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for taking so long to write. So much has happened since | left you two, Mark and Courtney. I'm not
redly sure whereto begin. Firg off, one mystery is solved. Remember the giant shark that nearly ate me
down in that mine shaft on Denduron? Well, now | know where it came from. Theterritory I'monis
cdled Clora and it'sentirely underwater. No kidding. Underwater. The quigson Clora are giant,
flesh-eating sharks. Nice, huh?  Now let metell you about some of the new trouble I've been getting
into. | wasadmost eaten, again; | came dangeroudy close to drowning; my arms were nearly yanked
out of their sockets; and | think | cracked acouple of ribs - al in thefirst hour after | got here. Sounds
likeafunplace, no? I'mwriting thisjourna now because things have findly camed down and | need
therest. | think it's best to start my story at the point when | last saw you two. Man, that already seems
like years ago. Time sure flieswhen you're out of your mind. | still have tons of questions about what's
happened to my life, but two jump to the top of thelist. Why isit that |, Bobby Pendragon, have been
chosen to become a Traveler? | don't think that'salot to ask since I've had to risk my butt about a
thousand times over while performing my Traveler duties. The second isthat | want to know what
happened to my family. | keep asking Uncle Press these questions, but getting info out of himislike
squeezing blood from aturnip. (Not that I've ever tried squeezing aturnip, but it ssemslike atough thing
to do.) He keeps saying, "It will al come clear with time." Great. Meanwhile, we keep jumping from one
disagter to the next, and the best | can hopefor isthat I'll stay divelong enough to figure out why the
heck I'm inthe middle of al thiswhen dl | redly want to do is go home and hide under my bed with the
dog. C'mon! I'm only fourteen! Isthat too muchto ask? | guessitis, seeing asmy homeisn't there
anymore. Thelast timel saw you two, you were standing in front of the empty ot where my house used
to be. It's hard to describe the emotions that were banging around inside me back then. | was nervous
about going on another adventure with Uncle Press and bummed to be leaving you two guys again. But
the worst part wasthe fear of the unknown.  Uncle Press promised me | would see my family again.
Mom, Dad, Shannon, and even my golden retriever, Marley. But he stopped short of telling me where
they had gone. He told me that they had raised me and prepared me for the moment when | would leave
home to become a Traveler, but he didn't tell me why. Wasit planned from the moment | was born?
Was my family part of some secret plot? He dso told me that he wasn't my red uncle. Meaning, ablood
relaive. But he hadn't yet answered the single most important question:WhyAWhy are there Travelers
who blast through time and space, helping the territories through dangeroustimes?  Who chooses
them? Most important, why me?  To be honest, I've stopped asking these questions because his
answers are dways o freaking dliptical. It'slike he's some kind of Jedi master who only drips out
information on a need-to-know basis. Well, | need to know bad. But | guess I'll have to be patient and
learn as| go dong. | think Uncle Pressisafraid if helaysit dl out for mein one shat, the truth will make
my head explode and I'll end up lying in acorner someplace, drooling. He's probably right.  When |
said good-bye to you two, | got into the car with Uncle Press and Loor, my partner from the adventure
on Denduron. | was leaving my two best friends to take off with my new friend and partner. At lesst |
considered Loor afriend. We had been through hell together on Denduron and even though | wasn't the
warrior shewas, | think | had earned her respect. At least I'd hoped | had. | squeezed into the back
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compartment behind the two sests of the Porsche without being asked. Obviously Uncle Presswas going
to drive, and since Loor was bigger than me, there was no way she could fit in the back. She may have
been dressed like she belonged on Second Earth, but she looked like no classmate I'd ever seen. I'm
guessing she was around sixteen, but with her zero-body-fat, muscular bod, she looked ready for the
Olympic decathlon. Her cocoa-dark skin made her look asif shewere African, but | knew the truth. She
wasawarrior from theterritory of Zadaa, which existsin an entirely different time and place from here. |
think one of thefirgt requirements for the Olympicsisthat you haveto be from Earth. She didn't qualify.

"Comfy?' asked UnclePress.  "Not evenclose” | answvered.  With alaugh, Uncle Press hit the
gas and once again we screamed away from my hometown of Stony Brook, Connecticut. | didn't even
ask him where we were headed, because | knew. We were going back to the abandoned subway station
in the Bronx to find the gate that led to the flume that would take us... somewhere.  Thelast timewe
traveled thisroute | was on the back of Presss motorcycle, with no clue of what lay ahead. Thistimel
had aclue, but not much more.  We blasted along the turnpike, out of Connecticut, headed for New
Y ork City. Within haf an hour we had gone from the leafy-green suburbs of Stony Brook to the concrete
pavement of the borough of New Y ork called the Bronx. It's the home of Y ankee Stadium, the Bronx
Zoo, the New Y ork Botanical Garden, and asecret Traveler flumeinto theunknown.  AsUncle Press
maneuvered the quick little sports car through the city Streets, people turned to Stare. Thiswasarough
neighborhood. They weren't used to seeing a deek sports car screaming through their ‘hood. Or maybe
they were staring in wonder at the guy riding in back who was turning blue because his knees were
jammed into histhroat. That would beme.  With afind spin of the whedl, Uncle Press brought usright
up to the curb next to the small green kiosk that was our destination. As | looked at that little building and
the pedled paint on the sign above it that sasldSUBWAYY ,only one thought cameto mind. Herewego
again. | hadn't expected to see this place again so soon. No, | had expected toneversee this place
again. Uncle Pressand | had come through thisway only afew hours before having returned from
Denduron. My plan wasto get back home, and do my level best to forget about thiswhole Traveler
business. But things changed. | discovered that my family was gone, along with thelife | knew. | think
Uncle Press brought me back to Stony Brook to see for myself. It was a smart move, because if he
hadn't, | never would have believed it. | would aways be thinking about how to get home. But there was
no hometo get back to anymore. The cold, hard redlity hit me that my destiny wasto go with Uncle
Press and learn more about being a Traveler. What a difference afew hourscan make.  So therewe
were again, back in the Bronx, on the verge of starting my new life. | wanted to cry. Yes, | admitit. |
wanted to cry. If Loor wasn't there, | probably would have.  Uncle Press hopped out of the car firdt,
leaving the keysin theignition. Loor and | crawled out after him. Actudly, | did most of the crawling. |
was so mashed up in the backseat that my legs were now totaly adeep, and when | tried to stand, | fell
over. Loor caught me and held me up until | got the feding back. How embarrassingisthat? Uncle
Pressdidn't stop to seeif | was okay. He headed right for the stairs that led down into the subway.

"Uh, Uncle Press?' | caled. "Y ou sure you want to leave the car here?' | remembered back to our
first trip here. We had |eft the motorcycle and the helmets right where the Porsche was now. | thought for
sure that somebody would pinch them, but when we returned that morning, the bike wasright wherewe
had |eft it. The hemets were there too. Unbelievable. Pureluck. But thiswasredly pushing it. A hot
gports car Stting aonewith the keysin the ignition was too tempting aprize. Worse, it wasin a
no-parking zone. If thieves didn't get the car, the copswould tow it for sure.  Uncle Presssaid, "It's
okay. The acolyteswill teke careof it." Huh? Acolytes? That was anew wrinkle. | looked at Loor to
seeif she knew what he was talking about. She shrugged. Before | could ask any more, Uncle Press
disappeared down into thesubway. | saidto Loor, "Yeah, | know - welll learn more aswe go along.”

"Don't ask SO many questions, Pendragon,” she said. " Save them for when it istruly important.” She
thenfollowed Uncle Press.  Truly important? Wasn't al thisbizarro stuff truly important? | wanted to
know! But since | was now standing adone and feding dumb out here dl by mysdlf, the only thing | could
do wasfollow. | was getting good at that. | hurried down the dirty stairs and squeezed through the
opening in the wooden boards that were nailed across the entrance. To the rest of the world thiswasa



closed and abandoned subway station that had outlived its usefulness. To us Travelers, it wasthe
crossroads of Second Earth, my home territory, and our jumping-off point to al the other distant
territories. Sounds romantic, doesn't it? Well, itisn't. It'sscary.  Thefilthy subway station was dl too
familiar to me. Subway trains ill flew by, but it had been along time since any had stopped at this
forlorn spot. When | hit the platform, | saw something that brought back a chilling memory. It wasthe
pillar that Uncle Press had hidden behind during his gun battle with Saint Dane. It was a battle that had
given methetime to escape and find the gate and the flume that sent meto Denduron.  Saint Dane.
Theresaguy I'd liketo forget. Uncle Presssayshe'sa Traveler, like us. But heisn't exactly like us
because the guy iswicked. On Denduron he pushed two riva tribesto the brink of annihilation. But we
stepped in and messed things up for him.  Unfortunately Denduron was only the beginning. Saint Dane
promised to wresk havoc with al theterritoriesin hisquest to rule Halla. That'skey. Hewantsto rule
Halla. Now, I'm no genius, but since Uncle Press described Halla as " every territory, every person, every
living thing, everytimethere ever was," then having aguy like Saint Dane be the ruler isnot avery good
idea. What madeit adl so incredibly creepy wasthat Saint Dane enjoyed seeing people suffer. | saw
that firsthand, too many times. This abandoned subway platform wasthefirs. Thiswaswhere he
hypnotized a homeless guy into jumping to a gruesome death in front of a speeding subway train. It wasa
coldblooded trick that Saint Dane said was "to give the boy ataste of what wasin storefor him."  The
boy he referred to was me. Nice guy, huh?1 told you before that the worst part about my new lifeasa
Traveler wasthe fear of the unknown. Well, that's not entirely true. Right up thereon my list of fearsis
knowing that somewhere, sometime, we would cross paths with Saint Dane again. The guy wasworse
than dangerous, and it was our job to stop him. Standing there on that platform, | wasredly wanting a
differentjob. "Pendragon!” caled Loor. | followed her voice to the end of the platform. | knew this
route. We had to climb down onto the subway tracks, carefully avoid getting fried by the third rail, and
make our way aong the grimy, oil-stained wall until we came upon awooden door. On this door would
be asymbol that looked like a carved star identifying it asagate. That was our destination.  With Uncle
Pressin the lead, we moved quickly along the tracks. We had to hurry because asubway train could
come charging along at any moment. There wasn't much room between the tracks and thewall, and a
train speeding past our noseswould hurt.  Aswe got closer to the door, | noticed that the ring on my
finger began to grow warm. | looked at it and saw that the date gray stone was beginning to transform.
The dark gray color began to melt away and the stone now sparkled. Thiswas the sign that we were
getting near agate. It was amazing how many things | was taking for granted. Once upon atime, theidea
of following a possessed, glowing ring to amysterious door in an abandoned subway station would seem
like an off-the-wall dream. Not anymore. Now it felt natural. Sort of.  Uncle Pressfound the door,
openedit, and hurried usdl insde.  The caveinside hadn't changed. | immediately glanced into the
dark tunnel that led off into the unknown. Thiswasthe flume that would sparkleto life and take us. ..
somewhere. Right now it was quiet, waiting for usto tell it where we were going. I'd only traveled
through the flume between Second Earth and Denduron. | had to believe that this time we were going
someplace ese, and now was the timefor Uncle Pressto tell uswhere. Loor and | stood together,
waiting for himto show ustheway. "We'regoingto split up,” hesaid. Whoa. Not agood Sart.
Was he crazy? We shouldn't be broken apart! Uncle Press knew hisway around the cosmos and Loor
was afiercewarrior. Theideaof fluming off to face Saint Dane by mysdf without any backup was not
something | could get psyched up about. A million thoughts and possibilities flashed through my brain - all
of them bad. But just as| was about to break into full panic mode, Loor spoke.  "Why?' she asked
flatly. Nothing like keeping it smple. Shewas good to have around.  "Since your mother died, you
arethe Traveler from Zadaa," he answered. "They'll need you there soon. | want you to go home and be
ready.” "What about me?' | asked, immediately flying into protest mode. "Youand | aregoingto
Clora," was hisanswer. " Saint Dane went there for areason and | want to know what itis”  Good
news, bad news. Good news was Uncle Press and | were staying together. Bad news was we were
going after Saint Dane. Redlly bad news.  "But if I'm the Traveler from Second Earth, shouldn't | stay
here?" | asked hopefully. ™Y ou know, to teke care of suff?*  Uncle Press gave me asmile. He knew |



wastryingtoweasd out.  "No, it'sbest you comewith me,” was hissmpleanswer.  Ohwall. |
wasn't surprised that my lame attempt at getting out of thistrip had failed miserably. But hey, it wasworth
ashot, right?  Loor then stepped up to me and said, "If you need me, | will be there for you,
Pendragon.” Wow, that blew me away. | guess| had earned her respect after al. | nodded and said,
"I'll betherefor you, too." We hed eye contact for amoment. The bond the two of us had created
during the war on Denduron was sironger than | redlized. | felt safer with her around, but it was more
than that. | liked Loor. In spite of her inability to give an inch on anything, Loor's heart was awaysin the
right place. | didn't want to go on without her. And | really believe that if she'd had the choice, shed have
stayed with me. But before | could say another word, she turned and strode into the mouth of the flume.
She stared into the dark abyss, took adeep breath, and called out,"Zadaal”  Ingtantly the tunndl started
to breathe. The rocky walls began to writhe like agiant snake dowly coming to life. Then therewasthe
familiar sound - the jumble of sweet musica notesthat came from somewhere deep in the tunnd and
grew louder asthey rushed toward us. The wallstransformed from gray stoneinto brilliant crystalline
gems, just as my ring had as we approached the gate. The light that shone from the tunnel was so bright
that | needed to shield my eyes. Loor became nothing more than adark silhouette standing before the
brilliant display. She gave one last look back to us and waved good-bye. Then, in aflash of light, shewas
swept into the tunnel. Theretresting light and music carried her away and back to her home, the territory
of Zadaa. Inaninstant the show was over and the tunnel returned to darkness.  "Your turn,” said
UnclePress.  "Tel meabout Clord," | asked, stdling for time. Asmuch as| knew atrip through the
flume waskind of fun, | was nervous about what 1'd find on the other end. | needed afew secondsto get
my act together.  "Youl'l find out al you need to know once you get there," he answered as he nudged
me closer to the mouth of the flume. "Don't worry, I'll beright behindyou." "Why don't you ever give
meadraight answer?' | asked. "I thought you liked surprises?’ he answered with alaugh.  "Not
anymore Idon't!"| shoutedback.Uncle Press used to surprise me dl the time with great birthday giftsand
helicopter rides and camping trips and - basicdlly dl the coo-lio thingsakid could ever want from an
amazing uncle. But lately Uncle Press's surprises weren't as fun asthey used to be. Especidly since they
mostly involved me being chased by hungry besasts or shot at or blown up or buried diveor... you get
theidea. "C'mon, you're no fun anymore,” he teased as he pushed meinto the flume."Clord!"he
shouted, and stepped out as the tunnel sprang back to life. | didn't even look into the depths because |
knew what wascoming.  "Fun?' | shouted. "If you think thisisfun, yourecrazy!" "Oh, onething,
Bobby," hesaid. "What?' "Remember the Cannonball.” "What ‘cannonball?’ | asked. "What's
that supposedto mean?'  Thelight grew brighter and the musical notes grew louder. | was seconds
away from launch.  "Just before you drop into Clord, hold your breeth.” "What!" Thelast thing|
saw was Uncle Presslaughing. Then the light grabbed me and sucked meinto the tunndl. | wason my
way. "What are you two doing in here?'shouted Mr. Dorrico, the chief janitor of Stony Brook Junior
High. "Thisaint alibrary. Y ou can't Sit here reading your - hey, youreagirl! Girlsarent dlowed in the
boys washroom!"  Mr. Dorrico had been ajanitor a Stony Brook for most of hisillustrious fifty-year
janitoria career. There wasn't much you could put past him and thistime was no different. There was
indeed agirl in the boys lavatory. Mr. Dorrico may have been ancient and terminally cranky, but he
could still tell girlsfrom boys. Most of thetime.  Courtney Chetwynde and Mark Dimond had been
gtting on the floor, reading Bobby'sfirst journd from Clora. The washroom on the third floor was near
the art department. It wasrarely used by anyone, boy or girl. It had become Mark's fortress of solitude.
When the world got too busy, Mark would come here to escape and think and eat carrots and be alone.
If he received one of Bobby'sjournals at school, thisisthe place he would cometo read it. And since
Courtney was now part of the picture, she would join him. Thefact that she wasagirl never seemed

to matter, congdering how important the journals were. But now they were faced with an angry chief
janitor who looked asif he were going to have a heart attack at the very thought of agirl being inthe
boys washroom.  Mark jumped to hisfeet and quickly grabbed up the pages of Bobby'sjournd. "It's
c-cool. W-Wewere just leaving,” he ssammered nervoudy.  Whenever he got stressed, Mark
stuttered. Courtney, on the other hand, was at her best under pressure. She stood dowly, waked up to



Mr. Dorrico, and stared himright intheeye.  "Theonly reason | camein here)" she said confidently,
"was because there were so many boysin the girls washroom. It was getting way too crowded in
there... and they never lift thetoilet seets”  "What!" shouted Mr. Dorrico, hisface turning three shades
of red. Tohimthiswasclearly an offense that threstened to crack the very foundation of etiquette that
our society was founded on. He grabbed the mop that he was going to use to swab up the boys
bathroom and charged back out, ready to do battle with the rogue delinquents who mocked the sanctity
of thegirls lavatory. Mark stepped up to Courtney and said, "You arebad." "Timeto go,” she
replied with amischievoussmile.  They ran from the bathroom and down the hdll, careful to avoid the
girls room.  Mark knew that he and Courtney Chetwynde made an odd pair. Mark was an introvert.
Helived in aworld of books and graphic noves. He didn't have many friends. Hishair was dwaysalittle
too long and alittle too unwashed. Sports were afour-letter word to him and his mother still picked out
his clothes, which meant he wore alot of non-name-brand geek outfits that were always about two years
out of date. But the thing was, he didn't care. Mark never wanted to be coal. In fact, being comfortable
with his noncoolness made Mark fed pretty good about himsdlf. Where everyone else was busy trying to
impresstheir friends with the way they looked or who they hung out with or what parties they went to,
Mark couldn't be bothered. So Mark considered himsalf cooler than cool - in anerdy kind of way.

Courtney, on the other hand, had it l going on. Shewastal and beautiful, with long brown hair that
fell to her waist and piercing gray eyes. She got decent grades. Not world-class, but good enough. She
aso had aton of friends. But the thing that defined Courtney was sports. Volleybal in particular.
Courtney was so tal and strong that it was unfair for her to play against most girls, so she played on the
guys teamsa Stony Brook. Asit turned out, it was unfair for her to play against most boys, too. She
absolutely crushed them. Guysfeared her because they didn't want to be embarrassed by agirl, but more
because they were afraid when they faced Courtney, they'd lose teeth. At fourteen she was dready a
legend. Sothe differences between Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwynde were so huge that a
friendship wasn't something you'd expect. That is, except for onething. Bobby Pendragon.  Both
Mark and Courtney had known Bobby since they were little. Mark and Bobby were best buds beginning
in kindergarten. Bobby spent so much time at Mark's house that Mrs. Dimond referred to him as her
second son. Asthey grew older their interests changed. Bobby was into sports and was incredibly
outgoing. Mark... wasn't. But where most people who were so different would drift apart, Mark and
Bobby had afriendship that didn't fade. Bobby often said that as different as they seemed, they both
laughed at the same things, and that meant they redlly weren't so different after dl.  Asfor Courtney,
Bobby met her in the fourth grade and fell in love. From the very first second he saw her stunning gray
eyes, Bobby got dammed with a crush that had yet to fade. Growing up, they wererivalsin sports.
Bobby was one of the few guyswho weren't intimidated by Courtney. Just the opposite. Even though she
wasagirl, he never cut her any dack. Why should he? She was too good. When they played dodge ball,
held go after her as hard as she went after him. When they ran the four hundred in gym, held make sure
the two of them went head-to-head. Sometimes he won; other times Courtney took him. In Little League
they were on opposing teams and both were pitchers. When the other came up to bat, they'd each dig
down alittle deeper to throw heat. Naturaly there was the occasional brush-back pitch that sent the
other into the dirt. No one ever got hit, though. They may have beenrivas, but they were till friends.

The thing was, as strong as Bobby's crush on Courtney was, Courtney felt just as strongly about
Bobby. But neither let the other one know until thet fateful night when Courtney came to Bobby's house
before abasketball game. That's when Courtney admitted to Bobby how great she thought he was. It
was a so the night the two kissed for the first time. For Bobby, it was one of those incredible moments
that actudly transcended expectations. It was downright magica.  Unfortunately it was dso the night
when Bobby's Uncle Press took him away from home to begin their adventure on the troubled territory
of Denduron. Bobby's old life ended with that one sweet Courtney kiss. It was out of concern for
Bobby Pendragon that Mark and Courtney got together. Both were terrified that something horrible
would happen to him as he flumed through the territories. It was Mark who first started receiving
Bobby's journd s through the magical ring that was given to him one strange night. It was presented by a



kind, strong woman who Mark thought was part of adream. But in the morning the dream was over, and
the ring was il there. Thiswoman turned out to be Osa, Loor's mother, who was doomed to die while
protecting Bobby. Thisring was the conduit through which Bobby could send thejournas of his
incredible adventures back to hisfriends.  Reading about Bobby's adventures was both exciting and
frightening for Mark. The perils were more enthralling than any action flick held ever seen. But Bobby's
goriesweren't meant to be entertaining. They wereredl, and that's why they were so frightening. The
ideathat there was a group of people called Travelers who voyaged through the universe doing battle
againgt evil was a concept that challenged everything Mark knew about how things worked. Stranger
gtill, knowing that his best friend was one of these Travelers madeit al the more tough to ded with.

The fact was he couldn't dedl with it. Not done, anyway. That'swhy he brought Courtney into his
confidence. Together, the two would read Bobby's journals and try to help each other understand what
was happening to their friend.  Their meeting place of choice was the basement of Courtney's house.
Her dad had aworkshop down there, but he never used it. Courtney aways laughed at her father, saying
how he got all these tools because they looked cool, but then had no idea of what to do with them. So
the basement workshop was pretty much a dusty tool-museum, which was perfect for Mark and
Courtney. There was abig worn-out couch down there where they would settle in to devour Bobby's
journas.  Their run-in with Mr. Dorrico came toward the end of the school day, so the two didn't go
back to class. Instead, they headed right to Courtney's house. Courtney even skipped volleyball practice.
She never missed practice unless there was an emergency. The arriva of ajourna from Bobby definitely
quaified.  Courtney ran down the basement steps ahead of Mark and leaped into the old couch
sending up acloud of dust. "C'mon!" she shouted impatiently at Mark. "I'm dying! | want to know what
happened on Clord!"  Mark had Bobby'sjournd in his backpack. But rather than dig it out and Sit next
to Courtney so they could continue reading, he stood over her, looking nervous.  "What's the matter?”
she asked, trying to sound asimpatient asshefelt. "C-Courtney, |-I'm scared,” he said softly.

Normally Courtney would bulldoze over guyslike Mark if she wasn't getting what she wanted. But this
was different. They were ateam. They shared a secret. If one of them was having a problem, the other
one had to respect that. So as eager as she wasto rip the pack off of Mark's back and grab Bobby's
journd, shetook abreath andtriedtordax. "I amtoo,” she said softly. "But | want to know if he's
okay." "I'mnot talking about Bobby," Mark whined. "I'm scared for us"  Courtney sat back in
aurprise. Mark now had her full attention.  "Why?'  Mark paced. "Ever since he left afew months
ago, I've been giving thisalot of thought." ™Y eah, no kidding. Metoo," Courtney said. But obvioudy
Mark's thoughts were more troubling than Courtney's because he was the only one worried just then.

"Think about what's a& stake here,” Mark continued. "Saint Daneistrying to rule Hala. That's
everything. Every time and every place there ever was. Don't you think that'salittle scary?'  "Well,
yeah," she answered. "Until afew months ago the biggest thing | had to worry about was passing agebra
Going from that to swesting over the future of all space and timeiskind of alegp for me” Mark
nodded. A problem this huge was kind of hard to get your mind around.  "Okay," he said while
continuing to pace. "It's hard for me to understand too, but thereé's more. Uncle Press told Bobby that all
the territories were about to reach aturning point. It wasthe job of the Travelersto help them get through
the crises so they could continue to exist in peace. If they failed, the territory would fal into chaos, and
that'swhen Saint Danewould stepin.”  "Okay, s0?' Courtney said impatiently. She wanted to know
wherethiswasgoing. "So think about it," Mark said, getting worked up. "Bobby and Press went to
Denduron because that territory was on the verge of acivil war. Wejust read that Presstold Loor she
had to go back to her home territory of Zadaa because they would need her there soon.”  Courtney
listened carefully. Mark was leading to a point and she wanted to make sure she fully understood what it
was. "Saint Danewent to Clord," he continued. "Bobby and Press followed him there. Clora must be
reaching itscritica timetoo." "I get dl this. But why are you so scared?’ Courtney asked.  "Think,"
he said quickly. "We're reading these journds like they're stories happening far away from our safelittle
town. Sure, Bobby isright in the middle of things, but nothing istouching us. Not here. Not in the safe
suburbs"  Courtney was starting to catch on. ™Y ou're saying something big might happen here, too?"



asked Courtney soberly.  "Exactly!" shouted Mark. "We're aterritory too. Second Earth. We're not
immune. Were part of Hallaor whatever it'scalled.”  Courtney turned away from Mark to let thissink
in. If dl theterritories were about to reach aturning point, that had to include their own territory aswell.
Thiswas definitely bad news.  "I'll tell you something se" Mark said. "We've been trying to figure out
why Bobby isaTraveler. | have noideawhy, but I'll bet | knowwhen."  "Huh?' said Courtney. "When
what?' "It seemslike Travelers only go where they are needed,whenthey're needed,” reasoned Mark.
"I'll bet the time has come for Second Earth to need a Traveler, and that's why we now have one.
Bobby."  Courtney didn't ask another question. She didn't need to. What Mark said made all sorts of
sense. Up until now, everything that Bobby had written was true. He wrote that Uncle Presswarned him
that al theterritories were nearing acritica time Allthe territories. That included this one. Second Earth.
Home. "Youwant to hear more?' "Not redly," answered Courtney nervoudy. "l think we're part
of it, youand l," he said. "Bobby is sending us his journas. Besides him, we're the only ones here who
know what'sgoingon."  "You think we're being prepared for a battle on Second Earth?' Courtney
asked softly, asif she could hardly get thewordsout. "I think that's exactly what's happening,”
answered Mark.  Suddenly Courtney was just as scared as Mark. He had finaly made his point, but
shewished hehadn't. "Sowhat dowedo?' Mark took off hispack and sat down next to her.
"That part | haven't figured out,” he answered. He dug inside the pack and pulled out Bobby's journal.
Unlikethefirst journa that was written on crude, yellowed parchment paper, these pages were light
green and supple. Each page was roughly the size of standard printer paper, but the edges weren't
sguare. These pages were oddly shaped, asif they had been handmade. The green pageswerelikea
light, thin rubber. The writing looked pretty much the same as the other journals though. The wordswere
written in black ink, and the handwriting was definitely Bobby's.  "Until we get more of an ideaof what
to expect,” continued Mark. "All we can do is read Bobby'sjournas and learn as much aswe can so
when thetime comes... we'reready.” Courtney stared into Mark's eyes. His last comment sounded
ominous. Thiswasn't agame happening to someone e se. Thiswas real. Common sensetold them that
sometime, somehow they were going to get sucked into this nightmare. Courtney was beginning to hate
common sense. The question was, when would it happen? Those questions could only be answered by
the words in Bobby'sjourna, so without any more conversation, Mark and Courtney looked down at
the strange green pages and continued to read. (CONTINUED) CLORAL Theflume.
It was my fifth time flying through thismagical tunne into the unknown, but | still wasnt usedtoiit.
Heck, | could trave like this athousand timesand | wouldn't get used to it. As| told you guys before, it's
kind of like sailling down ahuge water dide. But it's not as violent as awater-park ride. It'sreally more
like floating on acushion of warm air. The tunnel wallsthat were surrounding me looked like trangparent
crystal. But | knew this only happened when the flume was activated. Why does it do this? Haven't got a
clue. Beyondthewalls| saw stars. Billionsof them. | wasin the middle of the universetraveling
through space and time. At least that's how it was explained to me. | wondered if the flumes were
actudly solid. Wasit possible to damage aflume? Could an orbiting satdllite accidentally smash into one?
What about ameteor? Or an asteroid? | figured | had enough to worry about without thinking about that
kind of potential disaster, so | tried to think of somethingelse.  Up ahead | could seethetwistsand
turns of thetunnel. Thefirgt time | had done this| was afraid to bounce off thewalls, so | tried to lean
into the turns like one of those maniacs on aluge run, but asit turnsout | didn't have to bother. Whatever
force was speeding me adong aso prevented me from damming into thewalls. All | had to do waskick
back and enjoy theride.  Until now, | had only taken the flume between Second Earth and Denduron.
Thiswasthefirg time | was headed to somewhere ese. | wondered if | was going to hit some kind of
intersection and get shot in the new direction. The answer came pretty quick. There were no turns. There
were no junctures. | was on the expresslineto Cloral. How did | know that? | heard asound. | was
used to hearing the jumble of sweet musica notesas| shot aong, so this new sound jumped out a me. It
kept getting louder, which meant | was getting closer to it. It wasn't until | was almost to the end when |
redizedwhat itwas. Itwaswater.  Suddenly the warning Uncle Press had given me before | got
sucked into the flume made sense. He told me to remember the Cannonball and to hold my breeth. In



that instant | remembered the Cannonball. Do you remember, Mark? It was aride at the water park in
New Jersey that Uncle Presstook usto afew years ago. It was a short, fast water dide that went
underground, then shot you out for afifteen-foot drop into anicy cold pool of snowmelt mountain water.
| think the word you used to describe it was"rude.” Well, if | wasright, then Uncle Pressswarning
meant that | was about to be shot out of the flumeinto apool of water. | quickly folded my armsin front
of my chest, crossed my legs, and waited for theend. 1t came quickly. | wasfired out of the flumelike
atorpedo, feet first. One moment | was floating comfortably in the flume, the next moment gravity took
control and | wasfdling through the air toward. .. what? Everything wasablur. | couldn't get my bearings
or my baance. All | could do was hope to land on something soft. Or wet. It waswet. With a
graceless splashdown, | hit water. But thanksto Uncle Pressswarning, | wasready. | hit feet first and
plunged below. | even remembered to hold my nose so | wouldn't get asudden brain-flush of water
shooting up my nodtrils.  The water was tropical warm, like swvimming in Florida. As soon as| stopped
driving downward, | kicked my legsto push back to the surface. | wanted to know where | was and
what the territory of Cloral had going on. When | broke the surface | took a quick look around to check
the place out. | wastreading water in alarge pool in an underground cavern. Not abig surprise. So far al
the flumes were underground. But unlike the other flumesthat | waked into, the opening to thisflume was
cut into the cavern wall about twenty feet above the water. That'swhere | had just been shot out like,
well, like acannonbal. Thanksfor thewarning, Uncle Press. A quick scan around told me that the
cavern was completely sealed and the only light came from the water where | wasfloating. | figured the
sun was shining outside and it reflected off the sandy bottom to create aluminous green pool that was
bright enough to light up the entire cavern.  The place was about the Size of two tennis courts, with a
high arching celling that reached a peak far above. It kind of reminded me of being in asmall church. The
walls were craggy, sand-colored stone that looked to have been carved by centuries of erosion. There
were aso thousands of green, leafy vinesthat grew right out of the stone and draped down over the
rockslikeacurtain.  But thething that redlly jumped out at me were the thousands of colorful flowers
that grew from the vines. Thelight from the pool of water must have been enough to let them grow, or
maybe flowers didn't need light on Clord. Whatever the case, they were like a spectacular tapestry of
color dl over thewalls. There were vivid reds, deep blues and vibrant yellows. The flowersweredl
different shapes and sizes and |ooked nothing like Earth flowers. Some were trumpet shaped, others
looked more like smdl helicopter blades. Stranger till, they seemed alive. No kidding, al the blossoms
were dowly opening and closing like they were breathing oxygen. Seeing these thousands of moving
flowers made the cavern itsdlf seem dlive. It was magical and creepy at thesametime. | had camed
down by now and floated lazily in the green pooal. It was actudly kind of cool. | dso think | was
mesmerized by thiswondrous place. | probably would have kept floating there for along timeif | hadn't
heard the familiar sound of musical notes coming from the flume overhead. It took a second for meto
register what was happening. Uncle Press was about to arrive. That was good. But | was treading water
on the very spot where he was going to land. That was bad. | instantly kicked and lunged for the side of
the pool to get out of the way. No sooner did | touch the rocky edge when | heard, "Eeeehaaaal"

Uncle Press shot out of the flume headfirst. Theforce of it sent him sailing out into the center of the
cavern. He seemed to hang there for an impossible second until gravity kicked in. As he began hisarc
down, hethrust hisarms out to form a perfect swan dive. Then just before splashdown, he brought his
arms together and entered the water dmost vertically. He barely even made asplash. A perfect ten dl the
way around. | pulled myself up and sat on the edge of the pool as Uncle Pressresurfaced. He had a
huge, exhilarated smile on hisface as he shook hishead to throw hiswet hair out of hiseyes.  "Yeah! |
lovethisplace!” he shouted with joy. "Headfirst istheonly way togo.” | was beginning to think that
Uncle Pressliked being a Traveler. At least he enjoyed it morethan | did, that wasfor sure. With two
quick strokes he swam to the side of the pool and hauled himsdlf out. He was allittle out of breath from
hisdramatic arrival, so he sat on the edge and |ooked at me with eyesthat were alive with excitement.

"Welcometo Clord," he said with glee. "Thisismy favoriteterritory. No contest.” He sounded like
some kind of tour guide whose job it was to make sure | was enjoying my vacation. But thiswas no



vacation. Not even close.  "So what'sthe dedl here?" | asked, not really wanting to hear the answer. "Is
there awar? Some impending disaster? Some evildoings that Saint Dane cooked up to make our lives
miserable?'  Uncle Pressgave ashrug. "'l don't know," was his casud response. Huh? Up until now
Uncle Press had dl the answers. He didn't ways share them with me, but it was good to know that at
least one of uswasn't totaly cludess.  "Don't know?" | shot back. "Why do you keep stuff from me? If
we're headed for trouble, | want toknow.”  "I'm not trying to hide things from you, Bobby," he said
sncerdly. "l redly don't know what's happening here. On Denduron, 1'd been living with the Milago and
knew that therewas civil war brewing. But I've only been to Cloral acouple of times. Asfar as| know,
everything hereisfineand dandy.” "So then why are we here?' | asked with frustration. Uncle
Press |ooked meright in the eye, suddenly dl business.  "We're here because Saint Daneis here," he
said soberly. "He hasn't tipped hishand yet, but hewill.”  Right. Saint Dane. Back on Denduron,
moments before Loor and | had made our death-defying escape from the mine shaft, Saint Dane had
jumped into aflume and shouted,"Clord!" Since the mine was seconds away from blowing up, Loor and |
would have gladly followed him, except that he sent akiller shark riding awave of water back through
the flume to stop us. We had two choices: death by shark-lunch, or flee degper into the doomed mine.
We chose to run and luckily escaped through a ventilation shaft before the entire place exploded. It
suddenly dawned on me that the reason we were here on Cloral was because of me. | was the onewho
knew Saint Dane came here. | guess| was playing more of apart in thiswhole sagathan | really cared
to. "Tel meabout Cloral," | asked. | figured | should at least know what to expect from this new
territory.  Uncle Press stood up and glanced around the colorful, living, underground cavern.  "The
whole planet is covered by water," he began. "Asfar as| know thereisn't an inch of dry land anywhere.
Thiscaveispart of acora reef that's about Sixty feet underwater.” "You'rekidding?' | interrupted.
"Who liveson thisterritory? Fish?'  Uncle Presslaughed and reached toward one of the vinesthat
clung to therocks. Behind the colorful flowers, attached to the same vine, were dark lumpy-looking
things. He plucked one off like an apple from atree and tossed it to me. | caught it awkwardly and saw
that it looked like asmall, dark green cucumber. It was kind of rubbery, so | guessit wasredly morelike
apicklethanacucumber. "Break itin haf,” hesaid. | held both ends and snapped the strange tube
in haf eadly. The green skin on the outside was so dark that it was nearly black, but the insde was bright
red. "Tryit," hesadwhile plucking another one for himsdf. Hetook abig bite and chewed. | figured if
itdidnt kill him, it wouldn't kill me, so | took abite and it was ddlicious! It waslike the sweete little
watermelon | had ever eaten. Even the skin was good, though chewier and abit more sty than the
sweset pulp ingde. No seeds, either. "I think there may have been atime when the people of Clora
lived on dry land,” he continued. "But that was centuries ago. There aren't any records of it. Whatever
happened to the planet, no one knows. But theland islong gone”  "So how do they livein water?" |
asked whilewiping the sweset juicefrommy chin.  "They don't,”” he answered. "They live on floating
cities cdled 'habitats. Whole communities are built on these monster barges. Some are so big you'd
swear youwereonanidand.” "That soundsimpossble” | sad. "Where do they get food? And
building materids? And-"  "Why don't | just show you?' Uncle Pressinterrupted.  Good point. We
could gt heretalking about it, or | could seefor myself. | hated to admit it, but | waskind of interested by
aworld that wasadwaysfloating.  Uncle Presswiped fruit juice from his mouth and walked carefully
acrossthe rocky ledge until he cameto athick mound of vines near the base of the wall. He pulled them
away and | saw that the vines had been covering a pile of clothing and equipment. | immediately
remembered the cave on top of the mountain on Denduron where Uncle Press gave me the lesther
clothes of that territory. It was againgt the rules to wear anything from other territories, so we needed
someClord clothes. "l dont getit,” | said quizzicdly. "If you didn't know we were coming here, how
did you know enough to have thislittle stash of stuff ready?' "We aren't done, Bobby," he said while
picking up and checking out something that looked like a clear-plastic bubble the s ze of abasketball.
"There are acolytes who support us on every territory. They brought thisgear here  Acolytes. That's
who supposedly took care of the motorcycle back inthe Bronx.  "Who arethey?' | asked. "How
comel'venever seenone?’  "Youwont," he answered. "At least not often. But they'rearound.”  "If



they're so helpful,” | added suspicioudy, "how come they didn't help us out alittle more on Denduron?’

"It'snot likethat," hesaid. "They aren't Travelers. They can't play adirect rolein our mission. All they
can doishelp usblend into theterritory. Here!”  Hetossed the plastic bubble to me. It waslight, but
solid. One section of the globe was open o it looked kind of like abig, round fishbowl. Therewasaso a
smal gizmo attached to it that looked likeadlver harmonica.  "Put your head init."  Yeah, right.
Sticking my head into that aien object isnot something I'd do by choice.  "Just put it on," he said with a
smile.  Why couldn't he just tell me what was about to happen for achange? Why did | dways haveto
experience it mysdf? Oh wdl. Why argue?| rductantly lifted the clear globe and dowly lowered it down
over my head - until afreaky thing happened. As soon asthetop of my head touched the insde of the
globe, the clear dome started to change shape! | ingtantly yanked the cursed thing off. It immediately
stopped moving and returned to its original round shape.  "What the hell wasthat?' | exclamed, totally
freaked out. Uncle Presslaughed and reached toward the pile of stuff to get another clear globe.

"The Clorans are pretty advanced,” he explained. "They've got some pretty incredibletoys” "Like
torture devices that clamp on your head and suck out your brain?'  "No, like anything to do with water.
Water isthelr life. They'velearned how to useit in waysyou can't evenimagine.”  He put the second
globe over hishead. Instantly the clear dome began to writhe and change shape. In afew secondsthe
gphere went from totally round, to a perfect formfitting shell around his head. It was unbdievable. The
thing had taken on the shape of Uncle Presss head. He smiled at me from insde the clear mask.

"They've figured out how to create solid materia from water," he said while tapping the shell that had
formed around hisface. It was hard again. Amazing. | could even hear him clearly, though his head was
encased in... whatever itwasencased in. - "And thisthing her€"’ - he pointed to the silver harmonica
thing attached at the back of hishead - "thisis afilter that takesin water, bresksit down atomicaly, and
feeds oxygen into the mask so you can breathe. Cool, aye?' Now | got it. This strange living mask
was some kind of scubagizmo. Y ou could breathe underwater with thisthing.  And the clear plagtic
would act as amask to keep water out of your eyes so you could see. How cool isthat?  Uncle Press
pulled the clear mask up off his head, and by thetime he placed it in hislap it had dready become round
again. "Centuriesof living on water makesyou resourceful,” hesaid.  "Absolutely,” | added. "What
elseyou got there?'  There were two gizmos on the pilethat | can best describe aslooking like the
plastic floats lifeguards use when they make rescues. Uncle Press picked one up and held it out for meto
see. It was roughly football shaped, bright purple, and had handle grips on each side. It was about afoot
and ahaf long. One end had around, open mouth. The other end came to a point. There were also rows
of ditsthat ran acrossthetop and bottom.  "Okay, | giveup,” | said.  "It'sawater ded. When you're
inthe water, grab the handles, hold it out in front of you and pull thetrigger.” | could seethat hidden
ingde each of the handleswas atrigger. "The open end goesin front," he explained. "Point it where
you want to go. Water gets sucked in through these ditsfor power and the whole thing pulls you aong.
The harder you squeeze the trigger, the faster you go. Easy peazy." Thiswas getting good. | was
beginning to see why Uncle Pressliked Clord so much. He then threw me apair of rubbery swim fins
that needed no explanation.  "Get changed,” headded. It wastimeto dresslikeaCloran. | had been
through this drill before. So | walked across the stone ledge and began to dig through the pile of Clora
clothes. Uncle Press did the same. There were shirts and pants and even shortsthat | guesswere
supposed to be used as underwear. Good thing. | didn't get to wear any underwear on Denduron and the
rough leather clothes gave me araging rash that was only now starting to camdown.  The materia was
soft and kind of rubbery. Cloral was al about water, so | guessed these clothes would be perfect for
swimming and would dry fast. The colors were bright, too. All were on the cool end of the spectrum,
blue, green, and purple. | knew from the times that Uncle Press had taken me scubadiving that the best
colorsto use underwater were in the blue family - they showed up best. Colorslike red and yellow were
quickly filtered away underwater so they ended up looking gray, but blue till looked like blue
underwater. So did purpleand green. | had the fedling that there would be more opportunitiesfor my
scuba diving experience to come in handy here on thiswater territory. Uncle Press had taken meto
diving classeslast year and | got my open-water diver's certification. Uncle Pressthen took meon a



grest trip to FHoridawhere we dove in the ocean and explored some of the fresh water springs. That was
fantastic. We swam with schools of fish and hitched ridesonturtles.  Uncle Pressand | had done alot
of great things like that. | was beginning to think that maybe those adventures weren't so much about
having fun asthey were about preparing me for some of the challenges | would face asa Traveer. |
guess | should be grateful - except maybe for the time he took me sky diving. It wasablagt, but | really
didn't want to think about what he may have been preparing me for with that little episode. Yikes. |
grabbed alight blue shirt and pair of pantsthat looked sort of like the same color. Nobody knew me
here, but | didn't want to look like a clashing, colorblind geek. | picked out some blue shorts, too. |
wasn't sureif they werethe right size, but when | put them on, it was like they were made for me! There
weren't any zippers or buttons, either. | dumped my Second Earth clothes and stepped into the shorts
and pants, then pulled the shirt down over my head. The stretchy clothes molded to my body perfectly.
They weren't too tight, but were till formfitting enough that nothing would twist and get in theway inthe
water. There were even soft boots with hard rubber souls that dipped on easily and fit like they were
custom-made. It was dl very Star Trek.  "Put on abelt, too," said Uncle Press, and handed me athin,
soft srap. "That'sokay,” | replied. "I'm not abelt kind of guy.” "It's not about fashion,” hesaid. "It'sa
BC." Cool. Going back to my scuba experience, | knew that BC stood for buoyancy compensator.
Scubadivers have to wear aweight belt underwater or they'd float back to the surface. A BCisavest
that you fill with air from your scubatank to help you adjust your buoyancy so you won't sink to the
bottom, or shoot up to the surface. When everything is perfect, it's called "neutrally buoyant.” It makes
swimming fed likeflying. But | wasn't sure how thislittle belt was going to keep anybody neutraly
buoyant. "It'sautomatic,” Uncle Pressexplained. | think he was reading my mind again. "It takeson
water for weight, or creates oxygen for lift, depending on what you need. | told you, these guys are pretty
advanced.” | took hisword for it and threaded the strap through the belt loops on my new pants. |
was redly eager to get in the water and try out these new toys. Thiswaslike old timeswith Uncle Press,
only better. Yes, sofar | really liked Cloral. It was amajor improvement over Denduron. It waswarm,
the clothes didn't suck, thelocal fruit was pretty tasty, and from what Uncle Presstold me, thiswasa
territory that wasn't at war with anybody and had advanced enough to create some pretty nifty gadgets. |
was actually jazzed about getting out of the cavern and starting to explore.  That is, until | saw Uncle
Press doing something odd. As soon as he finished dressing in hislocal outfit, he took one of the extra
pairsof Clora pantsand tied aknot ontheend of eachleg.  "Grab abunch of fruit,” heordered. |
started grabbing off pieces of fruit from the vines. Uncle Presstook the pieces and stuffed them into the
pant legs he had just tied off. | figured maybe he was using the pants as a makeshift bag to carry some
fruit to the surface. That was cool. | liked the stuff. Hefilled the pants up until they looked like alumpy
pair of legs, then yanked down a piece of vine from thewall and used it as arope to thread through the
belt loops and tie off thewaist.  "Hand me one of thewater deds,” heasked.  Okay, now helost me.
What was he doing? | gave him one of the two purple deds and he tied the other end of the vine that was
holding the pants together to the handles. There was now about a three-foot length of vine between the
water ded and the pantsfull of fruit.  "You gonnatdl mewhat youredoing?' "Wevegot to swim
out of here," he explained. "Put on fins. Well usethe air globesto breathe. Were only about sixty feet
down. There should be askimmer waiting for usonthe surface” "A skimmer?' "It'slikea
speedboat. Very fast. Easy to maneuver. Youll loveit.” "Courtesy of the acolytes?' "Exactly.”
"What'swith the fruity pants?* "No big ded. Just alittlequig bait.” Uh-oh. That wasit. Funtime
was over. He punctuated this last comment by digging down under the rest of the Clord clothes and
pulling out a nasty-looking speargun. | knew thiswas going too well. There were quigs lurking outside. If
you remember, quigs were the nasty beasties that Saint Dane used to guard the gates to the flumes. On
Second Earth they were wild dogs. On Denduron they were prehistoric, canniba bears with spiny backs.
OnClord they couldonly be... "Sharks,” | said flatly. "Y ou're saying there are giant sharks swimming
around out there waiting for usto pop out in our spiffy new rubber outfits?' ™Y ou saw one yoursdlf, on
Denduron.” 1 did. Inthe mine shaft flume on Denduron. | sill remember its demonic, yellow quig-eyes
asit rode the wave of water toward us. The memory made my knees buckle. The tropical vacation was



over. "Dontworry," said Uncle Press. "I'll send the water ded out first. Our smell isaready on these
pants. If there are any quigs around, and I'm not saying thereare,mind you, they'll chase the smell.”

"Y ou think they'll be dumb enoughtogoforit?' "They'revicious, not bright,” he answered with
confidence. "WEell have plenty of timeto get to the surface and find the skimmer."  He handed methe
speargun, which | took gingerly.  "You don't expect meto usethis, doyou?' "Just holdit,” hesaid.
He then took another small piece of vine and looped it through the handle of the water ded. With aquick
tug, hetightened it down so that it pulled the trigger, then tied aknot to keep it in place. The trigger
supposedly kicked over the engine, but it wasn't making any noise.  "Why didn't it turn on?' | asked.

"| told you, it needswater for power.”  Uncle Press knelt down next to the pool. Hefirst placed the
loaded pantsinto the water. They floated off to the length of the vine that was attached to the ded. Then
with both hands on the ded, he lowered the purple engine underwater aswell. As soon asthe ditswere
underwater, | could hear the low whine of its motor kick to life. The trigger was pulled dl theway soiit
was on full power. Thelittle ded nearly yanked Uncle Press off the ledge. He had to struggle just to hang
ontoit. "Toldyou," hesadwith alaugh. "Thisthing has somegiddyap.” Hewasenjoying thisway
too much. He then released his grip and the ded jumped out of his hands. The vine attached to the pants
snapped tight, and it was gone in an instant, dragging the pants o' fruit after it.  Uncle Pressthen sat
down to put on hisswim fins. | put the speargun down and did the same, quickly. | wanted to be up and
out of the water before any quigs realized they were on awild-fruit chase and came back looking for
meet. Uncle Press then picked up one of the clear globesand tossed ittome.  "Let'sgo,” he said with
asmile. | think hewasactualy looking forward to this. Hewas crazy. | put the globe over my head
and it immediately began changing into the shape of my face. | developed ingtant claustrophobia and had
to tell mysdlf that it was going to beokay. 1t worked for Uncle Press. It'll work for me. Either that or it
will smother me and I'll dieright herein thisfruit-filled underwater cavern. Maybe that wouldn't be such a
bad thing. It would definitely be better than getting chomped on by Jaws.  "Breathe normaly,”
instructed Uncle Press. "It's easier than using aregulator from ascubatank.”  Breasthe normally. Yeah,
right. We were about to dip into shark-infested waters and he wanted me to breathe normally. Maybe |
should try and stop my heart from pounding out 180 beatsaminutewhilel wasatit.  "I'll usethe water
ded," hesad. "It befaster than swimming. When we go under, get on my back and hold on to my belt
with your left hand, tight."  "What do | do with my right hand?' "That'sfor the speargun.”  "Oh,
no," | said. "I'm not taking that responsibility. Noway."” "Just hang ontoit,” he said, trying to reassure
me. "Nothing's going to happen. But on the off chance it does, well stop and you can give the gun to me.
Okay?' | guessthat made sense. If the choice was between having a speargun and not having it, I'd
certainly rather haveit. So | reluctantly reached down and picked up the weapon. The gun was made of
what looked like bright green plastic. The spear that wasloaded in the gun was actudly clear, like glass.
But it looked pretty lethd just the same. I'm guessing it was made from the same hard material asour
air-globe helmets. | felt thetip. Oh, yeah, it was sharp. | had held a speargun once before, in Florida. So
| knew how to be safewith it. But to be honest, | never shot anything. | couldn't bring mysdlf todoiit. |
never even liked fishing with arod and red, let alone a high-powered weapon. Okay, so I'm awuss.

"Once we submerge,” Uncle Pressingtructed, "we have to swim under the rock ledge for about thirty
yards. Wewon't use the water ded until we get out from under the ledge. Then we've got to travel about
ahundred yards along the reef to where the skimmer isanchored. Understand?’ | understood al right.
| understood that | didn't like Clorad anymore, no matter how nice and warm the water was. But | didn't
say that. Time was wasting. Uncle Press grabbed the other water ded and dipped into the pool. |
jumped in too and immediately felt the belt tighten around my waist. Thisthing redlly did work
automaticaly. | found that | didn't have to tread water to stay afloat. The belt had compensated for my
weight and kept me hovering in the water comfortably. | would have been redlly impressed, if | wasn't
ready to pukeout of fear. "Isthat decoy redly going to lurethe quigsaway?' | asked hopefully.  “In
theory." "Theory! Don't give metheory! | want guarantees!”  "The sooner we go, the sooner well be
safe” herepliedcamly.  "Thenlet'sget out of herel” | shouted.  With awink and aquick swing of his
arms, Uncle Press sank underwater. | took one last ook around the cavern and spotted the mouth of the



flumefar overhead. | was sorely tempted to shout out” Second Earth!"so the flume would suck me up and
bring me home. But | didn't. | was here now and | had to go forward, not back. Actually, | had to go
down. Underwater. With asweep of my arms and akick of my legs, | thrust up out of the water, then
sank back down below the surface. We were on our way. Hopefully it wouldn't be ashort and painful
trip. (CONTINUED) CLORAL Swimming underwater isavery cool thing. My parents
taught me how to snorkel in Long Idand Sound when | was akid and Uncle Press, as| told you, took
meto get my diving certification. | never liked regular old swimming much. To me, doing lapsin apool
was like jogging on atreadmill. There was nothing interesting to look at. But diving below the surface was
awhole other tory. That waslike dropping into adifferent world.  Of course, | had been dropping in
to afew too many different worldslately, so | wasn't as psyched about thisdiveasusual.  Oncel sank
below the surface, | was afraid to take a breath. | was used to breathing through a mouthpiece connected
to a hose that was connected to a scuba tank. But there was no mouthpiece in this weird head-bubble
thing. And there was no tank of compressed air strapped to my back ether. All | had was astupid little
harmoni ca-l ooking doo-dad stuck near the back of my head that was supposed to take oxygen out of
water. Suddenly the whole thing sounded pretty impossible. Even though | knew | was underwater and
my head was ill completdly dry, | couldn't bring mysdlf toletgoand... "Breathe!" commanded Uncle
Press. | spun around and saw that he was floating right next to me. How weird wasthat? | could hear
him even though we were underwater with our heads encased in clear plagtic. His voice sounded kind of
high and thin, like the treble knob on my stereo was cranked al the way to ten and the bass was backed
off to zero, but | could hear him asplain asif, well, asif weweren't underwater. "Trust me, Bobby," he
said. "Look at me. I'm breathing. It works." | wanted to trust him. | also wanted to shoot back to the
surface and breathe redl air. But my lungs were starting to hurt. | didn't have any choice. | had to breathe.
| exhaled what littleair | had left in my lungs, then took in atentative breath, to discover it worked. | had
no idea how, but that little harmonica gizmo was letting me breathe. It was even better than using a
mouthpiece and a scubatank because there were no hoses to deal with. And because there was no
mouthpiece, | could talk. We could communicate underwater!  "That's better,” Uncle Press said
reassuringly. "You okay?' "Yeah," | answered. "How comewecantak?' "It'sthere-breather,” he
said, tapping the silver device on the back of hisglobe. "It carries sound waves, too. Cool, aye?' Coadl
wastheword. "Let'sgo,” heordered. With akick of hisfins Uncle Presstook off swimming. He left
atrail of carbon dioxide bubblesthat came from the re-bresthing device as he exhaled. Now that | was
getting used to breathing inthe air globe, | took a quick look around to get oriented. The pool of water
we had flumed into turned out to be the opening to a passageway underneath a huge overhang of rock.
Uncle Presswas now dowly svimming toward aribbon of light about thirty yards away that | could tell
was the end of the rock ceiling, just as he had described. Behind me | saw that the ceiling only went back
afew more feet before ending at a craggy wall. Thiswas a pretty out-of-the-way place for agateto be
hidden. But | guessthat was the idea. The gates werea Ihidden in remote places so ordinary people from
the territorieswouldn't accidentdly findthem.  Uncle Presswas dready severd yards ahead of me and
| didn't want to be left here done, so | kicked off and started after him. The BC belt was doing a perfect
job of keeping me neutrally buoyant. | kicked easily and swam perfectly level. | didn't have to worry
about banging my head on the rock celling above or crashing into the sand below. Excdllent. If only |
weren't so worried about a quig snesking up on us, it would have been perfect. | gripped the speargun
and did aquick look right and left to make sure no bogey had wandered under the rock shelf to join us.
Thewater wasincredibly clear. I'm guessing | had about ahundred feet of vighility, whichisamazing. If
there were any quigs headed for us, at least weld have alittle bit of warning before we got chewed on.
Uncle Press stopped when he got to the end of the overhang. The celling was lower there, so the
distance from the rock overhead down to the sandy bottom was now abouit five feet. Uncle Press swam
afew yards out into open water then motioned for meto look at something. | joined him outside and saw
that he was pointing back to the lip of the rock where we had just come out. There, carved into the
gone, wasthe familiar star symbol that designated this as a gate to the flumes. | gave him an okay sign,
which isthe universal sgnd you use underwater that meansyou understand.  Uncle Pressreturned the



okay sgn, whichis custom, then smiled and said, "We can talk, remember?'  Oh, right. We didn't have
to use hand signals. I'd forgotten. Habit, | guess. | looked up and saw awall of rock we'd been
svimming under that extended straight up. Thiswas the formation that housed the cavern and the flume.

"Now check thisout," he added, and pointed behind me. | turned around and was confronted with
one of the most breathtaking sights | had ever seen. Beyond us was open, green-blue sea. The sandy
bottom turned into a cord reef that spread out before us like a colorful blanket. It was awesome. | had
been on tropical reefs before and seen al sorts of tropica fish and unique cora formations, but | had
never seen anything likethis. The colors of thisreef were nearly as vibrant asthe flowersin the cavern we
hed just |eft. There wereintense blue fans the Size of umbrdlasthat waved lazily in the soft current.
Dotted around them were giant chunks of brain cord, which are caled that because they look like, well,
like brains. At home brain coral iskind of brownish and dull. Here on Clord, it was bright yellow.
Yedlow! | told you before that water filters out red and yellow at this depth, but not here on Clord. Every
color of the spectrum could be seen. There was vibrant green vegetation growing all over the reef. Off to
our left was athick forest of kelp. The vines started on the reef and floated dl the way to the surfacelike
leafy ropes - and they were bright red! Other cora had grown up out of the rock bed and formed shapes
that looked like agreen topiary garden. If you used your imagination, they seemed like aherd of small
animasgrazing on the rocks. But they weren't; they werecord. Amazing.  Swimming among al this
splendor were the most incredible fish | had ever seen. They traveled in schools, each seeming to know
exactly what the others were thinking asthey al changed direction at the exact sametime. It dways
amazed me how there could be a hundred fish in a school, but none of them ever made awrong turn or
bumped into one another. One school looked like slver flutes with long delicate finsthat fluttered quickly
like thewings of ahummingbird. Another school of fish were perfectly round and thin, likea CD. Only
they were bright pink! Still another school looked exactly like smal bluebirds with besks and feathers. |
know they were svimming, but with each flap of their finsit sure seemed like they wereflying. It wasdl a
perfectly orchestrated ballet, and it was beautiful to watch them swim about the colorful reef, lazily
enjoying their day. | wastotally in awe of the spectacular scene. The water was as clear asair. It was
even more specia becausethe air globes allowed meto look al around. Unlike diving goggles where you
pretty much had to look straight ahead, the air globe gave me a perfect view of everything - and, man, it
wasworthit!  That is, until something happened that caught my eye.  "Uh-oh," said Uncle Press.

He had seen it too. One second there were hundreds of these weird fish gently dancing through the
currents. The very next moment they al scattered. It happened so fast that if | had blinked | would have
missed it. Every single last fish in my view had suddenly darted off in adifferent direction. There's a better
word for it. They had fled. Something had scared them. And if they were scared, | wastoo.  "What's
going on?' | asked, not redly wanting to hear theanswer.  "Something just spooked thefish." "Yeah,
nokidding," | said. "What doyouthink -"  "Look out!" Uncle Press grabbed my arm and pulled me
back down under the rock ledge. A second later | saw what caused the fish panic. Y up, it was a shark.
A quig shark. It wasn't in ahurry though. The big beast drifted past us as we cowered back in the
shadow of the ledge. It used no effort to propd itsdf dong. It was beautiful and horrifying at the same
time. Most of its body was battleship gray, but its underbelly was jet black. And it was big. We're
talkingJawshig. It wasway bigger than the shark Saint Dane had sent back at us through the flume. One
thing was the same though. Its eyes. The beast had the cold, yellow eyesthat told me it was no ordinary
shark. It was aquig, no doubt about it. The monster glided past, turned away from the rock, and started
svimming directly away fromus. "Maybeit didnt seeus” | said hopefully. "It saw us" cametheflat
response. "It'sjust taking itstimeto - herewego!™ | quickly looked back outside and saw in horror
that the shark had done a complete 180 and was now swimming directly at us! It had moved away from
the rock overhang so it could get up agood head of steam to makeitskill run at us. There was nowhere
to run, or should | say, swim. We were trgpped and thisthing had usinitssights.  Uncle Press grabbed
the speargun away from me, planted hisfeet, and took aim. The quig kept coming. It was almost on us.
ltsjaws were dready open in anticipation of thebig bad bite.  "Shoot!" | yelled. "Get him!"  Uncle
Press waited to make sure he wouldn't miss. | hoped he was as good with this speargun as he was with



the spears on Denduron. Hisfinger tightened on thetrigger, but hedidn't fire.  Believeit or not, the
shark being so big turned out to be agood thing. Its head did underneath the ledge, but its dorsdl fin hit
therock above. Yes! It wastoo big to fit under the ledge. It couldn't get to us! Uncle Presslowered the
speargun because the immediate danger was gone. That is, unlessthe quig could figure out how to
squeezein sideways. | didn't think that would happen. Fish don't swim sdeways.  "So much for your
decoy theory," | said. "It worked," replied Uncle Press. "But this bad boy was quicker than | thought.
Look." | saw that stuck in the shark's teeth was the decoy water ded, completely tangled up in pants
and vines. The quig went for the bait al right, but it was just an appetizer. It now wanted the main course.
Us. Thehuge quig wriggled and squirmed, trying to forceits way under the rock shelf. If it's possible
for afish to look angry, thisthing looked magjor-league ticked. It writhed its body, swung itstail and
gnashed itsjaws, desperately trying to get at us. We were just out of its reach by afew yards. Too close,
in my book, but no matter how furioudy the quig pushed, its body was too big to squeeze any closer.
Phew! "If youvegot aplan B, now'sthetimetotell me" | said nervoudy. "l'veadwaysgot aplan
B," camethe confident reply. "I'm going to swim over to the left and come out from under the ledge.
When it seesme, | guaranteeit'll come after me. Assoon as| get aclear shot at it, I'll takeit. Itsskull is
thin. Oneshot and hesgone” "Why wait?' | shouted. "Doit here!™ "I can't get agood shot through
thesand. | dontwanttomiss” Hewasright. The quig's violent thrashing had kicked up astorm of
sand and it washard to tell whichend wasup.  "Assoon asit follows me, swim out asfast asyou can,
and keep swimming straight ahead along the reef. About a hundred yards dead ahead you'll seean
anchor linethat'll lead you up to the skimmer. I'll catch up with thewater ded. Got it?'  "No, | don't,” |
sad with risng panic. "What if you miss? What if the spear missesthe skull and dl youend up doingis
pissing him off more?| wantaplanC." "Thereisonly aplan B." Then he added with aconfident amile,
"And | never miss” "UnclePressl-" Hedidnt stay to listen. He kicked off forward, coming
dangeroudy close to the snapping jaws of the quig, then shot off to the left using the speedy water ded to
pull him adong. He did agreat job of tempting the quig, becauseit pulled its body back out from under the
ledge and started to shadow him.  Now wasthe time. The quig was busy, and if | was going to get out
of here, it had to be now. Unfortunately, | couldn't move. Panic had set in and | was frozen. The idea of
swimming out into open water where that quig could turn around and chomp melike aSlim Jm had shut
down dl of my systems. | was absolutely, totaly incapable of moving.  Then | spotted something. The
billowing sand was starting to settle and | saw it lying on the bottom near the edge of the rock
outcropping. It wasthe water ded Uncle Press had used as adecoy! The quig must have dropped it out
of itsmouth when it backed out. It gave me aflash of hope. If | could use the speed of that water ded,
then maybe | had a chance of getting to the skimmer before Moby Dick came a-nibbling. That wasit. |
hadtodoit. My legsworked again. | pushed forward and quickly swam to the tangle of pantsand
vinesthat engulfed thewater ded. | picked it up to find that the pants were totally wrapped around the
thing. Thefruit stuffing was gone though. The quig had gotten atreat out of thisafter dl. But therewasa
problem. | quickly saw that the ded wasn't going to work because the pants were totally wrapped
around it. The pants kept water from entering the dits, and that's where it got its power. | had to get rid
of the pants, or the ded would be usdless. So | frantically began tugging at them.  While | worked |
glanced up to where Uncle Press had gone, but there was no sign of him, or the quig. Had he speared it
aready? | had absolute confidencein Uncle Press. If he said he was going to shoot the quig, then the
quig would be shot. But what if the quig had hisownplan B and decided not to follow him? Then al bets
were off. | had to think less and work faster. Findly | figured out how the pants had gotten twisted
around the ded and with afina yank, | pulledthem free.  Big, big mistake. Y ou know what it'slike
when you're walking in bare feet and stub your toeredlly hard? A weird thing happens. There's about a
half-second delay between the time you crunch your toe and when the pain registersin your brain. That's
just enough time to think "Uh-oh!" before you fed the hurt. | don't know why that happens, but it does.
Wl that'skind of what happened to me right then and there. Theingtant | pulled the pants off the water
ded, | redlized | had made ahuge mistake.  What hit me wasthat the little piece of vine Uncle

Press had used to tie the trigger down was till in place. The ded was il turned on. The only reason it



wasn't moving was because the pants had prevented water from entering the dits. But as soon as| pulled
the pants away, the dits were cleared and water could rush in to power the engine and -like when you
stub your toe - | had about a half-second to think "Uh-oh!"  Oh, yeah. The ded was on and ready to
go. | wasn't. Toobad.  Things happened fast. The powerful little engine sprang to life and jumped out
of my hand. It only got worse. While trying to get the pants away from the ded, | had gotten the vine
twisted around my wridt. It was the vine that had tied the pantsto the water ded. It was the vine that
wasstilItied to the water ded, and the other end was now wrapped around my wrist. Y eah, you guessed
it. The vine snapped taut and an instant later | was yanked sideways and dragged through the water by
the runaway ded, full throttle.  Worse ill, it pulled me out from under the rock ledge, into open water
and right in the same direction that Uncle Press had lured the quig. That was thelastplace | wanted to go,
but | had no way of steering because the ded was out of my reach. | desperately tried to pull the vine off
my wrist, but it was so twisted | couldn't freeit. | was absolutely, totally out of control. | tried to look
ahead, but | was moving so fast the force of the water kept spinning me around. No matter what | did to
kick my finsor twist my body, | kept spinning helplesdy. | et like the tail on an out-of-control kite. |
wasn't the onein charge, it was the runaway water ded that was caling al the shots, and right now it was
pulling metoward an angry quig. | twisted my neck to look up ahead and sure enough, thereit was. |
saw theimmense gray shape of the quig, lurking just outside the rock ledge, peering in at what | guessed
was Uncle Press. | wastraveling parallel to the rock ledge, further out than the quig. In afew seconds|
would pass by the monster and unlessit was deaf and blind, | would get its attention. | could only hope
that between now and then Uncle Presswould nail it with the speargun. But he would have to shoot fast
because | wasdmogt a thequig.  Then two things happened. When | flew by the quig, it heard me
coming and it made a sudden, surprised turn to seeme. It wasasmall turn, but enough to let something
€l se happen that made me want to scream. | saw the glint of a spear come shooting out from under the
rock ledge - and missits mark. The missile diced through the water just over the quig's head. Uncle
Press assured me that he wouldn't miss, but he hadn't figured that 1'd be flying by like anidiot to distract
hisprey. The quig had dodged eternity, and now the prey wasme. | wastraveling on my back now.
My arm fdlt like it was going to rip out of the socket, that's how powerful the pull from the water ded
was. But when | looked back, | redized the pain in my shoulder wasthe least of my problems. The quig
was after me. Asfast asthis ded was pulling me, the quig wasfaster. 1t took only afew secondsfor
the huge beast to swim right up beside me. We were traveling at the same speed with ten yards between
us. | can't beginto tell you how helplessand vulnerable | felt. | knew that soon this bad boy would turn
into me and clamp itsjaws on my midsection. | saw itsyelow eye staring at me. There was no emotion
there, just calculation. It was measuring the perfect moment to turn and strike. Thiswas going to be a bad
way to die. I'm not exactly sureif theré's agoodway to die, but if so, thisisn'tit. Thequig didn't come
any closer. It didn't need to. When it struck, it would need alittle bit of distance to get agood run at me.
Infact, it sarted to pull alittle bit ahead. It made afew quick little head turnstoward me, asif judging the
exact right distance and speed for its attack. Thiswastorture. | was at the point that | wanted to get it
over with. Finalyitstruck. The shark opened itsjaws and made a sharp turn toward me. | gritted
my teeth, waiting for thepain.  But then | saw aflash of light just over the shark's head. Wasit aflash
of light? No, it was another spear! | thought for an instant that Uncle Press had reloaded, but that was
impossible. There was no way he could have reloaded and got up above fast enough to be shooting from
that angle. No, the spear had come from someoneelse.  Whoever the archer was, he was good. The
gpear flew directly down at the shark and struck it on top of the head, burrowing into its skull. Theinstant
the spear found its mark the quig started to thrash. It was still headed toward me though, and asit spun |
got dammed in theribs by itstail. Yeow. It hurt, too. Bad. But | didn't care. It didn't hurt like itsteeth
would have.  The quig continued thrashing and sank down beneath me. A moment later it crashed into
the reef. The ded kept pulling me away, but | looked back and saw that the monster was writhing
uncontrollably. It was a horrifying Sght. Thisfish was history. It wasn't going to est me or anybody ese.

| was saved from the quig, but | was ill traveling out of control. | wondered how long thislittle engine
would go before burning out. Now my arm was starting to hurt bad. Not to mention my ribs, which had



taken a hedlthy whack of shark tail. | wasn't sure how much longer | could teakethis.  Then something
caught my eye. It was agray shape moving up alongside me. Uh-oh. Was there another quig? | spun
around to get a better look and saw that it wasn't aquig at all. It was aguy being pulled by another water
ded. But it wasn't Uncle Press. This guy wore black pantswith a black top that had no deeves. Through
the clear air globe on hishead | saw that hishair was kind of long and black. He had an empty speargun
strapped to hisleg, which meant he was probably the shooter who saved my life. | had no ideawho this
guy was, but | liked himaready. Heknew how to handle awater ded, too. He eased over closeto
me until we were traveling Sde by sde. He held on to his ded with one hand and let go with the other to
reach back to hisleg. What was he doing? He brought his hand forward again and | saw that he was
now holding avery large, very nasty-looking silver knife. For asecond | freaked. Was he going to stab
me? But that didn't make sense. He wouldn't have gone through the trouble of killing the quig just to kill
me himsdf. Atleast | didnt think so.  Hereached forward with the knife and with one quick move he
lashed out a me. Not knowing what he was doing, | closed my eyes. But what he did with that one
strong swipe was cut the vine that attached me to the runaway water ded. The pull on my arm stopped
ingtantly. The force of the water dowed me down. | looked ahead to see the runaway water ded
continue forward on its crazed trip to nowhere. Good riddance! | was dazed and hurt. | tried to move
my legsto get some sort of control, but | was floundering. That'swhen | felt something grab the back of
my shirt. It wasthe guy in black. He had come around and was now right nexttome.  Without a
word he grabbed the back of my collar and began towing me to the surface. | totally relaxed. Whoever
thisguy was, hewasin charge now and | didn't care. All | could think about was breething fresh air
again. Thetrip to the surface took about twenty seconds. The closer we got, the brighter the water
became. | couldn't wait to get on top. Then just before we surfaced, the guy in black let go of my collar
and let mefloat uponmy own. It wasagreat feding. My head broke the surface and the BC belt kept
me floating. That was agood thing because | didn't think | could tread water just then. | yanked the air
globe off my head and took a deep bresth of fresh air. The sun waswarm, the air smelled swest, and |
wasdive. "Friend of Presss, areyou?' cameavoicefrom behind me. | spun around to see the guy
in black floating next to me. He had taken off hisair globe and | now saw that he was alittle older than
me, and had adight Asian look with admond-shaped eyes. He had deep, sun-colored skin and long black
hair. He dso had the bigges, friendliest smile | thought I'd ever sseninmy life.  "Told mehewas
bringing somebody to vigt," the guy said cheerfully. " Sorry 'bout the rude welcome. Them sharks can stir
up ared natty-do sometimes. Easy enough to handle ‘em though. Just gotta know the soft spots,” he
sad, tapping hishead. "Who areyou?' wasall | could think of saying.  "Name's Spader. Vo
Spader. Pleased to meet you."  "I'm Bobby Pendragon. Y ou saved my life” | wasn't sure what elseto
add but, "Thanks."  "No big stuff. It happens. Never saw anyone caught up by aded like that though.
No gr, that wasarea tum-tigger.”  "Took usamight off course though,” he added, looking around.

| looked around too and what | saw made my heart start to race again. Because what | saw wes....
nothing. Oh, there was plenty of water dl right. But that wasit. We were in the middle of the ocean with
nolandmassinsght.  If atum-tigger was bad, thiswas definitely atum-tigger.  (CONTINUED)
CLORAL Tak about feding helpless. Here we were, two guysfloating like corksin an endless
ocean. A quick three-sixty scan showed no land, no boat, and no rescue of any kind in sight.

"Beautiful day, isn't it?" asked Spader.  Beautiful day? Wewerelost a sea and he was talking about
nice weather? Either he wasin strong denid, or he was crazy. Either way, he was sarting to make me
nervous. That'swhen | felt atug on my foot. | screamed. The quig was back. Or he had a brother.
Or he hadtwobrothers. And they were both after meand they...  The water to my right began to bail
and an ingtant later a bubble-covered head surfaced. It was Uncle Press. He yanked off hisair globe and
smiledatme. "Haveanicetrip, Bobby?' he asked. "That wasn't exactly plan B."  "You think Itriedto
get dragged likethat?' | shot back, dl indignant.  "Whoa. Relax. | waskidding." "And | thought you
never missed?' | couldn't help but add thet last dig. | knew it was my fault he missed hitting the quig
with the spear, but till, he did say henevermissed. No qudifications.  "Thenit'sagood thing Spader
canedong,” hesaidcamly. "Hélo, Press" exclaimed Spader. "Good to see your face again.”



"Yours, too," said Uncle Press. "Lucky for usyou wereinthearea” "l wasout doing abit of fishin'
and spotted your skimmer anchored aways back," said Spader. "1 have to say | was amight surprised.
You know thisisshark territory.”  "Yeah, tell me about it," | threw in. "Maybe we shouldn't be here
anymore.” "Right!" shouted Spader. "No sense in waiting for another nibbler to come a-calin'.”

Spader looked at hisbig, black diver-style watch. | think it must have been some kind of compass
because he checked it, looked up, changed position, then announced, "Off wego." He poppedtheair
globe back on his head, pointed his water ded, then shot off acrossthe surface. | looked a Uncle
Pressthinking that this guy must be crazy. There was nothing out here. Wherewashegoing? "I love
that guy,” hesaid. "Whereishegoing? We'reinthemiddle of anocean.” Uncle Pressput hisair
globe back on and swam closeto me. "Hell bring usto our skimmer. You okay?' "l fed likel was
stretched on amedieva rack and beaten with a club. Other than that, I'm cool. But | don't think | can
swim."  "Youdon't haveto. Put your globe on and grab my belt." | didasl wastold. | put theair
globe back on and it ingtantly conformed to my head. | then reached out for Uncle Presss belt. | made
sureto use my left hand. My right arm had taken a bit too much abuse. 1t was probably two inches
longer now, too.  Uncle Press gently squeezed the throttle on his water ded and we started our journey
toward the skimmer that would take us... somewhere. Luckily the water was calm so the trip was easy.
Good thing, too. | needed to catch my bresth. As Uncle Press pulled me through the gentle swells, |
floated on my back and looked up at the sun. Y es, the sun. There was only one, unlike Denduron where
there were three. It was ahot sun, too. So far everything about Cloral gave me the feding of being
someplace tropicd. Both the water and the air were warm, but not so hot as to be uncomfortable. Of
course, the whole quig thing made the place fed alittle lesslike paradise, but you can't have everything.

We had only traveled for afew minutes when Uncle Press dowed to astop. | let go of hisbelt and
saw that bobbing on the water in front of us were two water vehicles - skimmers. Spader had actudly
found hisway here with the help of hiswatch. Tak about finding aneedlein ahaystack. | wasimpressed.

Spader had aready climbed aboard one of the vehicles. They looked kind of like Jet Skis. But these
deek vehiclesweren't toys. They were way too high-tech for that. Each frame was about the size of a
very shdlow bathtub. They were pure white and looked to be made out of plastic. The bow was pointed
and the stern was straight across. To contral it, the driver stood at a column that |ooked like motorcycle
handlebars. Behind the driver's space was a molded seet for asecond passenger. The sides only came
up afew inches. | guess water getting ingde wasn't aproblem.  You'd think they'd be unstable, but that
was taken care of. The skimmers had wings. If you've ever seen an outrigger canoe with beams that
project out to the side, with pontoons on the end, you'll know what I'm talking about. The skimmers had
outriggers on either sde. Right now they were lifted up out of the water, which gave them thelook of a
bird frozen in midflap. On the ends of each outrigger were torpedo-shaped pontoons. My guess was that
when under way, the outriggers would be lowered into the water to make the skimmer stable.

Spader's skimmer was identical to Uncle Press's, except that he had afloat thing that was attached to
the back like a caboose. It was some kind of equipment carrier that floated behind the main skimmer.

No, these skimmers weren't toys. They looked more like those deek, high-end corporate jets that big
shotsfly around in. | have to admit, they wereway cool.  AsUncle Press climbed up on his skimmer, |
watched this Spader guy. Who was he? Was he the Traveler from Clora? Whoever he was, he was
pretty confident in the water. But | guessyou haveto beif you comefrom Clora. Hisskin wasredly
dark, but I don't know if that was natural or because he was out in the sun so much. Probably alittle of
both. He was about six feet tall and looked pretty strong. Not amuscle guy, but definitely lean and mean.
Hisblack hair waslong and shaggy and nearly cameto hisshoulders.  But the thing that stood out most
about him was his persondity. | know that soundsweird, especiadly sincel had just met him and dl, but
right from the start | knew thisguy had it dl going on. He was concerned enough about Uncle Press that
he went looking for him when he saw that his skimmer was anchored in quig waters, then risked himself
to savemy life. But he shrugged the whole thing off like it was no big ded. That was pretty cool. And the
guy awayslooked like he was having fun. Whether it was flying underwater with hisded, or getting his
skimmer ready to run, thelittle smile on hisface made it look asif he dways enjoyed whatever he was



doing. You gottalike aguy like that. Bottom line, from what | had seen so far, | thought Spader was
pretty cool. "C'mon, Bobby," said Uncle Press. | kicked my finsand did over toward the skimmer.
Uncle Press had to pull me out of the water because | had no strength left in my arms. | laid down on the
deck of the skimmer, happy to be on something solid again, eveniif it wasjust asmall high-powered

boat. "You okay, Pendragon?' cdled Spader from hisskimmer. | struggled to it up and pretend
that | wasn't totally out of my league here, whichl was.  "I'mgood,” | shouted, not convincingly. Then
added, "Red good!" asif that would make me sound better off than | was. I'm sure | didn't fool anybody.

Spader let out abig, warm laugh. For asecond | thought he was laughing at me, but he wasn'.

"Don't you worry, mate, been there mysdlf. Many times,” he said. "Well fix you up spiff soon aswe
get back, don't youworry."  "Get back where?' | asked.  Spader now stood at the controls of his
skimmer, asdid Uncle Press. | saw that they each began flipping toggle switches. Asthey did, the
skimmers cameto life. | heard adight whine of engines, thenin turn, each of the outriggersthat had been
sticking up inthe air began their descent into thewater. | aso saw that Spader and Uncle Press had
both grown tense. They each stood stiffly at their control columnswhile throwing quick, furtive glances at
each other. Something was up. | didn't likethis.  "It'sawonderful place," continued Spader. "Y ou're
goingtoloveit." "I'll second that," added Uncle Press. " Spader lives on the most beautiful habitat on
Clord.” Thetwo were speaking camly, but their body language said they were anything but calm.
What was going on? Was there another quig zeroing in on us? Each of the four outriggers was now
underwater and | could hear the low hum of the skimmer's engines waiting to be told what to do.

"Nice of you to say, Press,” replied Spader. "Last oneto Gralion buysthe sniggers?'  "Snickers?' |
said. "They have candy barshere?'  "Sniggers, Bobby. It'sadrink,” answered Uncle Press. Then to
Spader, "But | don't know theway." "Noworries," laughed Spader. "Follow mel™  With that Spader
gunned his skimmer and shot forward.  "Hang on!" shouted Uncle Pressand hit thethrottle.  Our
skimmer took off and | got rocked back on my buitt. | wished he had given me alittle more warning.
Now it al made sense. These guys were playing with each other. They wanted to race. Okay, | could
deal with that. | scrambled to my knees and got into the seat behind Uncle Press. Our two air globes
wererolling around on the deck so before | could look to see where we were going, | grabbed them to
make sure they wouldn't go flying overboard.  Wewere moving fast - faster than I've ever traveled
over the water. | looked down at the pontoons and saw that they weren't just for balance. They were
below the water and | saw ajet of water coming out of each one. They were the skimmer'sengines. The
skimmer didn't have arudder or anything, so when Uncle Press turned the control bars, it would send
more or less power to either pontoon. That's how the thing was directed. Very cool. | looked up
ahead and saw that Spader had a pretty decent head start. Uncle Presswas intense at the controls, but |
could tell by thelook on hisface that he was enjoying this. | didn't blamehim. | wastoo. "What is
Grdlion?' | asked. Oddly enough, | didn't haveto shout. The engines of the skimmer weren't loud like
apowerboat. Instead they gave off a steady, solid hum. Rather than the loud drone of an engine, most of
what | heard was the hull flashing across the water. The water was amazingly smooth too, so we shot
acrossit likeice skatesonglass.  "Gralion isthe habitat where Spader lives," said Uncle Press without
taking hiseyes off our adversary.  "What'shisded?' | asked. "He'swhat they call an aguaneer. All
the habitats have a crew that keeps them moving safely over the water. It's an important job. Spader's
good at it. Hesagood guy, too."  "Yesh, but ishethe Traveler from Clora?'  "Look!" he shouted.

He pointed ahead of us and there on the horizon | saw our destination. At first it was just ahazy gray
smudge that could have been an idand. But the closer we got, the more | saw that the outline was too
regular to be an idand. No, thisthing was man-made. And it was big. Thiswas Gradlion. Uncle Press
gunned the throttle and easily caught up to Spader. | then realized what his strategy was. We had to lay
back until we saw Grallion. But now that we knew where it was, theracewasredly on.  "You've got
too much drag!" taunted Uncle Press at Spader. "Well beat you at three-quarters!”  "But you've got
the extraweight, matel" Spader shot back. "Evenup!”  Both guys gunned the throttle and the skimmers
charged forward even faster. We hadn't been at full speed up till now. Unbelievable.  To be honest, |
was less concerned about our race to decide who was going to buy sniggersthan | was about our



degtination. Mark, remember the time we went to Manhattan on that school trip to vist the aircraft
carrierlntrepid! It was pretty impressive, right? Well, imagine approaching thel ntrepidon the water in a
rowboat. Can you picture that? Takes your breath away, doesn't it? Well, now multiply the size of that
arcraft carrier by about four hundred and you'd have Grdlion. | kid you not, thiswas afloating idand.
Aswe sped toward it, | kept thinking that we'd be there any second. But we weren't. With each passing
moment this monster barge kept on getting bigger and bigger. 1t was about four stories high, but that's not
where the size was. Thisthing they called a habitat spread out before us for what seemed like a couple of
miles. Because we were gpproaching head-on, | couldn't tell how far back it went, but if the front end
was any indication, thisthing wasthe size of Stony Brook.  "Weve got him now!" exclaimed Uncle
Presswithglee. | looked over to Spader's skimmer to see we had pulled ahead by afew feet.
Apparently the drag from his equipment caboose was alittle bit more than the extraweight that | added
to our skimmer.  "There'sthe marker buoy!" Uncle Presssaid, pointing ahead. | looked to see there
was a buoy floating about twenty yards off from the habitat. Beyond the buoy | saw that at the water line
there was some kind of seagoing entrance to the barge. The opening was large enough to pilot small
craftsingde. | could even make out other skimmersin there, along with afew smal boats of various
shapeand design.  "The buoy marksthe safety zone," added Uncle Press. "Once you passit, you've
got to dow down. That'sour finishline" Wewere only afew yards away from victory. | didn't know
which excited me more, knowing that we were about to win or looking up a Grallion asit loomed over
us. Spader wasn't giving up though. He coaxed allittle more power out of his skimmer and pulled to
within afew feet of us. Thiswas going right down to thefinishline. And...  Wewon! We passed the
marker buoy firgt. With an exuberant "Yed" Uncle Presskilled theengine.  But Spader didn't stop. He
kept on full throttle, headed toward the water dock. All we could do was watch him in wonder.

"Maybeheiscrazy,” | said. Uncle Press gunned the engine and followed him in, though at a safer
speed. What | saw in the next few seconds was amazing. As| told you before, Spader jammed into
Grdlion at full throttle and full speed for these skimmerswerefast. | saw ahandful of dock workers go
wide-eyed and scramble out of the way in anticipation of the nasty crash that was sureto follow.

Spader didn't flinch. He drove his skimmer right toward the dock. In seconds he would be mush. But
with only afew yardsto spare he hit the water brakes and spun the skimmer - later he cdled it
autorotating - into acomplete 360 that killed dl his speed. With arush of water caused by histurn, he
did sdeways and barely kissed the dock. Without missing a best, he jumped out, turned back to us,
made adeep bow and said, "You lose, mates”  We pulled up dowly in our skimmer. All | could do
was applaud. Forget anything they've ever shown on those network stunt shows, this was hands down
the most amazing thing | had ever seen. "Oh, no," Uncle Press called out to him. Hewastrying to
sound angry though | know hewasn't. "We al play by the same rules. We passed the buoy first."  "But
therace wasto Gralion!" answered Spader. "That buoy isn't Gralion. Almost doesn't count.”  Spader
was laughing. So was Uncle Press. Maybe thistrip to Cloral was going to be fun after al. " Spader!”
came an annoyed voice from abovethedock. Weal looked up to see awoman wearing what looked
like somekind of uniform standing on a catwalk above the dock. Shelooked ticked.  "Wu Yenza,"
Uncle Presswhispered to me. "Chief aqua-neer.”  "Spader'sboss?' | asked. ™Y eah, Spader's boss.”

"Uh-oh."  Yenzalookedto bein her thirties. She had short black hair and wasin pretty good shape.
| guess all aguaneers had to bein good shape. She wore ablack outfit that was similar to Spader's, but it
had long deeves with yelow stripes near the cuff that gave it akind of military fed. I'd go so far asto say
shewaskind of hot, in an older womanway. "Now, Spader!" shouted Y enza. She then stormed off.

Spader turned to us and gave alittle shrug. He didn't ook dl that nervous about the damming he was
suretoget.  "Let'scal it atie, right, mates?' he said with asmile. "Sniggerson me at Grolo's, soon as|
canmakeit!"  With that he turned and bounded up the stairsthat led off the dock and into the bowels
of Grallion - and to deep troublefor him.  "He'sdoomed,” | said.  "Nah. Hell get yelled a and told
never to be so reckless again. But they won't do anything to him. Everyone likes Spader. He's the best
aquaneer they'vegot.” We maneuvered the skimmer to the dock, tied it up, and stepped onto the
floating platform.  "You didn't answer my question,” | said.  "What question was that, Bobby? Y ou've



got somany.” "IsSpader the Traveler from Clord?'  Uncle Pressdidn't answer right away. He
busied himsdlf getting our air globes and fins out of the skimmer. | knew he wasn't ignoring me, but the
fact that | didn't get asmpleyesor no mademenervous.  "Yes" hefinaly answered. " Spader isthe
Traveler from Clord.” "lknewit!" | shouted. "There'sjust onething. Spader doesn't know it yet. He
has no ideathat he'saTraveler. We're going to haveto tell him."  Uncle Press grabbed our gear and
walked toward the stairs. | stayed there amoment, letting those words sink in. Here | had just met aguy
who seemed to love everything there was about life - abouthidife - and we now had the job of telling him
that it was al going to change. In my short time of being a Traveer, that was the hardest thing | had to
dedl with -finding out that my lifewasn't what | thought it was, and having to leaveit behind. | didn't
look forward to being the one who had to bring someone €l se's world crashing down around them.
CLORAL from the moment | first left my home in Stony Brook, 1'd been jumping from one
disaster to the next. It seemed like-I was always scared, or confused, or scaredandconfused. There were
afew times when things didn't totally suck, but for the most part | was getting dammed every time |
turned around.  But after spending sometime on Cloral, | am very happy to write that the next few
weeks were actually pretty great, for achange. From the second we stepped onto the habitat of Grallion,
| felt safe. But it was more than that. As| learned about Gralion and how the floating habitats worked on
Clora, | fdt asif | had found aplace that had gotten it right. The Clorans had asociety and away of life
that was like a perfect machine, where every piece and every person played an important part. Everyone
relied on everyone else, and they respected each other for therolesthey played. That'snot to say
there weren't problems. The Clorans weren't mindless Disney animatronswho lived only to serve or
anything likethat. Far fromit. They had their own opinions, and they didn't dways agree with one
another. It was the big picture that they kept in perspective. There were no wars and no tension between
people of different races. There didn't seem to be any class distinction either. Meaning, though some
people had more responsbility than others and got paid more sdary, no one treated anyone like a
second-classcitizen. It wasamazing. | tried to figure out how such an idedl society could exist, when
supposedly evolved societies like ours on Second Earth always seemed to be at one another's throats.
The best theory | could come up with isthat it was because each and every person on Cloral faced the
same big challenge - they had to dedl with living on the water. Y es, they had created these amazing boat
citiesthat made you fed asif you were on dry land, but you weren't. Y ou were floating. That meant
anything could happen. A rogue storm could wipe out an entire city. Growing enough food to feed the
entireworld was an ever present worry. A smple virus could endanger an entire habitat. Thiswas not an
easy life. These people were united by acommon cause - surviva. Any other disputes weretrivia
compared to the larger chalengesfacing them every day.  But I'm getting way ahead of mysdf. Let me
tell you what happened right after Uncle Pressand | arrived on Grdlion.  Since Uncle Press had been
there before, he gave me atour. Aswe climbed up from the depths of the docks, | noticed two things.
One wasthat the insde of this barge was alabyrinth of machinery, pipes, engines, and pumps. | looked
down long catwa ks where workers busied themsd ves keeping the giant floating habitat running.  The
second thing | noticed was that nothing seemed to be made out of metal. I'm not sure what the materia
was, | guessyou would cal it plagtic or fiberglass or something. But dl the walkways, pipes, supports,
girders, and even the machines |ooked to be made out of the same kind of lightweight materid.  When
we walked on the gairs, rather than the sharp clanging sound of metd, our footfals were amost silent, as
if wewerewaking on carpet. | guessit made sense. Y ou have to use lightweight stuff when everything
hasto float. And hereésaweird thing: Even though the underbelly of GraUon looked like avast factory,
it wasnt dl that loud. Y ou could tdll the place was dive, but it wasn't much noisier than Stony Brook
Library on abusy Saturday. Pretty cool. "What do they do here?' | asked Uncle Press as we climbed
the sairs. "Do they just float around fishing and racing skimmers?'  "Every habitat has aspecific
purpose,” was his answer. " Some manufacture materia's, others process food, some are financia centers,
othersmineraw materids.” "Andwhat about Grallion?' | asked. "Seefor yoursdf." Wehad
reached the top of the stairs, where a door opened onto the main surface. We quickly stepped out into
thesunand | got my first look at Grallion. Mark, Courtney, I'm not sure| can find the right wordsto



describeit, that'show awesomeasdghtitwas.  Fird, did | say Gralion wasbig? Well, big doesn't
cover it. It wasenormous. | felt asif | had reached dry land. But after having been below, | knew this
wasn't dry land at al. Thiswasavehicle, but unlike any vehicle| had ever seen. Now, are you ready for
this? Stretching out in front of mefor asfar as| could see... wasfarmland. | swear. | saw acre upon acre
of flowering plants, fruit trees, and vines heavy with colorful vegetables.  Yes, Grdlion wasagiant,
floating farm!  "Thisway," said Uncle Press, and walked off. | didn't move at first. | couldnt. |
wanted to get my mind around what | wasseeing.  "You'll get abetter view over here,called Uncle
Press, laughing. Heknew | was blown away and hewas enjoying it. | ran after him. | wanted to see
more. Heled me up the stairs of atower, and from this higher vantage point | got agreet view of the
farmsof Gralion. | saw that there were very distinct sections, broken up by wakwayswhere farm
workers could travel. There were even smal eectric vehiclesthat moved quickly and silently along roads
that criss-crossed each other. To our far left | saw row after row of fruit trees. Many of them borefruit
that looked like gpples and oranges, but there were treeswith clusters of unfamiliar fruit aswell. Some
were bright green tubes that |ooked like balloons hanging from the branches. Other trees had greeat purple
orbsthe size of grapefruits. Others were covered with pure white fat berries. They al looked ripe and
ready for picking.  Directly in front of uswere rows of thousands of individua plantsthat grew out of
thedirt. Yes, dirt. Atleast | think it wasdirt. It was brown and looked soft, so if it wasn't dirt, it wasa
good imitation. Some plants bore smdll fruits and vegetables, otherslooked asif the whole thing would
be picked like lettuce, or pulled out of the ground like acarrot or apotato.  To our right were aides of
fenceswhere viney plants grew. This section held the same dark green, pickle-looking fruit that we had
found in the cavern underwater. Another area of vines was covered with fruit that looked like round
white disks. Thisodd fruit |looked fragile and fluttered when thewind blew.  There was another whole
section that grew beneath the shade of a gauzy tarp. These must have been plantsthat do better with
indirect light. I'm guessing that the covered areatook up a square mile. Another whole arealooked to be
planted with some kind of wheeat. Unbelievable. | watched asworkers went busily about their jobs,
tending to the crops. Some were pickers, otherstook water and soil samples. Still others did pruning.

Thebest word | can useto describe thisvast farm full of lush fruits and vegetablesis. .. perfect.

"This habitat feeds around thirty thousand people, give or take," Uncle Pressexplained. "The crating is
done below and it's all transported forward. There's another dock near the bow where boats from other
habitats arrive to transport the produce back to their homes. It'sall very efficient.” "How many people
work here?' | asked. "I think about two hundred," he answered. "Only about fifty live here full-time:
the habitat pilot and crew, some support people, the farm supervisors, and the agronomers.”

"Agronomers?’  "Scientigts. The guyswho figure out what gets planted where. They're dways
experimenting with fertilizers and crop rotation and whatnot."  "Then there are about sixty aguaneers
like Spader who keep the habitat running smoothly and coordinate the comings and goings of al the small
boats. They live herein short shifts - maybe three months at atime. The rest of the people are like
migrant farm workers. They come and go depending on the needs of the crops. That'swhere dl the
short-timerslive” Hepointed far off to theleft, where | saw arow of low houses running aong the
length of one side of the habitat. The houseslooked like smdl, two-level homes.  "The homes on the
other sde arefor the long-timers - the pilot and agronomers and whatnot." | looked far to my right and
saw another row of houses aong the opposite side that seemed to be a bit larger than the others. And
why not? If these people were here permanently, theyshouldhave bigger homes.  "Were at the sern,”
he pointed out. "Thisiswhere most of the farm equipment is kept and where the agronomerswork. In
the bow there's a big wheelhouse where the habitat is controlled, but there are smaller control shedson
eachsde” "Thisisawerdthingto say about afarm but, it'sbeautiful,” | said.  "lt'snot weird at dl.
Itisheautiful. Let'shopeit staysthat way."  Leaving that ominous thought hanging, Uncle Press sarted
climbing back down the stairsto themain deck.  "What do you mean? What could happen?’ | asked
whilefollowing. "Did you forget why we're here?' said Uncle Presstersely.  Oh, right. Saint Dane.
Theturning point. For afew seconds | actualy stopped worrying about him. It was hard to imagine this
place facing any kind of huge turmoil. Not like Denduron. That territory was amess from the get-go. This



place seemed morelike, | don't know, Eden.  "Sowhat dowe do?' | asked, fedling kind of dumb for
asking my previous question. "I think we should live here for awhile," he answered. "If Saint Daneis
here, helll be planning something. The best thing we can do isblend in, get to know the territory, and be
ready if something strange happens.”  "Which leads meto another question,” 1 said.  "Of courseit
does" hereplied. Wiseguy. "What do you tell people when you flumeto anew territory? Don't they
wonder who you are? Where you came from? Why you just happened to drop out of nowhere?!
"Ahhh," said Uncle Press knowingly. "Good question. Obvioudy you can't go telling people yourea
Traveler from adistant territory and you're here to prevent their world from crumbling into chaos. That
would bebad.” "Yes, that would bebad,” | agreed. "But there's another way of sayingit,” he went
on. "l havetold Spader that I'm from adistant habitat and my goal isto seedl of Clord. So I'm traveling
around, going where my mood takes me and picking up work to help pay for my journey." Wehad
reached the bottom of the tower and Uncle Press stopped and looked at me.  "Thethingis," hesaid
with ady smile, "that's not far from the truth. | just leave out the part about trying to prevent the collapse
of their civilization. That would behardto explain.”  "Tell meaboutit,” | said.  We continued walking
aong the perimeter of thefarm.  "So well take jobs here. It's not difficult work. They're dways looking
for help. And well stay vigilant. The more you know about aterritory, the better chance you'll have of
helping them. That'swhat | did on Denduron.”  "And when do wetell Spader that he'saTraveler?" |
asked. "When we need to," camethe quick reply.  Uncle Press picked up the pace and | had to
keep up with him. He suddenly seemed to bein ahurry to get somewhere.  "Where are we going
now?" "You heard Spader!" he answered, suddenly sounding al enthusiastic. "Sniggersareon him at
Grolo's. You don't pass up an offer likethat." Sniggersat Grolo's. | guessed that would be agood
thing. Wewalked to thefar side of the habitat where the temporary housing quarters were. Close-up
they looked like smal gpartments. Nothing fancy, but nice enough. Men and women were hanging out,
some were reading, others played with their kids. Two guys were playing catch with a curved tube that
looked like aboomerang. | watched asthey threw it far off to the Side, only to haveit circle back and
land right in the catcher's hands. It was the Cloran version of playing Frisbee.  All these people wore
the same lightweight, colorful clothing that Uncle Pressand | now had on. Wefit right in. Many smiled
and waved afriendly greeting as we passed by. Uncle Press made sure to return every wave and | did
the same. These people didn't know who we were, but it didn't seem to matter. They looked likea
friendly bunch and that was okay withme.  After walking for what seemed like amile, we came upon
another row of low buildingsthat ran parallel to the homes dong the edge. | didn't have to ask what they
were. It wasaminimal Grdlion-style. There was aclothing store and a place to get haircuts. A small
grocery storewas next to asmall library and that was next to ashop that carried alittle bit of everything
from toolsto toys to cookware. On Second Earth we had aname for thiskind of store. Target. |
wondered if there was a video arcade hidden somewhere, but then figured that was probably something
unique to Second Earth. Oh, well. We got to the far end of the shops and findly arrived at our
dedtination. A carved sign over the door welcomed al who camethisway. It sad smply:grolo's.
"Center of the Gralion universe," said Uncle Press. "And the finest sniggers ever pulled on any habitat
thissdeof center.” "If yousay s0," | said, humoring him.  "Actudly | havenoidea," he said softly. "I
haven't had sniggers anywhere else, but that'swhat they tell me”  Hewinked and entered the pub. |
was right after him, excited about findly discovering the wonders of the much-talked-about sniggers.
Aswewaked insde, | saw that Grolo's was pretty much your standard tavern. | guessit doesn't
matter what territory you're on, people like to meet and drink and swap stories and laugh too loud,
because that's exactly what was going on here. There was odd music playing, though I'm sureto the
good people of Clord it wasn't odd at all. If | wereto liken the music to something at home, I'd say it
was kind of aNew Age, techno, Japanese, string thing. How'sthatfor adescription? 1 know, it makes no
sense, but if you heard it, you'd agree. | haveto admit, | didn't hateit. It had kind of a dance beat and
added astrong helping of fed-good to theplace.  The pub was jammed. It was amix of men and
women of dl ages, though | think | was the youngest there. | suddenly wondered if they would card me.
That would have been embarrassing. Not only was | underage (at least by Second Earth standards), |



didnt haveany ID on meat dl. If anyone asked, it would have gotten tricky. But they didn't, I'm glad to
report.  Everyone seemed to be having agood time while drinking, or laughing, or teling Sories, or
doing dl three at once. | noticed one table of people who weren't swept up in al the revelry though.
There were four people, two men and two women, who were having an intense debate. The table they
sat around was covered with large pieces of paper that looked like plans of some sort. They each kept
jabbing their fingers at the planswhile trying to maketheir point.  "Agronomers,” Uncle Presssaid. "l
think they're the only people around herewho ever get stressed.”  "How come?' | asked.  "It'stheir
show. Grdlion isabout farming and if Gralion doesn't produce, then they're not doing their job." |
looked again at the agronomers, but now with respect. That's got to be some kind of serious pressure. If
they fail, peopledont eat. "Press!" someone caled out above the din. "What kept you? | thought you
got into another natty-do with the sharkies!" It was Spader. He had beaten us there. He sat on the bar,
surrounded by afew other people who were laughing and drinking with him.  Uncle Press strode right
uptothegroup. "I thought you werein for atum-tigger with Yenzal" exclamed Press.  Sheesh, weld
just gotten here and Uncle Press was aready picking up on the locdl jargon. | figured I'd better keep on
my toes. "Me?" laughed Spader with huge bravado. "Now why would dear Y enza have arow with
me? | fill her lifewith happinessand joy!" He then added dyly, "And besides, | think shefanciesme. If
shewereto kick me off Grallion, shed die of abroken heart."  Everyonelaughed at Spader's high
praise of himsdlf, but it was afriendly laugh. They knew Spader wasjoking. It wasdl just agoof. "The
chances of Wu 'Y enzadying of heartache over the sorry likes of you," shouted one guy jovidly, "is about
the same as old Grolo running out of sniggers.”  Everyone hooted in mock horror. A quick ook around
showed methat everyone was drinking from clear mugsthat werefilled with adeep red liquid that |
figured was the legendary sniggers. Spader leaned back over the bar and grabbed the handle of the tap
that | assumed was where they drew the sniggers. He pretended to pull it, and his eyes went wide with
shock. "Empty!" he shouted in overblown horror. "Hobey-ho, he's run out of sniggers!
Y enzadoesfancy me!l"  Everybody laughed. A heavyset guy behind the bar, who must have been Grolo,
playfully shoved Spader away fromthetap. "Don't go sartin' rumors," he said, laughing, "or it'll be up
toyou to stop theriot!"  Spader laughed and rolled away. Grolo grabbed the tap and drew another
mug of the frothy red liquid. Everyone was having agreat time and Spader was the reason. Hewasthe
center of atention and he didn't disgppoint those who wanted him to keep the party rolling. He grabbed
amug of sniggersand exclamed, "Sowhereishe, Press?' " Standing right here, watching the show,"
answered UnclePress.  Who were they talking about? Spader handed Press the mug of sniggersand
quickly glanced around. In asecond his eyes settled on me. Uh-oh. He was talking about me. | was sure
that he had already told the story about how | got tangled up in the water ded and had to be rescued. |
wanted to crawl away and hide. If | was going to live on Grdlion, | didn't want people to think that | was
atotal loser. For asecond | thought of turning and running, but that would have made it worse. No, |
was going to haveto face theridicule. | could only hopethet it would befast. "That'sthe guy!" shouted
Spader.  All eyesturned to me. The best | could do was stand there and take it. | thought that maybe |
could come up with something clever to makeit al ajoke. But my mind locked. | couldn't come up with
anything funny about what had happened. My sore ribs and aching shoulder were apainful reminder of
that. "If it weren't for him," began Spader, "Presswould be shark meat." Huh?1 looked to Uncle
Press. Heraised hismug of sniggersat meand winked.  "Presswas trapped under the shelf,” said
Spader, spinning adramatic tae that had everyone enthraled. " The nasty wog-glie was nosing in on him.
Hewas abig 'un, mind you. But then Pendragon here came flying by with the water ded. With no fear for
himsdlf, he distracted the beggar and gave Press the chance to dip away. Bravest thing | ever saw. Of
course, | waslucky enough to be in the right place to put the finishing touches on the big wogglie mysdf.”
He added thislast bit with false modesty and everyone responded with hoots, like they didn't think he
deserved any credit at dl. No, in their minds, the real hero wasme! | couldn't believeit. Suddenly, amug
of sniggerswasthrust intomy hand.  "To Pendragon!" shouted Spader. He raised hismug in atoast.
Everyone else around the bar raised their mugs toward me aswell. Uncle Press did too, with ahuge
smileonhisface. "Welcometo Gralion!" added Spader. "Hobey-ho ho!" chimed everyone else as



they raised their mugsto drink in my honor. | couldn't believeit. Tak about snatching victory from the
jaws of defeat, no pun intended. Of coursg, | felt alittle guilty. It didn't exactly happen the way Spader
described it. But ill, it was sort of the truth. | looked to Spader and he gave me alittle smile that told me
he knew it was only sort of the truth too. But it didn't matter to him. He motioned for me to take adrink
of sniggers, and | did. | wasn't sure what to expect. | had tasted beer once before and | guessthat's
what | thought it would be like, but it wasn't. That was agood thing because | hated the taste of beer. To
be honegt, thefird taste of sniggersthat hit my tongue wastotally nasty. It was like drinking carbonated
cabbagejuice. But in an instant the sour taste went away and what | was | eft with was an incredibly
sweet sensation that actudly left my mouth tingling. | once had this sodain Maine called Moxie. When
Moxiefirg hitsyour tongue it tastes sweet, but after you swallow it leaves anasty, bitter taste. This
sniggers siuff was like reverse-Moxie. Thefirgt taste wasfoul, but it immediately went away and left a
wonderful memory that lingered until your next sip. | liked this stuff! Hobey-ho ho!  "Put these on my
tab, Grolo!" announced Spader as hejumped off the bar. "I've got busnesswith my friends" "You
don't have atab, Spader," barked Grolo.  "Then start one for me!" Spader shot back with bravura.
Grolo waved him off with amock disgusted gesture. | didn't think he minded giving away afew pints
of sniggersto Spader. The aguaneer was the life of the party here a the tavern. The more stories hetold,
the more everyone else drank sniggers. Spader was good for business. He put an arm around Uncle
Press, his other arm around me, and led us away from the group toward the front door.  But when we
reached the table of agronomers, he suddenly stopped and turned us to them. The scientists stopped their
work and looked up to us expectantly.  "Wejust want you mates to know," said Spader, "we think you
aredoing abang-up job. Redly." The scientists didn't know how to react. They just sat there and
stared at us.  "Now get back to work!" snapped Spader and led us toward the door. Aswe walked he
whispered to us, "Scientists. They're brilliant but easily confused.” We blasted out of Grolo'sinto the
aunlight, laughing. | redly liked thisguy. But even though | was grateful for his story back there, |
couldn't let it go without saying something.  "That story you told about me,” 1 said. ™Y ou know that
wasn't redly how it happened.” "Sayswho?" Spader shot back. "That'show | saw it. Theres aways
two ways of looking at things, Pendragon. In my few short years | learned that seeing what's positive
about astuation isalot more fun and getsyou alot further than looking for what might be wrong with it.
That's my philosophy, for what it'sworth."  Spader may not have been awise old soul, but what he
said made awholelot of sense. | didn't think | had ever met anyone who was asfull of energy and fun as
this guy was. Without trying al that hard, he made you fed good. | could tell Spader had even gotten to
Uncle Press. He said that Clord was hisfavorite territory. I'm sure there were alot of reasonsfor that,
but I'm guessing Spader was abig one. It was fun to be around him. Over the next few weeks| learned a
lot more about Vo Spader, and all of itwasgood. He wasthe kind of guy who knew theright people
to gotoin order to get things done. He got Uncle Press and me set up in asmall house near his. It was
on the side of Grallion where the temporary workerslived, and since we had become temporary
workers, we wereright a home. The place was small, but comfortable enough. There were bunk beds (|
got thetop) and asmadl kitchen and some smple furniture. The best part about it though, was that the
back window looked right out on the ocean. How great wasthat? He got usjobsworking on the
farm. | was afraid thiswas going to be torture, but it wasn't. Not al of it, anyway. At home on Second
Earth the big farms employ pickerswho show up during harvest time, pick whatever needs to be picked,
and move on to another. That seemed like pretty hard work, and not all that rewarding.  But that's not
how it worked on Grallion. Rather than smply going out to pick whatever isripe, the farm workerson
Grallion are assigned to aquadrant. That's an arearoughly the size of an acre. Theworkersare called
"vators' and they have the responghility of taking complete care of their quadrant, from feeding the plants
to pruning, and yes, to picking the fruit. But the vators responsibility doesn't end with the picking. They
follow their cropsal the way through the washing, sorting, and packing processright up until their crops
are shipped out. It's very cool and gives you ared sense of accomplishment. | guessit'sthe difference
between working on an auto assembly line where your wholejob isto put the wheels on cars asthey
pass by you, versus staying with the same car from the very beginning and proudly watching it roll off the



line.  Now, youmay bethinking that | have no business running afarm, and you'd beright. Before
coming to Gralion | didn't know the difference between weeds and worms. | didn't think Uncle Press did
either. But it didn't matter because we weren't the only vators assigned to our quadrant. There were six
other workerswith us and each was pretty experienced. They showed us how to check plantsfor signs
of disease and how to treat them with natural compounds brought up from the ocean floor. All the
fertilizer was naturd too. It seemed like even though Clora was covered with water, much of what they
used on the surface was brought up from below and processed for use on the habitats.  Thefruit grew
quickly on Grallion, so there was aharvest of some sort every few days. Y ou would think thiswasthe
hardest part, and maybeit was, but it wasn't al that bad. It wasn't like we had to go out into the fields
with baskets and fill them up with heavy fruit and lug them back to a central areaor anything. It was way
more civilized than that. Beneath every narrow walking path was an underground conveyor belt. All we
had to do was pick the fruit and drop it on the ground, then lift the doors and drop the fruit down below.
The conveyor belt would take it al to a centra areawhere another of the vators from our quadrant
would be waiting to wash, sort, and pack them up. It wasal sosmple.  Uncle Pressand | went below
severd timesto receive the harvested fruit from our quadrant and ensure that it was al cleaned and
packed properly. We then used aforklift to bring the boxes of fruit al the way forward to the loading
docks. Thisiswherewe saw Spader at work. It was abusy place. There were al sorts of transport
boats coming and going, bringing shipments of fresh fruits and vegetables back to their habitats. The
habitats themsalves were never dlowed closer than ahalf mileto Gralion. That would have been
dangerous. Instead they would send in smal boats that would safely enter the docking area. Spader's job
wasthat of traffic cop. HeEd travel just in front of the incoming boats on his skimmer, calling back
ingtructionsto get them safely docked. He'd then jump on the dock, tie up the boat and signal the
dockworkers to begin the loading process. Once a cargo boat was loaded, he'd reverse the process and
guide the boats safely out of the docking area and send them on their way back to their habitats.  But
that's not al Spader did. He was aso on the pilot's crew. The pilot was like the captain of aship. Hewas
in charge of the vessdl and its safety. Spader was il kind of ajunior crew member, so most of hisduties
were of the lookout variety. At any given time there were ten lookouts stationed around the habitat to
warn of any impending problems. It was a boring job, but an important one. It was probably pretty
boring being alookout on theTitanic,too. For awhile, anyway. That will give you an ideaof how
important that job was. | can guesswhat you're thinking. | made working on Gralion sound asif it
were actualy fun. Well, funisn't exactly theword. It waswork and some of it was hard, but | didn't mind
it. | felt like | was an important part in keeping thewhedsturning.  No, working the farm wasn't exactly
fun, but there were plenty of other thingsto do that weredefinitelyfun.  Spader took me on adventures.
Y ou know how much | liketo dive, and on Grallion, hanging outbel owthe water was a pretty normal
thing. | already described how easy it was to swim underwater using the air globes. These gizmos made
swimming underwater dmost as natura aswalking on the deck of Grdlion. Actudly, it was better. Thisis
the closest to flying that | think a human will ever come. Spader and | would have races underneath
Grdlion. | redly got the knack of using the water deds. | found that by subtly shifting my body postion, |
could turn faster and move quicker. It was al about becoming aqua-dynamic. It didn't take long before
wasadmost asfast as Spader.  Spader took me fishing, too. I'm not much of ahunter, so he did most of
the spearing. | acted more like a scout who found the larger fish and aerted Spader. | guessthat makes
me kind of like ahunting dog. Oh, well, that was my choice. But | haveto tell you, | didn't mind eating
the fish afterward. (Spader was a pretty decent cook, too.) At first | was nervous about quigs, but
Spader assured me that the sharks never came near Gralion. | knew that was because quigs only
patrolled near gates and flumes, but | wasn't about to tell Spader that - yet.  Spader dso showed me
something that was redlly bizarre. Near where Grallion was anchored was another farm. An underwater
farm! The people of Grdlion didn't just farm on the habitat, they had crops growing on the ocean floor,
too! This submerged farm had its own vators who tended the place wearing air globes. They grew
everything from fruit, to long leafy vinesthat were cut at the base and brought up whole. Spader
explained to me that these underwater farms were even more important to Clora than farmslike Grdlion.



He said there were farms al over the planet on the ocean'sfloor that had fed the Cloransfor centuries.
Growing food on habitats was ardatively new practice. The most important farms were underwater.
There was another underwater sport that Spader introduced me to, and once | got the gutsto try it, |
was hooked. Spader called it spinney-do and thisis how it worked: A spinney was akind of fish that
traveled in smal schools of maybe four or five and they looked like redly skinny dolphins. I'm serious.
Imagine aregular old dolphin, then imagineit being only about sx inchesin diameter and you'd have a
spinney. At the backs of their heads they had these bizarro ridges. | had no ideawhat the spinneys
needed them for, but they were crucid to playing spinney-do.  Spader motioned for meto be quiet and
to watch. He then left me and swam cautioudy up behind the spinneys, who were busily feeding on some
kelp. They had no clue that he was there. They may have looked like skinny dolphins, but they were
nowhere near as smart. Spader was able to sneak up right behind them. With one quick move, he
jumped on the back of one and grabbed the ridge behind its head! Well, the spinney didn't like thet at al
and it started to bloat! It waslike one of those puffer fishesthat get dl fat when you touch them. Only the
Spinney was so big, when it puffed up it gothugelt was strong, too! 1t had suddenly transformed from this
deepy, dopey fish into awater-going bucking bronco! Spader held on to the back ridge with both hands
and wrapped hislegs around its body as the fish started thrashing and bucking.  "Eeeyahhhaaal”
shouted Spader. Y ou'd think he knew about Westerns and bronco busting, but | guess shouting like that
comes naturaly when your adrenaline spikes and you're holding on to an anima for dl you're worth.
Spader then got cocky and let one hand go, just to show off. The spinney twisted and spun and did its
best to launch Spader, but Spader wasn't Ietting go. Findly, the big fish shot upward. Spader wasn't
ready for that move because he did a somersault right off the fish's back. The red beauty of spinney-do
was that even when you got thrown, you were till underwater so it wasn't like you were going to hit the
ground and break arib or anything.  "Next one€'syours, mate!" exclaimed Spader, till flush with
excitement. | wasn't so sure | wanted to try, but it looked like fun. Two spinneys were poking around
the kelp and Spader motioned for meto giveit ago. To be honest, | was scared. But | wasn't going to
let Spader see me chicken out, so | didmy best. My best was bad. | actually got asfar as grabbing
the spinney's back ridge and wrapping my legs around its body. But | hadn't expected it to be so strong.
The thing bloated, bolted, and was gone. | just floated there, my hand till out, not sure of
what happened. Spader swam up to me and patted meontheback. "Gottabe faster than that, mate,"
he said, laughing. "Y ou're on their turf down here”  Good advice. I'd remember it nexttime.  While
Spader and | were having these adventures under the sea, Uncle Press was spending his off time learning
more about Grallion and about Clord. After all, we were here on amission and the more we learned
about thisterritory, the better prepared we'd be when Saint Dane made hismove. | felt kind of guilty
about having so much fun while Uncle Press was playing Sherlock. But he assured methat it wasjust as
important for me to get to know Spader - he wasthe Traveler from Clora, even though he didn't know it
yet. At some point we were going to have to work together, so Uncle Press figured it would be agood
ideafor thetwo of ustobond.  That was okay by me. Spader and | were having ablast. The thought
of battling Saint Dane was the furthest thing from my mind, most of the time. So after having spent a
bunch of weeks on Grallion with Spader, | decided that my first impression of him ill sood. Hewasa
guy with abig persondity and an even bigger sense of fun. Hewas atruly good guy who listened as much
as he spoke. He also cared. He was quick to help out afriend, or even astranger. He wasn't adacker,
either. He may have liked to have a good time, but he worked hard and he loved hisjob. Thiswasa
good guy to know. I'll remember thosefirst few weeks on Gralion for therest of my life. It wasagreat
time. Butitwassoongoingtoend. One evening Spader made me dinner at his house. Uncle Press
choseto hang at Grolo'sinstead. Spader had speared a couple of particularly tasty Kool oo fish that day
and grilled them over hot coalsin hisbackyard. Sounds like home, no? The fish was golden and
delicious. After dinner | cleaned up the dishes and Spader went to work cleaning up the rest of his house.
There were clothes and pieces of equipment scattered everywhere. To be honest, it looked morelikea
garage than an gpartment. Spader wasn't big on being neat, but tonight was different. He went around
picking things up and putting things away and basicaly making the place look like someone actualy lived



there. "What'sthe occason?’ | asked. "Got adate?’ | then noticed that Spader had more energy
than usual. Believe me, for Spader that's redlly saying something. He was pretty much bouncing off the
walls as he worked. It was like somebody took his power dia and notched it up afew amps.  "Big day
tomorrow, mate," he said with excitement. "My father iscoming by. Cant let imthink | live likeadirty
old crocker fish!"  Thiswasthefirst | heard about Spader'sfamily. "Where does helive?' | asked.

"He's an aguaneer on Magorran,” he said while continuing to clean up. "It'samanu habitat. Schedule
hasit swinging by tomorrow for supplies” "Manu habitat?’ "They build things. Pieces for machinery
and kinnersand whatnot."  "Isthat your home?' "Home? No, mate. Homeis Panger City. Lived
there my whole life until | went to the Aquaneer Academy. My mum's till there. Haven't seen either of
‘em for... hobey, can't remember. It'sbeen awhile” | wasbeginning to get the bigger picture about
what life waslike on Cloral. These habitats were like cities and people left home to work, just like back
on Second Earth.  "Dad'sareal spiffer,” Spader continued. "Gave me the aquaneer bug. Had me
around skimmers my whole life. They wanted to make him an officer but he turned 'em down -didn't
want to leave the docks. His tour's up soon so he can get back to Mum. Hobey, | can't wait to see his
face again. Give me ahand here mate, would you?' | helped him lift acouple of large water dedshe
had been working on and put theminto acloset. ™Y ou never told me about your parents,” said
Spader.  Uh-oh. Up until now I'd been able to dodge questions about home. I'm not agood liar. Uncle
Pressand | made up a story about how we came from adistant habitat that was a university. We said it
wasfull of intellectuas and professors, which explained why | needed to learn so much about working in
the water and how the "real world" worked. Whenever Spader couldn't believe how little I knew about
Clord, I'd shrug and say: "I didn't get out much." | hated lying to Spader, but | knew the truth would
come out soon enough and hoped that when it did, he'd understand. But now he was putting me on the
spot again by asking about my parents. | was going to have to come up with some version of the truth,
because the whole truth would have blown Spader'shead off.  "Dad'sawriter,” | said. "Mom worksin
alibrary.” That wasthe absolute truth, and it made my heart snk. Thiswasthefirst time | had spoken
about my parentsin along time. What made it worse was | had to pretend asif nothing waswrong. |
couldn't tell Spader that they had disappeared, dong with my sister and my dog. | think Spader must
have sensed my anguish, because he didn't ask any more questions. That was good for al sorts of
reasons.  "lt'stough being away from loved ones” hesaid softly.  "Yeah, tel meabout it." "Tdl
you what, come with me to meet Dad tomorrow! Y ou'll get aknock out of him, you will!"  "Sounds
good,” | said, but with atouch of sadness. | missed my family.  Uncle Press said that Spader wasthe
Traveler from Cloral. | wondered if his parents had raised him to be a Traveler the same way Uncle
Presssaid my family did for me. If so, did that mean they would disappear the same way my family had?
Spader obvioudy cared about his parents. Aswe worked to make hishouse alittle neater, | hoped that
when the habitat of Magorran arrived the next day, hisfather would beonit.  The next day Uncle Press
and | made the long walk forward to the transport docks to be there when Spader's father arrived. |
could tell that Uncle Press was disturbed about something. As| told him of my previous day's adventures
under the waters near Grallion, he stared straight down at hisfeet and didn't say aword. Hismind was
definitdly somewheredse.  "What'sup?' | asked. "I don't know," came histhoughtful answer. "I'm
feding... uneasy, and | can't put my finger onit."  "Wha?Now you're psychic?' "It'sjust afeding.
Don'tyou senseit?' | thought. | felt. | looked around. Nothing.  "Uhh... no. Should I?"  "Maybe,"
he answered. "It'sa Traveler thing." Y ou mean we can predict the future, too?'  "No, but you'll start
to redize you can pick up on things. It'slike walking into aroom and knowing right away that there'san
argument going on, even though you haven't heard aword spoken. It'sjust picking up on the signasthat
people send out. No bigdedl.” "And you're picking up bad signalsright now?"' | asked, not redly
wanting to know theanswer.  "I'm not sure. | just havethissenseof... dread.” "l don't likedread,” |
shot back. "Dread is bad. Could this have anything to do with Spader's parents?'  "Well find out soon
enough,” he said while pointing forward. | looked to where hewas pointing and saw it.  Magorran.

The manu habitat had appeared on the horizon and was steaming toward Grdlion. Though it was il
far away, | could tell that it was adifferent type of habitat than Grallion. It didn't seem asbig. It might



have been athird of the size. But the buildings on deck weretaller. | guessed that these were some of the
factoriesthat Spader told me about. The closer it got, the larger these buildings loomed. It was pretty
impressive. Uncle Pressand | picked up the pace and hurried to the forward dock areato be there when
thefirst advance boatsarrived.  When we got there, we saw that severa aguaneers stood on their
skimmers, ready to shoot out to meet the advance boats. Uncle Press saw something down on the dock
and pointed it out to me. | looked, and couldn't help but smile. 1t was Spader. It wasn't weird for him
to be down there or anything. It was the way he was dressed. Spader wasn't much for wearing his
aquaneer uniform: the black long-deeved outfit with the yellow stripes on the cuff. He normdly wore his
deeveless shirt that was cut off at the shoulders. But today was different. Today Spader was hereto
greet hisfather and he was decked out in hisbest uniform. It was clean, too. | even think he took thetime
to comb hishair. To use one of his sayings, helooked pretty spiff.  Aswe stood above the docks,
waiting for the first boat from Magorran to arrive, | began to have the same sense of dread that Uncle
Presswasfeding. | wasn't being overly ingghtful or anything, it was because | sensed a stirring among the
agquaneers who were gathered below on the floating dock. Up until now they had been casudly chatting
and laughing. Suddenly their body language grew more tense. All eyeswere focused out on the water
and at Magorran. | then looked up at Magorran. The habitat was drawing nearer. Most of the habitats
that cameto Gralion for supplies stayed far awvay. Gralion was anchored and stayed in place while the
other habitats hovered about a hdf mile away. It was asafety thing. The habitats were so big that they
didn't exactly turn on adime and you never knew when the current would change. So dl things
considered, it was smart to keep the habitats far apart and send smaller boats betweenthem.  But now
something waswrong. There was confusion. It looked asif the aquaneers weren't sure of what to do. |
didn't know what was going on, but whatever it was, it was bad. The answer came quickly. Wu Y enza,
the chief aquaneer, ran out onto the upper platform near us. Her eyes were wild with excitement - and
fear. "Perimeter breach!" she barked out. "Warn them off!"  The aguaneers scattered. A moment
later apiercing horn sounded longand loud.  "What'sgoing on?' | asked Uncle Press.  Uncle Press
didn't look a me. His eyes were focused on Magorran. When he spoke his voice was soft and calm. It
was the voice of someone describing theinevitable.  "It'snot stopping,” wasall hesaid. | looked out
onto the water and saw what he meant. Magorran, this giant habitat, was headed right for us. It had
aready passed the half-mile safety border and was showing no sgns of dowing down. Evenif it threw its
enginesinto reverse, it was already too late. Therewas going to beacrash. A second aarm sounded
that was even louder and more piercing than the first. Where the first darm sounded like awarning to
Magorran, this new aarm sounded more like awarning to Grallion. Impact wasinevitable. The only thing
that could be donewasto preparefor it.  The habitat of Magorran was|ooming closer. | could now
look onto the deck and was surprised to see that there were no people. Wherever they were, | hoped
they were doing whatever they could to dow themselvesdown.  The aguaneers below us began to
stream up the stairsto get on deck. That is, al but Spader. Spader just stood there, Staring at the
oncoming habitat. It looked asif he were mesmerized by the behemoth that would soon crash into
Gradlion. "Cast off lines!" shouted Y enza. "Everyone on deck! Move!"  Spader didn't move.
Somebody had to kick him into gear. | started for the stairs to go down to him, but Uncle Press put a
firm hand on my shoulder. | looked up to my uncle and saw that he was calm. He shook his head no,
telling me not to go. But something hadto bedone. " Spader!” Uncle Press called out to him.
Thankfully, Spader heard him. He turned around and looked up to us. On hisface was alook of
confusion. Not fear, just concern.  "Timeto go, son,” Uncle Press caled to him. His voice was firm but
unpanicked. It cut through the frenzied energy around us louder than any siren. Spader gave one quick
glance back at Magorran to see that it was nearly on us, and then he broke for the stairs. He was the last
oneup. "Let'sgetout of here" commanded Uncle Press. "WEell be safest on deck.”  Spader joined
the other aguaneers while Uncle Pressand | ran for our lives. We climbed up the stairs as quickly as
possible until we got on deck. | didn't darelook back. | didn't want to see what was about to happen.
All around uswas panic. Severa different darmswere sounding. Aquaneers were everywhere,
desperately trying to cast off the heavy linesthat kept Gralion in place. Those who didn't have specific



jobsin an emergency were doing the same thing we were - running back to get asfar away from the
impact zoneaspossible. It wasgoingto beugly. | briefly wondered if both these giant habitats could
withstand a collision without sinking. The thought of these huge vessal's both going to the bottom was too
horrible to even imagine, especialy since | was on one of them. | tried to get that out of my mind. One
thing at atime, and right now, the best thing we could do was keep running away from the impact zone.

Onthedeck in front of us| saw afrightening sight. The shadows cast by the buildings on Magorran
were chasing us across the deck. It wasright behind us. Impact wasimminent. | finally couldn't stand it
anymore and had to turn and look. What | saw made me gasp. The sheer size of Magorran was
mind-boggling. The buildings on its bow must have been saven or eight Soriestdl, and they were headed
right for us. Seeing something so big took my breath awvay. Knowing that it was going to hit us made me
think 1'd never take another breath again.  "Keep moving!" ordered Uncle Press. | turned to
continue running with him, and that'swhen it happened.  Magorran collided with Gralion, full stleam
ahead into aworld that would never bethesame.  END OF JOURNAL #5 "How can he end
ajournd here?'shouted Courtney in dismay. "That's not fair. He can't leave us hanging like that! "

Courtney looked to Mark, expecting him to be just as outraged as she was. But Mark had other things
on hismind. He had finished reading the journd severd minutes before Courtney and was now busily
leafing back through the pages of Bobby's Journa #5 and rummaging in his backpack. The frown on his
face said that something was bothering him.  "He's messing with us," added Courtney. "He knowswe
pore over every word of hisjournals and he gave usacliffhanger. That'sjust... wrong. Thisisn't agame.
Why did he... What areyou doing?'  Mark kept reading through the earlier pages, looking for
something. Courtney was suddenly intrigued. ™Y ou saw something, didn't you?' she asked. "Did you
figure out who caused the habitatsto crash? Wasit Saint Dane?’  Mark didn't answer. The scowl of
tenson didn't leave hisfaceeither.  "Mark!"Courtney shouted with frustration.  Thisrocked Mark
back into the room. His ook of worry was replaced by thelook of asmall boy who just got caught doing
somethingwrong.  "I-I'manidiot. A total idiot, th-that'sall | cansay.” Hewason the verge of tears.
He held up the pages of Bobby'slatest journd. "It'smissing. Thefirst pageismissng.”  Courtney
jumped to her feet and grabbed the light green pages from him. She shuffled through them quickly,
looking for themissing page. "That'simpossible. We read it together, in the bathroom at schoal. It's
gottobehere”  Sheflipped through the pages once, twice, athird time and then looked to Mark and
shouted, "It'snot here!" "I know!" cried Mark.  "Don't panic. When wasthe last time we saw it for
sure?'  "Inthe boys room,” whined Mark. "We were reading when Mr. Dorrico burst in yelling and |
jammed dl the pagesinmy pack and-"  Courtney dove a Mark's pack and frantically dug through it.

"Don't you think | already looked there?' said Mark with frudiration. "Like five times dready?'

Courtney threw the pack down and clicked into a different gear. She knew that being dl frantic and
pointing fingers of blame wouldn't help get the page back. They had to think clearly.  "Wehad itinthe
bathroom," she began, thinking out loud. "That'sfor definite. But we came right here. That meanswe lost
it somewhere between the bathroom and here. It'sgottabe herel”  Courtney started tossing the
cushions on the sofa, desperate to find the lost page. Mark didn't help. His mind was aready jumping
ahead. "Therésanother possibility,” said Mark softly. "M-maybe it never |eft the bathroom.”

"What?' "1-1 mean, everything happened fast with Mr. Dorrico and all. Maybe | didn't grab dl the
pages.” Courtney stared at Mark. For amoment Mark was afraid she would lunge at him and tear out
his adenoids. But she didn't. Instead she glanced at her watch. " School's closed,” she said, al business.
"If Mr. Dorrico found that page, he probably tossed it in the trash. That meansit'sether till in that trash
can, or outsdein the Dumpgter.”  Thetwo stared at each other for asolid thirty seconds. Neither
wanted to admit what the next step might be. Mark brokefirst.  "We're going through that Dumpster
tonight, aren't we?' he said, sounding sick.  "Do you want someone to find that page and start asking
questions? Likethepolice?” That wasano-brainer. There would be way too many questionsto
answer if Captain Hirsch of the Stony Brook Police saw that page. Mark and Courtney hadn't been
entirely honest with him about their knowledge of Bobby's disappearance, so if someone else found that
page, they would look redly bad.  "I'll meet you there after dinner,” said Mark. "Bring rubber gloves.



Thisisgonnabegross” Anditwasgross. Mark and Courtney met as planned, right after dinner.
Both used the excuse that they were going to the library on the Ave. Instead they spent a solid two hours
digging through the Dumpsters of Stony Brook Junior High. Neither could have imagined that one school
could create so much disgusting ick in one day. Going through piles of discarded paper wasn't so bad.
Paper was dry. Whereit got tough was when they had to search through the stuff thatwasn'tdry. Their
journey through garbageland couldn't have happened at aworse time. On that very day, the cafeteriahad
served spaghetti Creole, the furnace had been cleaned and overhauled, and Miss Britton's biology class
had the pleasure of dissecting frogs. That meant that the Dumpsters were loaded with sticky tomato
sauce, greasy rags, and putrid frog guts. It was not a happy two hours. Findly, after having wiped
doppy red sauce off yet another page for what seemed like the one zillionth time, Courtney had had
enough. "lIt'snot here" sheannounced.  "It'sgottabe,” said Mark while wiping asmudge of grease
from hischin. "Keeplooking." Courtney hauled hersdf out of the Dumpster. Shewasdone. "L ook,"
shesad. "If it'sin here and we can't find it, then nobody else will ether. It'll just end up at the dump and
nobody will ever seeitagain "That'sjustit!" cried Mark. "Bobby trusted me with hisjournds. | could
never facehimagainif | lost evenonepage” He began digging again with even more energy. A tear
grew in hiseye. Not because the Dumpster smelled rank, which it did, but because he felt horrible for
having let his best friend down. Courtney leaned into the Dumpster and put ahand on his shoulder. Mark
stopped digging and looked at her.  "We're not going to find it here," she said softly, trying to cam
Mark down. "Themore | think about it the more | think it's gotta till bein the garbage can in the boys
bathroom.” Mark ftagpark of hope. "Youthink?' "Wewereintherejust beforelast period,
right? | dways see the janitors emptying the garbage cans early in the day. | think theré's agood chance
Mr. Dorrico saw the page and stuck it in the can and it's still Sitting there, waiting to get emptied
tomorrow." "I think you'reright," he exclaimed, hisspiritsrising. "All I've got to do is get therefirst
thing, beforeit getsemptied.” Mark felt much better. There was still hope, and a plan. Both were
cautioudy optimigtic that they'd find the stray page the next day. The only thing they had to worry about
for now was getting home and dumping their clothes before their parents caught awhiff of them. They
bothreal lyneeded a shower. It would be tough to explain why they smelled like rotten tomatoes, grease,
andformadehyde. The next morning Mark waswaiting at the front door of school asthejanitors
arrived for the day. He usually got to school early because he liked to hang out in the library and get
some work done before classes, so the janitors didn't think it was odd that he was there. Mr. Dorrico
was with the group. Mark knew that this was his chance to find out about the paper, but after what
happened in the bathroom with Courtney the day before, he was totally embarrassed about approaching
the man. Still, hedidn't have any choice.  "Excuse me, Mr. Dorrico?' caled Mark.  Mr. Dorrico
stopped and looked at him suspicioudy. The kids at Stony Brook almost never spoke to the custodians.
It wasn't alaw or anything, but the two groups didn't have much in common. Unitil today, thet is. Mr.
Dorrico stared at Mark. Mark could tell that he was trying to remember where he had seen him recently.
Unfortunately Mark was going to havetoremind him. "My namesMark Dimond," he said tentatively.
"R-Remember yesterday? | was in the third-floor bathroom with Courtney and we were reading and - "

"That'show | know you!" exclaimed Mr. Dorrico. At first he seemed happy for having solved the
mystery of who thiskid was, but hisjoy quickly turned sour as he remembered the scene from the day
before.  "Youkidsthink you're funny, don't you," hescolded. Mark didn't fed like being lectured,
but he figured it would be better to let Mr. Dorrico blow off steam. He might have a better chance of
getting the information he needed if Mr. Dorrico felt like he had done agood job of telling him off. So
Mark didn't interrupt him. He stood there and took it.  "I've been working at this school for the better
part of fifty years," Dorrico went on. "Theré's nothing | haven't seen and nothing | haven't cleaned up.”

Mark thought that was a particularly disgusting thought, but he let theguy ramble.  "So if you think
you're being clever or origina by trying to make melook foolish, then you've got another think coming!”

"You are absolutdy right, sir,” said Mark in the most respectful tone he could manage. "We both felt
redlly bad about what happened. A girl shouldneverbein the boys lavatory. To make light of that ruleis
an insult to everything this school standsfor. Wefelt so bad about it, we decided the best thing to do



would beto apologizetoyou." Heended his speech with abig, sncere smile. Hewas afraid he was
laying it on alittle thick, but hewas on aroll and couldn't stop. Mr. Dorrico was thrown. He wasn't
expecting atotd gpology. "Uh, wdl," hefumfered. "Y ou'reright. Wherésthe girl? Shouldn't she
gpologizetoo?' "Shewill," answered Mark quickly. "As soon as she getsto school.”  "Okay then,”
sad Mr. Dorrico with findity. "I'm glad weagree”  He started to walk off, satisfied with the knowledge
that he had been shown the respect he deserved. But Mark couldn't et him go. Heran quickly in front of
him.  "Uhh, therés onething though," he said tentatively. "When we were in there, we were doing
homework. | know, bad place to do homework. But I'm afraid | might have left one of my papers
behind. You didn't seeit, didyou?'  Mr. Dorrico kept walking. "1 saw something,” he answered
thoughtfully. "It was a green piece of paper with writing on it. Didn't look like anorma piece of paper
though. It was more like apiece of plant or something.” "Yes! That'sit!" shouted Mark jubilantly. "Did
youthrow itinthetrash?' "I got apolicy. Things get misplaced. If | find something that looks like
schoolwork I'll leave it where | found it for aday in case the kid comes back to fetchiit. If it'still there
after aday then..."  Mr. Dorrico continued talking, but nobody was listening. Mark was aready gone.
As soon as he heard that the paper was | eft out in the open in the bathroom, he beat feet for the third
floor. Mark flew up the airs, sprinted down the hall, skidded around the corner, and blasted through
the swinging door that led into the lavatory. When he got inside he did aquick look around to discover
there was no journd page to be seen. He dropped to his knees and looked on the floor. He checked all
the stalls. He looked on the window ledges and under the sinks. No page. He then grabbed the
wastebasket and turned it over. It was empty. Mark felt sick. Could one of the other custodians have
thrown it away and then emptied the wastebasket last night? That wouldn't be fair. Courtney said they
didn't empty them until the morning. But then wherewas Bobby'spage? Mark sat down on the floor
of thelavatory, totaly beaten. His last hope was gone. He dropped his head into his knees and closed his
eyes. He knew he had to clear hishead and think. What would he tell Bobby? He had let his best friend
down. Bobby was ableto flume all over Hallaand stop wars but he couldn't even be trusted to hold on
to asheet of paper.  "'Hi, guys. | gotta apologize for taking so long to write. So much has happened
gncel left you two, I'm not really surewhereto begin.”  Mark heard those words being read aoud.
They were the first words from Bobby's Journa #5 - thefirst words on themissing page.  Mark raised
his eyesfrom hisarms. When he did, his heart sank even deeper than it had been afew moments before.
Standing insde the door to the boys lavatory, holding the missing page, was Andy Mitchdl. Mark stared
up at the kid with greasy dark-blond hair and abad case of acne... and wanted toretch.  If it was
possibleto have atrue archenemy in junior high, then Andy Mitchell was Mark's archenemy. Mitchell
wasthe kind of guy who loved to pick on guys like Mark. The word "bully” dwaysjumped into Mark's
mind, but hewas alittle old to be afraid of bullies. Still, Mitchell loved to harass Mark. He'd cheet off of
him in class - when Mitchell decided to show up for class, that is. Hed make fun of Mark's stutter for the
amusement of hisequaly idiotic band of friends, and he never passed Mark in the hallway without giving
him aquick punchin thearm. Mark aways had to be looking over his shoulder for Mitchell because he
never knew where the next bomb was coming from.  The only time Mark was completely safe was
when he was with Bobby or Courtney. Mitchdl never messed with those guys. Like dl good bullies, he
was dso acoward. Of course, snce Bobby left on his adventure, Mark found himself done more often
and at the mercy of the ever present Mitchell. Mark knew he was a classic creep whose power came
from the fact that he wasn't afraid to intimidate and belittle. But he was a so the kind of guy who would
find that power ebbing as his peers grew up and stopped taking him serioudy. Unfortunatdly that time
wouldn't comefor awhile yet. For now, Mitchdl wasin charge.  Mitchell stcood inside the lavatory
door with Bobby'sjourna pagein one hand and aburning cigaretteinthe other.  "Therestwo
possibilities here, Dimond,” said Mitchell as he gave aquick, juicy snort. Mitchell dways seemed to have
acold. It added to his hideous mystique. "Either thisis some lame story you're writing, or you know
exactly what happened to Pendragon and you're not telling anybody.” Mark dowly stood up. Hismind
wasin overdrive. What would hetell this guy to get him to give up the page and leave him done? There
weren't awholelot of optionsopen.  "Y-You g-got me, Mitchdl," Mark said tentatively. "It'sas-dtory.



For English. Wheredid you get it?" "I found it in here after school yesterday,” answered Mitchell.
"What's the deal ? Y ou miss your buddy Pendragon so bad you gotta make up stupid stories about him?”
"1-1 know. It'sredly s-stupid,” said Mark.  Thiswas going pretty well. Mitchell was making up all

the answers. Mark didn't have to do anything. Now al he had to do was get Mitchell to give him the
page. "Thanksforfindingit." Hehedd hishand out for the page. Thiswasthe moment of truth. Was
Mitchdl goingto giveit back? "What'l you givemefor it?' Mitchell asked. "What do you want?'

Mitchell gave this some thought. Thiswastough for him. Heusudly didn't think much.  "Forget it,” he
answered. "Just takeit. 1t'sno fun messing with you anymore. It'stoo easy." Mark had to try to stop
from smiling. Thiswas amazing. He was going to get the page back, no harm, no foul. He didn't want
Mitchdl to think he was too happy about it, so hejust shrugged and held hishand out. However... It
was at that exact ingtant that hisring started to twitch. Mark felt the telltale movement, but it was such a
surprise that he could only stand there, frozen. Then the gray stone started to turn clear and glow.
Bobby's next journa was about to show up, and it couldn't be happening at aworsetime.  Mark
clamped his other hand over thering to hide it. He made eye contact with Mitchell, hoping against hope
that he hadn't seen the ring move. But onelook into Mitchdl's wide eyestold him the truth. Mitchell had
seenit, al right. They stood there for amoment, staring at each other. Findly... "Gottago!" Mark put
his head down and headed for the door. But he had to go past Mitchell, and there was no way Mitchell
was going to let him get past. He caught Mark and shoved him back into the bathroom.  "What's going
on?" shouted Mitchell, with atouch of fear.  "N-Nothing. I-'m sickisal." Mark tried to get by
again, but Mitchdl wouldn't let himpass.  "Show methat ring!" Mitchell demanded. By thispoint the
ring was sarting to expand on Mark's finger. He couldn't keep hishand on it any longer. Though it killed
him to do it, he had to take the ring off and lay it on the ground. As soon asit hit thefloor, the dazzling
flash from the sonelit up the dark bathroom with a sparkling spray of light.  Mitchell stood over the
ring in wonder. He started to bend down to touchit.  "Don't!" commanded Mark.  Hisvoice was so
forceful, Mitchell backed off. It was the only time Mitchell had ever done anything Mark wanted him to.
Mark didn't fed any victory though; his dominance would be short-lived.  The ring was now expanded
toitsfull szeand Mark saw the familiar black holein its center. The two then heard some odd musical
notes coming from degp within.  "Dimond?" ydled Mitchdl nervoudy. "What isthis?”  Mark didn't
answer. He knew it would be over soon. If hewere lucky, Mitchdl would runinterror.  But Mark
wasn'tlucky.  Mitchell stayed. Thelight from the stone blasted out so brightly that both guys had to
shield their eyes. The musical notes grew louder, and then asecond later, it was over. The lights stopped
flashing. The ring was back to its norma size. Sitting next to it on the floor was another roll of pages that
Mark knew was Bobby's next journal. It had arrived the exact same way dl the others had, only thistime
it couldn't have happened at aworsetime.  Mark bent down and picked up theroll and thering. He
put the ring back on hisfinger, and hoping to keep whatever power he had over Mitchel going, he held
out hishand. "Givemethepage" hesaid asforcefully aspossble.  Mitchel was numb. He actudly
started to do what he wastold. He held the lost page out for Mark. Mark reached for it, and just as he
was about to grab it, Mitchell snatched it back. He was dowly getting hisbalanceback.  "What just
happened here?' he asked shakily. Y ou wouldn't understand,” said Mark, till trying to hold on to
whatever leverage the bizarre episode had given him. "JJust give methe p-page.” Mark waslosing it.

"l a@n't giving you nothing!" declared Mitchdll.  The power had shifted again. Mitchell wasback in
charge. "I'm garting to think you didn't write this. I'm starting to think Pendragon's been writing about
where heis, and he's sending lettersto you, specid ddivery." Mark didn't know what to say. Mitchell
had hit the nail right on the head. How was he going to explain this? Mitchell looked at the page again,
then smiled ady littlesmile. Mark'sheart sank.  "I'll bet there are alot of people who'd like to know
about these" hesaid.  "Andy, you can't,” Mark pleaded. "Thisisn't stupid kid stuff at school. Thereare
things going on here you can't even imagine. If you told anybody about it, you'd be starting something that
| guaranteeyou'd regret.”  This seemed to hit home with Mitchell. Mark redlized it might be hisone
chanceto gain somered leverage over thebully.  "There are only three people who know about these
pages,” Mark continued. "Me, Courtney Chetwynde... and now you." "Chetwynde knows?" shouted



Mitchell in disappointment.  Thiswas good for Mark. Mitchell wasjust as afraid of Courtney as Mark
was of Mitchdl. Mark was beginning to realize he had more toolsto work with than hethought.  "Yes,
Courtney knows everything," continued Mark. "Thisisaseriousthing. If you start telling people abot it,
then you might get in just as much trouble aswe will. Therésalot a stake here. Y ou want to go public
withit? Go ahead. But your lifewill never bethesame” Mark fet asif he had laid that on pretty thick.
Hewasn' at dl sure whether Mitchell would get in troubleif he revealed the journds, but he counted on
the fact that Mitchell was dumb enough tothinkhe could get in trouble. Mark knew that was the one
wegpon guys like Mark had over guyslike Mitchell. They weresmarter.  "Don't be anidiot, Mitchell,"
sad Mark. "Give me the page, forget you saw anything, and | promise never to tell anyone that you
know." Mitchell stared a the ground, thinking about the offer. Mark knew that Mitchell was over his
head. Thiswasway too much for hisbrainto process.  "I'll makeyou aded, Dimond," said Mitchell
tentatively. "I'll give you the page, and I'll shut up about what | saw. But you gotta do something for me
too." "l akedyoubeforewhat?' "Thisian't before" said Mitchell. "Thisisnow. Before | didn't see
the hocus-pocus stuff. My offer isthis: I'll keep quiet aslong as you let me read what Pendragon sends
you." "What?' Thiswas probably theworst thing Mark could imagine. He didn't want to share
Bobby'sjournaswith anybody, let donelame-wad Andy Mitchell. What was he going to say to
Courtney? Hedidn't know what todo.  "That's my offer, Dimond,” said Mitchell, suddenly sounding
more confident. "Either you start showing me those letters, or | start blabbing to everybody about what's
going on. | might get in alittle trouble, but nothing like what you and Chetwynde will catch."  Uh-oh.
Mitchell was being smarter than Mark thought possible.  "Okay," said Mark, though it killed him to do
it. "But | can't et you read it before me and Courtney. The letters are being sent to us, not you. After we
read 'em, I'll let you have alook. But the letters stay with me, and if you tell anybody and |
meananybodyabout what's going on, I'll make sure you get in every bit as much trouble aswe do.”
Mitchell thought a second, then handed the lost page to Mark. Mark grabbed it like it was his most
vauable possession in theworld. And at that moment, itwas.  "Ded," hesaid. "When do | get to read
what yougot?' Mark started for the door. He was fedling bold and lost at the same time. He no longer
cared about Mitchell's bully tactics. Their relationship had just been kicked into ahigher gear. It was a
dangerous gear that wasway beyond petty bully stuff.  "I'll let you know," declared Mark, and opened
thedoor. "You better, Dimond," threatened Mitchell. "We're partnersnow.” Mark stopped and
looked back at the creepy Andy Mitchell. He was right. Theywerepartners now, sort of. The thought
made Mark'sstomachroll. A short while later Mark met Courtney near the gym, just asthey had
arranged the night before. Courtney was dl sorts of excited to know if Mark had found the missing page.
"Wel|?' sheasked impatiently. Mark's mind raced. What was he going to tell her? He knew he was
going to haveto tell her thetruth, but right now he felt asif he had failed her, and failed Bobby. It started
when he |&ft the page in the bathroom and continued when he didn't have the guts to stand up to Andy
Mitchell. Hefelt like such aloser. Y es, hewas going to haveto tell Courtney the truth, but he couldn't
bring himsdf todoitjustthen. "l got thepage,” hesaid. "Andthis"  He pulled Bobby's newest
journd from his pack. Courtney'seyeslitup. "Double score! Excellent! See, | told you it wasgoing to
work out.”  "Youwereright,” said Mark with absolutely no enthusiasm.  Courtney didn't sensethis.
She had enough enthusiasm going for the both of them.  "That'sweird,” said Courtney.  "Wha?"
Mark shot back, hoping that she hadn't sensed something had goneterribly wrong.  Courtney took the
newest journa from Mark andlooked et it.  "Thisian't likethelast one," she said with curiogity. "The
last journal was written on that green, waterproof paper. Thisis... different.” Shewasright. Mark had
been s0 nervous about Andy Mitchell, he hadn't even noticed it himself. This new journa was much more
like Bobby'sfirst journals that he wrote on Denduron. The pages were brown and crusty looking like
parchment. "Youreright,” wasdl Mark couldsay. "Okay, we gottawait till after school to read,”
she said, handing him back the pages. "Meet me out front after last period and well get back to my
basement. Okay?' "Sure. Soundsgood.” "Man, | hopel can wait that long. I'm dying! Don't peek,
dlright?"  "No problem. | won't peek,” said Mark, wondering how he was going to keep Andy
Mitchdl from peeking dl day. Mark and Courtney then separated and went about their normal school



day. Mark did hisbest to immerse himsdlf in school-work to get hismind off hisdilemma. A few times
while classes were passing, he caught sight of Andy Mitchell. Mitchell wouldn't say aword. Hed just
give Mark this exaggerated wink asif to say: "We've got asecret, right, pa?' Mark would just turn away
and cringe.  After school Mark and Courtney met up just as planned. They barely said anything to each
other asthey waked to Courtney's house. A dozen times Mark started to tell her about Andy Mitchell,
but couldn't find the right words. He saw how excited Courtney was about reading the new journd, and
didn't want to crash her mood.  When they got to the house, Mark decided that he wouldn't say
anything about Mitchell until after they read Bobby'sjournd. In spite of al the extra stuff that was going
on, Mark was excited to find out what happened to their friend. So without Courtney redlizing that a
momentous decision had been reached, the two sat down on the dusty couch to jump once again into the
world that had become Bobby's.  "I'm shaking," said Courtney asshe held thepages.  "Yeah, tell me
about it," countered Mark, though he was shaking for awhole bunch more reasons than Courtney.
Luckily for him, thetime for talking was over. It wastimetoread. Oh, man, | gottaagpologizeto you
guys. | didn't mean to leave you hanging like that. It'sjust that things are happening fast now and | haven't
had many chancesto write. That last journal was getting pretty long and | wanted to send it before
something happened to it, or to me. | wasn't thinking. Sorry.  I'm writing thisnew journd from aplace
wherel findly fed safe. At least for now, anyway. | won' tell you whereit isyet because the events that
led me here were pretty wild. I'd rather recount things as they happened and not jump ahead. It'seasier
that way. But I'll tease you alittle by saying you're not going to believe where | am. Now let's get back to
wherel left you hanging.  When Magorran hit Grallion, | felt it rather than saw it. Theimpact sent a
giant Shockwave throughout the habitat that knocked most people off their feet, including me and Uncle
Press. The habitat shuddered and shook and a horrible grinding sound filled the air as the two giant ships
collided. I couldn't seeit, but | could imagine the destruction that was happening at the point of impact. |
could only hopethat it wouldn't be so devastating asto send both habitats to the bottom.  Moments
before the collision the aquaneers had thrown off most of the lines that secured Gralion, so that when the
habitats hit, we would be pushed back instead of holding firm. If not for that move, there would have
been way more damage. Also, the pilot of Grallion threw the enginesinto full reverse, which helped to
soften the blow. Still, that wasn't enough to avoid the crash. Even after the collision, Magorran kept
coming. The big habitat was powerful and moving fast. It pushed Gralion across the surface of the ocean
likeatoy. A redly big toy. The only way to stop it wasto stop Magorran.  Oncewe redlized we
weren't going to sink, Uncle Press helped me to my feet. There was a strong vibration from the force of
the charging habitat and it was difficult to stand. Up till now | never even fet likel wason aship. Now |
felt like | was on theTitanic,and it was banging against theiceberg.  But there was one other thought
that made me even more nervous. When something this huge and bad happened it could only mean one
thing: Saint Danewasin the house. Thelook on Uncle Presss face told me he was thinking the same
thing. Thisaccident was classic Saint Dane. | could amost hear the whedls turning in Uncle Presss head
as he calculated what the crash might mean to Grdlion, to Clord, to Halla, and to us. Finaly he
announced, "Wereon thewrong habitat.” "You'rekidding, right?' Hewasn't. Uncle Presstook of
running toward the impact point. Thiswasinsane. The safest place to be wasfar away from where the
two habitats had collided. But being safe wasn't usudly high on Uncle Presss To Do list. He was headed
right for the most dangerous place on board, and | wasright after him. We ran past severa vatorswho
were fleeing from the bow to asafer part of the habitat. There was aname for those guys. Smart. We
weren't being smart; we were headed toward disaster.  The closer we got to the bow, the more
damage there was. The deck had buckled and split. | could ook down through jagged tears and see
below to the pipes and strutsthat held Grallion together. It got tricky dodging around these open fissures.
Onewrong step and we could have fallen afew storiesinto the guts of Grallion. It waslike running over a
rickety old footbridge where the bottom could fall out at any moment. Still, Uncle Presswouldn't stop.
When we got near the bow, we saw the full extent of the devastation. Each of the two habitats were
crushed where they impacted. It was atwisted mess of beams, girders, and decking. Thisno longer
looked like ahabitat. It looked like avadt, floating junkyard.  "Now what?' | asked.  Uncle Press



pointed to severa aguaneers who were leaping on board Magorran. They were led by Wu Y enza, the
chief aquaneer. It was a daring jump because even though the decks of the two habitats were only afew
feet gpart, they were both till moving and grinding against each other.  "Follow them," said Uncle
Press, which wasthe last thing | wanted to hear. But he didn't give metime to think. Heran to the edge
of the deck, hesitated only a second, then legped from Gralion onto Magorran.  "Let'sgo, Bobby!" he
ydled. Imagine standing on anicefloe asit hurtled down ariver and you had to jump onto another ice
floethat was going just asfast. That's pretty much what thisfelt like. The gap between the two decks was
only afew feet, but it felt likeamile. | looked down. Big mistake. | could see through four stories

down of twisted wreckage to the frothing white water. Falling would redlly, redly hurt.  "It's cake,
Bobby!" shouted Uncle Press. "C'mon!"  Cake. Yeah, right. | inched as close as | could to the edge
without getting dizzy. The deck lurched under my feet. Thiswas definitelynotcakel | waited until Grallion
settled, took abreath - and jumped. | cleared the chasm by agood five feet. Okay, maybe itwascake.

"Now what?' | asked, trying to sound asif | were morein control of mysdlf than | redly was.  "The
pilot house," answered Uncle Press. "Let'sfind out who'sdriving thisbus”"  The pilot house where the
habitat was controlled wasn't far from which we boarded. Like the pilot house on Grallion, thiswas an
enclosed structure where the pilot, the first mate, and afew other aguaneers would send the commands
that controlled the habitat. Whatever the problem waswith Magorran, thelogical place to sart looking
foritwasthepilot house.  Wetook off running, but it wasn't any easier over herethan it wason
Grdlion. Thisdeck wastorn up from the impact aswell. The whole habitat shuddered and heaved asit
bounced againgt Grallion. It wasliketrying to run across aminefield during an earthquake.  The god
wasto stop Magorran. | feared that when we got to the pilot house, we'd find none other than Saint
Dane standing at the whedl wearing an aguaneer uniform and an evil, leering smile. But that would have
been too easy. Saint Dane may have been responsible for this, but he wouldn't have done something as
obvious as piloting the habitat himsalf. No, Saint Dane didn't work that way. He was amanipulator. This
was an epic disaster that was worthy of him, but the cause of it would be far more diabolical. Thiswas
only the beginning. It wasn't just about two habitats colliding. There had to be something grander at
stake. So asmuch as| feared seeing Saint Dane at the whed!, it was his overal schemethat | feared
more. Before we got to the pilot house, the habitat suddenly stopped shuddering. The aguaneerswho
boarded ahead of us must have reached the controls and shut down the engines. There was a strange
cam. The horrible cracking sound of the two habitats grinding against each other stopped. The drone of
the engines stopped. The rush of the water crashing between the two wrecked habitats stopped. The
aquaneers must have dowed Magorran because after one last loud, twisting crunch, | saw Gralion pull
away. The two habitatswere once again separate.  As Grallion drifted away, | saw the extent of the
damage, and it was pretty nasty. The entire bow end of the farm barge looked like a car after ahead-on
collision. Decking was bent and cracked. Geysers of water shot from burst pipes. Pieces of beamsand
sruts floated in the water. The dock areawas destroyed aong with most of the small boats that were
kept there. In aword, it was mangled. I'm sure that Magorran looked the same, though | couldn't tell
because | was standing on it. The big question now was, why had the aguaneers on Magorran lost
control? If our aguaneers could stop it so easily, what prevented the Magorran crew from doing the
same? Uncle Pressand | reached the pilot house that was about a hundred yards back from the
damaged bow. | was glad to see the collison hadn't destroyed it. It was a solid structure that was
probably built that way in case something hairy like this happened. Thiswasthefirst good newswe saw.
Magorran could still be controlled from here. The question was, why did it go out of control in thefirst
place? The moment we opened the door, we had the answer. There were two aguaneers from Grallion
at the controls. Y enzawas at the whed, the other worked the array of toggle switchesfor the many
water-powered engines that controlled the habitat.  The aquaneer crew from Magorran was there as
well. There wasthe pilot, the first mate, and three other aquaneers. | recognized their rank because they
wore the same uniforms as the crew from Grallion. But there was one big difference between this crew
and our crew. Theseguysweredl dead. It wasacreepy scene for obvious reasons, but it was
made all the more so because the crew looked so... naturd. It wasn't like there was aviolent fight or



anything. Just the opposite. The pilot sat in hischair, till looking forward with Sghtlesseyes. Thefirst
mate was hunched over amap with apen il in hishand asif he werein the middie of plotting acourse,
probably to rendezvous with Gralion. The other aguaneers were Sitting on the deck near their stations as
if they had smply fallen adeep. But these guys were definitely not adeep. Their eyeswere wide open.
There was something else. Uncle Press saw it first and pointed it out to me. Each of the poor dead
aquaneers had atrace of something on the corners of their mouths. It was dry now, but it looked to have
been atrickle of green liquid that had dribbled out of the corners of their mouths and crusted there.

They were dead all right. The mystery of the collision was solved. These guys died at their posts under
full power. But the idea of five guys suddenly dying was tough to comprehend. It wasthen that | was hit
with athought that was even more horrific than the sght in front of me. It waslikean darmrangin my
head. | reached out to Uncle Press, grabbed his deeve and pulled him out of the pilot house.  "This
wasn't asudden crash,” | croaked out through my dry mouth. "I mean, we saw it coming, right?"

"Yeah, 0?' "Soif wesaw it coming, how come nobody ese on board Magorran did?' Beforel
got al thewords out, | saw in Uncle Presssface that he knew exactly where| was going with this. The
crash happened because the pilot and his crew were dead. But somebody else on Magorran should have
seen the crash coming and tried to stop it. That is, if anybody else on Magorran were diveto seeit. The
horrible realization hit Uncle Pressjust asit hit me. If nobody esetried to stop the crash, did that mean
more people were dead? We both did a quick scan around and saw the same thing - nothing. There was
no movement. No life. The sickening truth was setting in. There was a very good chance that everybody
on Magorran had met the samefate asitscrew.  Thismay have become aship of thedead. | turned
away from Uncle Pressand puked. (CONTINUED) CLORAL Spader!" shouted Uncle
Press. | had my hands on my kneeswhile tossing my lunch. | looked up to see Spader booking across
the deck severa yards away. He was headed deeper onto Magorran and | knew why. He was going to
find hisfather. Behind usWu Y enza came from the pilot house and saw himtoo.  "Stop right therel™
she commanded. "Donotgo onto this habitat!”  Spader didn't even glance a her. There was nothing
sopping him.  "Well stay with him," said Uncle Pressto Yenza.  "Y ou are not authorized to be here,"
shesad sernly.  "Werecivilians," countered Uncle Press. "You can't stop us”  "We can't protect
you either.” | didn't like the sound of that. Whatever caused this horrible disaster could till be out
there. On the other hand, chances are it was Saint Dane, and that bad boy was our department.

"Understood,” said Uncle Press. "WEell bring him back.” Y enzawanted to argue, but Uncle Press
had already started to jog after Spader. | looked to the chief aguaneer and shrugged. She scowled at me
and | turned and ran after UnclePress.  Spader had a head start on us and it was tough keeping up
with him. It didn't help that he knew exactly where he was going. We had to keep him in sight or he'd be
gone. Aswe ran across the deck of Magorran | tried to keep an eye on him while taking in the new
surroundings. Thiswas amanu habitat, but the factories must have been toward the stern because the
areawe were running through seemed more residential. There were severd tal structuresthat looked like
gpartment buildings surrounding abig park. This could have been anorma, downtown neighborhood
back on Second Earth. It was strange to think that we were floating. Stranger still wasthe fact that the
place was deserted. There wasn't asoul to be seen - living or dead. It gave me hope that everyone had
evacuated Magorran before they met the same deadly fate asthecrew.  Up ahead Spader hurried into
one of the gpartment buildings. When we entered after him, al my hopes that the habitat had been
abandoned came crashing down. Sitting in the lobby were three more bodies. Like in the pilot house, it
looked asif death touched them quickly and with complete surprise. They were three men who must
have been factory workers because they al wore the same bright blue coverdls. They sat around atable
that was covered with multicolored tiles. My guess was they were playing some kind of game when they
met their fate. One till held atile asif ready to make aplay. He never got the chance. The whole scene
was creepy and | didn't want to look too closdly, but | did seethat all three men had the same trace of
dried green liquid on their chins. Whatever it was, it must have had something to do with the way they
died. | didn't want to be there anymore. Thiswas getting dangeroudy gross. | wasdl set to turn and
bolt back for Gralion, when we heard a crash coming from deeper in the building that sounded like



breaking glass. Either it was Spader or somebody was il alive. Uncle Presstook off toward the sound
and as much as | wanted to run the other way, | stayed with him.  Aswe ran down along corridor |
tried not to think about what horrorslay behind each of the closed doors we passed. It was like running
through atomb. Wefinaly cameto adoor that was open dightly. ™Y ou ready for this?' Uncle Press
asked. "No, but wegottadoit,” | answered.  So he pushed the door open and we both entered.
We saw right away that this was an apartment very much like Spader's on Grallion. It was small and
smple, with molded furniture and windows that looked out on the ocean. Nobody was here, so we had
to move on into the bedroom.  That's where we found him. Spader stood in the middle of the room. At
his feet was a shattered vase. That was the sound we heard. Spader must have broken it himsdlf,
probably in anger. When we entered, he didn't turn to look at us. That was because he was focused on
hisfather. The man was sitting at adesk with his head resting on the surface. Y es, he was dead. Like the
others, it looked asif he had died peacefully. He wore hisfull aguaneer uniform. My guesswas he
wanted to look as good for his son as Spader wanted to look for him. My heart went out to my friend. |
had expected Spader to discover that hisfather had disappeared, just as mine had. But thiswasworse.
Muchworse. | think Spader wasin shock. His eyeswere focused on hisfather asif he thought he
could change the sight before him by sheer willpower. | had no idea of what to say or do. Uncle Press
walked over to the fallen aquaneer and gently closed his eyes. He then looked to Spader and saidina
gentlevoice, "Don't be sad, thisistheway it wasmeanttobe.”  Though he didn't know it yet, Spader
wasaTraveer. As| wastold many times before, everything happensfor areason. | didn't quite buy it
yet, but that'swhat | wastold.  Spader looked into Uncle Presss eyes and | saw how bad he was
hurting. "Thisistheway it was meant to be?' he asked with ashaky voice. "l don't understand.”
"Youwill,"” UnclePresssaid gently. "Weregoingto hdpyou." | knew what Uncle Press meant.
Pretty soon we were going to have to tell Spader about being a Traveler. But | didn't think it was going
to help him understand anything. I've known about being a Traveler for some time now, and I'm till
pretty cludess.  Uncle Press|ooked down at the dead man, and saw something. Clutched in hisright
hand was asmall folded piece of paper. Uncle Press gently took it from his hand and read it. He then
looked at Spader, and handed the note to him. When Spader took it, | thought he was going to burst out
intears. That's because the letter wasfor him.  Scribbled on the sheet was one word: " Spader.” In his
dying moments Spader's father had written anoteto his son. It was odd to see " Spader™ written out in
normal letters. Since Travelers understood al languages, | suppose we could also understand
dlwrittenlanguage aswell.  As Spader took the note | saw Uncle Press put something quickly into his
pocket. Spader didn't see it because he was looking at the note. But | did. Uncle Press had taken
something el se from the dead man's hand and didn't want Spader to seeit. He looked a me and gave me
agernlook which clearly said: "Don't say anything.” "What doesthe note say?" asked Uncle Press.
Spader showed the note to Uncle Pressand | looked over his shoulder to seeit too. It wasn't a
written message; it was adrawing. It was a circular symbol about the size of an Oreo cookie. It looked
to melike two interlocking letters from an Asian dphabet. | had no ideawhat it meant or what it
represented.  "Do you know what this means?' asked Uncle Press.  Spader shook his head. Uncle
Press handed it back to him and said, "If your father wanted you to haveit, it's more important than we
redizeright now."  Spader nodded, folded the paper and put it in his pocket. He then looked to my
uncle and | saw achange in the agua-neer's eyes. He was no longer in shock. Hewastotally in control.
"I'm going to find out what happened here," he said with certainty.  "Good. We're going to help you,"
Uncle Pressanswered.  The moment was broken by the sound of hurried footsteps. A group was
headed down the hallway toward us, fast. Seconds later they entered the apartment and | saw it wasa
group of five aguaneers, headed by Wu Y enza. These guyslooked asif they were onamission. They
were al business, and they carried guns. Thiswasthefirst time | had seen wegpons of any sort on Clord,
other than spearguns for fishing. These wegpons were deek, slver rifleswith wide barrels. | would
have thought they were kind of codl, if | hadn't been so worried they might be used on us. Yenzahad a
gun aswell, but herswasasiver pistol in aholster on her hip.  She strode purposefully into the
bedroom and scanned the scene. When her eyesfell on Spader's father, she cringed with surprise and



sorrow.  "I'm sorry, Spader,” she said kindly. "I knew your father. Thereis much of himin you.”
Spader acknowledged thiswithanod.  "Magorran is being evacuated,” shethen said, clicking into
businessmode. "All nonessential personnd must returnto Grallion.”  "What'sthe point?* asked Uncle
Press.  "Were sendinginamedical team,” she answered quickly. "The habitat will be quarantined until
we determinewhat caused thesedeaths""  Good point. If avirus had donethis, it could still be hanging
around. It was best to leave thisto the experts.  "When you get back to Grallion,” she continued, "you
will be disinfected. Do not take anything from here. Understand?’ | was sure that the same thought
shot through dl of our heads. What about the piece of paper with the round symbol on it? Was Spader
going to leaveit? The answer wasno.He walked out of the room, past Y enza, without giving up the
paper. Uncle Pressand | shared glances, then followed him out.  We were escorted back toward the
bow of Magorran by two armed aguaneers. We weren't under arrest or anything, they just wanted to
make sure we got back quickly. Spader didn't say aword. He walked stiffly, looking straight ahead.
When we got near the crushed bow, | saw therewas aflurry of activity going on. Severd more
agquaneers had arrived and were putting on bulky suitsthat made them look asif they were getting ready
to handle plutonium. | figured they wanted protection against any nasty microbe that might be on
Magorran. | really hoped those suits weren't necessary, becauseif they were, it would have meant Uncle
Press and Spader and | were aready infected. Suddenly the idea of being disinfected was sounding
pretty good. We had to get back to Grallion, fast.  One of the aquaneers stopped us and said, "Well
get you on aboat for Grdlion. Wait here." Hetook off, leaving the other aquaneer to make surewe
sayed put. Aswe stood there | glanced over at the pilot house and saw something strange. Two
agronomers were standing outside, away from everyone else. They were arguing. It was the man and
woman whom | recognized from Grolo's. The man seemed to be pleading with the woman. Hewas
angry and waved hisarmsto make his point, but the woman didn't want to listen and kept turning away
from him. | had no ideawhat they were saying because we were too far away, but | wanted to remember
what | saw. A transfer boat brought the three of us back to Gralion. But we weren't alowed to go
home right away. They first brought usto amedica building and made us give up our clothes. | think they
burned them, because | never saw them again. We were given replacements though. We also had to
empty our pockets. Thiswas going to betricky. It meant giving up my Traveler ring, not to mention
Uncle Presssring and whatever it was he took from Spader's father. | aso wondered what Spader was
going to do with the note. It could be avita clue asto what happened on Magorran and | feared it would
bedestroyed. Therings proved easy. They were sent through a sterilizer and given back to us. Asfor
the other stuff, | wasn't sure. Before we got dressed we had to shower with some foul-smelling soap that
stung my skin. Some medical personnd watched us the whole time to make sure we washed dl the
nooks and crannies. Nice, huh? To be honest, | didn't mind. | would have scrubbed mysdf with acid in
Y ankee Stadiumiif | thought | might be carrying amicrobe that was deadly enough to do the damage |
saw on Magorran.  Oncewe were released, al freshly scrubbed and stinging, we walked back toward
Spader's house. Spader wasn't saying much and | figured it was because his thoughts were with his dad.
Wéll, histhoughts may have been with his dad, but that's not why he was so quiet. As soon as we got
away from the medical unit, | saw the real reason. He opened hismouth. .. and pulled out the note from
hisfather. He had folded it and got it through without anyone knowing. Smart guy. We asked him to
come for dinner, but he wasn't in the mood. He wanted to be alone. Can't say | blame him. Uncle Press
and | went back to our apartment and | findly got the chanceto talk with himin private.  "What
happened over there?" | asked right away. "Wasit Saint Dane?’ "It could have been," answered Uncle
Press. "Or it could just have been ahorrible accident.”  "Accident?" | shouted. "How many people died
on Magorran? Two, three hundred? That was no accident.” ™Y ou might be right, but we've got to look
beyond the tragedy here. Saint Dane doesn't wreak havoc just for the sake of it. He alwayshasaplan. If
he caused those peopleto die, it's because it served some overdl scheme. Remember, he's about
pushing aterritory toward chaos. If we're going to find hishand in this, we've got to figure out what his
overdl planis”" "What about Spader?' | asked. "He'sin bad shape. It'sgoing to be hard to tell him
about thewhole Traveler thing."  "But he'sgot to learn soon. He'sthe only Traveler from Clora now.”



"Y ou mean he wasn't before?'  "Up until he died, Spader'sfather wasthe Traveler. Now it's
Spader.”  "Oh, man!" | blurted out. " Spader's father wasa Traveler too?'  "Yes," said Uncle Press
softly. "And hewasafriend." Hereached into hispocket and said, "I took thisfrom him, but it belongs
to Spader now." He held up the item he secretly took from Spader's dad and | instantly recognized what
itwas. It wasaTraveder'sring just like mine. The band was made of heavy slver; the stonein the center
was date gray and there was somekind of bizarro engraving aroundit. "I want you to givethisto him.
You'll know when thetimeisright,” said Uncle Press, ashedropped itinmy hand. | nodded and put
thering in my pocket. | wasn't sure | wanted this responsibility, but Spader was my friend. How could |
not doit? Uncle Pressthen said, " Spader's father must have known something was going to happen.”

"What makesyou say that?' "The paper heleft for Spader. Hislast act wasto get that symbol to his
son, the Traveler. It'swhy | think the desths on Magorran weren't an accident. There's something bigger
goingon.” "What do you think the symbol means?' "I don't know, but I'll make you abet: When we
find that out, well find Saint Dane.” It wasofficia. The gamewas on. It looked like Saint Dane had
made hisfirst move. But thiswasn't like Denduron. There were no obvious good guys and bad guys here.
At least not yet, anyway. There was nothing we could do but keep our eyes and ears open - and wait.

The next few days dipped by in aweird haze. Uncle Pressand | went back to work, but our hearts
weren'tinit. It didn't seem like anybody el se cared to be working either. Everyone wanted to know what
the medica team would find on Magorran. | found myself stopping and staring out a the manu habitat
that was anchored amile away. It looked like adark storm cloud looming on the horizon. The only signs
of lifewere the severa boats that would travel back and forth from Grallion to ferry medica personnel
and repair crews.  Repairswere aso under way on Gralion. The pilot brought us back to our origind
position and anchored usthere. | heard that the collision with Magorran pushed us nearly ten miles over
the ocean. It was important that Grallion return to its home because that's where the underwater farm
was. | tried talking to Spader afew times, but he didn't want company or conversation. | understood,
but | dso knew he shouldn't betotally alone. It was sad. The loss of hisfather changed him. He went
from being atotd extrovert to spending dl of histime done. Thiswasn't good, so one night | got two
bottles of sniggersfrom Grolo'sand paid himavist.  When | knocked on his door, Spader didn't
answer. But | knew hewasinthereso | let mysdlf in. | found him lying on thefloor, staring up at the
caling. By therank smdll in there, | guessed he hadn't showered much in the past few days. | didn't say
anything though, | just walked in and pressed the bottle of sniggersinto hishands.  "Hobey-ho," | said.

Spader looked up a me and for amoment | didn't think he recognized me. His mind was miles away.
But then he focused and smiled. He took the sniggers, too.  "Strange days, Pendragon, my friend,” he
sadashesatup. "Yeah, strangedays,” | answered, and we both took a drink of sniggers. It tasted
good. | don't think sniggers had acohal iniit, like beer. But it definitely had a sparkle, and that was good.

"What were you thinking about?' | asked.  Of course | knew he was thinking about his dad, but it
was as good away as any to start a conversation. Spader lifted his other hand and | saw that he was
holding the piece of green paper with the round symbol. Hewaved it at measif to say: "I'm thinking
about this” "Any ideawhat it means?' | asked. "Not aclue" he answered. "But | know who might.”

"Who?' "My mum. She'sateacher. Sweetest lady in the world and twice asbright. | gotta get back
there... tdl her about Dad."  Spader closed hiseyes. | wasn't sure if he was going to cry, but | looked
away just in case. Things were about to get even worse for him. Here he was faced with the horrible task
of telling his mother that her husband, hisfather, was dead. But there was more. There was the whole
Traveler thing. When Spader went back to Panger City to find his mother, was she going to be there?
Now that he had become the Traveler from Cloral, was she going to disappear the same as my family?
Was he going to losebothof his parents? | felt like | had to say something to start getting his mind around
the Traveler concept.  "Spader,” | said cautioudy. "There's something you should know."  Spader
looked at me. His eyes were red. He wanted words of comfort from me, but | had noneto give. Asl sat
therelooking at him, | realized | had no idea of what to say. | needed to explain something that | didn't
fully understand mysdlf. Talk about the blind leading theblind.  "What, Pendragon?’ heasked.  Asl
opened my mouth to say... | don't know what, Uncle Press entered the apartment. Whoa, big relief. He



hed bailed me out bigtime. "I have news," he said. "About Magorran."  Spader and | both sat upin
anticipation. We had been waiting for information for days. But onelook at Uncle Presstold methat it
wasn't going to be good news. He looked nervous, and maybe even alittlebitangry. "Let'shaveit
then,” prodded Spader.  Uncle Presstook a chair and sat opposite us. He spoke softly and clearly so
we understood completely.  "The medica team madetheir report,” he began. "They examined and
tested every oneof thevictims."  "How many?' | asked. "Two hundred and twenty." Though
knew the number was going to be high, it was till ashock to hear it. Uncle Press et that information sink
in, then continued.  "Thetest results came back exactly the same on each and every one of them.” He
took abreath and said, "They weredl poisoned.”  The news hit me like ahammer to the head.
"H-How?' | blurted out. "How can that many people be poisoned?' "They aren't sure, but they
think it may have had something to do with a shipment of rice. It wasbad, and they dl ateit." "What
do you meanbad!"demanded Spader. "They don't know," answered Uncle Press, trying to stay cam.
"They can't tdll. They said it was unlike anything they'd seen before”  Spader jumped to hisfeet and
started to pace. "Bad rice? How can people die because of bad rice?" "It getsworse," added Uncle
Press. "The agronomers are afraid it may not be the only case. If there's a problem with the food supply,
then what happened on Magorranisjust thetip of theiceberg.” My thoughtsimmediately went back to
the argument | witnessed between the two agronomers on Gralion. They knew something was wrong.
The horrible reality was dowly beginning to sink in. Clord was aterritory covered by water. People
relied on farmersto grow food both on the habitats and underwater. If something was poisoning the food
supply, it would be beyond disaster. Compared to this, bubonic plague would seem like anasty cold
going around.  There could be only onereason for this...  Saint Dane. Thishad hisstamp al over it.
If the food supply went bad, there would be chaos throughout the territory, no question about it.  "We
don't know the extent of the problem. Maybe it was a one-time thing and they caught it,” Uncle Press
sadcamly. "Notintimeto save my father," snapped Spader. There was anger in his eyes. He wanted
someone to blamefor hisfather's desth. Uncle Pressand | knew who it might be, but now was not the
timetoshareit. It waslate, so weleft Spader done. Uncle Pressand | went hometo form aplan. The
next day wasthe memoria service for the victims on Magorran. We decided that after the ceremony we
would join with Spader, get aboat, and travel to Panger City to find Spader's mom. The only cluewe
had to go on to start tracking down Saint Dane was the strange symbol that Spader's dad left him, and
Panger City was as good a place to start looking as any. With that plan in place, we tried to get some
deep. | barely dept dl night. The thought of territorywide famine madeit alittle hard to have sweet
dreams. There were too many thoughts banging around in my head, so | decided to finish my journd to
you. Writing dways makes me degpy, and thistime was no different. | got asfar astdling you that
Magorran and Gralion had collided, and couldn't keep my eyes open anymore. So | rolled up the pages
and sent them on to you. It wasn't until the next morning thet | realized what acliffhanger | had written.
Again, sorry. | laid back down on my bunk and finaly got afew z's. But soon the sun was brightening
the sky on anew day, the day wewould leave Grallion.  The memoria service was scheduled for
shortly after sunrise. | didn't know what to expect, but it turned out to be a pretty emotional moment. It
took place on the stern of the habitat, away from the destruction up front. Everyone on Gralion was
there. We stayed with the farm workers, the vators, who pretty much kept together in one large group.
The aguaneers were lined up aong the stern, shoulder to shoulder, in full dress uniform. Spader was
among them. It had to be tough for him to stand there, but he did it. Good man.  Thepilot of Gralion, a
leathery-looking gray-haired guy named Quinnick, led the ceremony. | won't write down dl that was
said, but as you can imagine, it was pretty intense. He spoke about the dedication of those who serve
others, and the harsh redlity that dl life must one day come to an end. He spoke glowingly of the crew
and workers of Magorran, and about how they would never beforgotten.  Then an aquaneer stepped
forward and began to play an instrument that looked to be made from alarge piece of coral. It wasa
wind instrument, and though it seemed pretty crude, the sound it made was swest, like an oboe. The tune
he played was haunting and sad. It was afitting send-off to the poor people of Magorran.  But it was
short-lived because suddenly, without warning...boom!  An explosion rocked Gralion only afew



yards from where we stood. The crowd didn't react immediately. Everyone just sort of looked around,
stunned, not knowing what was happening.  Boom! Boom!  Two more explosions rocked the
habitat, chewing up pieces of deck and dirt. People started to scatter and run for cover. We were under
attack, but from where? The answer came from Wu Y enza. She stood on the stern and yelled
out,"Raiders!” Raders? What wereraiders? The only raiders | knew were from Oakland. | looked off
the stern and had my answer. There was a ship powering toward us. It wasn't ahabitat, it wasa
battleship, and its giant guns were trained on us. These guysweren't from Oakland.  Thingswere
turning very sour, very fast here on Clora. (CONTINUED) CLORAL We were under
attack. Most people on deck scrambled for cover and | was one of them. Uncle Pressand | stuck
with agroup of vatorswho fled to the building that held most of the farming equipment. That wouldn't
give much protection, but it was better than standing out in the open with bombsraining down!  Aswe
ran more missiles pounded the deck and blasted dirt and water everywhere. Y es, water. These weren't
your everyday, ordinary cannonballs. Remember, thiswas Clora. Everything here had to do with water.
| soon found out that the giant guns on the battleship were actually huge water cannonsthat fired big,
dense balls of water. But when these water missiles hit, they were every bit as destructive asa sted shell.
And they could fire round after round without fear of running out of ammunition. After al, their
ammunition was water, and there was an infinite supply around these parts. What made it even more
frightening was that there was no sound. The gunsdidn't let out agiant roar when they fired, so it was
impossibleto prepare for astrike. Thefirgt clue that awater missile was about to hit was afaint whistling
sound, and thenit hit.  About a dozen of us crowded into the equipment shed and scrambled to the
windowsto look out ontheaction. | looked to Uncle Press and said, "Raiders? What's the ded 7"
Uncle Press didn't know. Thiswas awrinkle he wasn't prepared for. "I have never seen them attack
ahabitat thislarge," one vator said with more than atouch of fear. "They usudly prey on small vessds."”
"What do they want?' | asked. "Whatever we have," came the smple answer. "And they're not
afradtokill forit."  Gulp. | looked out the window to see that the aquaneers were scrambling to
defend the habitat. These guysweren't just sailors, they were trained in using wegpons aswell. They
moved fast and efficiently asthey took up defensive positions facing the incoming cruiser. But the only
weapons they had were the silver rifles | saw back on Magorran. They didn't have big cannons or missile
launchers or firepower of any kind that could stand up to the barrage from the raiders huge water guns.
Their rifles seemed like, wdll, they seemed like water pistols compared to the mighty arsend they faced.
"Why isn't Gralion armed?' | asked thevator. "l told you," he answered. "The raiders have never
been so bold. There was never areason to be armed. Until now," added Uncle Presssoberly.  All my
romantic notions about pirates were just blown away, no pun intended. To me pirates were charming
rogues who drank grog and chased wenches and shivered me timbers and were basically comical
charactersin search of tressure. But these weren't Disney pirates. The guysfiring on uswere
killers.Boldkillers. They were atacking an unarmed farming habitat with over two hundred people on
board. But for what? There were no riches on Grallion. What could they possbly want? Thenthe
barrage of missiles stopped. Wetook alook at the battle cruiser and saw that it had pulled to within a
few hundred yards of Grdlion. Its gunswere still aimed at us, but they were no longer firing for thetime
being. The ship looked very much like a battleship from home, though of course there were no military
markings. It was alight green color that made it blend in with the green water. | counted eight water
cannonsin al. Four front and four back. | wondered what their next step was. Were they going to board
us? That wouldn't make sense because any advantage they had with their big gunswould be lost once
they set foot onboard. There were plenty of aguaneers with riflesto give them ahard timeif they set foot
on our deck. No, the advantage these bad guys had wasfrom adistance.  Then, abooming, amplified
voice camefromthe battle cruiser.  "Good morning, Grdlion! | trust we have your attention.” It was
aman's voice and he actually sounded cheery. He could have been cdling to aneighbor over the
backyard fenceto talk about the Yankees. "My nameisZy Roder, pilot and chief of the good
shipPursuit.Perhapsyou've heard of me?'  Themore | listened to this guy's booming voice, the more
my stomach twisted. | looked to Uncle Press and his grim expression told me he was feding the same



way. Near us, avator had been watching the cruiser through a spyglass. The moment we heard the voice
coming from the raiders ship, Uncle Press approached the man and asked if he could borrow the
telescope. The worker obliged and Uncle Presstook acloser look at our new nemesis.  "If you have
heard of me," the voice continued, "then you know | am afair man. | wish no harmon anyone” Uncle
Press saw what he needed to see, then handed me the spyglass. | took it and looked out at the cruiser.
The crew of the ship he calledPursuitwere dl on deck. There was amix of men and women, which meant
that at least raiders weren't sexist. They weren't dl torn up and scuzy |ooking the way you think of movie
pirates either. No, just the opposite. These guys|ooked like an organized, buttoned-up crew. But the
way they stared at Grallion made methink of apack of hungry wolves, patiently waiting to strike. Their
stares were blank and lacked any human emotion, except for maybe greed. | moved the spyglass until
| found the man caled Zy Roder. He stood on the uppermost deck, holding something dark that | could
only guesswasamicrophone. Like dl theraiders, Zy Roder wore the same kind of lightweight clothing
that everyone wore here on Grdlion. Hewasatal guy, with shoulder-length blond hair that blew around
inthe seabreeze. Y ou might even cal him handsome. He stood with hislegs apart defiantly, with one
hand on his hip. Pretty cocky. Thiswas aguy who was used to getting what he wanted. | wondered what
itwashewanted fromus.  But thething that struck me most about him was his eyes. Even though |
was looking through aspyglass, | could see they were the same, icy blue eyesthat | had grown to fear.
Therewasno mistake. ItwasSaint Dane. He had arrived on Cloral and taken up with aband of
outlaw marauders. The question now became, what was his next move? | handed the spyglass back to
thevator. | didn't want to watch anymore. "By now you must know of the horrible disease that

is spreading throughout Clord," he continued. "Our food is being poisoned. Why? | have noidea. But |
do know that safe food will soon grow scarce”  Thiswas Saint Dane dl right. He was doing what he
did best, spreading fear. " Our request issmple. Thefood on Gralionissafe... sofar. You have so
much, and we o little. These are my terms. Load ten of your largest transfer barges with grain, fruit, and
vegetables. Send each barge out to us with asingle aguaneer. We will take the barges and leave you in
peace." Thefarmworkersaround us erupted in protest. They complained that ten barges of food
would wipe Grallion out for weeks. Worsg, if they gave up al their supply of safe food, then what would
be | eft for them to eat? Already, the fear of tainted food coming in from the outside was suspect. Who
could blame them, after what happened on Magorran?  "If you refuse us," Zy Roder continued, "then
wewill resume our attack.” The man now grew more intense. Gone was the pleasant voice of afellow
sailor. Saint Dane or Zy Roder - whatever he called himself here - wanted the people of Gralion to
understand what hewas capable of.  "We cannot sink Grallion, but that is not our intent. Wewill begin
with your pilot house. It will be obliterated so that you will have no control of your habitat. Then wewill
destroy your docks so you will be trapped. We will target your engine rooms so you will have no power.
Y ou will be prisoners on your own habitat, with no means of escape. Trust me, friends, we know where
you are most vulnerable and we will not leave until our demandsaremet.”  Thiswas pure Saint Dane.
He probably didn't even care about getting the food. What he wanted was to cause panic. The word
would spread quickly among the habitats that the food supply on Cloral was suspect, and that would
create chaos as normally peaceful people would start to fight over the dwindling supply of fresh food. My
guessisthat Saint Dane probably had something to do with poisoning the food supply aswell. Hisplan
for toppling Clora was beginning to becomeclear. "I will give you one peck of timeto begin the
transfer,”" hisvoice boomed. "If | see no sign of your compliance, we will open fire. So until then, enjoy
your day!"  What was a peck? Wasthat an hour? A minute? A second? Uncle Press read my mind
and said, "Twenty minutes, in case you werewondering.”  Saint Dane had one more thought. "Oh, one
last thing," hisvoice boomed. "Welcometo Clord... Pendragon.”  Yikes. My knees buckled, which
I'm sure was the exact reaction Saint Dane wanted. He knew we were here. Luckily, the other vators
had more to worry about than why this pirate had given me a persona greeting. That would have been
hard to explain. So instead of questioning me, they dl started chattering at once. Half argued to give him
the food, the other half wanted to fight. Neither choicewasagood one.  "At least we know alittle
about his plan now," said Uncle Press, trying to sound positive.  "Yeah, big ded,” | shot back. "What



arewegoing to do about it?" At that moment Spader burst into the shack. He looked around quickly
until he saw us. "Press, Pendragon, come!" he shouted.  Neither of usknew what elseto do, sowe
followed. Once outside we saw that Spader was off and running. Heled us down to the same floating
docks where wefirst arrived on Grallion. The area was deserted because al the other agua-neers were
up on deck, ready to defend their habitat. He ran to the end of one dock and jumped onto his
skimmer. Wefindly caught up to him. | shouted, "What areyou doing?’  While he spoke Spader busily
prepared the skimmer for atrip. "My father taught me everything there isto know about every ship on
the sea," he said quickly. "1 know about that raider cruiser, thePursuit. There were only afew built, back
when the aguaneersfeared there might be awar between the habitats. They even built warshipsthat
traveled underwater. But the war never happened and the cruisers and submarines were never used -
except for afew that got hijacked by raiders.”  "What's the point, Spader?' asked Uncle Press.
Spader stopped working and looked up at us. "I know where she's vulnerable. | can scuttle the guns.™
"How?' | asked indisbelief. "Simple. There are two intake ports below the waterline. That's where
they bring in water for power and ammunition. If | drive askimmer into an intake port, itll jam up the
works. No water, no guns. It'll be dead in the water and we cantake her!”  "Did you tell Y enza about
this?' asked UnclePress.  "Shewouldn't ligten. Shethinks I'm off my cake."  "Areyou off your
cake?' | asked. Spader jumped off his skimmer and back onto the dock. He stood across from us
and spoke with sincerity.  "Ever since you turned up here, I've had afeding,” he said. "First you, Press,
then later when you came back with Pendragon. | fed like you two mates are here for more than just
picking fruit. Am | right? Arethe three of usin for anatty-do, or am | just shooting fish?" It seemed
Spader had some rumblings about hisfuture asa Traveler after dl. He didn't know much, he could only
senseit, but it wastherejust the same. Hisfather probably taught him many thingsto prepare him for this
moment, just as Uncle Press did for me. Whatever it isthat makes one a Traveler, it was Sarting to kick
in.  "Areyouwithme?' Spader asked. "More than you know," answered Uncle Press. "What's your
plan?'  Spader jumped back down onto hisskimmer.  "Press, Stay here. Get to Yenza. Tdl her what
we're doing. When the intake ports are jammed up, I'll send up asignd withthisflare® Heheldupa
amall pistal that was probably aflaregun.  "Thisflare won't go up until thePursuitis crippled,” he added.
"Then Y enza can take acrew and board her before the raiders figure out what happened.”  "What
about me?' | asked. "You're getting pretty good under the water, mate," hesaid.  "Whoa! Y ou want
meto go with you? Under that cruiser?' "I told you, there aretwointake ports. | can't hit ‘'em both at
thesametime” | looked to Uncle Press, hoping he'd bail me out of this suicide misson. He didn't.
"Areyou up to this, Bobby?' heasked. No! | wasn't!  "It'll be easy, mate," said Spader. "They
won't be looking underwater. All we have to do is sneak up from below, wrench off the intake covers
and send in acouple of skimmers. Snappy-do!” 1t did sound easy. | spent alot of time underwater
with Spader and | was pretty confident down there. Maybe | could do thisafter all. "I don't suppose
therésaplan B?' | asked UnclePress.  "Not thistime," he answered. "Unlessyou've got one.” |
didn't. | wasgoing underwater. "Wait for theflarel” shouted Spader.  "Be careful!” Uncle Press
shouted back as heran back up the stairstoward thedeck.  Yeah, careful. That was ajoke, right?
Spader opened the cargo carrier that was behind his skimmer and pulled out two water deds and two
air globes. He threw one air globe to me and stowed the two water dedsin the floor compartment of his
skimmer. He then unhooked the cargo carrier so hewouldn't haveto dragitdong. "Arethose water
dedsbig enoughto dothejob?' | asked. "Nah, those are for our getaway," said Spader.  "Then
what are we going to useto jam theintake ports?’  Spader jumped from his skimmer onto another that
was right next to it. He threw afew toggle switches and the engineswhined tolife. ™Y ou take my
skimmer," hesaid. Thisdidn't make awholelot of sense. If we were going to sneak up ontheraiders
cruiser from underwater, then why were we each taking a skimmer? They may befast, but Saint Dane
and his crew would see us coming for sure.  Spader put hisair globe over his head and it instantly
conformed to him. | did the same. | jumped onto the skimmer and started to power it up. Findly |
couldn't take it anymore and asked, "Won't they seeuscoming?'  Spader pointed to ablack toggle
switch that was under the steering column.  "They would - if wewere on top of thewater.” He



flipped the black toggle and arush of air bubbles blew out from under his skimmer. Then it sarted to
sink. Spader looked a me and smiled. | found the same switch on my skimmer, and threw it. The same
thing happened. Sowly my skimmer submerged. Asit turned out, these babies didn't just fly over the
water, they traveled underwater, too!  Just before his head went under, Spader asked, "How do you
know Zy Roder?' "Long gory," | answered. "I'll tel you later.” "You'd better. Hobey-ho!"  With
that, my head sank below and we were under way. Spader had given me skimmer lessons before, so |
was familiar with how it operated. But thiswas way different. Rather than stand up, | held onto the
steering handles and my body floated parallel tothedeck. "You okay?' asked Spader. "I think,"
wasmy answer.  "Thenlet'shitit!” He cranked histhrottle, dipped the nose of his skimmer, and
immediately shot down to the ocean floor. | did the same, and we were off. Thiswasalot like using the
water deds, except they were much more powerful. | wastoo heavy on thethrottle at first and the
skimmer nearly pulled out of my grasp. | followed behind Spader but made sure to stay out of hiswake
because when | got too close, the jets from his skimmer's pontoons hit me like turbulence. 1t took mea
few minutes, but | eventually got the knack of controlling the vehicle and staying clear of Spader. Now dl
| had to do was worry about the killers we were sneaking up on.  Spader hugged the sandy bottom.
That was smart. The deegper we were, the less chance there was of us being spotted. Remember, the
water was very clear on Cloral. Visibility had to be at least ahundred feet. | redlly hoped that from the
deck of thePursuit,we just looked likebig fish.  Innotimel could look up and see the dark shape of
the cruiser floating above us. Everything looks bigger underwater, but even accounting for that, this ship
looked immense. It waslike agiant black cloud that blocked out the sun. Spader set his skimmer down
in the sand directly beneath the massve ship, right initsshadow.  "I'll go up first," he said whiletaking
out awrench-looking tool from his back pocket. I'll pull off the intake covers, then come back for you.
Get the water dedsready to go.” | nodded and gave the "okay" sign. | still wasn't used to talking
underwater. Spader took off swimming up to thePursuit,and | swam to his skimmer to get the water
deds. So far so good, but time was running out. | didn't have my watch (since | wasn't allowed to have a
Second Earth watch on another territory), but | guessed that we were getting close to the end of the
twenty-minutetimelimit. 1 got both water deds and rested them down in the sand between our
skimmers. A few moments later, Spader joined me. "It was snappy-do,” he announced. "Covers came
right off. All that'sleft isfor usto drop off our gifts” "Tel meexactly what todo,” | said.  Spader
pointed up at the hull. "Right near the stern you'll see abig round opening. | 1eft the cover hanging from it
s0 you wouldn't miss. Theréstwo of ‘em. I'll take the one on the far side of the kedl. All you haveto do
is bring the skimmer right up to the mouth, hit the throttle, and let her go. Soon asit's on the way, meet
me right back here. I'll set off theflare, and welll have aleisurdly water ded ride back to Grallion while
Pressand Y enza gtart the natty-do topside.”  "Got it," | said. It didn't sound al that hard.  "Then let's
be heroes," said Spader, and hit the throttle of hisskimmer.  Hedidn't speed to the surface; he traveled
with more caution. Now was not the time to get cocky and make amistake. | powered up and ascended
just as cautioudy. | kept looking up at the dark hull as| grew closer, expecting some aarm to sound and
to havethe raiders start firing their water cannons down at us. Aslong as we stayed directly under, we
stood a good chance of pulling thisoff. 1t only took afew seconds for usto reach the ship. A steady
hum came from its engines. | glanced to Spader. He pointed up at the hull. | looked, and sure enough,
thereit was. There was around opening about Six feet in diameter with ametal cover hanging below it.
Theintake port wasn't flush with the hull, it was perpendicular to it. The metal cover that hung from the
opening had narrow ditsto let water in and debris out. Now that the cover was off, anything could get
stuck inside and we were riding two very big pieces of debris. | was beginning to think thiswould work.
Spader and | now had to separate. He gave me athumbs up sign - a Second Earth gesture he picked
up from me - and glided his skimmer acrossthe kedl to the far side of the ship and the other intake port.
Now came the most critical part of the operation. | carefully guided my skimmer up toward the open
port. The opening wasn't much bigger than the width of the skimmer, pontoon to pontoon, so | had to
make sure the whole vehicle got insde. | dso didn't want to bang the skimmer againgt the hull because
that might alert someone that predators were lurking below. | carefully used the throttle to maneuver the



craft into pogition. | had to bring it right up under the hull, then move parald with the hull into theintake
port. It wastricky, but | soon had the entire skimmer resting inside the port. The hard part was over. |
was amost there. All | had to do was hit thethrottle.  But | never got thechance.  That's because the
ship cameto life. The enginesthat had been idling quietly suddenly roared. | guessed the twenty minutes
were over. Theraiderswere getting ready to fire on Gralion. The noise grew deafening, but worse than
that, | felt arush of water and realized with horror that | was being sucked into the intake port!
ThePursuitwas drawing in weter for power and ammunition - and | waswell within sucking range! The
force of theintake pulled meinto the opening. In seconds | would be splatter. There was nothing to grab
onto.l wasgoingin. That'swhen astrange thing happened that | till can't explain. Even as| think
back to what happened, it doesn't make sense. It felt like someone seized me by the hand and pulled me
out far enough to grab on to the edge of the intake port. | wrapped my fingers around thelip then
struggled to bring my other hand forward and grab on aswell. | looked up, expecting to see Spader
there, but he wasn't there. Whoever had saved mewasgone.  Did | say saved? | wasn't saved yet. |
held onto thelip of the intake port with the tips of my fingers. My entire body was il insde the tube
leading into the ship. The force of the water grew stronger. | didn't have the strength to pull mysdlf
forward. | tried to find something with my feet to push off of, but the inside of the tube was smooth. |
wasn't going to last much longer.  That'swhen | realized that the force of the intake pump wasn't just
pulling on me, it was pulling a my skimmer, too. Therewas till hope! If | could hold on long enough, the
skimmer would be sucked into the engine and jam it up just asif | had sent it in mysdlf. All | had to do
was hang on. But | didn't know how long | would last. It was torture. The only thing keeping me from
being hamburger were the tips of my fingers. | watched as the skimmer dowly moved past me, headed
deeper into the ship. It wastaking too long. | wasn't going to be able to hang on much longer. The force
of the water grew stronger, and the skimmer moved faster. But that meant it was even tougher to hold
on. | screamed. Why not? Nobody could hear me over theroar of theengines. My fingers had gone
numb. | was done. Like afiendish hungry beadt, the intake pump finaly won the battle. | lost my grip. |
flew in toward the engine, knowing | was seconds away from degath. | could only hope that it wouldn't
hurt too much.  But aningtant later | heard a horrifying grinding sound, and the pull of water stopped.
The skimmer had been sucked into the engine! Spader's plan worked. Yed! | ingtantly kicked my finsand
swam out of that hole asfast as| possibly could. | blasted out into open water and shot down toward the
bottom, kicking for all | wasworth.  Spader was dready there, waiting for me. | wastotally out of
breath and probably looked asterrified as| fet.  "What kept you?" asked Spader camly. | wanted
to scream that | was nearly sucked into the engine, but figured it could wait until later.  "Did you do it?"
| yelled. "Of course," was Spader's confident answer.  "Then shoot theflarel” | ordered. He
pointed the gun topside and fired. A screaming bright arc of light blasted from the pistol and shot toward
the surface leaving abright trail of light behind it. | looked up to see that the missile broke the surface and
continued on into the sky. We had done it. We had crippled Saint Dane and thePursuitand opened the
door for Y enza and the aquaneersto defend Gradlion.  But we had done something else, too. A few
seconds later | saw four plashes next to the ship. Four divers had just hit the water, and they were
coming after us. Y eah, you guessed it. Theraiders saw our flare.  "Uh-oh," said Spader. "Hadn't
thought of that." "We can't get back to Grallion,” | said. "They'll get usfor sure” "Thenlet'sgive'em
achase," said Spader as he grabbed hiswater ded.  We both powered up and sped off along the
ocean floor headed for... | didn't know where. We flew over the bottom, inches from the coral, looking
for aplaceto hide. It was agood thing that Spader and | had played all those games underwater,
because my skills at handling the water ded were pretty good. Without dowing down, | looked back and
saw the four raiders were right after us. They had water dedstoo. | wondered if one of them was Saint
Dane. Asweflew aong the ocean bottom something caught my eye off to our right. Something was
swimming adongside us, shadowing us. | only caught aquick glimpse because whatever it was, it darted
below the coral. But what | saw didn't make sense. It couldn't have been a person because it was moving
too fadt. It might have been abig fish, maybe even aquig, but quigs were gray and black. Thisthing was
green, likethe water. Weird.  "Thekelp!" shouted Spader. | forgot about my strange vision and



looked ahead to see the beginnings of the tangle of red sea kelp that grew from the coral reef and
stretched up to the surface. If we could get into that dense jungle, we might have a chance of losing the
raders. "Stay close" commanded Spader. "Don't want to get separated inthere”  We hit the dense
kelp but didn't dow down. The dimy leaves whipped at us aswe sped by. Imagine running full tilt through
awet field of corn. That'swhat it waslike. For amoment | thought we were homefree, but it didn't last
long because a second later, we popped out of the far sde. Bad news. The kelp forest wasn't anywhere
big enough to hide us. We had to keep going.  And that'swhen it happened. It wasjust adight
movement. | wasn't even surewhat it was at first, but amoment later it hit me. It wasmy ring. It was
getting warm and the gray stone was starting to glow. That meant that we were getting near the gete. |
looked up ahead and saw the shelf of rock where the quig had nearly gotten us. It was the rock
formation that held the gate to the flume. | knew instantly that it was our best and only hope. Spader was
going to haveto learn about being a Traveler sometime. | couldn't think of a better way to do it and save
our buttsat thesametime.  "Follow me!" | shouted to Spader and changed my direction toward the
rock overhang. Spader didn't question. Hefollowed. The thought of running into aquig flashed through
my head, but right now it was the least of our worries. When we were just about to shoot under the rock
ledge, Spader yelled, "Stop!" | did. He glided up to me and said, "Don't want to get trapped under
there, mate. They'll have usfor sure” | looked back toward the kelp forest in time to see the four
raiders break out of the vegetation and spot us.  "Do you trust me?' | asked. "Wl sure, mate, but -
" "Thencmon!" [ hit thethrottle and shot under the rock ledge. | did aquick ook back to seeif
Spader was following. He was. For achange | could take the lead and he believed in me enough to
follow. Now dl | had to do wasdeliver. Therock ceiling looked different, but only because the last
time | was here| was going the other way. But that wasn't agood excuse for being logt. | had to find the
gate. Theraiders had aready gotten to the rock ledge and were till coming fast. All they had to do was
follow our bubbles and they'd have us. | could only hope that 1'd find the gate before | hit the dead end of
rock. | started to panic. | waslost. | didn't know where the gate was. Thisrock ledge was huge. We
could swim around here for hours without finding it. What was | thinking? | had led usinto atrap. | had
to calm down and think. Wherewasit? Theanswer hit meingtantly. | had beenin such arushto getin
herethat | wasn't thinking straight. There was an easy way to find the gate. It was my ring. | swept my
hand out in front of me and saw that the stone would dim or grow brighter, depending on the direction |
pointed. | carefully judged when the ring was shining brightest and that told me our course. It waslike
following acompass. | took off in that direction and seconds later, | saw it. The round hole in the ceiling
was only yards ahead. | aimed my water ded toward it and gunned theengine. A quick thought went
through my mind. Maybe | shouldn't be leading the raiders to the gate and the flume. But | reasoned that
it didn't make adifference. If it was Saint Dane behind us, he dready knew about the gate. If it wasn't
Saint Dane, then it wouldn't matter if the raidersfound it. The flume didn't work for non-Travelers. No,
thiswas the right move for al sortsof reasons. | broke the surface inside the cavern and |ooked
around quickly. It was exactly the same aswe had left it. A moment later, Spader broke the surface next
to me and looked around inwonder.  "Hobey, mate! How did you know about this?' | pulled off my
air globe and tossed it onto the ledge. | threw my water ded there too. There was no timeto explain
thingsto Spader. The raiders would be herein asecond. So | yanked off hisair globe and threw it and
hiswater ded to the side. The two of usfloated in the middle of the pool, treading water. "'l hope
theré's another way out of here" hesaid. | laughed at that. | actually laughed.  "Spader,” | said. "You
havenoidea... but you soonwill." | glanced up at the opening to the flume. | counted on the fact that
we didn't have to climb up the sheer rock face to get there. We didn't havetime.  "I'll ask you again,” |
sad. "Doyoutrus me?' "Of course, mate, but you better come up with something quick or were
going to have our own natty-do right hereand - " "Zadaal"l shouted.  Theflume cametolife. The
familiar bright light shot from the opening. The jumble of musical notes grew closer. Spader looked upin
awve. "Hobey, Pendragon,” he said softly. "Where did you say you werefrom again?'  The water
around us started to swirl. Thelight from the flume grew bright and the two of uswere pulled up,
together, out of the watersof Cloral. A second later, we were on our way to see Loor.



ENDOFJOURNAL#6 "Why did he go to Zadaa?'huffed Courtney. "Why didn't he bring Spader
hereto Second Earth? Thisishishome!"  Mark knew the answer. Loor wasa Traveler. Shewould be
ableto help Bobby explain things to Spader. Things were getting hairy on Cloral and Loor wasthe kind
of person you went to when things got hairy. Mark felt that Courtney should have redlized this, but her
jedousy toward Loor was clouding her thinking. Not that he'd point that out to her. Noway.  Courtney
stood up angrily and shoved the pages back at Mark.  "Well, if Bobby Pendragon thinks his new friend
can help him better than we can, thengood luckisdl | haveto say!™ "Cmon, Courtney,” said Mark
softly. "You know hedid theright thing."  Courtney looked asif she wanted to argue, but backed off.
Sheknew. "Yeah, well, whatever," shesadwithapout. Mark now faced adilemma. He had to tell
Courtney about Andy Mitchell. He made adumb mistake by leaving the page in the boys bathroom and
because of it, Mitchell knew about thejournals.  "I'm sorry, Mark," added Courtney. She had camed
down. "You'reright. Y ou've been right about everything from the beginning. It's good that one of us
thinks straight. At least now we know why these pages are different than the last ones. He wrote this
journal on Zadaa, not Clordl, right?'  Mark wanted to scream. Courtney Chetwynde relied on him to
be the brains of this duo and right now he was feding like anything but. She trusted him and listened to his
advice, which is more than anybody el se ever did, except for Bobby sometimes. It killed him to haveto
admit he had screwed uproyaly.  "You okay?' asked Courtney, sensing that something waswrong.

"Yeah, sure, I'm f-fine," answered Mark quickly. "Just worried about Bobby isdl." ™Y ou'd better
get those pages back to your house before anything else happens.” Mark looked at Courtney, saw the
trust in her amazing gray eyes and made adecision. He couldn't tell her about Andy Mitchell. At least not
yet. He wanted to work this out on his own rather than risk losing Courtney's faith. Thiswas his problem
and hewas going to haveto ded withit.  So he gathered the pages of Journal #6 together, put themin
his pack, and left for home. Normally, once they finished reading ajourna, Mark would stash it in the
safest place he knew -an ancient rolltop desk in hisattic. His parents hadn't gone up there in years and
Mark had the only key. He wore it on achain around his neck just to be safe. Every precaution had been
taken. Assoon asajourna wasfinished, it went intothedesk.  Tonight was alittle different though.
Mark crept up to the attic and unlocked the desk drawer. He placed Journal #6 inside next to the brown
rolls of parchment that were Bobby's journals from Denduron. But rather than lock them up, he took out
Journa #5 - the journal Andy Mitchell had seen the first page of. Thiswasthejourna he would show
Mitchell. He hoped that maybe this would be enough. Maybe Mitchell would think it was al acrazy joke
and get bored after reading these pages. It was the best Mark could hopefor.  He spent adeepless
night, wondering how he was going to get out of this predicament. Sharing the journalswith Courtney
made sense. Courtney was Bobby's friend. Courtney could be trusted. But Andy Mitchell was different.
Hewas anidiot. Worse, he was abully-idiot. There was no telling what Mitchell would do with the
information about Bobby once he got it. But as hard as he tried to figure away out, he just couldn't find
it. He had no choice but to show Mitchell the pagestomorrow. At school the next day Mark did his
best to avoid Mitchell. He held out the desperate hope that Mitchell had forgotten al about the journd
page he'd found in the boys bathroom. Mark got through the entire day without even seeing hisnemesis.
His hopes sarted to rise. He told himself that Mitchell didn't care enough to even show up for school!
Maybe thiswould al blow over.  Wrong. No sooner had Mark stepped out of hislast classthan he felt
ahand clamp down on hisshoulder.  "Timefor alittle homework, aye, Dimond?' chuckled Andy
Mitchdl. Mark's heart sank. The guy hadn't forgotten at dl. It wastimeto ded with the devil. Mark
shrugged Mitchdl's hand off hisshoulder and said, "Let'sgo.”  Mitchell snorted and chuckled. He made
Mark's skin crawl, but there was no way out of this. So Mark led him up to the boysbathroom on the
third floor. No one would bother them there, especidly not Courtney. After her run-in with Mr. Dorrico,
they decided not to read the journals there anymore. Thiswas the best place Mark could think of to get
some privacy, and to avoid Courtney. He felt guilty as hell about it, but there was no other way.  When
they got insde Mitchell stood with hishand out. Mark stared at him. Mitchell snorted back agood one
and hawked alougieinto aurinal. Mark nearly retched. He had afleeting thought of barging past Mitchell
and running away, but that would have been usdless. No, thiswas the only way. So reluctantly he



reached into his pack and pulled out the roll of green, dick paper that was Journd #5.  Mitchell
reached out to grab it, but Mark pulled it away. "You gottaread it here and you gotta give it right back
when you're done," Mark said. Mitchell wasn't used to being ordered around like this, especidly not
from ageek like Mark Dimond. But Mark was intense. He was not fooling around. Mitchell snorted and
chuckled, again. "Whatever," he said, and swiped the pages away from Mark. He walked over to one
of thedtdlssaying, "I'll reeditinhere”  "You will read it right here, where| can seeyou!" commanded
Mark. Whoa. If Mitchell wasn't sure about how important those pages were to Mark, he sure was
now. Mark was not going to allow Andy Mitchell to control this Situation any more than he had to. He
aready had too much control asit was. If Mitchell didn't do exactly as he said, Mark was ready to grab
the pages away and take his chanceswith the police.  Mitchell choseto back off and gave another
ggnaturesnort.  "All right, be cool," he said with ashrug. "I'll read 'em wherever youwant."  Mitchell
then walked to the far wall, turned hisback to it, and did down to the floor. With onelast snort, he began
toreadthejourna. Mark didn't move. He stood by the sinks, staring a Mitchell. Thiswaskilling him.
With each passing second hefelt asif he were betraying Bobby alittlebit more.  Mitchell took forever
to read the journa. He wasn't exactly arocket scientist and he constantly had to ask Mark the meanings
of words. Mark would roll hiseyes and explain to him what wordslike "submerge' and "erosion” meant.
Worse, when Mitchell got to words that were specific to Clora like vators or pecks, histota
cluelessness made Mark want to scream. Mark felt bad for any teacher who was saddled with the likes
of Andy Mitchell. He wondered who had the patience to teach him how to tie hisshodaces.  Findly,
mercifully, Mitchdl finished the journa and looked up to Mark. Thiswasthe criticadl moment. Mitchdl's
firgt reaction was going to tell Mark how much trouble he was going to cause from here on in. Mitchell
dared at Mark for amoment, asif trying to pull histhoughts together. Mark figured that pulling those dim
thoughts together couldn't take more than a nanosecond. It didn't. Mitchell snorted and laughed again.

"Who are you kidding?' he said with asneer. "You madethisup!” Mark didn't react. He just stared
a Mitchdl. Thetruth was, hedidn't careif Mitchell believed thejournalswerered or not. But Mark
redized ingtantly that not reacting was the exact wrong move. He saw it in Mitchdll's eyes. Mark redlized
that if he had argued with Mitchell and said something like "l didn't makeit up! It'sdl true! | swear!" then
Mitchell would have figured he was just some loser geek with awild imagination and that would have
been the end of it. But he didn't. By not arguing, he had done the exact opposite. His silence convinced
Mitchell that everything in the journadwastrue. Mark wished he had a second chance to react, but it was
toolate. Mitchdl began to stand up. Before he got his balance, Mark swiped the journa pages out of
hishand. "Easy!" complained Mitchell. "Arewe done now?"' asked Mark as herolled up the
journd. "Done?' laughed Mitchdl. "Were just starting! | want to read the other journas. The ones
from that Denduroni place"  "Denduron. | can'tletyou-" "And | want to read thejournal that
showed up here yesterday. I'm not stupid, Dimond. | saw it. It was brown, not green like thisone. You
aready got another ddlivery from Pendragon and | want to seeit.”  "N-Noway! | agreed to let you
reedtherestof -"  Mitchdl lunged a Mark, grabbed him by the shirt, soun him around, and dammed
him against the hard tilewall of the bathroom. He knocked the air out of hislungsand Mark nearly
passed out. Mitchell wouldn't et him go though. He stuck his nose right in Mark's face and hissed, " Stop
tellin' mewhat to do, you little freak. Y ou wannamess with me? I'll hit you so hard you'll be egtin' and
fartin' out of thesame hole” Mark didn't believe that was possible, but he didn't want to risk it.

"Now listen to me. Do not tell Courtney Chetwynde | know about this. If you do, I'll go right to the
police and fry both of your butts. Understand?'  "But-" Mitchell dammed Mark against the wall
again. Thistime Mark hit hishead onthetiles, "Understand?’ "Yeah, | underdand.” "AndI| want
to seetherest of them journds. We are Sitting on avery big thing here. Someday we are gonna be
famous, thanksto that weez Pendragon.”  Mark was horrified. Mitchell, the village idiot, was aready
planning on how to release the journadsto the world. This could not get worse. "1 want to see another
one of them journas," he commanded, then threw Mark out of the way, and strode toward the bathroom
door. With onefina snort, he then kicked the door open and left.  Mark sunk down to the floor,
hurting in more ways than one. He had messed up worse than he could imagine. Mitchell now had



complete control over him. Worsg, if he told Courtney abouit it then Mitchell would make sure that the
police knew everything. There was no one he could go to for help. He wanted to handle this on his own,
but he was doing atruly bad job. He had let Bobby down, he had et Courtney down, and he had let
himsdf down.  And then, just to add to his confusion, the ring on hisfinger started to twitch. In the past
this had always been amoment of excitement because it meant he was going to hear from his best friend
again. But now theideaof another journd arriving meant that it was going to be one morejourna he
would have to share with Andy Mitchell. One more journa that he would have to explain to the dimwit.
One morejournal that marked histotal fallureasafriend. Mark took off thering and put it on the
floor. He then rolled over and turned his back to it. He knew what was going to happen. He didn't have
to see. He closed his eyes and softly whispered, "I'm sorry, Bobby. I'm going to fix everything, | swear."
When heturned back around, the ring was lying right here he had |ft it. Next to it was another journal.
ZADAA Ihave seen thingsthat | never thought possible and most of itisn't good. Sincel
wrote you last, things here have been pushed to the hairy edge of catastrophe and | fed asif it'sup tome
to bring it back. Theworst part is| don't know how. Not a clue. I'm frustrated, freaked out, and most of
al... scared. Definitely scared. Not only for me, but for the whole territory of Clora. Whoever had the
bright idea.of making me a Traveer should be re-thinking that decision right about now. Did | mention
how scared | was?  I'm writing thisjourna from aplace that is both wondrous and frightening. Asl
think back on the events that led me here, | can't help but wonder whereit's going to end. Every timel
think I've got a handle on things, something new happens that turns me upside down. | thought I couldn't
be surprised anymore, but | am. | guessthat'swhy they cal it surprise.  Once again we are on the
verge of abattle. | don't want to sound overly dramatic or anything, but if things go south, this may bethe
last journd | write. I'm not trying to freak you out but, well, okay maybe I'm trying to freak you out a
little. Why not? The whole point of writing thisisfor you to know what I'm going through, right?  I'm
getting way ahead of mysdlf. Thereésalot to write about and | don't have aton of time. | finished the last
journa where Spader and | had hit the flume for Zadaa. There wasn't anything unusua about thetrip,
except for thefact | wasn't donethistime. Spader and | flew side by side. Thiswas Spader'sfirst flume
ride and | wasn't sure how he would react. He was pretty tense at first, asyou can imagine, but once
assured him everything was fine and that he could enjoy the ride, he smply looked forward and folded
hisarms. Weflew dong like that for afew minutesand | could tell he was arting to relax. He had been
through alot hairier Stuations than this under the sea. Maybe not as bizarre asthis, but definitely not as
hairy. "What isthis, Pendragon?' hefinally asked. | could tell he was working redly hard to stay cam.
"It'scdled aflume,” | answered. "It'staking usto meet afriend of mine” "Andwhereisthat?' he
asked. "Your homehabitat?" "No, it'saplace caled Zadaa. Shélll help me explain to you what's going
on." Henodded asif to say, "Okay. I'll wait until we get there to ask the eight hundred million other
questions | have." He did ask one more question though.  "Pendragon, arewe safe?'  Wow. How
could | answer that one? | felt totaly unsafe every second of every day. But | couldn't tell him that. |
decided to play dumb to the more cosmic issue and only ded withthehereand now. "Yeah," |
answered. "Theflumeissafe. | promise”  Moments later we arrived. The flume deposited usinto
an underground cavern. Big surprise, right? Spader looked back into the flume that had now gone dark,
hiseyeswidewithwonder. "Don't worry," | said. "It works both ways. We can take it right back to
Cloral." "Youmean werenot on Cloral anymore?' heaskedin shock.  Oh man, thisguy had alot to
learn and | didn't know whereto start explaining.  "Let'sfind my friend," | said. "Then well try to
answer your questions.”  Trywas the right word. Therewas only so much | was going to be able to
explain to Spader. Once he started asking the big questions asto what all of this meant, I'd be just aslost
ashewas. | needed to find Loor as soon aspossible. | looked around the cavern and saw apile of
clothes. A quick exam showed me they were lightweight white robes, like those long togasthey worein
movies about ancient Rome.  "We gottawear these," | said. "It'swhat people wear around here."
Spader didn't question. We took off most of our Clord clothes, but |eft on our shorts. Technicdly that
was againgt therules; but | wasn't going commando here. No way. There were aso lesther sandals and
we each put on apair. Aswe dressed, | hoped that Spader wouldn't ask me how these clothes got here



because | wouldn't have agood answer. | supposed they came from the mysterious acolytes that Uncle
Press had told me about, but that's all | could say. Luckily Spader didn'task.  As| placed our Clora
clothes on the ground, | saw something that made me smile. There was another pile of clothing there. It
wasapair of denim overalsand a pink shirt and apair of Dr. Marten's boots - the clothes L oor wore
when she came to Second Earth. Seeing these gave me confidence. Loor was definitely here. Of course
the trick now wasto find her. Up until now Uncle Press had been my tour guide. Now | was on my own.
Gulp. I glanced around the cavern but saw no way out. We were surrounded by walls made of brown,
sandy stone. A complete 360 showed no entrance, no door, no passageway, no nothing. But that was
impossible. There had to be away out. Then, just before | began to hyperventilate in panic, | saw it.
There were footholds and handholds chiseled into the rock that led up toward the ceiling. | walked to the
wall and looked up to see. Sure enough, the cutouts led up into adark crevice. Thiswas the way out.

| wanted to shout "Woo hoo!" but decided | should be coal. Likeit or not, | wasin chargeand |
wanted to show Spader | had total confidence, even though | didn't. So without aword, | began to
climb. The cutouts led up into the dark crevice. In seconds, | wastotally surrounded by rock. | knew this
had to be the way out, so | didn't panic. After climbing for another few seconds, | hit adead end - with
my head. Ouch. That hurt. My first thought was that we were trapped, but then | realized my head didn't
hurt as much asit should if | had just bashed it into hard rock. | carefully reached up and found that | was
right. The ceiling wasn't rock, it was wood. A quick push up revealed that it was atrapdoor. We were
out! | scrambled up and out, followed right behind by Spader. Once he was out, | threw the trapdoor
shut and saw that carved on the top of it wasthe star that showed thiswasagate.  Sofar, so familiar.

We found ourselvesin what looked to be a storage room. The walls were made of the same sandy
stone as below, but there were large wooden storage bins that were filled with what looked like metal
machine parts. The floor was covered with sand, which made me realize the trapdoor was normally
buried. So | quickly covered it over with afew inchesof sand.  Spader watched me but didn't say
anything. I'm sure he wastrying to process dl this new information. His questions would come later.

"Okay," | said. "Let'sfind Loor." A wooden door led out of this storage room and as soon as |
reached to openit, it hit methat | had no clue what to expect on Zadaa. All | knew was that Loor was a
warrior. Obvioudy that meant that Zadaa wasn't exactly afuturistic society. | could only hope that it
wasn' like the Wild West and that we wouldn't have to fight for our lives every step of the way. That
would suck.  Assoon aswe opened the door we heard aloud, steady sound. It was a constant,
unwaveringroar.  "It'swater,” Spader said.  That's exactly what it sounded like. Rushing water. But
the sound was huge, so if it were rushing water, then therewas alot of it. Weleft the storage room and
made our way through alabyrinth of tunnels cut into the rock. It reminded me of the mines of Denduron,
but these passageways were more like corridors than wide mine shafts. Every few feet was another
wooden door. We didn't bother to look inside any of them. Thiswasn't about exploration, this was about
getting out and finding Loor.  Thefarther a ong the rocky corridor we walked, the louder the roaring
water became. Finally we reached the mouth of the tunnel and stepped out into an awesome scene. We
found oursalves on the bank of an underground river. It was about twenty yards across and moving fast.
The cavern we were in was huge, with ahigh ceiling. To our left, about fifty yards downstream, the river
gplit into three smaller rivers. Each new river disappeared into its own separatetunnd.  Upriver to our
right was awaterfall. The water shot into the fast-moving river from atunnd in the rock face about four
stories above us. Mental noteto sdf: Do not fal into this river. Swimming would be impossible because
the water was moving so fast. Therewas no teling wherethe split riversled.  "What are you doing
here?' cameagernvoice.  We both spun around to see a man wearing asimilar white robe to the ones
wewore. Hewas asmall guy who wore around gray hat that looked like a baseball cap without the
brim. It looked hard, like it wasfor protection. In hisarmswere abunch of rolled-up papersthat could
have been plans. He had come from the same tunnd we had, which meant he must have been behind one
of the doors we passed. He was light skinned, which surprised me because both Loor and her mother,
Osa, werevery dark.  "I've never seen you two here," he said suspicioudly. "What do you want?'

He seemed to bein ahurry and was all sorts of agitated asif our surprise appearance had thrown off



his schedule. Thiswas going to betricky. | had no ideawhat kind of explanation to give the guy except to
tell him thetruth - sort of.  "We, uh, werelooking for afriend,” | said. "Her nameisLoor.” Theguy's
eyeswidened further. Uh-oh. | must have said thewrong thing.  "Loor?' hesaid in surprise. "That isa
Batu name. Why would you be looking for aBatu down here?'  Good question. Too bad | didn't have
agood answer. Forget thetruth. It wastimeto start lying. " She, uh, she told me she might be coming
downhere)" 1 said. "Ridiculous!" the guy snapped. "No Batu would missthat barbaric tournament of
theirs. If shetold you shewas coming here, shewaslying. But they aredl liars, no?'  With that the man
hurried off, clutching hisrolls of paper. Spader touched me on the shoulder and | saw that he had alook
of total confusion on hisface. Welcometotheclub. "What did hesay?' heasked. "You heard him,”
| answered. "Loor isnt down here”  "But how did you understand him? He wastaking dl gibberish.”
At first | didn't know what Spader meant, but then it hit me: He was new to the Traveler game. He
hadn't gotten to the point where he could understand all languages, yet.  "Long story,” | said, and ran
after the man with the scrolls. Spader followed dutifully. | caught up to the guy and walked dongside him.
"I'm embarrassed to say this, but my friend and | arelost. Y ou know, al these tunnels and whatnot.
Could you show ustheway to the surface?’ The man stared at me suspicioudy. Thiswasacritica
moment. If he started questioning me on who we were, wed besunk. ™Y ou work in the manufacturing
sector, don't you?' heasked. "Uhhh, yes! Manufacturing. That'swherewework.” "Let me giveyou
apiece of advice," he said. "Do not make friends with aBatu. They cannot betrusted.” "Yes, good
advice," | shot back. | figured I'd better agree with whatever thisguy said if we wanted to get his help.
"When | seeLoor I'm going to judt... cal off our friendship. No morelies! But | haveto find her firdt,
s0 how do we get out of here?'  "Follow me" he said, and walked off quickly. Yes! Wewereon
our way out. He led us aong the river-bank and right up to the waterfall. Aswe got closer | saw that it
was possible to walk behind the faling water. We climbed afew stone steps and passed right behind the
wall of water. Very cool. We then saw that cut into the stone wall behind the falling water, was atunnd.
Theman led usinsde and after afew steps we came upon aroom that had the coolest, strangest gizmo |
think | had ever seen.  Thebest thing | can liken it to is one of those big pipe organs you seein church,
but it was ten timesthe size. One whole wall was covered with pipes of every different Size, ranging from
about an inch in diameter to as wide as about ten inches. They ran from the ground, dl the way up to the
sonecelling. Theguy put hisrollsof paper down and stepped up onto astone platform that faced a
vadt array of levers, switches, valves, and knobs. There must have been a couple hundred of these
controls. I had no clue how he could tell one from another because none seemed to be marked. He
walked back and forth on the platform, expertly flipping switches, tightening valves and |oosening others.
At one point he picked up one of the scrolls, unrolled it to check something, then tossed it down again
and went right for afew more valves and opened them up. Whatever he was doing, it seemed very
important. At least tohimanyway.  Spader gave me aquestioning look. | could only shrug. | had no
ideawhat the guy wasdoing. | didn't want to ask him either or it would give away the fact that we didn't
belong here.  "Uhhh," | interrupted. "Excuse me but, you were going to show ustheway out?' The
guy kept working on hislevers, but looked back over his shoulder at us. | could tell we were bothering
him, but toobad. "That way," he said, nodding toward an opening cut into the rock on the far side of
the room. "Kegp making rights, and remember what | said. Do not trust the Batu. Stay with the
Rokador." Ohhh-kay, whateverthatmeant. | didn't ask. "Thank you!" | said, and motioned for Spader
to follow me. The man went right back to hiswork and we got the heck out of there.  We walked
quickly through the doorway and, asinstructed, kept making rights until we found aspiraing ramp that
led up. We climbed and every so often we'd reach anew level and saw corridorsthat led off to places
unknown. But, we didn't need to explore any more of this underground world. We needed to climb out.
After climbing for several minuteswefinaly leveled off and found ourselvesin aroom that wasfull of
light. The walls were made of brown stone, but they were smooth, not like the rock below. It was clear
that we were on the surface and the room we were in was man-made, not man-dug. A quick look
around showed adoorway that led to the light. It wastimeto take our first look at Zadaa. | had no idea
what to expect, but | was getting anxious to see the territory where Loor came from. | led Spader across



the room, stepped out into the warm sun, and stopped short because the sight in front of uswas
absolutely breathtaking. 1t was a sprawling city made entirely out of sand-colored stone. Imagine
ancient Egypt before wind and time destroyed it and you'd have Zadaa. We stood on arisethat gave us
apretty great overview. There were soaring temples with sculpted figures that towered over the Streets
below. There were pyramids and tiered buildings with lush hanging plants draped over baconies. Inthe
distance, beyond the boundaries of the city, there was nothing but desert. But the city within was dive
with vegetation. It waslike avast casisin aseaof sand. Running pardld to many of the Streetswere
stone troughs that carried fresh water throughout the city. There were a so ornate fountains everywhere.
After having seen theriver below, | knew what the source was. | wondered if the system of valves and
switchesthat the guy down below was so busily working on had something to do with controlling the
water flow. Thiswasabeautiful city, and | could easily imagine Loor walking the streets. Y es, thiswas
Loor'shome. It made absolute sensetome.  "Whereisthe ocean?' asked Spader.  Hisvoicewas
shaky. After dl of the bizarro experiences | had put him through, the Sight of this city wasthe first thing
that redly rattled him.  "Whereisthe ocean?' he asked again, more nervoudy. It suddenly made
senseto me. Cloral was ahundred percent water. There was no dry land. Seeing a place that was just
the opposite must have been pretty freaky. "It'sokay,” | said, trying to cam him. "Thereisno ocean
here. At least not onethat | can see. These peopleliveondry land.” "That'simpossible! How can you
live on dry land? Thereisn't enough water for power or food!"  Okay, how weird wasthat? But | guess
if you livein a place where everything comes from the ocean, having no ocean would be pretty scary.
"It'scoal, | swear,” | said. "It'sjust adifferent way of living. You'll see”  Spader didn't ook so sure,
but I wasn't worried about him. He'd get it soon enough. It wasthen that | redlized something strange. |
glanced back out on the city and redlized that there was something very important missing. There were no
people! Thiswas ahuge city, yet the Sreetswereempty.  "Let'stake alook around,” | said, and
started to walk. Spader didn't follow methistime. He was rooted to his spot. | had to go back to him
and say, "C'mon! We havetofind Loor." Reuctantly hefollowed. We waked along one of the Streets
that was paved with stone. Towering statues |loomed over us as we made our way through this strange
and wonderful place.  "I'm having trouble walking," Spader said. | didn't get what he meant until |
saw that he looked kind of unsteady. He seemed almost dizzy and had trouble keeping his baance. |
redlized that he was going through the reverse process of getting used to being on aboat. My father
cdled it "getting your sealegs.”" Spader had lived hisentirelife floating. Thiswasthefirgt time he was
walking on solid ground and it was a strange sensation. Spader wastrying to get his"land legs™ | tried
not to laugh and said, "Y ou'll get used to it pretty quick. But if you're going to barf, let me know." | didn't
know how far thislandsicknessmight go.  We continued on alittle more dowly and started to see
some people, but not as many as you'd think. The people up here on the surface had much darker skin
than the guy we saw below. These people looked more like Loor and Osa. Their skin was dark, and
they wore multicolored robes that were pretty spectacular. "1 wonder where everybody is?' | said.
"Maybeit'ssomekind of holiday and - " That'swhen it hit me. The guy in the cavern below had said that
the Batu would all be at the tournament! Maybe that was why the streets were deserted. Maybe
everybody was a thistournament.  The very next person we saw, | stopped and asked, "Excuse me,
which way to the tournament?' It wasawoman. Shewastal and stern looking. She stared at me asif
not surewhy | would be asking suchasimplequestion.  "Not many Rokador are interested in the
tournament,” she said coldly. "They do not have the tomach.”  Rokador. That's what the guy down
below had said. Maybe the guys who lived below were called Rokador and the people on the surface
were Batu. We must look like Rokador. | wasn't sureif it was because of our white gowns, or the fact
that we were pretty pale compared to the people on the surface. "I think we can handleit,” | said.
The woman chuckled, but I'm not sureif she was laughing with usor at us. She directed usto stay on
this street and it would take us right to the tournament. Excellent. We were happening. Spader and |
picked up the pace. | felt certain thiswould bring usto Loor.  Aswe continued walking Spader got
stronger. He was adapting pretty quickly, so | figured it was agood time to start getting him up to speed
onthings. | began by telling him about the territories and about how they were dl connected by flumes. |



explained how Uncle Pressand | came from aterritory called Second Earth and that we were both
Travelerswho journeyed to the territories to help out in times of trouble. | explained how Loor wasa
Traveler aswdl, which iswhy | wanted her help. | didn't go into much more detail. It was better for him
to get hismind around things alittle a atime. For thefirst time | understood how Uncle Pressfelt when
he explained thingsto me and | had so many questions. It redlly was easier to learn things as you went
aong. Besides, the cheering up ahead told me that we had arrived at the tournament. Spader and |
cameto abuilding that looked like a coliseum. It wasn't as big though. | guessit was closer to ahigh
school stadium than apro balpark. It didn't look asif we needed tickets either, because we walked right
in.  Theplace wasindeed asmal stadium. Asit turned out, my theory about why the streetswere
empty was correct. There were a couple of thousand people filling the stands. A quick look around told
me that most of the spectators were Batu. They were dark skinned and wearing those colorful robes. But
there were aso anumber of Rokador scattered throughout the crowd. They redly stood out with their
whiterobesand lighter skin.  Therewas adirt playing field, and for an instant my thoughts went back to
the Bedoowan stadium on Denduron and the gruesome quig battles where innocent miners were fed to
beasts. | redlly hoped that they weren't doing anything nasty likethat here.  Spader and | walked up to
therailing and looked onto the fidld in time to see two teams marching in from opposite Sdes of the
arena. They were al Batu - not a Rokador among them. They looked like warriors. Each and every one
of these players was lean and buff. They weren't just men, either. It was half and haf, men and women.
They dl wore these short lesther tunics that showed alot of skin, whichishow | could tell they wereall
cut like athletes. They aso wore lightweight protection on sensitive areas like elbows, knees, and the ever
important groin. There were ten warriorsto asde, and they marched in singlefile, carrying leather
helmets under one arm while holding thin wooden clubsinthe other.  "What'sthe do here?" asked
Spader.  "I'm guessing there's going to be some kind of contest,” | answered. "My friend Loor is- "
That'swhen | saw her. Thelast warrior to march inwas Loor. Though she was younger than the rest, she
looked every bit asformidable.  "That'sher,” | said to Spader while pointingto Loor.  "That's your
friend?" Spader asked with a mixture of surpriseand awe. "She's... she's... amazing." Spader stood
gtaring a Loor, unableto take hiseyes off her. | finally had to give him ashoveto bring him back to
redity. "Donteventhink about it,” | said. "She'snot your type." "What typeisshe?' Spader asked.
"The type who has no interest in anything but kicking ass. If you think I'm kidding, watch."  The
warrior teams stood on opposite sides of the arena and began the final act of suiting up. Here wasthe
odd part. Each of them had these things that looked like wooden stakes that stuck out to the sdesfrom
their elbows and their knees. The stakes were about six incheslong. One team had red stakes, the other
had green. When they put their helmets on | saw that they aso had awooden stake that stuck straight up
like those World War | German hemets. In dl, each warrior had five wooden stakes sticking out of
them. | had no clue what those things were for but | haveto tell you, they looked pretty goofy.  Each
team stood in aline, shoulder to shoulder, facing their opponents acrossthe arena. A Batu guy wearing a
bright yellow robe waked to the center, where he planted a stick in the ground. On the end of the stick
he hung what looked like a necklace made of large, golden teeth. He then silently walked back and
entered the grandstand. From the safety of the stands, he turned back to the playing field, raised agolden
hornto hislips, and let out one short note.  Ingtantly everyonein the sandsfell sllent and focused their
attention on the warriors below. | had amoment of fear for Loor. | had no idea how dangerous thiswas
going to be. | knew she could handle hersdlf, but what was the point of this game? | knew nothing of
Zadaaand their customs and feared thiswould be one of those "fight to the death” type spectacles. There
was nothing | could do but watch and hope shed beokay.  The Batu in the yellow robe then gave one
long, sustained blast from the horn. All the warriors raised their wooden clubs toward him in salute. Then
Y dlow Robe stopped blowing his horn, and the battle began. Instantly both teams of warriorslet out war
whoops and charged toward each other. Loor wasright there with them. | wanted to close my eyes, but
that would be disrespectful. Whatever was going to happen, | needed to seeit.  The opposing teams
clashed, swinging their clubs. | quickly saw the purpose of the wooden stakes that protruded from their
bodies. They were the targets. This wasn't about knocking each other's heads off, it was about trying to



knock their opponents wooden stakes off. It was al about speed, and bal ance and blocking shots and
returning shots that were well aimed. Of course, as good as they were, many shots missed their mark and
therewere alot of painful body shots and whacks to the head. But thiswas not ablood feud. Thiswas
sport. I'm sure the shots stung and there would be dozens of black and blue marks the next day, but
nobody was going to die here. Once redlized this| relaxed and tried to enjoy the spectacle.  Loor
was on the red team. The green team was bigger and brawnier, but the red team seemed faster and more
agile. | wasn't sure which was more important in abattle like this, speed or power. It looked likeiit
was going to be power. One red-team warrior had dl five of his stakes knocked off in about five
seconds. He dropped his club and ran off thefield. Now | was starting to get the rules. Y ou could keep
fighting until al five of your stakes got knocked off. Then you wereout.  Loor was brilliant. She kept to
the perimeter of the fighting and took on al comers. She was being more defengive than aggressive,
which really wasn't her style. But it seemed to be working because most warriors had at least one stake
knocked off and she till had dl five. She jumped and spun and knocked away attack after attack like
some kind of fevered Jackie Chan clone.  "Shé'sthe smartest one out there," said Spader. "And quite
beautiful, too." | was beginning to think that Spader was really happy about coming to meet Loor.
Then one of the green warriors dove for the golden necklace and began to run off with it. Instantly
three red warriors attacked him. The guy didn't have achance. His stakes were knocked off immediately
and he dropped the necklace. Now | understood the end game. Thiswasn't just about being the last one
standing. My guess wasthat if someone grabbed the necklace and made it back to his area, then histeam
would win. It was like capture the flag. A redly scary, painful version of capturetheflag. | then began
to seethat thiswasn't just awild clash. There actualy was some strategy going on. Loor's red team took
more of the defensive role and assigned afew warriors to guard the necklace. The green team, on the
other hand, was dl about attacking. It was every man for himsdlf, and so far their strategy waswinning.
Thered team had lost three warriors and severa others had only three stakes or fewer. The green team
had lost only one warrior and were pressing the attack. It looked asif the way to win thisgamewasto
attack with reckless abandon and overpower your adversary.  But that's when things changed. The
remaining red team warriors had gradua ly worked themsalvesinto aring around the golden necklace.
The green team was too busy dashing and hitting to redlize they were being outmaneuvered. Also, the
green team had been attacking so hard that they were beginning to get tired. Their swingsweren't as
forceful asthey had been moments before. | guessed it took more energy to attack than to defend, and
the red team till looked fresh.  Thered now had formed atight circle around the necklace and were
ableto fend off the attacking green warriors with much less effort. Every red-team member wasin the
circle except for Loor. Shewas still on the perimeter, playing it safe. Then one of the red-team warriors
let out aloud yelp. It must have been asigna, because that's when Loor made her move.  She dodged
around the green warrior she had been battling and sprinted for the circle. At the same time the red team
broke open the circle just long enough for her to runinside. Loor scooped up the necklace and then the
entire red team formed a wedge to protect her asthey dashed toward their Side of the arena. It waslike
akickoff return right up the middle where the blockers formed the perfect wedge. They bowled over the
green team, who were now so exhausted they could bardly lift their clubs. In seconds the red juggernadt,
with Loor in the center, rolled into their area, thewinners.  Loor held up the necklacein victory. |
went nuts. | screamed, | shouted, | jumped up and down and cheered like my team had just won the
Super Bowl with atouchdown in OT. It was awesome. Loor was awvesome. Agility and skill had
triumphed over brawn and might. It was avictory for thelittle guy and | wasloving every minute of it.
Unfortunately nobody elsein the stadium was as excited as | was. Here | was jumping up and down
like some crazed fan from the Cleveland Browns Dog Pound, and everyone dse just sat there, watching
me, wondering who thisidiot waswho had lost control. Every eyein the stadium was on me, including
the warriorsdown on thefield. | fdt likeatota imbecile.  "Isthisacustom where you come from?"
asked Spader, who wasjust as surprised a my enthusasm aseveryonedseinthestadium.  Infactit
was, but that didn't make this nightmare any easier. | scopped yelling, looked down on to the field and
made eye contact with Loor. She too was looking up to see where al the screaming was coming from.



She saw me, but at first it didn't click for her. She was exhausted and still flush from the battle and the
victory. Seeing me didn't compute. It made me fed even worse. She didn't even know who | was. | felt
horrible. Then, amoment later, | saw it in her eyes. Shefinally recognized me; that's when something
happened that | never would have expected. It was so shocking that | no longer cared about being
embarrassed. It just didn't matter anymore, because as she stood there breathing hard, Loor looked up
ameandsmiled. ZADAA It wasatraining exercise," Loor explained. "All warriors must take
part. It isgood experience to teach fighting as one, and asateam.” For al of the mayhem she just went
through, Loor came out fairly intact. Nothing broken, only afew bruises. " Seemed more like football
with weaponsto me,” | countered.  Both Loor and Spader gave me blank stares. They had no idea
what | meant. That was okay. It didn't matter.  The three of us walked aong the streets of the desert
city, which Loor told uswas called Xhaxhu (pronounced Zha-ZHOO). It was the capita city of Zadaa.
Spader walked behind us with his head down, listening to everything we said. Unlike the other people
of Zadaa, he was able to understand her because she was a Traveler. Understanding everyone else
would comeintime, just asit did for me. | wished that Loor could have seen him the way hewaswhen |
first got to Cloral. She would have loved that guy. But as | wrote before, Spader had changed. Okay, he
was pretty freaked out about our trip to Zadaa; can't blame him for that. The desth of his father had
turned himinside out. | could only hope that at some point he would dedl with hisanger and become his
oldsdf again. "Why did you cometo Zadaa, Pendragon?’ asked Loor.  "Two reasons,” | said.
"Uncle Pressand | think we know what Saint Daneis up to on Cloral and we could use your help, big
time. Theother reasoniis..." | looked back at Spader, debating about how much | should blurt out in
front of him. | decided it wastimeto jump inwith bothfeet. "The other reason isthat Spader's father
wasthe Traveler from Cloral. He's dead. Now Spader isthe Traveler. The problemis, hehasno clue...
about anything. I've got to get him up to speed and | need your helptodoit.” | looked back to
Spader. He had stopped walking and was now staring right at me with confusion and what | thought
might be alittle bit of fear. | had just hit him with aboatload of information that didn't compute. Nothing |
had just said made any senseto him. That was pretty obvious. Loor turned to him and said, "Tell me
what you will remember most about your father."  Spader shot her alook. The question surprised him,
but he wanted to answer. He looked down, remembering. He then looked back to Loor and said, "He
was agreat man, agreat teacher, and | loved him." | think he was holding back aton of emotion.  Loor
touched him on the shoulder and said, "Then you will make agreat Traveler. Comewithme” She
turned and continued walking. Spader looked to me and | saw that the confusion was till there, but the
fear was gone. | knew at that moment that coming to see Loor was the best move | could have made.
Loor took usto her home. The large building was made of the same brown sandstone that all the
structures were made of here on Zadaa. It was dl on one level, with wooden floors and a thatched roof.
The place was big, too. There were many rooms where otherslived, like some big, sandy apartment
building. Judging from the other muscle-types who were hanging out, | figured this must have been some
kind of warrior dormitory. Loor's space had two rooms - one main room where the cooking was done
and another that was abedroom. The furniture was woven, like wicker. There were afew low chairsand
abed that were plain and smple. A community bathroom outside the apartment had a trough of running
water for drinking and washing. Another trough of water that was the sewer ran underground. The place
was crude, but efficient.  Thethree of us sat in the main room and Loor actually cooked for us. She
baked three loaves of very tasty bread and we had crunchy fresh vegetablesto go with it. She dso gave
us asweet drink that was made from the sap of atree. It reminded me of coconut. Uncle Presswould
have loved this. | wondered what he was doing just then, and if he was safe from the raiders on Clord.
But there was nothing | could do about that now, so | tried not toworry.  Aswe ate, Loor told us
about her lifeasawarrior in training. She was part of the military here on Zadaa. The gpartment she lived
inwas given to her by the military and she could live there for aslong as she served. Because shewas so
young, she was pretty much alow-level soldier. But she hoped to someday become aleader. | had no
doubt shewould.  When we finished eating and cleaning up, we al sat there staring at one another.
There was avery hig issue hanging in the room and | had no idea how to attack it. Spader did it for me.



He had been listening silently to our conversation and finally decided it wastimeto spesk.  "You called
meaTraveler," hesaid, breaking theice. "What doesthat mean?'  Loor took the lead. She camly
explained to Spader how every territory had a Traveler who could fly through the flumes. Shetold him
how each territory was about to reach acritical turning point and how it wasthe job of the Travelersto
do al they could to make sure the outcome would keep the territory peaceful. To fail would mean the
territory would fal into chaos. She aso told him of Saint Dane, the evil Traveler who wasworking to do
the opposite. His god wasto push theterritoriesinto bedlam.  Thisiswhere | jumped in. | told Spader
that Saint Dane could change the way he looked. On Clord, he was the pirate Zy Roder. Uncle Press
and | felt sure that he was responsible for poisoning the crops. | said how a bad food supply on Clora
would cause acivil war when people fought over thefood that was dtill safe - just the kind of thing Saint
Danewouldlove.  Loor finished by saying how sheand | still didn't understand why we had been
selected to be Travelers, or who it was that chose us. But the job we were given was an important one.
She said how the battles with Saint Dane weren't only about each territory, they were about al of Halla
She explained that Hallawas everything - dl territories, dl people, and dl time. Saint Dane's ultimate goa
wasto control Halla. The only thing standing in hisway werethe Travelers. That would beus.  Spader
listened intently. Thiswas some serious stuff we werelaying on him. I had no idea how he would react.

"S0?" | asked. "What areyou thinking?' | could tell he wastrying to put this puzzle together in his
head but was having trouble getting dl the piecestofit.  "Thisis... thisisalot,” hesaid. Yeah, no
kidding. "I'm sorry, mates," he added. "I'm an aquaneer. | know boats, | know water, | know how to
fix them and have some fun dong the way. That's pretty much what my life's about. But now you'retdling
me I've got to be responsible for the future of everything? Hobey, I'm not the best choice for that
particular job." "Tel meaboutit,” | threw in. "Neither am 1"  Loor sood up and took something out
of awicker basket near thefireplace.  "Do you think your father was someone worthy of being a
Traveler?' sheasked Spader.  "Absolutely,” Spader shot back without hesitation.  Loor handed
Spader the item she pulled from the basket. | saw that it was a piece of green paper that wasfolded in
two. It looked like the same kind of paper | was used to writing my Cloral journals on. Spader opened it
up to reved that it was adrawing. Actudly, it washalfof adrawing. It looked asif it had beenripped in
two and thiswastheleft hdf. Thedrawing wasin black ink. There was asolid, horizontd line about a
third of theway up from the bottom. Below thisline there was another line that started at the bottom near
the lower |eft-hand side and curved up until it hit the right edge of the page, making aquarter of acircle.
Above the horizonta line were abunch of dots sprayed around in no particular pattern. In the upper
right-hand corner were a series of five symbols. It looked like they continued on to the right half of the
pagethat had beentornaway. | had noideawhat this haf drawing meant, until | noticed something
that rocked me. In the upper left-hand corner of the page was around symbol. It was the exact same
symbol with the interlocking letters that was on the note Spader's father had left for him. | looked to
Spader in shock. Spader's eyes were fixed on the paper. Findlly, after an eternity, he whispered,

"Faar." "Far?'| shot back, my pulse rate spiking through the roof. "Far what?' | looked to Loor
and demanded, "Where did you get this?* "My mother wasa Traveler,” she said camly. "She knew
Spader'sfather.” Whoal Mgor twist. "Before | knew of my destiny," Loor continued, "she returned
from one of her travels with thisdrawing. She told me of aman whom she admired greetly. She said he
knew answers when most did not yet know the questions. He had risked hislife many times over to find
the information on this page. He said it wasimportant to the future of Clora. But he feared it might be
found by those with evil intent. That iswhy hetoreit in two and gave haf to my mother. Y our father said
that histime was growing short, and that his son would carry on hiswork. He asked my mother to pass
this on to his son when he came looking for it. My mother is now dead, Spader. It ismy duty to givethis
toyou." Thiswasincredible. Theweb of Travelerswastruly interconnected. "Thisisthe same
symbol your father left you," | said to Spader. "If you know what it means, you gottatell us™  Spader
stood up and paced. Things were happening too fast for him.  "It'satal tae," hesad nervoudy. "A
children'sstory.” "Whatis?' | inasted. "Faar!" he snapped back. "It'salegend. Everybody knows
it"  "Wedont," I sad. "Thenl'll tdl you," he continued. "The symbol representsamythica city



called Faar that was built on the only dry land that existed on Clord. It was supposed to be this amazing
place full of scholars and music and scientists and art, like some kind of perfect place. But therewasa
tum-tigger of adisaster and this perfect place sank into the sea. The elders of the city saw the disaster
coming and prepared for it. Somehow they saved the city, even though it sank into the ocean. The legend
saysthe people of Faar will dways live down below the water, secretly protecting al those who live on
the habitatsabove.” "It wasdestroyed?' asked Loor. "It sank, | didn't say it was destroyed,”
Spader said.  "Why didn't you tell us thiswhen you saw the symbol on Magorran?* | asked.
"Becauseit'safable. It was abedtime story my father used to tell me. | thought he was giving me the
symbol so I'd remember our time together. | didn't think it meant anything more than that! | still don't!™
"But, what if your father wastrying to tell you something?" | said, attempting to keep my mouth from
running ahead of my brain. "What if thisis more than achildren's story? What if your father discovered
that Faar redly exists?" "That'simpossblel” scoffed Spader.  "Butif it isn't,” | continued while
holding up the half page. "This could be amap. Orhalfamap. Y our father might have discovered Faar.”
"But Faar isnt real!" he shouted back at me.  "But if itis," added Loor, "it would be just the kind of
thing Saint Dane would want to destroy especialy if it isimportant to the people of Clord.” "Saint
Dane!" shouted Spader. He was really worked up now. All the input over the last few days had finaly
gotten to him. "I don't know about territories or Travelers or Halla or flumes or any of that scutty-do
magic, but there's one thing you've said that makes sense. If this Saint Daneis responsible for poisoning
the people of Magorran, then | don't carewhyhe did it. He killed my father and I'm going to pay for that.
Pendragon, take me back to Clord, now!"  Thiswas going badly. After al we told Spader about being
aTraveler and the misson we were on, there was only one thing he took away from it. He wanted
revengeon Saint Dane. | jJumped up and said, "Y ou don't get it. Saint Daneisn't just some guy you get
even with. Thedudeislike... evil. And he has powers - more than you can imagine. Hed kill you before
you even know you'reintrouble” "He couldn't be tougher than Loor!" countered Spader. "She'sa
warrior. She could come with us and use some of those natty weaponson him." "It doesn't work like
that," | said, trying not to get too frustrated. ™Y ou can't bring things from one territory to the next. We
learned that the hard way."  "Finel" he shouted. "There are plenty of weaponson Clord. Let'sjust go
after him!™ ™Y ou can't go after him!" | shouted back. "One on one, you'll be dead meet!" "Then Il
be dead mest," said Spader with findity. "But | can't et my father's death go unavenged - no matter how
big and bad thisguy is. Take me backnow\" | had to think fast. Spader was out of control. | had to
diffuse this Stuation, fast, before he did something dumb.  "No," | said with asmuch force as | could
generate. "I'mtired and I'll never find the gate in the dark. If you want to go back on your own, knock
yoursdlf out. I'm not going back until tomorrow.” | sat down, picked up my coconut drink, and tried to
act casud. It was amagjor-league bluff and | could only hope that Spader wouldn't go looking for the gate
by himsdlf. I didn't think he could find it, but you never knew. He stood with hisfeet firmly planted and
hisfigs baled, weighing hisoptions. Findly he said, "All right. We go back tomorrow. But then I'm going
after Saint Dane whether you'rewithmeor not.”  With that he stormed out. | started to go after him but
Loor put ahand on my shoulder. "Let himwalk aone," shesaid. "He needsto cdmdown." | sat
back down and dropped my coconut drink. Ihatedcoconut.  “Wll, that couldn't have gone any worse,"
| sadwithafadselaugh. "Hehasspirit,” said Loor. "Yeah, tell meabout it. But if he goes after Saint
Dane-" "Youmust control him, Pendragon. Y ou know aswell as| that Saint Dane will kill him. | do
not mean to sound uncaring, but heisno helptousdead.” "I get it. Between the two of uswe can - "
"No," shesaid firmly. "I cannot go to Clora withyou."  That wasnotwhat | wanted to hear.  "What
do you mean?' | asked increduloudly. "Were Travelers. We help each other. Y ou know ‘theway it was
meant to bel and all that suff. Don't bail onmenow!" "I have not yet found the turning point on Zadaa.
But thereis growing tension between the Batu and the Rokador. | want to try and stop the trouble before
it growsworse. If | am successful then it will be one less battle we have to worry about in the future.”
"Y eah, but what about the battle I'm fighting right now?' ™Y our mission now isto control a
passionate new Traveler and to solve the mystery of Faar. Think, Pendragon. Y ou are better suited to
that task than |. | would Smply batter Spader senseless until he was unable to chase Saint Dane.”



Good point. Diplomacy wasn't high on Loor'sskill list.  "When you need awarrior,” she added, "'l
will bethere. You know that."  Of course shewasright. Loor was dways ready to fight, even if fighting
wasn't the smartest way to go. | didn't need the responsibility of controllingtwohotheads. Putting it
another way, if she wasthe brawn of thisteam, then | wasthe brains. It wastimeto start using them.

"Isit possble?’ | asked. "Could Spader'sfather havefound alost city?'  "After what we have been
through,” said Loor, "do you il think anything isimpossible?”  Thetwo of uslooked to each other and
shared amoment of ungpoken understanding. We had been through alot together and we knew there
was much more to come. No, nothing wasimpossiblein thisnew life of ours. The easiest thing to do was
acceptit.  Loor dept in her bedroom that night and | stretched out on the floor of the main room. She
gave me arough blanket and left an extrain case Spader came back. I'm happy to write that afew hours
later, he did. He entered the apartment and lay down in front of thefire. | didn't say anything because|
had no ideawhat kind of mood hewasin. The last thing | wanted wasto set him off again.

"Pendragon, you awake?' Spader whispered.  "Yeah." "You'reright, mate. | don't know al the
rules of thisgame yet. Hobey, | don't even know what the gameis. I'm willing to listen to what you think
isbest.” Whew, that wasarelief. Now | could deep.  "But you have to know something,”" he added.
"I will learn from you. | will try and understand what it meansto bea Traveler. But if | have achanceto
hurt Saint Dane, I'm going to takeit."  "That'sthe whole point, Spader,” | said. "Wedl want to put
Saint Dane out of business. But weve got to be smart about it. This might sound cold, but thereis more
at stake here than getting revenge for your father.”  "But he was myfather,Pendragon!™ he said with
emotion. "How can | look past that?' | didn't sit up. | didn't raise my voice. | answered Spader as
camly aspossble.  "You're not the only onewho's been hurt here. Both my parentsand my sister are
gone. Loor's mother waskilled. We both watched as Saint Dane's men shot her full of arrows. It hadn't
been easy but we've been able to look past it. Y ou'd better have the gutsto do it too."  Spader didn't
respond. | think | nailed him right between the eyes. Y es, we had dl lost loved ones. Spader didn't have
amonopoly on that particular horror. | could only hope that he now understood that the only hope we
had of defeating Saint Dane was by fighting the larger battle, together. | wastoo exhausted to think
anymore. It had been an incredibly long day. | needed to deep, sothat'swhat | did. Weall got up
before the sun. Loor started afire and cooked us more of that incredible bread, along with ahaf dozen
egos. At least | thought they were eggs. They were green and looked more like something you would see
inaDr. Seussbook than on amenu at Denny's. Still, they were good and | was starving. We needed to
eat every chance we had because we couldn't be sure where our next med would comefrom. It was
now time to get going. Spader stood before Loor and said, "Thank you for hel ping me understand, and
for holding my father's note. | guesswell see each other again.”  "Wewill," she said. Then added,
"Trust Pendragon. Heisthelight we dl needtofollow." That caught me by surprise. What did she
mesan by that? It sounded like acompliment, but it aso sounded like she was expecting way too much
from me. Spader |ooked to me and I'll bet he was wondering the same thing. He then nodded and left us
adone. "What wasthat about the light and the following?' | asked her.  She scoffed, saying, "l
wanted to make sure Spader listened toyou. Thatisal.” Oh. Okay. That wascool. | guess. "When
you need me," she added, "I will bethere”  "Thanksfor helping with Spader,” | said. "l waslost there
forawhile” "Your ingincts are good, Pendragon,” she said. "Someday you will redizethat.” |
nodded and backed out of the room. Thiswas the second time | had to say good-byeto Loor, and it
wasn't any easier. Still, | knew whereto find her if needbe.  Spader and | walked back toward the
gate without saying much. | had to concentrate in order to retrace our steps through the city. 1t helped
that my ring was doing a hot-cold thing to help guide us. With only afew wrong turns, wefinaly found
the building with the ramp that led down to the underground river. | really wanted to avoid running into
that guy who worked the knob-and-lever gizmo. | didn't want to have to answer any more questions. But
asluck would haveit, the guy wasthere again, ill checking hisplans, till spinning his controls. What a
boring job. Wetried to sneak by without being noticed but -  "Areyou lost again?' he said without
lookingat us. "No," | said with authority. "Just passing through.” Do you believe me now?" he
asked. "Uh... about what?' "About the Batu. They are liars and barbarians. | hope you found that



so-called friend of yoursand told them | said s0."  Loor wasright. There was definitely bad blood
between the Rokador and the Batu. | hoped she had luck in diffusingit.  "Yeah," | lied. "Thanksfor the
advice" Theman didn't say another word. | motioned to Spader and we continued on through the
tunnel that led to the waterfall. Once we had gotten away from the roar of the water, Spader said, "I
understood.”  "What do you mean?' "The guy back there. When hefirgt started talking it sounded
like: 'Shshaa shashaaa shashaaa or something. But then all of asudden he started making sense. |
understood what he said about the Rokador and the Batu. What happened?' | had to smile. "What
happened isthat you're becoming a Traveler.”  Next stop, Clord. SECOND EARTH *

The telephone rang,making both Mark and Courtney jump. When they were reading Bobby'sjournals
they both became so immersed in the adventure that there own world seemed to dip away. But ajangling
telephoneisasurefire way to bring anyone back to the hereand now.  Unfortunately for Courtney,
they were reading the journa in Mark's bedroom. Though Mark did his best to excavate dl of his crusty
sweat socks and half-eaten cheddar cheese (extra sharp) sandwiches, the room was still in need of
professiond fumigation. The good news was that Courtney's gag reflex stopped when she got used to the
putrid smell. The bad news was that she was afraid there were noxious gases egting away at her brain.
Her goa wasto read quick and get out fast.  They had been displaced from Courtney's basement
because Courtney's father was actudly going to attempt to make something in hisworkshop. That was
always cause for worry in the Chetwynde house. Nothing good ever happened when Mr. Chetwynde
decided to swing ahammer. Things usudly got broken. When the telephone rang, Courtney'sfirst thought
was. "Dad hurt himself! He's headed for the emergency room." She had absolutdly no faith in her father's
handyman abilities. Mark had to answer the phone because nobody esewashome.  "Hello?'

"What'sthe dedl, Dimond?' snarled afamiliar voice.  The call wasn't about Courtney'sfather, it was
Andy Mitchell. Hewas actudly caling Mark's house. Mark wondered how Mitchell got histelephone
number. Not that it was tough to get, but he couldn't picture Mitchdll figuring out how to do something as
complex asusing atelephonebook.  "Hey!" answered Mark with false friendliness. "How'sit going?"

Mark was trapped. He didn't want to say anything that would make Courtney suspicious about what
was going on with Mitchell. He knew she wouldn't continue reading the journa without Mark, so she had
nothing to do but listen to his conversation. Mark fought his rising panic and pressed the phone closer to
his ear so Courtney couldn't hear the other end of the conversation.  "You tel me," answered Mitchell.
Mark could hear him snort and spit. "We have aded, remember?’  "Uhhh, of course | do," answered
Mark, trying to sound al innocent.  "So what'sthe problem?* asked Mitchell.  "No problem,
everything's cool." Helooked to Courtney and held up afinger asif to say: "I'll be off in asecond.”

Courtney shrugged. No biggie.  "So when am | gonnaseethe other journals?'  "Uhhh, let's see,
How about... tomorrow?' "How about inan hour?' Mark's ssomach twisted. "Okay, that's good
too. Tell you what, I'm kinda doing my homework now. But | should be donein an hour. Why don't you
cal meback then?' Mitchell hung up abruptly. Mark didn't know what to do. If he just put the phone
down, Courtney would wonder what happened. So he pretended to till beonthecdl. "Uh-huh.

Y eah. Sounds good. Okay, talk to you later. Bye.""  Mark hung up the phone and hoped that Courtney
only cared about getting back to reading thejourna.  Shedidn't. "Who wasthat?' she asked. Of
courseshedid. Mark hated lying. Hewasn't good at it. He now had to get very good, very fast.

"Friend of mine," he answered, trying to sound casud. "He needs some help with homework.
A-Algebra” Theingtant Mark said that, he wished he hadn't. Up to that point he'd been cool, but
when he made the full-on lie, when he said "algebra,” he stuttered. Courtney caught it, too. He saw it in
her eyes. Was she going to bust him on it? Courtney stared at him for amoment, then shrugged.

"Whatever," she sad. "Can we get back to thejournad?'  "Sure, yeah, of course” Mark sat back

down on the bed. Hefdt horrible. He hated lying to her, but was too embarrassed to tell her the truth.
He was being blackmailed and had no idea how he was going to get out of it. If Courtney found out now,
he was certain shedd lose dl faith in him. It was ahorrible postion to bein. But for now &t least, he could
forget hisown problem and lose himsdlf in Bobby'sproblems. "What do you think of this Faar place?"
Courtney asked.  "If it'sred, then destroying it would be the perfect, evil thing for Saint Daneto do.



From what Spader said it'salegend that everybody on Clora knows. It's part of their culture. If Saint
Danefindsit and destroysit, it would be like pulling the rug out from under an entire territory. If the place
isaready amess because of the food shortage, then the whole territory could crumble”  "Whichis
what Saint Danewants," added Courtney.  "Exactly.” "Let'sread,” ssaidMark. "Yeah, you've got
andgebralessontogetto.” Thisstung Mark, but he couldn't et it show. It wastimeto focuson
Bobby. CLORAL We found the gate easily enough by following the sgnals sent from my ring.
| opened the trapdoor and let Spader go down first into the crevice that led to the flume, then followed
right behind.  When | was hdfway down, | heard something off to my right. Remember, we were
climbing down using footholds that were dug into the rock walls. It was like descending through ablack
cave. The crevice was only wide enough for one person, but it stretched off to either sidefor | don't
know how far. It wastoo dark to tell. So when | heard something move off to my right, | froze. It wasn't
aloud sound, it was more like asmall pebble had been knocked into the crevice. Though it was asmall
sound, something had caused it. Something was out therein the darkness. | cautioudy looked to
where I'd heard the sound, and was faced with two yelow eyes staring right back at me. Yikes! They
were smal, but that didn't matter. We were near aflume and that could mean only one thing: quigs. | had
no ideawhat kind of beastie was behind those nasty eyes, but it wasn't going to be some harmless teddy
bear. My fear wasthat the dightest movement would push it into attack mode. My brain locked. |
didn't know what todo.  Luckily Spader did. | felt him shoot up from below and reach out toward the
yellow eyes. Before | could warn him, the yellow eyeswere gone! | heard aloudcrack,and that wasit.
"W-What just happened?’ | asked shakily. "I got it, mate,” answered Spader.  We both hurried
down the rest of the way until we reached the cavern. There, lying at the foot of the rock wall, wasthe
quig. It wasthe nastiest lookingsnakel had ever seen. It was about four feet long with ahooded head. All
along its back were smaller versions of the sharp spines that the bear quigs had on Denduron. But most
important, it was dead. Spader had snapped it likeawhip.  "I'm used to those wogglies," he said
casudly. "They end up on the habitats every so often. All you gottado is crack 'em good.” Hetook a
closer look at the fiendish thingy and frowned. "Never saw a sea snake looking like that before though.”
And he never would either. Except here on Zadaa. The gruesome truth was that the quigs on Zadaa
were snakes. 1'd bet they were poisonous, too. | hated snakes more than anything. More than cannibal
bears or wild dogs or even monster sharks. Snakes did something to me. Maybe because they were so
quiet and sneaky. As| stared down at that creepy reptile, | hoped that Loor would do aredlly good job
in keeping the Batu and the Rokador apart, because | didnotwant to come back to Zadaa.  Spader
and | then changed back into our Clord clothes and hit the flume. He went by himself thistime. | showed
him how to cdl out the name of the territory he was headed for, and just before the sparkling lights took
him away, | warned him that the drop into Cloral wasgoingto bewet. Believeit or not, | was
beginning to enjoy my trips through the flume because while | wasflying | felt completely safe. Nothing to
do but kick back and enjoy theride. When | got to the end of thistrip, | even spun around and tried to
imitate Uncle Presss headfirst swan dive into the pool. But | timed it wrong and ended up landing on my
back with a huge splash. It hurt, too. Hello, Cloral. So much for acool entrance.  Spader was aready
standing on the edge of thepool.  "I'll lead from here," hesaid.  We were on histurf again, or should
| say, in hiswater. He was back in charge. That was okay with me so long as we both agreed on the
plan. "What about the sharks?' | asked.  Spader grabbed hisair globe and water ded.  "No
worriesthere" he said. " Stay close to the bottom. Those beasties don't attack down. The only timeyou
get into anatty-do isif youreonther level.” "Yeah?What if they come downto our level?'  Spader
reached behind hisback and pulled out hislarge, slver knife.  "Let 'em,” he said with confidence.
"Whoa, did you bring that knifeto Zadaa?' "Didn't think I'd go someplace strange without my
trusty, didyou?' ™Y ou gotta understand something, Spader,” | said nervoudy. "Maybe | didn't explain
thisand if | didn't, it'smy fault. But you can't bring things from oneterritory to the next. It'slike... like...
aninfection. Bdieve me, | madethat mistakeand it wasadisaster.”  "It'sjust aknife, Pendragon,” he
said dismissively. "Couldnt do no harm.”  With that he popped on hisair globe and dove into the
water. Thiswas bad. Spader said he would learn from me, but the first thing | tried to tell him, he blew



off. Thiswasgoing to betough.  But therewas nothing | could do about it now, so | popped on my air
globe and followed him under. | didn't want him to get too far ahead of me. After dl, he had the knife.
We both skimmed the bottom, traveling side by side with our water deds. | kept glancing around,
looking in the distance for the shadowy killers. And it wasn't just quigs that worried me. When we lft for
Zadaathere were four raiders after us. | had a brief hope that maybe the quigs ate the raiders, but that
would have been hoping for too much. When we broke out into open water from under the rock
overhang, | felt even more vulnerable. | kept glancing around, checking our backs. At one point | thought
| saw a shadow moving severa yards off to our right. | was about to tell Spader, when the shadow
suddenly twisted and shot away. There was definitely something thereal right. But if it wasaquig, or a
raider, it had decided to leave usalone.  Oncewe had traveled afew minutes | beganto relax. As
Spader said, the sharks only hung around that reef. | stopped worrying about getting eaten and began to
worry about what we might find back on Gralion. When we l€eft, we had just jammed up theraiders
battle cruiser and Sgnaed to the aquaneers that the big guns wouldn't fire. The question now was, what
had happened after that? Had the aquaneers boarded the cruiser? Had the raiders boarded Grallion?
Had there been a battle between the good guys and the bad guys? Most important, was Uncle Press
okay? At least one answer cameto us quickly. Asthe water deds sped us closer to Grallion | saw
something in the distance that wasn't there when we left. At first | didn't know what it was because we
were so far away. It just looked like adark mass. But aswe got closer it began to take shape, and it was
big. Redlly big. Spader recognized it for what it wasfirst.  "Hobey-ho!" he exclamed. "They had a
natty-do all right!”  We sped closer, and that'swhen | saw the eight long tubes sticking out from the
huge mass. Though the proof wasright before my eyes, | could bardly believeit. Thelong tubeswere
cannons. The dark mass... wasasunken ship! It wastheraiders battle cruiser. A minute later we glided
and dipped right by theimmense hulk. It waslying onitsked, tipped to one sde. Being that closeto
something so big dwaystook my breath away. It reminded me of the video footage I'd seen from the
wreck of theTitanic.But this ship had only been on the bottom for a short time. It hadn't rusted out yet.
Whatever happened topside after we jammed up its guns, it was pretty clear that the raiders had
gotten their butts whipped. Now | wanted to get to Grallion as soon as possible to hear the victory story.
We drove our water deds past the huge sunken ship and continued on to Grallion. We stayed
underwater the whole way and didn't surface until we had dipped into the dock area where we had
launched the skimmers.  An aguaneer was on the dock, tinkering with an engine. He saw the two of us
surface and hiseyesgrew wide.  "Spader?' he said with. awe. " Spader!" The guy jumped up and
sarted yelling for joy. "They're back! They're divel Hobey-ho, Yenza, they'reback!" Wewere
greeted with ahero's welcome. The aguaneers mobbed us on the docks and al but carried ustopside. |
got smacked on the back so much, | ended up with black and blue marks. No kidding. But | didn't care.
Thiswas great. When we got up into the sun, | took a quick look around to see there was absolutely no
hint that a battle had taken place here. That's becauseit al happened on the water, and on the raiders
cruiser. The aguaneerstook turnstelling uswhat happened.  Just before the deadline that Zy Roder
had given them for firing hisgunsagain, Y enza quickly passed an order to every aguaneer. She said they
were to attack soon asthey saw aflare fire from beneath the water. The aguaneers thought she was
crazy, but they followed orders. Sure enough, they saw our flare and went after the raiderswith
everything they had. They sent severd boats |oaded with aquaneersto swarm the cruiser and caught the
bad guys completely by surprise. ThePursuit'shig guns were usdless and the raiders weren't prepared for
close-in fighting. Before they could raly to defend themselves, the aguaneers had boarded the cruiser and
had little trouble taking command.  The only bad thing was that so many of the raiders escaped on
small speedboats. Worse, their pilot, Zy Roder, had escaped aswell. Y eah, Saint Dane got away. When
| heard this, | glanced to Spader. | could tdll that this news had tweaked him. He knew that Roder was
redly Saint Dane, and I'm sure he hoped to hear he had been captured. No such luck.  The aquaneers
then scuttled the battle cruiser so no one could useit in anger again. While listening to them recount their
victory, | split my attention between the aquaneers and Spader. | wanted to see Spader's reaction to
what had happened. What | saw, | didn't like. Thiswasn't like the time a Grolo'swhere he was the



center of attention, telling tales and buying everyone sniggers. No, if Spader was happy about the victory
over theraiders, he didn't show it. He listened to the group intently, then after they finished their story he
gave them polite congratulations. The old Spader would have jumped up and shouted: "Hobey-ho!
Nobody chalenges Grdlion! Sniggersare on me!™ But not this new Spader. Thiswas a darker Spader,
and it had meworried. That'swhen | saw awelcome sight behind the group of ecstatic aquaneers. It
was Uncle Press. He smiled and waved me over. | ran to him and thetwo of ushugged.  "You're
becoming alegend around here," he said with a chuckle. "Next they'll be writing songs about you."

"Trust me, | wasn't dl that heroic,” | said. "I dmost bought it down there." It sounded modest, but |
meantit. "Where have you been?' heasked. | gave him aquick rundown on our trip to Zadaaand
our meeting with Loor. | explained how Spader was getting up to speed on being a Traveler, but he
wasn't handling it well. | said how his one and only concern wasto get revenge on Saint Dane, and it was
going to be hard to hold him back. | also told Uncle Press about the most important discovery of our trip:
the symbol and the half of amap that might lead to the Lost City of Faar, asthe legend referred toit.
Uncle Press agreed that Faar, if it indeed existed, would be a perfect target for Saint Dane.  Spader
then broke away from the celebration and joined us.  "Saint Dane got away," he said with no emotion,
though | knew hewasburningupinsde. "Don't worry," said Uncle Press. "Well ssehimagain.” |
had been thinking alot about what our next move should be, and it was as good atime as any to throw it
out there. "I think we should go to Panger City," | said.  Spader shot me a surprised look and said,
"No. Leave my mum out of this" "I'm afraid your mum may dready beinit," | said, trying not to sound
too harsh.  "Why?How?" Spader demanded. " Spader's dad gave half of the map to Osato giveto
Spader. That means the other haf is ill out there somewhere. We didn't find it with Spader's dad, so I'll
bet you anything it'swith Spader'smum.”  Spader reached into his pocket and pulled out the half map.
Uncle Presstook it and examined it.  "These numberson top,” he said. "They could be partia
coordinates."  Spader grabbed the map back angrily. "I don't care about your fantasy games. Leave
my mumaone” "Youdon'tgetit," | said urgently. "Maybe thiswhole Faar thing isafable and weve
got nothing to worry about, but if it isnt and Saint Daneistrying to find that logt city, then hell want this
map. If your mum hasthe other half, she'sintrouble  Thishit Spader hard. | couldn't have shocked
him moreif | had thrown ice water in hisface. | hated to do it, but he had to understand what was at
stake here. He looked at the haf map, then jammed it into hispocket.  "Yenza" hesad. "Shéell give us
aboat. We can bein Panger City by nightfall." Hetook off running toward the aquaneer barracks.
Uncle Presswatched him run off and then said, "Heshurting.”  "Thisisbad. When hefindly comes
faceto facewith Saint Dane-"  "Well worry about that when it happens. Right now let's get ready for
atressurehunt” CLOROL Uncle Pressand | followed Spader to the far side of the aqua-neer
barracks. Aswe got closer, we heard yedling coming from the building. "I warned her, yes| did! | saw
this coming but no one believed me!™ 1t was coming from Wu Y enzas office. When we peeked in the
door, we saw Y enza behind a desk, looking stern, as usual. Spader stood to the back of the room,
ligening. All the hubba was coming from two agronomers who stood in front of Y enzas desk. They were
the same man and woman | had seen outside the pilot house on Magorran shortly after the crash. They
were arguing then, and they were dtill arguing now. At least now | had the chance to hear what it was all
about. The man was ashort, balding guy with an efiike face named Ty Manoo. In another life, he could
have easly gotten agig in Santa's workshop. The guy paced, flailed hisarmsfor emphas's, and spit when
hetaked. "We set something in motion that must be stopped!” he shouted.  The woman didn't seem
all that worried. Her name was Po Nass. Shewastal and dim with sharp features that reminded me of a
dy cat. She stood with her arms folded, looking bored, asif Manoo were nothing more than an annoying
kid. "Youareoverreacting again,” shesad whilerolling her eyes.  "Overreacting!" Manoo shot
back. "There are hundreds dead on Magorran! We were attacked by raiders! What kind of reaction
would you suggest?'  "What isthe problem?' asked Spader.  "The problem is we caused the
poisoning on Magorran,” Manoo spit out.  Whoa. New development. Uncle Pressand | |ooked at
each other and entered the office. It wastimeto get involved. Y enza saw us and stood up. She looked
kind of flustered, like she waslosing control of the Stuation and from what | saw of Y enza, she did not



liketolosecontrol. "Spader, get your friends out of here,” sheordered. "No," Spader shot back.
"They'reheretohelpus” "I don't want to cause apanic,” Y enzaargued. "Until we find out exactly
what happened, we don't need rumorscirculating.”  Uncle Press spoketo Yenzain acam, controlled
voice. "If | may, Commander. Pendragon and | have come from along way off because we heard there
might be some... difficulty here. We won't spread rumors; we won't cause apanic. Our only god isto
help seeyou through thiscriss™  Yenzalooked into Uncle Presss eyes, and | could see her relax. It
was kind of cregpy, actually. Uncle Press's soothing words had taken the fight out of her. It reminded me
of the quiet way that Loor's mother, Osa, had a calming effect on people. It was almost hypnotic. |
wondered if thiswere somekind of Traveler trick and made amenta noteto ask about it later.  "They
aready helped save Grallion once," Spader added. "They'refriends"” Yenzalooked usover. Findly
she sat back down and said to the agronomers, "Tell them what youtold me”  Immediately thelittle
guy, Manoo, took over. "It wasan experiment,” he started. "The population of Clora isgrowing. The
demand for food isalways getting greater.”  Nass didn't want to be left out and added, "We ca culated
that at the present rate, there was agood possibility the day would come when the demand for food
would be greater than the supply. So we set out to perform an important service” "We started looking
for waysto increase plant growth,” Manoo continued. "We figured if we could get cropsto grow bigger
and faster, we'd never have to worry about having enough food. We experimented with fertilizersand
crossbreeding and found ways to change the very cell structure of plants. But it waswrong!™ "It wasn't
wrong!" countered Nass. "It'sawork in progress!”  "But we were changing naturel" cried Manoo. "l
tried to tell them we were headed for disaster, but no onelistened.”  "That's because we were
successful!" Nass argued.  "Successful?' shouted Manoo. "We changed nature! We created plants that
grew faster but turned poisonous!”  Manoo was amess. He wiped his sweety forehead with hisdeeve
and continued. "It wasthe fertilizer,” he said. "We created afertilizer that affected the normal growth
cycleof plants and changed their genetic structure. It wasincredible. Plants grew seven times faster and
yielded twice as much fruit. Wewere al so excited that we wanted to share the discovery with everyone.
But we moved too fast. We didn't test theresults” "It was only recently that we discovered an
unfortunate. .. sde effect,” Nass said, trying to sound casud, asif it were no big ded. "Some of the
mutated crops became poisonous. We never actually used thefertilizer on Grallion's crops. Were safe
here” "But, we had dready sent asample of thefertilizer to the Agronomy Society. We only wanted
them to study it, but they were so impressed they immediately began manufacturing it and sending it al
over Clord!" shouted Manoo. Y enzajumped to her feet. "Y ouretelling methat afertilizer isbeing
used dl over Clord that turns crops deadly?' she screamed, trying to control her horror.  "Yed!"
shouted Manoo. "What happened on Magorranisjust the beginning!”  This put awhole new spinon
things. Could it be that Saint Dane wasn't responsible for the poison crops after al? Was he smply taking
advantage of the Situation? The crestion of thiskiller fertilizer seemed to be the turning point on this
territory, but it looked to be the people of Clora who brought it onthemsdves.  "The Agronomy
Society ison Panger City," Spader said. "Weve got to get there and stop them from sending out more
fertilizer.” "That'sexactlywhat we haveto do!" squedled Manoo. "Give us aspeeder craft,” added
Spader. "We can bein Panger City before nightfal." Spader was being very clever. Stopping thefertilizer
was critical, but the main reason he wanted to get to Panger City wasto protect hismum. Therewasa
whole "two birdswith one stone" thing happening.  "I'm going too!" added Manoo. He then turned to
Nass, stuck afinger in her face and spit out, ™Y ou are too. I'm not going to take full blamefor this."
Nass shrugged and said, "Fine, whatever you want. | don't mind taking the credit. Once we perfect
the process, well be heroes”  "But right now, we'rekillers,” Manoo said angrily.  Thisgot areaction
from Nass. Up until then shewas only looking at the problem as a science experiment. Being cadlled a
killer was awhole 'nother ballgame. She actually looked shaken.  "I'll go," shesaid, cowed. Yenza
came around from behind her desk heading for thedoor. "Meet me at the stern dock in two pecks,”
she ordered. "I'll prepare a speeder. We'redlgoing to Panger City." Then just before she left the office
sheturned back and lifted afinger. Do not mention thisto anyone," she commanded sternly. "Any of
you. If Gralion is safe, theré's no need to cause panic.”  Shethen left. Nass and Manoo followed after



her, leaving usaonewith Spader.  "Isit possible?" he asked. "Could Saint Dane have nothing to do
withthis?' "It'spossible, but it doesn't matter," answered Uncle Press. "He may not have started it, but
hell take advantage of it."  "And thereés till the stuff about Faar,” | added. "How does that fit in?"
"Hopefully well find out on Panger City," answered Uncle Press.  Forty minutes later, or two pecks,
depending on where you come from, the six of uswere at the dock, ready to leave for Panger City. |
stood with Uncle Press, Spader, and the two agronomers, Nass and Manoo. The speeder we were
going to take was a coolio-looking powerboat that looked about forty feet long. It was painted the same
sea-green color astheraiders battle cruiser. It had a cabin up front that was big enough to hold agalley
and some bunks. The wheelhouse was on top of the cabin. Wu Y enzawas aready there, powering up.
The deck waslarge, with seats dlong therails. It kind of reminded me of the dive boats Uncle Press used
to take me on. But unlike dive boats, this baby looked like it could do some serioushaul ass.  Weall
boarded and Spader cast off the lines. Y enza powered up the engines, which as usua weren't dl that
loud. These water-powered engines were great! Y enzathen expertly guided the boat avay from the
docks of Grallion and out into open water. Moments later, once we had passed the marker buoy, Y enza
hit the throttle and this boat showed uswhy it was called a speeder. | was nearly thrown over by the
sudden surge of power, in seconds we were flying over thewater likeaseagoingjet. Likethe
skimmers, the ride was smooth and pretty quiet. The only way | could tell we were moving so fast was
from the wind whipping a my face. When | stood up | had to lean forward or it would have knocked me
back down.  The two agronomers kept to themsealves during most of the trip. They stayed in the cabin
up front and argued. What € se was new? They had pads of paper where they scribbled out equations
and formulas. | assumed they were trying to figure out how to undo the harm done by their mutant
fertilizer. Yenzastayed at the controls. Spader acted as navigator. He had charts and plotted a course
to Panger City. Uncle Pressand | had nothing to do except worry. Would it betoo late to recdl al the
fertilizer? How far had it spread? Had it dready started a chain reaction that would infect al the crops of
Clord? Stranger still wasthe mystery of Faar. What was so important about this mythica city that the
dying wish of Spader'sfather wasto tell his son about it? How did thisal tiein with Saint Dane?
Hopefully, all of these questions would be answered on Panger City.  "This makes perfect sense” said
Uncle Press softly. He was looking out onto the water, thinking.  "What does?’ | asked. | wasn't used
to hearing that thingsweremaking sense.  "The agronomerswent too far," he said thoughtfully. "Their
intentions may have been noble, but they created a mongter. It'sjust the kind of thing that Saint Dane
would take advantage of. Hell do everything in his power to keep the poison spreading and turn Clora
upside down. Thisisthe turning point. Thisiswhy werehere”  "Then what about thislost city of
Faar?' | asked. "l don't know whereit fitsinto this puzzle, but if Spader's father was concerned, then
I'm concerned too." | looked up to the wheelhouse and saw that Spader was staring at the horizon. |
wanted to know what was going through hismind. He was agrest guy. A friend. But | was afraid his
anger over the death of hisfather was going to get him into some serious trouble and make things worse
for dl of us. Hopefully his mother was safe. But then Spader would have the tough job of telling her that
his father was dead. But as rough asthiswould be, what | redly feared was that something might have
aready happened to his mother, like it happened to my family. If Spader lost his mother, then | was sure
he'd go off thedegpend.  Thetrip took most of the day. I tried to get some deep but my mind was
racing with worry. | watched the sun asit traveled across the sky on its way to the ocean. Then, just as|
wasfinaly nodding off - "There!" shouted Yenza. | quickly climbed the ladder to the whedlhouse
and looked forward to where shewas pointing. | didn't seeit at first because it was only agray speck on
the horizon. But aswe drew closer and the speck grew bigger, | saw it for what it was.  Panger City.
Even though we were flying over the water at an incredible speed, it must have taken us another two
hoursto get there. That's how big thiscity habitat was. The closer we got, the larger the buildings grew. It
soon became clear to me that this habitat was every bit asbig as Gralion, but unlike Grallion, it was
covered with buildings. It redly wasacity! | was staring at skyscrapersl Some of them must have been
over forty sories high. Thislooked every bit like abig city from home, but cities at home weren't floating
onthe ocean. It wasincrediblel  Aswe got closer | saw more detail in the buildings. Likel told you



before, there was no sted on Clord. Everything was made from some kind of hard plastic compound.
Rather than familiar building colors of gray concrete and slver sted, these buildings were white and light
blue or green. But other than that they looked very much like office buildingsa home.  When we got
insde the safety buoy and dowed down, | had to strain my neck back to look up at the huge buildings
that towered over me. Only one thought came to mind: How can thisthing possibly stay afloat? Yenza
carefully drove our speeder into the dock area, which was very much like Gralion's. Two aguaneersto
guide usin and tie us up. They immediately stood at attention and saluted Y enza as she jumped off the
boat. "Wemay beleaving at any time," she said with authority.  "Yes, sr!" responded both
aguaneers professionally. Y enzathen turned back to us and barked to Manoo and Nass, "Whereis
the Agronomy Society?' Manoo scrambled over therail of the boat, nearly fell in the water, but caught
himsdlf and stood up straight asiif nothing were wrong. Nass rolled her eyes and gracefully got off the
boat. "WEell takeyou there," hesaid sharply.  Thelittle man waddled past Y enza and headed up the
sairstoward the surface. Therest of us got off the boat and followed. | walked with Spader and asked,
"When wasthelast time you werehome?'  Hedidn't answer. He kept looking ahead and picked up
the pace to get away from me. So much for small talk. Spader's mind was somewhereelse. - Whenwe
arrived on the surface, we stepped out of a building and onto a scene that looked pretty much like any
busy city street. The sdewalkswere full of people hurrying to wherever they were hurrying; small
vehiclestraveled on the Streets; and vendors sold food from wheedled carts. It was like being back in
New Y ork City, except everything looked more colorful, andwaycleaner.  There was one other detall
that made it very different from home. There were water canalsthat ran paralle to every street. They
were around twenty feet across, which was about the same width as the Streets, but that was plenty big
enough for the many small water-powered boats that traveled quickly aong, speeding people on their
way. I'd never been to Venice, Itay, but from the pictures and movies I'd seen, thiswas kindof like that.
One quick look around showed me that these canals crisscrossed the entire city habitat. Every so often
there were footbridges that stood like half circles over the waterways so that boats could glide under
them. At each bridge was abeautiful fountain that sent up sprays of water in various patterns. The
fountains had no function except to look good. | haveto say, Panger City was abeautiful place.  But
| didn't have much time to hang out and appreciate it. When we dl regrouped on the street, Spader didn't
stop. Without aword of explanation he kept walking toward one of thecands. "Spader!” cdled
Y enza "Spader, get back here. That isan order.”  Spader wasn't listening. | knew where he was going
and nobody was going to stop him. Y enzawas abouit to run after him, but Uncle Press stepped in front
of her saying, "He'sgoing to seehismother.”  Thismade Y enza soften for amoment, but just as quickly
her hard ook returned. "1 understand, but that's not why were here,” she said angrily. "He knows
that." "Hedoes" said Uncle Presscamly. "WEell stay with him. It's more important that you get to the
Agronomy Society." Yenzalooked a Nass and Manoo. Nass was getting impatient. Manoo just
looked like hewantedto pee.  "We can't waste any moretime!" Manoo squedled. Y enzalooked
back to Uncle Pressand said, "L et him talk to his mother, then bring him back to the speeder.”
"Understood,” replied Uncle Press. Y enza definitely had a soft spot for Spader. | think he got away
with alot of things Y enzawould never alow from her other aguaneers. On top of that, Spader had saved
Grallion, with our help of course. So | guess he deserved alittliedack. | saw that Spader had aready
jumped onto a skimmer and was poweringitup. "Uhhh, Uncle Press” | said. "We're going to lose
him." "Go!" shouted Yenza. Uncle Pressand | took off on arun toward the cand. It seemed asif all
the skimmers were community property because people were getting on and off randomly and just
leaving them, kind of like bicyclesin China.  Spader kicked his skimmer into gear and sped off. We
werelognghim.  "UncdePress” "There! Got one," he announced, pointing. He saw an empty
skimmer and we both jumped on. Uncle Press quickly powered up, hit the throttle, and we were off.
Luckily there was a speed limit on the candls. It was pretty crowded and to go too fast meant a
guaranteed accident. Spader was dready far ahead of us, but | could tell he was having trouble going as
fast as he wanted to because it looked like rush hour had hit Panger City. Uncle Press maneuvered our
skimmer around the dower traffic and only managed to tick off afew people by cutting them off.  We



traveled quite aways through the canyons of towering buildings. We couldn't stop to appreciate the tour
though; we had to keep up with Spader. Spader knew exactly where he was going and made severa
turns down different canals. | kept watching him and directed Uncle Press who was busy avoiding other
skimmers.  Finally Spader turned off into anarrow canal that ran between two smdler buildings. | saw
where he dumped the skimmer and kept watching to seewhich buildinghewas  going toward. | had a
strange sense of dgavu. Thisis exactly what happened when we followed Spader to hisfather's
gpartment on Magorran. | could only hope that we wouldn't find the same kind of horror here on Panger
City. Welanded our skimmer and quickly jumped off. When we ran up onto the street, Spader was
gtanding there, waitingfor us. "I just saw you," he said, sounding alittle embarrassed. "I didn't know
youwerefollowingme" "Yeah, well, were sort of in thistogether whether you likeit or not,” | said.

"I'msorry,” hesaid. "I'm glad youre here. I'm alittle...”  Hedidn't finish his sentence. | could tell he
was afraid of what hemight find.  "It's okay, Spader. Werewith you,” said Uncle Press.  Spader
nodded, then turned and led usinto the apartment building where his mother lived. This place looked like
any apartment building at home, except for thefact it was light yellow. It was five stories high with around
ten gpartments to afloor. Spader knew exactly where he was going. We climbed the gairsto the top
floor and walked to the door on the far end of the corridor. That's where Spader stopped, caught in the
moment. Soon he would find what he camefor, and | could tell that as much as he wanted to go inside,
he was afraid to. He looked up to us. Uncle Press gave him an encouraging nod.  Spader knocked on
thedoor. "Hobey-ho!" he called happily.  There was no answer. Heknocked again.  "Mum?”

There was no sound of footsteps coming to the door. No one called from inside to ask who it was. |
hoped that his mother was out shopping or taking anap or visting friends.  Spader glanced a usagain
and tried the doorknob. It was open. His heart must have been racing because mine sure was. He then
took a deep breath and stepped inside. Uncle Pressand | followed him, stepping into his mother's home.

| havetotell you guys, | never thought I'd have thisfeeling evenoncein my life, but to go through it
twicewas, well, itwasn'tfair.  The gpartment was totally empty. Not a piece of furniture or picture or
any other sign that anyone had ever lived there. It was just like thefedling | had when we dl went back to
2 Linden Placein Stony Brook and | saw that my house was gone. Well, it wasn't exactly as bad asthat
because what | saw back on Second Earth with you was that my own family had disappeared. | knew
exactly what Spader was going through.  He stood near the door, staring at the empty home,
unbelieving. Uncle Presswalked up to him, put ahand on his shoulder and softly said the magic words,
"Try not to be sad. Thisistheway it was supposedtobe”  Spader pulled away from him angrily.

"How can that be?' he shouted. "Whereisshe?' "She'snot dead, Spader,” said Uncle Press.
"YoureaTraveler now. That meant it wastime for her to moveontoo.” Spader shot alook of total
confusion to Uncle Press. | have to admit, | was gtill confused about this whole family-di sappearance part
of beingaTravder mysdf. "Sothenwhereisshe?' | asked. "And whilewere at it, wheresmyfamily?”

Uncle Presslooked uncomfortable. | think he knew exactly where they were, but for some reason he
didntwanttosay. "Spader, I'll tell you the samething | told Bobby when he found out his own family
wasgone,” hesaid camly. "Y ou were dways destined to become a Traveler. Y our family was here
to raise you and teach you and hel p you become the person you are today so that you could begin your
journey. But they've begun ajourney of their own now. Someday you'll seethem again, | promise.”

"What about my father?' demanded Spader. "He didn't go anywhere. Hewaskilled!" "Hewasa
Traveler," answered Uncle Press. "He had other duties. | promise you both, as time goes on you will
understand everything, but for right now, you must know that nothing horrible happened to your mother.”

Thiswas bringing up al sorts of old, horrible fedingsin me. | was getting frustrated over not knowing
al therewasto know about being a Traveer. | could only imagine what Spader wasfeding. Thiswas il
very new to him. We stood in the room for afew moments, then Spader suddenly ran farther into the
gpartment. We followed him as he ran through the empty home, into what was probably once a bedroom
aonetime. Hegood inthe middle of the room and said, "Thiswas my room. | lived here from the
time | wasborn until | |eft to become an aquaneer. | don't believe that my entire childhood can be wiped
away asif it never exiged." Hewent into acloset. "Pendragon, help me," he said. | shrugged and



followed. "Helpmeup?' heasked. | clasped my handstogether and held them out. Spader put his
footinand | hoisted himup. "I had ahiding place nobody knew about," he said while running his hands
along thewall over the closet door. "It iswhere| kept the things that were most important tome.” | felt
bad for him. Spader was doing the same thing | did when | walked onto the empty lot at 2 Linden Place.
| looked over every inch of that empty space, desperate for any sign that proved | had lived there. But
there was nothing. Even the scar on the tree that had been made by our swing was gone. | knew that
Spader's secret hiding place would be empty.  Over the closet door was a piece of wall that had been
neatly cut out and replaced. Spader knew exactly where it was. He pulled away the piece and reached
into the compartment. Of course it was empty. | could tell by the pained look on hisface.  But then,
just as he was about to climb down, his face changed. He had found something after dl.  "Let me
down," heordered. | awkwardly bent down and dropped hisfoot. He banged his shoulder against the
door frame as he came down, but hewasokay. "What did you find?' | asked. | couldn't believe that
some hint of his past life had actualy been left behind.  Spader held thetreasurein hishand. | knew
ingtantly that it wasn't something he put there himself. It was a piece of green paper, folded in half.
Written on the outside in black letters was: "For Spader. I'm proud of you and | love you. Hobey-ho!" |
could only guessthat it was hismum's handwriting.  Spader unfolded the paper and | saw hismum's
find gift to him. It wasthe other half of the map that led to the lost city of Faar.  "Shemay be gone,” he
sad softly. "But | guess her job wasn't finished until | got this”  "Hello? Anyonehome?'  Thebright
voice came from the entrance to the apartment. It was awoman's voice. For amoment | thought
Spader's mother had returned. Spader did too. He ran for the entrance. Uncle Pressand | wereright
behind. But when we got there, we saw that it wasn't Spader's mother after al. It was Po Nass, the
agronomer. What was she doing here? "Here you boys are! Why did you run off like that?" she asked
like ascolding but jovial schoolteacher.  "Why aren't you with Y enzaand Manoo?" asked Uncle Press.
"Thosetwo are on afutile quest,” she answered with ahuff. "My timeis better spent elsewhere.”
Thiswasweird. Had shefollowed us?  "Now," she said. "Y oung Spader. Did you find what you
camefor?' Spader answered her with a confused look. Uncle Pressand | did the same. What was she
talking about? "I didn't think it was possible, mysdf,” she explained. "Like dl you wet little Clorans, |
thought the logt city of Faar wasamyth. That is, until | saw the symbol your father had drawn for you.
Hewas aresourceful Traveler. I'm guessing he discovered the city was redl and knew itslocation. Now |
think you know ittoo."  Uh-oh. Uncle Press stiffened beside me. The hair began to stand up on my
neck. | was afraid | knew exactly where thiswas going and it was avery, very bad place.  "How could
you know?" Spader asked, dumbfounded. He had no clue what was going on, but he was about to find
out. Nass looked to Uncle Pressand gave him acatlikegrin.  "Ahh, Press. Don't you just love them
when they're young?' she asked. "Such... innocence”  And then it happened. The agronomer Nass
began to transform before our eyes. Her face contorted, her body shifted, her whole figure grew watery
and unformed. It only took about five seconds, but | guarantee they were five seconds that Spader would
replay in hismind for the rest of hislife. | probably would too, but | had seen it before. Her hair grew
long and gray. Her body rose to asolid seven feet tall. Her clothes changed from Clora blue to the black
auit that was all too familiar. And again, what stood out most were the eyes. They becameicy blueand
charged with an evil fire.  "Doesit make more sense to you now, water boy?' snarled thetadl, ominous
figure.  Spader looked at mewith total confusion.  "It's Saint Dane," | said with no emotion. "He's
been playing with usdl dong.” CLORAL Y ou naughty boys, you sank my battleship,” Saint
Dane said playfully, asif heredly didnt care.  Spader looked to me and to Uncle Press. | think he was
in shock. Nothing had prepared him for seeing Saint Dane transform the way he did. | wasn't exactly
comfortable with it either, but at least | had seen it before so | didn't go into total mind lock.  "The
poison fertilizer?' asked Uncle Press. "Wasit your doing?'  Saint Danelet out an evil laugh. Herewe
go again. | hate it when the bad guyslaugh. It dways meansthey know morethanyoudo. "Yougive
me too much credit, Press, my friend,” Saint Dane said. "Y ou know | don't initiate anything."  "But you
don't mind helping it dong,"” UnclePressadded. " Of that, | am guilty. That weasd Manoo and his
agronomers would have abandoned their experimentsyears ago if | hadn't convinced them otherwise. It



was S0 easy to feed their egos. | told them they would be heroesfor saving Clora from starvation for
generationsto come!" He laughed ironicaly.  "They weretoo blinded by visions of glory to redize they
were brewing up the meansto kill every living soul on theterritory. Surprisel”  "So youdidkill my
father,” Spader spat at Saint Dane.  "Indirectly, | suppose,” Saint Dane said, beginning to sound bored.
"But were dl much better off with oneless Traveler, don't youthink?'  This pushed Spader over the
edge. Helunged at Saint Dane, ready to grab histhroat. But Saint Dane pulled aquick draw from under
his coat and jammed asilver pistol into Spader's chest, stopping him cold. Spader's eyes were wild with
hatred, but there was nothing he could do.  "Tak to Pendragon,” Saint Dane said camly. "He knows
you cant defeat me”  "No?' | jumped in. "What about Denduron?’  Saint Dane turned to ook at me
for thefirst time. His cold blue eyesgave me achill.  "A minor inconvenience,” he said. "Thisgame has
only begun, Pendragon.” "Game?" shouted Spader. "Y ou killed hundreds of people. Thisisn't agame!”

"But of courseitis," answered Saint Dane. And with that he began to transform again. His body grew
liquid, he shrank dightly, and when the change was complete, standing before us was Zy Roder, the
rader pilot. "Thisisvery much agame,” he said with adifferent, rapier voice. "And the stakes are
highindeed!" At that moment the door flew open from the hallway and severa more raiders entered
the gpartment. They dl held sllver gunslike the one Roder/Saint Dane had. Any thoughts we had about
escaping had just gotten very dim. "Now," said Roder/Saint Dane. "'l have aquestionforyou.  Tell
me what you know about thisplace caled 'Faar.” Weal did our best not to look at each other.

"Faar isachildren'sstory,” Spader findly answered. "What isit you want to know?'  Roder/Saint
Dane jammed hisslver gun into Spader's chest, making himwinceinpain.  "Please don't waste my
timetrying to be coy," Roder/Saint Dane said. "'l saw the symbol of Faar on your father'sdesk." "I
knew that he'd been searching for Faar," he continued. "But when | saw the symbol, | knew held been
successful.”  "Youwerethere?' | said, stunned. "On Magorran?'  "To be precise, Po Nass was
there," he chuckled. "Only seconds before you three arrived." | got the fedling that Saint Dane loved
fooling peoplewith hislittle charades. | redlly hated thisguy.  Hethen looked directly into Spader's
eyesand said, "Y our father discovered Faar and passed the information to you, didn't he?'  Spader
didn't move. He wasn't about to give Roder/Saint Dane the two pieces of map. No way. But Roder/Saint
Dane flashed forward with his free hand and grabbed Spader around the neck. Both Uncle Pressand |
made amove to stop him, but the other raiders jumped between us, holding usback.  "Tel me"
Roder/Saint Dane seethed. His strength was incredible because he lifted Spader off the ground with only
one hand. "Tel mewhat you know, or I'll first kill Pendragon, then Press, and then I'll go back to Grallion
and see what mischief we can get into there. The only one | won't kill isyou. Y ou'll haveto live knowing
they died because you wouldn't tell mewhat | will find out soon enough anyway.”  Spader wasturning
blue. Both Uncle Pressand | struggled to get away from the raiders, but it was no use. There was nothing
we could doto help Spader.  Then, dowly, Spader reached into his pocket for themap.  "Don't!" |
shouted. But it wastoo late. Spader pulled out the two map halves and tossed them on the ground.
Instantly Roder/Saint Dane threw him down and Spader collapsed on the floor, gasping for breath.
Another raider picked up the two pieces of paper and handed them to Roder/Saint Dane. The evil
Traveler held the two pieces together and studied them for afew seconds.  Hethen let out asmile and
sad, "It'sso smple. Thank you, Spader. Now Clora has absolutely no hope of fighting off the plague
I'venurtured for solong.”  Huh?What did amythical lost city haveto do with thekiller fertilizer that
was spreading acrossthe territory?  Boom! Agunshot sounded from out in the hallway that sent the
raiders scrambling for cover. | can't believe | acted asfast as| did, but in the one second of confusion, |
lunged forward and grabbed the two pieces of the map from Roder/Saint Dane.  Boom! Boom! Two
more gunshots. Though they weren't exactly gunshots. Remember how | described the way the water
cannons on the battleship fired compact missles of water? Asit turned out, that's exactly whatalthe guns
on Clora fired. And right now, standing out in the hallway was Wu Y enza and two aguaneers. | wasn't
sure how they knew we werein trouble, but | didn't care.  The water bullets they fired hit the wallsand
exploded, doing more damage than any bullet could.  "Drop your weagpond” shouted Yenza.  While
Roder/Saint Dane and the other raiders ducked for cover, Uncle Press grabbed Spader and me and



pulled usinto the back room. The raiders were too busy defending themselvesto come after us.  "Is
there another way out?' Uncle Pressshouted.  "Therésaledge, adl the way around the building,"
gasped Spader, ill trying to get his breath back from nearly being strangled.  "Show usl”  From the
other room | heard the booming sounds of more water missiles hitting the walls. One shot blasted right
through awall and into the room we were in, missng me by afoot. These weren't like any water pistols
I'd ever played with!  Spader threw open awindow and leaped out. Uncle Press pushed me toward
the window to go next. | hesitated. | was never good with heights and we were on the fifth floor. Yikes.
But there was no other choice. There were more raiders than aguaneers outside. As soon as the bad
guysredlized that, they'd be coming after us. So | put my fear aside and climbed out the window.

There was atwo-foot-wide ledge that went al around the building. Normally two feet would be plenty
wide enough to walk on. But when you'refive storiesin the air, it fedsmore like two inches. | looked
down and started getting dizzy. "Go!" shouted Uncle Press. "He was dready out behind me and
pushing meto follow Spader.  Spader was moving quickly ahead of me, gpproaching the corner of the
building. | took two stepsand - Boom! Apiece of wall blasted out in front of me, spewing splintered
bits of building everywhere. Suddenly | wasn't worried about the height anymore and started to run.
More blasts of water missile blew out chunks of building just behind Uncle Press. If we stopped, wed
get blasted off theledge.  Spader reached the corner and made the turn. | was right behind him. We
were now on the far sde of the building from where the battle was taking place. Spader found awindow
and jumped insde. For amoment | thought we were going to drop in on some unsuspecting guy taking a
nap or something, but luckily wefound oursdvesinagairwell.  "Go down the staird” Spader ordered.
But rather than lead us down, he headed back toward the corridor where the fight was going on. Uncle
Pressgrabbed him.  "What areyou doing?' heshouted. "Going after Saint Danel”  Hetried to pulll
away from Uncle Press, but my uncleheld him firm.  "Listen, Spader,” Uncle Presssaid. "Y ou just had
ataste of what we've been telling you about. Saint Dane has powers that you are no match for."  "Not
to mention the gunfight going on,” | added. "Y ou go back there, youre history.”  Spader wastorn. His
blood was boiling and he wanted apiece of Saint Dane- bad. "Wetold you before,” Uncle Press
continued with acalm voice, trying to talk Spader down. "There's abigger battle to be fought here. Y ou
heard what he said about Faar. It could bethelast piecein the puzzle for destroying Cloral. Which do
you think is more important? Going back in there and getting killed, or doing what your father wanted
youtodo?' Spader looked up a my unclewith questioningeyes.  Uncle Pressthen said, "Let'sgo
find the Logt City of Faar." Boom!Like an exclamation point on his sentence, awater missile ripped
through the door to the corridor. The raiders were coming after us. But Spader was with the program
now. Heknew what wehadtodo. "Cmon!" heyelled, and bolted down the stairs. We dl flew down,
taking three stairs at atime. | thought | was going to take atumble and break my neck, which would have
been aredlly stupid thing to do at this point. But speed was everything now, so | kept going.  We
blasted out a side door to the apartment building and went on adead run for the cana and the skimmers.
Aswe rounded the building, | saw that Y enzaand the two aguaneers were backing out of the front door,
gl firing their water guns at the raiders. | reglly hoped there were no innocent bystandersin the way.

"Yenzal" yelled Uncle Press.  The chief aguaneer looked up and saw that we were out of the
building. Sheimmediately gave a command to the other aquaneers. They gave up on thefight and joined
the sprint for the skimmers. Aswe ran across the grass toward the canal, small water bombs kicked up
thedirt at our feet. | didn't have to turn around to know the raiders were now out of the building and after
us. | could only hope that we were far enough away that their guns wouldn't be accurate enough to do
any damage. Weadl hit the cand at about the same time and jumped on the skimmers to make our
escape. Nobody had to say aword. Uncle Press and | were on one, Spader and Y enza on another, the
two aguaneerson athird. Theskimmersall whined to life. We were seconds away from blasting off.
Then Spader turned around and actudly gave measmile.  "Last one back to the speeder buysthe
sniggers.” For asecond, the old Spader had returned. He gunned the engine and took off. Uncle Press
gunned ours, too, and the aguaneers were right behind. With the water around boiling from theincoming
rain of water missiles, all three skimmers blasted off and away fromtheraiders.  The dash back to the



dock was hairy, but not because of the raiders. As| wrote before, the canals were busy. But thistime
nobody cared. With Spader in the lead, we dll flew over the water, dodging other skimmerslike gatesin
aski race. | wondered if there was a Panger City highway patrol that would pull us over for reckless
skimming. Luckily, there weren't any accidents, though we had aton of closecals. It wasn't until we
made it back to the cand near the docksthat we could al finally take a bregth. Or at least ahdf breath
because this race was only just beginning. Wetied up the skimmers and headed for thedock. "How
did you know to follow us?' Uncle Pressasked Yenzaasweran. "It wasNass," she answered. "l
never trusted that woman. As soon as you left to follow Spader, she went after you." ™Y ou saved our
lives, Yenza," hesaid. "Thank you." Y enzathen stopped on the side of the busy street and faced the
three of us. The aguaneers stood behind her, ready for anything. Y enzawas used to cdling al the shots
and | didn't think sheliked being out of the loop, especialy when it meant having to battle raiders. "You
weretaking to Zy Roder like you knew him. What isgoingon?'  Thethree of us exchanged looks.
How could we possibly explain any of thisto her? It was Uncle Presswho took ashot atit.  "Po Nass
wasworking with Zy Roder,” heexplained.  Technicaly, Po NasswasZy Roder, but Uncle Press
made the wise decision not to go down that road. Good thinking. " She knew exactly what she was
doing," hecontinued.  "She knew thefertilizer was poison. Spader's father was working with meto
investigate thishorror... until hedied.” "Po Nass was deliberately trying to poison Clora?" she asked
inshock. "Why?'  "That'stougher to answer, but it'strue. Weve got to leave Panger City right away.
WhereisManoo?' "I'mright herel”  Thelittle f-man hurried to us from the building thet led to the
docks. Helooked al sortsof angry and upset.  "Where have you been?' hedemanded.  "Did you get
to the Agronomy Society?' Y enzaasked, ignoring hisquestion.  "Yes," Manoo answered nervoudly.
"Butit'stoolatel” "What doyou mean?' Yenzademanded. “"Thefertilizer," whined Manoo. "It's
been sent Al over Clora. Almost every underwater farmisusing it right now. Our entirefood supply is
going to be poisoned! It'satotal disaster!”  How'sthatfor a horrifying newsitem? Saint Dane's plan had
kicked into high gear and Manoo was out of hismind withworry.  Welcome to the party, Manoo and
I've been out of my mind for awhilenow. "Get back to the Agronomy Society,” Uncle Press ordered
Manoo. "Make sure they track down and stop every shipment. Canyou do that?' "l suppose,”
answered Manoo. "But who areyoutotell me- "Just doit, Manoo!" barked Yenza. Shecdledto
the two aguaneers, "Make sure this man gets back to the Agronomy Society safdly.”  The aquaneers
both offered a crisp salute and stood ready to go with Manoo. Y enzatook Manoo by both armsina
warm gesture of trust and friendship. Do what you can, Manoo. Hobey-ho."  Manoo stood up
graight asif the entire fate of Cloral were now resting on his shoulders. He was now on amission, and he
took it serioudy. "Let'sgo!" he shouted to the aguaneers, and the three took off. Y enzathen turned
back to Uncle Pressand said, "And why must we leave Panger City?'  Uncle Press|ooked to me and
held out his hand. | knew exactly what he wanted and handed him the two piecesof map. "Ever hear
of the Lot City of Faar?'  In minutes we were back on the speeder boat, blasting away from Panger
City, bound for, well, the plan wasto head for the Lot City of Faar, but at the timeit seemed like we
were chasing afairy tde.  When we put the two pieces of the map together, thisiswhat we saw: The
horizontal solid linethat wasathird of the way up from the bottom on the left half of the map continued
ontotheright haf of the map al theway to the far Sde. The curved line that began at the lower left
corner formed a complete semicircle with another curved line on the other half. It was now awide,
upside-down smile beneath the horizontd line. The spray of dots that was above the horizontd line on the
left half of the map was aso on theright half. Findly, the series of numbersfrom theleft half continued on
totheright. Wehad no ideawhat the horizonta line or the semicircle benegth it or dl the dots meant,
but Spader and Y enza knew what the numbers meant. They were map coordinates that marked avery
specific point in the ocean. We now had alocation, but it was along way off from Panger City. Their
best guesswasthat it would take us dl night to get there, even with the speeder boat throttled up to the
maximum. Spader set the course and locked it into the speeder's automatic pilot to make surewe
wouldn't stray. When traveling that long of adistance, even aminor error could have sent usway off
course. Unless something bizarro happened, by morning we would be at the exact spot where the map



said wewould find the Lost City of Faar. | was excited, but aso pretty doubtful. Theideaof finding a
logt, sunken city seemed pretty far-fetched. But as Loor said, after al we'd seen, nothing wasimpossible.
| dso hoped that Saint Dane had alousy memory. He had only looked at the map for afew seconds
before Y enza and the aguaneers came in with their water-guns blazing. Hopefully held forget anumber in

the coordinates, or switch two, or mess up something el se that would send him in the wrong direction.
That'swhat | hoped for, but | didn't think for a second that it would happen. | knew that Saint Dane now
had the same information we did. The real question was how quickly he could catch up. It was going to
bearace, but aracetowhat? It was abeautiful night and the water was so calm that the stars were
reflected in the water in front of us. | was standing on the bow looking out on this avesome sight, when |
sensed that someonewas behind me. It was Spader.  "Tell me about where you come from," he
asked. "That'salot of ground to cover,” | answered. "It'scaled Second Earth. Don't ask me if
therésaFirst Earth or a Third Earth because | don't know. | livein atown called Stony Brook. We have
big citiesand fams and small townsjust like Clord, the only differenceisthey don't float on the water. |
think something like four-fifths of the planet is covered with water; therestisdry land."  "So how do
you get around if you can't use skimmers and speeders?’ heasked.  "Well, we have cars... vehicles
that can go long distances on land, and big trainsthat travel onrails. And, oh yeah... we canfly."
"What?' he asked in shock. "You canfly?" | laughed. "Sort of. We have vehiclesthat fly. Some are
small and hold only two people, others are big enough to carry four hundred.”  "Hobey, that's magic!”
Spader saidinawe. | guessto someone from another territory that didn't have airplanes, the power of
flight was pretty amazing. It was dmost as amazing as being able to breasthe underwater with plastic
globes that molded to your head. Every territory was uniquein itsown way and believeit or not, | was
beginning to like theideathat | was going to seemore of them.  "And you have afamily?' he asked me.
"Yeah. Mom, Dad, and alittle Sster named Shannon.”  We both fdll silent for awhile. We knew
what we were both thinking. What had happened to our families? ™Y ou know something, Pendragon?’
"Wha?' "l believe Press," he said with confidence. "Were going to see them again. But not before
some amazing adventures come our way." | had to smile. Maybe he was beginning to accept our fate.
For the rest of the night Spader and Y enza took turns at the controls and keeping watch. We al tried
to get some deep, but it wasn't easy. We went below to the cabin, where there were some bunks. As
excited as| was, | really needed some deep, and konked out as soon as my head hit the pillow. |
planned to sack out for only an hour or two, but asit turnsout | dept through the entirenight! ~ What
finaly woke me up was the sound of the enginesdowing. | immediately sat up in the hammock, banged
my head on abeam of course, swore to myself, then headed topside.  Uncle Press, Spader, and Y enza
were aready standing on deck. We must have made some pretty good time because the sun hadn't come
up yet. It was till pitch dark and the stars till shone off the water. It was very quiet, especialy now that
the engines were killed and we weren't moving. | did acomplete three-sixty and saw nothing but weter.
"Arewehere?' | asked. "Right onthe spot,” answered Spader.  "It'sstrange,” Y enza said.
"According to the charts we're over a huge trench, one of the degpest on Clord. But my instruments
show it to befairly shdlow. | don't understand.” "Could we bein thewrong spot?' | asked.  Spader
answered the question. "Not achance.” | walked up to the bow of the speeder and |ooked out onto
thewater. It was so cam that it was tricky to find where the horizon stopped and the water began.
Especidly sncethe starsreflected off thewater.  The stars. The starsreflected off the water. That's
whenithitme. | ranto the others and shouted, "Give methemap!"  Spader had it. He had glued it
together using some kind of, well, glue. | held it up toward the horizon. Then | dowly turned, still holding
the map out in front of me until everythinglinedupand- "That'sit!" | exclamed. "What'sit?" asked
UnclePress.  "Look," | sad, pointing to the map. "The horizonta line represents the horizon. And dll
thesedotsaboveitare-" "Stars!" shouted Spader. "Hobey-ho, look!" It wasincredible. The dots
on the map lined up perfectly with the congtelationsin the night sky. There was no mistaking it. We were
intheright spot.  "Good thing we got here at night,” Uncle Pressadded. " So then what's thisbig half
circlebeow theline?' | asked. | think it hit &l four of usat the same time because we all looked &t one
another cautioudy. We knew exactly what that semicircle was supposed to be. If the straight line wasthe



horizon, then anything below it was water. And there was only one thing that was supposed to be below
thewater intheseparts.  "Could it be?' Spader askedinawe.  "I've heard about Faar sincel wasa
girl,"” said Y enzawith reverence. "It's supposed to be the most wonderful place that ever was. It'swhere
Clord wasborn. To think that it could beredl..." She couldn't finish the sentence. Theideawastoo
incredibletoher.  "Oneway or another, we're going to find out,” said Uncle Press. | could tell from
his tone of voice that he wanted to treat this as any other expedition. He probably wanted Spader and
Y enzato get rid of any childhood fantasies and fears that might get in the way of our solving this mystery.

"Let'sal eat something,” he said. "Then get ready to dive. As soon asit'slight enough to see, well
have alook at what'sdown there” There wasastock of dried fruits and vegetables on board. The
thought crossed my mind that these might be poisoned like the rest of the food on Cloral. But since they
were dried, they had probably been here for along time and were safe. So we all sat on deck and ate
breakfast. To be honest, it was disgusting. That stuff tasted like shoes. Not that |I've ever eaten shoes
before, but if | had, I'm sure they would taste like this. But we had to eat something so | pretended like
they were Pop-Tarts. Shoe-flavor Pop-Tarts.  Gradually, the sky grew brighter and then the sun began
to peek up on the horizon. Soon we were bathed initswarmth and light. 1t wastime to Start our
mission. Since this was an aguaneer speeder boat, it was well equipped. There were air globes and
spearguns and water deds. It was decided that Y enzawould stay on board while the three of us went
sunken city hunting. So Uncle Press, Spader, and | got geared up. We each popped on an air globe and
strapped on spearguns. | didn't have my watch, but | was pretty sure we were past the twenty minutes
that you're supposed to wait to go swimming after you edt. | had to laugh to myself. Here | was about to
search for amythological underwater lost city on the other Side of the universe, and dl | could think about
was some old wives tae my mother told me about getting cramps at apicnic. It wastimeslikethisthat |
redly missed her.  "If we see something, well surface and let you know,” Uncle Presssaid to Y enza.
"But understand one thing. Zy Roder has the same information we do and | guarantee helll be headed this
way. Whatever you do, do not take him on yourself, understand?’ Y ou're talking to achief aguaneer,
Press" said Yenzawith alittle bit of an attitude. "I can handlethings”  Uncle Press amiled in gpology.
"Sorry, my bad. Just be careful. Please”  "I'll say the sametoyou,” shesaidwith alittlesmile. | was
beginning to think that Y enzawas developing a"thing” for Uncle Press. Bad ideafor her. He wasn't the
kind of guy you'd want to start arelationship with. He was on the road alittletoo much. " Spader, take
thelead,” Uncle Presssaid. "WEéll follow on either sde of you." He then smiled and said, "L ook for a
redly big city." "Hobey-ho," said Spader with alaugh. "Hobey-ho," | echoed. Weal grabbed
our water deds, gave aquick waveto Yenza, and did agiant stride into the water. A few seconds later
we were all settled and floating next to each other onthe surface.  "Everybody set?' asked Spader.

We were. He dove underwater and Uncle Press and | followed right behind him. We descended in vV
formation for severd feet, then took alook around. Y enzawasright. The water wasn't al that deep here.
I'm guessing it was maybe sixty feet to the bottom. That isn't very deep at dl and certainly no placeto
hide an entire city. The bottom wasfairly barren. For asfar as| could see there was nothing but
blue-green water and ahugefield of low, brown cora. No city. No nothing.  "Let'shead thisway,"
said Spader. "It's the way Pendragon lined the map up withthe stars”  Aswe sped along with our
water deds, | saw that this area of the ocean was much less interesting than the ocean bottom around
Grallion. There were no plants or kelp fields. There were no farms. There didn't even seem to be any
fish. Thiswasthe Clora equivalent of our moon. Wetraveled for along way with nothing to see but
more nothing. | hated to be the killjoy and say that we should give up, but | was beginning to think we
werewasting our time. | was just about to say something when | saw movement out of the corner of
my eye. Quick movement. | looked to my right, but nothing wasthere. | figured it must have been an
eyelash or something... until | saw it again. Something moved out there. | saw it alittle better thistime
and thought it was afish. It made me think back to the big fish that was shadowing Spader and me when
we were making our escagpe from the raiders under Grdlion. It wasthe samekind of thing.  Then | saw
itagain,andagain. "Didyouseethat?' | asked. Spader dowed to astop and we pulled up.

"What wasthat?' heasked. "l sawittoo,” said Uncle Press.  Phew. | wasn't crazy and



halucinating. But that meant there were strange fish out there who were smart enough to be shadowing
us. They werefagt, too. And big. Not Moby Dick big, but at least asbigasaman.  "There!" shouted
UnclePress.  Weadl looked to see a green shape moving off to our right. It was far enough away that
we couldn't make out exactly what it was, but it was moving alittle more dowly than the others so we
could at least confirmthat it wasred. "l say wefollow, mates," said Spader. "Hobey-ho," answered
UnclePress.  Oh, swell. | really hoped thiswasn't abad idea. We all gunned the water deds and took
off in the direction of this strange green fish. We were at full throttle, but the fish far enough ahead of us
that wereally couldn't get agood look at it. | felt like it wasteasing us and luring us forward. But that was
impossible. Fish don't lure people - peoplelurefish.  "Areyou seeing this?' Spader asked. Weall
looked ahead to see that the bottom was beginning to fall away. It was getting deeper. " Stay near the
bottom," said Uncle Press. "Don't losethat thing." | felt the water pressure build around me. At homeit
wasn't smart to dive any deeper than, say, sixty feet. Going deeper caused dl sorts of problemswith
water pressure and decompression sickness and anasty thing called "the bends' that you got if you
stayed down too deep for too long. But that wasn't a problem on Cloral. | guessed it had something to
do with the rebreathing devicesin the air globesthat kept the right mix of gasesin your system. But il
this was deeper than | had ever gone before. It was getting dark, and the bottom kept falling awvay. We
were chasing abig, smart fish into the dark unknown and | was getting scared.  "Theresaridge up
ahead," announced Spader.  About thirty yards ahead of usit looked like there was going to be a
drop-off. Y enza had said this was the degpest trench on dl of Clorad, and | had the feding we were
about to seeit. But | was sure thiswasthe end of the line for us. There was no way we were going to go
any deeper. We didn't have lights, the water was getting cold, and who knew what was down there? |
also saw that the fish thing we were chasing reached the edge and shot down over the side. | had no
planstofollowit. "Takeustotheedge" said Uncle Press. "WEell stopthere”  Phew. It was officidl.
The edge was asfar aswe were going. Uncle Pressand | pulled up even with Spader so that the three of
uswere now traveling shoulder to shoulder. Whatever we were going to see over the edge, we would
seeit together. A few seconds later we reached the end and looked down into the abyss.  Mark,
Courtney, yeah, I'll say it again. What we saw wasimpossible. It wasavison like | had never
encountered inmy lifeand | can't imagine| ever will again. There are unique thingsin every territory.
Some are evil, some are beautiful, and some are just plain spectacular. What we saw fell into the
spectacular category. Thethree of us could only hang in the water and stareinwonder.  "Hobey," said
Spader dumbly. "Thisisadream, right?*  "If itis" said Uncle Presswith the same dumb feding, "were
al havingit." Thebottom fell off into black. \We were on the edge of atrench that rivaed the Grand
Canyon. As clear asthe water was, we couldn't see the bottom or the far side of thistrench -its expanse
was breathtaking. But what we saw before us made the immense size of the trench seem inconsequentid.
For what we were seeing was amagica water ballet.  The water below the edge was full of hundredsof
the same green fish like the one we were just following. But now that we were closer, we saw that they
weren't fish a all. They were people. At least | thought they were people. They were certainly
people-shaped, but they were covered in agreen skin that made them look like they were a so part fish.
Though they had arms and legs, these looked as much like webbed fins asthey did regular old human
appendages. Their faces were also covered by the same green skin. | know that sounds gross, but it
wasnt.  Itwasanincredibly graceful sight. They were dl twisting and svimming and diving and
generdly looking asif they were having agreat time. It was like watching an amazing aguarium with
scores of twirling fish dancinginthewater.  Severd lights shone up on them from somewhere below.
These beams swept back and forth as the fish-people swam in and out of their light. | wastotdly
mesmerized. | fdt asif | could watch them forever. It wasjust plain beautiful.  But then three of these
fish-people |eft the larger group and swam over towardus.  "Uh-oh," | said. "Timeto get scared.”
"Don't move," commanded Uncle Press. | didnt, but ingtantly switched from rapture into near-panic
mode. What did thesefishieswant with us?  Each of the fish-people swam gently up to one of usand
motioned for usto follow. Whoa, these things redly could think. Maybe they were more "peopl€e’ than
"fish" afteral. "What dowedo?' | asked nervoudy. "I say wefollow," said Uncle Press, already



swvimming forward.  Gulp. | didn't havetime to argue. Spader and | followed. | had no ideawhat these
creatures wanted. Did they expect usto join in their dance? Would it be some kind of insult if we didn't?
| then saw that we weren't joining the main group. These guides were actualy leading us degper into
thetrench. | had amoment of panic, but Uncle Presssaid in acam voice, "It's okay. Just go dow."
Then, below us, something caught my eye. It wasthewall of thetrench. | first heard asmall rumble,
and then | saw acrack of light beginning to appear out of therock face. "What isthat?" asked Spader,
his voice cracking with tensgon. Good. | wasn't the only onewho was chicken.  The crack of light grew
larger and larger and we soon saw that it was actually some kind of rock door that was opening up.
Then, asif on cue, dl of the dancing fish-people gathered together like, wdll, like aschool of fish, and dl
swam togetherintothe light! They dove as agroup, sped down, and disappeared into the rock wall.
Our three guides were still with us. They motioned for usto follow, and then they, too, dove down
toward thelight. Thethree of us stayed where we were. Even Uncle Press seemed alittle reluctant.
"What doyouthink?' | asked.  Uncle Presslooked down at the three guides who had stopped again
and were gently motioning for usto follow. He then looked up to usand said, "I think the Lost City of
Faar... isn't logt anymore.” CLORAL If I had only one sentence to describe what it was
liketo beaTraveer, it would bethis: "Just when you think youve seenit dl... you haven't.” Asif
fluming from one bizarre territory to another wasn't enough, within each of these territories | kept finding
new and different places that had my head swvimming - no Clord anaogy intended. | guess| shouldn't be
S0 surprised. It would be the same thing for afirst-time Traveler coming to Second Earth. To go from a
city like Chicago to the rainforests of South Americato atundravillagein Siberiawould bejust as
rattling. Still, what we found under the ocean of Clord went way beyond my imagination.  Asstrange
and exciting asit wasfor me, it must have been a hundred times more bizarre for Spader. To him the
Lost City of Faar was afable. Could you imagine walking through the forest and finding a hut where
seven dwarves lived with abeautiful princess? Or ssumbling upon Noah's Ark? Or finding the Garden of
Eden? Every culture hasits myths and legends. | can't imagine what it would be like to discover that one
of them wastrue. But that is exactly what Spader experienced  when we swam through the rocky
entranceto the Lot City of Faar. | wasn't totally convinced it was agood ideato follow these
fish-peopleinto the opening in thewall of rock. So far they hadn't done anything but frolick, like playful
sealions. But ill, they could have been luring usto our deaths. Did these strange creatures feed on
excited divers who followed them without a question, convinced they were about to discover the truth
behind amyth, only to be served up like reverse-sushi? As dways, my mind went to the worst possible
outcome. What changed my thinking was something | saw just below the opening. It was partidly
hidden by atangle of seaweed, but there was no missing it because it was about five feet across. It was
an ancient carving. Some of the detail had been eroded away by time, but there was no mistaking the
strange, interlocking letters. Spader saw it too and smiled a me. It was the symbol hisfather had |eft for
him. 1t was the symbol of Faar. Wewereintheright place.  With aglance and anod to each other to
show we were dl prepared to go to the next step, the three of us swam together, shoulder to shoulder,
into thelight that blasted from the large opening.  We found oursalvesin an underwater tunndl that was
big enough to drive a car through, if you happened to have a car that could drive underwater. We passed
by the big lights that were shining out into the open sea. Once past them, my eyes adjusted to the dark
and | saw that the tunndl led far back into the rock. Every few feet were small marker-lights that showed
theway. That was ardlief because | wasn't so sure | would have had the gutsto swim into a pitch-dark
tunnel. | then heard aloud, scraping sound that made me quickly look back. The rock door was shutting
behind us. A loudcrunchtold us the door was locked into place and we were closed in. Gulp. We had to
go forward whether weliked it or not.  "Everybody cool?' asked Uncle Press. "Il guess,” was my
shaky answer.  Spader just floated therewithwide eyes. " Spader, you okay?" Uncle Press asked.
"Just alittle nervous," heanswered.  Good. I'm glad he said it first. Truth be told, nervous didn't
quite cover it for me. My heart was thumping so hard | was surprised the others didn't hear it. Then
something touched my shoulder.  "Ahhh!" | screamed, and spun around. It was one of the
fish-people. Man, those guys were quiet. Like snakes. That'swhy | hate snakes - too quiet. Did | tell you



that? Thefish-guy motioned for usto follow and swam into the tunndl. The three of us had no choice
but to follow. We swam close together. It felt safer that way. The tunne was pretty long and not all that
interesting. It gave my mind time to wander and | started to think about what this lost city was going to be
like. | wondered if it was completely underwater. That would be weird, like living in one of thosefish
tanks that people decorated with little castles and sunken ships.  So far the fish-people hadn't tried to
communicate with us other than with hand signals. | wondered if that meant they couldn't speek. | hoped
that a Traveler's ability to understand dl languagesincluded signlanguage.  These questions, and a
whole bunch more | hadn't thought of yet, would soon be answered, for | saw that the tunnel was
growing brighter. A few moments|ater the water level began to drop. We were soon ableto raise our
heads above the water line. The farther we traveled, the lower the water got. We went from swimming
underwater, to swimming on the surface, to walking aong the bottom. That answered my first question.
Faar may have been underwater, but it was dry. That was coal. | didn't like the ideaof hanging out ina
fishtank. Thewater got low enough so we felt comfortable taking off our air globes. We were now
gtanding in the tunnd with only afew inches of water lapping &t our feet. | looked forward and saw that
the tunndl was about to make aright turn. The bright light that came from around the bend up ahead told
me that we were soon going to seethe Lost City of Faar.  Wetook off our finsand our spearguns,
placing them in asafe piledong with our water deds.  The fish-man we had been following then
walked back to us. Yes, | said walked. Ontwo legs. | had abrief memory of The Creature from the
Black Lagoon,that goofy old black-and-white horror movie. But if this guy wanted to do usany harm, he
would have done it back in the water so | wasn't scared. Much. He reached up to his head and began to
peel away the green layer of skin that covered hiswhole body. It made awet, sucking sound as he
tugged on it. For asecond | thought | would puke. If thiswere some kind of snakelike skin-shedding
ritua, 1'd rather not have to seeit, thank you very much.  But after afew seconds| redlized what was
redly happening. Asthelight green layer of skin came off, it reveded aguy who was very much human.
The green stuff wasn't skin after dl; it was some kind of fish suit. It reminded me of thosetight suits that
gpeed skaterswore in the Olympics. It was absolutely formfitting. But unlike speed skaters, this suit dso
gave the swvimmer webbed feet and hands. Once the suit was pulled off, | saw that the guy's hands were
normal too. No webs, no scaes. Underneath the fish suit he wore ablue, also formfitting, suit that went
from his neck to amost hisknees. It wasn't all that different from the clotheswe had on oursalves.  As
it turned out, there was nothing unusua about the guy at al. He was short, not much over five feet. But he
looked strong. Not alot of fat on those bones. | couldn't tell for sure how old he was, but I'd guess he
was around thirty, in Second Earth years. He was also completely bad. Michadl Jordan bald. That
wasn't dl that weird, but something about hisface wasn't quiteright. | couldn't figureit out at first, but
then it struck me: He didn't have eyebrows. Y ou never think about eyebrows until somebody doesn't
have them. It'skind of freaky-looking. Not horrible, just freaky. Adding to the freaky quotient wasthe
fact that his eyes were the lightest color blue | had ever seen. | actualy had to look closeto seethat there
was any color inthem at dl. His skin was dso very white, which didn't surpriss me since he lived
underwater.  Indl, hewasafairly norma-looking guy, with afew strange characteristics. But nothing
that would give me nightmares or anything. Thingswerelookingup.  The guy finished pulling off hissuit
- itwasdl in one piece - and walked up to us. "My nameisKaadoo," hesaid withawarm smile.  "Are
wein...?" Spader asked, alittledumbfounded. "Faar?' theguy said. "Yes. ThisisFaar." Weadl
exchanged quick glancesthat said, "Wemadeit!" Uncle Presssad, "My nameis-"  "Press, yes, |
know," said Kaaoo. "And you're Pendragon,” he said to me. "And you're Spader. Y ou look like your
father." Whoa! Underwater-guy knew who wewere? "You knew my father?' Spader asked in
wonder. "l wassorry to hear of hisdeath,” the guy said with sympathy. "Hewasafriend." "Time
out,” | said. "How do you know us?" "Spader's father told us there would be others. We have been
expecting you for sometime, and watching youaswel." "I knew it!" | blurted out. "1 saw one of you
under Grdlion when we were escaping fromtheraiders”  "Yes, that wasme," he answered. "'l wanted
to make sure nothing happened to you. | dmost failed when you were being pulled into the engine of their
ship." "Thatwasyou?' | saidinshock. Hesmiled and nodded. "It wasvery close” "Weél, uh,



thanks" 1 said. "Thanks' didn't coverit.  The guy had saved my life. My head was spinning. It felt
like we were three steps behind, again.  "How do you breathe underwater?' | asked. "Y ou don't have
gillsor anything, doyou?' Kaaoo let out awarm laugh and said, "No, but sometimes | wishwedid.”
Helifted up the green suit and showed usthat built into the fabric was asmall, shiny silver mouthpiece.
"This pulls oxygen from the water; itsvery efficient.”  Thislooked likeasmdler verson of the
harmonicathing on the back of theair globes. "I was hoping that Osawould be with you,” Kaaoo
sad. "Will shebejoiningussoon?' | looked to Uncle Press, who answered the tough question.
"Osaisdead," hesad solemnly.  Kaaoo looked genuinely hurt. " She had adaughter,” he said.
"Her nameisLoor,” | said. "And she's everything her mother wanted her tobe” "1 am saddened to
hear of Osaspassing,” said Kaaoo. "Shewill bemissed.” Therewas asilent moment of respect for
Osa, then Kdaoo said, "We should go. They'rewaiting for you at The Council Circle”  "Whois?'
asked UnclePress.  "The Council of Faar," he answered. "They are anxiousto hear fromyou.” The
three of us exchanged looks. They were waiting forud Thiswas dl very strange, but there was no reason
not to play along, so we followed Kalaloo toward thelight.  Aswewalked | noticed that the ground
was now completely dry. When we rounded the corner of the tunnel we stepped into an area that |ooked
like alocker room - Faar-style. There were severd peoplethere, dl pulling off their green fish skins.
They must have been the swimmers we saw outside. They dl had the samelook as Kadoo: light skin,
bald, no eyebrows, and bluish eyes. It was kinda freaky, but | was dready getting used to them. What
should | call them? | wondered. Faarites? Faarmers? Faarbarians? | soon learned to refer to the people
thereas"Faarians”  They hung their swim skins on hooks and then put on these soft, white tunics that
had alittle bit of an ancient Roman fedl. These gowns pulled down over their heads and went to above
their knees. They tied them tightly at the waist with pieces of cloth that varied in color fromrich greento
deep red. Nobody wore shoes, not even sandals.  As Kadoo led us past them, many of the people
smiled andwelcomed us. | said "hi" back as many timesas| could. | wanted to show them that | was
cool too. It got to the point where | was walking backward to keep eye contact with them. | kept
walking backward until | walked right into Uncle Press.  "Oops, sorry, didn't meanto-" | turned
around and froze. The words caught in my throat. That's because | had just gotten my first glimpse of the
Lost City of Faar. Or maybe | should cdll it the Found City of Faar. Maybe I'll just call it Faar. Or
maybe I'll just call it... phenomend. Where should | Start? Y et again, | was about to enter an entirely
new and amazing place. | had to keep telling mysdlf that according to legend it once existed on the
surface. If that weretrue, then this city would be plenty cool. But when you factor in that we were Sitting
hundreds of feet below the ocean - well, then it became unbelievable.  As strange asthismay sound, |
was looking out at arocky mountain. | know, that's impossible, but that'swhat it was. The city was built
into and around the craggy ledges of asmall mountain. The mouth of the tunnel was closer to the top than
the bottom so we were actualy looking down at most of Faar.  The city had an ancient fed toit. There
were no modern buildings, no cars, and no sign of technology anywhere. But there were plenty of birds.
Canyou bdieveit? Birdswereflying in thisunderwater cavernl - The buildings had an ancient Greek
look with marble staircases that led up to the columned entryways of domed structures. They were
perched dl over this craggy mountain and ranged in size from huge, impressive monuments like you'd see
in Washington, D.C., to smal smple stone houses made of whitewashed stucco. | saw many Faarians
grolling along gentle pathways that snaked in and around and up and down and everywhere in between.
There were beautiful, hanging vines draped over most of the city and severd waterfalls cascaded from
gprings hidden deep inthemountain.  Far below, at the base of the mountain, | saw lush, green fields.
There were some larger buildings down there that didn't seem as el@borate as the ones that dotted the
mountain. | made amenta noteto ask what they werelater. Remember, we were underwater. A
major detail that 1've left out isthat the whole place was protected by a glittering dome. There was no
sky, only avast dome that alowed filtered light to make this city as bright as day. | now understood what
the upside-down smile on Spader's father's map was. It represented the dome that protected Faar.
Kaaloo let us stand there for awhile to soak in thiswondrous sight. He must have known how
amazed we were. Findly he asked Spader, "Isit what you imagined?' "Hobey," Spader said in awe.



"It's like someone reached into my mind and pulled out everything | ever thought about Faar and made
this" "I haveto admit,” said Uncle Press, "I'm not familiar withthelegend.” "Let'swalk," sad
Kaaoo. Heledusaongagently winding path made of soft sand. That was good, Since none of us
woreshoes. "l think the myths have grown larger with time," he began. "But | can give you the smple
story. In the beginning Faar wasthe only dry land on Clora. The myths say that it sank after a
cataclysmic event, but that isn't exactly what happened. The smple truth was that the waters of Clora
rose. Luckily it took avery long time to happen. The Council of Faar knew the water was coming and
had time to prepare. A giant dome was erected over the center of the city. What you see herewasonly a
smdl part of Faar. It wasn't possibleto saveit al. The waters began to rise even as the dome was being
congtructed. It was arace. By the time Faar was completely sealed and safe, the water was nearly to the
top." | thought back to our swim to get here and redlized that while we were skimming acrossthe
shallow reef, the city of Faar was down below us, hidden by a skin that looked likecoral.  "Why does
the dome look like cord from up above?' | asked. "Becauseitis," Kaadoo answvered. "At first the
domewas crystd clear, but over time the coral grew and enveloped it. For the longest time it was kept
clear, but eventualy the Council of Faar thought it best to allow the cord to hide us. However, we keep
the covering thin so that light can find itsway through.”  We continued to walk through this amazing
city. People strolled by us and dways gave afriendly wave. They were dl pretty mellow. | heard soft
music coming from one of the buildings we passed. It sounded like that New Age stuff you hear inthe
dentist's office that's supposed to cam you down before they drill into your head. Not exactly my taste.
"Why did you decideto hide?' asked Uncle Press.  "Faar wasthe beginning of life on Clord. It grew
into an advanced civilization that used water for power and created building materids from the it under
the seabed. But people eventually grew restless. Long before the water rose, adventurers built ships and
|eft to explore the rest of our world. They went in search of other dry land, but there was noneto be
found. Those people lived with many hardships as they struggled to survive on the ocean. Generations
passed and because Faar wasthe only civilized place on dl of Clorad, it became atarget. The sons of
Faar who |€eft in search of adventure now returned as enemiesin a desperate search of food. Faar wasin
danger of being destroyed. So when it was discovered that Faar was going to be swallowed by the seq,
it was consdered amiracle that gave us our only hope of salvation.”  "So when the city sank, you
stayed hidden underwater to protect the city from the descendents of people who were born here?” |
asked. "Exactly. The peoplein the ships above had to create an entirely new world from nothing.
Many died to pave the way for the mighty habitats you see today. The fact that they've come asfar as
they haveisdueto their undying spirit to survive, and because of the people of Faar." "What do you
mean?’ asked Spader.  "From the time the Council of Faar decided that we would remain hidden, it
was declared that we would do al we could, secretly, to help those who remained living on the surface of
the water. How could we not? They were our brothers. It became the principa god of al Faarians. The
Clorans, which we cal the people above, needed al the help they could get to help them. Wewould
secretly tend their underwater farms. We led them to mines which held materid for building. We even
saved many from drowning asthey struggled to build the habitats”  "Just for therecord,” | interrupted,
"you keep sayingwelike you were there. Y ou're not like, ancient, areyou?'  Kaaoo laughed and said,
"No, not at al. Most of what | am telling you was passed down to me by my ancestors. There are at
least two hundred generations separating me from the Faarianswho built thedome”  "Okay, coal, just
wondering.” "Make no mistake," Kalaoo continued. "If not for the people of Faar, the Cloranswould
not have survived to become the great society they aretoday. We aredl very proud of this, and still do
all we canto help our brothersabove.”  Uncle Press asked, "What do you know of the trouble that's
facing themright now?'  "This brings usto the meeting we mugt attend at the Council Circle" sad
Kaaoo. He suddenly became serious.  "Wefirst heard of the problem from Spader'sfather. Itisa
very rare occasion that a Cloran stumbles upon Faar, but your father was not atypica Cloran. It waslike
he had amuch greater sense of ... purpose” | knew exactly what Kalaloo meant. Spader's father was
aTraveler. Hetotaly had agreater sense of purpose.  "And | sensethat you three are much the same,”
headded. Right again, fish-man. "What did hetdll you?' asked UnclePress. "Hesaid hefeared a



great plague would soon cometo Clora that would endanger every living person.” | shot alook to
Uncle Press and Spader. It seemed as though Spader's dad saw Saint Dane's plan coming. The horrible
thing was that he became a victim before he could stopit.  "Did he know exactly what was going to
happen?’ Uncle Pressasked.  "He was afraid that something might damage the crops,” answered
Kaaoo. "From what we have seen, hewasright. We are receiving word from al over Clord that
underwater farms are now producing poisonouscrops.”  "It'sthefertilizer,” | said. "It makes plants
grow faster, but they become poisonous.” "Why did my father cometo you?' asked Spader. "Was he
tryingtowarnyou?' "Yes" Kadaoo answered quickly. "But he also came looking for help. Our
knowledge of thelife cycleisfar greater than the Clorans. He wanted to know if we could do anything to
help prevent such adisaster.”  Kadoo fell silent. The big question hung in the air. Was Spader's father
right? Could the answer to battling the deadly chain reaction be found right herein Faar?  "Wdl?"
Uncle Pressfindly asked. "Canyou hdp?' "Absolutely,” answered Kaldoowithasmile.  He
pointed down to the bottom of the mountain of Faar and to the large buildings | described before.

"Those buildings contain thelife of Clord," he explained. "For hundreds of generations we have
studied every variety of plant that exists here. To put it smply, we know how Clora works" "So,
what about the poisonous plants?’ | asked.  "We have dready analyzed samples of the mutated plants.
Wefound that their cell structure was changed and their chemistry corrupted. This new fertilizer crested a
very complex problem, but we have the meansto undo it. Even now we are preparing to send hundreds
of Faarians out to the underwater farms of Clora with asmple chemica compound that will reversethe
damage. Itisalarge task, but we have the means. But the Clorans must stop using the fertilizer.”

"That's dready happening,” said Uncle Press. "They know the damage they've done and they're going
tosop.” Kaaoobrokeoutinabigsmile. "Thenyou are giving mewonderful news" he said
happily. " Once the Faarians reverse the damage, the crops will be safeagain!*  Kaa oo wasthrilled
that everything waswell ontheway to being put right.  But we knew differently.  Uncle Presslooked
worried. So did Spader. An absolute fedling of certainty came over me that made me shiver. | knew
what thefind act of thisconflict wasgoingtobe.  These brilliant, ancient people held the key to saving
all of Cloral. There was no doubt about what that meant. Saint Dane was going to attack Faar to prevent
them from saving the territory.  The people of Faar had been protected for centuries by the waters of
Clord, but they couldn't hideany longer.  Saint Dane knew where they were, and hewascoming. |
had no idea if these brave people were capable of defending themselves, but we were going to find out.
I'm going to end thisjourna here, guys, because, whatever is going to happen, I'm sure will happen soon.
Thisjourna was written and sent to you from Faar, an amazing city of guardian angelsthat is hidden
hundreds of feet below thewatersof Cloral.  Unfortunately, it won't be ssfemuch longer. END OF
JOURNAL #7 Mark finished reading the journabefore Courtney and sat down on the floor with
his back leaning againgt his desk. Of course he feared for Bobby and Press and Spader and for the battle
that was soon to erupt on Clord. Actualy, he wondered if the battle had aready taken place. Was
Bobby on Clord in the past? Or wasit the distant future? Or was everything happening at the sametime
as events here on Second Earth? The whole relative timeline thing was one of the many great mysteries of
Bobby'sadventuresasa Traveler. It was aso tough to read about Bobby's troubles without being able
to do anything about them. Not that he had any ideas. And even if he did hewasn't dlowed to interfere.
Not after what happened on Denduron. His entire job here wasto be alibrarian for Bobby'sjournas.

Which was the other thing that was upsetting him. As akeeper of the journas, he was doing alousy
job. He kept glancing at hiswatch, hoping that Courtney would hurry up and finish and get out of there
before Andy Mitchell called back to ask about reading them.  Finally Courtney finished the journd and
looked up a Mark. "Those people can't defend themselves," she said somberly. "From what Bobby
described, they'retotaly peaceful.” Mark stood up and gathered the stray pages together. "Y eah, well,
well see”  "Aren't you worried?' Courtney asked. " Of course I'm worried, but what can we do?

Courtney dropped her head. Mark was right. There was nothing they could possibly do to help.

"It's getting late," he added. "I got stuff todo.” Hewanted her out of there because the phone was
going to ring any second. Shetook thehint.  "Right," said Courtney. "Theagebraguy.” "Huh?' Mark



didn't know what she was talking about. But a second later he remembered hislie and tried to cover.
"Right," he said quickly. "Algebra. Gottahelp m-my friend.” Thereit was again. The sutter. Mark
tried nottowince. "You okay?' sheasked curioudy. "Youreacting dl nervous.”  "I-I'mjust afraid
for Bobby. Mark hated to lieto Courtney, but he didn't know what else to do. Besides, it wasn't a
totd lie. Hewasafraid for Bobby.  Then the phonerang. Mark shot alook to it asif hewanted it to
explode. Courtney caught thislook, but didn't react.  "I'm out of here," she said, getting up to leave.
"Youll cal mewhen-" "Soon asthe next journal showsup.”  Ring.The phone sounded like thunder
toMak. "Seeya'" sad Courtney, and left Mark alonein hisroom.  Mark answered the phone
before the horrible bell could stab at him anymore. "Hdlo?"  "Wel?' camethe dreaded voice from the
other end of theline.  "Hangon," Mark said. He glanced out of hiswindow to make sure Courtney was
gone. Momentslater he saw her walking down the sdewalk, away from the house. His gut rumbled. He
fetlikeatraitor. "Let'smeet onthe Ave," Mark then said into the phone. "That pocket park below
Garden Poultry.”  "Fifteen minutes" snorted Mitchdl. "Could you makeit alittlelater - " Click.
"Guessnot," said Mark to himself as he put the phone down. He was trapped. He had to bring Journal
#6 to Mitchell. Or Mitchell would tell the police about Bobby. There was no way out of this.  So Mark
went upstairsto his attic and opened the old desk that was his safe place for kegping Bobby'sjournals.
He took out Journal #6 and replaced it with the one they had just finished reading - Journal #7. Hehad a
brief thought that he should probably just taked Ithe journasto Mitchell so he could read them at once
and get thistorture over with. But he didn't even like carrying around one journal. What if he got hit by a
bus? Putting them all together would give him anervous breskdown.  No, he had to play this out
dowly. Hopefully Mitchell would loseinterest and just leave him done. That was hisbest and only hope.
So he did the drawer closed, made sureit waslocked, placed Journal #6 in his backpack and started on
hisway to Stony Brook Avenue. It was late Saturday afternoon by the time Mark arrived at "the
Ave" asdl thekidscalled it. It was abusy street, full of shops and restaurants and people strolling the
sdewaksin search of bargainsand their next latte. But it wasjust past Six o'clock, closing timefor most
stores. The crowds were getting thin.  Mark hurried aong the sdewalk, past his favorite shop, addli
called Garden Poultry. They made the best French friesin history. The smdll of hot cooking oil ways
hovered around the place like addicious, salty cloud. Normaly Mark couldn't resist the temptation and
would dwaysgo infor abox of fries. (They always came in boxes, like Chinesefood.) But not today.
Today he had other thingson hismind.  He got to the pocket park that was afew doors down from
Garden Poultry. They called it a pocket park because it was nothing more than a space between two
buildings, like apocket. At one time there was probably another building there, but Mark couldn't
remember seeing one. The town had turned the space into aminiature park with grass, a stone walkway,
flowering trees, and several wooden benches where people could eat their boxes of French friesfrom
Garden Poultry. It wasapretty little place except for onething: Andy Mitchell was sitting on one of the
park benches, waiting for him. Actually, he was sitting on the back of the park bench with hisfeet on the
seat.  "Yourelae" shouted Mitchell theinstant hesaw Mark.  "You didn't give me much time,”
answered Mark.  "You got the- " Hedidn't finish his own sentence. Instead he grabbed Mark’s
knapsack away from him and dug ingdeto get thejournal.  "Takeit easy!" scolded Mark. "Y ou gotta
treat thesewith respect.”  "Yeah, yeah, whatever."  Mitchell unrolled Journd #6 and began to read.
Mark sat down on the bench next to Mitchdl's feet, settling himsdlf in for along wait. He knew Mitchell
was about the dowest reader in history.  Aswith thelast journd heread, Mitchell had to ask Mark the
meaning of severd words. Mark till couldn't believe that aguy could live to the age of fourteen and il
not know the meaning of wordslike "manipulate’ and "eaborate.” What aloser. It killed Mark to watch
Mitchdl clutch the valuable pageswith his greasy, nicotine-stained fingers like aweek-old newspaper. It
aso turned his scomach every time Mitchdl pulled in one of his sgnature snorts and hawked it out on the
sdewak. Didn't thisguy ever hear about Kleenex?  Findly, after what felt like forever, Mitchell was
done. "Jeez," hesaidwith atouch of awve. Mark'sfirst sarcastic thought wasCould you be any less
articulate”But he wouldn't daresay it for fear of getting pummeed.  "Youthink thisisdl realy
happening?' Mitchell asked. "l do," was Mark's smple, honest answer. He wanted to be home.



"Did you get the next oneyet?'  Mark thought of how to answer this question, but cameto the
conclusion that it wasn't worth lying. Hewastired of lying.  "Yes" "Wl | don't want to read it,”
Mitchell said. Huh?Mark suddenly perked up. Could it be true? Was Mitchell actudly losing interest?
Maybe reading the journals was too hard for him. Maybe al the big words were taxing that raisn-size
brain of hisbeyond capacity. Or maybe he was getting freaked out by what the journals meant and
wanted to pretend like he had never seen them, like the ostrich who sticks his head in the sand. Whatever
the reason, it didn't matter so long as Andy Mitchell left Mark aone and never asked to see another
journal again. "I don't want to read it until | seejournals onethrough five. | fed likel'm picking up a
gory inthemiddle. | want to know how it l started.” Mark was crushed. Thelittle bit of hope he had
that Mitchell would go away, just went away. "And | want to read 'em al a once," added Mitchell.

"Noway!" shouted Mark. "I am not going to bring al the journals out at the sametime. | can't let
anything happen to them. Thebest | candoisshow youoneata-"  Mitchell tossed the pages of
Journd #6 intotheair. "Hey!" shouted Mark in horror as he dove for the pages that scattered across
thepark. Mitchdl laughed as Mark franticaly chased the pages now blowing around in the wind.
Finaly Mark got them al together and brushed off the bitsof dirt. ™Y ou don't get it," said Mitchell.

"Y ou only got two choices-do what | tell you, or | gotothepolice” Thiswasgoing from bad to
worseto tota disaster. Andy Mitchell wasn't going to go away. That much was clear now. He had gotten
ataste of Bobby's adventure and he wanted more. All Mark could do now wastry to control the
gtuation asbest ashecould.  "Okay," Mark said. "But | don't care what you say, I'm not taking all
those journals out at the sametime. The best | can do is have you come over to my house to read them."”

Theideaof Andy Mitchell setting foot in his house made Mark fed like termiteswere digging into his
flesh. It was anightmare of untold magnitude. But he couldn't think of any other solution.  Mitchell
smiled. "Okay," hesaid. "l can livewith that. When?' "I don't know," answered Mark. "It's gotta be
when my parentsare out. I'll let you know.”  Mitchell walked over and stuck hisnosein Mark'sface.
Mark could smell his stale cigarette breeth and nearly gagged. "I likethis," he chuckled. "Were
becoming regular partners.”  Mitchell then snorted, whedled, and walked away. Mark couldn't take it
anymore. The snort put him over the edge. He gagged a couple of dry heaves. He then sat down on the
park bench and looked at the rumpled pages of Journa #6.I'm afailure.  The next week in school
Mark did everything in his power to avoid Mitchell. He went to school late because Mitchell knew he
usualy went early. He went in adifferent door every time, just to avoid following any patterns. He carried
al his books with him so he wouldn't have to go to hislocker. He didn't even go close to the Dumpster
area behind the school where so many kids went to smoke. That part wasn't so hard; he never went
back there anyway - unless of courseit wasto jump in the garbage and search for alost page of a
journal sent to him by his best friend who was on the other side of the universe. He didnt like
remembering that little adventure.  With dl of hisplanning, Mark had actudly gotten through an entire
week without seeing Andy Mitchell. But the stress was crushing him. His schoolwork was going south,
too. Something was going to haveto givesoon.  On Saturday it did. Mark's parents had both |eft for
the day and he was looking forward to along morning of cartoons. It was aguilty ritual he was sure most
of thekids at school il practiced, but would never admit to. He had just settled down into the couch,
ready for anything Bugs Bunny, when the doorbell rang. For a second he considered not answering it, but
if it were aFederd Expressddivery for hisfather, then held bein trouble. So he went to the door and
opened it. It wasn't FedEX.  "I'm getting sick of you ditching me," Andy Mitchell said as he backed
Mark into the house. "What isyour problem?'  Mark knew exactly what his problem was. It was
Mitchdl. "M-My parents have been around all week," stuttered Mark nervoudy. "There w-wasn't any
g-goodtime” "Wherearethey now?' asked Mitchell. Mark consdered teling Mitchdll that they
were both upstairs, but he redlized he couldn't take another week of dodging Mitchell.  "They're out,”
sadMark. "Good' Wherearethejournals?® "W-Wait intheliving room," Mark said. "I'll get them.”

Therewas no way he was going to show Andy Mitchell his secret hiding placein the attic. Having him
know the journaswerein his house was bad enough. So while Mitchell sat in front of the TV laughing at
Pepe Le Pew, (Who laughed at Pepe Le Pew? Nobody thought Pepe Le Pew was funny!), Mark went



togetthejournas. Hetried to be as quiet as possible so Mitchell wouldn't know where he was going.
Mitchell was the kind of guy who was a step away from juvi. Mark wouldn't put it past him to break into
the house and sted the journals. But there was no way hewould do it if he didn't know where they were.
So Mark quietly went up into the attic, opened the desk drawer, took out the four brown scrolls that
were Bobby'sfirgt journds, and quickly went back downgtairs. He got asfar as the second-floor hallway
near hisbedroomwhen- "You got abathroom?' Mark jumped and yelped in surprise. Mitchell was
updtairs, inhisface.  "Of course we got a bathroom,” answered Mark. "Downgairs, near the - *
Mark fet hisring twitch. Oh, no. He couldn't believe it was happening now, in front of Mitchell. Again.
"What's the matter?' asked Mitchell. "Y ou look sick. You gottause the cantoo?’ Mark had to
think fast. He didn't want Mitchell to see the next journd arrive. The lessthis creep knew, the better.
"Use the bathroom in my room," Mark ordered. "It'scloser.” Mark would sooner drink acid than let
Andy Mitchell gointo hisroom, but it was the only thing he could think of quickly. "Lemmeread the
journdswhileI'm gttin' on the can," snorted Mitchell.  Mark didn't need that image. But then he felt his
ring move again. It was starting to grow. There wasn't any time so he handed the four preciousjournas
over to Mitchdl and pushed himinto hisroom.  "Let me know when youre done," said Mark, and
pulled hisbedroom door closed.  Mark had pulled it off. Mitchell would be occupied long enough for
Bobby's next journd to arrive. Mark ran down the halway, yanking the ring from hisfinger. It had
aready grown to itslargest Size and was getting hot. Mark ducked into his parents bedroom so that
when the light show started, there would be no chance of Mitchell hearing or seeing anything.  Mark
closed his parents door, placed the ring on the floor, and backed away. Ingtantly the glowing lightstold
him the doorway to Clora was opening up. With aquick tumble of the familiar musica notesand afind,
blinding flash, the delivery had been made.  Mark looked at the floor to see the ring had returned to
normal and another roll of green paper had been deposited next to it. For amoment the excitement of
getting Bobby's next journa made Mark forget about his problems with Mitchell. He knew that the pages
on thefloor were going to tell them about the battle for the Lost City of Faar. He wanted to grab the
pages, pull them open, and start reading right away. But he couldn't do that for two very good reasons.
One wasthat Courtney wasn't here. They never read the journals without each other. He had messed up
alot recently, but that was one thing he wouldn't fail on. The other was that Andy Mitchell was sitting on
histoilet, reading the journals from Denduron. The thought made him shiver.  Hedidn't want to risk
going up to the attic to hide the newest journal, so he ditched it under his parents bed. Thejourna would
be safe there until Mitchell left. Of course, at the speed that Mitchell read, it might take aweek to get him
out of there. But that wasarisk Mark would havetotake.  After stashing the journa under the bed,
Mark went back to hisroom to begin the long ordedl of explaining every other word of thefirst four
journasto Mitchell. He opened his bedroom door and saw that the bathroom door was closed. That
was good. He didn't want to catch aglimpse of Andy Mitchell Sitting there with his pants around his
ankles. Gross.  "Do meafavor, Andy,” Mark called out. "Finish what you're doing and read the
journasout here, okay?' Mark didn't want to risk getting the journals wet, with water or anything el se.
"All right?" Mark called out.  Mitchdl didn't answer. Mark went to the bathroom door and knocked.
"You okay inthere?' heasked.  Still no answer. Mark began to panic. Could Mitchdl have fallen
down and hurt himsalf? Could he have gotten sick? How would he explain any of this? He had no choice,
he was going to haveto go ingde. But then he feared Mitchell wasjust being Mitchell and choosing not
to answer. Thelast thing he wanted to do was open the door and catch him sitting on the toilet. But il
he had to make sure nothing was wrong. So he openedthedoor.  "Areyoudl -"  Thebathroom
wasempty. "Andy?' Mark cdled out in confusion. "Mitchdl!™  Mark backed out of the bathroom,
totally confused. What had happened? He looked around his bedroom, trying to see any tdltde clue that
would explain what wasgoingon.  That's when he saw it. Hiswindow was open. With rising panic he
ran to it and looked out. Theroof of the first-floor porch wasjust below the window. There were many
timeswhen Mark and Bobby used this route as a secret way to get in and out of the house. The roof led
to arosetrelison thefar sde of the house. Climbing down thetrelliswas like climbing down aladder.
Mark went into brain lock. The evidence was dl before him. He didn't want to accept it, but he had



to. Andy Mitchdl had just stolen Bobby'sjournas.  CLORAL It'sover. | guessldont
haveto tell you guysthat | madeit, sncelI'm writing thisjournd. I'm back on Grallion now, where I'm
feding safefor thefirst timein along time. But the sad truth is that not everybody was aslucky as| was.

Asl st herein my gpartment reliving the events of the last few days, I'm fedling alittle numb. Maybe
thisiswhat they mean when they say somebody isin shock. Everything that happened seemslikeit wasa
dream. Maybe that's a good thing. When you fed ashorrible as| do, then pretending it was all adream
makesit alittleeasier tohandle.  Many people acted bravely, even in the face of death. | think that's
what I'll remember most about the orded 1've just been through. | have met some special people here on
Clord. | hopethey think thesameof me. Thisiswhat happened. Kaa oo led Uncle Press, Spader,
and me aong awinding path that brought us higher up on the mountain. The path ended at agiant
outdoor shelter that was perched on a plateau near the peak. We walked up severa marble stepsto a
large, round platform that had dl sorts of tile work on the floor. We're talking intricate Suff here. There
were elaborate scenes of people building ships and swimming with schools of colorful fish, and even one
scene that showed the dome being built over Faar mountain. | guessed this incredible mosaic showed the
history of Faar. | hated towalk oniit. It waslikewaking onart.  Around the perimeter of this platform
were massive round columns that supported agiant, marble dome. It felt like we had just arrived on
Mount Olympus! Above the stairsthat led to the platform, attached to the dome was alarge, marble
symbol. It wasthe familiar symbol of Faar that Spader's father had drawn for him.  In the center of the
platform was acircle of bleachersthat were aso made out of marble. People were sitting there, gibbering
with animation. | counted twelvein al. Men and women, al wearing the same tunic-looking outfits that
everyone ese on Faar wore. Of course, they were dl bad, too. Even the women. Weird. | figured this
was the Council of Faar that was waiting to meet with us. Kaaoo led usinto the circle and everyone
immediately fell slent. It waskind of creepy. We stood at the dead center, surrounded by al these bald
people who looked at us with sour expressions, asif we were strangersintruding on their perfect world.
Thefactis, wewere. We stood there like dopes, not sure of what to say. Findly Kaaoo took the
lead. "Wehavenews," he announced to the group. "Not all of it isgood. These brave voyagers are
continuing thework of our good friend Spader, who died so tragicaly.” He walked behind Spader and
put ahand on hisshoulder. "In fact,” he continued, "thisis the son of Spader. We must welcomethem
al." Thetweve membersof the council applauded politely, but they didn't have awholelot of
enthusiasm. It wasdl so iff and formd. | redlly wanted to start screaming, "Wake up, people! Saint
Daneiscoming to kick your teeth in! Hel-lo! Y ou gotta get ready!" But that wouldn't have been coal.

Uncle Press then brought the council up to speed. He told them of the tragic mistake the Clorans made
by creating afertilizer that turned the underwater cropsinto deadly poison. He told them how thrilled we
were to hear that the good people of Faar had the means to undo the harm and make the crops safe
again. | have to admit, he was good. He strode around the circle like alawyer presenting his case.
Nobody could take their eyes off him.  Uncle Press then gave them the bad news. He told them that a
raider had discovered the location of Faar, and was probably headed thisway to attack them at thisvery
moment.  This caused abig hubbub.Finally,the council was showing somelife.  "How did this
happen?' one woman demanded. "How could araider learn of Faar?'  Uncle Press didn't back away
fromthetruth. "I'mafraid helearned of Faar'slocation at the sametimewedid," he answered. "The
elder Spader had amap to guide us here, and theraider pilot saw it."  Spader dropped hishead in
shame, but | gave him ashove. He had nothing to fedl bad about. He didn't have any choice but to show
themapto Saint Dane.  "Trusting the elder Spader was amistake," shouted one man angrily. "We
should never havelet him leave!”  This caused another uproar. The crowd was getting hodtile. It was
true, we were the ones who were bringing the boogeyman to their doorstep. | couldn't blame them for
being angry, but | was beginning to like them better when they sat there like boring, bald statues.

"Please!" shouted Uncle Press, trying to restore order. "Thereisalarger issue herel™  "Larger than
the safety of Faar?' yelled acouncilwoman.  "Yed"  The crowd grumbled, but they wanted to hear
what UnclePresshadtosay. "Theman who iscoming to attack Faar isthe same man who poisoned
the crops," Uncle Press said. ""He wants nothing less than the destruction of Clora. Spader's father



redlized that. If he didn't come here, you wouldn't have learned about the disaster until it wastoo late.
Now therésachanceto stopit."  "But he brought the shark to our very door!" aman yelled angrily.
"The shark was dready at your door!" Uncle Press shot back. "Did you think the people of Faar
would be immune? Y ou eat from the underwater farms, don't you? How many of you would aready be
dead if you hadn't been warned?’  No one said anything because Uncle Presswas right. If Spader's
father hadn't gone to Faar and sounded the alarm, there would be many more dead than the people of
Magorran. | saw the council members exchange worried glances. Their perfect world waslooking a
little bit shaky right about now. "I beg you," said Uncle Presswith passion. ™Y ou must send out the
Faarians to begin the process of saving the farms as soon as possible. That's what this man is coming for.
He wantsto prevent you from saving Clord.”  "And who will save Faar?' one woman demanded to
know. "We are not warriors. Our sole defense has been secrecy. We have no wesponsto fight with, no
shieldsto protect us."  Good question. Nobody had agood answer.  Finally someone spoke up.
"Maybethereisaway," Spader said to the group. "Right now floating above usis an aquaneer from
Grdlion. I can swim up in ajiff and tell her the score. It wouldn't take long for her to get back to Grallion,
gather aforce of aguaneers, and return to stop the raiders. It would be areal natty-do, but | trust my
aguaneers againgt aband of raidersany day!"  "That will never do," said Kadaoo. "Y ou would haveto
reved the existence and location of Faar. Think of what we would be giving up in exchange for their
protection.”  "Think of what you'd be giving up if you don't get any protection,” Uncle Press countered.
It was atough choice. Nobody was quick to offer an opinion. The decision that would be madein the
next few moments, no matter what it was, would change the future of Faar and of Clora forever.
That'swhen an e derly man who had been quiet up until now, stood up. This must have been out of the
ordinary, because every one of the council members seemed to snap to attention. It was clear that this
guy had their respect. | got the fedling that he didn't speak much, but when he did, the otherslistened. In
other words, he was theman.He spoke dowly and with asoft rasp.  "We have been preparing for this
day since the waters closed over our city,” he began. "No one, not even the builders of the dome,
expected usto hide until the end of time. Clord isachanged world. Mogtly, for the better. | believeitis
timefor ustorgoinit."  Thiscaused some quiet murmuring among the council members. Finaly a
woman sood and said, "Are you suggesting we transpire?'  I'm not sure what "transpire” meant, but
thewoman said it with such horror that I'm guessing it was apretty dramaticthing.  "No," the elderly
man answered. "Nothing that drastic. | am suggesting we move dowly and reintroduce oursalvesto our
brothersabove.” "Canl remind you?" interrupted Uncle Press. "We have to move quickly to savethe
underwater farms. If we don't you may not have any brothers|left up there to reintroduce yourselvesto.”
The council members shared troubled looks. They were about to make the most important decisonin
the history of this city since they discovered the waters were going to rise up and swalow them. It was
pretty intense. | finally got the guts up to say something. ™Y ou've been helping the Cloransforever,"
| said, trying not to let my voice shake. "Maybeit'stimeyou let them helpyou.” The elderly man locked
eyeswith me. He may have been old and frail, but those fierce eyestold me he was aforce that shouldn't
betakenlightly. "What isyour name?' heaskedme.  "Pendragon.” He seemed to be sizing me up,
and it was giving me the creeps. | suddenly wished | had kept my mouth shut. But then he gave me a
sndl smile.  "Much has been said before this council today, dl of it well-intentioned. But the words of
theyoungest ring the clearest.”  Hethen turned to the council and continued with conviction. "It istime
to accept help from those we have hel ped for so long. All in agreement with sending young Spader to
return with hisaguaneers, say 'ho.”  Theresponses didn't come all a once. Nobody wanted to go first.
But eventually each council member responded with a"ho," and with every response, they became
louder and moreassured.  "All againgt, say 'no." Therewasn't asingle "no" to be heard. The ederly
man then turned to us and said, "We have set anew course. Y oung Spader, please go now. We must act
swiftly."  Spader looked to Uncle Press and me. His eyes were aive with excitement. He was born for
thismoment. "Will Yenzado this?' Uncle Pressasked him quietly. ™Y ou know that answer,” Spader
said with absolute conviction.  "Then what are you sill doing here?' Uncle Press said with asmile.
"Hobey-ho!" | said, and gave him areassuring clap on the shoulder.  "Don't start the do without me,



mates!" he said, then turned and bounded off the platform. | could only hopethat he got to Y enzafast,
and that her help wouldn't betoo little, too late.  "Now," said the dderly man. "Thereisthe matter of
the underwater farms. Kaa oo, arewe prepared?’ "l believe s0," he answered. "The crafts are being
loaded.” "Then off you go," the man commanded. Kaaoo saidto us, "Come. You'll want to see
this"  We definitely wanted to see how the Faarians were going to save the underwater farms. It
seemed pretty impossible to me, but asl've learned, nothing isimpossible.  After arespectful bow to
the council members, we started off the platform.  "Pendragon!” called the lderly man. | stopped
andturned back to him.  "Thisfdlow who wantsto harm us... should wetruly fear him?"

Nowtherewas a question. What he was redlly asking me was if Saint Dane were capable of destroying
Faar. | had to answer this question astruthfully as possible. | didn't want the council to second-guess
their decison. | held the old man's gaze so he knew how serious| was. "I could just say yes," | began.
"But the absolute truth is that heis evil beyond your imagination. Y ou can't back down from him. The
biggest mistake you could make would be to not fear him enough.”  The old man nodded in
understanding. He looked tired. He raised his hand to mein thanksand to tell meto get going. Kaaoo
hurried us off the council platform, dong adifferent path down the mountain and into atunnel that brought
usinto Faar's mountain. We walked aong anarrow hallway that brought us deep ingde the city. | was
amazed to see wonderful works of art hanging on the walls. Most were posed portraits of stern-looking
men and women. | figured they were past council members, but didn't bother to ask. We had more
important thingsto do than study art history.  "We must go to the base of the mountain,” explained
Kdadoo. "That isthestagingarea” "It'salongway down,” said UnclePress.  "Not the way we're
going," answered Kaldoo. Wearrived a abig tube. It came down through the celling and
disappeared into the floor. There was adoor in the tube right in front of us, and | imagined there were
more doorsif you waked around. Kaaoo led us through the door into a smal room that was no bigger
than an devator. Asit turned out, that's exactly what it was. The big tube held four levators.  Kaaoo
grabbed alever on the side of the room and pushed it forward. | heard avhooshof air, and amoment
later we were on our way down. We were hauling, too. There wasn't any door on thisthing and seeing
the floors fly by made it seem even fagter. | held on to the sde of the car nervoudy. Kala oo laughed.

"Do not worry, Pendragon. Y ou are floating on a cushion of air. That ishow we power so much of
Faar, with ar that is compressed through channels built into the mountain."  That was cool. But until we
were on firm ground again, | had to hope this aerovator wouldn't spring aleak. We descended so fast my
ears popped. Kaa oo then eased up on the throttle and we began to dow. A moment later we gently
touched down. "Likefloating onacloud,” | said, trying to sound casua, but my voice cracked.

Uncle Presslaughed. He knew | wasfreaked out.  Kaaoo led us out through another long corridor
that soon brought us back into daylight. As soon aswe stepped outside | looked up to see that we were
at the base of Faar's mountain. It was a pretty mgestic sght, this mountain city with the glittering dome
coveringit.  We hurried dong a pathway that led to the large buildings | described to you before. We
passed many other Faarians dong the way. | couldn't help but notice that the people down here were
moving alittle more quickly. Where everyone dse was kind of strolling around, enjoying theweird music,
these guysdown here had jobsto do.  "The mutated crops may be deadly,” Kaa oo explained, "but
the cdllular change that occurred was afairly smple one. We have prepared achemical compound that
when spread over the living plantswill quickly reversethe process”  That sounded good, but we
weren't talking about sprinkling plant food on arose bush. We were talking about thousands upon
thousands of acres of farmland. | didn't care how advanced these guys were, that wasabigjob. "How
can you possibly spread the chemica over such avast area?’ Uncle Press asked. Great minds think
dike. Hedidn't believeit waspossble either.  "That isthe easy part," answered Kaa oo with aproud
smile.  Wewere now at the door to the large building. Unlike the ancient, marble structures farther up
on Faar's mountain, this building seemed abit more modern. It reminded me of abig airplane hangar.

When we stepped inside, | saw that my first impression wasn't far off. It wasn't an airplane hangar, but
it could have been. The spaceinsgde was vast. The celling was high and there were no walls or partitions
to divide up the space. It was just one big garagelike room. But the building itsdf wasn't the impressive



part. What my eye first went to was every sciencefiction geek's fantasy. Since | thought it was pretty
cool, maybe that means I'm asciencefiction geek too.  Lined upin front of usside by sdewas afleet
of smal submarines. | counted twenty in al. My first thought was that they looked like those hdlicopters
wherethe pilots it in big, clear bubbles. They were about the same size and the fronts had
similar-looking bubbles. Inside one bubble, | saw seats for two pilots, surrounded by the vehicle's
controls. Attached in front was along mechanical arm that | guessed must be used for grabbing things,
kind of like what they have on the space shuttle. Behind the bubble the body of the submarine was light
green, which | figured made it tough to see underwater.  Each sub floated initsown individua pen. |
looked below the waterline and saw two large cylinders attached to the bottom of the sub that could only
be the engines. Each sub pen had its own big door that | was sure would open when it cametimeto
launch. The place was pretty busy. Faarians were sSwarming over the submarines, preparing them for
their mission. It looked like they were being fueed up because many of the vehicles had thick hoses
attached to the back. These hoses came down from giant bins that were up near the ceiling. But | knew
they didn't need fueling, since they used water for power. | wondered what these snaky tubes werefor,
but waited for Kalaloo to explain. In all, it was a pretty impressive operation.  "We cal them haulers,”
Kadoo said proudly. "They may not look likeit, but at full speed they move so quickly they are nearly
impossbletosee”  If that weretrue, then "haulers’ was the perfect name because it sounded like they
couldredly haul. Kaaoo motioned for meto get inside one of the subs. | thought that was cool. The
bubble had a door on top that was open, so | dipped down into the pilot's seat. | felt like | was at the
controls of ajet fighter, especidly since the main control was astick near my right hand, just like ajet.

"One pilot drivesthe hauler,” he continued. "The other navigates, controlsthe arm, and deliversthe
cargo." "Cargo?' asked UnclePress.  Kaaoo pointed to the tube that ran from the binsin the ceiling
downtothehaulers. "That isthe main purpose of the haulers. We have used them to secretly tend
Clord's underwater farms for generations. The back isacargo areawhere we carry seed, or fertilizer, or
mineras, or anything esethat is needed. Right now we are loading the chemical that will save the mutated
crops”  Now it made sense. The hoses weren't loading fuel, they werefilling up on the chemical that
would save the farms. These haulerswere like underwater crop dusters.  "How far can they travel ?
asked UnclePress.  "With these twenty vehicles, we can cover dl of Clord," answered Kaaoo.

That was pretty impressive. These guys knew exactly what they were doing. | was beginning to think
they were going to pull thisoff. If their counteracting chemica actualy worked, and | had to believeit
would, then they were going to bring Clora back from the brink of disaster. | couldn't wait to seethese
haulers pulling out of their pensand getting ontheir way.  "When will you be ready to launch?"' asked
UnclePress.  "Soon. They are nearly loaded and final repairsare-"  "Pressl”  Weall looked up to
see Spader running toward us. Uh-oh. He was supposed to be on hisway to Grallion with Y enza. What
was he doing back here? Heran up to us all out of breath and wild-eyed. "Shé'sgone," he said,
gulping for air.  "What do you mean gone?" asked Uncle Press calmly. "Is'Y enza headed back to
Grdlion?' "No. | mean she wasn't there when | surfaced. Something's happenedto her."  Thiswas
bad. My mind aready jumped to the worst possible conclusion. Could Saint Dane have gotten to her?
She was tough, but she had been aone up there. She would have been no match for ateam of armed
raders. | pulled mysdf out of the hauler and jumped down between Uncle Pressand Spader.  "Doyou
think Saint Danegot to her?' | asked. A second later | had my answer, but it didn't come from Uncle
Press. Therewas alow, far-off rumble. It sounded like an explosion. We all exchanged looks, then
Uncle Pressturned to Kalaloo. " Get the haulers outnow!" heshouted.  Kalaloo turned to histeam
and gtarted barking orders. "Don't load them al! We haveto launch!”  Uncle Pressran for the door.
Wefollowed right behind him. The three of us blasted outside just as two more explosons sounded.
They were coming from outside the dome. They sounded close, too.  Several Faarians stood till,
looking around in confusion. They had never experienced anything like thisbefore. As| looked at their
faces, my heart went out to them because | knew it was only going to get worsefromhere.  "He'shere,
isnthe?' | asked. "I'm afraid the party just started,” said Uncle Press. (CONTINUED)
CLORAL The booming explosions were coming closer. There were more of them now, and it



was getting scary. The ground began to shake under our feet with eech new blast.  "What is Saint Dane
doing?"' | asked nervoudy. "Does he have some kind of depth charges or bombs or something?'  Uncle
Press said to Spader, "Did you see anything on the surface? Any ships?'  "No, mate," Spader
answered quickly. "Nothing!"  More explosions followed. Saint Dane wastrying to rip Faar apart.
"Bobby," Uncle Presssaid. "The Faarianshaveto get out now." "Excuse me?' | said, not sureif |
believed what | washearing.  "They've got to get out of Faar. If they stay here, they could die.”
"But... where arethey going to go?' | asked. "There's nothing but water out there.” ™Y ou've seen
them in the water, you think they'll have any trouble?' Hewasright. These Faarians were part fish.
"They've got a better chance out in the water,” he added. "If they stay here, they'retargets” "Why
areyoutdlingmethis?' | asked. "Go back to the council. Convincethemto... to..." Hewas having
troublefinding thewords. "To abandon ship?’ | finished thethought for him. Y es, abandon ship,”
he said sadly. " Spader and | will do what we can to help them launch the haulers”  Thiswas getting
intense. He wanted meto tell these peopleto leave Faar... to leave their home. It was acity that for
centuries had battled back everything that man and nature had to throw at it. But now they were being
threatened by something far more dangerous than people desperate for food, or rising floodwaters. They
were now being attacked by pure evil. Even as we stood there, the explosions were getting louder. Uncle
Presswasright. The Faarianshad to get out. | started to run off but - "Bobby!" Uncle Press caled.
"Getyour ar globefirst.” At first | wasn't surewhy he wastelling methis. About asecond later, it hit
me. We were stuck in here just like the Faarians. If we had to abandon ship, we didn't have any of those
spiffy fish suitswith the built-in breathers. We needed our air globes if we wanted to survive... and we
definitely wanted to survive.  "What about you guys?' | asked.  "WEell do what we can down here
then meet you up at the tunnel we entered through. Understand?’ | nodded.  Spader gave mea
nervous smile. "Werein atum-tigger now, Pendragon.”  "Yeah. Let'snot stay long, dl right?"  The
two of them headed back for the hauler hangar as| ran for the tunndl that led to the aerovator. Using this
elevator didn't thrill me. | dways thought you weren't supposed to take an eevator if there wasan
emergency like afire or an earthquake. Being attacked by raiders probably qudified as an emergency,
but | didn't havetimeto run al theway up the mountain's paths. I'd probably get lost anyway. So | had
to take my chancesonthedevator. | had to circle the big eevator tube until | found acar. When |
jumped indde, | redized | wasn't sure of how it worked. | only saw Kalaoo do it once. | grabbed the
handle, pulled it toward me and - whoa! | rocketed off the ground so fast my knees buckled. | nearly got
knocked to the floor from theforce! | was afraid this aerovator was going to launch off the mountain like
amissle, so | quickly backed off on the handle and dowed down. Whew!  The next chalenge wasto
figure out which floor to stop on. | first had to get my air globe, then climb back up to the Council Circle.
After rising up for afew minutes, | took awild guess and stopped the elevator on one of the floors.
When | ran out, | passed alot of Faarians who looked stunned. There were women gathering their kids
together and pressing againgt the rock walls of the mountain. A few people ran past, pulling on their green
swimskins. | guessthey figured out for themsdlvesthat it would be safer outsde in the water. But mostly
people just stood around, looking confused, and scared. | thought about screaming, " Get out! Get out!
Abandon the city!" but figured they'd think | wasanut job. No, if there was going to be an officid
evacuation order given, it would have to come from the council.  When | got out of the corridor into the
openair, | saw that | was only one level below the rocky entrance to the tunnel we had used. | had made
agreat guess! So | sprinted up the winding pathway toward the entrance.  That's when another huge
explosion hit Faar. Thiswasthe closest yet, and it nearly knocked me off my feet. A few Faarians
screamed. They had never experienced anything like this before. Hey, neither had I, but at least | knew
whereit was coming from, sort of. I'm not sure which wasworse, being cludess, or knowing that
someonetotally evil was out there who wanted to destroy Faar.  Back in the submarine hangar, Uncle
Press and Spader were doing al they could to help Kald oo and the Faarians launch the haulers.
Obvioudy | wasn't there to see what 1'm about to write. It was explained to me afterward.  The
Faarian submariners scrambled into their ships. They al pulled on their green swimskins and lowered
themselvesinto the clear cockpit domes. There were two submarinersin each hauler. Thewholetime



explosions rocked the hangar, but they couldn't speed up the process for fear of damaging ahauler.
Findly thefirst hauler was ready for launching. The airlock door opened behind it and the small craft
eased out. Once the hauler was beyond the door, the outer compartment flooded and the ship floated
free.  Thefirgt hauler was onitsway to save the underwater farmsof Clord.  Asl ran for the tunnel
where we |eft our gear, the explosions started coming faster. It was like Saint Dane had found his target
and was zeroing in. | had no ideawhat hiswespon was, but it was pretty powerful. | could only hope
that the Faarians had built this place tough so it could withstand the attack. | found our gear right
wherewe had |€ft it and grabbed my air globe. For asecond | thought | should bring the other two down
to Uncle Press and to Spader, but that wasn't my mission. | had to get to the Council Circle and convince
them to abandon Faar. That wasthe plan; | had to stick toit. | ran back through the tunnel and made
my way out into the light. | quickly debated about the best way to get up to the Council Circle. Should |
take the agrovator or just run? Since the agrovator scared me and | had aready traveled the pathsto the
platform once before, | decided to run. It wasn't easy though. Every time an explosion rocked the place,
| was nearly knocked off my feet. Oncel dmost ssumbled off the path and would have falen down the
steep, craggy mountain if aFaarian hadn't grabbed me. He saved my life. But | didn't stop to give him
more than aquick "thanks." | had to get to the council. | retraced the route we took before and was
soon running up the marble stepsthat led to the fancy platform and the Council of Faar. | didn't know
what I'd find there. For al | knew these people had dready left. But when | got to the top of the steps, |
saw that they were dl il Sitting on the round bleachers. They seemed to be in heated debate. | didn't
want to step into the middle of it, but | had to. | had to somehow convince these people that the best
thing they could do was announceto dl of Faar that it wastimeto leave.  Down in the submarine
hangar, the second hauler was ready for launching. The cargo hold was|oaded with the precious
chemical and the submariners were at the controls, ready to go. Sowly the door at the rear of their pen
began to rise. In afew moments the second hauler would be out and onitsway The other eighteen
haulers wouldn't be far behind. Thingswerelooking good... ... and then therewas an explosion. A
big one. It was adirect hit to the air lock behind the hauler that was on itsway out. A wave of water
blasted in that rocked the hauler forward. The submariners were bounced around like they werein a
washing machine. Worse, the half-open door to the sea stopped moving. Severa Faarians desperately
tried to work the controlsto get it moving again, but it was no use. Thedoor wasjammed.  Then they
discovered something even more ominous. The explosion had done more harm than they first redized.
The Faarians discovered thatnoneof the doors behind the haulers would open! Thislast explosion had
done some mgjor damage. If they couldn't repair it, then the rest of the haulerswould be stuck in their
pens, unableto belaunched.  Whilethe Faariansfranticaly tried to repair the damaged controls, Uncle
Press told Spader to get out of there and bring back their air globes. Spader refused. He didn't want to
leave Uncle Press. But Uncle Pressinssted. He reminded Spader that the Faarians had breathersin their
auits. If they had to abandon Faar, they would be fine. But asfor he and Spader, the Travelerswouldn't
be doing much moretraveling.  Spader got the point. He didn't want to leave, especialy when things
were looking the bleakest, but he knew he had to go. So, reluctantly he left the hauler hangar and started
up toward the tunnel wherethe last two air globeswerewaiting. At the Council Circle | approached
the bleachers and heard some of the argumentsthat werebeing made.  "We must protect Faar at all
costs!” onewoman yelled.  "Clora cannot afford to lose our knowledge and support.”  "ltwasa
breakdown in security,” another man jumped in. "We should never again dlow an outsider to enter Faar.”
Another woman yelled at thisman, "Wake up! The secret isout. They know werehere”  "Wecan
recover fromthis," another argued. "We can lock down. We areimpenetrablel”  They werearguing in
al different directions and getting nowhere. More important, they were missing the big point. Faar wasin
morta danger now. | was about to step into the circle, when | felt ahand on my shoulder. | turned
quickly and saw that it was the old man who everyone listened to before.  "What is happening below?"
heasked. "They'redartingto launchthehaulers™” | answered. "This... demon who isattacking
Faar,” he continued. "What ishisgod?" "That'satough oneto answer,” | said truthfully. "Buit right
now, he wantsto send Clora into chaos. That'swhy he poisoned the crops. The only thing stopping his



plan fromworkingisFaar." "What kind of person would destroy acity so that he can destroy an entire
world?' heasked withpain.  "You said it yoursdf. He'sademon. And he's capable of alot worse,
truss me""  Theold man closed hiseyes. | guessed he was processing the information. He seemed hurt
by the fact that such hatred and evil could exist. For dl of hiswisdom, the evil that Saint Dane brought to
his doorstep was beyond anything he couldimagine.  "Thisisgoing to sound horrible,” | continued, "but
you haveto abandon Faar."  His eyes snapped open and he shot alook at melike | had just dapped
him acrosstheface. "I don't think hes going to stop until thisplaceisrubble,” | added. "Thisisour
home," he said defiantly. "It isthe home of our ancestors. We will not leave our home." | knew exactly
what it was like to be asked to leave home, but | didn't want to go down that road with him. "I know,
itsahorriblething,” | said, trying to sound reasonable. "But if your people Say here, they might die.”

"And what if thisattack isunsuccessful?’ heasked.  "Then they come back,” | answered quickly.
"Smpleasthat.” Two more explosions rocked the dome. The old man lost hisbalance, but | grabbed
hisarm and held him up before he could spill. The council membersfdl slent. That last jolt was pretty
hairy. "I don't think therésmuchtime” | said. Theold man looked a me. | saw thepainin hiseyes.
He had made his decison. He stood tall and walked back into the council meeting. All eyeswere on him.
No one said aword. He walked directly to the center of the circle and addressed thecrowd.  "lItis
timetoact,” hesad. Hethen knelt down to the floor and lifted up a piece of tile. He reached into the
gpace that the tile had covered, and he must have turned a switch or pushed a button or something
because the floor began to move. A two-foot-round section of floor rose up and up and up until it
became apodium in front of theold man.  The council members watched in awe. Some whispered to
each other, but most just stared. | had no ideawhat wasgoing on.  The podium looked like some kind
of control pand. There were four chunks of crystal on top that were about the size of baseballs. One was
clear, another green, athird yellow, and the fourth wasreddish.  "We have been prepared for such a
disagter,” the old man announced to the council. "We must not ignore theinevitable”  "No!" aman
shouted. "Y ou cannot transpire!”  There was that word again. What was transpire? It sounded like
somekind of last resort.  "We will not transpire, at least not yet," the old man responded. "Faar is
gtrong. We may still withstand this attack. But | am ordering the evacuation.”  With that, the old man
put the palm of his hand over theyelow crystd, and pushed it down. Immediately, it began to glow
ydlow, and an darm sounded. At least | think it wasan darm. It was aloud horn sound that | guarantee
was heard everywhere on Faar. From what | could tell, thiswasasignd. It wastelling everyone that it
wastimeto abandon Faar.  The council members hung their headsin defeat.  "Go," said the old man
with compassion. "Join your families. Be surethey get out. If you hear the safe command, then return. But
if you do not, my loveiswithyou dl.”  Sowly the council members started to file off the bleachers.

Onewoman called out to the old man, "Come with us. My family will carefor you." Theold man
just shook hishead. "My placeishere," hesaid. "Thereis ill the chance we may need to transpire.”

The old guy was going to stay at his post, no matter what. It felt kind of like the sad resolve of a
captain going down with his ship. Moments later the council had |eft the platform and the old man and |
wereaone. "What'syour name?’ | asked him. "I am Abador,” he said proudly. " Senior to the
Council of Faar." The guy shuffled over to the bleachers and sat down. Helooked tired.  "What isthis
trangpire thing you keep talking about?’ | asked.  The old man looked at mewith ady smile. "You
have learned much about our world here, Pendragon,” he said. "But there are some secrets that are best
kept that way. | will tel you thismuch: The grand city of Faar isawonderful miracle. Since we were
hidden below the sea, we were never attacked by enemies, we never sought to expand our land, we
never wanted more than to better ourselves and be the guardians of Clord. | truly believe thiswas
possible because we were hidden. We did not face the same difficulties or temptations that control the
lives of so many above” Hetook adeep, tired breath and continued, "There have been preparations.
We knew the day would come when our existence would be reveded. It wasinevitable. Now that the
day ishere, | face adilemma Should we reved ourselvesfully and become part of Cloral once again?
Should we alow this perfect world to beinfiltrated and corrupted by the petty concerns of the Clorans?
Or isit better to cherish what we once had and not allow the dream to be corrupted?’  "I'm not sure |



get the problem,” | said. ™Y ou're saying you've got a choice between joining therest of Clora or being
destroyed?' "That putsit smply,” heanswered. "Thenif youreasking me, | say it'sano-brainer.
Y ou may think the people of Clord are these horrible boneheads who aren't as advanced as you guys,
but from what I've seenit'sagreet place. Peoplelivein peace. They work hard, they have fun, they
respect one another, and compared to where | come from, they pretty much haveit dl figured out.” A
few distant booming explosions erupted. Abador looked up.  "And what of this... attack?' he asked.
"Isthiswhat we haveto look forwardto?' "No," | said asstrongly as| could. "Thisisadifferent
enemy. Thisattack isn't just about destroying Faar. It's about destroying the Clord | just described to
you. And if you cal yoursaves guardians then you won't roll over and let it happen. Look at it thisway, if
you give up now, then you've failed al those generations of Faarianswho helped Clora becomethe
placeitis” Abador looked right into my eyeswith that same powerful stare that | had seen before. |
hoped | hadn't pushed the guy too far. But | felt strongly about what | had said. Here he was thinking
Faar was such aspecid place that he wouldn't want to become part of Clord. But | didn't think he truly
appreciated what a great place the rest of Cloral was. And now that Clora wasin deep trouble, it wasn't
time for the Faariansto give up. | didn't know what this transpire thing was, but it sounded to melikeit
was a self-destruct plan. It sounded like he wanted to destroy Faar rather than let it become part of
Cloral. That wasdead wrong. ™Y ou must go,” Abador said. "1 will think about what you have said.”
"S0... you're not going to transpire or anything dumb like that, right?'  Abador glanced over at the
control podium with the four crystals. The ydlow darm crysta was still glowing. He chuckled and looked
backtome. "You arevery wisefor someone so young,” hesaid. "But  do not make the mistake of
thinking you know al thereisto know.” What did that mean? Before | had the chanceto ask him,
another explosion hit that made dl the others seem like minor fireworks. It was deep, it wasloud, and it
knocked me off my feet. The marble bleachers shifted and Abador was thrown to the platform aswell. |
got up and hel ped the old man to hisfeet, but he pulled away from me and shouted, "Go! Now!"  "You
can't say here! Let metakeyouout.” "Pendragon, my placeishere,” he said with absolute authority.
"If the worst comesto pass, and Faar isin danger of being destroyed, | must be hereto transpire” He
glanced back at the podium. I now understood, sort of. That podium was the last resort. He said how
they had planned for thisday, and if dl elsefailed, he needed to be at those contrals. | till feared what
"trangpire”’ would do, but if thiswas hisdestiny, it wasn't my placeto chalengehim. No, | had said dll |
could and now it wastimetogo. "Good luck, Abador,” | said. "I know you'll do theright thing."
"Thank you, Pendragon. Y ou have helped an old man seethingsmoreclearly.”  There was nothing
elseto say, so 1 turned and ran off the platform. When | got to the edge | looked down on Faar and saw
what the darm had set in motion. Hundreds of Faarians were streaming aong the paths, flowing out of
the mountain like ants from their hill. They weredl pulling on their green swvimskins, ready to hit the
ocean. There were men and women of all ages. Many helped the el derly and the very young to pull on
their skins. There was no panic; there were no fights. | wondered if they had practiced this before, likea
firedrill. They were going to get out in an orderly manner, and that wasgood.  Then something
happened that wasn't good. It was avery smdl thing that didn't mean much to me at first. But afew
seconds later the horrible reality hit melike a shot to the gut. It was something that | felt on my arm. It
wasalittleticklethat | scratched without giving it asecond thought at first. But then | lifted my arm up
and saw it for what it redlly was, and my heart sank. 1t wasadrop of water. Nothing more, just a
single drop of water. But then, another drop fell on my arm. Just adrop. No biggie, right? Wrong. |
dowly looked up and redized with horror that this single, innocent drop of water came from the dome
overhead. That could mean only onething.  The dome that had protected Faar for hundreds of
generations was starting to crack. CLORAL Asl stood on the steps of the council
platform | looked up at the glittering dome that had kept the oceans of Cloral away from Faar for
hundreds of generations. What | saw |ooked like rain. The droplets glistened in the light asthey fell.
Bdieveit or not it looked beautiful, like thousands of smdll, glittering diamondsfdling fromthesky. But
these beautiful gems brought some serioudy bad news. If the dome were cracked and letting in water,
wherewould it stop? Could the pounding that Saint Dane was delivering weaken the dome? If that was



the case, then the pressure from the millions upon millions of pounds of water might eventually crack it -
like an eggshell. That image wastoo horrifying to even imagine. | could only hope that the darm was
sounded early enough so that Faar would be evacuated.  And the explosions continued. Saint Dane's
attack was relentless. The entire mountain shuddered with each new blast. | couldn't imagine what kind of
wegpon he had that could destroy something that had been rock solid for centuries.  Then | thought of
Spader and Uncle Press. | didn't yet know of the disaster that had happened in the hauler hangar. The
only thing | could do was gtick to the plan. So | ran for the tunnel that would lead us out of Faar and to
my rendezvous with Uncle Pressand Spader. It was getting treacherous. Enough water was now
fdling from the dome that the pathways were getting dippery. Since many of these paths wereright on
the edge of humongous dliffs, | had to be careful or asmple dip would meansplat.So | moved quickly,
but carefully. Soon | joined the flow of Faarians headed for the tunndl, and safety. It was till orderly, but
people kept looking up at thefaling water and | could tell they were on the edge of panic. Still, they held
it together and kept moving toward thetunnd.  Then, just as| was about to enter the tunnd, | saw
something that totdly lifted my spirits.  "Hey!" | yelled.  Spader was coming out of the tunnel, carrying
the other two air globes. It was astruggle for him because he was working againgt the tide of people
flowing in the other direction. | stepped to the side of the path, out of the stream, and waited for him.
When hefindly got to me, hewasall out of breasth and excited. "Where'sUncle Press?" | asked.
"It'satum-tigger down there, Pendragon,” he blurted out. " They launched one hauler and then there
was an explosion. They can't open thedoorsto launch therest.”  Oh, yeah, things were getting worse.
Faar was on the verge of collapse, and the haulers weren't on their way. Saint Dane was winning.
"Pressistill down there," hesaid. "'l think we've got to get him out.”  We both looked up at the
dome. The water was coming down harder now. Whatever cracks were made by the explosonswere
getting bigger.  "Let'sgo get him," | said, and we both ran dong the path back into the mountain to get
tothe aerovator. It wasn't easy. There were hundreds of Faarians moving in the other direction. We
tried to be respectful, but ended up having to push our way through. Now was not the time to be polite.
When wefindly got into the mountain and to the tube with the aerovators, we saw a pretty huge Faarian
guy directing traffic. He was making sure that as each aerovator arrived, everyone got off quickly and
kept moving toward the escapetunnel.  Another aerovator arrived and people flooded out. As soon as
it was empty, wetried to jJump into the car. But this big guy grabbed us both and pulled usback.  "No
passengers,” hesaidfirmly.  "But we've got to get down to the hauler hangar!” | shouted.  "Don't you
hear thedarm?' the man said. "Thisis an emergency. Theselifts can only be used for the evacuation.”
This guy was big and he wasn't kidding around. There was no way Spader and | could push past him
and force our way onto the aerovator. But we also couldn't take the time to run al the way down to the
bottom of the mountain. We were stuck. | had to make this guy understand how important it was that we
get down there, so | grabbed him by the arm and forced him to look right at me. When | spoke, | tried to
doitdowly andcamly. “Listentome” | said. "There are people down there who arein danger. It's
redly important that we get to them. We haveto usethislift. Pleaselet uspass” | didn't act dl frantic or
threaten the guy or anything. | just tried to get across how important thiswas. At first, | thought he was
going to shove me out of the way, but astrange thing happened. He kept looking at me and | sensed that
he was rdaxing. It wastotaly weird. He went from being abrick wall in our way to a puppy dog. He
then stepped out of the way, leaving the path open for usto enter the aerovator. "1 understand,” he
said softly. "Good luck."  Spader and | walked past him, not sure what had just happened. But we
weren't about to question it. We got on the aerovator, | grabbed the controls, and we headed down.
"What was that about, mate?' Spader asked. "It'slike you hypnotized him or something.” "I have no
idea," wasdl | could answer. | wasjust as confused as hewas. The only thing | could think of wasthe
way Uncle Press had done the same thing to Wu Y enza back on Gralion. Shewas all ready to throw us
out of her office, until Uncle Presstalked her out of it. | was thinking now more than ever that the ability
to get through peopl€e's toughest defenses might be aspecid Traveler ability, like understanding all
languages. Thiswas something | was going to have to learn more about, no doubt about it.  But that
would have to wait, for we were dmogt at the base of Faar'smountain.  "Weve got to get them out of



there" | said. "Thisplaceisgoing to get very wet, very fast."  "They're dl working on the water doors,”
Spader said. "I'll bet they don't even know what's going on out here”  The aerovator hadn't even
stopped moving when the two of us jumped out and ran through the tunnel to get out of the mountain and
reach the hauler hangar. Onething | noticed right awvay was that there were no more Faarians evacuating
down here. That was good. Maybe it meant that the city was nearly empty. | could only imagine what it
looked like outside of Faar, in the ocean with thousands of green svimmersin the water. | knew they
would be okay out there, but if the dome over Faar continued to crack, they wouldn't have ahometo
comeback to. It wasasad thought, but there were bigger problemsto deal with right now. Spader
and | ran out into the open to find that it was pouring rain. Water was now flooding through the cracksin
thedome. | looked up at Faar's mountain and was relieved to see that the paths weren't clogged with
people anymore. That meant everyone was getting out. From the looks of things, it was none too soon.

We continued running toward the hauler hangar. Spader held the two air globes, and | had mine. |
hoped that when we got insgde we would find that they had fixed the damage and that the haulerswere dl
on their way. Once that was done, we could get the heck out of Faar and deal with Saint Dane. That
wasn't ahappy thought.  We were about twenty yards away from the entrance to the hangar, when we
heardit. It sounded like thunder. It was different than the explosion sounds. The explosonswere a
low rumble. This new sound was like the sharp pedl that comes right after anasty bolt of lightning Strikes.
But it wasn't short and sweet. No, this sound continued asiif it were the longest crack of thunder in
history. Unfortunately crack was the perfect word to describeit.  Spader and | froze and looked up to
seeasght so horrifying, | hate to even remember it long enough to write about it. The dome that
protected Faar from the ocean above was beginning to crack. | saw long dits of light Sarting to
Spiderweb their way across the cora-covered surface. In seconds the force of the water would smash
through and flood therest of Faar.  "Uncle Press" | shouted, and started to run for the hangar.

"No!" yelled Spader, and pulled meback. It wasagood thing, too, because an instant later, a
section of dome caved in. It wasn't the whole dome, just one section, but it was directly over us. If | had
kept going, | would have been crushed by the torrent of water that was on itsway down.  "We gotta
get out of here!" Spader shouted. | couldn't move. | looked up at the broken pieces of dome and the
tidal wave of water that was now plummeting toward us. | then looked to the hangar. Uncle Presswasin
there.  "Pendragon, movel" shouted Spader, and pulled me back toward the mountain. We had maybe
ten seconds before the water would hit. Would it be enough time to get to the aerovator? The two of us
booked back toward the mountain tunnel on adead run. We got inside, but we weren't safe yet. As soon
asthewater hit, it would flood the tunnel and keep coming. Thiswas the beginning of the end of Faar.

| heard a deafeningboomoutside behind us as the pieces of dome and water crashed down.
Immediately the water came surging through the tunnel, headed for us. All we could do was run and stay
ahead of the torrent that was quickly shooting through thetunnel togetus.  We madeiit to the tube and
saw that our lift was il there. That was huge, becauseif it hadn't been, we'd be dead. We both dovein
and turned back to see the flood of water was rushing toward us. | grabbed the control stick and
dammed it al the way forward. The aerovator blasted off so quickly that the two of uswere thrown to
thefloor. | had adeath grip on the control lever. There was no way we were stopping. Now our biggest
concern wasiif the rising water would destroy the aerovator tube before we got out. | held my breeth,
expecting the speeding car to suddenly stop. Buit it didn't. We kept risng. Moments later we were back
to the escape-tunne level.  The Faarian guy who was guarding the lift afew minutes before was gone.
No other Faarians were around. Spader and | ran through the empty corridor. | feared what we would
find outside of there. Would the dome have totally collapsed? If that had happened, we might aswell
stop running because it would be over for us. The weight of the water would be too much. Thewhole
mountain would probably be crushed.  Aswe got closer to the end of the tunnel that led out of the
mountain, the sound of rushing water was deafening. It sounded like Niagara Fals out there. This gave
me hope. It meant that the whole dome hadn't collapsed, just the one section that we saw crumble. If that
were the case then we still had ashot at getting out. The two of us reached the entrance and cautioudy
looked outside.  What we saw was both horrifying and wondrous. So far the dome was holding. But



there was a huge, jagged hole that must have been thirty yards wide. Water was pouring down so hard, it
looked like it was coming from a powerful hose. Imagine ahole thirty yards wide with a solid stream of
water powering through. It was awesome, and frightening.  "Pendragon, look," said Spader. Hewas
pointing down. What | saw made me catch my breath. The water wasrising inside Faar. It wasonly a
matter of time before the entire city would be underwater. But that's not what hit me. Spader was
pointing to the hauler hangar. The water was rapidly rising and would soon cover the huge building. If this
weren't bad enough, the sight that really made my heart sink was near the door where we had been only
afew minutes before. Therewas a pile of rubble that must have been pieces of the collapsed section of
dome. It had fallen right in front of the hangar, blocking the entrance. | had hoped that Uncle Pressand
the Faarians would be protected insde the hangar. Their only hope would be to wait until Faar was
submerged, then swim out. Uncle Press could even buddy breathe with one of the Faariansin their
swimskins. They would make something work.  But now that the entrance was blocked under aton of
rubble, there was no way they'd get out of there. Now their only hope would beif they could repair the
pen doorsand escapethat way. "Thisisbad, Pendragon,” Spader said solemnly. "If they don't get
those hauler doorsopen-" "Yeah, | getit," | said. Thetwo of us stood therein adaze. There was
every probability that the hauler hangar was going to be atomb for those brave Faarians, and for my
UnclePress. "Wegottago," Spader thensaid. | looked up toward the tunnel that led out of Faar
and saw that we had actually caught abreak. The rush of water that was powering down from the dome
was on afreefdl to the bottom. If it had hit any of the paths, it would have wiped them out. But asit
was, the paths weren't being hit and we could still make it up to the escape tunnel. There was some
rubble from the crumbled dome lying around, but nothing we couldn't jump over or run around. But we
had to do it fast. Thewater level wasrisng. Therewasn't asngle Faarian |eft. They had al madeit
out. We got to the tunnel safely, but before ducking inside | remembered something and stopped. |
turned around and looked up toward the Council Circlewhere | had left Abador. | briefly wondered
what he was going to do. It was clear now, Faar was doomed. Did that mean he was going to
trangpire... whatever that meant? Onelook up at the distant platform told me that whatever transpire
meant, it wasn't going to happen. That's because the white marble roof that had protected the Council
Circlewas gone. It must have been knocked over by pieces of thefaling dome. That could only mean
onething - Abador was dead. If he had stayed at the podium, which | was pretty sure he had, then the
crashing marble would surely have killed him. And since nothing € se dramatic had happened to Faar, |
could only assumethat it had gotten him before he had the chance to transpire. My heart went out to the
old man. Hislove for Faar and dll that it stood for was huge. He had saved his people from a horrible
death, but hefailed in hislast important act. After seeing the dome collgpse, he would surely have begun
to transpire but he never got the chance. | felt sad for the man who wasn't able to help Faar through to
thefind destiny that his ancestors had so carefully planned for.  "Uh, Pendragon, can we leave now?"
asked Spader. | turned away from Faar for what was sure to be the last time and followed my friend
into the tunnd. Weran past the empty locker room and right to the spot where we had |eft our gear.
Spader put Uncle Presssair globe down next to hiswater ded.  "You never know, right?' he said.

Y eah. Y ou never know. But you usualy have apretty good idea. | didn't think Uncle Presswould be
needing hisair globe anymore. For amoment time stood still. Seeing that air globe did it. It didn't matter
to methat Faar was crashing down, or that Saint Dane was about to destroy Cloral. All | could think
about for those few secondswasthat | had lost my Uncle Press. After telling everybody € se how they
had to be strong and do the right thing and make tough choices, all | wanted to do was stand there and
cry. Spader must have redlized what | was going through, because he put a hand on my shoulder, and
sad, "Timefor that later, mate. We havetogo."  Right. We were outtathere. We both grabbed our
water deds and headed back through the tunnel. We soon hit the water. It quickly got deep, first
covering our ankles, then our knees, our hips, and then finally became so deegp that we had to Sart
swimming. We popped on our air globes, triggered our water deds and submerged into the waters of the
tunnd.  Luckily thelights were still on so we could see where we were going. It would have been tough
trying to find our way in the pitch black. We sped dong, back through the tunndl, without saying aword.



| can't speak for Spader, but | knew where my thoughts were. Though it looked as if we were about to
escape the destruction of Faar dive, we were about to enter another mess. No doubt waiting for usin the
ocean outside were Saint Dane and hisraiders. | only then redlized that once the dome cracked, the
explosions had stopped. | guess Saint Dane had done al the damage he needed. He had destroyed Faar
and kept the haulers from saving the underwater farms. Hismisson wascomplete.  The sad truth was
that we had failed Clora. Saint Dane's plan for pushing the territory into chaos was about to succeed.
Food would grow scarce, people would fight to get whatever safe supply wasleft, and who knew how
many thousands would die from either starvation or poisoning.  And till, we had to face Saint Dane.
Hewasout there,  waiting for us, | was sure. All we could hope to do now was escape to fight
another day. We swam back to the large rock door that led to the open ocean. The door waswide
open, and why not? Thiswonderful city was history. Why bother to closeit? Spader and | shot out into
open water, not really surewhat wewould find.  "Gotta be careful, mate,” said Spader. "Don't want to
get sucked back into that holeinthedome.”  Good point. There were millions of tons of water flooding
into that hole. It waslike a giant, open drain. It would be easy to get sucked in. | hoped that the Faarians
realized thisand were keeping their distance.  Aswe rode our water deds away from the tunndl to get
away from thedome, | actudly felt adight tug, asif we were swimming againg astrong current. | knew it
wasthe pull of the water being sucked into the hole in the dome. Luckily we were far enough away that
our water deds kept us moving forward and safe. Did | say safe? Y eah, right. Real safe. | looked ahead
and began to see shapes. They were hard to see at first because they weren't much different than the
color of thewater, but the closer we got, the more distinct they became. In afew moments| redlized
what they were. It wasthe people of Faar. There were thousands of them, all floating in the water,
looking back at the coral reef dome that had protected their city and kept it hidden. It was gut wrenching.
These people were now al homeless and stranded in the middle of the ocean.  And we were stranded
right along with them. | began thinking about how we could find the closest habitat and get the word out
to the aguaneersto start picking up these people, when something caught my eye. At first | thought it
was ashadow. But it wasredly big, like a shadow from a cloud when it crossesthe sun. It was far avay
and blurry, so | couldn't tell what it really was. What | could tell for certain was: It was coming toward
us. "Youseethat?' | asked Spader, and pointed toward the moving shadow.  Spader spun around
andlooked. "Never seenany fishthat big,” hesaid. "Maybeit'saschool of fish, or awhde... or..."
Thewords stuck in my throat. As the shadow drew closer, it became very clear how Saint Dane had
attacked Faar. | aso knew why Spader hadn't seen it coming when hewason the surface.  Saint Dane
wasin asubmarine. It was ahuge, black, monstrous-looking craft with aflat bottom and rounded body.
My guesswasthat it fired underwater missiles, just like the battleship he used to attack Gralion. There
was no doubt about it, thiswas aweapon of war, and it was at Saint Dane'scommand.  "About time
you two showed up!" came avoicefrom behindus.  Spader and | both spun around to see four raiders
floating there, each with awater ded and holding speargunsonus.  "Lookslike you werethelast to
leave the party,” onelaughed. "There's somebody wantsto seeyou." Two of theraiders moved to
ether sdeof us, while the other two trailed from behind, guarding us with their spearguns. They motioned
for usto swim aong with them. There was nothing we could do. We were trapped and on our way to
Saint Dane'ssubmarine.  The phonerang next to Mark'sbed.  "Don't answer it," ordered Courtney.
She wastoo involved in Bobby's adventure to stop reading, even for amoment. "I haveto,” answered
Mark. Though he didn't want to. He was afraid of who might becdling. "Hello?' Mark answered
tentatively. "Mark Dimond?' cameafamiliar man'svoice over thephone. "Yes" Mark answered.
Hewasn't giving up any more information than necessary.  "Thisis Captain Hirsch, Mark. Stony Brook
Police” Mark'sheart ingtantly started beating faster. Thiswasit. Thiswasthe call he was dreading.
"Hi, Captain, how are you?' Mark asked, trying to sound more together than hefelt. At the sound
of theword "captain,” Courtney'searspricked up. "Mark, you're aware that there's areward out for
any information that would lead usto finding the Pendragons, right?' Y eah. Twenty-five thousand
dollars” "That'sright. Do you know where Courtney Chetwyndeis? | caled her home but her
parentssaid shewasout." "Well, yeah. Shesherewithme" Helooked at Courtney. Courtney



raised her eyebrows asif to say, "He'sasking about me?" "That'sgood,” Hirsch said. "1 wonder if you
two would mind coming down to the station. There's something here I'd like to show you."  Uh-oh.
Mark thought he knew exactly what Captain Hirsch wanted to show him.  "Uhh... | guess. We'rekind
of inthe middle of something now though.” "How about an hour?" asked Hirsch. "We could send acar
foryou." "Anhour?Uh... y-yeah, okay. | guesswe could befinished in an hour. Y ou have my
address?'  "Yes, | do," answered Hirsch. "Oh, Mark, one more thing. Do you know a guy named
Andy Mitchdl?' That wasit. The door holding back Mark's fears was blown wide open. Andy
Mitchell had stolen Bobby'sjournas and it took him al of one day to take them to the police, figuring
he'd collect the reward money. The only thing that truly surprised Mark about it was that he'd thought it
would take Mitchell aweek to read thosefirst four journds.  "Mark, you till there?'  "Y-Yeah, I'm
here” "Doyou know Andy Mitchell?Isheafriend of yours?' Two completely different questions.
Mark wondered what Mitchell had said to the police about their relationship. He wondered if Mitchell
admitted that he was a bully who had blackmailed Mark into showing him the journds, only to sted them
and turn them in for areward. No, Mitchell probably didn't go into that kind of detail. "Yes, | know
him. But he'snot exactly afriend of mine” "Okay then, well seeyouinanhour.” "Bye" Hehung up
thephone. "That was Hirsch? What did he want?' asked Courtney.  "He wants usto come down to
the station to show us something.” "Did hesay what itwas?' "No," answered Mark. "He's sending a
car herein an hour. | figured wed be finished reading by then."  Mark's mind raced. The dramawith
Andy Mitchdl was going to end in an hour, one way or another. But as anxious as that made him, it didn't
even come close to the dramathat was playing out on the pages of Bobby'sjourna.  Courtney said, "'l
don't want to think about the police until wefinish. My mind's not there. That okay?' That
wasmorethan okay with Mark. His mind wasn't there either. He didn't want to have to discuss Andy
Mitchell or the missing journasor hisbeing anidiot who got blackmailed until they found out what
happened to Bobby and Spader and Uncle Press.  "Yeah," Mark answered. "We gottaread.” Mark
got back on the bed. He and Courtney stretched out on their ssomachs, side by side, with thejournd in
front of them, ready to discover what happened on that dark day under the oceans of Cloral.
CLORAL Y ou'd think things couldn't have gotten any worse than they were at this moment: Faar
wasdestroyed. Its entire population was now homeless and floating in the ocean. All but one of the
haulers were stuck under tons of water and rubble, unable to save the underwater farms of Clora. Uncle
Press, Kaladoo, and several Faarians were trapped down there aswell. If they weren't dead aready, they
would besoon.  And now Spader and | were being escorted into an ominous-looking submarine full of
killer raidersthat was commanded by Saint Dane.  Asthe raiders brought us toward the hovering sub,
| said to Spader, "I didn't know they had theseon Cloral."  "Same aswith the battle cruiser,” answered
Spader. "Warships were built long ago in case there was aterritory war between the habitats. They never
had to use them, and afew were hijacked by raiders”  "Quiet!" shouted one of our guards. It now
made sense. Saint Dane was able to fire underwater missles at Faar. He just kept pounding away at the
dome until it couldn't takeit anymore. We were now directly underneath thiswar machine. | wasn't
sure where we were going until | saw alarge door dide open in the bottom of the hull. It led upto a
large, flooded chamber. It was probably big enough to bring atruck insde. Theraidersdirected usto
swimup and in. | looked into the black chamber above me and stopped. | didn't want to board this evil
boat. But asharp jab in my ribs from araider's spear-gun told me we didn't have a choice. So Spader
and | swvam up ingde Saint Dane's city-killing submarine.  Wefloated in this dark chamber whilethe
hull door did closed below us. We were now ingde, in pitch darkness. A hissof air told me that they
were pumping the water out of the chamber. It didn't take long. Soon we were standing on the hull door
that had just closed. The water leve kept going down until the chamber was dry. That'swhen the lights
kicked on and | saw something that made this horrible Stuation evenworse.  Sitting next to usin this
large chamber was the one and only hauler that had been launched from Faar. Saint Dane must have
captured it the ingtant it |eft the underwater city. Thiswastotaly depressing. Now there was no chance
for any of the underwater farms. Saint Dane had won acomplete victory. He didn't leave any loose ends.
| looked to Spader, who seemed as deflated as| was.  "Drop your gear!" ordered one of the



raiders. Wetook off our air globes and dropped our water deds. "L et'sgo. Heswaiting for you,"
commanded thesameraider.  With another jab in the side from his speargun, Spader and | were
escorted out of this chamber and through the submarine to meet Saint Dane. | had never beenina
submarine a home. | had only seen pictures and movies. But compared to the high-tech subsfrom
Second Earth, this vehicle looked pretty smple. | expected to see dl sorts of tubes and pipes and valves
all over the place, but there were none. It was cramped and the walkways were narrow, just like you'd
imagine, but there were very few signs of the technology that ran the thing. It was just like walking down
anarrow corridor, with rooms off to either sde. | guess that made sense. The Clorans definitely had
water technology down cold.  Suddenly there was ajolt. The submarine shuddered and we al nearly
lost our balance. "What wasthat?' | asked. "We're surfacing,” answered one of the raiders. "Keep
moving." Wegot to aladder that led up. Two raiders went up first, followed by us, followed by the
other two. They were taking no chances with us. | wasn't exactly sure why. It wasn't like we were going
anywhere.  Theladder led us up to what looked like the control room of the sub. Again, it wasn't as
high-tech looking as the submarines we know. Therewere two raiders Sitting at dua steering whedls
forward. Three other raiders manned various control stations. I'm sure one of them controlled the
weapons that were fired at the city of Faar. There was only one other person there, and I'm sure you can
figure out who that was. It was Roder, the pirate pilot. Of course, we knew that it wasredly Saint
Dane. He stood between the two guys steering, looking out of a narrow window at the underwater
seascgpe. "Wefound only two,” said one of theraidersto him.  Saint Daneturned to us.

"Welcome aboard, my friends," he said with awarm smile. "l just love the toys they've got here on
Clord, dontyou?' Wedidn't say anything. What wasthe point?| glanced at Spader and saw that he
was grinding histeeth in anger. His hatred for Saint Dane because of what he did to Spader's father had
come flooding back. | redly hoped he wouldn't do anything stupid.  "And whereismy friend, Press?’
he asked. "Not still on Faar, | hope" | didn't answer. But Saint Dane walked up to me and looked me
right inthe eye. I didn't want him to think that he scared me, so | looked right back at him. 1t waslike he
was searching my mind. After afew seconds he shook hishead dowly.  "It'sdl in your eyes,
Pendragon,” he said. "Pressisdead. | am sorry. He was aworthy adversary, but as|'vetold you before,
| cannot be beaten. Thisistheway itwasmeanttobe” "No, itisnt,” | shot back at him. | couldn't
stand hearing those words. "Clord isn't doneyet."  Saint Dane chuckled like | was some kind of stupid
kid who didn't know what he was talking about. | hated that. Mostly because hewasright.  "Isthat
what you think?" he asked. "L et me show you something.”  He pointed forward and | now saw light
outside through the window. We were no longer underwater.  "All clear,” announced one of the raiders
at thecontrols. A raider who had been guarding us stepped to the rear of the control room to around
door inthewall. Therewasawhed on the door that he spun to disengage the locking mechanism. He
then pulled the door in onitshinges and sunlight flooded into the submarine.  "Please” said Saint Dane,
gesturing for usto go outside. | walked to the door and stepped out, followed by Spader. The
control room was insde the tower above the main body of the sub, so when we went outside, we
stepped right onto the top of the hull. The sub was big. I'm guessing from the bow to thetail it was about
fifty yardslong. The control tower was about two-thirds of the way forward. | dso noticed that there
werelong gunsjutting from the control tower. They weren't asbig asthe battle cruiser's, but I'm sure they
werejust asdeadly.  Saint Dane walked past us and strode toward the bow of the ship.  "Come," he
ordered.  Spader and | had no choice but to follow. Saint Dane walked dmost to the bow of the ship
and the three of us stood there, done.  "Do you seethat?' heasked. Welooked ahead and | didn't
see anything at firgt, but once our eyes adjusted to the light, we saw what he was talking about. It was a
giant whirlpool. And | mean, giant. There was no question asto what was causing it. Thiswas the spot
directly above the shattered dome of Faar. The swirling water was pouring into the doomed city, cresting
this monstrous whirlpool. Saint Dane stood there with hisarmsfolded in front of him, smiling, enjoying his
handiwork.  Spader said, "Whereare- " but Saint Dane held up hishand to quiet him.  "Please, a
moment more,” hesaid. Weall looked back to the swirling water to see that he wasright. A few
moments later the whirlpool stopped. The water was till for amoment, and then agiant bubble of air



erupted onthesurface.  "That'sit," Spader said softly. "Good-bye, Faar." It was heart-wrenching.
That bubble of air was Faar's last gasp. The city was now completely underwater. The ocean surface
wasonceagaindill.  Saint Danethenturnedtous.  "Now, what were you saying?' he asked Spader
politdly. "Wherearethepilotsfromthehauler?’ Saint Dane waved hishand asif thiswere an
inggnificant detail.  "We threw them back inthe sea," he said. "Two small little fish of no consequence.
But they did hdp usquiteabit.” "How'sthat?' | asked. "The moment we saw them launch from
Faar, we knew the exact spot to target our missies and cripple their fleet. No more bubble boats
emerged,” he added with alaugh. "So we must have been successful!” ™Y ou trapped a dozen men
down therel™ Spader spat out inanger.  "And destroyed the heart and soul of Clora,” Saint Dane
replied camly. "Not bad for an afternoon's work, don't you think?' | could fed Spader'stension. He
was out of hismind nutswith hatred for Saint Dane and was ahair away from lunging at him. But that
would have been ahuge mistake. So | put ahand on his shoulder. Spader jumped. Heredlly wasaraw
nerve. "Camdown," | said as softly aspossible.  Spader forced himsdf to take a breath and
seemed tordax abit.  "Pendragon, | am impressed,” said Saint Dane. ™Y ou've grown wiser since our
adventure on Denduron.” "I beat you on Denduron,” | shot back.  "So you think," Saint Dane said.
"Honestly, do you redly think | carewhich territory ismy first domino? Clord will do just asnicdly as
Denduron. As| told you before, oncethefirs fdls, therest will tumbleinturn.”  "Clora hasn't fdlen,”
Spader spat out.  "But it will," Saint Danereplied smugly. "Eventudly they will find away to purify the
crops, but not before thousands have died and thousands more go to war. It was a delicate balance here,
with all the habitats existing together. But now with Faar gone, the scalejust tipped.”  Saint Danethen
waked over to me and leaned down. Our eyes were on the same level and he was so close | could smell
his breath. It was sour. | wasn't surprised. But | wouldn't back off. Noway. "ltisal happening exactly
as| planned,” he said softly. "Even if you managed to stop me here, | would smply move on to another
territory. Y ou have no ideawhat iswaiting for you, Pendragon. If you continue to fight me, you will
certainly go theway of dl the pitiful Travelerswho came before. Isthat what you want? Do you want to
dieinfutility like Spader'sfather? Or Osa? Or Press?’  Thislast comment stung, but | wouldn't let him
know it. "Theoffer dill stands, Pendragon,” he said with atempting smile. "When Halais mine, there
will be grand rewards for those who helped me. Y ou seem to enjoy splashing around Clord. I'll giveit to
you. Do what you want with it. Restore their farms, make Spader an admird, be their hero, make them
love you. Whatever you want. It would be so easy and the fight would be over. What do you think?"

Thisisgoing to be hard to explain, but at that moment something changed for me. Yes, | was ill
afraid of Saint Dane. | till didn't know much about being a Traveler or even why | was chosen to be
one. Therewas till aton for meto learn, but at that moment, something became very clear and it filled
me with asense of confidencethat | hadn't felt since, well, since | was on the basketba| court at Stony
Brook. "Youwant to know what | think?' | asked Saint Dane. "I think if you truly knew what was
going to happen, if you redly bdieved thiswas dl part of your plan and that you couldn't be beaten, then
you wouldn't keep begging meto joinyou." Saint Daneblinked. | saw it. | had hitanerve.  "What
do | think?" | added. "1t might not be here, it might not be today or even on thisterritory, but for thefirst
time since | met you on Second Earth, | think that when thisisal over, I'll bethe onewho's
beatenyou. .. becausethatisthe way it'ssupposed to be”  Something clicked in Saint Dane's eyes. It
wasn't huge. He didn't gasp or shout or anything like that, but | saw it: Saint Dane was afraid of me. |
wassureof it.  Thetwo of us stood there for amoment, not knowing who would make the next move.
And that'swhen | heard it. It was afar-off sound and hard to make out. But it was definitely asound |
had heard before. It was afaint whistling sound. It was coming closer, too. Fast. Where had | heard it
before? It took me exactly two secondsto remember. | turned to Spader and shouted, "Incoming!”

| grabbed him and dove down onto the deck. An instant |ater the submarine was rocked by an
explosion. The control tower was hit by awater missile - just like the onesthat Saint Dane had launched
on Grdlion. The sound | heard wasthat of anincoming bomb.  Boom, boom! Two more missiles hit the
control tower and the submarine rocked in the water. But where was this attack coming from?

"Look!" shouted Spader, pointing off the port side of the sub. | looked and saw such awonderful



sght, for amoment | thought | was dreaming. But it was no dream. It was afleet of speeder boats full of
aguaneers, and they were attacking.  "Hobey, Pendragon! It's Y enza," Spader laughed. "Shewasa
step ahead of us”  That had to be the answer. When we didn't resurface, Wu Y enzamust have gone to
get her rescue team. And they were coming in full force. Some of the speeders|ooked more like gun
ships. They weren't as big asthe battle cruiser, but they would definitely stand up to this submarine,

Therewasfrantic activity on the deck of the submarine.  "Divel" shouted Saint Dane. "Get us
below!" A raider shouted, "Sir, we can't!" He pointed to the control tower and sure enough, the first
few misslesfrom Y enzas aguaneers had blown aholein the skin of the tower. If they tried to dive,
they'd sink. Saint Dane looked at the damage, then spun to look back at the approaching fleet. He
looked angry. | liked that. When he got angry, it meant things weren't going hisway, and that didn't
happentoo often.  "Theguns!" he commanded. "WEell fight them off."  He then ran aong the deck
and disappeared into the control tower. Spader and | were |€eft flat out on the deck. Saint Dane no longer
cared about us. And why should he? We weretargetstoo. "Timeto go, mate," said Spader. "Let'sdip
over thesdeand well swimforit."  Three more missiles struck near the sub, sending up waves of
water that splashed over us. The raiders were now on the guns and firing back. Thiswasgoingto bea
fierce battle - a natty-do, as Spader would put it - and | didn't want to be floating in the water in the
middleof it. "I have abetter idea,” | said. | got up and ran back toward the control tower. Two
more shots hit the hull, rocking the sub and nearly knocking me off. But Spader caught me and kept me
going. "Noplacetorun, Pendragon,” hesaid. "Surethereis" | answered. | ran inside the control
tower. Spader wasright after me.  We had to push past abunch of raiders who were scrambling to get
to their battle stations. They didn't care about us anymore. Remember, they were raiders. They knew
nothing of Saint Dane's grand plan to conquer al the territories and control Halla. All they knew was that
they were being attacked.  Even Saint Dane wanted afight. He stood at his station, barking orders,
turning the submarine so it wouldn't be such awide target. If there were ever atimeto get out of there, it
wasnow. | led Spader back the way we came, down the ladder into the hull of the ship and back
toward the water tank we arrived in. | figured there was only one way we could get off thissub and
survive in open water. We had to get to the hijacked hauler.  Aswe ran through the submarine we kept
getting knocked around by the force of the misslesthat were hitting the hull. Y enzawas redlly pouring it
on. That was cool, aslong as Spader and | were off by the time she sent it to the bottom the same way
shehadthebattle cruiser.  Luckily it'skind of hard to get lost in a submarine, so we found the tank
chamber pretty easily. When | threw the door open and we saw the hauler, Spader smiled.  "Why
didn't | think of this?' helaughed with surprise.  "You know how it works?' | asked.  "Pendragon, if
it movesinthewater, | candriveit” "Okay," | said. "But canyou get it out of here?' Spader gave
mea"don't ask dumb questions’ ook, and ran for the hauler.  "Get our gear, then go over to those
levers" heingtructed as he climbed up onto the bubble.  As Spader lowered himself into the bubble, |
ran to get our air globes and water deds. | grabbed them all, then threw each up to Spader, who stood
with half of hisbody out of thetop of thebubble. "Now what?' | asked. "Four levers" hesaid.
"One floods the chamber, another emptiesit, third opens the hatch, fourth closesthe hatch. We don't
have to flood the chamber because were aready on top of water. The pressure keepsthe water out. All
we haveto do is open the hatch, and weregone.”  "Okay, which lever opensthe hatch?'  "Haobey,
Pendragon. | don't knoweverything!" He then dipped into the bubble and started powering up. This
was the old Spader, the one | knew before hisfather waskilled. It felt good. | went to the four levers.
None of them were marked. There was only one way to figure out which was the right one. | had to call
upon al my Traveler experience and specid powersto figureit out. It'scalled... "Eenie, meenie,
miney...mo\l pulled on "mo" and with agrinding screech, the floor began to move. The hatch door was
diding open! Go, mo! Unfortunately, as soon as the hatch began to open, it set off an darm. A shrill,
blaring horn blew, which said only one thing: " Someoneistrying to escapein the hauler.” My guesswas
at least one of the raiderswould cometo find out who it was.  "Better hop in," Spader shouted. | ran
across the moving floor and leaped on to the bubble craft. | dangled my legs down into the cockpit
and was just about to drop in when Spader said, "Hold on, mate. We gottareleasefirst.” Hewas



right. Thefloor hatch was now dl the way open, but the hauler wasn't free. The craft was suspended
from two hooks that kept us dangling over the water below.  "So how dowerelease?' | asked. "I'd
say you should swing that lever right there.”  Sure enough, therewas alever right over my head. |
grabbed it, pulled it toward me and - whoa! The hauler fell free and splashed down in the water. | lost
my baance and fdll into the globe, right in Spader'slap.  "Thanksfor droppin' in, mate," Spader said.
"Close'er up, please.” | stood up and pulled the bubble closed over us. With Spader in the left pilot's
seat and meintheright, wewereready togo.  That'swhen the door to the chamber flew open and
tworadersjumpedinwithguns. "Dive, please” | said.  "Right!"  Spader hit four toggle switches,
air bubbles hissed through the water around us and we began to sink. The raiders shouldered their rifles
and took aim. All | could hope was that the bubble on this hauler was strong enough to take adirect shot
from awater rifle. | didn't have long to wonder. The raiders opened fire on us. | ducked, expecting the
bubble to shatter to pieces. But it didn't. Their water bullets splattered against the clear shield without
leaving SO much as a scratch. Score another one for the genius of the people from Faar.  We were now
amost submerged. The raiders had stopped firing and watched us helplesdy as we sank below the
surface.  Then, just before the water closed over us, someone el se entered the tank room. It was Saint
Dane. For aningtant | actudly thought | saw alook of worry on hisface. That'sthe last image | saw of
him, then we dipped underwater.  Spader took control of the vehiclelike he had been ahauler pilot his
whole life. We descended well below the submarine, then he hit the throttle and we | eft the dark shadow
behind. "What about the big guns?' | asked. "The ones they used on Faar. They can blow Y enzas
boats out of thewater.” "They can, but they won't,” Spader answered. "They only firewhenit's
submerged. Y enza knowswhat she's doing, al right. She nailed that control tower so they can't
submerge again. Saint Dane made a big mistake. On the surface, he's no match for my mates. There's
only oneproblem.” "What'sthat?' "It'sgoing to be over too fast. | want to join up with them and
take a couple of shots at Saint Dane mysalf before the natty-do'sal done!™ | looked back at the dark
submarine. If Spader wasright, the battle above was as good as over. Y enzawould handle the raiders,
and with alittle luck, Saint Dane would go down with his ship. | was no longer worried about what was
happening up there. My thoughts were e sewhere entirely. So | reached forward and killed the engines.

"Hobey, mate, whatreyou doing?" "You redly know how to pilot thisthing?' | asked serioudly.
"Don't get dl macho aguaneer on me. | want thetruth.”  "Thisisafine piece of machinery," he sad,
looking around. "It's way more advanced than anything I've ever seen. But that just makesit easier. All
modesty aside, | can movethislittle beauty through amile of kelp and not breek asingleleaf.” My mind
wasworking hard, figuring the possibilities.  "What are you thinking, Pendragon?' Spader asked. "Y ou
think we should start dumping this cargo over some of thefarms?*  "Good ideg, but no,” | said. "We
can do thet later. Right now, | got something dseinmind.” "What?' "l want to go after Uncle
Press”  Spader's eyes opened wide with surprise. He hadn't expected meto say that.  "Hobey,
mate!" he said in awe. "Do you know how dangerous that would be?Y ou're talking about finding our
way down through that submerged city; poking through who knows what that's floating around in there
waiting to get usall tangled up and trapped. Then if werelucky enough to makeit to the bottom wed
have to dig through the pile of rubble that's covering the door with amechanical arm we've never used
before and for al we know can't even lift that kind of weight. And it'sal on the chance that Pressand the
others are fill dive down there. Do you know that'swhat youreasking?'  "Uh... yeah, that pretty
muchsumsitup.” "Yourecrazy!" hesad. A moment later, heamiled. "l likethat." "Thenwhy are
wedtll here?'  Spader fired the engines back up, banked hard to the right, dipped the nose, and we
were on our way back toward the coral reef for onelast visit to the city of Fear. CLORAL

Descending into Faar wasn't exactly like diving into the unknown. We had just come from there. But
to say that things had changed alittle would be amajor understatement. We sort of knew the geography
of the place, but now that it was underwater it would be like traveling through the dangerousingdes of a
giant sunken ship. The whole space would befilled with water and that meant stuff would be floating al
around.  Still, I didn't think we had a choice. There were a dozen Faarians down there who could still
be alive, and Uncle Presswas with them. We had to giveit atry.  Spader drove the hauler back



toward the cora reef that was the dome over Faar. He kept making dight maneuvers he didn't need to so
he could get used to the controls of the hauler. Smart idea. Better to get totaly familiar with the craft out
here in open water than down in the murky depths.  Aswe approached the cord reef, | looked for the
hole that Saint Dane had blown open. 1t would be our doorway into Faar. It wasn't hard to find. There
werelong, pardle lines dug into the reef that must have been caused by the huge volume of water that
was pulled acrossit as it was sucked toward the hole. It was like aroad map. All we had to do was
followit. A few momentslater we both saw our goal. The huge, jagged hole stood out like ablack
scar on the reef. 1t looked even bigger up close than it had from down below. Spader stopped the hauler
just shy of the edge and we hovered there, looking at the damage in silence. A moment later something
floated up from down below. It was awhite tunic, the kind the people of Faar wayswore. The piece of
clothing rippled and moved in the current. It looked like alondly spirit leaving the city forever.

"Pendragon, | want to get 'em out as bad asyou do,” Spader said. "But we haveto be smart. If it'sa
tum-tigger down there, well haveto pull out.” "l understand,” | said.  Spader then pushed thelittle
sub forward and soon we were hovering directly over the middle of the black hole. He looked to me. |
nodded. "Let'sgiveitago,” hesad. Hetoggled aswitch onthe control panel and we began to sink
sraight down. We passed the jagged edge of the hole, dropping from the bright blue-green of the ocean
into the dark tomb of the sunken city. Wefirst traveled through adebrisfield of clothes, books, and
memories. Everything on Faar that wasn't attached was free to float around. There were constant bangs
and thumps againgt the bubble of the hauler aswe knocked into al thislost junk. | hateto call it junk
though, because not long ago these were important possessions. We passed |ots of clothing and dishes
and we even saw asmadl dall that a child must have left behind. That one was tough. It made me think of
my little sster, Shannon.  Soon it got so dark | lost all sense of direction. | couldn't tell up from down
or if wewereeven moving. "Must be somelights on thisbeauty,” Spader said.  That wasimportant.
We had to descend quite aways before we reached the peak of Faar's mountain, but before we got
there we needed some kind of light to guide us or we'd surely crash into it. Spader scanned the control
pand and choseaswitch. "Let'stry thisone” Hetoggled the switch and ingtantly a series of lights
gprang to life below the bubble. They weren't headlights, but they sent out a bright cocoon that allowed
usto seeafew yardsin every direction. It wasn't much, but at least now we would know if we were
about to hit something. | lookedto my rightand-  "Ahhh!" | screamed, and nearly jJumped into
Spader'slap. It wasone of the portraits from the corridor leading to the Council Circle of Faar. | was
garing out a a stern-looking guy who gazed right back at mewith asour puss.  "It'slike diving through
an underwater junkyard,” Spader said.  "Orgraveyard,”l added. The portrait floated away and | got
my nerves back under control. Spader tried another switch and this time another light kicked on. This
one was attached outside of the bubble on my side. It was the headlight we were looking for. Excellent.

"Try that knob there,” Spader instructed.  Next to my right arm were two controllers that looked like
video gamejoydticks. | grabbed the smaler of the two and moved it. Sure enough, the searchlight outside
moved too. We had found our eyes! "L et's see where were going, then,”" instructed Spader.  We
could only see what the headlight was shining on. Everything beyond fell off into darkness. | directed the
light forward and we got our first view of thetop of Faar's mountain. It appeared out of the distance like
aghogt. It wasan incredibly eerie sight. Luckily the water was pretty clear. | expected there to be sand
kicked up and floating around, but it wasn't too bad. Also, the layer of junk seemed to have thinned ouit.
Most everything that could float was headed to the surface. We were now traveling below the debris
fidd. "Let'sget moving," said Spader, and we plunged deeper.  The best thing about having the lights
was that we could navigate. Spader dropped the nose of the hauler so we weren't sinking blindly
anymore. We had to descend in circles, like a corkscrew, so that we could drop as straight down as
possible. "l want to see something,” | said and pointed to our left.  Spader directed the hauler to
where | pointed and soon our headlight was moving across the platform that had held the Council Circle.
As| described before, the marble roof had been knocked off when the water began to flood through the
dome. It was on its side now, haf covering the platform. The round symbol of Faar had broken off and it
lay on the platform, cracked in two pieces. How's that for symbolism? Most of the marble pillars ill



ringed the platform, but they no longer had anything to hold up. A few had tumbled over, and now
crisscrossed on top of oneanother.  "Closer," | asked, and Spader dropped usin for a better |ook.

We were now hovering only afew feet above the platform. | played the light over the wrecked surface
until I saw exactly what | was looking for, but hoped | wouldn't find. The podium that held the four
crysta controls had been knocked over. 1t was il functioning because the yellow crystal continued to
blink. Even now it was sounding the larm to evacuate Faar. But that's not what | was looking for.

"Oh, no," Spader said sadly. He had just seenittoo. From beneath the toppled celling, an arm was
reaching out. There was no doubt in my mind that it was Abador. He had stayed at his post until the end
and was killed when the marble dome crashed down. It seemed as though in hislast moments he was
reaching for the control podium in the desperate attempt to transpire. He had failed. Of courseit was
tragedy enough that this brave man had died, but | hated to think that he died knowing he had failed. |
could only hope that he knew that Faar had been safely evacuated.  "Let'smove on,” Spader said with
respect. | nodded and he steered the hauler away so we could continue our descent into Faar. All the
way down | kept the headlight trained in front of us, looking for any danger in our way. We passed by
some familiar sghts. We saw the pathways we had waked along. We saw the entrance to our escape
tunnd and dl the smaler entrances that led deep into Faar's mountain. As of now the crushing water
hadn't done any major damage to the city. The buildings seemed intact and the paths weren't washed
away. Thiswas great news because if some of these big marble buildings had fallen down and piled on
top of the hauler hangar, this rescue would be over beforeit got going. | had abrief feding likewe
were insde one of those snow globes that you shook to create a storm. | wondered how long it would
take for erosion to start doing itsworst. Eventualy the city would turn to sand, but for now it wasintact.
It was hard to believe that only a short time ago it had been completely dry and busy with
people. "Therewego!" announced Spader. We were nearing the hauler hangar. | was thrilled to see
that it looked pretty much the same as when we saw it last. The building hadn't collapsed under the
weight of the water. There wasthe pile of dome rubblein front of the entrance, but other than that
nothing new had falen down that would stop us from getting through. Now the question was whether the
mechanica arm could movethe stuff away.  Spader put the hauler down on the same path we had run
aong just awhile ago. Welanded so gently that only asmall cloud of ssnd waskickedup. "Giveita
go, mate," hesaid. He meant the mechanical arm. | grabbed the other joystick that was at my right arm
and twisted it. The mechanical sound around us proved the arm was activated and working. The long,
white tube of an arm had about four joints so it could move in pretty much any direction. On the end was
alarge, white mechanical hand. It had three fingers and athumb, like Fred Hintstone. Swiveling the
joystick made the arm move easlly. It took me al of thirty secondsto figure out how to moveit. Findly |
discovered that pulling the trigger on the joystick made the hand close shut. | maneuvered thearm out in
front of the hauler, brought the hand back, and right in front of Spader, released the trigger so the hand
opened wide- and waved at him.  Spader laughed.  "lguessyou'vegot it figured out,” hesaid. |
wastotally ready to begin the excavation.  Spader gently lifted the hauler off the bottom and got usin
position over the pile of rubblein front of the hangar entrance.  "Go dow," he said. "Once you grab on
toapiece, I'll pull usback. | gotta be careful though, 1 don't want to start kicking up sand or well be
blind down here" | rubbed my hands together, grabbed the joystick, and made my first attempt. |
reached the long arm out and found asmall piece of rubble. Thiswasjust atest. | maneuvered the hand
over the chunk, squeezed the trigger, and the hand clamped on. | then lifted the piece away and dropped
itoff tothesde. "That was spiff," said Spader, asif he expected it to beharder.  "Let'stry something
alittle bigger,” | said with confidence. | saw achunk of cora sticking out of the pile. It looked perfect
to grab on to. Spader didn't even have to move the hauler. | eased the arm over toward it and latched on
with no trouble. But as| tried to pull back, there was some seriousresistance.  "It'snot moving,” | said.

"Let'suse hauler power," said Spader.  He started to ease the hauler backward, but the piece ill
wouldn't budge. Spader hit the throttle, the engines whined, but still the piece wouldn't budge.  Spader
said, "Maybeyou shouldtry asmdler-"  Suddenly the piece broke free, and so did the pile of rubble.
It seemed asif half the pile had been leaning againg this onelittle piece and when we pulled it loosg, it



was like pulling acard out from the bottom of ahouse of cards. Huge pieces of dome tumbled toward us
and hit the bubble of the hauler. Theimpact knocked us back and we twisted over on our side. Then
another piece hit us from the other side and spun us back the other way. Sand was swirling everywhere.
It wasimpossible to see. Then with ajolt, we hit the bottom on our side and two more heavy piecesfdl
down on us. There was nothing we could do but hold our breath and hope we wouldn't spring aleak.
Wefinally ended up on our sde with abunch of broken domeall over us.  "Wrong piece,” said
Spader. "Yeah, nokidding." Wedidn't move for awhile and let the sand settle so we could see
what the deal was. | was convinced we were now pinned here on the bottom of Faar and was aready
making plansto put on our air globes and abandon ship, when Spader gently gunned the engine. | was
thrilled to see we could move. He dowly backed us away from the pile of rubbleand let it fal downin
front of us. We were completely free now, so Spader righted us and we were hovering once again.

"Let's pick our pieces abit more scientificaly thistime, right?' Spader said. | gave him asideways
"givemeabreak" look, then started scanning the pile of rubble to choose my next victim. After what had
just happened, it was obvious that this wasn't going to be a quick task. We were going to have to start at
the top and only move pieces that were completely clear. We couldn't afford to have another collapse.
Thiswas going to be like playing agame of Jenga. .. aredlydangerousgame of Jenga  So we went
about the painstaking task of moving the pile. Of course thelittle pieces were easy. The bigger pieces
took alot more power. One good thing was that because we were underwater, they were alot lighter
than they would have been on land. Many of these pieceswere wide, thick chunks of materia that
withstood centuries of pressure. We pulled off afew pieces that were bigger than acar. | was afraid
those pieces would be too much for the hauler, but the little vehicle proved time and again that it was up
to the task. | don't know how long we were digging. It could have been hours. | tried to focus on
thejob and not think about the worst, which was that we were too late for Uncle Press and the Faarians.

Finally, with onefind tug from the hauler, we pulled over ahuge chunk of dome and revedled the
doorway tothehangar. "Yeah!" | shouted. "Hobey!" added Spader. It was unbelievable that we
had gotten thisfar. But our victory celebration was short-lived because dmost immediately our thoughts
went on to the next step. We had no ideawhat we were going to find beyond that door.  "Uh-oh,” said
Spader ominoudy. | hated "uh-oh." Nothing good ever happened after "uh-oh.” Hepointedtoa
gash that was cut in the wall that must have been made by afaling piece of dome. The gash was s0 hig, it
went right through the wall. That meant that as soon asthe rising water got high enough, it would have
flooded the hangar. We could only hope that the Faarians had their swim-skins, and that they could
buddy-breathe with Uncle Press. If not, the hauler hangar was now atomb.  Spader gently touched the
throttle and the hauler eased closer to the door. | shone the headlight on it S0 we could see exactly what
we had to dedl with. The door itself was bent. | hoped that didn't mean it was jammed or anything. |
reached for the joystick of the mechanica arm and was about to go after the door handle, when
something caught my eye. It was aflicker of movement. | quickly looked to seethat it had come from the
gashinthewall. Something was moving inthere!  "Don't stop now," said Spader with excitement. Hed
seenittoo. | had to force mysdlf to keep cam. We were too close now for meto blow it by doing
something dumb. So | dowly moved the mechanica arm over to the handle and grabbed on. | tried to tug
it open using just thearm, but it wouldn't budge. "Back it up,” | saidto Spader. Theenginesof the
hauler began to whine. But the door still wouldn't budge. Spader throttled up. | could hear the engines
grain, but the door wouldn't move.  "I'mgoing to redly gunit,” said Spader. "If the door pops, release
itquickor-" Crack! Thedoor gaveway. | instantly released the trigger and we went sailing
backward. Spader threw on the water brakes and stopped us before we dammed into anything from
behind. "Go back, go back!" | shouted.  Spader reversed the engines and we moved right back to
the hangar and to the now open door. | shonethe light on it, hoping that whoever wasinside would seeit
and know that this was the way out. We hovered there, and waited.  "C'mon,” | begged. "C'mon!"

"We saw something movein there, right?' Spader asked.  "Yeah, | thought that - look!"

Something moved insde the open door! | held my bresth. Was someone till divein there, or wasit a
floating corpse?  Then aFaarian in agreen swimskin poked his head out of the doorway. He was dive!



He held his hand up to shield hiseyesfrom our bright light and looked around the sunken city in wonder.
He then gave awave, and with akick, began swimming to the surface. | couldn't stop smiling. We had
saved at least one of the Faarians, but were there more? And what about Uncle Press?  One by one,
more Faariansin swimskins began to float out of the door and swim to the surface. It was kind of eerie.
They were like green ghogts floating up and out of agrave. Then again, thiswasn't agrave. Thisbuilding
had saved them from being crushed and drowned - or drowned and crushed. It wasn't atomb at al; it
wastheir lifeboat. | kept waiting to see Uncle Press. Since he didn't have hisair globe, | expected to
see him emerge from the doorway while buddy-breathing with one of the Faarians. But after counting
fourteen swimmers, there was no Uncle Press. | started to get nervous again. Could al the Faarians have
survived because they had swimskins, but Uncle Press have died because he didn't have the right gear?
That wasn't fair. But still, nobody elsewas coming out! | wasall set to put on my air globe and figure out
away to get out of this hauler to go look for him, when aknock came on the outside of the bubble. |
turned to my right and came face-to-face with aFaarian inaswimskin. "Ahhh!" | jumped again.  Since
the skins completely covered their heads, they were kind of creepy looking. Imagine Spider-man asa
frog, and you'd pretty much have aFaarianinaswimskin.  Thisguy clung to the bubble of the hauler
and was pointing at something. "What does he want?' Spader asked. "He'stryingtotell us
something,” | said.  The Faarian was pointing to something inside the hauler, behind my head. | spun
around and saw that perched on ahook behind my seat was a pair of headphones. Spader had a pair
behind him aswell. | pointed to the headphones and |ooked at the Faarian. Henodded.  Spader and |
both shrugged and put the headphoneson.  We then looked back to the Faarian and heard afamiliar
voice say, "What took you solong?" ItwasUnclePresst  "Yeah! All right! Hobey-ho!" we shouted.
Spader and | were over the moon. | guess the Faarians had an extraskinsuit inthehangar.  "How did
you end up with thishauler?' Uncle Pressasked.  "Long story,” | answered.  "How bad isit?" he
asked. "Faar isunderwater," | said. "Saint Dane blew a hole in the dome. But the entire city was
evacuated. Asfar as| know there was only one casualty - the old man from the Council of Faar. What
about the other haulers? Were they launched?'  "No, they're dl till inthere,” Uncle Presssaid. "The
outsde doorswere buried."  That was horrible news. The underwater farms of Clora couldn't be
saved. Saint Danewas gtill goingtowin.  "We should get out of here, mates," said Spader. "Find
something to hang on to, Press. Well giveyou aride” Uncle Press couldn't get insde the hauler
because we were watertight. He would have to hitch aride to the surface. He found a spot behind the
bubble and grabbed on.  "Watch out,” | said. "Theresalot of junk floating around."  Spader pushed
thethrottle, lifted the nose and we began our final ascent from Faar. We had to go dowly because we
didn't want Uncle Pressto get swept off. Besides, weweren't in any hurry. It gave metimetofill himin
on al that had happened since we split up. The hard truth hit him the same asit did me. We had totaly
failed. The underwater farms were still producing poison crops, Faar was destroyed, and Cloral was
on the verge of chaos. Even if Y enza had acomplete victory over Saint Dane topside, it wouldn't matter.
Thedamagewasdone. Thethree of usfdl slent during our find stage of the ascent. | wanted to take
onelast look around at the city that died trying to be the salvation of Clora. Thelast chapter in the legend
of the Lost City of Faar was atragic one. And no figure was more tragic than poor Abador, Senior to
the Council of Faar, who died trying to fulfill hisdestiny. Whatever transpire was, it would never happen.
Instead it would be just one more unexplained mystery inthe myth.  That's when athought cameto me.
"Stop," | commanded. "What?' "Stopright here" | said.  Spader stopped our ascent and we
hovered in midwater. "What's up, Bobby?' asked Uncle Press.  "Faar isdead. There's nothing we
can do to save it. And there's nothing we can do to bring the rest of the haulers up to save the crops,
right?" "Yeah, that's about how the day has gone," said Spader. "What'syour point?' "My pointis
therésnothing dsetolose” ™Y ou getting philosophical on us, or isthisleading somewhere?’ Uncle
Press asked from outside the hauler. "I think we should take it al the way. We should complete Faar's
degtiny." "Whichis...?" "Transpire" | said sharply. "l say wefinish what Abador couldn't.” Uncle
Presssaid, "But we don't even know what that is. Y ou said yoursdlf it might be a self-destruct
mechanism.” "Sowhat?" | shot back. "If that's the way the Faarians wanted it, then | think they



deserve to end things the way they planned. It can't make things any worse for Clord,right? Abador said
they had been preparing for this moment for generations. Who are weto deny them?' | looked to
Spader for an opinion. Heonly shrugged.  "Why not?' headded. | looked outside the bubble to
Uncle Press, but it wasimpaossible to read any expression on hisface sinceit was covered by agreen
swimskin.  "Doyou know how todoit?' heasked. "I think 0. "Thenyoureright. There's
nothingtolose," hesaid. "Let'sdoit.” "Get usback to the Council Circle," | said to Spader.  Spader
took control and we started moving again. In afew minutes we were once again hovering over the
platform and looking down jit Abador's hand that, tragically, had fdlen only afew feet short.  "You
have no way of knowing this, old man,” | said to Abador. "But well finishit for you." "What do | do?'
asked UnclePress.  "You seethat blinking yellow light?' | asked.  "Yeah." "Therearethreeother
crystal switches. One of them must be the control to transpire”  "Okay, whichone?' "Beatsme," |
answered. "If in doubt, eenie, meenie, miney, mo. I'm partial tomo."”  "Great," scoffed Uncle Press, and
swam off toward thepand. Helooked at the three other switches: green, red, and white. He first
reached forward and pushed the green one. All that happened was that the green crystal started to glow,
and the yellow light stopped blinking.  "That must be to turn off the evacuation darm,” | said.  There
were two choices|eft. From where | sat, the white crystal looked asif it had already been pushed down.
"] think thewhite crystal raises and lowersthe podium,” | said. "It must betheredone” "Reditis”
said UnclePress.  Hereached forward, touched the red crystal, and glanced back to me. | gavehim a
nod, and he pushed it down.  And that'swhen the partyredlystarted.  First, thered crystal flashed
brightly. That much | expected. The next thing we knew we were surrounded by sound. It Sarted asa
low whine, but then grew in volume. It sounded like giant engines were powering to life. Then the
mountain rumbled. The wavesit sent out from its movement started to buffet the hauler.  Uncle Press
shot back to usand grabbed on. "I think now's agood time to be someplaceelse,” hesaid.  "Hang
on!" shouted Spader.  He hit the throttle and we began rising again. The monstrous sound grew |louder.
The hauler was being buffeted so hard that it was making my teeth chatter. ™Y ou okay, Press?" called
Spader. "Get usoutta here!” he shouted back.  Then | heard something new. It sounded like
cracking, butitwasimmense.  "Uh-oh,” said Spader. Thereit wasagain. "Uh-oh." Ihated"uh-oh."
Spader was looking up. | looked up too and saw that we were getting closer to the hole in the dome,
and safety. But that's not what the "uh-oh™ was about. The trouble was, the rest of the dome was
cracking! The rumble was sending shock waves through the water that were so strong, we could actualy
see cracks traveling across the surface of the dome. But unlike the last time the dome cracked, this
wasn't in one single place. Now, the entire dome was beginning to shatter!  "It'sbreaking up,” shouted
Spader.  "Get under theholel™ | shouted back. | figured that if it all came down, humpty-dumpty-style,
then our only chance of not being crushed would be if we were under thehole. "I gottapick up
speed!" shouted Spader.  "I'm okay," answered Uncle Press. "Go!"  Spader pushed usfaster. It was
araceto makeit out of that hole before the whole world came crashingdownonus.  "Come on, come
on!" Spader coaxed the hauler on. | killed the lights because we didn't need them anymore and could
use every last bit of power for speed. We then hit thefield of floating debris. Pieces of everything hit the
bubble. I wasn't worried about the glass breaking. If the raiders waterguns couldn't shatter it, then |
didn't think achunk of floating junk could. | was more afraid that something would hit Uncle Press.
"Wegot it!" Spader yelled. And a second later we shot up out of the hole and into the light of open
ocean. Unbelievably, the dome had held. But we weren't safe yet. The sound of the roaring engines was
even louder outsde of the dome. The water was il vibrating like crazy, and there was something new.
All around us were massive jets of air bubbles shooting up from around the perimeter of the dome.
"Keep moving!" shouted Uncle Press.  Spader hit the throttle and we sped away. It didn't matter
where we went o long aswe didn't stay here. Thejets of air shot up al around us, like fissures opening
up somewhere deep below and letting off pressure. There was no way to avoid them. They kept hitting
us and knocking us around. This was probably the closest | will ever cometo being inside awashing
machine. "Press?' caled Spader. "Donttak, drivel" shouted Uncle Press.  Findly we got past
the fissure jets and Spader was able to put usright. The water just beyond them was absolutely cam. In



seconds we had gone from being tossed in heavy seasto floating as calmly asif wewerein abathtub. It
wasagrangefeding. | wasn't complaining. "Nowthatwas atum-tigger,” said Spader.  But it wasn't
over yet. Theroar of the engines, or whatever they were, was ill growing louder even though we were
out of the turbulent zone. The air fissures had suddenly stopped erupting, and as soon as the bubbles
stopped shooting up, the engineswhined louder.  Then we heard another cracking sound.  "The
dome's collapsing!” Spader shouted.  We dl looked back at the cora reef, expecting the dometo
collapsein. But that's not what happened. It erupted. Yes, it started to expand upward. "I don't
believeit,” Spader whisperedinawe. Bdieveit. A moment later we saw. Something was pushing
the dome up from below. It wasthe top of Faar's mountain! In that one amazing moment, it al came
clear to me what transpire meant. When Abador and the council debated about whether to reveal
themsalvesto Clora or remain hidden, they weren't talking about self-destruction. They weretaking
about rgjoining their world, literaly. The preparations that had been going on for centurieswere al about
pushing the Lost City of Faar back to the surface. The three of us watched in shock as the top of Faar's
mountain broke through the weskened dome and continued to rise toward the surface.  Luckily one of
us had the smartsto do alittle mental calculation. "Faar isabig place, gentlemen,” said Uncle Press.
"Wearedtill inthewrong spot.”  Good thinking. If Faar was coming up, we were still too close.

"Outta herel” shouted Spader, and hit the throttleonce again.  Aswe sped away | looked back
around at the spectacle. The mountain continued itsimpossible rise up through the shattered dome. Ina
few moments, the pesk would bresk the surface of the sea. It was awesome... but we weren't
home-freejust yet. "Slight problem,” Spader said while scanning theingtruments.  "What?' "Were
not moving." Whatever force was being used to power this city's ascent had gotten hold of us. It felt as
if wewerefighting awicked current comingright at us.  "More power!" | shouted to Spader.  "I'm
trying! It'spullingusback.”  Spader pressed the throttle to full power, but it didn't help. We were being
sucked back toward the mountain. It was like being sucked into arip-current. But then, suddenly,
everything reversed. | didn't know if the force of the mountain rising was now stronger than the pull of the
enginestha wereforcing it up, but in an ingtant we went from being pulled back to being pushed forward
by atidal-wave force of water. Our hauler suddenly shot forward faster than it was ever designed to go.

Thisunderwater wave ride lasted afull minute. Finaly Spader was ableto get control and dow us
down. "I'mtakingusup," heannounced, and we shot topside. A few moments later we broke the
water's surface. | quickly opened the bubble top and pulled mysalf out to get to Uncle Press. He was
exhausted, but okay. He pulled the swimskin off hisface and looked upat me.  "Areyou sureit was
thered button?' he said withasmile. | had to laugh. Man, thisguy wascool. Wethen heard
something that sounded like a giant whale breaching the surface. But it wasn't awhale, of course. It was
Faar's mountain. Spader joined us on the top of the bubble and the three of us watched in wonder.

The mountain rose dowly from the water. It wasimpossible, yet thereit was. We were far enough
away now that we were safe, but close enough to see detail on the mountain. Asit rose higher the marble
buildings were reveded dong with the paths that wandered between them. Bit by bit the city that had
been hidden for hundreds of yearswas once again fedling sunlight.  "Look!" shouted Spader. We
looked around us and saw green heads popping up in the water everywhere. The Faarians were coming
up to witness the rebirth of their home. There were hundreds of them stretched out on either Sde of us.
They dl pulled off their swimskin hoods so they could seethismiraclethrough clear eyes.  Faar's
mountain continued to rise. Of course the higher it got, the larger it became. | was beginning to think that
maybe we were il alittle bit too close. If thisthing kept getting bigger, pretty soon we'd belifted up
with it. The mountain now towered over us. What emerged next from below was the hauler hangar that
wasthe lifeboat for Uncle Press and the brave Faarians. 1t suddenly hit me that with Faar rising, the
haulers came up with it. They could now be pulled from the hangar and sent on their mission after dl. This
wasincredible! There was till achance to save the underwater farms.  With afina shudder, Faar's
mountain stopped moving. One last wave of water hit us - we rode up and over it, and then settled. The
three of us sat there on the floating hauler, in complete awe. We were now looking at ahugeidand, and a
city.  All around usthe Faarians began to cheer. They screamed and laughed and hugged each other



and they cried. They had gone from losing everything to starting an incredible new life on Clord. Thiswas
their destiny and they welcomed it. | couldn't help but think of Abador. | hoped he somehow knew
what had happened. It may not have been his hand that brought Faar back to life, but it was definitely his
spirit.  There was one other amazing fact. We were now looking at the only dry land on the entire
territory of Clora. As Saint Dane had said to us earlier: "Not bad for an afternoon'swork, don't you
think?* CLORAL Theseawasnowca m. Thethreeofussatonthebubbl eof the floating hauler, staring
at the reborn city of Faar. None of us could say anything for the longest time. There were no words that
could truly describe the spectacular sght we had just witnessed. Well, maybetherewasone.  "That
was... cool," | said, knowing it was the biggest understatement of dl time.  Thethree of us exchanged
glances and gtarted to laugh. It was an incredible moment. We helped the city of Faar completeits
destiny and probably saved Clord at the sametime. If there was alesson here it would have to be that
you should never, ever lose hope. We had given up. Thrown in the towd. Thefat lady had not only sung,
she had | eft the stage. Saint Dane was dready doing hisvictory lap. But we pulled it out. Unbelievable.
The only way we could show our dishelief wasto laugh. It felt great. We watched asthe Faarians
swam toward their city and tentatively crawled up on the shore. One by one they emerged from the
water, gathered together, and stood looking up in awe at their mountain city. It wasthefirst timethe sun
hed touched their buildingsin centuries. Water still poured from the beehive of tunnel openingsthat
dotted the mountain. The transpire was complete.  Aswe sat, watching this wondrous sight, we heard
the sound of waves dapping against ahull. All three of usturned to see that the black submarinewas
cruising toward us. My first thought was to jump back in the hauler and get the heck out of there, but a
closer ook told us there was no reason to be afraid. The deck of the submarine was lined with
agua-neers. They were dl staring at Faar with the same look of wonder. Just as Spader had predicted,
his mates had won. They now commanded theraiders sub.  Stepping from out of the control tower
was Wu Y enza. She walked out into the sun and stood with her hands on her hips confidently, watching
asthey drew closer to us. Shewasvery muchincharge.  "She'sgood,” Uncle Presssaid.  "Sheé's
better than good,” | added. "If not for her..." | didn't haveto finish the sentence. We dl knew where
we'd beright now if Yenzahadn't gonefor help. | turned to Spader and said, "Maybe you'll get a
promation for this"  An odd thing happened. Spader didn't smile and make a clever comeback. He
just watched the gpproaching submarine intently. His mind was somewhere e'se. Even though we had just
pulled out an incredible victory, there was now adark frown on his face. Without aword, he dropped
back down into the hauler and powered up so we could rendezvous with the sub. | looked at Uncle
Press. All hecould dowasshrug.  AsUncle Press pulled off his swimskin, Spader guided our hauler
right up alongside the sub. An aguaneer tossed us arope so we could tie on. Spader handed me the two
air globes and water deds and | tossed them up to the aguaneer. We then al climbed aboard the sub and
werereunited with Yenza. "l guessyou found Faar," she said with awry smile. Another
understatement.  "What made you leave?' asked UnclePress.  "A hunch,” she said. "When you didn't
surface, | assumed you had found the city. And if Zy Roder wasright behind us, | didn't want to take him
on mysdf. I'm good, but notthatgood.”  "Whereis he?" asked Spader with no emotion.  Uh-oh. Now
| knew what was in Spader's head. The sight of the sub approaching had reminded him of Saint Dane. |
was afraid that he would gtill belooking for revenge.  "He'sin the brig down below,” answered Y enza
"l won't let him get away again."  Spader walked past ustoward the control tower.  "Spader, let it
go," | caled. But Spader kept walking. What was he going to do? Uncle Pressand | followed him.
Spader entered the control tower. He grabbed an aguaneer by the shirt and demanded, "Whereisthe
brig?" "Below, hafway to the stern," answered the aguaneer, alittleintimidated.  Spader pushed him
asde and headed for theladder.  Uncle Presscalled, " Spader, stop. Takeabreath."  Spader wasn't
listening. He did down the ladder. We wereright behind him. We hit the main deck and had only taken a
few steps when we heard a scream come from the back of the sub. It was ahorrible, pained how.
Without aword we dl began running toward the sound. Spader was afew feet ahead of usand glancing
into each doorway as he passed, looking for the source. Finally he saw something and entered a
doorway. Wefollowed right behind.  Thiswastheright place. The room was split in haf. We had just



entered the front half. The back half was closed off by prison bars. On the floor in front of uswasan
aquaneer. Another aquaneer was behind the bars of the cell. Roder/Saint Dane was nowhere to be seen.
"Hekilled him!" shouted the aguaneer behind the bars. Hewas dl sorts of excited and out of breath.
Uncle Pressimmediately went to thefallen aquaneer.  "Who did?' demanded Spader.  "Zy Roder!
We were putting him in the cell when he suddenly turned on us. The guy isstrong! Hethrew mein here
and closed the door, then grabbed him and choked him and -I think he's dead.” The guy was out of his
mind with panic.  Uncle Press checked the aquaneer'spulse.  "He's not dead, but he needs help,”
sad UnclePress. "I'll get Yenza" He blasted out of the door and turned |eft to get back to the control
room. "Where'sRoder?' asked Spader. "l don't know! He ran out. Let me out of here. We've got
tofindhim!" | pulled aset of keysfrom the belt of the fallen aquaneer and threw them to Spader.
Spader unlocked the door to the cell and the other aquaneer ranout.  "I've got to report thisto Y enzal”
he shouted, then ran out and turned to theright.  "Help me," | said to Spader, and the two of us moved
the aguaneer into a dtting position so he was more comfortable. His eyes opened dowly and focused on
me. "Areyouadl right?' | asked. "Roder..." the guy gasped. "I got too closeto the cell. He grabbed
me" "Weknow," | said. "Your friendtoldus." The aguaneer focused on me and frowned. "What
friend?" "Roder locked the other aguaneer in the cell after he attacked you."  The aguaneer shook
his head and said, "Roder was dready in the cell. He reached out and grabbed me. Nobody else was
here"  Spader looked at me with confusion, but I knew instantly what had happened. Saint Dane had
transformed himself again. That wasn't an aquaneer in the cdll, it was Saint Dane, and we had just freed
him.  "Hetook aright,” | said. "The control roomisto theleft.” "Hesgoing for the launch chamber,”
shouted Spader. "Lethimgo,” | begged.  Spader wasn't listening. He bolted from the room, hot after
Saint Dane.  "Youokay?' | asked theaguaneer. He nodded and waved for me to get going.
"Spader!" | shouted. " Spader, stop!” | ran after my friend, but there was no stopping him.
Moments later we both got to the door of the launch chamber that had once held the hauler. Spader
pushed on the door, but something was keeping it closed from inside. He pushed harder and the door
findly gave way. Someone had put abarrel againg it. We both jumped into the room in time to see Saint
Dane about to make hisescape.  He had transformed back into hisnorma sdlf. His steely blue eyes
flashed at us aswe tumbled into the room. He was on a skimmer, like the underwater skimmers we used
to sabotage his battle cruiser. We saw him a second before his head went under the water. Hislong, gray
hair billowed out, like a spiderweb in the water around him. Our roles had reversed.  Thisishow Saint
Dane had seen us as we made our escape onthe hauler.  Saint Dane shot us alook of such hatred that
| thought my hair would ignite. Then his head sank below the surface. Spader made amove asif to dive
for him, but | heldhimback. "Lethimgo,” | begged Spader. "Y ou'll get another chance.”  Spader
threw me aside and ran back out into the corridor. | followed, but had trouble keeping up because he
wasrunning flat out. He got to the ladder, scrambled up into the tower, then jumped outside, onto the
hull. As1 was climbing up the ladder after him | kept yelling, " Stop him! Somebody stop Spader!”
Things were happening so quickly no one had time to react. Spader ran across the hull and headed
right for the hauler we had arrived on. Before anyone could stop him, he cast off the line, jumped on
board, and doveinto thebubble. Uncle Pressand Yenzacamerunning. "What ishedoing?' Yenza
asked. "Saint Dane, | mean Roder, escaped. He'sgot askimmer."  Spader was already submerging
in the hauler. Uncle Presswatched him sink bel ow the surface, his mind turning. He then looked to the
deck, grabbed an air globe, and threw it to me. We were going after him. "1 know where he's going,”
hesad. "How?Where?' asked Yenza. | wanted to ask the same thing, but | figured Uncle Press
would tell me on theway. He grabbed his own air globe and one of the water deds. | grabbed the other.
Yenzasad, "I'll send ateam of aguaneerswithyou." "No!" commanded Uncle Press quickly. "We
can handleit.” Something about the way Uncle Press snapped at Y enza made me redlize where we
were going. It al made sense. | should have figured it out myself. We were headed for the gate. Saint
Dane was going to try and escape through the flume. It was the only option left to him. The aguaneers
didn't need to seethis. It wasa Traveler thing. "Ready?' asked UnclePress.  "Close enough,” |
answered.  We both splashed down and plunged below the surface. ™Y ou know which way?" |



asked. Uncle Presslooked around and said, "There!” | looked and saw athintrail of bubbles|eft by
the hauler. We both triggered our water deds and followed the trail like breadcrumbsin the forest.

"This could take hours," | said to Uncle Pressaswe shot dong Sdeby sde.  "Maybe," he
answered. " Or maybe Saint Dane knows about another gate.” | hadn't thought of that. On Denduron
there were two gates. Who'sto say Clora had only one? But neither of usknew for certain, so al we
could do wasfollow thetrail of bubbles. "Spader isgoing to be animportant aly to you, Bobby,"
Uncle Presssaid. "But he's got to learn how to control hisemotions” ™Y eah, no kidding," | said.

"Killing Saint Daneisn't the answer," he continued. "l wish it werethat Smple, butit'snot.” "You
mean... hecantdie?' | asked. "Hisbody can die,” Uncle Press explained. "But he would just come
back in another form."  "What ishe? Somekind of ... ghost?' "Not like you're thinking. His spiritis
evil, Bobby. Killing hisbody won't sop him from hisquest.” "Okay," | said, not redlly understanding.
"Whatwillstop hisquest?’  Uncle Pressdidn't answer at first. | wasn't sureif he didn't want to tell me,
or hedidn't know. Findly hesaid: "It won't end until he thinks heswon. That'swhen hell fall.”

O-kay. That meant almost nothing to me. But | was used to that. The truth was, things were actualy
getting less confusing. .. sort of. When | thought back to how cludess| wasthefirst timel hit the flume, |
was amazed a how far | had come. But there was till along way to go and much to learn. | had to
accept that. So | didn't push Uncle Press anymore. Besides, getting too much information just fresked me
out. Wetraveled for along time and my armswere getting tired from holding the water ded out in
front of me. | kept having to change my grip, sometimes holding on with only one hand to rest my other
arm. | didn't think it was going to be possible to keep going at this pace and hang on for the hoursit
would take to get back to the flume near Gralion.  And that'swhen my ring started to twitch. We were
nowhere near the rock shelf wherewe had first arrived, so that could only mean one thing: Therewas
another gate.  The bubbletrail from Spader's hauler led us deeper. It was getting darker too. And cold.
Up ahead | saw arock formation risng up from the bottom. It looked kind of likeamesayou'd seeina
Western movie, but of course it was underwater. It rose up to aflat top, with steep cliffs on either side.
My glowing ring told me the gate must be hidden in thisformation somewhere.  Something €'se made
me think we were dmost there. On the far side of the rock formation | saw afat stream of air bubbles
risng toward the surface. Whatever was caus ng this was on the other side of the formation, out of our
sght. It could have been Spader's hauler, but | didn't know why it would be spewing so much air. Uncle
Pressand | directed our water sleds toward the bubbles, and as soon as we passed over the top of the
formation, we had the answer. It was Spader's hauler adl right, but Spader wasn't in it. The hatch was
open and it was now filled with water. Jets of air spewed up from insde. But that wasn't the most
dramatic part. There had been an accident. Okay, maybe accident wasn't the right word because it
looked like Spader had meant to do what hedid. It was an unbdievable sight. Jammed between the
bubble of the hauler and the rock wall was adead quig. It wasn't as big asthe others, but it looked plenty
nasty just the same. Spader had no weaponsto protect himsalf, so he rammed it with the hauler. The
shark had falen onto aledge, with the hauler right ontop of it.  "Niceshot," said UnclePress.  The
quig'stail twitched. Maybe it wasn't dead after all. We kept our distance.  "So wherésthe gate?” |
asked. Wehadto beintheright place. Not only was my ring going nuts, but the quig was adead
giveaway. | hoped that it was close because Spader didn't have an air globe. Once he got out of the
hauler, he was going to have to hold his bregth. The two of us scanned the steep wall of the rock
formation, but saw no opening.  Then | caught something out of the corner of my eye. It was abubble
no bigger than agolfball that rose up near one section of thewall.  "Therel" | announced, and drove
my water ded toward it.  When we got closeto thewall | saw that the whole rocky face was draped
with acurtain of red seakelp. | tried to remember the exact pot where | saw the bubble risng and
gtarted pushing the kelp aside, looking for an opening. But there was nothing behind the kelp but rock.
No opening, no tunndl, no gate. Thewholetime | waslooking, | kept glancing over at the quig that was
pinned by Spader's hauler. If that thing suddenly sprang to life, | wasout of there.  Findly | grabbed a
handful of kelp and pushed it asdeto reved astar dugintotherock. "Gotit!" | shouted. Uncle
Pressjoined me and we dug through the vines until we found a narrow opening. It wasn't much wider



than ahuman body, but it had to be the gate. | don't know why | was fedling so brave al of a sudden, but
| went firgt. | entered the dark crevice and pulled mysdlf dong by grabbing on to therock wals. It only
took afew seconds before | saw ashaft of light streaking down through the water ahead of me. A
second later | surfaced into another underwater cavern. Uncle Press surfaced right behind me and we
both pulled off our air globes. | didn't know what to expect. What | redlly hoped was to find Spader
there done and safe, with no Saint Daneto ded with.  The cavern itsalf was much smaller than the one
near Gralion. The pool of water that we now floated in was barely big enough for the two of us. Directly
across from us was the flume. We were definitely in the right place. None of thiswas a surprise. What
was hard to believe were the two people inside the cavern.  One was Spader. He was Sitting on the
rocky floor to our left, crying. And it was pretty obviouswhy. The other person in the cavern... washis
father. | had only seen the guy once, and he was dead &t the time, but | remembered him. Dead guys
tend to leave an impression. The question was, how could he possibly be here? Alive?  When Uncle
Pressand | threw off our air globes, Spader's father turned to usand said, "L ook, your friends have
arived." Thetwo sat together looking like they were having aquiet, father-son heart-to-heart. There
must have been a hundred emotions fighting for Spader'sbraintime.  Helooked a usthrough histears
and cried, "Hobey, Pendragon! He'sdive!l Saint Dane kept him here, like a prisoner! Can you believe
it?"  Thetruthwas, | couldn't. But my mind wasn' firing on al cylinders at that point either. It was
Uncle Presswho kept aclear head and gave Spader the bad news.  "It's not him, Spader,” he said.
"Your father isdead. Y ou saw him on Magorran. Hewas poisoned.”  Spader looked at Uncle Pressin
confusion. If he had been thinking clearly, he would have redized the truth on his own. But seeing his
father alive again had done anumber on his head. It sure messed with me for asecond, but | soon
understood the truth as well. It made me hate Saint Dane even more, if that were possible. Hewastruly
an evil being to have donethisto Spader.  "Oh, Press, you are such akilljoy," Spader'sfather said.
"And | thought youweredead." Heturned to Spader and said with asigh, ™Y our daddyisdead,
Spader. And you will betoo if you don't back off."  Spader's brain wasn't computing. He watched with
wide eyes as hisfather stood up, walked to the mouth of the flume, and announced, "Vedox!"

Instantly the flume sprang to life with light and sound.  Spader's father then looked back to Spader
and said, "Who knows? Maybe I'll find your mother aong the way and kill her, too!"  Spader fell back
againgt thewall like he had just been punched in the ssomach. Spader's father then made a quick
transformation back into Saint Dane. He then looked right & me and stared into my brain with such an
intense look, | wanted to sink back under the water to escapeit.  "Until next time...," he said with an
evil grin. Then with adight bow, he was enveloped by the light and sucked into the flume. | looked at
Spader. His eyes were huge. He was only now starting to redlize what had happened.  Uncle Pressand
| pulled oursalves out of the pool of water and wenttohim.  "Hisevil reachesout in alot of ways," said
Uncle Press. "He takes as much pleasure in causing you this kind of anguish aswiping out aterritory or
murdering hundreds of people. It'sal thesameto him." | could see Spader's anger growing. Hislook
went from one of confusion, to redlization, torage.  "I'll kill him," he seethed, and went toward the
flume.  Uncle Pressheld him back. "Don't," he said firmly. "Thisisn't about your own vendetta. Thisis
about protecting theterritories, and Halla"  Spader shoved Uncle Press aside. He pushed him with
such force that Uncle Press dammed into the rock wall and fell totheground. "1 don't care about the
territories, or Hala, or whatever it isyou say I'm supposed to be fighting for. He killed my father and he
will diefor that." He strode toward the flume. That'swhen | heard the faint sound of the musical notes
coming back. "Vedox!"cdled Spader. Thelight began glowing from the flume and the notes got
louder. But something waswrong. | had heard them comingbeforehe said "Vedox." The flume had
aready been activated. Something was coming our way.  Uh-oh. | thought back to the mine tunnd on
Denduron when Saint Dane had sent back aquig shark through the flume that nearly ate Loor and me.
Spader stood in the mouth of the flume, expecting to be taken away, obliviousto the danger. The musical
notes grew louder and light blew out from deepinsgde.  "No!" | shouted. " Something's coming back!"

| started to run for Spader, but Uncle Press grabbed me from behind and pulled me back so hard |
tripped and fell onmy butt.  "Spader, get out of there!" heyelled, and ran for theflume.  Spader



wasn't moving. There was only one thing on hismind, and that was revenge. | scrambled back to my feet
intimeto see Uncle Press headed for Spader. The light was so bright now that whatever was coming
would be herein a second. Spader stood at the mouth of the flume, waiting for aride that wasn't coming.

What happened next took only afew seconds, but they were the longest seconds of my life. | will
never forget them. They were seared into my brain forever. Uncle Press dove at Spader and knocked
him out of the way. Spader crashed against the far wall, out of thelight, away from the flume, and safe
from whatever was coming back. But now Uncle Press stood there a one. He had saved Spader, but
whatever was coming through the flumewas going to hit him. | heard awhistling sound, then ascream,
and an ingtant later the rock wall opposite the tunnel exploded. At first | thought it was some kind of
bomb that had come through, but there wasn't one big boom; there were severd smaller, sharp cracks.
Bits of rock were blasted off thewall and rained down on me. There was no mistaking what it was -
these were bullets. It was like someone had fired amachine gun into the flume and the bullets traveled dll
the way through, only to be spit out here.  Another second went by and it was over. Thelights
stopped, the musical notes stopped, and the storm of bulletsended.  "Uncle Pressl"  Hewaslying on
the ground, right at the mouth of the flume. | ran to him to seeif he had been hit, but | aready knew the
wordt. There was no way that many bullets could come flying out of the flume and misshim completdly. It
would have to be amiracle. But snce my life had been one miracle after another latdly, that'swhat | was
hoping for.  When | knelt down next to my uncle, | saw that my miracles had run out. Uncle Press had
been hit. More than once. His eyes were unfocused, but they still had life. | looked quickly to Spader,
who was crouched in the corner where he had falen. He, too, looked at Uncle Pressin shock. He had
no ideawhat could have happened.  "Get the hauler,” | screamed at him. "Weve got to get him back to
Grdlion." "Bobby, no," Uncle Presssaid, grabbing my arm. Y ou arenotgoing to die!" | shouted.
My unclewaslying in front of me, mortaly wounded. My invincible uncle. Theuncle | loved and who
took me on more adventures than any kid deserved... and that wasbeforel became a Traveler.

"Listen, Bobby -," hesaid weakly. "No! You are not going to tell methisisthe way it's supposed to
be! Not likethis. Not you!"  Spader crawled over to us and listened. He was in even more emotional
agony than before. | knew what he was going through. Uncle Presswas going to die because he saved
Spader'slife, the sameas Osadied savingmine. Y ou've asked me alot of questions, Bobby," Uncle
Presswhispered. "But therésoneyou never asked.” "What?' | said, tears streaming down my cheeks.

"I'vetold you thereis only one Traveler from each territory,” he said. ™Y ou never asked why there
were two from Second Earth.” Hewasright. | never did. | don't know why, but the thought never
crossed my mind. It was so obvious, but | never thought about it. Or maybe | didn't wantto. "Areyou
goingtotell me?'  "Theanswer is, therecan'tbe two Travelersfrom Second Earth. | knew my time was
short. That'swhy | brought you from home. It was your time. It was Loor's time, and Spader's, too. Y ou
arethenext Travders” | couldn't think straight. | didn't care about Traveler rules or Hallaor Saint
Dane or anything else, only that my unclewaslying here, dying.  "I'll tel you something ese” he said.
"You arethelast. All that has gone beforeis prelude. The fight isyours. You will takeit to theend. You
arethelast Travelers”  Hewas growing wesker by the second. He looked to Spader and said,
"Spader, | know thisis hard to believe, but you will see your father again. Y our mother, too." Hethen
dipped his hand down my arm and held my hand. "And | promise you, Bobby Pendragon, you will
see your family again. And when you do, I'll be there. Remember that and don't be sad... becausethisis
theway itwasmeanttobe.” Hethen closed his eyes, and he was gone. CLORAL The
ceremony was everything it should havebeen.  The Council Circle was loaded with people. The marble
bleachers held the entire Council of Faar. Seated next to them was a group of aguaneersin full dress
uniform. Among them was Quinnick, the pilot from Grallion, and Wu Y enza, the chief aquaneer.  The
rest of the bleachers held an assortment of others. Some were from Faar. Others were from the
Agronomy Society and had made the trip from Panger City. Seated with them was Ty Manoo, the
agronomer from Grallion. There were dso dignitaries from other habitats. WWord was spreading quickly
about the reemergence of the city of Faar. It had only been two days since the city rose, but the haulers
had aready been lifted from their hangar and sent across the territory to rescuethefarms.  Clora had



reached itsturning point - and survived.  Of course, no one seated in that circle had any clue about the
bigger picture. They had no ideathat Clora was only oneterritory of many that Saint Dane wastrying to
spin into chaos. To them, victory was having ducked a huge ecological disaster. Nothing more, nothing
less. And there was an added bonus in that this near-catastrophe had triggered the discovery of their own
ancient roots. Theraisng of the city of Faar was an amazing event. Imagine if Atlantis had suddenly
appeared back at home. How cool would that be? Well, this colossal discovery was all the people of
Clora could focus on now. They didn't know about the larger evil that had dmost destroyed their world.
But | did. Sodid Spader. | had mixed fedlings about Spader after what happened to Uncle Press. |
knew it wasn't hisfault. If he thought his actions would have put Uncle Pressin danger, he would have
backed off. I'm sure of that. Still, | couldn't stop thinking that if Spader had listened to us, Uncle Press
would still be dive. Spaderhadto learn to control hisemotions. He and | were very much in the same
placeright now. | till fed guilty because Osadied while protecting me. And now | knew what it waslike
to lose aloved oneto death, and Saint Dane. But if we were going to work together as Travelers, we
had to move past this. As| stood on the council platform waiting for the ceremony to begin | wasn't sure
if that was possible. | would always remember how Spader ignored our warnings and because of it,
UnclePresswasdead. | hadn't seen Spader since we got back to Faar. Maybe that was agood thing.
It gave us both achance to chill out and get our heads together. But | was beginning to worry. He should
be herefor this ceremony. Hewasthe Traveler from Clora now. | really hoped that he hadn't bailed. |
stood aone on the edge of the platform, outside of the Council Circle. The marble ceiling had been
repaired and hoisted back onto the pillarsright away. The round symbol of Faar was rejoined and placed
back inits prominent spot. The rest of Faar was il pretty much amess, but | think restoring the Council
Circle was important because it represented the heart of Faar. From here, decisions about the future of
Cloral would bemade.  The sun was setting on the ocean. Sunsets are dways beautiful and this one
was no different. There were afew long clouds on the horizon. The warm sun lit them up like blazing
arrows shooting across the water. The amber light washed over the marble buildings of Faar, making the
city look likeapainting. As| looked down on Faar's mountain | saw that there were hundreds of people
standing on the paths, watching the beautiful sunset. For them it must have been extraordinary. Faar had
not seen sunsetsin hundreds of years.  Kaaoo had explained to me how the transpire had been
planned for generations. The scientists of Faar had devised an ingenious mechanism that when triggered
would pump air into vast chambers below the city. The pressure built up in the chambers and lifted the
city high enough to alow the seato rush in and force the city even higher. The chain reaction continued
until the surrounding seabed collapsed into the chambers, cresting abase. It waslike a controlled
earthquake, where al the force was funneled upward. It may have been physicsthat brought Faar to
the surface, but to meit was pure magic. Seeing the people of Faar enjoying this sunset made it seem
even more s0. In spite of how horrible | felt right now, something good had come out of this adventure.
"Pendragon?’ | turned to see Spader standing there. He was dressed in his full aguaneer uniform,
the same as on the day he thought he was going to meet hisfather. What arelief. Though it was going to
be tricky working through what happened, at least | knew he understood that hisplacewashere.  "I've
thought alot about what to say to you," he said quietly. "But thereés nothing | can think of to tell you how
sorry | am for what happened.” | said, "How about 'I'm sorry for what happened'?"  He dropped his
head. "l wish| could changewhat | did." | just nodded and said, "If | told you it was cool and to
not worry about it, I'd be lying. But the thing is, now | know how you felt when your father died. Saint
Danekilled Uncle Press, just like he killed your father. | want him stopped now more than ever. But
there's something you gotta understand. Getting revenge on him isn't the answer. If you understand thet,
we're coal. If not, then I'm going to haveto go forward done”  "He understands, Pendragon,” said a
familiar voice.  Walking up to uswas Loor. | was stunned. Seeing her here, on Faar, wastotally out of
context. She was wearing alight green Clora suit that really showed off her athletic body. She looked
more beautiful than ever. | wanted to throw my arms around her and give her ahug, but that wasn't
Loor's style. She stepped up to me and put ahand on my shoulder. That's about as warm as Loor got.
"Spader came for me. He was confused, and afraid to speak with you,” shesaid. | could



understand that. If he needed help, the last person he could go to was someone who blamed him for
getting hisunclekilled.  Loor continued, "We have dl lost the ones we loved most. Press dways said
how thisistheway it was meant to be. | believe him. Spader was no more responsible for Press's death
than you werefor the death of my mother. When she died, | hated you, Pendragon. But | cameto see
how thisisthe course we were destined to follow. It will often be atragic one, but thereisa greater
purpose. | understand that. | believe Spader doestoo.” | looked at Spader, who finally looked back
to me, waiting for areaction. | could see how genuindly pained hewas. "I can't tell you that | don't
want revenge on Saint Dane," he said. "But | believe the only way to do that isto complete our mission.
I'm with you, Pendragon.”  We shared eye contact for amoment. | could tell that he was aching for me
to say something to make him fed better. | didn't say anything at first. That's because there was
something | had to do. I had thought long and hard about it, and after all that had happened, | wasn't sure
if I could go through with it. But now, with Loor's help, | redlized that it was the absol ute right thing to do.
So | reached into my pocket and pulled something out that | had been holding on to for weeks.

"YoureaTraveler now," | saidto Spader. "Thiswasyour father's. Now it belongstoyou.” It was
the ring that Uncle Press had taken from Spader'sfather. The Traveler ring. Uncle Presstold me | would
know theright timeto giveit to Spader. Thiswasit. | reached out and dropped it into Spader's
outstretched hand.  Spader |ooked at the largering and | could tell hewas holding back tears. | then
smiled and said, "You redizeit'sgoing to beatum-tigger."  Spader smiled. "Hobey-ho," he said.

The two of us hugged. Our friendship was going to survivethis, asit should. | looked at Loor, who
winked a me. | dwaysthought that I'd haveto call on her for help with somekind of nasty battle. When
you needed awarrior to bail your butt out of thefire, cal Loor. Asit turned out, the first time she came
to my rescue, it wasto help mework through an emotiona crisis. Funny thing, this Traveler business.

Kala oo then walked up to us and said softly, "Wereready to begin." | saw that now standing on
the edge of the platform were two small groups of people. One group was made up of six Faarians, the
other six aguaneers. Each group carried along, yellow container on their shoulders. These werethe
bodies of Abador, and my Uncle Press. At home you'd call them coffins, but they didn't look like
anything I'd seen on Second Earth. They were more like oval-shaped tubes made out of yellow plastic.
The coffin held up by the Faarians had the words'Ti Abador"written in black |etters on oneend. The
coffin carried by the aguaneers had my uncle's name'Press Tilton."(Did | ever tell you that Uncle Presss
last namewas Tilton?)  Thetwo groups of pallbearers stood with the coffins up on their shoulders.
They each walked dowly toward the Council Circle. Abador's coffin wasfirgt, followed by Kaaoo.
Then came Uncle Presss, followed by Spader, Loor, and me. Aswe waked dowly into the circle
everyone stood up. Soft music was playing too. It wasn't dl sad like the church music you hear at
funeras. No, thiswas nicer than that. It kind of reminded me of the mellow New Age music | wrote
about before, but somehow it felt right to menow.  The pallbearers placed the two coffins next to each
other on pedestalsthat were in the center of the circle. Kala oo stood by them while the three of us
wa ked to seats in the marble bleachers. When we had gotten to our places, Kaaoo raised his hands.
The music stopped and everyonesat.  "Today isasad and glorious day,” Kalaoo began, addressing
the group. "Here, amid the splendor of a Faar that has been reborn, we must aso face the redities of
death." Hewent onto give avery nice speech about Abador. He spoke about how he had dedicated
hislife to serving Faar and its people. He was often the voi ce of reason when others had trouble finding
the truth. And finaly, it was hisvision and bravery that saved Faar from destruction. He finished by
saying that not only was Faar reborn, but for generations to come, people would remember Abador as
thefather of thenew Clora.  When he wasfinished, he turned and raised his hand for meto join him.
Thiswas going to be tough. | had to say afew words about Uncle Press. | had never done anything like
thisbefore. It wasn't that | didn't know what to say. Far from it. The problem was, | was afraid that |
wouldn't be able to get through it without crying. Uncle Press deserved better thanthat. 1 walked up
next to Uncle Press's coffin as Kalaloo stepped back. | stood there and looked around at the group.
Only afew of them even knew Uncle Press. Most had smply heard about how he helped save Faar and
Clora. To them he was afaceless hero. But he was more than that and | wanted them to understand.



"People have called my uncle brave," | began. "And he was. But that can be said of many people.
Many of you heretoday have shown incredible bravery. But that's not what made Press Tilton specidl.
Thething is, Uncle Press cared. Where most people can't see past their own persona problems, Uncle
Press dways|ooked beyond. He helped many people in times of trouble in ways you will never know.
Even | don't know most, and that's the way he wanted it. He didn't do it for glory or for riches or to be
honored at awonderful ceremony likethis. He did it because he cared. 1t's what helped save Clord, and
Faar, and why he's not with ustoday. But you know, that's not really true. Heiswith ustoday. | know
he'swith me. And | know that aslong as | keep hisvison dive, hewill never truly be gone. As| say
good-bye to him, theré's one thing | hope for above al ese. | hope that when the time comesthat | see
him again, hell be haf asproud of meas| am of himtoday." That wasit. | couldn't say anymore. |
touched Uncle Presss coffin and walked back to my place. As| walked everyone stood up. It wastime
to pay their last respects. | stood between Loor and Spader, trying to be brave. Loor actually reached
over and hedldmy hand.  The music began playing again. It was soft and soothing, but began to fed
very sad. Thetwo groups of pallbearers gathered around the coffins and lifted them up asthe pedestal
lowered away. Each group walked their coffins over to adifferent section of the platform and gently
placed them down on the tile. The groups then stepped away, leaving the coffins on the floor of the
platform. A moment later the coffins began to sink below. There were pands benesth them in the
platform that acted like elevatorsto gently lower them down.  Kaaoo had come to me the day before
and asked if | would honor them by alowing Uncle Pressto be buried in the Grand Mausoleum of Faar.
Thiswas aplace where only the most revered peoplein Faar's history were laid to rest. It wasright
under the ornate, mosaic platform we had been standing on. Of course Abador would be buried there.
Having Uncle Pressthere aswell was proof of the Faarians gratitude for al he had donefor them.  As
much as | knew thiswas agreat honor, my firgt thought was that he should be brought back home, to
Second Earth. But if he were on Second Earth, he would be aone. My family was gone. There would be
no oneto vist hisgrave or even remember who he was. But on Faar, he was ahero. | remembered his
first words to me after he made that perfect swan diveinto the pool of water below the flume. Hetold me
that thiswas hisfavorite territory. What better place to stay forever? | humbly accepted Kaaoo's
offer. Uncle Press would stay here on Faar. Hed be remembered as a hero, though the people here
wouldn't even come close to knowing how great aguy heredly was.  Shortly after the ceremony we
returned to Gralion. Loor came with us and we showed her around the amazing farm habitat. We even
raised aglass of sniggersto Uncle Pressat Grolo's. | was happy that Clora was out of danger. We
had done our job. But | still felt kind of numb. Of course, most of that was because of Uncle Press. Not
having him around was. .. strange. That's the best word | can use. Of course | missed him and the
sadness was like a heavy weight on my chest, but there was more. The sadness was about |ooking back.
Losing himwas aso losng thefina link to my family and my life on Second Earth.  The strange part
camewhen | thought about the future. Uncle Press had been my guide. Though | wasn't freaking out
twenty-four-seven anymore, | ill didn't know much more about being a Traveler than when | started.
Up until now, if | was confused about something, | could turn to Uncle Press. He wouldn't ways give
methe answer, but | dwaysfet asif hewas pointing usin theright direction.  Now | was on my own.
The biggest question now was, what next? | serioudy thought about getting back to Second Earth and
hiding under your bed, Mark. Y ou could feed me |eftover mac and cheese, nobody would know wherel
was, and I'd never have to think about anyone named Saint or Daneagain.  But that wasn't going to
happen. Thered question was, should | chase Saint Daneto Vedox? That'sthe last territory he flumed
to. | wasn't sureif it wastheright step or not, but if it was, | didn't want to go alone. Loor was gone.
After spending afew days on GralUon, shereturned to Zadaa. Tensions there were growing worse, and
shefeared that something nasty could happen anytime. She wanted to be thereand | didn't blame her.

That |eft Spader. He would be a great partner. We had become friends before things went south and
now that things were cam again, we rekindled our friendship. | knew hewould go with me, but | was till
nervous about how hewould handle Saint Dane. | didn't want him getting al out-of-control crazy again. |
figured the best way to ded with my worries wasto put them on the table. So one evening after dinner,



Spader and | took awalk throughthefarm. "I haveto leave,” | said. "Clord is past the turning point.
Therésno reasonto stay here”  "Evenfor the great fishing?' asked Spader with alaugh. Hewas
kidding. | knew it. Hethen said, "Wherewill you go?' "Vedox, | guess” wasmy answer. "That's
where Saint Danewent." Of course, I'd rather go someplace where Saint Danewasn't,but that's not how
itworks. "Ever beenthere?' heasked. "Nope. Don't have aclue about the place. Uncle Presswas
aways my tour guide but now, wdll..." | didn't haveto finish my sentence.  Wewalked alongin silence
for awhile. | wasn't sure how to ask him if he wanted to go with me. More important, | didn't know how
to ask him if he was going to be aloose cannon and get usboth killed. "I want to go with you," Spader
said. That took care of that problem. "I'm a Traveler, right? That'swhat Travelersdo. If Clora issafe
now, theré's no reason for meto be hereeither.”  "Spader, | -"  "You don't have to worry about me,
Pendragon,” he said sincerely. "I'm with the program. | meant what | said before. It's not about getting
revenge on Saint Dane. It's about stopping him from hurting the territories. Look, mate, it was arough
time. | was out of my head. But I'm back now, and | want to gowithyou."  That pretty much covered
al the points | didn't know how to bring up with him. That was easy. The question was, did | believe
him? ™Y ou need me, Pendragon,” Spader added.  That brings me to where | am right now, sitting in
my quarters on Grallion, writing thisjournal. Tomorrow, Spader and | are going to leave. Our destination:
Vedox. Whateverthatis.  Writing thisall down was hard, but believeit or not, it's made mefed alittle
better. Looking back on the eventsthat |led to the salvation of Clora made me redlize how important our
missonis. Uncle Pressalwaystold methis, but it took seeing it for myself, again, to understand. | have
no ideawhat well find on Vedox, or how we should begin hunting for Saint Dane. | guarantee he won't
be waking around with asign saying:hi, bobby, hereiam!I'm sure helll take on some disguise and be
working hisevil magic just as he did with Denduron and Clora. The biggest difference will bethat | won't
have AslI finishwriting thisjourna, | have to say how Uncle Pressslast words are realy helping keep
my head together. He said, no,he promisedthat we would be together again. I'm not sure how that's
possible, besides meeting up in heaven or something. But | don't think that's what he meant. The morel
think about it, the more | redlize he was talking about actually being together again. For red. Inthis
lifetime. Of course, that raisesthe biggest question of al. Where exactly is here? For that matter, when
isnow? That al depends on whét territory you happen to be on. For the first time I'm beginning to see
some amazing possibilities. | wonder how many territoriesthere are? Are they dl like the onesweve
been on so far, or isit possble to flume into awhole 'nother plane of existence? The potentia is
incredibly exciting, and makesmy head hurt.  Thisiswherel will end it, guys. I'll send this off to you
and then get some deep. Please know that | missyou both. | hope | can get back there soon. Thank you
again for reading my journals and keeping them safe. Y ou arethe light of redlity in my otherwise dark and
confused new life.  Hobey-ho. Bobby. END OF JOURNAL #8 Mark and Courtney
rodein the back of ablack-and-white police cruiser on their way to the Stony Brook Police Station. They
had been picked up a Mark's house by a nice cop named Officer Wilson. When he showed up at the
door, Mark haf expected him to say: "Y ou're under arrest, dimebdl!" and dap the cuffs on him. But that
didn't happen. Hewas all friendly and as they rode along he even offered to put the sren on for them.
Mark had to fight back the urgeto say: "Yeah, go for it!" Thekid in him thought it would be coal, but this
was serious business, not timefor fun. It dso didn't help that Courtney gave him asharp look that said: "If
you say yestothesiren, I'll clock you." They rodeinslence.  Both werealittle bit stunned. They had
finished reading Bobby's last journa and had just learned that Press was dead. They had met Pressafew
times and gotten to know him better through Bobby's journas. Hearing about histragic death was a
shock. Of courseit helped that Bobby and company had kicked some serious butt on Cloral. It took
some of the sting away. They were dready anticipating what they would hear from the territory of
Vedox. But riding above these thoughts was the redlity they faced in their own world, here and now.
Mark had a pretty good ideawhy Captain Hirsch had called them. It was about the journals Andy
Mitchell had stolen. He was sure that Mitchell had turned them in to the police to get the reward. Why
else would Captain Hirsch want them to comein?  Mark and Courtney had met the captain months
before. They werethefirgt onesto dert the police that Bobby and his family were missing. But since that



meeting, they learned the truth about what had happened to Bobby through his journas. Though they
didn't have any idea where the Pendragons had gone, they knew nowwhythey had disappeared. They
were hereto raise Bobby to become a Traveler, and their job was complete. That's why they left to

go... somewhere.  Mark and Courtney never told the police what they knew. It was just too
unbelievable. They were afraid they would be locked up in some hospita for the mentally deranged, or
become suspectsin the investigation they started themselves. Worse, they were afraid if people found out
about the truth, it would make it harder for the Travelersto complete their mission - especialy when it
brought them here to Second Earth. So after lots of discussion and thought, Mark and Courtney decided
to keepthetruthasecret.  But now, with Andy Mitchell bringing the journalsto the police, it was

possible thiswhole thing could blow up intheir faces.  Those were the worries going through Mark's
mind as Officer Wilson pulled into the parking lot of the Stony Brook Police Station. Both he and
Courtney tried to act al casud, asif nothing were wrong. They had to be very careful about what they
said to the police, or they could find themselvesin degp trouble.  Officer Wilson led them through the
precinct and had them wait in the same conference room where they first met with Captain Hirsch months
before.  The room was empty except for two thick file folders sitting on the end of the long conference
table. Both Mark and Courtney had a pretty good idea of what was in those folders. It was the reason
they were here. They gave each other alook, but didn't say aword. There was no way to know if they
were being watched and listened to from behind the two-way mirror that ran the length of onewall. Mark
wondered what was going through Courtney's mind. She looked pretty calm. That was good. She would
have to be cam for both of them, because Mark wanted to hurl.  "Hi, guys. Thanksfor comingin,” said
Captain Hirsch as he waked quickly into theroom. "Sit down, please” Mark and Courtney took
Seets next to each other on one side of the conference table. Captain Hirsch sat down at thefar end, in
front of the two filefolders. He was dressed in his usud gray business suit, with histie loose around his
neck. Mark wondered if he dept in that suit. Hirsch looked to Mark, then to Courtney, asif he wanted
them to say something. They didnt.  "So, you both know Andy Mitchel?'  "Yes," they both said.

"What do you think of him?'  Mark wanted to say he thought Mitchell was an obnoxious dug, but he
didn't want Hirsch to think he had anegative attitude.  Courtney said, "He's an obnoxious dug.”

Obvioudy, Courtney couldn't care less about what other people thought of her attitude.  Hirsch
nodded. He then reached for one of thefilefolders.  "Thislook familiar?' he asked, as he pulled
something out and held it up for them to see. It was thefirst page of Bobby'sfirst journal. It
lookedveryfamiliar. Courtney shot alook to Mark. Mark had to stay cool, even though hisworst fear
had cometrue. It was officid. Mitchel had turned the journalsin. Mark had kept the journdsrolled up
and tied with acord, the way Bobby had sent them. Mitchell must've flattened them out and stacked
them up so they could fit in afolder. Mark hated Mitchdll al the more for being so disrespectful.

"Yeah, it'sfamiliar," said Mark, trying not to appear angry. "It sureis," added Courtney, sounding a
little bit more upset than Mark would have liked. He was afraid Courtney would go balistic when she
saw thejournas, but thankfully, shedidnt. Captain Hirsch put the page back inthefolder.  "Andy
Mitchdll brought thisin about an hour ago," he said. "Hée's dill here. I'd liketo havehimjoinus”  "He's
here?' said Mark with surprise. "Now?'  "Yesah. Isit okay?' Hirschasked. "Sure" said Courtney.
"Bringthedimein."  Captain Hirsch nodded to the mirror, which meant they were being watched. That
was atotaly creepy feeling. A few secondslater the door opened and Andy Mitchell strodein looking
like aguy who had just won the lottery. He walked al cocky and had a smug smile on hisface. When he
saw Mark and Courtney, the smilefdll off. But he got his act back together quickly. "Man, that was
fast," he said with asneer. He then said to Mark and Courtney, ™Y ou guysfedling the heet yet?' He
snorted and gave an obnoxiouslaugh.  "Sit down please, Andy," said Hirsch.  Mitchdl threw oneleg
over achair and sat on the far end of the table. Mark half expected him to spit onthefloor.  "Why's
thistaking so long?* Mitchell asked. "Y ou guys gonnabuy melunch or what?'  Hirsch didn't respond.
Heturned to Mark and Courtney, saying, "Andy brought these pagesto our attention. He tellsusthey're
proof of what happened to Bobby Pendragon. If it'strue, he'sgoing to get alargereward.” "You got
that right!" snorted Mitchell. "Twenty-fivebigones.”  Mark saw Courtney's hand clench. He knew she



was fighting the urge to jump over the table and pummel thisweasdl. Or maybe she wanted to pummel
Mark. Hewasn't surewhich.  "Andy," Hirsch said with afriendly smile. "Could you tell me how you
gained possession of these papers?’ "l told you," Mitchell answered, pointing to Mark. "He had 'em!
The two of ‘em were keeping them secret so nobody would know what was redlly going on. | figured it
wasmy civic duty tobring'emin.”  Mark closed hiseyes. Thiswas horrible.Civic duty, yeah right.
"That's not what | asked you, Mr. Mitchell,” said Hirsch politely. "I asked how you gained possession
of thesepages.” "You mean... how did | get 'em?" Mitchell asked. Clearly he wasn't sure of the
meaning of theword "gained."What atool. "Yes" answered Hirsch patiently.  Mitchell beganto
squirm. He started to answer afew times, but stopped himself asif he wasn't sure he was saying the right
thing. Findly, hejust blurted out: "1 took 'em, okay? | just took ‘em. But so what, man?'Y ou would
have done the same thing! Thiskinda stuff shouldn't be secret! People gottaknow!™  Hirsch continued
camly, "So youretedling me you sole them from Mark Dimond?' It was clear that Mitchell didn't like
wherethiswasgoing. "Yeah, | stole 'em. But that's not the point!”  Hirsch nodded. He then reached for
the second file folder on the table. Mark and Courtney watched without saying aword or showing any
emotion. Hirsch opened the second folder to reveal athick stack of white paper with lines of typing oniit.
The lines were sngle spaced and traveled neatly from marginto margin.  "I'm going to read something
toyou, Mr. Mitchell," said Hirsch. "I want you to tell meif it soundsfamiliar.”  "Knock yourself out,"
responded Mitchell.  The police officer looked down at the top page, and begantoread doud. ™I
hope you'rereading this, Mark.  ""Heck, | hopeanybody'sreading this because the only thing that's
keeping me from going totaly off my nut right now is getting thisal down on peper sothat- ™ "That's
fromthejournd," said Mitchdl, alittle confused. "Thefirst one. That's how it starts. What are you
reading that from?'  Hirsch held the thick stack of clean printed pages up for Mitchdll to see. "Mark
and Courtney brought methisstory last week," hesaid.  "What?' gasped Mitchell, sunned. "I don't get
it."  Hirsch put the pages down and chuckled. "Y eah, that's pretty obvious" "What'sgoin' on?"
demanded Mitchell inconfuson.  "Thisisastory they wrote," said Hirsch, trying to hold back asmile.
"A gory. It'sfiction. Do you know what that means? They madeit up." Mitchell shot astunned ook at
Mark and Courtney. The two sat there looking like innocent angels.  "No. No they didn't!" shouted
Mitchdll. "Pendragon wroteit! It'sal true!"  Courtney shook her head and spoke to Hirsch, saying,
"Likewetold you, it may be childish, but it was our way of dealing with Bobby's disappearance.”
"Yeah," added Mark quickly. "I even wrote it out in long hand on those brown pages, asif Bobby
wroteit himsdlf. It makesthe whole thing seem morered that way." "But we aso typed it onthe
computer, so it was easier to work on," said Courtney. "It'sjust afantasy, but it felt good to pretend that
Bobby was on some big adventure instead of, well, instead of being wherever heredly is. Now that
we're dtting heretalking about it, it'skind of ... embarrassing.”  "Don't be embarrassed,” said Hirsch
kindly. "People deal with lossin alot of ways. Y ou two were very cregtive about it." ™Y ou gottabe
kidding me!" screamed Mitchell as he jumped up from hischair. "They arelying! Ly-ing! I... | saw pages
gppear from nowherein abig flash of light through. .. through hisring. Look at hisring!" Mark
shrugged and held up hisfingers. Hehad norings.  Mitchel wasin full-on panic mode. Mark could see
that he had gone from thinking he had twenty-five thousand dollarsin his pocket to being treated like an
idiot thief who believesinfary tales. He desperately tried to turnit around.  "Okay, okay," he
sammered. "Answer methis Why did they bring you those printed-out pages? Huh? I'll tll you. They
weretrying to beat me here and get themsalves off the hook, that'swhy."  "No," said Hirsch patiently.
"They came hereto report their handwritten pages had been stolen. They brought the typed pagesto
prove the story wastheirs. Quite frankly, I never thought the stolen pages would turn up, but then you
walked in out of the blue. How very convenient!"  "No!" shouted Mitchdl in anguish. Hewaslosing
badly. Hirschlooked a Mark and Courtney and said, "Do you want to press charges against Mr.
Mitchdl?" Mark and Courtney looked at each other, then Courtney said, "No, just getting the pages
back isenough.” "Yeah, inaway wefed kind of bad for him," said Mark sympatheticdly. "We never
thought somebody would believe our story was good enough to betrue!”  "Redlly!" added Courtney
withalaugh. "Butitistruel" shouted Mitchdll, onthe verge of tears. "Isn't it?" "Yourefreeto go, Mr.



Mitchell," said Hirsch. "But | first want you to gpologize to these two for what you did.”  Mitchell
flashed alook of anger and hatred at Mark that rocked him back in hischair. It didn't seem to bother
Courtney, though. Mitchdl| didn't scare her. Mitchell got dl redin theface, like hewasin horrible pain,
then he squeezed out awesk, "I'm... sorry.”  "It'sokay, Andy," Courtney said sympatheticdly. "Let's
forget thisever happened.” "Yeah," added Mark. "Thank you, Mr. Mitchdl. Now go away,"
ordered Hirsch.  Mitchell stood there for a second, desperately thinking of something he could say to
turn this around. But he wasn't smart enough to do that. He looked at Courtney. Courtney gavehim a
tiny little smileand awink. That wasit. Mitchell couldn't takeit anymore.  "Ahhhh!" he shouted, and
stormed out of the conferenceroom.  Hirsch said, Y ou'reright. Heisan obnoxiousdug.”  "Thank
you, Captain," said Courtney in her most polite voice. "I knew you would be the right person to cometo
for hdp." "No problem, that'smy job. | do have afavor to ask though."  "Anything," said Courtney
quickly. "Would you let meread thisstory? It'sredly pretty good!" Mark and Courtney exchanged
glances, then Mark said, " Sure, but could you read the printed pages? We'd like to hold on to the
handwritten ones.” Hirsch quickly did the folder with Bobby'sjournals over to Mark. " Of course,
hereyou go," he said. "That Mitchdl guy'sapiece of work. Did heredly think this story wastrue?'  All
Mark and Courtney could do was shrug innocently. A few minuteslater Mark and Courtney were out
of the police station and walking down the Ave. Bobby's first journals were safely tucked into Mark's
backpack. They had politely turned down aride home from Officer Wilson, saying they'd like to walk.
They said the whole ordeal was pretty stressful and they needed to cool down.  They went right to
Garden Poultry and bought two boxes of French fries, along with a Coke and aMountain Dew. Mark
did the Dew. They brought the food to the pocket park and sat on abench to enjoy their feast. Neither
one had said anything from the time they |eft the police station. They just kind of drifted toward Garden
Poultry without even discussingit.  Finally, ashefinished hislast crispy golden fry, Mark said, "I'm
sorry, Courtney."  Courtney gulped down the rest of her Coke, then said, "Losing that page from the
journd was an accident. It was as much my fault as yours. But not telling me right away that Mitchell
found out about the journals... Mark, that wasbad." "I know, | know," wasall Mark could say. "
thought | could handletheguy. ... | was embarrassed to tell you how bad | screwed up. But man, when
he wanted to see al the journals and started talking about how we were going to be famous when we
showed the whole world what we had - | didn't know what todo." "Y ou should have cometo me
beforeit got that bad," said Courtney. Mark could tell shewasangry. "Yesh,” said Mark guiltily. "But
your plan was awesome." He thought back to the moment when he finally fessed up to Courtney about
what had happened. It was right after Mitchell demanded to see dl of the journas. Courtney didn't get
angry. Instead she came up with theideato turn the tables on Mitchell. She knew he would tell the police
about the journasto claim the reward. That was ano-brainer. But they figured they could beat him to the
punch by pretending they wrote the story themsalves. It took Courtney three late nights of grueling typing
to get Bobby'sfirgt journadsinto her computer. Then they printed out the pages and took them right to
Captain Hirsch. That'swhen they told him the bogus story about their handwritten version being stolen.
The key to the whole thing was showing the story to the policebeforeMitchell did. Neither of them liked
to lie, but the situation was desperate. Mitchell had to be stopped from exposing Bobby's story to the
world.  Asit turned out, it became only half alie when Mitchell came to Mark's house and ended up
geding thejourndsafter al. Still, if Mitchdl had just read the journds and returned them, that would
have been the end. But they knew Mitchell wouldn't do that. He wastoo greedy. They knew hed take
the journasto the police - and walk right into their trap. The sting worked beautifully. They got Bobby's
journas back and Mitchell couldn't demand to see them anymore by threstening to go to the police. It
was a beautiful thing, but Mark il felt bad for not having been totaly honest with Courtney.  "You
brought me into thiswhen you showed methefirst journa," Courtney said. "If you want meto stay in,
you've got to be honest with me, aways.” "I will, | promise" Mark whined.  Thetwo were silent for
asecond, then dowly, Courtney smiled adevilish smile. "But it sure was sweet seeing Mitchel squirm!”
Mark laughed too and they dapped high-fives. Mark then reached around his neck and pulled out the
chain that held the key to his secret desk. Dangling next to it was Mark'sring. Hetook it off and put it



right back on hisfinger, whereit belonged.  There was nothing left to do now but go home. They
walked together until Courtney reached her street. " So, you'll cal me?' asked Courtney.  "Soon as
the next journd shows," answered Mark, asheawaysdid.  The two then gave each other ahug and
separated.  They wouldn't get back together for another five months.  Both went back to their normal
livesat home and at school. Since the only friend they had in common was Bobby, that meant neither of
them saw much of each other. Occasiondly they'd passin the hallway. Courtney would look at him asif
to ask: "Wdl?' Mark would just shake hishead. Nothing yet.  Courtney played softball for the Stony
Brook team. It was fagt-pitch and she was the pitcher. The team went undefeated that spring, and
Courtney was MV P of course.  Mark'sbig project was to build a battling robot for a county science
fair. He had areal knack for mechanics and physics. Therobot waskiller. It destroyed the competition
with a combination hook, buzz saw, dedgehammer package. He took first prize and started to investigate
how to get onthe TV with his battling robotic baby.  Courtney had a birthday on March 6. She turned
fifteen. Mark sent her acard with the greeting: "Happy Birthday, Hobey-ho!"  The two did get together
once, on March 11. Bobby's birthday. They went back to Garden Poultry on the Ave, got somefries,
and toasted Bobby in the pocket park with Cokeand Dew.  Both wondered if Bobby had any idea
that he had just turned fifteen.  The next big event was graduation from Stony Brook Junior Highin
June. Mark was va edictorian and was supposed to give a speech. But he was too nervous and let the
runner-up take his place on the podium. He was gill the vaedictorian, though, and got a huge dictionary
asaprize. The next stop for these two was high school - abig, scary step. They would soon be going to
Davis Gregory High, the big public high school in Stony Brook. Nobody knew who Davis Gregory was,
but they figured he must have been somebody important. Mark wondered if someday thered be a school
caled Bobby Pendragon High.  The summer went aong lazily. Courtney played basebal |l and got her
junior lifeguard certification. Mark tinkered with hiskiller robot, getting ready for the big state
competition. He had gotten an invitation and everything. His reputation was getting around.  Mark
awaysworethe ring, waiting for the day when the next journa would arrive. The truth was, both Mark
and Courtney tried not to think about Bobby, because the longer it went without getting ajournd, the
more they feared that something nasty had happened to him. That was something they didn't even want to
consider, 0 it was easier to put Bobby out of their mindsentiredly.  Then, on August 21, two things
happened. Firs, it was Mark'sfifteenth birthday. He celebrated in his usua way: getting some creepy
new clothesfrom his mother and a gift certificate from hisfather that would be spent wisdly at the local
electronicsstore.  The other thing that happened was Mark got astrange phonecal a home.  An
official-sounding woman'svoice said, "May | speek toaMr. Mark Dimond, please?'  "That'sme."

"ThisisMs. Jane Jansen, vice-president of the Nationa Bank of Stony Brook. Areyou familiar with
us?'  Thewoman sounded like somebody'sidea of apruny old schoolteacher.  "Uh... sure" he said.
"YoureontheAve... uh... Stony Brook Avenue." "Correct," she answered. "Do you know aMs.
Courtney Chetwynde?' "Yes, what'sthisabout?” "Mr. Dimond, would you and Ms. Chetwynde
please come down to our branch as soon as possible? With some identification? | believe thismay bean
issue of someimportance.”  Thisrealy threw Mark. He didn't even have a bank account. What could
they possibly want with him and Courtney? He was just abouit to tell this wacky woman that he wanted
to call his parentsfirst, when she dropped the bomb. "It hasto do with aMr. Robert Pendragon.”

Thosewerethemagicwords.  "WEIl beright there,” Mark said, and hung up the phone before she
had the chanceto say good-bye. Mark immediately caled Courtney and wasrelieved to find her
home. Half an hour later, the two of them were standing outside the large, gray cement building with the
big brass letters that read:nationa bank of stony brook. Mark never understood how Stony Brook
could have a nationa bank, but it had been around forever so he figured they must know what they were
doing. The bank itself was old-fashioned. There was a huge lobby with ahigh ceiling capped by aglass
dome. Thiswas not like the modern banks that Mark had been in with his mother. Thislooked like the
bank from Mary Poppins. There waslots of dark polished wood, brass hardware, and leather furniture.
Therewere alot of customers, too, and they al whispered when they spoke. It waslike alibrary. Mark
thought this bank probably |ooked exactly the same asit did the year it was built. Based on the



cornerstone he saw outside, that year was1933.  Mark and Courtney told the receptionist they were
thereto see aMs. Jansen. They were asked to have a seat in the waiting area, so the two of them sank
into the cushy leather chairsto wait for this mysterious woman who had some news about Bobby.

"Y ou have any clue what thisis about?' Courtney asked Mark.  "None, zero, nada," Mark
answered. A second later they both saw arail-thin woman walking toward them. She wore agray suit
and had her hair up in abun. Her glasses were black with perfectly round lenses. Mark knew
immediately that this must be Ms. Jane Jansen. She looked exactly like her voice sounded. Shewas old,
too. Mark wondered if she had been working here since the bank opened.  The woman walked up to
the receptionist and asked her a question that Mark couldn't hear. The receptionist pointed to Mark and
Courtney. Ms. Jansen looked at them and frowned. "1 guess we're not what she was expecting,”
Courtney whispered.  Ms. Jansen walked over to them quickly. She had perfect posture and a stiff
neck that didn't turn. Whenever shelooked in adifferent direction, she moved her wholebody.  "Mr.
Dimond? Ms. Chetwynde?' she asked with asnippy tone.  "That'sus," answered Mark.  "Do you
have some form of identification?" she added suspiciousy. Courtney and Mark gave the woman their
student ID cards. Jansen looked at them over her glasses and then frowned again. Y ou two are quite
young," shesaid. "You needed our ID'sto figurethat out?' Courtney asked. Mark winced.
Courtney was being awise-ass, again.  Ms. Jansen shot Courtney a sour look and handed them back
their ID's. "Isthisthe way young people dresstoday to attend ameeting?' she asked, sounding al
superior.  Mark and Courtney looked at each other. They were both wearing shorts, T-shirts, and
hiking boots. What waswrong withthat? "We're fifteen, maam, what did you expect?' said Courtney.
"We don't have snappy outfitslike yourewearing."  Jansen knew thiswasacut, but letitgo. "Please
follow me," she said, then turned and walked toward the back of the bank.  Courtney rolled her eyesat
Mark. Mark shrugged and the two of them followed the stiff, skinny little woman. A minute later they
were gitting acrossfrom her at alarge oak desk.  "We have been holding an envelope for the two of
you," she explained. "We assume it must be some sort of inheritance from ardative of yours. Are either
of you related to Mr. Robert Pendragon?'  That was atough one to answer. Mark was about to say
that they were just friends, but Courtney jumped infirst saying, "Y eeh, heésadistant rdative”  Jansen
continued, "Wdll, it doesn't matter actually. Theingructionsare quiteclear.”  Shethen handed the
envelopeto Mark. It was an old, yellowed letter that had two nameswritten onit: "Mark Dimond" and
"Courtney Chetwynde." It was Bobby's handwriting. Both Mark and Courtney had to force themselves
to keep from amiling.  Jansen continued, "We were ingtructed to deliver this envelope to you on this
date. We were dso ingtructed to have you open it right away." Mark shrugged and opened the | etter.
He pulled out asheet of paper that wasfolded in haf. It was old and yellow too, like the envelope. There
was a header engraved on top that read: "National Bank of Stony Brook™ in fancy lettering. Below it
werethewords: "Safety Deposit Box #15-224."  There was one other thing in the envelope: asmal
key. Mark and Courtney had no ideawhat to make of this, so they showed it to Ms. Jansen. She
looked at the note and the key, then said quickly, "Follow me, please”  She got up and walked off
again. They followed her.  "Thisisfreaky,” whispered Courtney.  Thistime Ms. Jansen led theminto
aplace Mark had always wanted to go - the huge bank vault. Since the bank was open for business, so
wasthe vault. Therewas agiant, round door that looked like something you'd see in Fort Knox. When
this baby closed, there was nobody getting in. Or out, for that matter. Mark wondered if inside they
would see big bags of money with dollar signs on them. Or stacks of clean crisp bills. Or maybe even
barsof gold. But there was none of that. Ms. Jansen led them to aroom full of brasslockers. Some
were as big asthe lockers at school, others were no larger than afew inches wide. These were the safe
deposit boxes of the National Bank of Stony Brook.  Ms. Jansen walked along one row of doors,
scanning the numbersinscribed on each. Shefindly arrived at the one marked: 15-224. She stopped and
handed the key to Mark. ™Y ou both are now the owners of the contents of safe deposit box number
15-224. 1 will leave you adone to ingpect the contents. When you are finished, please relock the box and
return the key to me. Any questions?’  "I'm kind of confused,” said Mark. "Who set thisup?' "I told
you, aMr. Robert Pendragon.”  Courtney asked, "He camein here? Did you seehim?'  Thelook on



Ms. Jansen's face got even more pinched, if that werepossible. "I know you consider meto bea
fossil, Ms. Chetwynde, but | assure you, this account was opened long before | was employed here at
National Bank." "Sowhenwasthat?' asked Mark. "I'll have to double check the exact date, but |
believeit wassometimein May." "He was here three months ago?' shouted Courtney in surprise.
"Mease, Ms. Chetwynde," said Jansen testily. "I'm not afool, so do not try to play mefor one. This
account was opened in May of 1937."  Mark and Courtney went into stunned brainlock.  "Do you
have any more questions?’  Both Mark and Courtney could only shaketheir heads. "Then I'll be at
my desk."  Jansen gave them alast annoyed look and hurried off.  Mark and Courtney couldn't
move. They both tried desperately to get their minds around the incredibleinformation.  "Isit possible?’
Courtney finally asked. "Theresoneway to find out,” answered Mark.  Heinserted the key into the
deposit box marked 15-224. Thiswas one of the larger boxes compared to the others. It looked to be
about two feet high. The door hinged outward, revealing a handle attached to asted box. While Mark
held the door open, Courtney pulled on the handle. The stedl box did out easly. It wasroughly thesize
of two shoeboxes. "Takeit over there,” said Mark.  Built into onewall was arow of four desks set
up with partitions between them, kind of like the study carrelsin the library at school. These wooden
deskslooked ancient, just like everything else at this bank. Courtney put the box down on one of the old
desks and they each pulled up a chair. Mark was happy nobody elsewashere.  Thetwo looked at the
sted box. Thelid was till closed so they couldn't see what wasinside. Mark's heart wasracing. He
knew Courtney'swastoo. "l can't bresthe" Mark said findly.  "Then openit. Thisiskilling me!"
Mark reached for the lid, hesitated amoment, then lifted it up.  They saw that the deep box was
mostly empty. But lying on the bottom was a stack of four books, each bound in dark red leather. They
were about the size of apiece of computer paper: 8x10 inches. Each looked to be about a half-inch
thick. The weird thing was that they didn't have any titles. There were no markings on the covers
whatsoever.  There was something elsein the box too. Sandwiched next to the stack of books was an
envelope. Mark's hands were shaking as he pulled it out. It was a business-size envelope with a printed
return addressin the upper left corner. It was the name and address of the bank. Whoever wrote this
letter wrote it here in the bank. There was something € se on the envelope. In Bobby's handwriting were
thewords. "Mark and Courtney.” "That'sus," said Courtney with awesak smile.  Mark nervoudy
opened the envelope and pulled out the single page insde. He unfolded it to reved aletter written on
National Bank of Stony Brook stationery. The words were written in Bobby's handwriting. Dear Mark
and Courtney, | gottamakethisfagt. | don't have much time. Heré'sthe ded. | lost my ring. | haven't
had it for months now. That'swhy you haven't been getting my journds. I've been writing though. Every
thing that's happened | put down on paper, just like dways. But it's been making me crazy. | hate having
al thejournalstogether. They're not safe with me. | can't believe it took me aslong asit did to come up
withasolution. | cameto Stony Brook. | knew the National Bank was around forever and sure
enough, hereitis. What arush. The Aveisatotaly different place, though. | waskind of hoping Garden
Poultry was hereto grab aquick box of fries, but no such luck. Y ou know what's there instead? A
barbershop. Same building, different business. Weird. | could go on forever about how strangethisis,
but | don't havetime. If my plan works, and | can't think of why it won't, you'll be gitting in the same spot
where | am right now, reading thisletter.  I've put dl four journasin the safe depost box. Thewhole
adventureis contained here. Hopefully, the next time you hear from meit will be through therings. | think
| might know where mineisnow, and that'swhere I'm headed.  Thank you, guys. | missyou. Bobby
May 31,1937 P.S. If they gtill have these wooden desksin the vault, look under the oneto the far
right. Courtney and Mark both read the | etter afew times to make sure they understood. Somehow
Bobby got herein 1937 and |eft hisjournals. It made sense. Bobby knew the Nationa Bank would il
be here in the present, so there was no reason why it wouldn't work. The bigger question was, how the
heck did he get to 19377 It began to raise al sorts of questions about the flumes sending Travelers
through time aswell asterritories.  They both turned their attention to the desk they were Sitting at.
They looked pretty old and were probably the same desks that Bobby had sat at. They both got down
on their kneesto look under the desk on the far right. They had no ideawhat they should be looking for



until - "Oh, man, look!" Courtney said.  She pointed to a spot underneath the desk. Something was
carved into the woodwork. The only way you could see it wasto be down on the floor, looking straight
up. Thewords said: "Happy Birthday, Mark."  Asthey lay on their backs, looking up, Mark and
Courtney started to laugh. Thiswas so perfectly Bobby. Mark wished he had acamerawith him so he
could take a shot and keep it with the journals. He planned on coming back and doing just that. The
two then pulled themsalves out from under the desk and stood up. They stared at the open safety deposit
box and thefour journasingde. "I can't believetherésawhole story here," said Courtney.  "We
should bring them home," Mark said.  "Yeah," agreed Courtney, "but thisiskilling me. Let'sjust look at
thefirst page.” Mark couldn't think of areason not to, so he reached inside and took thefirst journal
off the pile. It was nicely bound, like abook that had never been opened.  "Not exactly old parchment
papers” Mark said. Hethen carefully opened the cover to thefirst page.  Unlike the storiesfrom
Denduron and Cloral, Bobby had typed thisjourna. The pages were the size of regular computer printer
paper, but they were heavier and cream colored. Also, the typing looked al messy. Thiswasn't likea
clean page from aprinter. This had actually been typed on an old-fashioned typewriter. Neither of them
had ever seen something like this- it waslike looking at a piece of history. In away, that's exactly what it
was. "Let'sat least seewherehewas,” said Courtney. "Okay," agreed Mark. Thetwo sat down
at the desk and begantoread.  to be continued FIRST EARTH That'swherel am. Firgt
Earth. Vedox was amisdirection. Spader and | flumed to Ved ox, but found the action wasn't there. It
washereon First Earth.  Whereis First Earth? The better question iswhenis First Earth? I'm in New
York City and it's 1937. March of 1937 to be exact. To bereallyexact, it's March 11 of 1937. I'm
writing thison my birthday. Herésaweird thought: If I'min 1937 and it'smy birthday, did | still turn
fifteen? Kind of fresky, no? I'll begin thisnew journd by telling you | sumbled into the most bizarro,
confusing, dangerous Situation yet. But then again, haven't | said that before? Let me give you alittle taste
of what happened in only thefirst few minutessincel got here...  Spader and | were nearly killed.
Three times. We were al so robbed and witnessed a gruesome murder. Happy birthday to me! The way
thingsare going, | know what | want for my fifteenth birthday ... the chanceto haveasixteenth. When
Spader and | flumed in from Vedox, | had no ideaof what "First Earth” meant. Since I'm from Second
Earth, | could only guessthat First Earth was sometime in the Earth's past. But how far past? For all |
knew we were fluming back to atime when quigs were dinosaurs and we'd be on the run from hungry,
yelow-eyed raptors. | wastotally relieved to find that when we landed at the gate, it was the exact
same rocky room that | had been through many times before. Y es, we had arrived at the gate off the
subway tunnel in the Bronx, New Y ork. Phew. At least there were no T-rexes or Neanderthalswaiting
for us. That wasthegood news.  Bad news was that we weren't done. As soon as the flume dropped
us off, | saw two guys standing there, facing us. They wore old-fashioned gray suits, like Clark Kent
wearsin the oldSupermanshow on TV Land. Actudly, abetter analogy is that these guys were dressed
like thebad guysfrom that old show, because that's what they were. Bad guys.Verybad guys. They wore
wide-brimmed hats that were pulled down low and had white handkerchiefs around their nosesand
mouths like ban-ditos. There's only oneword to describethesedudes.  Gangsters.  Their eyes
looked wide and scared. No big surprise. They had just seen Spader and me drop out of nowherein an
explosion of light and music. They seemed totally stunned, which was good because there was one other
detail | havent mentioned...  They were both holding machine guns that were aimed at the flume - and
atus. "Down!"lyeledat Spader. Thetwo of usjumped to opposite sides of the flume just asthe
gangsters started shooting. | crouched in aball, totally unprotected as the deadly clatter from their
rapid-fire guns echoed off the rocky walls. | thought for sure I'd get hit, but after afew secondsthe
shooting stopped, and | was still intact. | was afraid to move and even more afraid to look over and seeif
Spader was okay. The sharp explosions fel off to adistant echo that bounced around the cavelike room.
My earswere ringing and the chemical smell of gunpowder burned my nose. | figured thiswaswhat it
must beliketobeinawar. "Get up!" one of the gangsters ordered. "Handsinthear!" | cautioudy
looked over to Spader and saw that he was okay. We stood slowly and raised our hands. The gangsters
held their gunson us. | didn't know why. It wasn't like we had weapons of our own. The second gangster



kept glancing nervoudy between the two of us. He looked almost as scared as we were. Almost.
"Th-They from Mars?' he asked hisbuddy nervoudy.  Under lessterrifying circumstances, | would
have laughed. It must have looked like we had just landed from outer space. Not only did weflashin
through a storm of light, we were still dressed in our bright blue swimskins from Cloral. For asecond |
thought about pulling a huge bluff and chanting: " Drop your weapons or we will vaporize you with our
mind-hest," or something equaly sci-fi, but | didn't get thechance.  "Don't matter,” barked the other
gangster. He was definitely the onein charge, but | could tell from hisvoice that he was alittle shaky too.
"Wedoneour job," headded. "S-So what about th-them?' the nervous gangster asked.  The guy
in charge looked us over. | could amost hear the whedlsturning in hisbrain. He didn't exactly seem likea
rocket scientist, so they must have been very smal whedls. | wondered if they hurt when they turned.
"You!" theguy barked a me. "Gimmethat ring!" | couldn't believeit. He wanted my Traveler ring!
Thiswas serious. Y ou guys know how badly | need that ring. It shows me where the flumes are, and it's
the only way | can get my journadsto you. Without thisring, I'mlost.  "It'snot worth anything,” | saidin
afeebleattempt totak himout of it.  "Don't matter,” the gangster snapped back at me. "All | want is
proof to show youtwo arereal.” "Then take uswith you, mates!" said Spader, trying to be friendly.
"Werredl the proof you need, intheflesh!" "Thoseaint my orders” hesnarled. "Redly?
Whatareyour orders?’ | asked.  "Just hand over thering,” the boss commanded. He raised his machine
gun to prove he meant business. What could | do? 1 took off my ring and tossed it to him. He caught it
and jammed it into hispocket. "Let's step outside, nice and easy,” theguy said. Thiswasgood. It
meant they weren't going to gun us down right that moment. Maybe there was away out of this after all.
The nervous gangster threw the wooden door open, then both stepped aside and motioned with their
weapons for usto go through. | looked at Spader. Spader shrugged. We had to play aong. With our
hands up, we both stepped out of the gate and into the dark subway tunndl.  Everything was familiar,
s0 | made asharp right, knowing it was the way to the abandoned subway station.  But the gangster
had other thingsin mind. "No, you don't,” he ordered. "Keep walking." We had to walk straight
ahead, away from the door. Three steps later we stepped over therail of the subway track. Thiswas
beginning to look bad again.  "Stop! Turnaround.”  Oh yeah, thiswas bad. We were both now
ganding onthetraintracks. "Youmove, you die" said thefirst gangster.  Yeah, right. We move, we
die. If atrain comes dong, wedon'tmove, we die. Not alot of wiggleroom here.  "Where are we,
Pendragon?' whispered Spader.  Hisanswer came in the form of afar off whistle. We both looked to
our right and saw the headlight of a subway train rounding the bend, headed our way, on our track.
"What isthat thing?"' asked Spader nervoudy. Being from aterritory that was covered entirely with
water, he had never seen anything likeatrain before.  "That," | said, trying not to let my voice show the
fear that wastearing a my gut, "isapretty big tum-tigger.” "Hobey," said Spader in awe. "We just got
hereand welve already lost." We had been on First Earth for al of two minutes, and we were staring
deathrightintheeye. Welcome home, Bobby Pendragon.  That's ataste of how our adventure on
First Earth began. | don't want to get too far ahead because there was awhole lot that happened
between thetime | finished my last journal, and when we landed here. But | wanted to explain to you
how I lost my ring. Thisis serious because as | write thisjourna to you, Mark and Courtney, I'm not
redly sureif you're ever going to read it. If | don't get that ring back, I'll never be able to send thisto you.
Theonly thing | can do is keep writing, hang on to the journass, and hopethat | get the ring back soon.
Now, let me rewind to where | finished my last journa and get you guys back up to speed. | spent
my last few days on theterritory of Clora in ahaze. Weld defeated Saint Dane, but | didn't fed rnuch
like celébrating. That's because Uncle Presswas gone, and | kept replaying hislast moments over and
over in my head. Saint Dane had escaped through a flume and Spader tried to chase him. But astorm of
bullets came back at him. Uncle Press redlized what was happening, knocked Spader out of theway ...
and took the bulletshimself.  Hedied in my arms. It was the absol ute worst moment of my life. The
only thing that kept me from totaly losing it was that just before he died, he promised me wed be
together again. | know this sounds pretty loopy, but | believe him. If being a Traveler hastaught me
anything, it'sthat nothing isimpossible. My eyes have been opened to so many new worlds and levels of



exigence that the idea of hooking up with Uncle Press again doesn't seem dll thet far-fetched.  Of
course, | have no clue how it might happen. That's because I've only scratched the surface of knowing al
thereisto know about being a Traveer. | wish there were an ingtruction manua | could buy through
Amazon.com that would spell out dl the rules and regulations. Unfortunately, it's not that easy. I've got to
learn thingsas| go dong. And now I've got.to do it without Uncle Press.  Welcometo my lifeasa
Traveler, phasetwo. Inthoselast dayson Clord, | knew what my next move had to be, but | was
putting it off because, well, | was scared. Things were different now. | wasaone. It was awhole new
ballgame and | wasn't sureif | wasgood enoughto play init.  When Saint Dane flumed out of Clord,
he was headed for aterritory caled Vedox. | knew | had to follow him, but the idea of going after him
aone was about as appealing as setting my hair on fire. All things being equd, | think I'd rather have set
my hair onfire. So | made adecisonthat | hopel don't regret. | asked Vo Spader to go with

me. Don't get mewrong, Spader isagreat guy. Hesthe Traveler from Clord, after all. He saved my
life more than once; he's an incredible athlete; he's about as brave as can be; and most importantly, he's
my friend. So why should | be worried about asking him to comewith me?  It's because histotd, blind
hatred of Saint Dane is dangerous. Saint Dane caused the death of hisfather and for that, Spader wants
revenge. Big time. Hey, | don't blame him. But there were afew times on Clord where Spader got so
completely wrapped up in Saint Dane-hating that he nearly got usall killed. Truth be told, Spader's anger
toward Saint Dane is one of the reasons Uncle Pressisdead.  Since then, Spader promised me he
would control himself, and hisanger. | can only hope that when we come face-to-face with the demon
again, and | guarantee we will, Spader won't do anything stupid. These were some of the conflicted
thoughts that were banging around inside my head as| finished my last journal.  "Hobey-ho,
Pendragon,” Spader said as he strode into my apartment the morning of our departure.  Spader had
amond-shaped eyes that looked sort of Asian. They turned up dightly and made him look asif he were
aways smiling. The truth was, most of the time hewassmiling. .. when he wasn't obsessing over Saint
Dane, that is. Hislong black hair was still wet, which meant he had been in the water. Spader spent alot
of timein the water, playing traffic cop with the boats and barges that came and went from Grallion. He
loved hisjob, and hislifethere. At least heloved it before he found out he was a Traveler. Things had
changed alittlesincethen. "It'stime” | said. "For what?' washisquick response.  "Clord issafe.
Uncle Pressisgone. And I'm asready as|'ll ever beto go after Saint Dane."”  Spader gave mea
devilish smile. "Now you're talking, mate! I've been waiting to hear those words for weeks! What if the
tral'sgonecold?’ "I don't think that's possible,” | answered. "Uncle Press dways said that time
between territoriesisn't relative  Spader frowned. "You lost me" | hadtolaugh. Thisdidn't makea
wholelot of senseto meether, but | had to trust Uncle Press. "L ook at it thisway,” | explained. " Saint
Dane flumed to Vedox afew weeks ago, but since then he may have spent five yearsthere. Or a
minute””  "Now I'mtotdly lost," Spader said in frudiration.  "Bottom lineis, were not too late,” | said.
"It doesn't matter when we go after him, because the flumewill put us where we need to be whenwe
needto bethere” "O-kay," said Spader tentatively. "I'll trust youonthat." I'd dready said
good-byeto our friends on Gralion, and I'd sent my last journal to you. | had explained the importance
of journalsto Spader and he had already started his own. The person he chose to send them to on Clora
for safekeeping was Wu Y enza. She was the chief aquaneer and Spader's boss. He couldn't have picked
abetter person. | took alast look around my apartment. Then we went down to the docks, |ocaded
our air globes and water deds onto askimmer boat, and left Grallion for the flume. Spader wasthe
expert, so he drove. Aswe shot across the water | looked back at the giant, floating farm habitat of
Gralion, wondering if I'd ever seeit again. | liked Clord. There weretimeswhen | actualy had fun on
that territory. It gave me hope that being a Traveler didn't mean | dwayshad to livein astate of fear and
confuson. Now the question was, what lay ahead of us? Pretty much a state of fear and confusion.
Great. Herewego again.  Thetrip to the flume was cake. We anchored the skimmer near the reef,
popped on the air globesthat alowed usto breathe underwater, triggered the water deds, and quickly
sank below the surface. We didn't run into any shark quigs either. | think that once Saint Daneis finished
with aterritory, the quigs no longer patrol the gates. Still, | wasn't taking any chances. Aswe sped



through the water being pulled by the deds, | kept glancing back to make sure nothing nasty was
sneaking up on usto try and get anibble. 1 didn't relax until we shot under the shelf of rock that led to
the gate. Following the glow from my ring, we quickly found the wide circle of light that led up and into
the cavern that held the flume. Moments later we were standing together in the cavern, staring up at the
dark flume tunnd that was cut into the rock wall high over our heads.  Thiswasit. Thelast few seconds
of cadm. Spader looked at me and smiled. "My heart'sthumpin’.”  So was mine. We were standing
at the starting line and the gun was about to go off. Spader loved adventure. Me? I'd just as soon be
home watching toons. Knowing Spader was nervous made mefed like | wasn't such aweenie after all.
He added, "We'rein for another natty-do, aren't we, mate?' "Yeah," | answered. "Pretty much.”
"No usein wadting time herethen," he said, sounding alot braver than | felt.  "Yeah," | said. "Were
onthewrong territory.” | stood straight, looked up to the dark hole of the flume, and shouted,"Vedox!"
Thetunnd sprang to life. Shafts of bright light shot from deep insde. The familiar jumble of musica
notes could be heard faintly at first, but quickly grew louder. They werecomingto get us.  Spader
turned to me and smiled. "Hobey-ho, Pendragon.” "Hobey-ho, Spader,” | answered. "Let'sgo get him."
A second later we were siwept up by the light and sound and pulled into the flume. Next stop. ..
Vedox. Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwynde huddled together in the vault of the National Bank
of Stony Brook, reading Bobby'sjourna from First Earth. It was ajournal unlike any of the others Bobby
had sent.  First off, the pages weren't loose. They were bound nicely into abook with adeep red
cover. And the pages weren't handwritten. They were typed... on an old-fashioned typewriter. They
knew it was atypewriter because the lettersweren't al perfectly lined up and there were aton of
mistakes. Besides, they didn't have computers or printers back in 1937. Thisnew journa was definitely a
far cry from the pieces of rolled up parchment paper Bobby had written hisfirst journalson.  The other
difference was that Bobby usualy sent only onejourna at atime. When he finished writing one hed send
it, through his Traveler ring, to Mark'sring. But thistime, Sitting in front of Mark and Courtney were four
journds. After reading what happened with the gangsters on First Earth, Mark and Courtney knew why.
Bobby'sring had been stolen.  The mysterious manner in which the journals arrived was further proof
of that. Earlier that day, Mark had gotten a strange phone cal from alady at the Nationa Bank of Stony
Brook. She asked for Mark and Courtney to meet her at the bank to discuss something about a Mr.
Robert Pendragon. That was al Mark needed to hear. He and Courtney were at that bank in half an
hour. When they arrived, they discovered that Bobby had rented a safe-deposit box at the bank in
1937. Bobby had left explicit instructions that the bank should contact Mark Dimond on thisvery date -
August 21, Mark'sfifteenth birthday. When Mark and Courtney opened up the safe-deposit box, they
found the four journals. They had been lying in that box for over Sixty years.  Thiswhole episode was
another bizarretwigt in an aready incredible Situation. Bobby Pendragon had mysterioudy |eft their
hometown of Stony Brook, Connecticut, with his Uncle Press dmost nine months before. Since then his
family had disappeared, and the journal s began showing up. The only people who knew the truth were
his best friends, Mark and Courtney. Bobby trusted them to take care of hisjournasin case he might
need them again someday.  But more important, it seemed to both Mark and Courtney that writing
these journds helped keep Bobby sane. He was now smack in the middle of an incredible adventure that
had nothing less than the future of everything at stake. Writing the journas seemed like aperfect way for
Bobby to help keep his head on straight, while everything around him was so twisted. Both knew that
one day Bobby's adventure would take him home. But until then, the only thing they could do to help him
on hisquest wasto read hisjournds, try to understand what he was going through, and keep them
safe. "Wereclosing," snapped Ms. Jane Jansen, the bank manager, making Mark and Courtney jump.
Ms. Jane Jansen had only just met the two, but she didn't seem to like them. She didn't seemto like
much of anything. Her face wasin a permanent state of pucker, like she had alemon in her pocket that
shewas congantly suckingon.  "Oh, sorry,” said Mark, asif he had been caught doing something
wrong. "We were reading. Can we come back tomorrow?'  "Tomorrow's Sunday," snapped Ms. Jane
Jansen. "And thisisn't alibrary. Y ou children have spent far too much time heredready.”  Courtney
didn't like Ms. Jane Jansen's attitude. And she definitely didn't like being called a child, especidly by such



aprune. "Soif we can't read here, what are we supposed to do?" asked Courtney politely, trying not
to let her distaste for the woman show through. " The content of that box belongsto you,” Ms. Jane
Jansen said. "Do whatever you want withit." ™Y ou mean, we can takeit al home?' asked Mark. "I
sad, whatever you want,” said Ms. Jane Jansen impatiently.  "Why didn't you say that in thefirst
place?' asked Courtney. "Or do you adways provide such lousy service?' Mark winced. He hated it
when Courtney clicked into wise-assmode.  Ms. Jane Jansen's eyes popped open wide. "Miss
Chetwynde, | have been an employee of the National Bank of Stony Brook for over twenty yearsand |
have aways provided thorough and professiond service” "I'll be sureto include that in our report to
your president,” Courtney said. "That'swhat thisisall about, you know. To test how bank employees
ded with unusud situations. So far, you haven't exactly rolled with the punches, now have you, Ms. Jane
Jansen?'  Ms. Jane Jansen's eyes grew wide. She suddenly turned dl friendly and polite. "Well, uh, if
you have any complaints I'd be more than happy to personaly ensure your complete satisfaction.”

"Thereissomething,” Courtney said. "If you'd be so kind, would you return the empty drawer to our
safe-deposit box? WEl be taking the contentswith us.”  Ms. Jane Jansen clenched her teeth. It wasn't
her job to clean up after people. But shesuckeditup.  "Of course," she said with abig, phony smile.
"I'd behappy to."  Mark quickly scooped up the four journals and stashed them in his backpack. He
wanted to get out of there before Courtney got them into trouble.  "Th-Thanks," he said with sincere
courtesy. "Well get out of your hair now." He went for the door, pulling Courtney along with him.

"Thanksfor al your help, maam," said Courtney sweetly. "Y ou redly put theassin ass-istance.”

Mark yanked Courtney out of the vault, leaving Ms. Jane Jansen with atwisted smile that actudly
looked painful. A minute later they rushed out of the gray bank building onto Stony Brook Avenue.
Courtney was dl smiles. Mark wasangry. "Areyou crazy?' heydled. "What if she threw us out of
there? We could havelost thejournalsl”  "Noway," assured Courtney. ™Y ou heard her. They belong to
us. Besides, she deserved it. Shetreated uslike acouple of turds”  "Yeah, well, some things are more
important than your bruised ego,” Mark muttered.  "You'reright, Mark,” Courtney said sincerdly. "I'm
sorry."  Mark nodded, then looked at Courtney and smiled. "Shediddeserveit.” Thetwo burst out
laughing. Now that their bank adventure was behind them, their thoughts turned to the important issue.
After waiting for months, they had another journal from Bobby! Better, they hadfourjournals. In Mark's
pack was an entire new adventure. They wouldn't have to wait impatiently for new journalsto show up.
They had afull story intheir hands. "1 don't know about you," said Mark, "but once | start reading
again, I'mnot going towant to stop.”  "Agreed,” said Courtney. "Hereswhat I'm thinking. It's getting
late. How about if wewait till tomorrow?'  "You'rekidding!" protested Courtney.  "I'm serious.
Tomorrow's Sunday. I'll come over to your house red early, like eightam.Well go down to your father's
workshop and won't come out until we'refinished.”  Courtney gave this some thought. "Y ou promise
not to read anything tonight?' sheasked. "Promise,” Mark said, crossing hisheart.  "Okay, cool,"
shesad. "I'll make some sandwiches. Y ou bring chips. Well makeit amarathon.”  "Excelent. I'll bring
the Dew, too," Mark said with excitement.  "Whatever." Courtney didn't dotheDew. "Thisisgonna
be great!" Mark shouted.  The next day at 8a.m.sharp, Courtney's doorbell rang. Courtney's dad
opened the door to see Mark standing there with aloaded grocery bag.  "Morning, Mark," he said
through deepy eyes. "Goingonapicnic?'  "Uh... no," answered Mark. "Courtney and | are working
on aschool project in your basement. It's gonnatake al day so we need provisons.” "Redly?’ sad
Mr. Chetwynde. "It'sAugust.” "Right," said Mark, thinking fast. "Summer school.” " Courtney doesn't
go to summer school.” "I know," Mark said, mentally kicking himself for being such alousy, uncreative
liar."l do."  Mr. Chetwyndelooked at Mark. Mark smiled innocently.  Mr. Chetwynde shrugged
and yawned. "Whatever, cmonin." He stepped asde and Mark rushed in.  Mark knew exactly where
to go. He and Courtney had used Mr. Chetwynde's basement workshop as a private place to read
Bobby'sjournas many times before. Mr. Chetwynde had set up an entire workshop down there and
never used it. He was alousy do-it-yourself type guy. Mark and Courtney could be there al day, even
on a Sunday, and never worry about anybody coming down.  Mark settled into the big, dusty couch as
Courtney ran down the gairs. " Sandwiches arein thefridge," she announced. "Ready when we need



'‘em.”  Shesat next to Mark on the couch as he pulled the four red-leather journals from his backpack.
He put them down reverently on the low tablein front of them. The two sat there, staring at the precious
gack. Neither madeamoveto pick oneup. "Thisiskind of weird,” Mark findly said.  "Redly,"
agreed Courtney. "I'm excited and afraid at the same time. I'm dying to know what happened to Bobby,
but what if it'sbad?’ Thetwo fdl slent, staring at thebooks.  "There's something else," added Mark
thoughtfully. "ThiswholeFrstEarth thing mekesme nervous.”  "Why?' Courtney asked.  "It'slike
Saint Daneiscoming closer. Tous"  "You don't know that,” Courtney said quickly.  "No, but
Second Earth isaterritory like al the others. One day Saint Dane is going to come here, too. And when
he does, we're going to be doing more than just reading about it."  "Unless Bobby and the Travelers
stop him firgt, right?* Courtney asked hopefully.  Mark didn't answer. He looked at the journals
thoughtfully, then reached for the top one. "Let'sjust read, okay?' Courtney took abreath to calm
down, then said, "L et'stry something different thistime. Well read out loud to each other.” Mark was
secretly relieved. He was afaster reader than Courtney and aways had to wait for her to catch up. This
wasthe perfect solution.  "Y eah, that sounds good,” he said, and handed her thejourna. "You first."

Courtney took the journal and cracked open the cover. "We left off where Bobby and Spader flumed
to Vedox, right?' sheasked. "Right," answered Mark. He sank back into the couch, put ahand
behind his head, got comfortable and said, "Go for it."  Courtney turned to the page where they had |eft
off the day before, and begantoread out loud. "A second later we were swept up by the light and
sound and pulled into the flume. Next stop... Vedox."



