"l don't understand!” said Gwen. "Y ou told us you never heard of the Maze!"
"No, | haven't. But that poem segment you told me—how doesit go again?'

"Y ou must go in gtriding to the place of hiding," quoted Jason. *'From the mountain of heated depth, with
feet and saurians bregth lit on high, do hide theway insde.”

"It'snot the Foothills" Booj said. "That much I'm certain of "
"Well, do you know what it is?" asked Jason anxioudly.

"l believe 50, yes," said Bogj. Hetilted his head dightly, and there was something in his eyesthat sgnaed
amusement. "But you seemed so determined about the Foothills, | hated to get in your way."
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"What makes you think we're wrong?" Jason asked.

"Because | know where the dinosaur feet are,” Booj said with confidence. ™Y ou can comeaong, and |
can show you."

"You'd help us?' Gwen asked.
"Certainly. My pleasure. And," he added dowly, "you might wish to return afavor for afavor?”
"What did you havein mind?" Jason asked.

Booj looked at Jason thoughtfully. "1've aways liked being noticed. Standing out, you know? And | think
you can hdp mein that regard.”

"How?'

Booj paused amoment, and then tapped Jason's shoulder. "That," he said, "isavery, very fine waistcoat.
Would you happen to know what sizeit is?'
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In hismind, Eric Corey could see his daughter's face.

Gwen became a haze of images as different moments of her life came tumbling, one after ancther. She
seemed to grow up overnight, developing from an infant incapable of lifting her head into ayoung lady on
the brink of adulthood, moving with grace and elegance.

And now Eric could see something in her eyesthat he never had seen before. It was—it was accusation.
Yes, that wasit. A look of accusation. Why hadn't he noticed it before?

All thetimes she tried to speak to him about the things on her mind, and he never listened. All thetimes
he brushed her aside and found something else to do. All the times he was too busy or too involved. All
the times she reached out to him, but he wouldn't have anything to do with her.

Why?Why did dl of this happen?
AsEric floated in a haze between consciousness and unconsciousness, many aspects of hislife seemed
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to crystdlize. He saw patterns he had never noticed before, found himsdf andyzing behavior he hadn't
even been aware of.

There were so many chalengesin raising adaughter alone while trying to run afarm. She asked about so
many things, and he felt he should have al the answers because he was the only person around for her.

Too often he would turn away before the conversation could possibly lead to something beyond what he
could handle. Hefdlt that if he didn't have the answers Gwen was seeking, he would be letting her down.
However, it now appeared that turning away had let her down even more.

Eric knew he should have been there for her, putting her firgt, placing consideration for her above hisown
problems. He was the adult, after all, and he owed it to her to behave as an adult.



It wasn't too late. Eric knew that with startling clarity. It wasn't too late to begin making things up to his
daughter. Hed make her redlize that he did love her and care for her. He was determined to try and
make things right between them.

Eric tried to reach out ahand to Gwen. He could see her standing there, just out of reach, and she
looked so very, very sad. Then, without aword, she Ssmply vanished.

"Gwen!" he called to her. "Gwen, come back! | just want to talk to you! To make things right between
lﬂ"
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But there was no sign of her. Instead, he was standing on avast and barren plain with no one around for
miles. No dinosaurs, no Gwen...no one and nothing. Just him and hisregrets.

"Gwen!" he cdled as his voice seemed to echo and re-echo throughout the nothingness. And when no
response came, he started to panic. He was convinced held missed his chance to make things right
between

them.
No! He refused to accept that! He had to find her. He had to make things the way they should be.

And s0 he started off across the plain, the harsh wind whistling around him. He set out in search of his
daughter, intent on making up for his past faults. He and his daughter were going to begin anew, with a
clean date.

Eric suddenly sat up. Hewas, infact, in bed in the farmhouse. But he failed to redize this. Hiseyeswere

wide open, but he saw none of the redity surrounding him. Instead, he saw only the vast plain and felt the
deep-seated need to go out and find Gwen. He had no ideawhere to look for her, but he didn't waver in

his conviction that he could find her.

Cayley was dozing nearby, having fallen adeep on the couch. Gwen'sfather had no ideathat it was she
who had been tending him, carefully mopping his brow whenever the fever became too intense. She had
stayed up for aslong as she could, but the fatigue had findly overcome her.
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Eric Corey didn't give hisdeeping nurse so much asaglance.

Instead, he rose from his bed. He was bare-chested, wearing only pants. This, however, did not dow
him down in the least. He knew the farmhouse well, and he set to doing things as he dways did. He
pulled on his boots, put on ashirt, and headed out the door into the bright, cheerful sunlight.

Dismo wastaking anap in anearby field. Eric didn't seethe dinosaur. In fact, when he looked in front of
him, Eric did not seeafield, or aforest in the distance. Instead, he saw only a desert, adesert of fear and
sadness that he'd been wandering in for far too long. He was now prepared to do something about it.

And so he st off. At first he walked with something of a stagger, but then he began to recover hisstride
and moved at aquicker, faster pace. He felt stronger than ever. It was asif hed never been stronger,
more confident than hewas at that very moment. It was asif his entire world suddenly made crystal-clear
sense.

He was going to find Gwen and make everything right, even if he had to crossthe entirety of the desert



beforehim in order to do it.

Cayley woke from her deep. She stretched like acat, then opened her eyes, brushing her long hair out of
them. She turned toward the bed to see how Gwens dad was doing.
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It took her afew momentsto fully register that he wasn't there.

Even then, the Sgnificance of that didn't completely hit her. But then she began to fully wake up. "Mr.
Corey," she said dowly. Then moreloudly, she cdled, “"Mr. Corey!"

Cayley went around to the far Sde, wondering if maybe he had smply rolled off and waslying on the
other sde on thefloor. But therewas no sign of him.

Panic started to well up in her as she remembered what Doctor Traptor had warned.
Keep him away from human contact.
"Oh, my gosh,” she said. "Oh, no. I'velost Gwen'sdad!"

After aquick ingpection of the rest of the farmhouse, Cayley dashed out the front door, shouting Eric's
name. Therewas no sign of him.

"Thisisterrible!" she cried, looking around frantically. And then she spotted Dismo lying ashort distance
away, sunning himself. Sheran acrossthefidd, caling out after him.

Hedidn't fir. He seemed quite content to lie where he was.

"Dismo!" she screamed asloud as she could. Thistime, he woke up.

He brought his massive three-horned head up and focused on her. "What isit?" he rumbled.
"It's Gwen'sdad! He'sgone!™

"Gone? Gone where?"'
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"l don't know! If | knew where, I'd just go after him!"

Dismo appeared to congder thisamoment. " That makes sense," he admitted. "He really shouldn't be
wandering around on his own, should he?'

"No, of course not! He shouldn't even be out of bed!"

"Then | guesswe haveto find him." Dismo hauled himsdif to hisfeet in his dow and lumbering fashion.
"All right. Climb on."

She hesitated at firgt, but then clambered up behind Dismo's large bone crest. "Do you know where to
look for him?"

"No. But I will," Dismo said. He walked with ameasured stride to the farmhouse. Cayley felt asif she
were going out of her mind, because Dismo was moving incredibly dowly. However, she knew there was
nothing she could say or do to increase the dinosaur's pace.



He sniffed around the door to the farmhouse, then the ground. "What are you doing?' Cayley caled
down to him.

"Refamiliarizing mysdf with his scent. Not too difficult, redly. I've known him so long that | pretty much
know it aswell asmy own."

"Y ou're going to track him by scent? Like adog?'

"Dinosaurs don't do thingslike dogs. Dogs do things like dinosaurs,” he reminded her archly. "We were
herefird, after dl!"
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With that admonition ringing in her ears, Cayley held on as best she could as Dismo set off in pursuit of
the runaway patient.

Asthey went, Cayley again thought of what Doctor Traptor had said: Eric was very contagious. The
disease was capable of spreading. He must remain confined to the farm.

But now Eric Corey was out. What if he infected other people somehow? What if this Zinix disease
started to spread? What if large numbers of the human population began to contract the disease?

Not only would there be tremendous loss of life, but it would al be her fault. She was the one who had
fdlen adeep.

It was, of course, rather harsh for her to blame herself completely. After al, no one could have expected
her never to deep. Sill, she could have tied him down or something. But the thought had never occurred
to her. He had seemed so harmlesslying there, so incgpable of even sitting up, much less posing athreat
to anyone.

Now, though, it was entirely possible that—if she didn't find him in time—an isolated case could begina
widespread epidemic.

"Weve got to find him, Dismo," she said urgently. "Wevejust got to."
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CHAPTER 11

AsBooj stood next to histwo new companions, Xinswordsrang in hishead: "You dont care about
anyone other than yourself."

Booj mused over the fact that words of praise dways seemed to dip away asif they had no weight, but
criticism stuck with you no matter how much you wanted to shakeit loose. "You dont care about
anyone other than yourself. " The words stung.

Booj was smart and knew it beyond any doubt. He liked to have fun, and he liked to show off. But deep
down therewas a streak of insecurity, and he couldn't help but wonder if perhaps everybody, saurian
and human, was like that—that, deep down, everybody had doubts as to whether they were good and
true and worthy, and that criticism stuck because one was dways concerned that one had somehow
been " seen through.”

Maybe, he mused, even though we crack the shell and leave the egg, we never truly leaveit behind.
Inside, wevedl got afearful newborn who finds the world a confusing and scary place.
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Booj didn't say any of thisout loud, of course. He wasn't about to admit to any insecuritiesin front of his
newfound acquai ntances. He was supposed to be their guide. The last thing they needed was to think that
their guide wasinsecure. AsBooj saw it, aguide had to be confident, secure in himsalf, knowledgesble,
and never theleast bit uncertain.

So asthey made their way toward their destination, he was caught dightly off guard when Gwen asked,
"What'sthat whigtling?"'

He was about to say, "What whistling?" because he couldn't hear anything. But then he listened carefully
and redized it was the wind.

"Oh, it'sjust thewind," Booj said dismissively. "It whistles down these canyon walls al thetime. Nothing
to worry about.”

The walls stretched high and werein avariety of formations. It was dl very picturesque. Gwen might
have actudly found some enjoyment in it if she hadn't been so nervous. She knew that time was passing,
and she couldn't help but fed asif every minute spent while her father wasn't cured was aminute wasted.
The weather seemed to match her mood aswell; after starting out sunny, it had become overcast.

"How do | look?' Booj suddenly asked her. "Y ou haven't said.”

He held hisarms out to display Jason s black waistcoat. Booj had diced it partway down the back to
gve
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himsalf more room to maneuver his shoulders. Jason had visibly winced as Booj's claw effortlessy cut
through the once-favored waistcoat. But then he mentaly shrugged it off, reaizing there was nothing he
could do abouit it.

"It'svery nice. Very griking. Arewe there yet?' Gwen asked with undisguised impatience. " For that
meatter, where is there? We don't really have any idea because you haven't told us."

" wanted it to be asurprise,” insgsted Bogj. "But don't worry, it'sright up ahead.”
They turned a corner in the canyon, and Gwen gasped. Jason looked surprised aswell.
"Wdl?' asked Bogj. "What do you think? Looks like dinosaur feet to me."

They found themsalves standing at the far end of asmall field that looked like solid rock but was covered
with fossilized dinosaur footprints. Dozens of them, tracked al over and forever locked into place.

"How isthis possible?" Jason asked in amazement.

"No one's quite sure," admitted Booj. "Onetheory isthat it was aflow of burned limestone, forming a
cementlike layer in which dinosaurs left their marks. Others claim that it was sculpted by an unknown
artist asapersond tribute to someone we don't know. One school of thought,” and his voice dropped as
if hewere a acampfiretdling frightening ories, "isthat ghosts left them. Ghosts of dinosaurs past.”
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"I think we can safdly forget that last one," Jason said confidently. He looked around, walking delicately
as he examined the footprints.



Gwen stood there with her armsfolded. "All right,” she said with resolve. "Now what?' The wind was
blowing morefiercaly since they had reached their destination, and it kept tossing her hair into her face.
She pushed it out of the way for what seemed the umpteenth time and continued, "Wherée'sthe Maze,
Booj? Arewein theright place?"

"Definitdy," said Booj, who wasn't at dl sure.
"Think s0?7" Jason asked skepticaly.

"Uh, yes," said Bog.

"Well, I'm not so sure,” said Jason.

"Not sure?' Gwen's brow furrowed and she began to pace. Her nerves appeared to be getting the better
of her, and the whistling wind didn't seem to be helping. "Wdll, | think we'd better get sure, and fast! It's
not asif time has cometo astop for my father!"

"We're doing the best we can,” Jason said reasonably. He crept dowly among the footprints. Ashedid
90, he repested the poem to remind himself. Y ou must go in striding to the place of hiding, from the
mountain of heated depth, with feet and saurian's bregth lit on high, do hide the way insde." He shook his
head. "It might still mean the Foathills. We might still bein the wrong place.”

"I'mtelling you, we're not,” Booj said with conviction.
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"Okay, fine," Jason said, standing and facing Booj chalengingly. "Then you tell me where we should be.
Where'sthe hidden entrance?’

"It'saround here somewhere. We just have to have patience.”

"Patienceisfor people with time!" Gwen exclaimed, thefear evident in her voice. Her concern over her
father was becoming obvious, and the wind was clearly bothering her. She cast aglance over her
shoulder to see where the wind was coming from as she continued, "We're running out of time! Dad is—"

"Gwen, we know you're worried about your dad," Jason said. "But everyone isdoing their bes—"

"Look!" Gwen cried. She pointed up toward rock formations at the top of the canyon, approximately
fifty feet above them. "L ook, look!" she cried again.

Booj and Jason immediately saw what she was pointing &t.
"I'll be!" said Jason, impressed and amazed. "Booj, you see what I'm seeing?’
"Definitely," agreed the Raptor.

High above them, whether by careful design or whimsical happenstance of nature, there was arock
formation that |ooked exactly like the head of atyran-nosaur with its mouth open. Because of its
positioning on the canyon wall, it was achannel for the various winds that howled through the passages.
Thewinds were being funneled through a sizable hole that was positioned toward the front of the
tyrannosaur's
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"snout,” as bits of debris could be seen flying out.



"Saurians breath!" Gwen called out joyoudy. "Thewind iscoming through there! Right through there!
Booj, thisis theplace!" Sheimpulsively hugged the Raptor.

Jason, looking mildly annoyed, stood to one side and muittered, "Well, it was my scroll that gave usthe
clueinthefirs place”

"Of courseitsthe place,” Booj said confidently, ignoring Jason and enjoying the hug. "I told you it was."

"S0...50 now what?"' asked Gwen. "Where's the entrance? Now that we know for sure, where's the
entrance?"

Immediately, they began to ingpect the base of the wall where the head was visible. But there didn't seem
to be anything that pointed to a hidden entrance.

Jason looked upward and studied the rock formation thoughtfully for amoment. "Maybe—thiswill sound
crazy—but maybeit'sin the mouth itsdlf.”

"That makes sense. 'Lit on high' might mean that we're supposed to aight up there, and there's some sort
of hidden passage,” agreed Bog.

Asthey looked up the rock wall, they redlized it wouldn't be the easiest of climbs.
"Booj, can you handle this?' asked Jason. "The climb, | mean?"

"Of course" said Booj, who once again wasn't sure. "What about you?"
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"I have my ways. Gwen, you should stay down
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onds, he had assembled a hand-held crossbow. The arrow had arather sharp hook on the end. Attached
to the back end of it was alength of cable. He aimed it toward the upper portion of the canyon wall and
fired.

Thefirst shot didn't hold, nor did the second. But the third one gppeared to lodge solidly into acrevice.
Jason pulled on the cable severd times, then swung hisfeet onto the wall so that he could apply hisfull
weight toit. It held with no problem. He then hauled

ason cfim&eoT Booj looked over anu saiu, iuu
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know, you could have just handed me the hook end and had me climb up. | would have attached it for
youl.

"| liketo do things for mysdlf," Jason said firmly, and Booj nodded. It seemed he and Jason had
something in common.

"Whatever you say," Booj replied, deciding perhaps hed findly found the makings of atrue friendship.

From the ground, Gwen watched Jason and Booj with apprehension asthey made their way up. Perhaps
she should have ingsted on going with them, but Jason's reasoning had made sense. Still, it went against
the grain for her smply to stland by while others did the work.



Within minutes, the two had reached the top and were climbing around inside the mouth of the
tyran-nosaur. Gwen called up to them, "Well, do you see anything?'

"Still looking," Jason caled back. "The interiors cramped and the walls are solid. Were not seeing
anything that looks remotely like a secret entrance.”

"Well, you should keep looking then!" Gwen ingtructed.

Ten minutes|ater, Bogj caled down. "Nothing!™

"It'sgot to be therel" indsted Gwen.

"Well, it'snot. If you don't believe us, come look for yoursdlf," caled Jason.
0

"Of course | believe you," Gwen said. Then she sighed and began to pace, heedless of where shewas
stepping amidst the footprints. In exasperation, she dammed her foot down twice and cried out, "Thisis
so frudrating!"

Suddenly, she heard something that sounded like gears turning. It was coming from a section of rocky
wall to her right. She went over to thewall, put her hands against it—

—and thewall whipped around and hurled her into darkness.

Both Booj and Jason had been looking down at Gwen at the moment it happened, and they couldn't
believe what they saw.

One moment she was there, the next she was gone. There was now alarge hole in the rocky wall where
sheld been standing. And Gwen had vanished into it.
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CHAPTER 12

There was athin shaft of light from overhead, but it took Gwens eyes afew minutesto get adjusted to the
darkness. Then she remembered the sunstone goggles. She pulled them from the inside pocket of her
cloak and put them on. Immediately, the area sngpped into a clearer picture.

What she saw took her breath away.

Shewasin avast open areawith stairs and walls stretching off in al directions. Some of them seemed
amost impossiblein theway they fit together. There were ledges overhead and ledges below, extending
asfar asthe eye could see. She was standing on a path that was about nine feet wide. She couldn't tell
what it was connected to or whereit led in either direction.

And in the distance, she heard the bellowing of what could only be a greet beast.

It sounded like the most fearsome of creatures—alow, dull roar that grew in pitch and intengity, and then
stopped abruptly. She was somewhat relieved when the roaring ceased and hoped that the thing,
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whatever it was, would keep its distance from them.



"Gwen!" came Jason's frantic voice. "Gwen, are you down there?'
"Yes, of coursel” Gwen cdled up to him. "Where dsewould | be?!
"Youdl right?"

"I've been better!" she announced. "But otherwise I'm fine." As Booj and Jason chattered above her, she
stood and dusted hersdlf off, then looked up to see Booj and Jason gazing down at her again. The
swive-ing door through which she had falen had opened onto anarrow ledge. Her foot had hit it when
sheld come through, but she'd stumbled backward and falen right off it. Fortunately, the drop was only
far enough to bruise her ego rather than cause any redl damage.

"Weget it now!" Booj caled. "Theversal"
"Oh, redly," answered Gwen, dtill dusting hersdlf off.
"Yes, definitely,” said Bogj.

"Herewasthewholetrick," explained Jason. "Y oull lovethis. When it talked about lit on high,’ what it
meant was that when the sun was at its highest point in the sky, it would backlight the outcropping that
formed the stone dinosaur's mouth, and the shadow would be cast directly on this spot and mark the
entrance! Then you just somp on the ground outside it with your feet, and that sets the opening
mechanism into motion. That's what the part about 'strid-
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ing' relatesto. Thething is, Since the day was so overcast, there was no shadow from the dinosaur head,
S0 it never occurred to us. So, you see, with dl the energy we used to try and figure out the exact
wording, here you went and smply sumbled onit. Isn't that funny?*

"Hilarious. I'm splitting my sides. Now will you two get down here aready!"”
"Oh," said Jason. "Sorry.”

Booj turned his back to Gwen and extended hislong tail through the opening. Jason did downit,
releasing it when he reached the bottom, and dropping thefind couple of feet with no harm. Moments
later, Booj legped down next to them effortlesdly.

At that moment, the mysterious creature roared again in the distance. Immediately, Jason's and Booj's
heads snapped around. "Wh-what wasthat?' said Jason, sounding genuindy nervous for thefirst time
gnce Gwen had met him.

"I don't know," said Gwen. "And I've got afunny feding that | don't want to know, either.”

Jason put on his sunstone goggles aswell. Asfor Bogj, his saurian vison came naturdly, and his eyes
quickly adapted to the darkness on their own. "Thisplaceisincredible,” gasped Jason. "L ook at the size
of it! Thiswas obvioudy constructed for dinosaurs to move through.”

"So how do we find Odon?" asked Gwen.

They all looked at each other.

A

Gwen tilted her head back, cupped her hands on elther side of her mouth, and shouted, "' Oooodonnn!™



Her voice echoed and reverberated throughout the Maze.
No response came.
"It was worth ashot,” she said with ashrug.

And then, suddenly, they heard something from overhead. It was the pounding of wings accompanied by
ahigh-pitched screeching.

"What the heck is—?"

From on high, ablack mass was moving toward them, at first indistinguishable as anything other than one
big...thing. But then it became clearer.

It was ahuge flock of Preondactylus. Small, toothy pterosaurs with an eighteen-inch wingspan, looking
like across between abat and a barracuda. And the creatures were bearing down on them. Unlike the
more highly evolved, intelligent dinosaurs that populated Dinotopia, the Preondactylus were interested in
nothing more than satisfying their hunger— and they were descending en masse on the likeliest candidates
for thet.

"Move! Come on, move!" Jason cried out.
The three of them ran asfast asthey could along the ramp.
"Why arethey attacking us?"

"Because, Gwen, your shout probably attracted them! That's why! They were deeping somewhere,
minding their own business, and you woke them up!”
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"Wdll, excuse me, Jason, but it seemed like agood idea at the time, okay?"
"Lesstaking, morerunning!" caled out Booj.

They rounded a blind corner and found themselves at an intersection. A stairway led up in one direction,
and aramp led off to theleft into asizable holein thewall. At theright was adead end.

"Which way?' Gwen asked.

"The gtaird" Booj said with confidence, though Gwen knew he had no more of an ideawhat wasright
than she or Jason did.

Clearly Jason didn't care. At the sound of Booj s confident tone, he took the lead and began running up
the stairs without amoment's hesitation.

"Wait!" shouted Gwen suddenly. She lunged forward, grabbed Jason by the back of his shirt, and hauled
him off the steps. Her timing could not have been better, for at that instant, an array of spikes snapped
graight up out of the sairs. Any of them would have punched right through hisfest, crippling him.

He looked down at hisfeet, and then at Gwen. "How did you know?" he asked in amazement.
"L ook at the holesin the steps,” Gwen replied.
"Oh...thanks," he murmured, aware of just how close hiscal had been.



"Don't mentioniit," shereplied.

The Preondactylus could be heard squedling not far away.
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"How do they survive down here?" Jason wondered. "What do they eat?°
"Little boys named Jason?' suggested Bog.

"Very funny,”" said Jason.

"Come on!" Gwen urged, hearing the oncoming Preondactylus. "Let'srun.”

"No," said Booj suddenly. "Crouch low. Stay where you are and crouch low. | know what I'm doing this
time, believeme."

"Why?" Gwen asked. "Why should we—"

"Therere enough staactites and cross-ramps around to confuse the Preondactylusin the darkness," Booj
explained. "If they don't notice us, then they'll go for the thing that's moving!"

"l getit!" Jason said quickly. "Do as he says, Gwen."

They did asthe Raptor suggested, each curling up into astight aball as each could manage. Gwen
thought her heart would burst out of her chest, it was pounding so hard.

The Preondactylus flapped closer, and then they turned the blind corner and flew right over Jason, Gwen,
and Booj. Whedling around in the air as one, the Preondactylus circled, looking for their prey. But
nothing was moving, so they didn't know where to attack.

Suddenly, the sound of the mongter in the distance echoed through the cavern, and the Preondactylus
squesled and shrieked. In another moment, they
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were gone, flying off into the darkness of the Maze.

When al was quiet again, Gwen, Jason, and Booj roseto their feet. In silence they moved forward,
following apath about thirty feet. Then they turned a corner and stopped dead. There was alarge stone
door infront of them.

In one section of the door was a series of tumbler locks. The locks had an assortment of crescent and
circle shapes over them. Bogj tried turning one, but was unable to get agrip onthe did of the lock. His
clawed hands could only clack againgt it. He began to lean forward so that he could grip it with histeeth
and atempt to turn it that way.

"I'll doit, Booj," said Jason. His hands hovered over the tumblers. "Think it matterswhich onel turn
firg?' He turned the tumbler that was under the fullest circle.

Therewas aloud clack beneath theair feet.
"That didn't sound good," observed Gwen.

Suddenly, the far end of the path began to tremble, then break away. In sections, one after the other, it



crumbled.
"Doesn't look good, either,” she added.

There was no place esefor the trio to stand—the stone path was directly under their feet, and there was
no door frame for them to hold on to. Unless they could get the door open, the path beneath their feet
was going to crumbleinto nothingness, and they would be sent plummeting into who-knew-what.
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"The moon!" Jason suddenly exclaimed.

"Y es, that would definitely be abetter placeto be," Booj said, watching as their only means of support
cracked apart faster and faster.

"No, these symbols! I'm so stupid! They're the phases of the moon! They must have to beturned in the
order the moon goes, from waxing to waning!"

Jason's fingers flew over the dids, turning them asrapidly as he could. He tried not to pay attention to the
crumbling of the path. The vibrations under hisfeet were so violent that his hand continualy dipped off
thedids. But he kept turning.

"Hurry!" shouted Gwen. 1 am!
"Hurry!" | am!

Hetwisted the last did, and with anoise that sounded like smoothly turning gears, the door did up into
the celling. Immediately, Gwen, Jason, and Booj legped into the opening—just as the path behind them
fell completely gpart.

They stood on the other side of the door and breathed a sigh of rdlief. "That was close," said Jason.

And then, without warning, the path on the other sde of the door crumbled beneath their feet, dumping
them into blackness.

9

CHAPTER 13

The man stumbled out of the woods, looking confused. He was disheveled and drenched in hisown
swest.

"Gwen!" hecried. "I'm sorry!"

The girl he was screaming at was not named Gwen. Nor had she ever seen the man who was now
lurching toward her. Her name was Harper, and she was crouched by the side of the river washing
clothes. She was extremely Startled to see the man coming straight at her.

Hisfacewasflushed, asif he had run along way. His eyes burned with an inner fire that appeared to be
guiding him through his semiconsciousjourney. Something about him wasn't quite right, and the
freckle-faced girl with straight red hair became very nervous.

Still, she remembered her manners, which were especialy important when addressing ones el ders. "My



nameisnot Gwen," she said politely. "ItsHarper. I'm afraid you've mixed me up with someone dse, Sir.”
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Hewalked up to her, hislegslooking asif they were ready to buckle. He sank down onto the grass
oppaosite her, maintaining his balance by keeping his knuckles planted on the ground. "Gwen," he said, as
if she hadn't spoken, "can you forgive me?'

"Sir," Harper said, maintaining her patience, "I am not—"

He gripped her by the shoulders. "Can you forgive me!l™ he demanded, more insstently than before. His
hands clasped the cloth of her dress, but not, fortunately, her skin.

It occurred to her that the best way to handle the Situation wasto tell him what he wanted to hear. So she
sad, "Urn, okay, | forgiveyou.”

Tears began to roll down the man'sface. Y ou— you do?'
"Yes—yes, surel do."

She reached up to wipe the tears from his eyes. But before she could touch them, the man stood up,
turning hisface avay. "I'm—I'm sorry, honey. | shouldn't et you see melike this”

"It'sdl right,” shetold him, still completely confused.

Hedried hiseyeswith hisback to her. "I'm your father. | have aresponshility to be strong for you.
That'swhat matters. That'swhat's important.”

Then helgpsed into along silence. At first, Harper was going to ask him what thiswas al about, but
then sheredlized it would be better to keep quiet.
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"Gwen?' Hisback was il to her. "Gwen, where are you?”'

Sheredized that thisvery odd man had totaly forgotten that she was standing right behind him. She took
this asthe perfect opportunity to remain slent.

"Gwen, honey?' he repeated over and over again. As he walked away from Harper, he didn't even look
back. It was asif the entire conversation with Harper had did off into another realm of consciousness.
Harper sat down so as not to attract attention to herself. Within minutes, he'd left her behind, staggering
away along the riverbank.

"That," she said to no onein particular, "was one of the strangest things that's ever happened to me.”

However, Harper wasn't finished with her strange encountersfor the day. After drying her laundry on the
rocks by theriver, she began to fed the ground rumbling at afairly steady and rhythmic pace, in amanner
that immediately indicated to her that a dinosaur was on theway. A four-legged one, judging by the beat
of it. She sat up, squinted, and saw a Triceratops in the distance. Judging from the way he dragged his
tall, he didn't seem to be aparticularly young one, either. And there was agirl riding him, crouched just
behind the bony protection around his head. The girl'slong hair was bouncing around as the dinosaur
trudged dong. At one point, the Triceratops paused, seemed to sniff the air, and then kept on moving.

"Hey!" screamed the girl. "Were looking for some-
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one! Can you help us? We'relooking for—"

"A man?' questioned Harper as sheroseto her feet, dusting hersdlf off. "Has akind of crazy look to
him?'

"Yed" thegirl said excitedly. "Y es, have you seen him?"
"Urn, that way," Harper said, and pointed up theriver. "Hours ago."

Then the Triceratops took a step closer to her and the girl said, "Did he—did he comeinto contact with
you? Cough on you or anything?'

"What?'
"Did he?It'stremendoudy important!"

Harper frowned, running the encounter back through her mind. "He grabbed my shoulders at one point.
But that wasit."

"Insects,” the girl said asif struck by a sudden thought. ""Have you been bitten by an insect recently?"
What?"

"Could aninsect have bitten him, and then you?"

"l don't think so. | haven't—Ilook, what are you talking about? What's happening?'

The girl and the dinosaur looked at each other. "She should be al right,” said the dinosaur, asif Harper
hadn't spoken. "I there were going to be any problems, she would be showing them by now, particularly
because of her youth. It would happen quickly.”

"Doyou fed dl right?' inquired the girl.
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"Yesl" Harper said with growing exasperation. "Yes, | fed finel Now would one of you liketo tell me
wha'sgoing on?"'

Thelong-haired girl said briskly, "Actudly, I'd rather not. But if you start getting any kind of cold
symptoms or anything, get hold of Doc TRaptor immediately. Tell him what happened here. Hell
understand.”

And without a further word, she whedled the Triceratops around and they headed off down theriver.
"Wdl, I'm glad someone will understand,” said the utterly perplexed Harper.

"Thisisbad,” Dismo said to Cayley. " expected bad, but thisisredly quite bad."

"Why?

"Thisisatributary that leadsinto the Polongo River," hetold her. "And the Polongo feedsinto not only
Waterfdl City, but the Great Candl. If Eric should fdl into theriver, he could infect al of it."

"How long would the virus be ableto survive in the water?*



"Long enough,” said Dismo worriedly. "L ong enough. Humans bathe in the water, they drink from it. If
Eric infectsthat water, it could wipe out every human beingin dl of Dinotopia.”
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CHAPTER 14

Jason tumbled end-over-end, waving hisarms, trying to find something he could grab on to. But there
was nothing at dl to dow his plunge—until something dastic hdted hisfdl. Asit sretched beneath him
and then dowly snapped back into shape, Jason scrambled around on his hands and knees in an attempt
to see where he was. He heard frustrated grunts nearby, and then saw that Gwen and Booj were right
there ahead of him.

They appeared to be on avery unsturdy net that trembled beneath them. Jason looked down and
shuddered—the net was congtructed of intertwining vines and was anchored at four corners. Beneath the
net gppeared to be a bottomless pit. The only thing preventing them from faling into it—possibly
forever—wasthis very shaky net.

In the distance, the "Monster of the Maze" |et out another roar. Jason tried not to think about it.

"Nice and easy," Jason said trying to keep hisvoice as cam as possble. "What weVe going to doisjust
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climb up out of here. That'sdl.. .just.. .climb.. .up."

"Sounds like an excdlent plan," agreed Booj. He saw a narrow ledge above them that angled off into the
unseen distance. It was definitely their best bet.

However, as Booj started to climb up toward it, his claws diced through the vines. The smple act of
grasping the vines with his razor-sharp claws caused the vinesto bregk, and it didn't matter how
delicately he held them. He was absol utely unable to contral it.

"Bogj, be careful!” Gwen cried. "If the net gives, were al dead.”
"l am being careful!" Booj replied.

"Will the two of you cam down!™ Jason yelled. The tension, the congtant threet of death, was Sarting to
get to dl of them.

Then there was amoment of near disaster as Booj sfoot went through one of the newly created holes
caused by histaloned toes. The entire safety net lurched.

By thistime, Booj was afraid to move. He had made severa stabs at doing so, and each one opened up
anew means of disaster. "If | try thisafew moretimes," he warned them, "I'll probably cut this net to
pieces. So, | have an idea—Iet's stay here.”

"Stay here?' Jason echoed. "That's not a very good plan.”
"It'snot abrilliant plan,” admitted Booj, "but if you have something elsein mind, I'm listening.”

Jason paused for amoment to survey the Situation.
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"Wait for usto get to where you are," he told Booj. "Come on, Gwen, we haveto help him."

Gwen nodded and the two of them crawled very carefully on their hands and feet until they reached the
spot where Booj was.

"We're here, Booj," Jason said. "Now hop on!"
"What?' Booj exclamed.
"What?" Gwen echoed.

"Put one foot on each of our backs," Jason continued. "It's the most reasonable way to go. Just balance
yoursdlf carefully and try not to dig your clawsinto us.

"What do you mean, try not to?' Gwen blurted.

"Areyou sure about this?' Booj asked.

"Not redly, Bogj. But | trust you," Jason told him encouragingly. "Gwen, don't you trust him?"
Gwen swallowed. "Sure. Surel do.”

"No, shedoesnt,” said Bogj. "She'sjust saying that.”

"I'm not," said Gwen after amoment. ™Y ou saved our lives on theriver, Booj. Now it's our turn to help
youl.

"Redlly?" asked Booj, asif no one had ever of-ferred to do him agood turn.
"Redly," said Jason, then he amiled. "Were ateam now, aren't we?'

"A team,” whispered Bogj. "I like the sound of that."

"Then let'sgo," urged Jason.
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Booj nodded and delicately stepped onto Jasons back with hisright foot and then eased his|eft foot onto
Gwens back. The vines creaked heavily beneath them, but none broke, &t least for that moment. Booj
was poised on the bals of hisfeet, swaying dightly but maintaining his baance. "ltsdone," hesad
nervoudy, 1m on.

"Herewe go," cdled Jason. "Gwen, come on, one hand at atime. One.. .two.. .three.. .four.

Gwen and Jason moved in synch, each hand movement matching the numbers he called out. Booj
wavered, but was able to use histail as abaance whenever he thought he was about to topple over.

Gwen held her breeth as safety drew near. The entire time she was concerned that—at the last
moment—the vines would suddenly snap, causing them dl to fall into the pit. She was dso worried that
her back was going to break. And having Booj srazor-sharp claws so near her face didn't do much to
improve her nerves, either.

"Almost there," Booj said encouragingly as he rode them like twin surfboards. "Alllimost there...”



As soon asthey drew close to the edge, Booj vaulted from them. Gwen gasped as the weight was
suddenly lifted from her shoulders. Booj landed with a comforting thud, and then extended histail so that
she and Jason could haul themsalves up the rest of the way, which is exactly what they did.

"1 wonder where we are now," Gwen said as she
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patted the dirt off her clothes. "What do you think?"

"Well, were il inthe Maze. That much hasn't changed,” said Jason.

There was a stairway leading to the left and a path to the right. From the l€ft, once again, the monster
roared.

"Y ou know, there's something about that mongter,” Gwen said thoughtfully. "Something | can't quite put
my finger on."

"Well, while you're trying to decide where to put your finger, let's head thisway," Jason suggested,
pointing to the right. It certainly seemed like areasonable suggestion, consdering it wasin the opposite
direction from where the monster gpparently was residing.

They moved quickly through the Maze, Booj taking the lead. After ashort time, Booj stopped. "Hold it.
Do you hear that?"

The two humans strained their ears but couldn't detect anything at first. "What are we supposed to be
hearing?' asked Gwen. Shefdt dightly woozy for some reason, but wasn't sure why.

"A faint hissng of some sort," Booj said uncertainly. "Don't know what's causing it, but it ssemsto be
coming from nearby."

"l don't understand why you're saying that." Something about Jason's voice had changed. He sounded
suspicious al of asudden. *“wWhy would you
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be saying that? Are you trying to scare me? What did Gwen tdll you?"

"Me?" said Gwen in confusion, her annoyance quickly growing for some unknown reason. "What do |
have to do with anything?'

"Y ou told Booj you thought | was a coward, didn't you.
"l said no such thing!"
"You certainly have alot of insecurity for someonewho actslike he knowsalot,” Booj sad.

"Hey, wejust bailed you out of adifficult Stuation,” Jason warned him. "Don't you understand that? Why
areyou chalenging my authority?"

"Y our authority?* Gwen now spoke up, sounding astonished. "I practically had to drag you along on this
expedition, and now you re taking about author-Ity?

They stopped in the middle of the Maze and continued to argue, their voicesrising in anger and intengity.
It was asif every concern, no matter how minor, had been eevated to gigantic proportions.



Their arguments continued into name-calling and accusations until Jason finally shouted, "Okay, fine! |
don't have to work with either of you! I'm going back thisway!"

"Oh, no you don't!" countered Gwen. "I'm going back thisway! Y ou go ahead the other way!"
"And which way doesthat leave me?' demanded Boog.
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There were high walls on elther sde, and Jason pointed upward and said, "Go up there! Y ou think you're
above us anyway. So go!"

"Fine!" And Booj legped upward, vaulting the distance easily, and landed on the top of thewall. He
turned to gaze back down at the humans.

"Why did you do that?' Gwen asked Jason, her eyes narrowing. ™Y ou were just trying to get rid of him,
weren't you? Think maybe you're going to pull afast one, isthat it? Well, you're not going to get avay
withit, I cantell you that right now!"

"l am o sck of ligening to you!™
"Not assick as| am of listening to your

They were shouting so loudly and intensely that the veins were standing out on their necks. Findly, Jason
threw up his hands and said, "Good-bye, then!™

"Good-bye!"

"And | couldn't carelessif | never saw you again!"
"| fed exactly the samel”

"Infact, | actudly hope that | never seeyou again!
"SodolI!"

"Hold it, the both of you!"

The two looked up a Booj, who was crouched on the overhead wall, fedling very confused. "Why are
wearguing likethis?| don't get it.

"She darted it!"
"Theheck | did. You did!"
"Did not!"

I

"Did—"

"That hissing!" Booj said suddenly. "I know what it isnow! It's probably some sort of natural gas,
pouring into this section of the Maze. And it's playing on our fears and uncertainties. It'smaking us
suspicious of one another! Thewholeideaisthat it breaks up teamstrying to pass through the Maze,
making it impossible for anyone to work together. It's not affecting me now because I'm up aboveit!"



"Why should | believe you?' asked Gwen.
"Y ou mean, why should we believe him?" Jason corrected her.

"Think about it!" urged Bogj. "We may have had some minor differences until now, but there hasn't been
open warfarel Does splitting up really make any sense? Well, doesit? The only way well make it through
thisplaceisif we work together, and the last thing we should do is go our separate ways!™

Gwen and Jason struggled to cut through the haze that had settled over their brains. "He makes sense”
Jason said reluctantly.

"It figures you would say that," Gwen told him. But she sounded |essthan certain.

"Tdl youwhat," said Bogj craftily. "Y ou'd love to prove me wrong, wouldn't you? Shove my snout init?"
Onthisthe two agreed immediately.

"All right, then," Booj said. "Just keep walking, but stay together. If I'm right, then sooner or later,
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well makeit out of thisareaand return to normd. If I'm wrong—"

"How do we know what normal is?" asked Gwen.

Rather than embark on alengthy debate, Booj tried some smple reverse psychology. "Y oureright,” he
sad. "You couldn't possibly know what normd is."

"Oh, yeswe could!" shot back Jason immediately. "Come on, Gwen, let'sgo!™
Til gofird!" shetold him.

Helooked about to argueit, but then seemed to give up. "Fine, fine, you go firgt," hetold her with
exasperation. She promptly headed out ahead of him. They continued to bicker the entire time.

Booj moved aong the top of the wall like atightrope walker. As he progressed, thewall became very
narrow. Eventudly, it wasimpossible for him to maintain his balance. He dropped down into the Maze
next to Gwen and Jason and hoped that he wouldn't regress into arguments along with them.

He needn't have worried. He could dmost see the suspicious, confused, and twisted expressions leaving
Gwen and Jason, asif shrouds were being pulled off. Their belligerent tones began to fade, and it was
soon clear that they were wondering why they had been snapping at each other in thefirst place.

"| fed funny," Gwen sad findly. "Like—like there was abuzzing in my head that's gone away now."
"Metoo," Jason said.
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"Wow. We agree on something."

"I'm not sure what got into me," Jason told her. He looked uncertainly at Booj. " Some sort of gas, you
sad?'

"That'smy theory, yes™"



"Nagty quff.”
"Very much so."
"Gwen," Jason said dowly, "1—I said somethings, and | want to—"

"No gpology necessary,” Gwen replied. "1 was being less than generous mysdlf. Foul place, thisMaze.
Findsdl sortsof different waysto trip you up."

"Yes," Booj spoke up, "but well find ways around whatever it tosses at us. Aslong aswe're a team.
Agreed?’

The two humans looked at each other, then at Booj. And al three friends nodded in affirmation. Then
they continued on with their jorney.

The pathway they chose seemed to be narrowing in front of them, and about ten feet ahead was a bridge.
Gwen didn't think it looked particularly inviting, but there didn't seem to be another option. "What do you
think?" she asked.

"There's heat rolling up from ahead,” Booj said. "'l can fed it even through my scales.”

"| fed it, t00," said Jason. "Heat coming up from below aswell. Maybe it's some sort of lavafield or
something."
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"Gredt, just what we needed,” muttered Bogj. "A narrow bridge over alavafidd. Two of my favorite
things combined.”

Booj went firgt, with Jason right behind him. Gwen brought up the rear.
"Watch your step. | don't like the looks of this. This setup smells like week-old meat,” Booj murmured.
"I couldn't agree more," said Jason.

Gwen was about to chime in when suddenly she felt something shift beneath her foot. Shelifted it dowly
to discover that she had just stepped on some sort of pedal, and it had clicked benegth her.

"Guys, theré's something here on the ground. | think | just set something off."
"Maybeit won't be so bad,” Jason said with lessthan full conviction in hisvoice.

Hislack of enthusasm was quickly judtified as something did into place overhead. Moments later, letha
projectileswere hurtling down at them.

The quartz crystals were large, sharp, and falling like hail stones—and that was the good news.
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CHAPTER 15
Eric Corey had dumped down near the riverbank.

Cayley saw him from ashort distance. He was staring at the cool, rushing river. She knew that aman
with ahot fever would probably like nothing better than to dip in for arefreshing dip. But if hedid, al of



Dinotopias water supply could be contaminated with the mansillness.

The sick man hauled himsdlf to hisfeet and began to stagger toward the bubbling river. Hemoved a
couple of feet and then fdll to the ground two yards shy. An insect was buzzing around hisface, and he
tried to wave it away.

He started to stand once more, but couldn't find the strength. Instead, he began pulling himself toward
what he clearly saw asasource of relief.

"No!" screamed Cayley as she legped off Dismos back. She approached Eric as dowly and carefully as
possible.

"Mr. Corey," shesad cautioudy.

Hewas gtaring blankly &t her.
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"Mr. Corey—remember me? Cayley? Gwen'sfriend?’

"Gwen?'

"Mr. Corey you need to back away from the river now. Okay? Just back away fromit..."

It was asif her words reminded him of hisgod, which was certainly not what she had intended. "River..
.water.. .so cool.

Hisvoice was so raspy that it was barely audible. But judging from the direction he was crawling, Cayley
definitely understood hisintent. "Y ou're thirsty. That's okay. Tell you what—I'll take you back to your
house, and you can have dl the water you want there, okay?'

She never stopped moving. As she drew closer and closer, she spoke to him with a constant stream of
encouragement. "Everything's going to be fine. Just comewith me. Dismo ishere, hell giveyou alift. It
all work out, you'll see." And dowly, she became convinced that he was too far gone to pose any sort of
genuinethrest.

It was abad miscaculation on her part.

From out of nowhere, Eric seemed to draw on unexpected reserves of strength, and suddenly he was on
hisfeet. Before Cayley could react, he was staggering toward the river, making inarticul ate sounds.

By that point, he didn't even noticed that an insect had landed on hisforearm.
Cayley covered the distance between the two of
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them with severa quick steps. Eric waswithin afoot of the water when Cayley dammed into him likea
footbal player, knocking him down to the ground.

Eric struggled in her grasp. Under ordinary circumstances, she wouldn't have had a prayer against the
much bigger and older man, but between his weakened condition and her sense that she wasfighting for
thelife of every human being in Dinotopia, she managed to keep him away from theriver.

Finaly, Dismo madeit to her sde. "What would you like meto do?' heinquired.



"Sit on him!" grunted Cayley from between clenched teeth.
"I dont think that would be advisable," he pointed ouit.

Cayley didn't bother to mention that she was kidding, because Eric's struggles were dowly ceasing.
Within moments, the find exertions had drained him completely, and he dumped over and lay ill.

"Okay—help me stand him up,” Cayley said with agrunt.

Dismo angled his head down, diding one of his horns under Eric's back. Cayley managed to reposition
Eric so that he was draped across both horns. Then Dismo tilted his head back and Eric did againgt
Dismo's bone crest—draped across the Triceratopss face.

"Areyou dl right?' Dismo asked.
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"I'mfing" shesaid. "Infact, | was pretty luck— ow!

Her hand dapped down reflexively on her arm, and she saw the crushed remains of an insect, with a
swelling dready growing whereit had bitten her. A smdl circle of blood waswelling up on her skin.

She looked at the sweeting Eric—and saw asimilar swelling at the base of histhroat.

"Did this bug bite him?" she asked Dismo.

"l don't know. It'spossible”

"If it did, then how bad isthetrouble I'm in?"

"Pretty bad," Dismo said evenly. "Wed better get back to the farmhouse while you can till walk.”
"Am |—" She could barely find the words. "Am | going to die?"

"Yes," Digmotold her. "All things die. Sooner or later, you will, too. The question iswhether or not
you're going to die within days. And the answer to that, I'm afraid, lies entirely with Gwen and Jason.”

Cayley looked down in disbdlief. She wasn't ready for thisat all.
Then Dismo added, "Y ou did well here, Cayley Y ou should be proud.”
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Gwen felt someone leaning over her. Slowly, her eyesfluttered open and she looked up to see Jason's
face near hers. He drew his head back, and she blurted, "What are you doing!"

He seemed to sag back inrelief. "You'redl right.”

"Yes," shesad dowly. "What were you doing? Trying to kissme?
"No! | wastrying to seeif you were gill breath-ing.

"Oh." Gwen sat up and rubbed her eyes. "What exactly happened?

"After the crystasfell, one end of the bridge snapped. Booj had to haul us up. Y ou were so



overwhemed you passed out.”

"Oh," shesaid again.

"Gwen, areyou sureyou'redl right?* Jason asked. "All you keep saying is Oh”

"ON?"

Jason looked dlarmed amoment, then Bog
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sguawked. " She'steasing you, Jason. Look at her eyes.”

"Gwen?' Jason intoned sternly.

"I'm fine, Jason,” she said with alittle smile, then she winked at Bogj. "Thanksfor hauling me up.”
Booj shuffled abit bashfully. "Y ou're welcome.”

Suddenly, the group started. The monster was again roaring. "Does he dways have to do that?" Jason
asked. "Doesn't he ever deep, or get tired of bellowing likethat? It'ssoirritating!™

"Wait aminute," Gwen said, then she began counting aoud.
"What are you doing?" Jason asked her.
"Shh!" she said and kept counting. Booj and Jason looked at each other in confusion.

When she reached 127, the monster roared in the distance. She promptly started from zero and began
counting dl over again.

Jason seemed to give up trying to figure out what she was doing and instead Smply sat down and folded
hisarms, clearly hoping that this odd compulsion of herswould end a some point in the near future.

She reached 130...and the monster sounded off again.

Sowly, Jason and Booj looked at each other in understanding. Gwen was counting again, and thistime
Jason joined in. It wasn't really necessary—obvioudy she knew how to count. It was more like avote of
solidarity. A chance for more teamwork.
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They hit 127, and the monster roared once more.

"Okay, that can't be coincidence,” Jason said.

"What are the odds,” Gwen wondered out loud, "of a creature roaring a regular intervalslike that?"
"Almost nonexistent. But what could it be then?'

Gwen's mind raced, trying to come up with an answer. Then her eyes widened and she blurted out,
"Water!"

"What?" said a confused Booj.

"I've been doing reading on water sources, like underground water and groundwater, because | was



researching irrigation to try and talk my dad into—" Redlizing she was getting off the subject at hand, she
exclamed, "l think what we're hearing isageyser!”

"Of course!" Jason said. "A fissure, adeep crack in the ground, filled with groundwater that's
superheated and forced up anarrow channd, blowing upward with hot water and steam. It blows until it
runs out of steam, then sort of recharges and blows again. That's what we've been hearing! Except from
thisdistance, it sounds likeamongter.”

"So naturaly we keep heading away fromit," Booj realized, |ooking as disappointed as Jason that it
hadn't occurred to him firgt. "If | was constructing this maze and wanted to keep everyone away from the
center, I'd make sure to have the center be the last place that anyone would want to get to—"

"Because they think there's something there that's
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terrifying,” continued Jason. " So they stay away fromit. Of course, of courser
"Y ou're saying that you think Odon iswherethe geyser is" Gwen said to Jason.

"Why not? A ready-made source of water for washing and drinking. The sound of the geyser going off to
keep intrudersaway. Yes, | think if he'sanywhere, he'sthere. Let'sgo.”

From that moment on, they felt asif nothing could get in their way, even the most difficult of problemsthe
Maze had to offer.

"Y ou know," Jason said reflectively, "the biggest challenge of this placeis not the physical obstacles, but
rather the obstacle that our own imaginations conjure up. We believed that there was some monster
blocking the way, and so we kept heading away from where we really wanted to go. But now that were
heading in the right direction, we can't be stopped.”

Every so often, if they thought they were losing their bearings, they would pause and wait for the geyser
to sound off again. Those were the toughest times for Gwen, becauise she wanted to remain in motion
and find this Odon and learn what he knew. Now that their quest seemed on the verge of being resolved,
theredity of just how much was riding on Odon's existence truly began to dawn on her. He was not only
her main chance, he was her only chance. If
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he wasn't there, then her father was as good as dead.

The geyser blasted off again. Thistime it was so close that the three of them jumped. They began to race
through the find twists and turns of the Maze, dmost recklesdy. If there had been any degthtrapsin their
path, they would have been in serious trouble. Asit was, though, they rounded afina corner—

—and then stopped dead in their tracks.

They were standing in the middle of the Maze. The cavern roof stretched so high that it looked like the
night sky. The areawas huge. It must have been made to accommodate thousands of dinosaurs.

Stll, it wasn't asmooth and open area. There were assorted outcroppings of rock that prevented a clear
view of theinterior. "l don't likethis," Booj said dowly. "We can't see very far.®

"Don't worry," said Jason. "We're just looking for one old hedler. He can't be too much trouble once we



findhim."

"Yes, solet'sfind him," Gwen said smply, then she cupped her hands to her mouth and shouted,
"Oooodooon!™

Her voice reverberated through the center area, but there was no response. So the three entered dowly,
looking around, and Gwen shouted the name again. Still, there was no reply.

Gwen began to fed thefirst stirrings of panic that Odon might be long gone. But rather than think of
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that possibility and what it would mean, she turned her mind to something fairly harmless. "Where do you
think the geyser is?'

And suddenly, they got their answer.

About fifty feet to their right, the ground suddenly rumbled and then disgorged a staggeringly intense burst
of water and steam. It shot toward the very top of the cavern. The roar was deafening. The trio moved
away fromiit, putting their hands over their ears, and suddenly they became aware of intense hest behind
them.

The areathey were standing on came to an abrupt drop-off about twenty feet awvay. Sowly, they made
their way to the edge and |ooked down. Below them—closer than they would have liked—they could
see that the ground was broken up, giving them aview of what was below it.

Lava
Except thistime, it wasn't hardened. Thislavawas flowing, and it looked extremely vicious.

Jason let out alow whitle. "ltsalavatube,” he said, "achannd that brings molten lavadirectly to a
volcano or something. That's probably what hel ps to superhest the geyser.”

"Gredt," said Gwen. "Thisisdl interesting, Jason. But it fill doesn't tell uswhere we can find—"
"Look out!"

The warning was shouted by Booj, and it caught
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them completely off guard. They whirled, and couldn't believe what they saw charging straight toward
them.

It was a Megaraptor. Twenty-three feet long—thirteen feet longer than Booj! He leaped forward, his
teeth bared, his claws extended.

And he was heading straight toward Boog.
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"Run!" Booj shouted to Gwen and Jason as he braced himsalf to meet the charge of thelarge
Megaraptor.



And then, to their astonishment, the Megaraptor suddenly skidded to ahalt. Therewas still an air of
menace about him, but hetilted his head dightly to one Sde and then the other, asif he was studying
some sort of microorganism.

"Why are you telling them to run?" asked the Megaraptor.

"l..." Booj was puzzled at the question. He glanced at Gwen and Jason, but they shrugged in equal
confusion. "l.. .thought you were attacking."

"Oh, pardon." The Megaraptors voice was thin and reedy, indicating extreme age. "It's just been quite
some time since lve seen another dinosaur. | suppose my greeting seemed rather...aggressve. My faullt.
Sorry."

He bobbed hishead. "Well...pleasure to meet you al. Y ou can leave now."
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With that, he turned his head and started to walk away.

"Wait!" called Gwen. "Areyou...Odon?"

The Megaraptor stopped in histracks and turned to look back at her. "Why.. .yes..."

She gasped, feding arushing of blood in her temples, asif shewere giddy or a avery high dtitude.
"Weve.. .weve been looking for you!"

"Wdl, you have been looking in vain. | have no timefor vistors."

"We need to speak with you, to learn from you," Jason said.

"Y ou are not worthy to be my student. Please go away and leave mein slence.”
"Wait," caled Booj.

Odon turned to look at the young Raptor. "Why?*

"Well..." Bogj shifted uncomfortably from onefoot to the other. "They need your help.”

"The humans?' Odon asked. He turned to survey them, then turned back to Bogj. "'l supposeit isonly
natura. We are the stronger and they are the weaker, so they naturally always look to usfor help. That's
what happens when nature improperly throws two species together.”

"But it's not improper,” Gwen spoke up. "Humans and dinosaurs have accomplished greet things
together. Incredible things. Things that none of us could have accomplished done.”
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"True," said Booj. "After al, we three made it here. And, | must admit, asmuch as| like to boast about
accomplishing things on my own, | couldn't have doneit without them."”

Odon sighed heavily. "We saurians were doing just fine before the humans arrived, and, philosophicaly

pesking—"
"That's not important now," Gwen said, thinking only of her father needing help.

"Important?* challenged Odon, clearly annoyed with Gwen's blurted interruption. " Perhaps not to you,



but itisto me. Now, if you'll excuse me, | shall bid you good day."

He started to walk away, but Jason charged forward. ™Y ou don't understand, sir, let me explain—"
"Please, get out of my way,” Odon said levelly

It seemed to Gwen, standing afew feet away, that the Megaraptor's patience was beginning to fray.

"No," said Jason firmly. "I apologize for disturbing you, Odon, but you're aheder and you're needed.
Gwen'sfather isill. Wewon't leave until you agree to come back with us. To do what'sright.”

"Don' lecture me on what isright, hatchling,” Odon said sharply. "I waked the earth before your
great-great-great-great-grand anything was even born. | know more than you could hope to, have given
up more than you can believe, have lost more than—"

He stopped and shook his head. "I've been polite, and | ve been patient, but now | want to be left: done.
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There are always other healers. Seek them.”

Then, with an impatient turn of his body, the large Megaraptor swept Jason aside with histail, sending
him tumbling away asif he weighed no morethan aflea

He started to move forward, but Booj sprang forward to block his path. Y ou must listen," Booj inssted.
" You arethe only heder that can help. As| said, we worked as ateam to get here, and—"

ll&?l

"So!" Gwen took up the argument, stepping behind Odon. " That should prove that humans and saurians
can work together!"

"| don't argue that they can't. For instance, | can rip your saurian friend here to pieces,” Odon pointed out
with aforced cam that chilled Gwen ashe said it. "But that doesn't mean | should.”

"I.. .would have to agree with you about that one," Booj said nervoudly.

"Y ou are wasting your time," Odon continued, "and if thereisonething that | hate above everything g,
itswaste."

"What about wasted opportunity, then?' Gwen countered.
"I've had enough of this. Get out of my way," Odon demanded to Bog;.

But the young Raptor didn't budge. Instead, he steadied himsdlf against the much larger dinosaur. "No.
They need your help."
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"Fine," growled Odon, and he headed in another direction, but then Jason blocked hisway once more.
Heturned in another, and there was Gwen.

"Werisked our livesto find you," Gwen said urgently. "And we're determined. We're not going to walk
away now just because you've got some stupid ideathat humans and dinosaurs shouldn't be friends!
Maybe you know alot about hedling. Maybe more than anybody. But there're |lots of things you



obvioudy don't know, and we're going to tell you about them and keep telling them until you seeit our
way! So you might aswell—"

t] might as well what?' And when he spoke, it was with afull-throated roar, so loud that it was dmost
imposs ble to understand what he was saying. "1've had enough of this, do you hear? Enough?

Then, like a cornered animal, Odon swung around and charged straight at Booj. The Megaraptor plowed
into Booj, knocking him to the ground, and pinning him down with his heavy foot. Gwen's shriek was
swallowed up by the larger Raptor's deafening roar.

"That isn't civilized behavior!" Booj shouted, but Odon didn't seem interested in listening. He held Bogj to
the ground with his deadly 12 inch long claw poised above hisribs.

"Leave him done!" shouted Gwen as she launched hersdlf at Odon. "Stop it, Stopit, et him go! He's our
friend!" she cried, beeting her fists usdesdy againgt the heavy saurian. Her efforts were vaiant, but her
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blows were no more than little taps againgt the large Megaraptor.

Jason had dready launched himsdlf at Odon'stall. "Let him go!™ cried Jason, his voice blending with
Gwen's,

"Get out of here!" Booj shouted to his new friends. "Run! Jason, Gwen, run! Y ou cant help me! Save
yoursglved”

But neither of themdid.

And then, al of asudden, Odon stilled. Next he lifted hisfoot away from Booj, who scrambled safely
avay.

Seaing their friend back on hisfeet again, Gwen and Jason stopped fighting and smply stood there,
watching and waiting.

Odon backed away. Tilting his head, he regarded Gwen and Jason with open curiosity.

"Y ou wanted usto run away, didn't you?" asked Gwen softly. ™Y ou wanted to see if we'd abandon our
friend, if wed run and leave him to hisfate."

"But he'sour friend,” said Jason. "And wed never leave him."

Booj blinked. "Thank you," he whispered. "I fee the same about you."

The Megaraptor remained gill. He wasn't charging Booj. He wasn't roaring. He wasn't doing anything.
What he appeared to be doing was thinking.

"Let metdl you astory,” Jason suddenly said. "A story we heard, avery sad story. There once was
adi-
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nosaur who was agrest hedler. He drew his strength from nature, which was aso the source of his cures.
He believed in the natura order of things, and he lived on an idand of beauty with others of hiskind. On
thisidand were others not of hiskind. They were caled humans. The hedler did not believe that the two



were meant to be together. He believed it was unnatural and would lead to bad things. But the other
dinosaurs disagreed with him. They saw no harm in thisdliance. And because the heder wanted to
believe the best of dl living things, he supported the dliance, even though he felt it to be wrong. But then
aterrible thing happened...”

Jason paused. "What wasit, Odon?"

"A pox," said Odon softly after along silence. "It was aterrible disease brought to theidand by a human.
A disease that was carried to my species of dinosaur. There was no way to stop it. None of my cures did
anything againgt it. | could only stand by hel plesdy and watch my friends and relatives succumb to the
illness. The only way to stop it was by quarantine. It was one of the greatest tragediesin the history of the
idand. Theinfected dinosaurs and humans were moved to an isolated area, and there they remained...
until they...until they died...." said Odon, with infinite sadnessin hisvoice.

"When the last of theill drew thelast of their breaths, then the areawas burned. Burned so that thejr
infected bodies could not pass the disease on to
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anyone dse. Theair wasthick with black smoke for days. The land became blackened as well.
Dinosaurs came from miles around to pay their respects, to see the black smoke high intheair and
mourn for their fallen fellows. Each day they would come and go, come and go—"

"And you watched it all, didn't you?' Jason asked.

The Megaraptor was dowly nodding. Gwen was watching hisface carefully. Sauriansdid not, asarule,
have expressive faces, but she was certain that she could see conflict in his eyes. These were matters that
he clearly didn't want to dwell on, for they were so long ago—and yet they had held control of him for all
these years.

"When the smokefindly faded," said Odon, " l&ft. | feared that humanswould be the downfal of
dinosaurs. That no good could ever come from any association between the two. And | hid myself away
inthe heart of thisgreat Maze, so | would not have to seethe end.”

"But there was no end,” Gwen said gently. "There was only good. Wisdom, happiness, friendship and...
and.."

"Teamwork," Booj finished for her. "Cooperation.

Gwen smiled a him. "Look a usnow," shesaid, "and tell uswhat you see.”

Odon fixed her with a hard gaze, and for amoment, Gwen was positive that dl waslost. And thenin
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avoice that sounded surprisingly gentle, the hedler said, "'l saw two humans, without hesitation, try to
save adinosaur when they could have run away and saved themsalves. Itsrather amazing, redly. And it
seemed dmodt...naturd "

"Of courseitsnaturd," Gwentold him.

There was another long silence. Odon stared deep into Gwen's eyes. Gwen remained poised, looking
sraight back at the Megaraptor. And then Odon said, " So, tel me, what's wrong with your father?'
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Dr. Traptor sudied the dark green liquid that sat in avia on the table in the Corey farmhouse.
"Amazing," hesad. "What did you say it'smade from again?'

"A fungusthat grows near volcanic ventsin my former home” Odon said. "'l cdl it Firdite. Firdlite,
combined with severd other herbs that young Jason here showed me."

Jason, who had been mixing the medication under Odon's watchful eye, smiled. He was busy tending
Eric, who lay on his bed with the worst of the disease dready gone. His color had returned, the fever had
broken.

Gwen and Cayley sat nearby. Cayley was resting her head on Gwens shoulder, relieved that the ordedl
wasfinished. And, for Cayley, it couldn't have happened at amore opportune time—she had felt the first
ondaught of the disease just asthe odd grouping of Gwen, Jason, a Ve ociraptor wearing a black
waistcoat, and an enormous Megaraptor carrying a medicine bag over his shoulder showed up at the
door.
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At that moment, the Megaraptor healer named Odon was engaged in an intense discussion with the other
Megaraptor, UUa, who served as Trapp's assistant and mount. The truth was that UUa was not the most
ambitious Megaraptor in the world—built for speed, something of apremier athlete, and very kind, but
shed never applied hersdlf to becoming more than Dr. Trapp's assistant. UUa appeared extremely
impressed by the calm, confident intelligence of Odon. It seemed asif he was giving her something to

aspireto.

No lessimpressed was the human Dr. Trapp, who had returned to check on Erics progress, or lack
thereof. "I cannot tell you," he said to Odon, "how relieved | am. Thereis nothing more frustrating than
knowing that a patient is suffering and that you can do littleto help.”

"Yes, | can understand how that feels,” Odon said. "'l can understand more than you can possibly
bdieve"

"If you don't have any other plans," Dr. Trapp said, "I thought you might want to return with me to my
main office. I'd be most intrigued to—"

"Actudly," Odon cut him off politey, "I've dready made other plans.”
"Oh?' said the doctor, with his eyebrow raised.
"Odon isgoing to be saying with mefor awhile," Jason said, with undisguised enthusiasm.

"I am rather impressed with young Jason,” Odon said. "His knowledge of herbs and the expertise
with
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which he prepared the serum are quite impressive. And, since he has awedlth of reading materid, it might
be a nice way to catch up with what has been going onin my.. .absence.”

"Ah," said Dr. Trapp.



"Yes" sad Odon, "I've had very little contact with society for sometime now. | venture out to the
surface very rardly. However, | think it'stime | re-evauate my life. Embark again on the maze that
relationships with others always are. However, rather than throw myself right into the thick of it, | shall
spend time with Jason. It will be agood way to ease myself back into your world."

"Y ou have agtanding invitation, then,” the doctor told him. He turned to Gwen and said, "I'll be checking
back on your father in aday or so. Let him rest, let hisbody recover. Y ou take it easy too, Cayley. It
wasaclosecdl for you, aswell."

"Bdieveme, | know," shesad.

Dr. Trapp and Ullaleft after afew minutes, and then Jason took Gwen's hand. "I'll be back, too,” he
sad.

"That...would be nice," shereplied.

Gwen then turned to Odon and hugged him.

"I don't know how | can ever repay you," she said.

"| fed the sametoward you,” Odon replied gracioudly.
The moment the door closed behind them, Cayley
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turned to Gwen and grinned, "I think Jason likes you.

| cantdl.”

one turned upon neanng her tethersvoice. He

still looked weak, but clearly he was recovering. She
went to his sde and knelt down next to him. "You're
going to be okay, Dad. They found acurefor you."

"Y oumean you found acure. | heard them. Y ou risked everything for me."
"Andl'ddoit agan."

He managed asmile. "Things are going to be different around here, Gwen. | should've treated you better.

But theré's one thing you've got to believe. For dl the mistakes I've made, none of them were made
because T dirlnV Invevnn T oUxro’rc Un%r” or»r! olti*Tro

"l know, Dad."

He hugged her tightly and then said, "Thisirrigation thing you were trying to tell me about—I want to hear
more about it. It'll take some work to get it done, though. Hope Dismo's up for it."

"That shouldn't be aproblem," Gwen said. "While you've been sick, | found Dismo an assgtant. | think
they're going to get on very well together.”

"You did? That's great, honey! Who did you—?"



A loud thud came from the door. Gwen immedi-
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ately recognized it as Dismo rapping with hishorns. She walked over, opened the door, and gasped at
the sght that awaited her.

Dismo was standing there with brightly decorated ribbonstied dl over hishorns.
"l wastaking anap,” he rumbled, "and when | woke up, these things were dl over me”

Booj stepped in behind Dismo. "Gwen said you needed some cheering up. Asyour new assistant, I've
decided to makeit my first assgnment.”

Dismo grumbled.

"What's the matter?' asked Booj innocently. "1 dwaysfind abit of bright color cheers me up.”
Gwen surveyed the elderly Triceratops. "Actualy, Dis, | think it becomesyou.”

Dismo shook his head, though Gwen was sure she saw a sparkle of amusement in hiseye.

Cayley and Eric remained speechless, but Gwen assured them it would al work out just fine. " Of
course," shetold them with ashrug, "therell probably be abrief period of adjustment.”
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