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#12 That'swhere | am. First Earth. Veelox was amisdirection. Spader and | flumed to
Vedox, but found the action wasn't there. It was here on First Earth. WhereisFirst Earth? The better
question iswhenisFirst Earth? I'm in New Y ork City and it's 1937. March of 1937 to be exact. To
beredlyexact, it'sMarch 11 of 1937. I'm writing thison my birthday. Heresaweird thought: If I'min
1937 and it'smy birthday, did | till turn fifteen? Kind of freaky, no?1'll begin thisnew journd by telling
you | ssumbled 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 the first few minutessince | got here...
Spader and | were nearly killed. Three times. We were aso robbed and witnessed a gruesome murder.
Happy birthday to me! Theway thingsare going, | know what | want for my fifteenth birthday. ..the
chance to have a sixteenth. When Spader and | flumed in from Vedox, | had no idea of what "First
Earth” meant. Since I'm from Second Earth, | could only guessthat First Earth was sometimein the
Earth's past. But how far past? For all | knew we were fluming back to atime when quigswere
dinosaurs and wed be on the run from hungry, yellow-eyed raptors. | wastotaly reieved 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 ofthe subway tunnd in the Bronx, New Y ork. Phew. At least
there were no T-rexes or Neanderthalswaiting for us. That wasthe good news.  Bad news was that
weweren't lone. 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, a
better analogy isthat 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 aroundtheir noses and mouths like banditos. There's only one word to describe these
dudes. Gangders. Their eyeslooked 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 totdly stunned, which was
good because there was one other detail | haven't mentioned...  They were both holding machine guns
that wereaimed at theflume-andatus.  "Down!" | yelled at Spader.  Thetwo of usjumped to
opposite Sdes of the flumejust as the gangsters started shooting. | crouched in aball, totally unprotected
asthe deadly clatter from their rapid-fire guns echoed off the rocky walls. | thought for sure I'd get hit,
but after afew seconds the shooting stopped, and | was il intact. | was afraid to move and even more
afraid to look over and seeif Spader was okay. The sharp explosionsfell off to adistant echo that
bounced around the cavelike room. My ears were ringing and the chemical smell of gunpowder burned
my nose. | figured thiswaswhat it must beliketobeinawar. "Get up!" one of the gangsters ordered.
"Handsintheair!” | cautioudy looked over to Spader and saw that he was okay. We stood dowly
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. Helooked
amogt as scared aswewere. Almost.  "Th-They from Mars?' he asked his buddy nervoudy.  Under
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lessterrifying circumstances, | would have laughed. It must have looked like we had just landed from
outer space. Not only did we flash in through astorm of light, we were still dressed in our bright blue
swimskinsfrom Clord. For asecond | thought about pulling a huge bluff and chanting: "Drop your
weapons or we will vaporize you with our mind-heet,” or something equally sci-fi, but | didn't get the
chance. "Don't matter," barked the other gangster. He was definitely the one in charge, but | could tell
from hisvoicethat 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 like arocket scientist, so they must have been very
small wheds. | wondered if they hurt when they turned.  "You!" the guy barked at me. "Gimme that
ring!" | couldn't believeit. Hewanted my Traveler ring! Thiswas serious. Y ou guys know how badly |
needthat ring. It shows mewherethe flumesare, and it'sthe only way | can get my journasto you.
Without thisring, I'mlost.  "It'snot worth anything,” | said in afeeble attempt to talk him out of it.
"Don't matter," the gangster snapped back at me. "All | want is proof to show you two arered."
"Then take uswith you, mates!” said Spader, trying to befriendly. "Were dl the proof you need, in the
flesh!” "Thosean't my orders” hesnarled. "Really? 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'sstep
outside, niceand easy," theguy said.  Thiswas good. It meant they weren't going to gun us down right
that moment. Maybe there was away out of this after al. 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 wasfamiliar, so | made asharp right, knowing it wasthe
way to the abandoned subway station.  But the gangster had other thingsin mind. "No, you dont,” he
ordered. "Keepwalking." 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! Turn around.”
Oh yeah, thiswas bad. We were both now standing on thetrain tracks. ™Y ou move, you die," said
thefirst gangster.  Yesh, right. We move, wedie. If atrain comes aong, wedon'tmove, wedie. Not a
lot of wiggleroomhere.  "Where are we, Pendragon?' whispered Spader.  Hisanswer cameinthe
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 a
territory that was covered entirely with water, he had never seen anything likeatrain before.  "That," |
sad, trying not to let my voice show thefear that wastearing at my gut, "isa pretty big tum-tigger.”
"Hobey," said Spader in awe. "We just got here and we've dready lost.” We had been on First
Earth for dl of two minutes, and we were staring death right intheeye.  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 | ot that happened between the time | finished my last journa, and when we
landed here. But | wanted to explain to you how | lost my ring. Thisis serious because as| writethis
journd 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. The only thing | can do is keep writing, hang on to the
journds, and hopethat | get thering back soon.  Now, let me rewind to where | finished my last
journa and get you guys back upto speed. | spent my last few days on theterritory of Clord ina
haze. Wed defeated Saint Dane, but | didn't fee much like celebrating. 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 a storm of bullets came back at him. Uncle Press realized what
was happening, knocked Spader out of theway...and took the bulletshimself. Hedied inmy arms. It
was the absolute worst moment of my life. The only thing that kept me from totally losing it wasthat just
before he died, he promised me we'd be together again. | know this sounds pretty loopy, but | believe
him. If being a Traveler has taught me anything, it'sthat nothing isimpossible. My eyes have been opened
to so many new worlds and levels of existence that the idea of hooking up with Uncle Press again doesn't
seem dl that 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 Traveler. | wish there were an
ingruction manua | could buy through Amazon.com that would spell out dl the rules and regulaions.
Unfortunatdly, it'snot that easy. I've got to learn things as | go along. And now I've got to do it without
UnclePress.  Welcometo my lifeasaTraveler, 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. | was alone. It was awhole new ballgame and | wasn't sureif | was good enough to play iniit.
When Saint Dane flumed out of Cloral, he was headed for aterritory called Vedox. | knew | had to
follow him, but theidea of going after him aone was about as gppeding as setting my hair onfire. All
things being equd, | think I'd rather have set my hair on fire. So | made adecison that | hope | don't
regret. | asked Vo Spader to gowithme. Don't get me wrong, Spader isagreat guy. He's the
Traveler from Clord, after dl. He saved my life more than once; he's an incredible athlete; he's about as
brave as can be; and most importantly, hesmy friend. So why should | be worried about asking him to
comewithme? It'sbecause histota, blind hatred of Saint Dane is dangerous. Saint Dane caused the
death of hisfather and for that, Spader wantsrevenge. Big time. Hey, | don't blame him. But there were
afew times on Clora where Spader got so completely wrapped up in Saint Dane-hating that he nearly
got usdl killed. Truth be told, Spader's anger toward Saint Dane is one of the reasons Uncle Pressis
dead. Sincethen, Spader promised me hewould 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 journd.  "Hobey-ho, Pendragon,” Spader said as he strode into my apartment the morning of
our departure.  Spader had amond-shaped eyesthat looked sort of Asan. They turned up dightly and
made him look asif he were dways 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 beenin
the water. Spader spent alot of timein the water, playing traffic cop with the boats and barges that came
and went from Grdlion. Heloved hisjob, and hislife there. At least heloved it before he found out he
wasa Travder. Thingshad changed alittlesincethen.  "It'stime” | said.  "For what?" was hisquick
response.  "Cloral issafe. Uncle Pressisgone. And I'm asready asI'll ever beto go after Saint Dane.”
Spader gave me adevilish smile. "Now you're talking, mate! |'ve been waiting to hear those words for
weeks! What if thetrail'sgonecold?' "I don't think that's possible," | answered. "Uncle Pressdways
said that time between territoriesisnt relative”  Spader frowned. "Youlostme” | hadto laugh. This
didn't make awholelot of senseto meeither, but | had to trust Uncle Press. "L ook at it thisway," |
explained. "Saint Dane flumed to Ved ox afew weeks ago, but since then he may have spent five years
there. Oraminute” "Now I'mtotally lost,” Spader said in frusiration.  "Bottom lineis, we're not too
late" | said. "It doesn't matter when we go after him, because the flume will put us where we need to
bewhenwe need to bethere” "O-kay," said Spader tentatively. "I'll trust you onthat." 1'd already
said good-byeto our friends on Gralion, and I'd sent my last journd to you. | had explained the
importance of journalsto Spader and he had aready started his own. The person he chose to send them
to on Cloral for safekeeping was Wu Y enza. She was the chief aquaneer and Spader's boss. He couldn't
have picked a better person. | took alast ook around my apartment. Then we went down to the
docks, loaded our air globes and water deds onto a skimmer boat, and left Grallion for the flume.
Spader was the expert, so he drove. Aswe shot across the water | looked back at the giant, floating
farm habitat of Gradlion, wondering if I'd ever seeit again. | liked Clord. There weretimeswhen |
actualy had fun on that territory. It gave me hopethat beinga Traveler didn't mean | dwayshad to livein
adate of fear and confusion.  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 allowed us to bresthe underwater, triggered the water deds,
and quickly sank below the surface. We didn't run into any shark quigs either. | think that once Saint
Daneisfinished with aterritory, the quigs no longer patrol the gates. Still, | wasn't taking any chances. As
we 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. | 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 tunnel that was cut into the rock wall high over our heads.  Thiswasit. Thelast few
secondsof calm.  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 me fed like | wasn't such aweenie
after dl. Headded, "Werein for another natty-do, aren't we, mate?' "Yeah," | answered. "Pretty
much." "No useinwasting time herethen,” he said, sounding alot braver than | fet. "Yeah," | said.
"We're on thewrong territory.” | stood straight, looked up to the dark hole of the flume, and
shouted,"VedoxI"  Thetunnd sprang to life. Shafts of bright light shot from degp inside. The familiar
jumble of musica notes could be heard faintly at first, but quickly grew louder. They were coming to get
us. Spader turned to me and smiled. "Hobey-ho, Pendragon.” "Hobey-ho, Spader,” | answered. "Let's
go get him." A second later we were swept up by the light and sound and pulled into the flume. Next
sop...Vedox. Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwyndehuddled together in the vault of the Nationa
Bank of Stony Brook, reading Bobby's journa from Firgt Earth. It wasajournd 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 weretyped... 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. This new journa was definitely a
far cry from the pieces of roiled up parchment paper Bobby had written hisfirst journdson.  The other
difference was that Bobby usudly sent only onejourna at atime. When he finished writing one held 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 journas 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 journas. They had been lying in that box for over sixty years.  Thiswhole
episode was another bizarre twist in an dready incredible situation. Bobby Pendragon had mysterioudy
left their hometown of Stony Brook, Connecticut, with his Uncle Press amost nine months before. Since
then hisfamily had disappeared, and the journas 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 journas hel ped keep Bobby sane. He was now smack in the middle of anincredible
adventure that had nothing less than the future of everything at stake. Writing thejournals seemed like a
perfect 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 his quest wasto read hisjournds, try to understand what he was going through,
and keep them safe.  "We'reclosing,”" snapped Ms. Jane Jansen, the bank manager, making Mark and
Courtney jJump.  Ms. Jane Jansen had only just met the two, but she didn't seem to like them. She
didn't seem to like much of anything. Her face wasin a permanent state of pucker, like she had alemon
in her pocket that she was congtantly suckingon.  "Oh, sorry," said Mark, asif he had been caught
doing something wrong. "We were reading. Can we come back tomorrow?'  "Tomorrow's Sunday,"
sngpped Ms. Jane Jansen. "And thisisn't alibrary. Y ou children have spent far too much time here
dready.” Courtney didn't like Ms. Jane Jansen's attitude. And she definitely didn't like being called a
child, especidly by suchaprune. "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 all
home?' asked Mark. "I said, whatever you want," said Ms. Jane Jansen impatiently.  "Why didn't
you say that in thefirst place?' asked Courtney. "Or do you aways 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 Nationa Bank of Stony Brook for over twenty
yearsand | have dways provided thorough and professiond service”  "I'll be sureto include that in our
report to your president,” Courtney said. "That'swhat thisisal about, you know. To test how bank
employees ded with unusud Stuations. 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 personally ensure your complete
satisfaction.”  "Thereissomething," Courtney said. "If you'd be so kind, would you return the empty
drawer to our safe-deposit box? Well be taking the contentswith us.™  Ms. Jane Jansen clenched her
teeth. It wasn't her job to clean up after people. But shesucked itup.  "Of course," she said with abig,
phony smile. "I'd be happy to."  Mark quickly scooped up the four journals and stashed them in his
backpack. He wanted to get out of there before Courtney got themintotrouble.  "Th-Thanks," he said
with sincere courtesy. "Well get out of your hair now." He went for the door, pulling Courtney aong with
him.  "Thanksfor dl your help, malam,” said Courtney sweetly. "Y ou redly put theassn assstance.”
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?' heyedled. "What if she threw us out of
there? We could have lost thejourndsl”  "Noway," assured Courtney. "Y ou heard her. They belong to
us. Besdes, she deserved it. Shetreated uslike acouple of turds”  "Yesah, 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 hadfourjournas. 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
agan, I'mnot goingtowant tostop.”  "Agreed,” said Courtney. "Heréswhat 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, t00," 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. "Going onapicnic?’  "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.” "1 know," Mark said, mentaly kicking himsdf for being such alousy,
uncregtiveliar. "1 do."  Mr. Chetwynde looked a Mark. Mark smiled innocently.  Mr. Chetwynde
shrugged and yawned. "Whatever, cmonin." He stepped aside and Mark rushed in.  Mark knew
exactly whereto go. He and Courtney had used Mr. Chetwynde's basement workshop as a private
place to read Bobby's journals many times before. Mr. Chetwynde had set up an entire workshop down
there and never used it. He was alousy do-it-yoursdlf type guy. Mark and Courtney could be there dl
day, even on a Sunday, and never worry about anybody coming down.  Mark settled into the big,
dusty couch as Courtney ran down the stairs. "' Sandwiches are in the fridge," she announced. "Ready
whenweneed'em.”  She sat 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 table in front of them. The two sat there, Staring



at the precious stack. Neither madeamoveto pick oneup.  "Thisiskind of weird,” Mark finaly said.

"Redly," agreed Courtney. "I'm excited and afraid at the sametime. I'm dying to know what happened
to Bobby, but what if itsbad?' Thetwo fell slent, staring a thebooks.  "There's something else,”
added Mark thoughtfully. "ThiswholeFirstEarth thing makesmenervous.”  "Why?' Courtney asked.

"It'slike Saint Daneiscoming closer. Tous™  "You don't know that,” Courtney said quickly. "No,
but Second Earth isaterritory like dl the others. One day Saint Daneis 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
Travelersstop him firdt, right?' Courtney asked hopefully.  Mark didn't answer. He looked at the
journas thoughtfully, then reached for the top one. "Let'sjust read, okay?' Courtney took abresath to
cam 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 always had to wait for her to catch up.
Thiswasthe perfect solution. ™Y eah, that sounds good," he said, and handed her the journd. ™Y ou
first."  Courtney took the journa 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 a
hand behind his head, got comfortable and said, "Goforit."  Courtney turned to the page where they
had |eft off the day before, and began to read out loud.  "A second later we were swept up by the light
and sound and pulled into the flume. Next stop... Vedox." FIRST EARTH Flying through
an intergtellar tunnd acrosstime and space was never anormal experience, but making the trip with
somebody along for the ride kicked it acouple of notches higher on the strange meter. "I could get
used to thigl" declared Spader as he did somersaults and flips, looking like an astronaut pulling zero g's.

| had to hand it to the guy-he knew how to have fun. Me? | was more interested in kicking back and
looking out at the stars beyond the crystal walls. Whatever. To each hisown.  We had only been
salling for afew minutes when the flume dumped us off again. Spader had been flying headfirst and barely
had time to spin around and land on hisfeet. Once the light from the flume was sucked back into the
tunnel and the musica notes|eft us, we found oursdves standing in...  Nothing. Serioudy. It was
pitch-black. | couldn't seeaninchin front of my face. "Whoa, Vedox isdark," Spader declared.

"Y eah, no kidding. Let'swait asecond for our eyesto adjust.”  They didn't. We stood there for two
minutes, but the place stayed just asinky black aswhen welanded. " Get behind me/" Spader ordered
protectivey. "I'll walk with my hand out until | hit-"  "Stop right there!" avoiceboomeda us.  Uh-oh.
Weweren't done. This had never happened before. Wasit Saint Dane? Could the quigs on Vedox talk?
Was unseen danger hurtling toward us a thisvery second? "Back up,” | said softly to Spader. |
took hold of hisarm and was about to pull him back into the flume and get the hell out of there, when a
light suddenly appesred, hoveringintheair over our heads. ™Y ou seeing this, mate?' Spader asked, his
voicesounding shaky.  "Yeah," | answered, just asshaky. Thelight grew larger. It was al soft and
watery at firgt, but then suddenly snapped into sharp focustoreved... A girl. Actudly, not afull girl. A
girl'shead.No kidding. Just a head. It was big, too. It floated over uslike ahuge Macy's Thanksgiving
Day Paradebdloon. "Who areyou?' the head demanded. Her voice wasloud, as though amplified.
The girl-head looked normal enough. She had long blond hair tied back in aponytail. Her eyeswere
blue, and she wore small, wire-rimmed glasses with yellow-tinted lenses. I'd even say shewas cute, for a
mongter head, that is. She didn't look dangerous, but then again, agiant floating head didn't exactly look
normal, either.  "I'm Bobby Pendragon,” | said to the head, trying to sound head-friendly.  "And my
name's Vo Spader,” Spader added. "Who areyou?' "I'll ask the questions!” boomed thehead. | felt
like was standing before the gresat and powerful Wizard of Oz. With any luck, there'd be some
befuddied old man hiding behind a curtain pulling on leversto control thebig thing.  "Where do you
comefrom?' demandedthehead. "I'm from Clord," answered Spader. "My mate here isfrom Second
Earth. Do you have abody to go with that head?'  The head suddenly dipped down toward us. We
both hit the floor. For asecond | thought she was going to take abite. "I said I'll ask the questions!”
sheroared. "Sorry, mate," yelled Spader. "No worries. I'mwith you now."  The head floated back
higher without taking a chomp. Spader and | exchanged worried looks.  "Why did you come here?"
asked the giant blonde girl-head thing.  "Spader and | are Travelers,” | said. "We followed someone



here. Hisnameis" "Saint Daneisn't here now," the head announced. Whoa. The head wasa
couple of steps ahead of us... no punintended. "Uhh, sorry to disagree," Spader said. "But he
definitely came herefrom Clordl."  The big head rolled her eyeslike we were annoying her, and said, "l
didn't say he wasneverhere. | said he's not herenow.Weren't you listening?'  Spader and | shot each
other looks. Thiswas getting even stranger. We were talking to a big, floating,obnoxioushead.

"Watch," the head said impatiently, asif she were talking to a couple of naughty children. "This
happened afew minutesago.” The head then disappeared. Just like that. It faded out like amovie. |
began to wonder if it had really been there or if it were some kind of projection. We werein the dark
again, in more waysthan one. But not for long.  Another light began to grow. At first | thought the head
was coming back, but what appeared right in front of uswas another image entirely. It looked like the
mouth of the flume! It was like a3-D movie projected in space. Very cool. That started to explain the
giant head. My guess was these guys on Ved ox had some hot technology goingon.  Spader backed
off. "What isthis, Pendragon?' he asked nervoudy.  "It'sokay,” | assured him. "l think it'slikea
movie" "Oh," Spader sad. "What'samovie?' Theimage of the flumethen cameto life. Bright light
shone from the mouth and the musica notestold us that somebody was about to arrive. And then this
strange movietook aninteresting turn.  Saint Dane stepped out of theflume.  "Hobey!" shouted
Spader insurprise. "lt'sokay,” | assured him. "It'sjust pictures”  Saint Dane stood in the mouth of
the projected flume. This may have been a hologram movie, but it surelooked red. Hislong gray hair
cascaded over the shoulders of hisdark suit, and his piercing blue eyes cut through me asif hewere
actualy slanding there. Saint Dane even gave usawave, asif heknew wewere watching him.  Even
though I'm till trying to understand where wefit into thiswhole Traveer picture, there are afew things|
know al too well. Mostly they have to do with our mission and with the guy who was stlanding before us
inahologram-Saint Dane.  Halaisin danger because of him. Hallais everything-every territory, every
person, every thing, and everytimethat  ever existed. | know, it doesn't make total senseto me, either,
but that'swhat I've been told. Saint Daneisa Traveler who wantsto control Halla In aword, heisevil.
But smply caling him evil islike saying Tiger Woodsisagood golfer. Saint Daneisthe Tiger Woods of
bad. He enjoys causing pain and suffering. I've seen what he's capable of . It isn't pretty. If he getshis
way and somehow takes control of Halla, well, | don't even want to think about that.  The only thing
standing between Saint Dane and hiswicked plans are the other Travelers. That'sus. Every territory is
reaching acritical turning point. Saint Daneis doing hisworgt to influence these important events so that
each territory will fal into chaos. If he succeeds, then dl of Halawill fal tohim.  Weve got to make
sure he doesn't succeed.  So far we are 2 and 0. Denduron and Clora werewins. But it'sgoing to be a
longwar. Aswe stood staring at the hologram of Saint Dane, every fear | had about the guy came
screaming back. He was one bad dude. | watched as his recorded image turned back toward the flume.

"Hrgt Earth,"hecommanded.  Aningtant later the light and music swept him up and carried him into
the tunndl. The image then faded out and the flume projection was gone. We were back in the dark.

"Now do you understand?' the girl-head's voice boomed out of the darkness. "He was here. He l€ft.
End of story. Now goaway.” "Who areyou?' | caled out to the girl-head. "Why should we believe
that?'  Another hologram appeared before us. It was the same view of the flume as before. Again, the
tunnd activated with light and music. Who was going to arrive thistime? A second later Spader and |
watchedas... Spader and | stepped out of the flumein the hologram!  "I've gone totdly off my nut,”
Spader ssidinawe.  "Whoa, Vedox isdark," the projection of Spader declared.  "Yeah, no
kidding," the projection of me said. "Let'swait asecond for our eyesto adjust.” It was exactly what
had happened aminute before. "My nameis AjaKillian," boomed the head voice as our holograms
disappeared.  Spader and | spun around to see the big head had returned. It hovered over uslikea
blondcloud. "I'mthe Traveler from Vedox," shesaid. "I've got the flume monitored and | record
everything that happens. That'swhy | know Saint Daneisn't here anymore. Any more questions?”

"Yes" | said. "Would you please stop with this giant-head thing and show yoursdf?If yourea
Traveler, thenweredl friendshere” | wasfeding alittle more bold now, and getting tired of staring
up atthisgirl. "l would," Ajaanswered. "But I'm nowhere near you." Spader said, "So you'retelling



usthat Saint Dane flumed in here for a second, then flumed right back out again?'  "I'm not telling you,”
shesaid curtly. "I justshowedyou. Don't you believe what you see?'  Spader looked at me and asked
softly, "Why did heleave sofast?'  "Because heswasting histime here," Ajaanswered quickly.
"Vedox istotaly under control.” | laughed and said, "Y eah, that'swhat | thought about Clord, until
people started turning up dead.” "Look," the Aja-head scolded. "Nobody comes or goes through the
flume without my knowing. HE's not here. So go chase him to First Earth where you can be more useful.”

Spader and | shared looks. "I guess shetoldyou,"he said with araised eyebrow. | looked back up
a the Aja-head and said, "If you think he's dumb enough to be controlled by your little home movies,
then you're not assmart asyou think youare  That seemed to strike achord. The big head floated
down closer to us and stared meright inthe eye. It took al | could do not to back off.  "And what
makesyouthe expert on al things Saint Dane?' she asked with disdain.  "I'mnot,” | answered. "But I've
battled him twice and both times been lucky enough to win. How about you?'  Aja-head blinked. |
don't think she liked being challenged. She floated back up higher.  "If you take him on done, youll
lose," added Spader. "He won't get spooked by abig floating head...likeus."  "I'll try to remember
that," shesaid sarcadticdly.  AjaKillian wasthe Traveler from Vedox, and she thought she was
smarter than Saint Dane. That was dangerous. | knew we'd be back on Veelox sooner or later. | just
hoped that when that time came, we wouldn't have to fight both Saint DaneandAjaKillian.  "Goto First
Earth," Aja-head scolded. "Have fun, play your little games. Don't worry about Vedox."  With that, the
giant head disappeared. Spader and | wereonceagainaone.  "Fun?' Spader said. "l can think of alot
of thingsto call the tum-tigger we're headed into. Fun isn't one of them.”  "Should we believe her?" |
asked. "I'm not sure we have awholelot of choice," Spader answered. "L ooks like Saint Dane
came hereto throw us off, and the big-head girl caught him."  "Then were on the wrong territory,
again." | sad. "Hewentto First Earth," Spader said. "That anything like Second Earth?" "I think
we'reabout to find out.”  The two of us then stepped into the mouth of theflume.  First Earth.

Being from Second Earth | couldn't help but think | would be going home. At least that waswhét |
hoped. | didn't know that we were about to flume into the laps of two murderous gangsters who were
waiting for uswith machineguns.  Yes, the redl fun was about to begin. (CONTINUED)
FIRSTEARTH "You'relucky," Mr. Nasty Gangster chuckled. "I1tll be quick. Y ou won't fed a
thing." "How wouldyouknow?' asked Spader nervoudy. Thetwo gangsters held their machine guns
on us, keeping us from moving off the subway track. To our right, a subway train was barreling aong,
headed our way. Thiswas not ahappy homecoming. "Trust me," the gangster answered. "There
won't be enough of you left to fed nothin'."  How'sthatfor agrim thought? "Wewerejust supposed
to scare'em,” the nervous gangster said. "Not splatter 'em.” The guy looked like he was having second
thoughts. | liked thisguy. At least | liked him better than the guy who wanted usdead.  "They'll be
scared dl right,” the nasty gangster chuckled. "Just before they catch thetrain.”  Or thetrain catchesus.

"But-" the nervous guy protested.  "Hey, we're on our own now," Nasty shot back. "I'm calling the
plays" Thetrack benesath our feet was now shaking from theimminent arrival of the degth train. The
headlight was shining on us. The horn shrieked. The trainman must have seen us, but it wastoo late to
stop. The express was coming through whether we were on thetrack or not.  Believeit or not, in spite
of what Mr. Nasty thought, | wasn't scared. That's because | knew how we were going to escape. It was
going to be pretty smple. Thetricky part would betiming. "1 think we should move, mate," Spader
whispered to me. "Thiscould beamessy-do." "Wait," | said. "Bye-bye, boys!" shouted the
gangster over the screaming horn.  Thetrainwasnearly onus.  "Uh, Pendragon?' Spader whined.

"Now!" | shouted. | grabbed Spader's arm and we both jumped back, off the track. Instantly the
train flashed by in front of us. What did those two idiot gangsters think? We were going to stand there
and get dammed? "Run!" | yelled. The speeding train was now between us and the gangsters. We
had a short window of protection. Using the train as a shield, Spader followed me toward the abandoned
subway station. With any luck, the train would have enough carsto give ustimeto get there. It was about
forty yards from the gate to the old platform. Not along run, but it was tricky because we had to do it on
another track that ran parallél to the one the train was on. One misstep and we'd go down with twisted



ankles. | shot aquick glance back over my shoulder to see how long the train was. Luckily there was
gill abunch of carsto come. Our luck was holding. | figured wed hit the station right about the time the
train passed us. Then we could jump up on the platform and book out of there. | took another glance
back and saw that the last car wasamost onus.  "Stay with me!" | shouted back to Spader. A
second later the train whipped by us. | put on the brakes, ready to legp across the track and climb up
onto the platform of the abandoned station. But what | saw in the next ingtant jolted me to astanddtill.
The two of us stood across from the abandoned station platformto see... It wasn't abandoned
anymore! | couldn't believeit. Everything up until now was exactly as| remembered it: the flume, the
gate, the tracks, even the location of the platform. Everything was the same, except for the station. The
place was lit up and busy with people. The token booth was open and sdlling fares to passengers
flooding down the stairs; the grimy, broken tiles on the walls looked new and clean; and there was abusy
newsstand selling papersto eager customers. How could thisbe?  "Now's not the time to stop, mate,”
warned Spader.  Hewasright. We leaped over the track and hoisted oursalves up onto the platform.
People stared at usin shock. | guessthey weren't used to seeing people scramble across active tracks,
especialy not when atrain had just blasted through. Spader stood up, winked at an older woman who
waswatching us, and said with acharming smile, "No worries, mum. Routine inspection. Everything
checks out spiff." Thewoman stared back in total confuson.  Anideahit meand | pushed my way
through the passengers toward the newsstand. There was astack of newspapersright in front. If | was
right, the paper would tell me every- thing | needed to know. | picked it up, stared at the front page, and
my whole body went numb.  "What's the trouble?" Spader asked ashe cameup behind me.  "It's
1937," | sad, barely bdieving my ownwords. "First Eathisin 1937." "Right," hesad, tryingto
understand. "What doesthat mean?" "It meansthisis my hometerritory, but in atime more than haf a
century beforel wasborn."  The date on the newspaper was March 10, 1937.1couldn't believe what |
was seeing, but thereit wasin good old black and white. ™Y ou gonna buy that paper, mac?' growled
thenewsvendor. "Thisaint alendin' library."  The guy was apudgy, gruff-looking munchkin who
hadn't shaved in afew days. He wore awool cap with avisor and chewed on a stubby cigar that looked
like arotten stick. It didn't smell much better than it looked. | dowly put the paper down and took alook
around the station. Now it made sense. The station was open because it wasn't abandonedyet. | now
registered what the people were wearing. It looked like an old-time movie with men wearing suits and
hats and women all wearing dresses. | didn't seeapair of jeansor sneakersintheplace.  Weredly
wereinthepast. "Howdy, Buck Rogers!" came avoice from behind us. "Bring any spare change from
outer space?’  We both turned to see atall, gray-haired African American man in along, woolen coat
walking toward us. Buck Rogers? Oh, right. Spader and | were still wearing the swim clothes from
Cloral. We must have stuck out like orangeon black. "Sorry," | answered the man. "I'll catch you next
time" "Tha'sdl right," he said with achuckle. "Give my regardsto Ming theMerciless”  Suddenly
the sound of machine-gun fire shattered the station.  There were screams of panic as everybody
ducked down. | couldn't believe it. Were the gangsters shooting up the place? Spader and | ducked
down and looked to the far side of the platform where the shooting came from. Standing there were the
two gunmen, gill wearing white handkerchiefs over their faces. The nasty guy in charge had fired his
machine gun into the ceiling. The weapon was still smoking.  "Everybody freezel" he shouted. "Were
lookin' for acouple of wise guys dressed like spacemen.”  That was us. There was no way we could
blend into this crowd. | looked around, hoping a cop was on duty. If there was, hewas just as scared of
these nimrods as everybody e se, because he wasn't stepping forward. Wewereonour own.  The
gangsters started walking dowly through the station, scanning the crowd. People were crouched down al
around us, afraid to move. | caught the eye of awoman who looked at us with fear. She knew we were
the guysthey were looking for. But she didn't say anything. Maybe she was afraid of getting caught in the
crossfire. Spader and | glanced around, desperate to find an escaperoute.  "Here! Over herel”
somebody yelled. It was the news vendor guy. | looked up and was shocked to see he was leaning out
of hisnewsstand, pointing us out to the gangsters. Niceguy.  Spader and | had no choice but to stand
up. Everybody e se stayed on the ground. If the gangsters wanted to open fire, they'd have a clear shot at



us. | think the term was "sitting ducks." Or maybe it was more like "standing ducks.”  The gangsters
turned to usand raised their machineguns.  "What isall theruckushere?' It wasthe African
American guy who had called me Buck Rogers. He stepped between Spader and me and put hisarms
around our shoulders. "Y ou think shootin' up these spacemen will get rid of ‘'em?" he declared. "No
ar-ee! | seenthisinthe movin' pictures! Y ou shoot 'emup and they'll just start duplicatin' That what you
want? Bunch of little blue spacemen running around?" " Get outtathe way, old man,” snarled the nasty
gangster. "Unless you want to blast off with'em.”  "Now therésanideal” said theman.  Just then,
another subway train entered the station. But rather than speed through, this one dowed down to astop.
"| aways wanted to see what was goin' on up there in outer space!™ the old guy cackled. "Maybe
now'smy big chancel”  The head gangster smiled and brought his machine gun up higher, ready to fire.
The second gangster kept glancing nervoudly between us and his partner. " Suit yoursdlf, old man,” said
the nasty gangster.  "Oh, | don't think you want to go doin'’ that," said the old man with such certainty
that it actudly made the nasty gangster hesitate.  "Look around,” he continued. "All these fine people
arewatching." The nervous gangster was already looking &t al the people whose eyes were fixed on
them. Now the nasty gangster took a quick look too. He was having second thoughts.  The subway
train came to a stop, the doors opened, and people flooded out onto the platform. A few saw what
was going on and quickly jumped out of the way. Others ducked back inside the subway car. Theold
guy kept his hands on our shoulders and led us over toward the train. As we walked, he kept talking.
"Every one of these good people are witnesses. Thisisn't somelonely back alley. Y ou can't hidein the
shadows. Y our dirty work ison display for everybody to see, and remember.”  Theold guy definitely
had the gangsters thinking. Now even the nasty guy looked unsteady. In the meantime, we were moving
closer to the open subway door. All I could do was hope it wouldn't close before we got there. "I
believe you two are smart gentlemen,” our friend continued. ™Y ou understand what I'mtelling you." |
didn't think the gangsters understood anything. | thought the old gent was confusing them. But that was
okay. If it gave ustimeto escape, | didn't care what was going through the minds of these bad guys. The
old man turned us around so we were gill facing the gangsters. Our backs were now to the open subway
door. He kept us moving though. He gently pulled us backward and onto the subway train. A few
seconds later the three of us stood inside the car. Now | prayed for the doorsto shut. "I am so proud
of you gentlemen," said the old man to the gangsterswith asmile. "Y ou are two upstanding individuas.”
Everyone waited for something to happen. The gangsters stood with their mouths open. Every single
person in the station was afraid to move. Spader, the old guy, and | stood just inside the open subway
door. Timestooddill. Thenabell rang on the subway train and the doors started to close. That
woke the gangsters up. They both jumped for the train. They were aways behind us, so they leaped onto
the train through the set of doors farther back on our car. At that instant, the old man shoved Spader and
me forward. We dl jumped off the train and back onto the platform at the exact moment the doors
closed behind us... with the gangsterstrapped on board! A second later the train began to pull out of
the station. The three of uswatched as the subway car did past, dong with the two gangsters. The nasty
gangster grabbed at the door, angrily trying to pull it open. But it wastoo late. Next stop for
them. ..someplace ese. The old guy smiled and gave him awave asthey disappeared into the tunnel
ahead. All around us, people started to move again. They al seemed alittle shocked, but none more than
Spader and . "That wasincredible!" Spader shouted. "Y ou had them stupefied.” ™Y ou saved our
lives" | said. "I don't know how to thank you."  Thefriendly smile dropped off the old man'sface. Inan
ingtant he went from awarm, charming grandpato aseriousmanonamisson. "Follow me" hesad
sternly, and walked off.  Spader and | didn't move. "Should we?" Spader asked me. A second later
people started to gather around us. They were moving in like we were two escaped animasfrom the
z00. We had caused a pretty big disturbance, and they wanted to know why. Thiswas not agood place
tobe. "Absolutely,” | answered, and ran to follow theold man.  The guy may have been old, but he
was quick. He was dready hafway up the stairsto the street. Spader and | barreled through the turnstile
and ran after him. | wasin such ahurry to catch up that | didn't stop to think about what we would see
outside. But when we got to the top of the stairs, redity hit me squareintheface. Wehad arrivedina



differenttime. Thiswasthe same section of the Bronx where Uncle Pressfirgt brought meto begin this
adventure...over sixty yearsfrom now. But as much asit was sort of familiar, it was aso way different. |
recognized many of the buildings. Evenin my time there were no modern sted-and-glass structuresin this
neighborhood, so alot of these same buildings would be around sixty years from now. The only real
difference wasthat in 1937, they looked clean and new.  The big, obvious difference that jJumped out
at mewasthe cars. They were al so old. But theyweren'told. Herein 1937 they were the latest models.
Very strange. Traffic wasjust as hectic here asin my time, and the street was jammed with ancient
vehicles. There was an odd smdll, too. It was kind of like chemicals. It took me awhileto redize that this
was long before people worried about clean air and car emissions and unleaded gasoline and all those
things that are supposed to keep pollution down. These cars were dl spewing old-fashioned, full-leaded,
full-stink emissions. It reeked.  Another thing that caught my eye was the billboards. They were
everywhere, advertising things | never heard of. There was one showing alady with abig smilewho
brightened her teeth not with toothpaste, but with tooth powder. Another had aguy looking al sorts of
happy because he gassed up his car with "Esso” gasoline. Still another showed a group of quintuplets, al
girls, who were advertising a sogp made with olive oil. Gross. Wasn't thet like washing with spaghetti
sauce? | knew thiswas Earth, but it sure felt like adifferent planet.  Spader stood right by my side,
looking dazed. Thisal must have been sirange to him, too. But in avery different way. ™Y ou two going
to tand theredl day?' Welooked to see the old African American guy standing by ayellow cab,
holding the back door openfor us.  "Look," | said. "Thanksfor bailing usout and al, but we're not
gonnaget inthat cab with-"  "Vincent Van Dykeismy name," he said with asmile. "My friends cal me
Gunny." "O-kay, Gunny. Like | was saying, we got thingstodo so-" "I know you do," Gunny said.
"l know al aboutit." "Oh, yeah?' Spader asked. "What do you know?'  Gunny chuckled and said,
"I know that if you want to tart looking for Saint Dane, you might need my help." It waslikethe
whole world had stopped again. Did heredlly say what | thought he said? | turned to Spader. He looked
asshocked as| felt.  "Yeah," Spader said. "l heardittoo." Theold guy didn't move. He stood with
his hand on the open cab door and asmileon hisface.  "Who areyou?' | asked. "Likel said, my
friends cal me Gunny. And I'm pretty sure we're dl gonna be good friends, seeing asl'm the Traveler
from Firs Earth.” Heheld up hishand to show usthat he was wearing the familiar silver ring with the
dark gray stoneinthemiddle.  Our vist to First Earth was getting more interesting by the second.
FIRST EARTH Fifty-ninth and Park, my good man,” Gunny said to the cabbie aswe got into
thecar. Itwasabig, old-fashioned cab with lots of room in back. | think | have to stop caling things
"old-fashioned," though. Thiswas First Earth. Thiswas 1937. Thiswasthe past, but it wastoday. Totaly
whacked. The cabbie pulled into traffic and headed toward Manhattan. Along theway | kept looking
out the window to see the differences between First and Second Earth. The odd thing was, it redly
wasn't as different as you might think. | wasn't exactly an expert on history and al things New Y ork, but
from the view of akid from Connecticut who had only been to the city afew times, | was surprised to
see how similar thingswere.  Like | wrote before, the most obvious difference for me wasthe cars. I'd
seen old cars before, but ways in some black-and-white movie or picture. When | was alittlekid, |
thought the whole world was black-and-white in the "olden" days. But I'm hereto tell you, thingswere
definitely not black-and-whitein 1937. The sky was just as blue, the sun was just asyellow and the grass
in the parkswas just as green as on Second Earth. But the cars were mostly black. Some were cream
colored and afew gray, but black was definitely the most popular color. They rode alittle rough, too.
Thethree of us bounced around in the back of that cab every time we hit a pothole. Y eah, they had
potholesin 1937too. Asmuch as| wanted to check out the wonders of the past, the guy ditting in
front of me was more important. He said he was the Traveler from First Earth. | had no reason to doubt
him, especidly since heworethering. But till, he didn't fit the profile of dl the other Traveers. First off,
hewasald. | couldn't tell exactlyhowold, but he had to be up there. Maybe sixty? All the other Travelers
were young. Uncle Presswas older. So was Osa. But notthisold. Besides, they were gone. They had
passed the torch on to ayounger generation of Travelers. Did that mean Gunny's days were numbered
too? | decided not to ask him. That wouldn't have been cool.  He seemed like an okay guy. It was



incredible the way he had controlled the gangsters and hel ped us escape. He had a soothing voice that
made you fed like everything wasdl right. As| had learned, Travelers have the ability to be very
persuasive. It'slike ahypnosisthing. I'vetried it mysdf. It works, sometimes. I'm still not very good at it.
"Y ou two sure do believe in making adramatic entrance,” Gunny said with achuckle. "My heart's ill
pounding." Wow. If hewas scared back in that station, he sure didn't show it. Add that to thelist. The
guy was cool under pressure.  "We didn't expect awelcoming committee” | said. "But we're sure glad
youwerethere”  Gunny nodded thoughtfully. "I'm guessing you're Pendragon,” he said, then looked to
Spader. "Which oneareyou?' "Vo Spader, mate," answered Spader proudly. "Aquaneer supreme
from theterritory of Clord.” "I likethat!" Gunny laughed. "I have no ideawhat an aquaneer supreme
is, but it suresoundsfing” "What'syour story?" | asked, ill not sure how far we could trust thisguy.
"l could bore you for hourswith my story.” "Goforit," | said. "Start by telling uswhere the name
Gunny camefrom,” Spader said.  "Thearmy,” Gunny answered. "It's sort of ajoke. | signed up back in
seventeen to fight in the Great War. Not sure why they cdled it that, but who am | to say? Trouble was, |
couldn't bring mysdf to fireagun. | tried, mind you. | redly did. But it was the strangest thing. I'd pick up
arifle, point it, but couldn't bring mysdf to pull the trigger. Didn't matter how much they hollered at me, |
couldn't doit. That'swhen | got the nickname. Spent the rest of the war cooking and cleaning pots.”
"Did you know you were a Traveler back then?' asked Spader.  "Nope. Found out two years ago,”
Gunny said. "I'velived mogt of alife thinking things were oneway. Cometo find out it wasn't that way at
al. 1 can't say I'm too happy about it, but | guess| don't have achoice, do1?' No, hedidn't. Neither
did we. Welcometo Travelerhood. | glanced quickly up at the cabbie, wondering what he would think of
this conversation. My guess was New Y ork cabbies had seen and heard far stranger stories than this.
"How'd you find out?' | asked. "l work at thishotd," Gunny explained. "Near twenty years now.
Started scrubbing pots, now I'm abdll captain. One day thisfella showed up. Nice enough gentleman.
Soon as | showed him to hisroom, he started telling me things. Things about me he never could have
known." "Likewhat?' asked Spader. "He knew about my family; about where | wasraised downin
Virginia; about things | said and did forty years before that | near forgot mysdlf. | havetotell you | wasa
little scared of thisfella But he camed me down and said everything was going to befine. He said it was
time | knew about my truecdling.” "So helaid thewhole Traveler gig on you right there?' | asked.
"Not exactly. He asked meto take atrip with him. Uptown. If | had known just how far uptown he
meant, I'm not so sure | would have gonewith him." "I guess hetook you to the flume," | said.
"That'sright. Before | knew it, | wasflying through space. | waslucky my poor old heart didn't give
out right then and there. We landed at aplace called TaDaor somesuchthing." "Zadaa?' | asked.
"That wasit. Zadaa. It wasthis beautiful city in the desert, with ariver running under the ground.”
Spader and | shared looks. We had been there too. It was Loor's home territory.  Gunny continued,
"And he introduced meto the most beautiful lady | had ever seen”  "Osa" | said.  "That was her!”
Gunny stopped talking for asecond. | could tell his mind was back on Zadaa, with Osa. She was Loor's
mother and like Gunny said, an amazingly beautiful woman. Gunny came back to the present and said,
"She's the one who told me al about being a Traveler and how itwasup  to usto stop this Saint Dane
fellafrom causing trouble. | wanted to know why | was chosen, but both of ‘em said I'd find out in due
time" "Soundsfamiliar,” | said. "It wastoo much for my brainto takein al at once. I'm till not sure
| understand it dl, even now. The gentleman took me on afew moretrips, just to show me more of what
was out there. | never thought I'd ever see such wondrous sights. Then he brought me back home. |
asked him what | was supposed to do, and he said | didn't have to do anything except wait and keep my
eyes open. That was two years ago. After atime| began thinking | dreamed the whole thing. | kept my
eyes open, but there was nothing to see. That is, until today.” "The guy who took you to Zadaa," |
asked. "What washisname?'  "Went by the name of Tilton. Press Tilton. | suppose you know him."
"Hewasmy uncle" | answered. ™Y our uncle!" exclaimed Gunny with asmile. "Now that explainsa
few things. Hetold me dl about you. Said you'd be showing up someday. He talked about you like you
were the upside of buttered bread. Now it makessense!”  "Upside of buttered bread?’ said Spader,
giving measdewayslook. "Hold on,” Gunny said. "Y ou said hewasyour uncle?"  "Yeah," |



answered quietly. "Uncle Pressisdead. | hateto tell you this, but Osaistoo.” The smile dropped from
Gunny's face. He looked down, letting thisinformation work through hishead. "I am truly sorry to hear
that," hefinally said. "He was agood person. | can say the samefor Osa. The world isworse off without
them.” "Thanks, but theré's more you gottaknow,” | said.  "I'm not so sure | want to,” Gunny shot
back. For thefirst time since we'd met, he looked nervous.  "Those gangsters back at the subway
gation,” | began. "They'rethe oneswho killed Uncle Press™  "No!" exclamed Gunny. "Press came
back?' "No. Wewere at aflumein another territory. Saint Dane took off, but before we could chase
him, bullets came back at usthrough the flume" | could fed Spader grow tense next to me. Thiswasa
tough memory for him.  "Uncle Presswaskilled by those bullets" | continued. "Saint Dane had his
hand init. I'm sure of that. HE's the only one who could have activated the flume to send those bullets
through."  Gunny looked away. The expresson on hisface grew dark. He needed to get hismind
around this. After severa seconds hefindly spoke. "I guessthat meansit's starting,” he said softly.
"What?" asked Spader. "What'sstarting?'  Gunny was anxious. His mind was racing to places|
didn't think he wanted to go. "I hear things, you know?" he said nervoudly. "Being at the hotd and dll, |
see and hear it al. Maybe that'swhy | was chosen for this Traveler business”” "What did you hear?" |
asked. "Those gunmen at the subway station, they are a couple of bad apples. | heard rumors that
there was going to be a hit. Somebody was going to get killed, you know? | hear thingslikethat al the
time. Usudly it'sjust rumors. But the thing that made me take notice thistime was the place it was
supposed to happen. It wasthat subway station. The one with the flumething. | washoping it wasjust a
coincidence, but | had to seefor mysdlf. That'swhy | was up theretoday.” "And then we showed up,”
| sad. "Yeah," sad Gunny. "And aTraveler died. I'm afraid that can only mean onething.” "Yeah,"
Spader said to Gunny. "Looks like your days of watching and waiting areover.”  "Whatever Saint
Danesplanisfor Firg Earth,” | said, "it'son." The car cameto astop and the cabbie did the glass
partition back that separated the front seat from the back. "Fifty-ninth and Park," he announced. |
wondered how much of our conversation held heard. It didn't matter. It wouldn't have made any senseto
him. "Wherearewe?' asked Spader. "Thisismy home," said Gunny. "The Manhattan Tower Hotdl.
They al come through here sooner or later-movie stars, politicians, captains of industry. And gangsters.”
"Ganggters?' | saidwith surprise. "Yes," answered Gunny. "After what 1've seen and heard today,
I've got afedling they're the reason we've all been gathered together.”  "Welcome home," | said to
myself and stepped out of the cab. (CONTINUED) FIRSTEARTH Gunny paid the cab
fare as Spader and | gazed up at the Manhattan Tower Hotel. It was areal swankadelic place. It was
thirty stories high and definitely the tallest building in the neighborhood. The front entrance was set back
from busy Park Avenue to make room for an elaborate garden in front. There were trees and fountains
and everything. It must have been afull-time job for ateam to take care of, because even though it was
March and kind of chilly, the garden was green and packed with colorful flowers. It was a dense, colorful
jungleinthemiddleof agray city. Thebuilding itself stood out from the others because of itscolor.
Every other building was some shade of cement. But the Manhattan Tower Hotel had atouch of pink to
it. I'm not talking pukey-bright, Pepto-Bismol pink; it was softer than that. It made the place look warm
and inviting. | couldn't remember if thishotel was still around on Second Earth. But then again, like | said,
I'm not an expert on New York history.  "Let'stry something,” Gunny said as hejoined uson the
sdewdk. Hetook off hislong woolen coat to reved he waswearing hisbell captain uniform
underneath. "Hobey!" exclaimed Spader when he got aglimpse. "What aspiffer!”  Gunny had made
an amazing transformation. The dark woolen coat he had been wearing made him look like everybody
€lse on the dtreet, but the outfit underneath was spectacular. The jacket was a deep, dark red with shiny
brass buttons that went al the way up to the collar. The collar stood straight up and had two lines of
golden trim running al the way around his neck. On each cuff of his deeveswere four golden bars. On
his |eft breast was afancy logo with the lettersM THfor Manhattan Tower Hotel. On the other breast was
anametag that read "Vincent Van Dyke, Captain." The pants were black, with agold bar running down
the outside of eech leg. Tofinishit off, his shoeswere shined to within an inch of their lives. Thewhole
package had amilitary fed, like hewasready for aparade.  Gunny stood up straight and proud aswe



admired the uniform. Hewas abig guy, I'm guessing at least six foot four. But in hisuniform, he looked
seven feet tdl. | think he knew it too. He had alittle smile on hisface. That wascool.  "Be honest,
Gunny," Spader said. "Y ou werekiddin' usbefore. You'reredly aroya prince, right?'  Gunny laughed.
"Don't | wish," he said. "Come here, Pendragon.” Gunny held up his woolen coat for meto put on. "Can't
have you guys walking through my hotdl looking like Martians" headded.  The coat was about a
dozen sizestoo hig. The deeves were so long you couldn't see my hands and the bottom dragged on the
sdewalk. "Now | look like aMartian wearing my father'scoat,” | complained.  Gunny took off the
coat and put it on Spader. It looked alittle better on him. At least the bottom only skimmed the ground.
"It1l do,"” Gunny said. He then turned to me and winked. "Well take our chances with you looking like
agpaceman, shorty.” "Gimme abreak, I'm only fourteen!" | said defensively, but | knew hewas just
giving me ahard time. | was beginning to like Gunny Van Dyke.  Before we could head into the hotdl, a
big limousine pulled up to the curb near us. | didn't think anything of it, but Gunny got tense.  "Stay right
here," he said to usunder hisbreath.  The two front doors to the limousine opened at the same time
and four guysin suitsjumped out. It al happened so fast it wasdmost funny. All | could think of were
clownsjumping out of acar at the circus. | wondered how many other guysin suits were packed inside.
One of the suits hurried to the back door and opened it up. The others stood around, scanning the
sdewalk like Secret Service agents. A second later aguy pulled himself out of the back of thelimo. |
knew ingantly that thiswas"theman.” Hewore asuit like the others, but that's where the smilarity
ended, because he was big. I'm talking massve. Everything about this dude was huge. His hands, his
head, hisfeet, hisbody. He wasn't fat. He wasjust big. His suit was light gray, and | could seehehad a
big gem stuck in hisdark bluetie. I'd bet anything it was a diamond. His hat was the same color ashis
suit, with adark blue band around it. A perfectly folded handkerchief that was the same color ashistie
poked up from his breast pocket. He had a couple of rings on his fingers that looked pretty expensive
too. Thisguy seemed like someone who pretty much got whatever he wanted. He stood up, adjusted
his suit o everything looked just right, then turned toward the hotel. The other guys gathered around him,
forming a protective shield. Asthey walked, they kept scanning the sidewalk for any threats.  No
question. They were bodyguards.  "Whoisthisguy?' | asked. "Someforeign president?' "l wish,"
answered Gunny under his breath. "Most foreign presidentsaren't killers”  Uh-oh. Not agood answer.
The guy caught sight of Gunny and broke out in abig smile. "Gunny, my friend!" he bellowed. He
changed direction and headed right for us. That meant al of his bodyguards had to adjust and follow. It
was like abig cargo ship had suddenly changed direction and al the little tugboats around it had to hurry
tokeepup. Gunny tried to look casual. Spader and | didn't move.  "Y ou working the street now,
Gunny?' the guy asked withabigsmile.  "No sr, Mr. Rose," answered Gunny politely. "Just taking a
break. Wanted abreath of freshair.” "Good man," the big guy exclaimed. He reached into his pocket
and pressed adollar bill into Gunny's hand. "Don't work too hard now, understand?’ he said, and gave
Gunny afriendly cuff ontheshoulder. "Only when I'm working for you, Mr. Rose," Gunny replied.
The guy let out alaugh that was bigger than necessary. But that was okay. If hewas akiller, then |
wanted him to be in agood mood. It seemed like he thought Gunny was okay. That was good too. But
then he looked down a me and stopped laughing.  Uh-oh. Was| in trouble? What should | do?| had
thisimage of King Kong-gazing down on dl those poor natives who were running around-getting ready
to choose oneto pick up and swallow. "Howdy there, Buck Rogers,” he said. "Little late for
Hdloween." | wasn't sure of how to react, so | pretended he had made areally funny joke and forced
out alaugh. It was the right move because the guy laughed with me. He grabbed my hand and stuck
somethinginit.  "No offense, pardner, just making ajoke," he said. "Y ou look red cute.” Hethen
wa ked toward the hotel with his boys scrambling to follow. | looked down at my hand to see he had
givenmeadoallar bill too. "The spaceman commentsaregettingold,” | said.  "Who wasthat guy?'
Spader asked Gunny.  "Name's Maximilian Rose. HE's abusinessman who livesin the penthouse here
at the Manhattan Tower. He's got more businessesthan Heinz got pickles”  "And?..." | asked.
Gunny took aquick ook around to seeif anyone was listening. He continued in awhisper, "And he's
about as crooked as arattlesnake in an accordion factory." | looked at Spader. Spader shrugged.



"Who'sHeinz and what's an accordion?'  Gunny continued, "What I'm saying ishe didn't make dl his
money being an honest businessman. He puts up arespectable front, but heisavery bad individua. Trust
meonthat." "Thosegangstersinthe subway,” | said. "Do they work for Rose?'  "No, they'refrom a
whole'nother gang downtown.” "Isthere anyonein thistown whoisn'tagangster?' Spader asked. "'l
know threefor sure,” said Gunny. "Y ou, me, and Pendragon.”  "Swell," said Spader sarcasticaly. "It's
your basic tum-tigger.”  "Tumrwhat?' asked Gunny. "Let'sjust goinside, dl right?' | said. Hearing
these guys confuse each other was getting dmost as old as the spaceman comments. A few moments
later, adoorman wearing auniform smilar to Gunny's held open aheavy, glass door for usand we
stepped into the lobby of the Manhattan Tower Hotel. The place was even more spectacular inside than
out. It gave methe feding that | wasin some huge, rich-guy mansion. The ceiling of the lobby soared up
three stories and was decorated with stained glass scenes of abeautiful green forest. The sun shone
down through the glass and sprayed colored specks of light al over theroom like akaleidoscope.  We
waked on thick, oriental carpets under giant crystal chanddiersthat looked asif they'd comefrom a
European castle. Severd stting areas had red-lesther furniture where people sat chatting or reading
newspapers. Nobody spoke above awhisper. It was like being in church, or alibrary. It was pretty
obvious that you had to have bucksto stay here. Thiswas no cheapy hotel like the one my parents took
meto at NiagaraFalls. That place was skuzzy and smelled like b.o. Here you could eat off the floor. Not
that you'd want to. Everyone | saw looked asif they had just stepped out of an old-fashioned
department-store window. All the men wore suits and hats. Thewomen had ondresses.  Therewere
only two peoplein the whole room who looked totaly out of place-me and Spader. | wasfedling pretty
stupid wearing a bright blue suit with shoesto match. Spader didn't look much better in Gunny's big coat.
"We'reout of our league here,”" | whispered to Gunny.  "Nonsense," Gunny replied. "Y oull fit right
in"  Yeah, right. If we were circus people hereto juggle for the good folks.  "Come with me," Gunny
sad, and walked off.  Wefollowed him, staying close, hoping nobody would notice us. Gunny walked
through the lobby like he owned the place. He had a dow, smooth walk that said, "Thisis my house and
I'm proud of it." Severa people nodded and smiled a him asthey passed. Gunny knew everybody's
name and had alittle something personal to say to each of them.  "Afternoon, Mr. Galvao, see you
again next month. Hello, Mrs. Tavey. | see you've been to our beauty salon. Very lovely. Mr. Prevett,
your luggage has al been sent ahead, just as you requested.” The guy was good. He knew every guest by
name. No wonder hewasacaptain.  We madeit across the lobby and up to abank of shiny, brass
elevators. Gunny hit the button.  "Where arewe going?' asked Spader.  Gunny glanced around
casually to make sure nobody could hear him. "They're doing abig renovation up on the sixth floor,” he
said softly. "Nobody will know if we have a couple of spacemen staying there”  That sounded pretty
cool to me. We were going to be staying in the swankiest hotel in New Y ork, with awhole floor to
ourselves. Not bad. The elevator door did open and Gunny motioned for usto enter.  Therewasaguy
ingde. Hewas alittle dude, about my size, with wire-rimmed glasses, who wore the same uniform
as Gunny. The only difference was he only had two gold stripes on his deeves and wore around cap
withaflattop. "Going up!" he announced professonaly. "Sixthfloor, please, Dewey," said Gunny.
"Yesdr, Mr. Van Dyke," he said with asqueaky voice. "Sixth floor.”  Thelittle guy wasthe elevator
operator. He did the elevator doors closed, pushed the handle, and the el evator immediately
started...down. "Oops, sorry,” he said. He pushed the handle and the elevator jolted to astop. He
struggled with it and the elevator shook. Hefindly found the right gear and we Started to go up. Phew.
The operator gave us a sheepish look of apology. | didn't get his problem. Up, down, start, stop. Not a
wholelot of options. | had the strong suspicion that thisguy might beanimrod.  "ThisisDewey Todd,"
sad Gunny. "Hisfather built thishote.” That explainedalot. Dewey looked up a Gunny with a
scowl. "l asked you not to tell people that, Gunny. | don't want people treating me different. | want to
makeit in the hotd businesson my own.”  "WEéll, you've dmost got the elevator part, mate," said
Spader, trying to hold back asmile. "That'sagood gart.” Dewey smiled proudly. He didn't get the
cut. "Sixthfloor!" he announced, and did the door open. We al made sure the elevator was safely
stopped and everything was cool before stepping out.  "Enjoy the costume party,” Dewey said. "Those



aregresat circusoutfits!”  "We're spacemen,” | corrected.  "Oh, sorry.” He closed the elevator doors
and we were aone. "Heredly isafine boy," Gunny said, chuckling. "Just alittle confused
sometimes” "l know thefeding," | said.  The sixth-floor hallway was definitely being worked on.
The walls were bare and there were painting tarps spread out all over the place. As Gunny led us down
the corridor he explained, "Thiswasthe first floor they finished when the hotd was new, soit'sthefirst
they're going to modernize” Modernize. What ajoke. They weretrying to make thisfloor look like
1937. Not exactly "modern” by my standards. We reached the end of the corridor and turned | eft into
another long corridor. Gunny walked up to room 615 and used akey toopenitup. "Welcome home,
gentlemen,” hesaid.  Theroom was huge. Actudly, it was a couple of rooms. | think they call thisa
auite. | could imagine that when the work was finished, this was going to be a pretty fancy place. But right
now, while they were doing the renovation, it was being used as a storage areafor chairs and sofas.

"You surethisisokay, Gunny?' | asked. "Absolutely,” he answered with confidence. "It bresks
about eighteen different hotel rules, but I've been here long enough to pull the right strings. Just don't go
orderingroom service"  There were abunch of sofaslined up in acolumn aong onewall. They were
up on their arms and reached almost to the celling. All we had to do was bring two down and we'd have
acomfortable place to deep. There were big cushy chairs, along with abunch of stacked tables. There
wasonly onethingmissng. "Wheresthe TV?' | asked. Gunny gave meacuriouslook. "The
what?' Duh. TV wasn't invented yet. "Never mind," | said, feding like anidiot. "How about aradio?’

"I'm sure there's one around here someplace," answered Gunny. "Are you two hungry?"

"Absolutely,” | answered. "I could go for akooloo fish and some sniggers,” said Spader.  Gunny
gave him the same curious ook he gave mewhen | asked about the TV. "I'll seewhat | canfind,” he
said. "Y ou two make yourselves a home. I'm going to get you some clothes. Isthere anything else you
might need?' "Something to writeon,” | said. "Weve got to keep up with our journds”  "Right,"
answered Gunny. "I'll beback.”  Gunny ambled out of the room, leaving Spader and me aone. |
walked to the far side of the room, where fancy doors led to aba cony. | opened them and stepped
outside. It was close to sunset. From our sixth-floor landing, | got a pretty good view south and west,
where the sun was headed down.  "Isthiswhere you grew up?' asked Spader. He was standing right
behind me. | hadn't heard him coming.  "No, about thirty milesfrom here," | answered. "And more than
haf acentury inthe future. How weird isthat?' It redly was. Thiswas home, but not redlly. | had an
ideathat maybe | should try to find my grandparents. They were around in 1937. But then | remembered
that my family had disappeared. Did that mean our whole family history disgppeared aong with them?|
had to stop thinking about it. It was making me homesick.  "lt'sascary-do," Spader said while gazing
out at the city. "I've never seen anything so busy.” "Youll get usedtoit,” | assured him. "I suppose
s0," Spader added. "But I'm thinking about Saint Dane. Theresalot of natty-do that monster could get
intoinabig city likethis. How arewe going to find him?'  Good question. Saint Daneloosein New
Y ork City wasascary thought. " Something tellsme hell find us," | said. "I'm going to take a shower."

The bathroom was dmost asbig as the living room. Thiswas definitely a suite for hotshot guests. The
whole room was covered with white tiles. The bathtub was huge and stood on feet. Therewas agiant
slver showerhead that sprayed enough water to wash ahorse. | cranked up the shower, got it good and
hot, and stood undernegth the spray to let it massagemy head.  As| stood there trying to get brain
dead, an odd thought hit me: | wasn't going to school anymore. | know. Weird thing to think about dl
of asudden. Maybe it was because | was sort of home. Part of me was psyched. School was important
and dl, but it wasn't exactly something | looked forward to. On the other hand, schoolwasimportant. It
was where you learned stuff. What your parents didn't teach you, school did. As| stood in that shower, |
actudly started to get nervous. All my friends were going to pass me by. They werelearning thingsthat |
wasnt.  Then | thought of dl the places1'd been that day. Hmmm. Maybe | was getting a pretty intense
education after al. | wasn't going to Stony Brook Junior High anymore; | was afull-time student at
Traveer U. Maybe that was dl the education | was going to need. After batting these ideas back and
forthin my head, | cameto onesolid concluson: ~ All thisthinking was ruining my shower. | stood
there for another ten minutes, then found a stack of thick white towels, dried off, and left the bathroom to



Spader. A few minutes later | wasin the living room, settled into acushy chair with my feet up while
Spader washed away his own thoughts. | was so dog tired, my eyes started to close. It wasthefirst time
sncewegot herethat | could let theair out, and it felt great.  Then an urgent knock came at the door.
My eyes shot open ingtantly. | wasn't adeep anymore. | wasn't even tired. So much for letting the air
out. Spader poked hishead out of the bathroom. He shot me a questioning look that said, "What do
wedo?' | had noidea. Wewere busted. It looked like our stay at the hotel was going to be a short
one. (CONTINUED) FIRSTEARTH Thislooked bad. How could we ever explain who
we were and why we were hanging out on aclosed floor of the hotel ? In bathrobes. | didn't want to get
Gunny introuble, but I didn't want to get arrested, either. 1 snuck quietly over to the door, desperately
trying to think up a story that would get us off the hook. None came. | peered through the peephole to
get alook a who we would haveto dedl withand saw... "Room service!" announced Gunny with a
bigsmile. Phew. Tak about relief. | opened the door and Gunny came in whedling abig cart that was
loaded with those sllver domesthey put over platesto keep them hot.  "Fedling better?' heasked. "I
amnow," | answered. "We gotta get a secret knock or something so we know it'syou.” "Secret
knock. I likethat,” Gunny said with asparkling smile. "Like G-men." "Likewhat?' asked Spader ashe
walked inwith atowe around hiswaist. "Canwe eat now?' | asked. "All in good time,
gentlemen,” Gunny said. "Weve got busnessfird.”  The cart was draped with awhite tablecloth that
went down to the floor. Gunny reached underneath and pulled out two brown packages. "Try these on
for Sze" he said, and tossed one to each of us. We tore them open to find our First Earth clothes,
courtesy of one of the shops herein the hotel. We each had apair of wool pants with jackets. My pants
were light gray with adarker gray jacket. Spader's were alight brown with amatching jacket. We each
had plain white shirts.  "What do | do with these?' Spader asked as he held up apair of long, white
boxer shorts.  Gunny laughed. "Don't they wear underwear where you come from?'  "Sure,"
answered Spader. "But | could make asail out of these. They'll get dl twisted up.” | put mine on and
they came down to my knees. But you know what? | didn't care. It felt good to wear regular cotton
underwear again, even if | looked like some kind of grandpa. We aso had white T-shirts, black socks,
and dark leather shoes. The pants had suspenders, too. That was kind of cool. I'd never worn
suspenders before. And everything fit perfectly. Gunny was agood judge. After we both got dressed,
Gunny looked usover and smiled.  "Now you look like you beong,” hesaid proudly.  "Can we eat
now?' | asked. "Patience, shorty, patience.” Gunny reached under the cart and pulled out astack of
white paper and asmall typewriter. "Y ou can use thisto type your journas,” he said. "It's fagter than
writing."  "What isthat thing?' asked Spader. "I'll teach you," | said. | had only typed on a computer
keyboard before, but figured | could learn how to do it the old-fashioned way. "Now can we eat?" |
begged. The amdll of thefood was making me sdivate.  "Onemorething,” said Gunny. " Since you boys
are going to be coming and going around here, | figured out away you can fit right in." He reached back
under the cart and pulled out two uniforms like the one Dewey, the elevator guy, wore. ™Y ou're going to
work hereasbellhops” "What'sabellhop?' asked Spader.  Gunny explained. "Y ou greet guests,
help them with their luggage, and run errands around the hotdl. 1t's easy work, and you'll have aterrific
boss" "Who?' Spader asked. "Me" "Thisall soundsgood but, can wepleaseeat now?' | asked
indesperation. "Have asedt, gentlemen,” Gunny said. "It'schow time"  Weboth sat down while
Gunny whedled the cart in front of us. "I wasn't exactly sure of what to order,” he teased. "But after some
deep thought, | believe | came up with the perfect menu." With aflourish, Gunny lifted up two of the
slver domes. What | saw made me so happy | wantedtocry.  Sincel left home | had eaten some
very strange food. It wasn't bad, just different. On Denduron | had lots of vegetables and an occasional
rabbit. On Clord | ateaton of fish and al sorts of weirdball fruits and vegetables from the underwater
farms. On Zadaa, Loor had made us some good crunchy bread along with spicy vegetables. All of the
food | had was good, but nothing compared to what was sitting before usright now.  We each had our
own hig, juicy cheeseburger and pile of golden French fries...direct from heaven. Gunny reached under
the cart and pulled out a champagne bucket loaded with ice and bottles of Coke.  "What do you
think?' heasked. "I think youreagenius," | said quickly.  Spader wasn't enthused. "What is that



stuff?* he asked nervoudy.  "Cheeseburger, French fries, Coke-food of the gods, my friend,” | said. |
lifted up my burger, took adelicious whiff, closed my eyes, and wolfed into it. Oh, yeah, | was home.
Spader lifted up afry, looking at it curioudy. "What exactly isafrench beforeit'sfried?' he asked.
"White vegetable, cut in strips, fried in grease” | answered. "Stop talking. I'm trying tofocus” We
didn't say another word for the rest of the meal. Spader ate reluctantly, but didn't seem to hateit. | put
ketchup on our fries and salted them up redl good. Man, they were excellent. The whole while Gunny
stood over us, smiling. He was like a proud chef who enjoyed the way his food was being appreciated.
Then, for dessert, Gunny lifted two more silver coversto reved...banana plits. Yes! Heeven had a
couple glasses of milk to wash it dl down. It was al so incredibly excellent. It had been avery long day,
but this dinner madeit al worthwhile. | wanted it to last forever, but my stomach was screaming for me
to stop. | wastotaly stuffed and absolutely happy.  "Now don't go expecting thiskind of service
agan,” Gunny cautioned. "Thisis specid because you just arrived. After thisyou egt in the kitchen with
therest of thestaff." "Gunny," | said. "Y ou have no ideahow perfect thisis” "Oh, | got apretty
goodidea," hesaid withasmile. "Buit it's better than you think,” | added. "Tomorrow's my birthday and
thisisthe best present ever.”  "Then happy birthday, shorty,” Gunny said, beaming. "Many happy
returns.”  "Happy birthday, mate," said Spader. "Wish | could raiseapint of sniggers””  "Yeah, but
thisll do mejust fine," | said, holding up abottle of Coke.  Gunny took the now empty cart and put it
by the door. He then came back into the living room and sat down with us. As much as | wanted to kick
back, burp, and pretend life was good, that wasn't meant to be. We were here for areason, and it wasn't
to gork out stuffed on burgers.  "Thisisal new to me,” Gunny said. "Chasing Saint Dane, | mean. What
dowedo?' It wastimeto get down to someredbusiness. The party wasover.  "All theterritories
arereaching aturning point,” | said, holding back aburp. "We've got to figure out what that turning point
ishereon Firg Earth, and what Saint Dane isdoing to push it thewrongway.” "Thisshould be
snappy-do, Pendragon,” Spader announced. "Y ou're from thisterritory. | mean, you're from thefutureof
thisterritory. Think of something big that happened in 1937 that Saint Dane might be messing around
with."  The pressure was on. | wasn't very good at history. It al seemed so boring, memorizing dates
and places and speeches made by guys| didn't care about. But even though | was historicaly challenged,
it didn't take me very long to come up with an idea. To be honest, it wasano-brainer.  "You've got
something, don't you, mate?' Spader asked withady smile. | did, but | wished | didn't. Themore|
thought about it, the more freaked | got. Thiswas bad. Thiswasredllybad. My heart started to pump
faster and my palmsgot sweaty. "What isit?' asked Gunny. "Thereissomething,” | began. "I don't
remember al the dates. But there is definitely something big about to go down."  "Sotel us, mate!"
exclaimed Spader. "Thewar youwerein, Gunny,” | said. "The Great War? That became known as
World War One”  Gunny's eyes grew very wide. "Are you saying there's going to be aWorld War
Two?' heaskedinshock. | nodded. Gunny looked down and shook his head sadly. "And they said
itwasthewar toend dl wars" "They werewrong,” | said.  "When did it happen?" asked Spader.
"Who wasfighting?' | suddenly wished | hadn't dept through Mr. Varady'sworld history class. "I
don't know al thefacts" | said. "There wasthis Hitler dude from Germany who tried to take over
Europe. And Japan tried to take over Asa” "That'sswowars,” Spader said. "I think that'swhy they
cdl it aworldwar," | shot back. "They fought against Russa and the United States and England and China
and France and oh,man\Thisis huge! Millions of peopledied. Millions. It changed theworld!”  Spader
said, " So maybe we should go over to Germany and talk to thisHitler fella™ | laughed at that. "Y ou
don't getit," | said. "We can't just go over to Berlin, knock on Adolf Hitler's door and say, 'Excuse me,
Mr. Hitler, you don't know us, but we'd redlly like you to reconsider this Holocaust thing. Okey
dokey?" "Why not?' asked Spader innocently.  "Trust me. We're talking about leaders of huge
nations ruling millions of people. Thisisso far out of our league, it'snot even funny.”  "So when doesit
al happen?' heasked. | had to stand up and pace, hoping it would rattle loose some factoids | might
have picked up somewhere. "I don't know the dates. But it wasn't al of asudden. Therewasa
buildup. The whedlswere definitely turning by 1937 but | don't think it got to be afull-blown war until
amogt 1940. Guys, this soundsexactlylike something Saint Dane would stick hisnoseinto, and we



arewayover our heads"  Gunny had been listening quietly. It must have been tough for him to hear that
the world was about to be turned upside down again. Finaly he said, "Don't be so sure about that."

"Areyou crazy?' | shouted back a him.  "Think about it," Gunny argued innocently. "We know the
war iscoming, and we know Saint Daneis hereto causetrouble. It al sort of fits. Our job might beto
stop thiswar from happening.” "That'simpossible!” | shouted. "There's no way the three of us could
sop somethingsobig.”  "Maybe," Gunny said thoughtfully. "Or maybe we're thinking abouit it the
wrongway." "Gunny," | said patiently. "It'saworld war.Airplanes. Guns. Bombs. Soldiers. Millions of
soldiers. Were two kidswith big underwear and atal guy in afancy suit. | don't mean to sound negative,
but I'm thinking Saint Dane may have picked awinner here.”  Gunny nodded thoughtfully. "I hear you.
Theresno way in heaven we could stop something like that onceit got going.  But thething is, whet if
it'sonly alittlething that getsit going inthefirst place?'  "Explain that, please, mate," said Spader.

"I'm saying that you never know what leads to what. There might be alittle old something that happens
that seemslike nothing at first, but it might lead to something ese, and that leads to something dse, and
50 on and so on until you find yoursdlf inthe middle of abigoldwar.” "But-" "Don'tbeso quick,
shorty,” Gunny interrupted. "Think about it first." "Okay," | said, forcing mysdf to stop
hyperventilating. "Y ou're thinking there might be something small about to happen, that's going to Sart a
chain reaction that will lead to World War Two...and we have ashot a stopping it?" | asked.

"Maybe" "Youredreaming!" | shouted. "I might be, a that,” Gunny said. "But | know we're here
for areason. | aso know that Saint Dane is here, somewhere. From what I've heard, he doesn't show up
justtosghtsee” "Hesright, mate," exclaimed Spader. "What if Saint Daneis here to make sure
something happensthat leads to the big war? Or what if heé'strying to make the war into something bigger
than it was going to be already? Hobey, if we find out what it is, we could make sure it doesn't happen.”

| wanted to believe it was possible. | really did. But it just seemed too incredible. The ideathat we
could do something to stop theworst war in history was atotal fantasy.  "If you'reright,” | said, "and
I'm not saying you are, then it would have to have something to do with the gangsters Saint Dane sent to
theflumetokill UnclePress”  "Now you're thinking!" Gunny exclaimed. "If wefind aconnection
between those thugs and what's brewing oversess, I'm guessing it'll lead us straight to Saint Dane.”  The
three of uslooked at each other. Was that it? Was our mission to figure out how Saint Dane was using
some gangstersin New York to cause World War 11? "It soundscrazy,” | said. "But onethingisfor
sure: Whatever Saint Dane isdoing here, it's definitely got something to do with these mob guys. | don't
know if it will have anything to do with the war, but itswherewe gottagtart.”  "Right,” Spader said.
"With the gangster-wogglies”  Gunny stood up and straightened his suit. "That'swhere | comein. I've
got friendsin alot of places; not al of them are good. | can ask some questionsto get us started.” |
had no ideawhere any of thiswould lead, but | felt confident that we were Sarting in theright place.
Whereit would take uswas anybody'sguess.  "Get somerest,” Gunny said. "I'll come get you in the
morning when it'stimefor work. Beready early.”  Gunny took the cart and whedled it toward the
door. "Oh, one more thing. Before work, we'll stop by the barbershop in the lobby. We can't have you
two working herelooking likeladies" | hated to admit it, but Gunny wasright. My hair was getting
long and shaggy. Spader's black hair was almost to his shoulders. These were definitelynot1937 cuts.

"What's abarbershop?' Spader asked.  "G'night, gentlemen,” Gunny said. "Sleep tight." He opened
the door, then turned back to us and said, "How's this?' He rapped twice on the door, then once, then
threetimes. "The perfect secret knock,” | said. "I dwayswanted to be aG-man," Gunny said with a
smile. He closed the door and weweredone.  "What'saG-man?' Spader asked again.  "It's not
important,” | answered.  "Then tell me about this World War Two. Isit redly the natty-do you're
saying?' "Worse" | answered solemnly. "I don't know the words to describe how bad it was. If
there's a chance we could stop it, it would be beyond incredible”  Spader stood up and smiled. "Right
then! | have a sudden urgeto pee. Not that I'm nervous mind you. I'm just... scared to death.” He went
for the bathroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts.  The ideas we were throwing around were too
huge to comprehend. Was it possible that we might find the trigger herein New Y ork that would start a
chain reaction to prevent World War Two? A horror like that war wasright up Saint Dane'sdley. Of



course, that meant Saint Dane would be doing his best to make sure we wouldn't find that trigger. That
would bethe chalenge. Sameold, sameold. Then three knockscameat thedoor. | got up to let
Gunny back in, figuring he had forgotten to tell us something. | hoped it was about breskfast. | was
stuffed, but the thought of bacon and eggswasasweet one. "I can't believe you forgot the secret
knock aready," | caled out as| headed for the door. "Y ou'd make alousy G-man." | opened the
door and instantly got shoved back into the room. | fell down on my butt, hard. At first | didn't get why
Gunny would have done that. When | got my wits back and looked up, | had my answer. It wasn't
Gunny.  Standing over me were the two gangsters from the subway station. The nasty one had a black
revolver pointed right at my nose.  "Ain't no G-man around to help you now," he snarled. FIRST
EARTH Iwas on my butt, looking up at two guyswho only afew hours before had tried to kill
me. They didn't even bother covering their faces with handkerchiefs thistime. They were acouple of
gnarly-looking dudes too. The nasty one was, well, nasty looking. He had a pudgy face and dark, wild
eyes. Hewas one of those guys who had to shave every hour or hed have a Fred Hintstone thing going
on. Theother guy, the tense one, looked alittle less tense than before. I'm sure that was because he
didn't have an audience now. He had thin features and a sharp, beaklike nose. He il didn't ook &l too
happy about what was going on though. | glanced into his eyes and thought | caught a hint of sympathy.
But not enough to cdl off hisbulldog partner. The nasty guy held his pistol on me. It was an old-style
revolver with along barrd. It wasn't high-tech, but I'm sureit could get the job done.  "How did you
find us?' | asked while crawling backward.  "We got eyes everywhere," said the nasty one, with a
touch of cockiness. ™Y ou can run, but you can't hide" "Why areyou after us?' | asked. "l got
nothing againgt you," Nasty said. "But my associateis another sory." Hisassociate. Who wasthat?
Saint Dane? | wanted to keep these guystaking. Maybe | could use my Traveler hypnosison him. But
that would be tough, seeing as | wastoo scared to think straight, let aone concentrate enough to use
mind powers | wasn't even sure | knew how to useinthefirst place.  "You havethewrong guy,” | said
with desperation, though | knew he probably had the exact right guy.  The gangster bent down and
stuck the muzzle of the gunin my face. "Winn Farrow don't make mistakeslikethat."  Winn Farrow.
Who was Winn Farrow?  More important, why did he want uskilled? It was then that | saw something
move out of the corner of my eye. It was Spader. He was behind the gangsters. | tried not to look at him
because that would give himaway. "l... | don't know any Winn Farrow,” | said.  Spader cautiousy
moved behind one of the sofasthat was standing onend.  "I'm not here to argue with you, sonny boy,
I'm hereto tell you how it'sgonnabe. Don't go sticking your nose whereit don't belong,” he said. "If
somebody getsin Winn Farrow'sway, he won't be there for long, if you catch my drift."  The sofa
behind the gangsters started to move. Spader was going to topple it over on them. | had to use every
ounce of willpower to keep the gangsters eyesonme.  "Okay, | hear you. Can | ask you aquestion
though?' "Wha?' "Canl havemy ringback?' The question caught the gangsters off guard. They
both looked at me asif | were nuts. Here they were putting on this big strong-arm intimidation show, and
al | cared about was my ring. It confused them. Good. It was the perfect time for Spader to make his
move. But it didn't exactly work out that way.  Instead, the nasty gangster got thisevil gleamin hiseye
and said, "The hdll with orders. I'm gonnaend thisright here”  Uh-oh. He pulled the hammer back on
hisrevolver. | willed Spader tohurry. Hedid. With agiant shove, the sofacame toppling over. The
big couch first nailed the nervous guy, then continued down to take out Mr. Nasty. The gangsters didn't
know what hit them. | had barely enough timeto roll out of the way before the two thugs hit the floor ina
pile of gangster and sofa. | sprang to my feet and dove over the piletoward Spader.  "What took you
solong?' | shouted at him. "It washeavy!" "Cmon!" | bolted out of the room with Spader right
behind me. Those gangsters were going to be back on their feet in seconds, and | didn't want to be
anywhere close when that happened. We ran down the hall, turned right, and blasted for the elevators. |
hit the button and |ooked to see that the needle pointed to "1." Bad news. | looked over the second
elevator. That needle pointed to "30." Worse news. Wewereon 6. Not evenclose.  "C'mon, ¢mon!” |
coaxed the elevators while furioudy hitting the button. ..not that it would do any good.  "Who'sWinn
Farrow?' Spader asked. "Isit Saint Dane?' "l don't know. Maybe," | answered breathlesdy. "But



those guys were only supposed to give usawarning and they decided to kill us” ™Y ou can't trust
anybody," said Spader. "Hey!" We both looked to our right and saw the gangsters rounding the
far corner, headed our way. We had to keep running. Spader and | jammed it down the corridor. Our
only hopewasto find astairwell, or at least another corridor. Luckily it was along hal and we were too
far away from the gangstersfor themto takeashot at us.  When we got to the end of the corridor, we
found adoor that probably led to astairway, but it was blocked by furniture and painting supplies. If we
tried to dig through that mess, the gangsterswould haveus.  "Thisway," ordered Spader.  Weturned
right and sprinted down the next corridor. This hallway ran paralel with the corridor where our room
was, on thefar side of the hotdl. It was pretty long too, so we could stay out of bullet range. But we
couldn't keep running in circles. We had to find an escaperoute.  Halfway down the corridor, | saw it.
An exit Sgn. Without stopping to think, | took aright into that door. | was hoping to find astairway, but
no luck. It was aservice corridor. We were now running parald to the halway with the el evators.
"Maybe we can loop around back to the elevators,” | said. "If were lucky well catch one closer this
time" "Hobey-ho," Spader ssid. Weran to thefar end of the service corridor and stopped. | dowly
opened the door to peek out. No bad guys anywhere. So far so good. We quickly ran out, turned right,
and sprinted back aong the corridor toward our room. We had comefull circle.  But thiswas scary.
For al we knew, one of the gangsters could have doubled back and would soon be rounding the corner
infront of us. We passed our room and had only afew yardsto go before hitting the eevator corridor
again, when we heard footsteps coming toward us. Oops. At least one of the gangsters decided to circle
back. Hewould beon usinsecondsl  Weweredone. | frozein panic.  Spader didn't. He grabbed
my shirt and pulled me into the last room of the corridor before the turn. There wasn't asecond to spare.
| caught aglimpse of the gangster coming around the corner.  Thetwo of usdoveto the inside of the
door. All we could do was hope the gangster wouldn't peek in. A few seconds later we heard footsteps
run by. | looked to Spader. He winked at me. We waited afew more seconds, then slowly took a peek
outside to see the gangster running full throttle down the corridor, away from us. Excellent.  Now we
had to move fast. We booked out of the room and back toward the €levators. We made the right turn
again and saw an empty corridor. We aso saw one of the elevator doors opening up! We took off on a
deadrun. "Going down?' avoice cdled frominsdethedevator. Weweretoo far away for himto
see us. We kept on running, and | saw the eevator door starting to close. At thispoint it didn't matter if
the gangster heard us or not, so | shouted out, "Dewey!”  Too late. The eevator door did shut. We
missed it. A second later the nasty gangster appeared at the far end of the corridor. | guessitdidmatter if
he heard us. We were now staring right down the pike at worst case scenario.  That'swhen the
elevator door opened up again! Dewey heard me after dl.  "What are you guysdoing?' he
asked. We both dove into the open car before the door was al the way open. "Closeit! Closethe
door!" | shouted. Dewey wastotaly confused. Both Spader and | started pushing the door closed
oursaves. "Hey! That'smyjob!" Dewey whined.  Weignored him and almost had the door shut when
the nasty gangster arrived. He got hisfingersin the door and tried to pry it open.  "Down, Dewey!" |
shouted. "Not that way." | looked up." Thatway." | looked down.  "But there's another passenger out
therel" Dewey complained. That's when the nasty gangster showed his revolver. Dewey got the message.
Heleaped at the door and helped uscloseit.  "Get usout of herel” | yelled. Dewey grabbed the
control lever and surprisingly enough, we started down. Dewey was better under pressure than | would
have guessed. But he looked wild-eyed and scared.  "Who wasthat?' he screamed. "He had apistol!”
"Wheré's Gunny?' Spader demanded, ignoring Dewey'squestion. "l just saw himin the lobby,
headed outside. What'sgoing on?'  "Nothing Gunny can't handle,” | said. "'Forget about what you
saw." "But | gottatdl my father about this," Dewey complained. "Don't do that!" | shouted. | think |
scared the little guy because he backed up againgt the side of the elevator. | got my head back together
and said camly, "It wasjust ajoke. Likeaprank, you know?'  "But, but that guy had agun,” Dewey
whimpered. "Gun?' | faked alaugh. "That wasn't ared gun. That  was...that was... acostume. For
the costume party. Y ou know the clothes we had on before? Those were costumes too. Y ou thought it
wasared gun?' | faked another laugh, looking sideways at Spader. Spader got the idea and he faked



alaughtoo. "Yeah," Spader said. "ltwasatoy.” Dewey wasn't surewe weretdling thetruth, but |
think it was easier for him to accept it than to think there were guys running around his father's hotel
flashing guns. That was good. If Dewey called the police, they'd have to question us, and I'm not so sure
they'd like the answers we had to give. No, it was better thisway. But we had to find Gunny and let him
know what was going on. Findly we got to the lobby, and Dewey opened thedoor.  "Thanks, Dewey.
WEIl let you know when the next costume party is, okay?' | said.  "Grest, thanks!” Dewey wasa
smplekind of dude. Weran from the evator and went looking for Gunny. We hurried to the front
doors of the hotel and looked outside. Night had fallen and the garden waslit up like Christmas, with
lights hidden among thegreenery.  "Therel" shouted Spader, pointing to the sdewak infront.  Gunny
was there talking to a man. We ran down the front stairs of the hotel, through the garden and out onto the
street. Gunny saw us. He shook the hand of the man and the guy walked off just aswe ran up to him.
We were both out of breath and excited.  "What'swrong?' he said, sounding alittle angry. "I told you
boysto stay put.” "Wehadvistors" | said. "The guysfrom theflume," Spader panted. "They came
looking for us” | didn't like thelook on Gunny's face. It was a cross between shock and fear. Bad
combination. "WhoisWinn Farrow?' | asked.  For asecond | thought Gunny was going to faint. He
actually looked unsteady on hisfeet. Whoever Winn Farrow was, his name made astrong guy like
Gunny very scared. Thiswas getting worse by thesecond. "I can't believe he sent people here,” Gunny
sad. "That's crossing avery dangerousline”  "Why?Whoishe?' | asked.  Gunny looked down at
us and was about to answer when we heard ascream. It was a horrifying, tortured scream that came
from far away. Actudly, it didn't come from far away, it came from farup. The three of us spun quickly to
look up at the hotel. What we saw made my kneesgoweak.  Somebody had jumped out of a
window! Thewhole building waslit up by floodlights, so the dark figure was easy to see, though |
wished | couldn't. Thefall took only afew seconds, but those few secondswill stay with meforever. It
was horrible. The figure screamed dl theway down. Luckily for us, thetall treesin front of the hotel
blocked us from seeing the final second. We stood there frozen, then Gunny broke and ran for the
building. Spader and | followed right behind him. | didn't want to see what had happened, but | was sure
| needed to. Chances were this had something to do with the gangsters and this Winn Farrow dude.
The victim had falen onto the roof of acar and pretty much caved in the whole thing. There wasno
way anybody could survivethat. | couldn't bring mysdlf to look closer. Neither could Spader. We stood
severd feet away, while Gunny did the tough thing and walked over to investigate.  While we waited
for him, Spader saw something and nudged me. | looked and saw someone standing on the steps of the
hotel. It was one of the gangsters. The nervous one. He looked at us like he wanted to say something,
but decided not to and ran off. The question was, wherewasthe other  Gunny walked back to usand
said softly, "It'shim. The  ugly one from the subway. HEsdead.” That answered my question.
Spader and | shared dishelieving looks. "I guessthat means he won't be trying to kill usanymore,”
Spader said, sounding numb.  Thiswas unbelievable. When | first saw thefaling body, | thought
somebody had made asuicide jump. Now that | knew it was Mr. Nasty Gangster, nothing made sense
anymore. Why would he jump? He had other things on hismind, like hunting for us so he could gun us
down. | stared up a Gunny. Helooked sick. Y ou gottatell uswhat you're thinking, Gunny,” | said.
Gunny glanced back at the body. People were starting to gather and stare.  "I'm afraid we're going
to have our own war pretty soon,” Gunny said. "Right herein our backyard. It may not be asbig asthe
one brewing over in Europe, but it'sgoing to be ugly just thesame” | heard apolice siren screamin
the distance. It was afar-off, sorrowful wail that was headed our way.  The show was definitely on.
??7? I'mgoing to end thisjournal here, Mark and Courtney. | wish | had my ring so | could send
these pagesto you. Hopefully, it'll turn up soon. But until it does, I'll keep these pages safe and keep
writing. I'm beginning to get the hang of thistypewriter. | hopethisjourna findsyou well, and that your
livesaremuch smpler thanmine.  It'sMarch 11. It'smy birthday. Do | till turn fifteen, even thoughit's
1937? END OF JOURNAL EARTH I'm getting ready to launch to another territory.
It's been nearly two months since | finished my last journd, and | can't tell you how worried | am. |
don't want to leave here. At least not now.  But | think we found the turning point.  Gunny wasright.



| think that if we can change the outcome of this one event, there's aredly good chance we can stop
World Wer 11. Isthat incredible or what? The idea of saving the lives of millions of peopleisamost too
good to be true. Gunny wasright. The turning point isn't asbig asawar between tribeslike on
Denduron, or the poisoning of an entire territory, like on Clord. It's actudly one single event. Onebig,
stupid, spectacular event.  But it'sgoing to be hard to stop it from happening. Dangerous, too. Big
surprise, right?  Since | wrote you guyslast, we have crossed paths with sometruly foul characters. It's
getting hard to tell the good guys from the bad guys. If we have any hope of stopping this event, weve
got to go up againgt these guysagain, and | can't guarantee well win.  That'swhy I'm fluming to another
territory. We need some information and there's no way we can get it here. But I'm nervous about leaving
because | don't want to miss anything. I'm typing thisto you guys on the night of May 5. Tomorrow isthe
day everything isgoing to hit the fan. That much we know for sure. We absolutely, positively haveto be
back in time and leaving now meanswell be cutting it redlly close. I'm counting on the fact thet the flumes
always send us Travelers where we need to bewhenwe need to be there. It wouldn't be cool to get back
late. Butl think it'sarisk worth taking because, like | said before, we need all the help we can get.
The last time | wroteto you it was my birthday, March 11. Spader and | have been here for amost
two months. So much has happened since | last wrote that | hopel canrememberital. When Mr.
Nasty Gangster took that header off the Manhattan Tower Hotd, it wastruly disturbing. Seeing aman
fal to hisdeath is about as horrible and gruesome asiit gets. But as bad asthat was, it dso left uswith a
mystery. How did he fal2Whydid he fall”? He had been chasing us around on the sixth floor. | couldn't
imagine he took awrong turn and suddenly said, "Oops, thisdoor leadsto...air! Let'sgo!" Noway. |
a0 couldn't imagine that he jumped deliberately. Not that | know anything about suicide, but this guy
was busy doing other things, like trying to murder Spader and me. Why would he suddenly stop inthe
middle of the chase and say, "I can't believe | lost those guys. I'm such alousy gangster, | think I'll just
enditdl." That didn't make senseeither.  The only possible explanation was that he was murdered.
That leads to the bigger question. Who did it? It wasn't his partner, Mr. Nervous Gangster. Spader
and | saw him leaving the hotel only afew seconds after Mr. Nasty took the dive. That meant somebody
else was guilty. Therewas somebody elsein the hotel who was part of al this, and | could make a pretty
good guessastowho it might be. Y eah, you guessed it too. Saint Dane.  He had to be here
somewhere, looking like somebody ese. Still, why would Saint Dane murder aguy who wastrying to
murder us? | guess the bottom line was, we had aton of questions and not awholelot of answers. There
was only one person who could shed any light on this, and that was Gunny. It wastime for himto tell us
what he knew about these gangsters.  After Mr. Nasty took the fal, Gunny told Spader and meto go
back up to our room. He had to talk to the police and let them know what he saw. Of course he didn't
want Spader or metalking to them. They might ask tough questionslike: "And where do you live, sonny
boy?" or "Give usthe name of your parents so we can cal them." That would have been tricky. So
Spader and | went quietly back up to our room and waited for Gunny.  Once we hit the room though,
weweren't quiet anymore. Spader wasal workedup.  "Heshere. | can smdl him," he said while
pacing. "Who?' "SaintDane Hesinthisbuilding.” "Wedon'tknow that." "Cmon, mate!"
Spader exclaimed. "Y ou know he's got to have hisdimy handsin this. He sent those gunmen to the flume
to kill Press, then he sent 'em after us. How el se would those wogglies know we were here?" "Then
how comeoneof 'emisdead?’ "I'm ill working on that; give me sometime.”  Spader's hatred for
Saint Dane was starting to bubble up again. That was bad. We had to keep our eyes on the ball, and that
meant not letting our emotionstakeover.  "Spader,” | said cautioudy. ™Y ou know you've gotta be cool
about this, right?"  "Yeah, yeah," he assured me. "Cool asacooger fish, that'sme. Don't worry,
Pendragon. | made you apromise. | won't go back onyou." "l beieveyou," | said. |
redlly,redlyhoped | wasright.  That's when the door opened and Gunny walked in. | thought he looked
alittle older than he had earlier. He was the kind of guy who wanted everything to be just so. Having
gangsters plunge to agruesome death from his hotel wasn't part of his perfect picture.  "I'veseenalot
of things happen at thishotd," he said with ashaky voice. "But thisbeats'em dl.” "Bepatient,” |
cautioned him. "We'rejust getting started.”  Spader said, "What's dl thistalk about a natty-do around



here?" "A what?' asked Gunny, once again confused by an expression of Spader's.  "You said there
was going to beawar here a the hotdl," | jumped in. "What'sup with that?'  Gunny sat down in one of
the easy chairsand let out atired breath. Spader and | sat across from him on the same couch Spader
had toppled over onthe gangsters.  "You ever hear of athing called Prohibition?' heasked. "Yeah,”
| said. "lsn't that when the government outlawed booze?'  "Exactly,” said Gunny. "No wine, no beer,
no whiskey, no nothin'. From 1920 until they gave up onitin 1933. It was dl against the law, unlessyou
knew whereto go. Most people knew whereto go."  "Speakeasies, right?' | asked. " Speak easy?”’
asked Spader. "I'mlosing youtwo."  "A lot of people got rich during Prohibition,” Gunny continued.
"Some did it making booze-they caled it bootlegging. Others sold it in secret clubs called speakeasies;
gtill others shipped it here, there, and everywhere right under the noses of the palice. It wasdl very
illegd. It made alot of gangstersrich and put alot of others behind bars. Put alot of them six feet under
dirt,too.” "What'sthat got to dowithus?' | asked. "Therewasagang,” Gunny continued.
"Operated on the Upper East Side here. They had it dl covered-bootlegging, shipping, even ran acouple
of speakeasies. Made alot of money for the two bosses. One of 'em was a gentleman named Maximilian
Rose" "Thebig guy with the fancy suit we met outside?' | asked.  "One and the same," answered
Gunny. "Who wasthe other boss?' asked Spader.  "Fellow named Winn Farrow.”  Spader and |
shot each other alook. "That's who those gangsters were working for!" | shouted. "Farrow and Rose are
partners?’  "Theywerepartners,” Gunny answered. "Long time ago. As| heard it, Rose was the smart
one. He knew Prohibition wouldn't last forever, so he started investing his money into other businesses.
Somelegd, some not. He got hisfingersinto al kinds of crimind activitieslike gambling and smuggling
and even art theft. When Prohibition ended, he didn't miss abesat. Just kept going on making money."
"What about Farrow?' asked Spader. "Hewasjust as crooked, but not as smart. He didn't have
the same style as Rose. Let's say he was rough around the edges." " So he was adumb thug,” | said.
"Pretty much," agreed Gunny. "He spent hismoney fast as he made it. When Prohibition went away,
he had nothing to show for it. Rose didn't have any usefor him, so they split up. Way | heard it, Farrow
didn't like that much. Now the two are what you might cdl enemies” "What's Farrow doing now?" |
asked. "He'sgot hisown gang that operates out of an old meatpacking plant downtown. They're abad
bunch. They'll dit your throat just to get your wallet. It's pretty much dl they'regood at.”  "Sowhile
Max Roseis hanging out in afancy penthouse uptown,” | said, "his old partner, Winn Farrow, is
struggling to get by downtown."  "That about sumsit up,” Gunny said. "And that'swhy I'm getting
nervous. If Winn Farrow is sending his goons up here to make trouble, and they start faling out of
windows, we might find oursalvesin the middle of agang war. People diein gang wars. We may have
just seenthefirst.”  "lt'sworsethan that,” | added. "Saint Dane has gotta be in this equation
somewhere”  "Takeit another step, mates," Spader jumped in. "What do these two gangs have to do
with setting off this tum-tigger you call World War Two?'  "There's one thing we can say for certain,” |
added. "Whatever Saint Danesgot in mind for First Earth, | think we're Sitting right in the middle of
it." "Sowhat dowedo?' asked Spader. "Just St around waiting for more wogglies to show up with
guns, looking for us?' "l haveanidea," said Gunny. "Y ou two have jobs now. Once people get to
know you, you can come and go as you please. Y ou might even get closer to Max Rose and his boys.
He's got awhole penthouse up there, with people coming and going al thetime. Thereésalot you can
learn just by doing your jobinaplacelikethis” "Soundslikeaplan,” | sad. "Tomorrow we go to
work."  And that's how we began our careers as bellhops at the Manhattan Tower Hotel. Our goal
wasto learn as much about Max Rose and his gangster buddies as we could. We were going
undercover. No problem, right?  Yeah, right.  Early the next morning Spader and | put on our spiffy
uniforms and reported to Gunny in the lobby of the hotdl. Our first duty wasto get haircuts. Gunny
brought us to the hotel barbershop where Spader and | sat side by sidein big, padded leather chairsthat
spun around. | knew we were in trouble when the barbers didn't start with scissors. They went right for
the eectric sheers. Gulp. With Gunny behind us smiling, Spader and | got buzzed. We didn't end up with
Marine cuts or anything drastic like that, but our hair ended up so short, it wasn't even worth brushing.
The barbers put some kind of goop in our hair that smelled like lemons. It gave us both a dicked-back



kind of look that may have been perfect for 1937, but felt greasy and awful. Menta note to self: Wash
hair often.  Now that we were all cleaned up and presentable, we went to work. Gunny wasright. The
job wasn't dl that hard. We had to meet guests when they arrived at the hotel and bring their luggage up
to their rooms. When they checked out, wed pick up their luggage and bring it down to the lobby. It was
pretty much ano-brainer. The main thing was to be polite and not bresk anything.  We ate our mealsin
the big, noisy kitchen with the other bellhops and soon became accepted as regular staff people. That
was key because it meant we could pretty much go wherever we wanted in the hotel. Nobody
questioned us. The only tricky thing was going back to our room. We didn't want Dewey to art
wondering why we aways got off on the sixth floor. So at the end of our shift we aways climbed the
gairsingtead of taking the elevator. What apain. | could tell you guys more about what it waslike to
be abellhop, but that's not the important part of the story. What mattered was figuring out the connection
between the gangsters and Saint Dane. That meant we had to watch Maximilian Rose. Easer said than
done. He aways had these gorilla-look-alike bodyguards surrounding him and we couldn't let them catch
us spying on their boss. They might take us out into the aley and rub us out, or whatever it wasthe
old-time gangsters did to people they didn't like. So we had to be careful. Luckily there were three of us,
s0 we could take turns and hopefully not betoo obvious.  Roselived in the penthouse on the thirtieth
floor of the hotel. He didn't leave very often. That's because he had alot of enemiesand liked to stay
where it was safe. He had tons of visitors though. | guess that's how he did his business. People would
cometo him. Dewey told me stories about the odd assortment of goons he brought up to the thirtieth
floor. What astrange and scary way to live.  Since Rose didn't go out much, we didn't see him much.
Mostly al we could do was check out hisvisitorsto try and figure out what he might be up to. But I'm no
detective, and it's not like these guys were walking around with big signs saying "Friend of Saint Dane” or
anything. They all looked like average guys. Okay, they looked like averagegangsterguys, but you get the
idea. Thatis, except for one man. Hisnamewas Mr. Zell. | knew this because whenever he showed
up, he had to pick up the lobby phone and call the penthouse to announce that he was there. Mr. Zdll

had a style that stood out from Rose's other visitors. His hair was blond and shiny and greased straight
back. He aways wore these perfect, gray suitsthat looked real expensive, like they were made for him.
His eyes were sharp and aways darting around, checking out the room. But he wasn't nervous. Just the
opposite. Hewasred confident. | think he looked around because he dways wanted to know exactly
what was going on and who was watching him. The word would be "observant.” | had to be extra careful
not to be observed by Mr. Zdll.  But there was one other big thing that made Mr. Zdll sand out. He
had an accent. A German accent.  Ordinarily | wouldn't think twice about something like that, but | was
in the middle of something that was definitelynotordinary. In afew yearsthe United States would be at
war with awhole bunch of guyswith the same kind of accent. They weren't our enemiesyet, but they
would be. And since we figured that World War |1 was probably the turning point for the territory of
Firg Earth, having a German guy hanging out with Mr. Rose definitely caught my attention. 1 couldn't
help but wonder if hiding beneath that dick, buttoned-up, German-accented appearance...was Saint
Dane. Of course, | looked ateveryoneas a potential Saint Dane, but this guy jumped to the top of my list.
It was making me nutstrying to figure out how to find out what he was doing with Max Rose.  Then
oneday | got my shot. It was aquiet afternoon and | was hanging in the lobby trying to ook busy, when
Mr. Z€dll strodein. | pretended to be polishing atable near the telephone he dways used to cdl the
penthouse. | was getting to be a pretty good detective.  Bobby Pendragon, Undercover Traveler.

"Penthouse, please”" Zdl said into the phone. Helistened, then said, "Good morning, thisis Ludwig
Zdl. Yes, | will be staying for lunch today. Thank you." He hung up and walked to the elevators.

Score! He was staying for lunch. That meant they would order room service. One of the other jobsthe
bellhops had was to deliver room service. Thiswas my chance. | hurried through the [obby, trying not to
look like I was hurrying through the lobby, and found Gunny at the bell captain station, reading a
newspaper. "Zelishere" | said quietly. "They're ordering room service"  Without aword, Gunny
dropped the paper and headed for the kitchen. He knew what | was thinking. Normally, one of the more
experienced bellhops would take the order up to Mr. Rose. It was a sweet gig because the gangster boss



aways gave good tips. | didn't care about thetip. | wanted to be in the same room with Max Rose and
Ludwig Zdl. When we got into the kitchen, the head waiter was dready on the phone, taking the order.
When he hung up, Gunny told him to give the order to me. The head waiter gave me adirty look that
sad: "Why shouldheget specia treatment?' But he couldn't argue. Gunny wastheboss. | was

on. Whilewewaited for the food to be prepared, Gunny took me aside. "Be careful,” he said. "Listen,
but don't be obvious about it. If they think you're spying, you'll end up taking awalk off the balcony like
that gangster from the subway.”  "Don't worry," | answered.I'm not sure why | said that. Isure as heck
was worrying; why shouldn't Gunny?  "These are bad people, Pendragon,” Gunny warned. "1 know.
| got it," | assured him. Hewas making me more nervousthan | wasaready. Ten minuteslater the
order was ready. It was spread out on abig cart that was covered with a sharp white tablecloth. There
must have been two dozen plates covered with shiny sted lids. | wondered how many people were
having lunch because there was enough food here to feed the Pittsburgh Stedlers. Gunny gave me awink
of encouragement and | pushed the cart for thedevators.  "Going up!" Dewey announced as he did
opentheelevator door. | pushed thecart inand said: "Thirty, please” Dewey's eyesgrew wide as
he closed the door. "Y ou're taking that to Mr. Rose?" he asked with awe. "Whatever you do, don't [ook
anybody intheeye” "Why not?' | asked. "l once made the mistake of looking at one of those
thugs," Dewey said. "The goon picked me up and shoved mein the laundry chute. Headfirst! It was
horrible” | amost laughed, but that would have been rude. The idea of somebody jamming this geeky
little guy into the chute was pretty funny. "How far didyou fal?' | asked. "I didnt," Dewey said. "l
stuck my arms and legs out and held on to the sides until he was gone. Then | climbed out. But | could
have been killed." "Thanksfor theadvice" | sad. "I'll be careful.” Asfunny astheimagewas, Dewey's
warning was vaid. Max Rose and his pals were not nice guys. If they would jam somebody down a
laundry chutefor just looking at them, | didn't want to think what they might do if they caught me spying
on them. | had to push that thought out of my head or | would have chickened out. Not that | had a
choice, because afew secondslater we arrived at the thirtieth floor. The curtain was about to go up.

Dewey pulled the door open and said, "Good luck.” | gave him aweak smile and whedled the cart
outside. | had barely gotten out of the elevator when Dewey dammed the door shut behind me. | guess
he didn't want to be sent on another laundry run. 1 was met by two thick-looking dudeswho stared at
melike | wastoe jam. One guy made amotion for meto step away from the cart. | took afew steps
back, not sure of what was about to happen. Asit turned out, this was a security check. While one guy
examined the cart, the other guy examinedme.l guess hewas making sure| didn't have agun or anything.
The guy pawed me over pretty good. | felt like ameon being checked for ripeness. But | didn't
complain. | didn't want to end up in the laundry chute. After thistotally rude once-over, both guys
stepped back and motioned for meto pass. | wanted to complain about the rough treatment, but
remembered Dewey'swarning and put my head down and shut up. After dl, | wasonamisson.

Bobby Pendragon, Undercover Traveler.  The door to the penthouse was at the end of the corridor.
| whedled the cart up and was about to knock when | saw that there was a button for a doorbell. Pretty
fancy. | pressed it and heard soft chimesringing inside. A second later the door opened, and | came
face-to-face with another tough-looking dude.  "Room service," | announced cheerily. | probably didn't
have to say that, Snce | was wheeling a cart |loaded with food, but thisguy didn't ook like abrain
surgeon. | didn't want to take any chances. He motioned for meto comein. | whedled the cartin and
kept my eyesdown.  "Wait here," the guy grunted, and walked off. That'swhen | looked up and got
my first glimpse of the penthouse suite. Man, this place was fancy! It looked like | had stepped into some
kind of European drawing room. Not that | had ever been in a European drawing room, but | had been
in those fancy period roomsin the Metropolitan Museum of Art. I'm not exactly sure why they were
cdled drawing rooms ether. It'snot like they were doing any drawing.  The furniture was way fancy
and kind of fragile looking. On the ceiling was an eaborate painting of some chubby babieswith wings,
flying around in the clouds, blowing trumpets. Not exactly my taste in art, but | guessed some people
thought it was eegant. Theroom | stood in was a central entrance hall. Corridors spread in three
different directionsto the rest of the penthouse. As| stood there gazing at the fancy surroundings, one



thought came to mind: There must be alot of money inbeingagangster.  Then | heard agruff voice
bellow from somewhere se, "Thisiswhat's gonnahappen..." 1t was Maximilian Rose. He sounded
angry. That wasbad. "If he says he needs two weeks, give him one," Rose said angrily. "If he asksfor
oneweek, give him three days. If he doesnt likeit, I'll have somebody pay him avisit and convince him
to likeit, understand?' Thiswasfollowed by thedamof atelephone. A second later adoor opened, and
Max Rose stepped ouit. | tried not to look right at the guy, but it was hard not to. Hewaslike a giant
storm cloud-big and loud and angry. Though it was afternoon, he was wearing pgjamas, a bathrobe, and
dippers. It wasafancy robe, dl red and shiny, like silk. | caught aquick glimpseinto the room behind
him. It was an office with adesk loaded with papers. Thisguy did businessin his pgamas. Nicelife.
When he stepped through the door, the firgt thing he saw was me. Before | knew it, we had made eye
contact. Gulp. Hdllo, laundry.  "Hey, Buck Rogerd" he shouted with asmile. He wasn't angry
anymore. Phew. "Didn't think I'd remember, didya?' | didn't. He had only seen mefor afew seconds
acouple of weeks ago. Note to self: This guy was observant and had agood memory. Be careful.
"Hdlo, Mr. Rose" | said politely. "Ready for lunch?"  "I'mgtarving,” hesad. "Follow me" |
whedled the cart acrossto the far side of the foyer and into aroom that was even fancier than the
entryway. It was ahuge, totaly swanky living room. The couches were big and cushy, the tableswere
intricately carved, and there weretons of giant oil paintingswith thick gold frames. But the big dedl inthis
room was the view. One wholewall had nothing but floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over
Manhattan. It was pretty cool. Again, dl | could think was that gangsters sure made alot of money.
"Set it out there, Buck," he ordered, pointing to alarge, dark table.  "How many?' He looked a me
like | had just asked him how many arms he had. "Therestwo of us. How many did you think?' | then
noticed that Ludwig Zell was Sitting in an easy chair near the door. The guy looked at me with cold eyes
that made me shiver. Wasit Saint Dane? If so, hewasn't tipping hishand.  "Yessdr, Mr. Rose" | said.
| didn't want to point out that he had more food here than they served to the whole school for lunch at
Stony Brook Junior High. Then again, at Stony Brook they didn't serve stesks and |obsters and salads
made with vegetables carved into flower shapes. | kept my mouth shut and set thetable.  "So,
Ludwig," Rose said to the German. "1 wanted to make thismeal specid, like a celebration, you know?”
The German stood up and walked to Rose. "Y ou are too thoughtful, Mr. Rose. Thisisthe beginning of
ardationship that will be long and fruitful for both of us. And our people”  Thiswas better than | could
have hoped for. | waslistening in on these two guys doing business. | didn't want to finish setting out
lunch too quickly so | could hear as much as possible, but | didn't want to make it look like | was, well,
doing exactly that. Thiswastricky. ™Y ou know, Ludwig, I've gone out on alimb for you," Rose said.
"I've dready started to ddliver and haven't seen adime from those people of yours." "I understand, my
friend," answered Zdll. " And we appreciate your trust. Now that we have determined the most efficient
means of payment, you won't have to work on faith much longer.” ™Y eah, but howmuchlonger?' asked
Rose.  "Your first payment will be arriving May sixth, as promised,” answered Zdll. "Y ou have my
word, and theword of my party.” Thiswasincredible. | was getting all sorts of stuff. Max Rose was
doing somekind of work for this Zell guy. But what party was he talking about? "Hey, spaceman!”
barked Rose. "You doneor what?' "Yessir, Mr. Rose" | said, and stood at attention.  Max Rose
walked toward me, digging into the pocket of his bathrobe. Uh-oh. Did | hear too much? Did he have a
gun?Was| about to get filled full of leed? No. He pulled out some dollar bills and jammed them into
my hand. [twasmy tip. "Now blast off,” hesaid. "Thank you, sir. Enjoy your lunch,” | said, and
beset it for the door. | had dready gotten more information than | could have hoped for. So while Rose
and Z€ll sat down for their stupid-huge lunch, | closed the door and made a bedline for the front door. |
couldn't wait to tell Spader and Gunny what | had learned. | was halfway to the door when | saw
something that made me stop. It was the door to Max Rose's office. It was open and the office was
empty. | knew ingtantly that | was faced with a huge opportunity. Sitting on that desk could have been
more information about the businessthat Rose and Zdl werein. All | had to do was duck in, take a quick
look, and get out. Of course, | could aso get caught, and rather than leaving through the front door, |
could be exiting the penthouse through awindow. Next stop: pavement. | had to make adecision, fast.



Every second counted. | did it. After aquick look around to make sure none of Rose's goonswere
close, | shot into the office. It was crazy, but | hadto.  Assoonas| gotinside, | closed the door. If
somebody happened to walk by, it would be better if they didn't see aswesty bellboy flipping through
Max Rose's persona papers. That would hurt. Once the door was closed, | turned my attention to the
desk. | wanted to be in and out fast, so | moved quickly behind the desk and looked down at the mass
of papers. | had noideawhat to look for. It was just abunch of business papers, contracts, and lists
of figures like an accountant would use. My heart sank. Saint Dan€e's plan on First Earth could have been
gtting right in front of meand | wouldn't know it. | was about to give up and run out when something
caught my eye. It couldn't have stood out more from the rest of the pagesif it had aflashing red light on
it. First off, it looked nothing like any of the other pages. It was asingle sheet with abold logo on top.
That aone would have made my eye go to it, but there was one other thing. It wasthe logo itsdlf. It was
something | had seen before, many times. I'd seen it in moviesand in booksand on TV. But seeing it
now, thisway, made my stomach do aflip. | knew what thislogo represented. And this wasn't amovie.
It was a swastika, the crooked cross that was the symbol of the Nazi party. It was surrounded by a
wreath, upon which an angry eagle was perched with itswings spread wide. As| aready told you, I'm
no expert on World War 1l history, but | knew for sure that thiswas aletter from Germany and the Nazi
party. The big question was, what was it doing on Max Rose's desk? | did my best to calm down and
read the | etter. It was short and straight to the point.  Dear Mr. Rose:  Thisletter isto confirm our
agreement that the initial payments due to you for services rendered will be arriving inthe U.S. via
LZ-129 on May 6 of thisyear and will be available to you immediately. Form and amount of payment is
as previoudy agreed upon. | trust thiswill be satisfactory and look forward to along and successful
partnership.  Sincerely, LudwigZdl Now | knew what party Ludwig Zdll wastaking about. The
Nazi Party. | couldn't take my eyes off the paper. It was an actua |etter from the Nazisto Max Rose,
proof they were doing business together. The frustrating thing wasthat it didn't say what kind of business.
All it said was that payment was going to be made on May 6 and it was coming via
LZ-129...whateverthatwas.  LZ. Ludwig Zdl? Were there 129 Ludwig Zdlls? Whatever it was, it
proved that my suspicions about him were correct. He was not only a German dude, he was working for
the big bad guys over in Europe. HewasaNazi.  But the most important thing wasthat | had found
hard evidence of aconnection between the Nazisin Germany and these gangstersin New Y ork.
Suddenly Gunny's far-fetched theory wasn't looking so far-fetched. Up until then we only suspected that
the turning point on First Earth was about World War 1. This piece of paper confirmed it. We aready
knew there was alink between Saint Dane and the gangsters. Now we had alink between the gangsters
and the Nazis. Connect the dots. We were getting closer.  Therewas no way | could take this paper
out of here, so | committed it to memory. No problem. It was short enough that | could remember the
most important facts: LZ-129; May 6; payment from the Nazisto Max Rose. Gotit.  Now | had to
bolt out of there. | snuck back to the door and put my ear to it, listening for sounds of anyone hanging
around outside. | didn't hear athing, so | grabbed the doorknob and gently gave it aturn. What
happened next was so impossible, my mind wouldn't accept it at first.  The door was locked. | turned
harder, but that didn't make it any lesslocked. My heart Sarted to race. Maybe it was just stuck. | gave
itajiggleand atwist and a push. But no amount of jiggling or twisting or pushing helped. Nope, the door
was locked all right...and | was on thewrong side. | looked to seeif there was alocking lever that |
could flip. There wasn't. There was only an old-fashioned keyhole. But seeing as| didn't have an
old-fashioned key, that wasn't any help. | wanted to scream. How could | have been so dumb asto
pull the door closed without checking it first? Thiswastotaly my fault. | had snaiched defeat from the
jaws of victory. It would only be amatter of time before | was discovered, and then any hope of
untangling the mystery of May 6 and LZ-129 would dieright dong withme.  Bobby
Pendragon,DeadUndercover Traveler.  FIRST EARTH Things couldn't be worse. | was
locked in the private office of avicious mobster who was going to eat me for dessert. Max Rose had a
lot of goons on the payroll. One of them was bound to come by any second. | had to think fast and figure
out some other way out of there. | spun around and scanned the office. Y es! There was another door



behind his desk. Why hadn't | seen that before? | ran for it and twisted the knob. It was locked.

Ahhhh! What was it with this guy and locked doors? Y ou'd think he was a crook or something. | had
to come up with aPlan B. Fast. Uncle Pressalways had aPlan B. | redlly wished he were thereto giveit
to me, because | was coming up empty.  Then | saw the telephone. Of course! Max Rose had
dammed down this very phone afew minutes ago. How could | forget? | could cal Gunny for help. |
wasn't exactly sure of what Gunny could do, but right now, thiswas my only hope. So | dove for the old
(okay, new for 1937) black phone, yanked the receiver off the cradle, and dided. It was arotary dia
thing, and my hands were shaking as| stuck my finger inthe"9" hole. Number 99 wasthe bell captain's
desk. Diding 9-9 would bring Gunny to me, and hopefully Gunny would bring meto safety. | dided the
first nine and winced asit made aloud, raspy sound like asaw cutting through wood. But | couldn't stop
now. | wasjust aout to dial the second ninewhen | heard something. It was aquiet sound, but it
might just aswell have been anuclear explosion, because | was sure it was going to be just as bad for
me.  Someone was opening the door behind thedesk. It wastoo late to run and there was no place
to hide. | wasbusted. As scared as| was, | made surenotto dial the second nine. | didn't want them to
know | was calling Gunny. No sensein getting usallkilled. So | dowly returned the receiver toits cradle
and waited for agun muzzleto bejammed into my back. "1 don't think you're supposed to bein here,"
cameavoicefrombehindme.  Yesh, right. You think?  But the sound of thisvoice gave me aflicker
of hope. For one, it was the voice of awoman. She didn't sound angry, either. Maybe | could talk my
way out of this. After dl, | had the Traveler power of persuasion, right? Without turning around | said, "'l
just brought lunch up to Mr. Rose. The hotel wanted to make it specia, but somebody forgot to put
champagne on the cart. It was supposed to be agift, on the house. So | camein hereto cal down for
somebody to bring it up and the door locked behind me." It wasatota bluff, but al | could think of.
Would she buy it? Or would she scream for Rose's goons to come in here and toss me out the window?
The next few secondsfdt likealifetime. Findly shesad, "Here, takethis” Uh-oh. Wasita
bullet? "Turnaround,” shesaid with alaugh."lwon't bite" | dowly turned around to seewho | was
dedingwith.  Wow. Standing in the doorway was a beautiful woman who looked like some kind of
old-time movie star. She was dressed in along, ivory nightgown that looked as dick assilk. It wasn't
embarrassing or anything because she had asilky robe over it. Her hair was dark and donein a perfect
do. She wore perfect makeup, too. Thiswasn't somebody who had just fallen out of bed. She looked
ready for aphoto shoot. | couldn't tell how old she was, not with al the e egant makeup and al, but I'm
guessing shewasin her twenties. She had alittle smile that told me she knew exactly how scared | was.

Once| got over the shock of seeing her, | saw something el se that made my heart leap. Shewas
holding out an old-fashioned brasskey onaring. "I don't know why he makes all the doorslock that
way," she said softly. "Maybe to catch people who go into places they shouldn't.” She said thiswith a
amile, like she was needling me. | think sheliked to see me squirm. Good for her, because | was
definitely squirming. | reached out and took thekey.  "Thanks," | said. "It wasabig mistake. | never
should have comein here” | went back to the main door and used the key to unlock it. When |
opened the door, | wasrelieved to see that nobody villainous was lurking around in the entryway. | was
beginning to think | had a chance of getting out of here dive. Quickly | returned the key to the woman,
saying, "I'mvery embarrassed.”  "Don't worry about it," said the woman. "I'll never tell." She put her
finger to her lipsto emphasize her promiseto "shush.” It dl seemed kind of flirty. Oh yesh, thiswas
going to work out. | gave her asincerely grateful smile, then turned for the door and freedom.  "Hey!"
she shouted after me. | froze. | was seconds away from aclean escape. What had gone wrong? | turned
back to her sheepishly.  "What about the champagne? Aren't you going to makethat call?*  Oops. |
hadn't followed through with the bluff. | was such abad liar. Wasthis going to bite mein the butt? | had
to think fast, again. "Uh... | redly shouldn't bein here" | said. "I'll go downstairs and bring it back up
myself." "Goodidea" shesad. "Youreasmart kid." With that, she | eft through the door behind the
desk... Ding Dong! The doorbell rang. In afew seconds one of Rose's thugs would appear to answer
it, and | was dtill inthe office! 1 quickly dashed out and across the entryway toward the front door.

"Hey, you till here?' somebody bellowed. It was the guy who first opened the door for mewhen |



arived. "Just leaving," | said. Thethug pushed past me and opened the door. Standing outside was
Gunny, with abottle of champagne chilling in abucket of ice.  "For Mr. Rose," he said. "Compliments
of the Manhattan Tower Hotel." | glanced back over my shoulder and saw that the movie-star lady
was watching from the corridor. It was perfect. Gunny had cemented my bluff without even knowingit. |
washomefree. Thethug took the champagne, then pushed me out the door and closed it behind us.
Gunny and | made brief eye contact, but didn't say aword. We walked quickly past the two security
guardsin the corridor, stopped at the elevator, and rang for Dewey. The elevator arrived seconds later
and we rode silently down to the lobby. Dewey |ooked at me the whole way down, dying to know what
had happened. But he wasn't going to ask with Gunny there, and | sure as heck wasn't going to tell him
anything. When we got to the lobby, Gunny and | stepped out of the devator and kept waking until
Dewey wasout of earshot.  Finally Gunny said under his bregth, ™Y ou were up there too long, shorty. |
was getting nervous. | had to make up an excusetogo up.” "It was perfect,” | added. "And totally
worthit. Wait'll you hear." The two of us parted and went about our businessfor therest of the day asif
nothing scary had happened.  That night Spader, Gunny, and | met in our room, and | told them
everything that had happened in Max Rosg's penthouse. " So these Nazi wogglies," Spader said,
"they're pretty nasty characters?’  "Yes" wasmy smpleanswer.  "Asbad as the gangster boys
around here?' heasked. "Worse," | answered. "These guysaren't just criminals. The Nazis are about
taking over the whole territory and murdering millions of peopledong theway.” "Sothey'relike, Saint
Dane-bad," was Spader'sconcluson.  "Yeah, they're Saint Dane-bad,” | agreed.  "So then, what are
they planning together?" Spader asked with frudtration.  "That isthe big question, isn't it?* Gunny said.

What was Saint Dane trying to do here? Aside from the murderous mission of two gangsters a the
flume in the subway, the demon hadn't made his presence known. "The Nazis are going to pay Max
Rosefor hisserviceson May sixth,” | said while pacing. "1 think if wefigure out what Max Roseisdoing
for the Nazis, well know what Saint Danesplanis” "Andwhat isLudwig Zell-one-twenty-nine?"
asked Spader. "Sounds like somekind of code.” "Wedon't know if it's Ludwig Z€ll-one-twenty-nine,”
| said. "Only L-Z-one-two-nine" | looked to Gunny, but Gunny only shrugged. LZ-129 might be the
key to thiswhole thing, or mean absolutdly nothing.  "I'll keep snooping around,” said Gunny.  We
ended the mesting by saying we had to keep a closer eye on Max Rose and his band of merry men. We
decided to read every newspaper we could get, every day, to seeif there was any mention of LZ-129 or
Ludwig Zdll. You never knew. For thefirst time since | had gotten to First Earth, | had the fedling that we
were on our way to figuring out what Saint Dane had in mind to disrupt thisterritory. | was absolutely,
totally wrong.  Whatredlyhappened after that meeting was nothing. I'm serious, absolutely nothing. The
trail went stone freskin' cold. Max Rose never |eft the penthouse. Ludwig Zdl |l didn't come by the hotel
again. We didn't have any trouble with Winn Farrow and his gang of killers. We read every newspaper
from New Y ork, New Jersey, and Connecticut, but didn't find asingle reference to Ludwig Zell or
LZ-129. Remember, thiswaslong before the Internet. It's not like we could sign on to a search engine,
input "Ludwig Zéell, evil Nazi mobster plan” and get acomplete history of the guy and what he was up to.

Thiswaswayfrudrating.  Gunny even went to some government officesto look for any documents
that showed the kinds of businesses Max Rose was involved in. Good idea, except for onething. This
was 1937. An African American guy walking into government officeslooking for information wasn't
exactly common. Thiswas long before the civil rights movement. Guys like Jackie Robinson, Martin
Luther King Jr., Colin Powell, Clarence Thomas from the Supreme Court, and Nelson Mandela hadn't
broken down any barriersyet. They didn't even have very many black movie stars like Will Smith or
Eddie Murphy.  So Gunny pretty much walked into abunch of brick walls. 1t would have been a
totally depressing Situation, if Spader and | hadn't tried to have alittle fun dong the way. He showed me
agood time on hishome territory of Clora, so | wanted to do the samefor him on First Earth. | took
him to see alot of movies. He had never seen anything like amovie before, and it was fun to watch his
reaction. He was freaked at firgt, kind of like when we saw the holograms on Vedlox. But after awhile
he got with the program. The admission price was only twenty-five cents. Can you believeit? | took him
to seelots of Marx Brothers movies, my favorite beingA Night at the OperaWe saw some Westerns



with aguy named Tom Mix, and even saw the originaKing Kong.It was fun to see these movieson abig
screen instead of televison.  Wetoured al over New York. | took him to the top of the Empire State
Building, which was cool because we had just seen King Kong climb the thing. We went to the Statue of
Liberty and Grand Central Station and even took a subway out to Coney Iand to ride the rides and eat
hot dogs. | think my favorite day was when we went up to the Bronx. No, not to the flume. We went
to aYankeesgame. | couldn't believeit, but | saw both Lou Gehrig and Joe DiMaggio play! How cool
isthat?Spader didn't understand the game and it was hard to explain, but it didn't matter. | wasin hog
heaven.  And speaking of heaven, we also played alot of basketbal. When it comesto athletic Stuff,
| have to admit that Spader is better than | amin everything. He's alittle older and bigger, which helps.
(At leadt, that'swhat | tell mysdlf.) But when it comesto basketball, well, that'smy game. At therisk
of sounding crude, | kicked hisass. We set up ahoop in an aley behind the hotel and snuck out every
chance we got. Gunny found usacrusty old leather ball. Therim wasall bent and rusty with no net, but it
didn't matter. | recruited some of the other bellhops, and we played two on two. We even got Dewey to
play, but he was worse than Spader. Poor guy.  Our games were like minivacations away from
Traveler worries. They put my mind back to atime and place when things were awhole lot easier, and
the biggest concern | had was whether or not Courtney liked me as much as| liked her. (Yes, Courtney,
| used to think about that alot. | admitit.) Though our adventures exploring First Earth were excellent,
there was dways the big old sword of worry hanging over our heads. The longer we went without finding
out anything about Max Rose and the Nazis, the more anxious | became. May 6 was drawing closer. It
was beginning to look as if nothing would happen until then. | waswrong. On May 3, things started
getting interesting again.  The day started out normally, except that the hotel was expecting a celebrity
guest. Her name was Nancy Olsen, but everybody knew her as"Jnx." Shewas a pilot who flew for the
Coast Guard. They didn't have many women pilots back then, and Jinx was area hotshot. She was
touring around the country doing public relations. | guess the ideawas to get women interested in Sgning
up for military service. In 1937 women didn't normaly do thingslike fly for the Coast Guard, so Jnx
Olsenwasunique.  Her tour brought her to New Y ork, where she was going to stay at the hotdl for a
week while making appearances and giving speeches. There was even abig party planned for her inthe
ballroom on the twenty-ninth floor of the hotel. It was going to be abig doo-dah with a band and
celebrities and politicians and the works. Spader and | had already been asked to be waitersfor the
party because there were going to be over two hundred guests, and they needed al the help they could
get.  When Jinx Olsen arrived at the hotdl, | could tell ingtantly why she was chosen to be the poster girl
for the Coast Guard. Shewastdl and pretty and oozed confidence. Most of the women | had seen on
First Earth wore dresses-but not Jinx. She had on khakis and aworn, brown leather jacket. But she
didn't look like aguy. No way. She had these dazzling green eyes and abig smile that absolutely lit up the
room. When shefirst strodeinto the hotel lobby with her duffel bag over her shoulder, the first word that
jumped into my head was"adventurer.”  The hotel manager, a chubby guy named Mr. Caplesmith, was
right there to greet her. "Welcome, Miss Olsen,”" he said. "We are so honored to have you stay with us."
Jinx stopped short, stared the guy squarein the eyes and asked, "Why?'  Mr. Caplesmith got alittle
flustered and said, "Wéll, because you're such afamous, uh, pilot person.” He had no clue about what
made Jinx Olsen tick, and Jnx Olsenknew it. "Let'sbehonest,” she said. "Y ou're happy to seeme
because Uncle Sam is paying you to put on abig old party tomorrow night, right?*  Mr. Caplesmith
was embarrassed, but he knew better than to lieto her. "Well, you could say that," he said sheepishly.
Jnx smiled and gave him afriendly punch on the arm. "No problem. Just so we all know the score.
Wheresmy room?'  Mr. Caplesmith tried hard not to grab hisarm in pain. He looked around and saw
me. "Bel boy!" heordered. | ran up and stood at attention. Mr. Caplesmith liked that. "Please
take Miss Olsen up to room fifteen-fifteen." He gave metheroomkey. | reached for Jinx's bag, but
shedidnt giveit up. "I can handleit, chief,” she said with agmile. "Just show metheway.” "Yes
maam," | said, and made for the evator. Jinx followed right after me. | glanced back quickly and saw
Mr. Caplesmith massaging his sore arm. It was hard not to laugh. Jinx Olsen was the coolest person |
had met since starting work at this hotel, asde from Gunny of course. Y ou've got a pretty exciting



job," I said. "Making rescues with the Coast Guard and all.”  "Yeah, red exciting,” shesad. It didn't
sound likeshemeantit.  "It'snot?' | asked. "It would beif they actualy let me do it onceinawhile.
It's not easy getting the call, being awoman and dl." We arrived at the el evator and Dewey started us on
our way up. He even got the controlsright the first time. He must have been practicing.  "That's not fair,”
| said to Jnx. "If you've got the chops, you should beflying themissons.” ™Y ou know how many times
I'vetold them that?' Jinx said. "But they'd rather trot me out on these public relationstourswhere | won't
get scratched. Heck, I'm abetter flier than most of the boysin my squad, but because I'm awoman, well,
| don't get thechance.” "Do you know AmdiaEarhart?' Dewey asked. "I've met her," answered
Jnx. "Nowthatgd isaflie'!” "AmediaEarhart?' | asked. "lan't that the woman pilot who disappeared
when shewastrying to fly around theworld?* Dewey and Jinx looked at melike | was from Pluto.
"Y ou must be mistaken," Jnx said. " She'sleaving on her round-the-world trip the end of this month.”
Oops. Firg Earth. | wastaking about something that hadn't happened yet. | wasn't wrong though. |
remembered seeing a TV show about Ameia Earhart. She never madeit. | didn't have the heart to tell
them. On the other hand, they never would have believed me because | was talking about the future.
Luckily, we had arrived on the fifteenth floor.  "We're here," | announced, and hurried out of the
elevator before | had to talk any more about Amelia Earhart. | opened up room 1515 for Jinx and told
her that if she needed anything, she should call Gunny, the bell captain, and held make sure one of us
took care of her. She thanked me and gave me atwenty-five-cent tip. Not exactly alot of cash, but it
would pay for another Marx Brothersmovie. ™Y ou know something?’ | said. ™Y ou may be having a
tough time, but someday soon there will be alot of women fliers. People are going to redize they're just
asgood asthe guys. Thingswill change. | guaranteeit.” Thismade Jnx smile. She came acrossas
pretty tough, but I'll bet that was because she had to survive in amacho man's job. But in that brief
moment, her guard came down, and | saw beyond the bold front to thereal person.  "What's your
name, chief?' sheasked. "Bobby Pendragon.” "I'm Jinx, Bobby. Thanksfor the kind words. I'll
remember them.” Shewinked at me and we shook hands. 1 liked Jinx Olsen. Her confidence and
cockiness reminded me alot of Spader. | hoped she was going to get the chance to prove hersdlf
someday. The party in her honor was the following night, and it was aredl fancy ded. The ballroom on
the twenty-ninth floor was al decked out with red, white, and blue decorations. There must have been a
thousand colorful balloons floating up on the ceiling. The men wore tuxedos and the women werein long,
formal gowns. | recognized some old-time movie stars, but didn't know their names. Therewasone guy |
definitely recognized though-it was Lou Gehrig. Even out of his'Y ankees uniform, | knew who hewas.
There was abig orchestra playing for people to dance. The musicians dl wore white jackets and
looked like they had stepped out of an Abbott and Costello movie. | even recognized some of the music
they were playing. Like | dwayssaid, if you want to learn about classicad music, watch old Bugs Bunny
cartoons. If you want to learn about old-time swing music, watch Abbott and Costello movies. Who says
TV isn't educationd? There wasalong table set up on one side of the room for the dignitaries. That's
where Jnx s, right in the middle. She was wearing adress but |ooked totally uncomfortableinit. | felt
sorry for her. Thiswas the price she had to pay for being allowed to fly. She had to be a goodwill
ambassador and put on a happy face for theworld. | guarantee she hatedit.  Therest of the room was
full of tables where people ate and drank. Thiswas where Spader and | did our thing. A whole bunch of
other waiters were brought in for the party, and we all wore these short white jackets, black pants, and
white gloves. It was pretty cake work. We were each assigned to atable and had to shuttle back and
forth to the kitchen, bringing out the food. Basicdly dl | had to do was make sure | didn't spill anything.
The reason I'm telling you guys so much about this party isn't because it was such agaa, fun affair.
Bo-ring. It's because of one particular table of guests. Sitting prominently, right near thelong head table,
was Max Rose and his crew. | couldn't believe it. Here was a swanky party put on by the U.S.
government and sitting front and center was aknown gangster. My guess was he was there because he
was the most important guest of the hotel. | guess when you're the best customer, you get
privileges...evenif youreamobster.  Gunny made sure that Spader and | were assigned to Max
Rose'stable. We both hovered around him and his guests, taking care of their every little whim. But what



we wererealy doing was listening to everything being said, hoping to catch some clue asto what LZ-129
was, or what was going to happenon May 6.  "Buck Rogerd" shouted Rose when he saw me. "My
favorite spaceman. They got you working asawaiter, too?'  "Yessr, Mr. Rose" | said. "Nothing but
thebest for you." Helaughed. I think heliked it when somebody was alittle bit cocky. Especidly if
they complimented him. "Keep the wine coming, Buck," hesaid. "I'll makeit worth your while"  "Yes,
ar!" | said. Thiswasgood. | planned on being right by hissde every chance | got. All the seatswere
taken by variousthugs | had seen coming in and out of the hotel. Unfortunately Ludwig Zell wasn't one of
them. But the chair next to Rose was empty. | hoped that it was reserved for our Nazi friend. | had just
popped a bottle of champagne and was pouring it for Rose, when the guest who was assigned to the
empty chair findly showed up. It wasn't Zell.  "Sorry I'm late, Maxie," came awoman'svoice. "It took
me forever to find the perfect gowntowear." | looked up and nearly dropped the champagne bottle.
It was the movie star-looking woman who caught mein Max Rose'soffice.  Shelooked at me and
winked. My heart stopped. | was afraid she'd say something about what had happened in the office. That
would be death. My death. She picked up her champagne glassand held it out for metofill. "Sucha
handsome young waiter,” she said. "Havewe ever met?'  Was she kidding? Did she remember me or
was shejust pulling my chain? "l don't think so, maam," | lied. ™Y ou must beright,” shesad. "I'd
never forget a handsome young man likeyou." She gave measmall smile and awink. She
knewexactlywho | was. She was just messing with me again. | was starting to swest, so | got away from
therefast. Thiswasgoing to be aninteresting night. ~ Right after dinner there was a bunch of speeches
that al sounded dike. A lot of paliticians talked about the important role that women were going to play
inthe military and the Coast Guard and blah, blah, blah. Thefind speech was given by Jinx hersdf. I'm
sorry to say, her speech wasn't so hot either. She did her best to deliver it like she cared, but | could tell
she hated every minute of it.  After the speeches the band kicked in again for people to dance. That's
when | got my next surprise. The bandleader stepped up to the microphone and announced in asilky
smooth voice, "L adies and gentlemen, please welcome to the microphone our featured vocalist for this
evening, thelovely Esther Amaden.” | looked around to see who the lovely lady was, and who should
stand up but Max Rose's girlfriend! Y eow! No wonder she looked so grest. She was a professional
singer. Shewas good, too. Not that I'm abig fan of that music, but she had agreat voice and |ooked
terrific under the spotlight. She sang a couple of songs that sounded sortafamiliar. The people at the
party must have known dl of them because they each got big applausewhen shestartedtosing.  Inadll,
it wasavery eegant evening...and totally frustrating. After along night the party was about to wind
down, and | hadn't heard asingle nugget of useful information from anybody at Rose'stable. Asfar as
our mission was concerned, the night wasgoing to beatota bust. At least, that'swhat | thought. Truth
was, things were about to change dramatically. Therewere alot of waitersworking the party. | knew
all the bellhops, but didn't know any of the new waiters who'd come on just for the night. There was no
reason to. All | wasinterested in was Max Rose and histable. But as| stood there listening to Esther
Amaden sing, | saw something that got me interested in something besdesMax Rosered quick. | was
standing near the kitchen door, watching the show. The band was glowing under awarm, blue light. A
mirrored ball on the celling was spinning and shooting out little white sparkles of light that |ooked like
fireflies. They washed over the band, the dancers, and the tables. Esther looked beautiful in the center of
ital inawhitespotlight. 1 don't know what made melook away when | did, but it was agood thing.
What | saw rocked meinto Defcon 10. It was one of the new waiters. | think | noticed him because he
waswaking dowly, with hisback to thewall. If there was one thing the waiters weren't doing that night,
it waswalking dowly. It was way too busy for that. But thisguy wasjust sort of creepingaong.  He
was holding abig serving tray with aslver dome over it. That wouldn't have been weird. . .two hours
before. But now we were done with the food. What was he doing with a serving tray? To make things
even more interesting, he was headed toward the table with Max Rose. | took afew stepsto get a better
look at him, and when | did, my jaw dropped. | knew thisguy! It was Mr. Nervous, the gangster from
thesubway! Themusic wasloud. The party wasin full swing. People were dancing like crazy.
Nobody saw thisguy stalking closer to Max Rose. A moment later he reached under the dome of the



serving tray and pulled out agun. Winn Farrow's men may have been laying low for along time, but
tonight they were back in action. Tonight they were going after Max Rose.  And | wasthe only one
who knew it. (CONTINUED) FIRST EARTH The assassin drew closer to Max Rose.

About amillion thoughts clicked through my head rapid fire. Max Rosewasacrimind, akiller. A guy
inthat line of work isbound to have something ugly come down on him sooner or later. That was his
business. But Rose and his gang were somehow connected to the Nazis. If he died, our only hope of
discovering what they were up to, and what Saint Dane was up to, would die dong with him. The future
of First Earth depended on what Max Rose knew....and that wasmybusiness. It took me all of two
secondsto redlize | had to save Max Rose. But how? If | shouted awarning, the nervous gangster would
sart shooting and that would be the ballgame. No, | hadtoact.  Spader walked out of the kitchen at
that exact moment. | grabbed him and pointed him toward the stalking gangster. "He's going after Max
Rose. We gottastop him,” | said, trying to sound like | was morein control of my emotionsthan | redly
was. Spader didn't question me. He didn't debate or hesitate. As soon as he saw the situation and
knew | wanted it stopped, he clicked into "go" mode.  "I'll take out the wogglie, you go for Rose," he
ordered with total authority. A half second later he was pushing through the crowd, headed after the
gangster. The show wason and | had to move. | started running for Max Rose's table. The shortest
line was straight through the crowded dancefloor. | tried to skirt the swinging dancers, but that was
impossible and dowing me down. There was no way |'d makeit in time by being palite. | figured
everybody's evening was about to be ruined in afew seconds anyway, so why worry? | put my heed
down and started pumping my legslike afullback. | blasted through afew unsuspecting bodies, and I'm
embarrassed to say that afew of them were ladies. But it didn't matter. | had to make it into the end zone
and | would not bedenied. A few seconds later the final dancer between me and Rose's table spun
out of theway, and | had aclear shot at my target. Max Rose was sitting on the far side of the big, round
table, laughing and puffing on afat cigar. A quick glanceto my left showed methat the gangster with the
gun was getting closer. Spader was fighting hisway through the crowd to get to the guy, but he was going
to betoo late. The assassin was only afew steps away from hisdate with Max. | looked back to Max
Rose and saw there was awhole bunch of table and glassware and even aflowered centerpiece between
me and him. | had to make a sngp decision. My blood was aready boiling from my frenzied run across
the dance floor, so the choice | made wasn't atough one. | kicked it into another gear, ran for the table,
and launched myself over thetop. It all happened so fast that the goons Sitting at the table didn't have
timeto react. | did across the tabletop, pulling the tablecloth and everything dseaongwithme.  Max
Rose saw me coming and his eyes grew wide with surprise. The bodyguard sitting next to Rose went for
his gun. But he wastoo late because just as he pulled the gun from under his jacket, Max Rose got
dammed with awave of tableware, flowers, and Bobby Pendragon, Undercover Traveler.  Rose had
begun to stand up and that may have saved hislife, because he was alittle off balance. Theforce of me
hitting him knocked him straight back. If he had been firmly planted in hischair, | probably would have
bounced off him and he would have still been atarget. But asit was, we both went over and he landed
backward on the floor. He let out a huge grunt as | landed right on top of him. | told you, hewas abig
guy, and | swear | think | bounced off him like I'd hit atrampoline. The only thing missing was the sound
of atimpani drum goingboing! It wasat that exact instant that | heard a gunshot. | winced, thinking that
the bodyguard had shot a me. But it wasn't the guard who fired the shot. Aswe fell, hisgun had
clattered down on the floor right next to my head. | must have knocked it away from himin my wild dide
acrossthetable. | quickly grabbed it. No way | wanted the bodyguard to pick it up and useit on me.

So where did the shot come from? | looked up to see Mr. Nervous Gangster standing near us,
pointing his smoking gun. Thelook of surprise on hisface was dmost funny. He must have had Max
Roseright in hissights, only to have me come flying through to knock histarget away. Hefired. He
missed. Luckily he didn't hit anybody behind useither. A second later Spader leaped out of the crowd
and knocked the gun out of the assassin's grip. The guy wasin shock. He had been a second away from
success, only to have hiswhole plan explode before hiseyes.  "Shoot him!™ ordered Rose. 1t took
me a second to realize who hewastaking to. It was me! | was sitting on top of him with the bodyguard's



gunin my hand. Max Rose wanted me to shoot hiswould-be assassin. | had never even shot agun
before, let alone onethat was aimed at somebody.  "Do it, Buck, shoot him!" shouted Rose. | was
stunned and confused. | turned the gun toward the nervous gangster because that'swhat | was ordered
to do. The guy looked back at me and our eyeslocked. Inthose eyes| saw something | had never
seen before and never wanted to see again. | had hislifein my hands. He knew it. It was up to me
whether hewould live or die. That was a power | didn't want, under any circumstances. It wasa
frightening moment. This gangster was my enemy. Hetried to kill us down in the subway. Worse, hewas
one of the assassinswho killed Uncle Press. Nobody deserved my revenge morethanthisguy.  Butin
gpiteof al that, therewas no way | could take hislife. That wasn't something | hadinme.  Sol
dropped thegun.  Ingtantly the gangster ran. Y ou would think with so many people standing around,
somebody would have stopped him. But dl those fancy folksin tuxedos and gowns were in a state of
shock. By the time somebody got their head together enough to shout " Stop him!™ the gunman had
already ducked out of aservice door and wasgone. | looked around and saw nothing but stunned
faces. The band had stopped playing and people were now dowly circling usto see what had happened.
It was eerie. Nobody said aword; they just stared. | redlized | was still sitting on Max Rose's ssomach. |
looked down to see he was staring up at me with razor-sharp eyes. "l told you to shoot him," he said
flatly. | wastoo stunned to say anything. "Did you hear me, Buck?1 told you to shoot him!" ~ This
wasacrucid moment. Not only for my own surviva, but for the future of our mission on First Earth. | felt
like the whole ballgame wasright here, right now. | couldn't screw itup.  "Yesh, sowhat?' | said,
trying to sound cocky. It wasabold move. Max Rose stared right into my brain. | didn't look away.
My adrendine was still spiked way too high to back off now. "Wasn't it enough that | saved your
skin?' | asked. "I'm not hearing any thank-yous." A moment passed. | felt the hot stares of Rose's
bodyguards on me asthey waited for Roseto tell themwhat todo.  After apainfully long few seconds,
Max Rose...smiled. "Thank you. Buck," he said. "Now would you please get off my somach?'  Things
got pretty hectic after that. People were either scared and jumping over each other to get to the elevator,
or pressing in on usto see what had happened. The band arted playing again. | guessthey weretrying
to cam everybody down. Isn't that what the band did while the Titanic was sinking? | was getting shoved
around by the mass of people. All | wanted to do was get out of there, but it wasimpossibleto move. |
thought | was gonnaget crushed.  Finally a strong hand grabbed my arm. | looked up to seewho it
belonged to, and wastotally rdievedtosee Gunny.  "Timeto go,” hesaid camly. Hehad my armin
one hand and Spader'sin the other. He quickly pushed the two of us through the crowd and back into
the kitchen and away from the hubbub. But we didn't stop there. He wanted us out of that place asfast
as possible, before anybody could talk to us. Again, once the police showed up there would be alot of
guestions asked. The lessthey knew about us, the better, so it was agood thing we got out of there while
itwasdtill amadhouse. A few minuteslater, after aquick ride down on the service elevator, we were
safely tucked back into our sixth floor suite, asif nothing had happened.  "Don't come out of here,”
ordered Gunny. "And don't come to work tomorrow. | want thingsto cadm down first."  "No problem,”
| said. "Wehear you, mate," added Spader.  Then Gunny smiled nervoudly. "Y ou wereright,
Pendragon. Weargust getting started.”  "All in aday'swork, Gunny, my friend,” said Spader with a
touch of hisusua cockiness.  Gunny then left and we were alone. My heart dowly stopped sprinting.
Spader and | looked at each other. Neither of us knew what to say. Finaly we both burst out laughing.
"Hobey, Pendragon!" shouted Spader. "That wasamazing!" Y ou were great!" | shouted. "You
didn't even stop to think before taking off after that guy!"  "Good thing," Spader said. "1 probably
would have run the other way if | gaveit any thought. That was anatty-do, dl right!"  "Yeah, yeah, it
was" | sad. Thetwo of usfell into chairs, feeling proud of ourselves. We sat there for awhile,
enjoying the moment, enjoying thevictory. Itwouldntlast. Spader took afina deep breeth, blew it
out and said, "It'sback on, isntit?" | knew exactly what he meant. "Yeah,” | said. "No more
basketbal." Asl drifted off to deep that night, it was with the redlization that after weeks of Sitting
around and spinning our whesdls, the curtain was findly about to go up on this show. The scary thing was,
we gtill had no ideawhat to expect. | redly missed Uncle Press.  The next morning we were woken



up by aknock on the door. | figured it was Gunny, but when | looked through the peephole | was
surprised to see Dewey. "I know you'rein there, Pendragon,” he said. "I know everything that
happensinthishotel.” Busted. | had no choice but to open the door. Spader came up from behind me.
"What do you want, Dewey?' heasked. "Did you two redly think | didn't know you were living here?
he asked. "How stupid do you think | am?'  Spader and | shared alook. We didn't want to answer
that. "Look at this" he said, and handed us a newspaper. The headline blared:near miss at the tower!It
was an article about the shooting the previous night. And there was apicture. It was a shot of Max Rose,
flat on his back, with me sitting on his ssomach. | had no idea somebody had taken that picture. Luckily
you couldn't see my face. Asfar asthisbig news story went, Spader and | were mysterious waiterswho
disappeared right after the shooting, along with the would-be n. "Yeah, that was pretty
exciting," | said. "1 wonder who those two hero waiterswere?’  Dewey gave me asour look. " That
answers my question. You must think I'manidiot.”  Suddenly the newspaper was grabbed out of my
hand. "Morning boys," said Jnx Olsen with aamile. "Some party last night!" She then turned to Dewey
and touched his cheek. "Thanks, Dewey. Y ou're a peach." Dewey turned all sorts of red. Jnx then
pushed past us and into theroom. | wasn't sure of what to do, so | closed the door in Dewey's face.

"Hey!" he protested. Too late.  Jinx strode into the suite, checking out the place. "Nice digs,” she
said. "Must be tough paying for thison abdlboy'ssdary.” Spader said, ™Y eah, but theré'stwo of us.”

"Ahhh!" said Jinx with aknowing smile." TwobelIboy sdaries. That must make dl the difference.” She
wasbeing sarcastic.  "What canwe do for you, MissOlsen?' | asked.  "It'sJinx," she said. "Sorry to
bargein likethis. | just wanted to tell you what agreet thing it was you did last night. It was the highlight
of my night. No, it wasthe highlight of my year." | wasn't sure of what to say. Should we admit it was
us? She knew me and obvioudy saw the whole thing. What wasthe use of lying? "Wed just as soon
you didn't tell anybody itwasus," | said.  "And modest, too," said Jinx with abig smile. "You guysare
the perfect heroes. Y ou should be wearing whitehats.”  "What does that mean?' asked Spader.

"Tdl youwhat,” Jnx said. "I want to do something for you boys, seeing as you won't take any credit
for being heroes. | want to give you areward mysdlf." "Youdon't havetodothat,” | said. "I know,"
said Jinx as she strode to the door. "But | want to. Get dressed. We're going for aride. Dresswarm.”
She then blew out of the apartment as quickly as she entered. Spader and | stood there, alittle stunned.

"Shewantsto take usfor aride" Spader findly said.  "But Gunny told us not to leave until things
camed down." Spader started pulling on his pants. "Pendragon, abeautiful girl just asked usto goon
an adventure with her. Y ou can stay hereif you'd like, but asfor me, I'd like to know what kind of ride
shewantstogiveus" 1'd seen Spader like this before. There was nothing | could say that would talk
him out of this. If there was achance for adventure, then he was going to take it, no matter how
irresponsible it might be. | had the choice of staying there by myself, or going dong to make sure he
didn't get into trouble. To be honest, | liked Jnx and | waskind of interested in what she had in mind too.
It took me a solid three seconds to reach for my clothes and start getting dressed myself.  Whatever it
was she had planned for us, there was no way | wanted to missit. FIRST EARTH Five
minutes later we were downstairs and climbing into ataxicab with the lady flier. | wasn't totaly
irrespons ble though. | told Gunny we were going out with Jinx. He didn't like the fact that we were
leaving, but then thought it might be agood ideafor usto be away from the hotel for awhile. Sincethe
night before, the place was crawling with reporterstrying to find the mysterious waiterswho saved the life
of the notorious Max Rose. Getting away from that circus was probably asmart thingtodo. Aswe
rodein the taxi, Jinx wouldn't tell uswhere we were headed. She said it was a surprise, but guaranteed
weld likeit. To be honest, the thought flashed through my head that she might have been sent by Saint
Dane, or even worse, she might actualybeSaint Dane. But nothing about her set my radar off. | was
pretty sure she was exactly who she said shewas: Jinx Olsen, anincredibleflier for the Coast Guard.

The taxicab took us over to the West Side of Manhattan and the Hudson River. That's when we saw
what Jnx had in gore for us. When she said she was going to take usfor aride, sheredly meant it.
There, tied up at the end of a pier, bobbing on the water, was Jinx's airplane. Or maybe | should cdll it a
segplane. It was awacky-looking contraption, not at al like the deek planes of Second Earth. The



slver ship floated gently on the swells, looking asif it wanted to bein the air instead of pretending to be a
boat. It was a biplane, which meant it had two sets of wings, one on top of the other. Between the two
wingswas abig, sngle engine. But rather than the propeller being in front, it faced backward. Weird.
There were two cockpits, one behind the other, ahead of the wings. They weren't closed in, either. When
you flew in this plane, you were going to fed it in your face, and probably in your ssomach, too. Painted
on the slver fusdlage, just under the front cockpit, was the crossed-anchor emblem of the U.S. Coast
Guard. "That'smy baby," she said. "The V-one-fifty-seven Schreck/Viking. She may not look like
much, but she'sasweetieintheair.”  Shejumped aboard and began her preflight check. | was
psyched. Spader pulled me aside so Jinx couldn't hear and said, "Odd |ooking speeder, that one.”
"It'snot agpeeder,” | said. "It'sanarplane” "Awhat?' "Anairplane. A seaplane, actualy. Were
going to take off on thewater and fly up intheair."  For thefirst time since I'd known him, Spader
looked totally dumbfounded. His mouth actualy hung open. No kidding. Wide open. | might aswell have
said we were going to drink every drop of water in the Hudson. That's how dien a concept flying wasto
him. "Weregoingto fly? Upthere? Intheair?Likeabird? Inthat thing?' heasked. "Yup," |
answered. "That'sunnaturd!” heexclamed. "No more unnatura than putting a clear dome over
your head and breathing underwater, but you do that on Cloral every day.” "Yes, but that'ssmple,” he
sad. "Flyingis...is...impossble” "Wantto bet?' | asked.  Jinx handed us each abrown canvas
sack with straps that looked like an old-fashioned backpack. | knew what it was, but | was alittle
nervous about explaining it to Spader.  "Can't go up without achute,” Jinx said while putting on one of
her own. "Just a precaution, like wearing alife vest on aboat." She then demonstrated how to put on the
parachute. Uncle Press had taken me skydiving afew times, so | was familiar with the whole dedl. Even
though this parachute pack was ancient, the principals were the same. | buckled in the way Jinx showed
us. Spader did too. He didn't ask what it wasfor, until we were al buckled up and Jinx did a safety
check. "Looksgood,” shesaid. "What isthisfor?' Spader finally asked. | looked to Jinx. | didn't
want to bethe oneto bresk thenews.  "It'saparachute, of course,” Jinx said asif she couldn't believe
he didn't know. "If you fal out, pull onthismetd ring. But try not tofall out."  Shewinked and headed
for theplane.  Spader looked at mewith asick expression, "If | fall out, pull thisring?' he repeated.
"What happensthen?| sprout wingsand fly?" | laughed and said, "Sort of. Don't worry about it. Y ou
wontneedit" | pushed him toward the plane, and we boarded. Jinx was at the controlsin the forward
cockpit. | sat in the back with Spader. It was cramped, especially with the bulky parachute packs, but |
didn't care. Jinx gave us each some leather flight caps and floppy gogglesto wear. It was agood thing
she had warned usto dresswarmly. If we were going to be flying around in an open cockpit, it was going
to get chilly. "Bucklein!" Jnx commanded. Spader and | both found some cheesy |eather seatbelts and
strapped oursalvesin. Good idea. Remember, the cockpits were wide open. We didn't want to haveto
usethe parachutes. "Ready?' she shouted from up front.  "Hobey-ho, let'sgo!" | shouted.  Spader
just grunted. | think hewas already nauseous.  Jinx turned over the engine, and with athroaty roar, the
giant propd ler behind our heads began to turn. Man, it was noisy. I'm not talking about loud. I'm talking
about teeth-rattling, bone-jarring, makes-your-stomach-throb-and-your-ears-hurt noisy. At least the
leather caps helped to cut some of the noise. | wished | had my CD Wakman.  Thewhole plane
rattled from the force of the engine. | had beenin alot of airplanes-mostly big jetliner-type planes. But
Uncle Press had taken mein afew smaller planes. Remember, he was a pilot. So between the flying
lessons and the skydiving lessons, | was pretty comfortable in the air. But this plane wasrickety. It may
have been new in 1937, but by my standards it was only acouple of steps ahead of Wilbur and
Orvilletime. Still, 1 trusted Jnx. Shewas anationd poster girl for the Coast Guard, right? She knew
what shewas doing. At least that'swhat | told mysdf. Spader was another matter. He was scared
to death. He had never experienced anything closeto this. He sat next to me as iff asatree. | could
amogt fed hisheart thumping in his chest. But believeit or not, | knew he wanted to be here. He may
have been scared, but he was dways up for an adventure. | had never taken off in a seaplane before.
It was a bumpy experience. The water on the Hudson was cam, but even on acalm day there was some
chop. So when Jinx turned the plane into the wind and gunned the throttle, we were treated to nearly



thirty seconds of bouncing, bumping, and rocking as the plane accelerated over the swells. Then, just
when | thought my brain was going to break loose inside my skull, Jnx pulled back on the yoke and we
roseinto the air. The ride became ingtantly smooth as we lifted up from the river and headed for the sky.

What followed was an hour that | will remember for therest of my life.  Jinx treated usto an aeria
tour of New Y ork City. Weflew up the Hudson and over the newly built George Washington Bridge.
We rounded the northernmost tip of Manhattan and got abird's-eye view of Y ankee Stadium. Weflew
down the East River, watching the barges dowly make their way from the ocean to Long Idand Sound.
Weflew over the Brooklyn Bridge and into New Y ork Harbor, where we were treated to a close-up
view of the Statue of Liberty...at eyeleve. Jinx circled the statue four times, then turned back toward
Manhattan. We flew north over theidand until we got to the Empire State Building, where we did
another four turnsaround.  Somewhere between the Brooklyn Bridge and the Statue of Liberty,
Spader began to relax. Up until then he had been clutching the side of the cockpit so hard | thought hed
bend the metal. But gradudly he loosened up and enjoyed thetour asmuch asl did.  "What agreat
plane!™ | shouted to Jinx over theroar of theengine.  "Isn't she?' Jinx shouted back. "We've been dl
over the country together.”  "Isn't it hard to dways find water to take off and land?' | asked. "Don't
need it!" she shot back. " She's got wheelsfor arunway. | can fly this sweetheart wherever the wind takes
me. Or the Coast Guard sendsme.”  The trip ended with a perfect landing on the Hudson, where Jinx
guided us expertly back to the pier. Shekilled the engine and we were treated to something unbelievably
fantastic-silence. Once the plane was safely secured, the three of us stood together onthepier.  "Jinx,"
| said. "1 don't know what elseto say but ‘thank you.™  "Double for me," added Spader. "I never would
have believed it was possible for peopletofly.” "You'rekidding!" said Jnx with surprise. "Where do
you live, under arock?'  "No," answered Spader. "Under the water most of the time, but I'm not sure
what that'sgot to dowithit." | figured I'd better step in and change the direction of this conversation.
"Well never forget this, Jinx," | said.  Jinx looked at her plane. | thought | sensed a bit of sadnessin
her. "l loveto fly,” shesad. "Hard to believeit'sdl goingtoend.” "What do you mean?' | asked.

"| just got word this morning. After thistour, I'm grounded.”  "Wha?Why?' "I think the brass
isafraid something might happen to me," she said with ahint of anger. "'l agreed to do dl this public
relations stuff so they'd let me fly. Now I've become so famous, they're worried if something happensto
meit'll look bad for everybody. Stupid thing is, they're probably right. If | crashed, they wouldn't et
another woman in the cockpit for thirty years. Here | thought | was paving the way for women fliers, and
al | did wastake mysdf out of thesky."  Neither Spader nor | knew what to say. Jinx then put on her
big, trademark smile. "But until they yank me outta the cockpit, I'm going up whenever | get the chance.
So thanks, you two, for giving me the excuseto go on thislittlejaunt.”  Weall climbed in acab and
headed back to the hotdl. Jnx was her old sdf again, telling us stories about how shelearned to fly, and
how she once crash-landed in a pasture in Maine and had to dodge a herd of moose. | really liked her
and felt bad that soon she would no longer be able to do the thing she enjoyed so much. | really hoped
shewould find another way to get back intotheair.  When we got back to the Manhattan Tower
Hotel, Spader and | thanked Jinx again and left her at the front curb. We didn't want to run into any
reporters so we ducked into aside entrance. We made it through the kitchen and the dining room and
were just about to climb the service stairs to our room, when somebody grabbed both of us by the back
of the neck. It was one of Max Rose'sbodyguards.  "I've been looking al over for you two,” he
growled. "Mr. Rose would like aword with you."  Uh-oh. Wasthis good news or bad news? Was this
going to be another chance to learn about Max Rose and his evil plot with the Nazis? Or was he ticked
about me not following his order to shoot the gangster and planning to make us both pay the price? The
truth was, it didn't matter because we didn't have any choice. We were going to have an audience with
Max Rose, whether we liked it or not. FIRST EARTH Rose's bodyguard kept afirm hold
on both of our jackets and marched usto the elevator like two kittens being carried by the neck. | can't
speak for Spader, but my feet barely skimmed the ground. Dewey rode us up to the penthouse without a
word. Hedidn't look at any of us. | knew he was thinking about the laundry chute. We hit the thirtieth
floor and the bodyguard carried us toward the penthouse. Findly | couldn't take it anymore and pulled



away. "Enough, dl right!" | shouted. "Were not going anywhere”  Theguy looked at mewith firein
his eyes. He didn't like being told what to do, especidly by a punk bellhop. For a second | thought he
was going to punch my lights out, but he held back. | would have bet anything it was because Max Rose
wanted us dive and in one piece. Thiswas good. | started to fed like we weren't being led toward a
gangland execution. At least not today, anyway.  We followed the thug into the penthouse and right to
the living room where | had set up lunch for Mr. Rose and Ludwig Zdll. Max Rose was there waiting for
us. He stood behind a bar, dressed in another silky bathrobe, only this one was deep purple. The
bodyguard stood at the door with hisarmsfolded. If we had to make arun for it, we'd have to get
through him first. That pretty much meant we weren't going to be making arunforit.  "Thereyou are,
Buck!" he said with awarm smile. "And we got your sidekick, too. What's your name? Fash Gordon?"
"Vo Spader," answered Spader. "V 0?' said Max with surprise. "What kind of nameisthat?"
"What kind of nameis Rose?" asked Spader. "Isn't that some kind of flower?' 1 winced. | didn't
think it was a good ideato match wisecracks with amobster. Max Rose stared at Spader for amoment,
then smiled. "Y ou've got brass, just like your buddy,” hesaid. "'l likethat, Flash." Spader gavemea
sdeways"Who is Hash?' look. But | ignored him.  Rosefixed himself adrink. He poured some amber
liquid into acrystd glass, then gaveit asquirt of bubbly water that he shot out of a bottle with atrigger.
I'd seen those babies before. The Three Stooges used them al thetime. | never knew people used them
for anything other than water fightsthough.  The door on the far side of the room opened and in walked
Esther Amaden. Actualy, "waked" isn't theright word. She dinked in like acat. She waswearing
another long nightgown with aviolet-colored shimmery robe over it. Didn't these people ever get
dressed? Y ou know my associate, Miss Amaden, right?' "My friends call me Harlow," she said as
she draped herself on acouch. "Y ou saved Maxi€slife. | think that makes you afriend.” "That's
why | wanted to see you boys," said Rose as he lowered his huge frameinto an easy chair. "Harlow's
right. | think you've got more guts than most of the knuckleheads who work for me." He gestured at the
bodyguard by the door. The big goon looked down, embarrassed.  "So | brought you up hereto say a
proper thank-you," continued Rose. "And to give you areward.” Thiswas|ooking good. Max Rose fdlt
asif he owed us something. We had to be smart about this.  "We don't want any reward,” | said. "We
didwhat wehadtodo." "That'sagood little spaceman, but I'm telling you, you deserveit.” "Don't
disgppoint him," Harlow said. "Heisn't dways so generous”  "You boysnameit,” Rose said after
gulping down some of hisdrink. "Within reason, of course. What isit you want? Money?Y ou can't be
making all that much dough working at thishotel. Or acar? 1 can get you any ride you want. What isit
you little Martianswould like?'  Thiswas our chance. It wasn't about money or carsor any kind of
reward. Thiswas about Max Rosefedling asif he owed us something. If we were going to find out more
about him and about his connection with the Nazis and Saint Dane, thiswasthetimeto doiit. | had to
come up with something fast.  "What do you think, Pendragon?' Spader asked. | could tell by the look
on hisface that we were thinking the same way. He saw the opportunity here too. The question was,
how to handleit? A thought blasted into my head. It was a dangerous thing to do, but | couldn't think
of anything better in ananosecond. So my mouth started working before my brain could catchup. "Il
tell you what wewant,” | said, trying to sound confident. "We want a piece of the action.” Max Rose
spit hisdrink halfway acrossthe room. | swear, he did this huge, wet spit-take. Most of hisdrink was
now onthecarpet. "Youwantwhat!"he shouted. "Yeah," said Spader, sounding pretty nervous.
"What exactly,isit wewant?' | had gotten mysdlf into this. It wastime to start making it work or wed
never leave thisroom. Max Rose stood up and went to the bar to fix himself another drink.  "We hear
things, you know," | said, trying to sound cocky but not disrespectful. "Can't help it, working in aplace
likethis" "Yeah?What isit you hear?' said Rose. He was annoyed. | was going to haveto talk our
way out of this... or into it. Either way, | had totalk fast.  "We hear you'rein for apretty big score,
maybeinacoupleof days” Max Roseshot mealook, going from annoyed to angry. | was pushing
too hard.  "I'm not saying we want a part of that or anything,” | assured him. "We don't deserve nothing
likethat. I'm just saying we want to be part of your operation. Y ou know, like maybe help you out with
whatever itisyou got goingon." Max Rose poured hisdrink and squirted more fizzy water. | could tell



he was thinking about what | had said. The question waswhatwas he thinking? The answer would
probably mean the difference between life and death for Spader and me.  "What did you hear about
thisscore | got coming up?' heasked. | shrugged. | had to keep up the tough-guy act or he'd eat me
dive. "Not much,” | said. "Just that there's some big payoff coming in for something you did, and that
there might be more where that came from. A lot more.” | didn't want him to know we knew about
Ludwig Zd| and his connection with the Nazis. That would put us dangeroudy close to the category of
knowing too much. Rose looked at me. | fdlt like he was deciding whether to keep up the conversation
or grab hisgun and shoot me. | really hoped hewasfeding takative. "That'sal you know?' he asked.
"That'sit,”" | said. "But you're the smartest, best-connected guy we've ever met. It would be an honor
towork for you." | figured throwing in alittle butter couldn't hurt.  "So that'sit,” Max Rose said. "You
wantajob.” "That'sit,”" | answered confidently. "Why should | trust you two?' he asked. "Y ou're
nothing but snot-nosed kids."  "With respect, mate," said Spader. "We're snot-nosed kids who saved
your life"  Max glanced over to Harlow. Harlow raised an eyebrow. "They've got more smarts than
any of the clods you got on the payroll now," she said. "Maybe you should give ‘'em asmall job to start.
Youknow, asatest.” Roselooked a Harlow with amischievouslittle gleam. ™Y ou got something in
mind?' heasked her. Harlow stood up and dinked over to us. She walked around us, Sizing us up like
acat playswith amouse. Of course, right after acat doesthat it usudly killsand eststhemouse.  "Why
don't you send these boys down to see Farrow,” shesaid dyly.  "What for?' Roseasked. "Togive
him amessage," wasthe answer. "Have them tel Farrow to lay off. Y ou'll give him apassfor sending his
hitman up here, but only if helayslow for acouple of days. Let him know that if he doesn't back off,
you'll come down on him, hard. If he listens, you won't have to worry about him until after your score
comesin.”  "Andif hedoesn't ligen?' Roseasked. "Then you'll know you've got to take care of
business" Harlow answered."Hisbusiness" Wow. Harlow may have been beautiful and talented, but
she had some cold blood running through her. Sheliked playing dangerous games. Troubleis, | didn't.
Therewas no way | wanted to go meet this Winn Farrow dude. From what everybody said, hewas a
psycho and more dangerousthan Max Rose. "I don't get it,” | said, trying not to sound chicken. "I
thought we proved oursalveslast night?' ™Y eah, maybe," answered Rose. "But you turned yellow.
Buck. You didn't shoot when | told you to. If somebody's gonnawork for me, I gotta know they got the
gutsto dowhat | tell ‘'em, when | tell 'em, no matter how ugly itis" Harlow waked behind Rose and
played with hishair while he spoke. "I got enemies" he said. "Hard to believe since I'm such a swest
guy, but it'strue. That gunman last night, I know him. Heworks for acompetitor of mine"  "We know.
Winn Farrow,” | said. "Your old partner.”  Roselooked up at Harlow. "I told you these boys were
gmnart," shesad. "Yeah, Winn Farrow," said Rose. "I have no beef with the man. He's got his business,
| got mine. But lately he's been getting alittle, | don't know, jedlous. Y ou'reright. | got abig score
comingin. | don't want Farrow doing anything to messthat up. So heré'swhat | want you to do. Go see
my old friend and tell him to back off. That'sit. Just tell him to back off. Tell him I'm mad, and by all
rights| should hit him back for what he did. Hard. But for old times sake, | won't. But if he doesn't mind
his own business, then I'll come down there and put ahurt on him like he's never seen before”  "That's
it?" asked Spader. "All you want usto do isddiver that message?’ "That'sit,” answered Rose. "Do
that for me, and yourein." "Hell kill us" wasdl | couldsay. Roselaughed. "I figure one of two
things will happen. Either you boys make it back in one piece and I'll know | won't have any problems
from Farrow, or you'll come back in abunch of little pieces, and I'll have awar on my hands." He then
broke into agrin that can only be described as evil. " So, how bad do you two still want a piece of my
action?'  Gulp. | knew the answer to that. We were going to have to accept Rose's offer. But that
meant we would have to meet Winn Farrow and his gang of cutthroats. These were the guyswho tried to
kill Max Rose. These were the guyswho tried to kill us. These were the guys who Saint Dane had taken
to the flume and used to kill Uncle Press. Assuicidal asthismissonwas, wehadtogo. At least we
were getting closer to the truth. | had no doubt in my mind that when we met Winn Farrow and his gang,
we'd find Saint Dane. | just hoped we'd stay adive long enough to do something abot it.
(CONTINUED) FIRST EARTH Y ou're going to what?" shouted Gunny with horror.



"We're going to deliver amessage from Max Roseto Winn Farrow,” | said.  Spader added, "And
that's going to get usin good with Rose so we can find out about the natty-do he's cooking up with the
Nazi wogglies. It'sperfect.” "It'snotperfect,” Gunny said nervoudly as he paced the floor of our hotel
room. "Firgt off, you're not delivering amessage, you're ddivering awarning. Winn Farrow doesn't take
kindly towarnings"” "Butwerejust themessengers” | said.  "That's even worse, shorty,”" Gunny shot
back. "Hetried to kill Max Rose. Do you think held bat an eye over bumping off two messenger kids?
No, gr. You boyscant dothis” "I hear what youre saying, Gunny,” | said. "But May sixthis
tomorrow! We'rerunning out of time"  "Thisiswhat we do," Spader added. "It'swhat being a
Travelerisdl about.” Gunny stopped pacing and looked at the two of us. Likeit or not, what Spader
said wastrue. Thiswas what we were there for. To chicken out and hide wasn't an option. | wished
itwerean option, but it wasnt.  "Then I'm going with you,” Gunny announced.  "You can't,” | sad. "If
something happensto us, you're the only onewho knowswhat'sgoingon.”  "Hésright, mate," Spader
sad. "You'd haveto push onwithout us"  Thiswasthelast thing Gunny wanted to hear.  "That
doesn't make mefed any better,” Gunny said softly. It didn't do much for me, either, but it wasthe
truth. "It's not going to cometo that,” | said with more confidence than | actudly fdt. "We're going to go
down there, give him themessage, and get out.”  "And what happensif you run into Saint Dane?"
Gunny asked. "I'm counting onit," said Spader with conviction. | didn't like the way Spader said
that. The smple mention of Saint Dane's name dways cast adark shadow over hisnormaly bright
persondity. Our best hope of pulling this off was to keep our heads on straight and be smart. If Spader
logt it and went after Saint Dane, well, then Gunny would probably end up being onhis own after dl. |
couldn't let that happen, mostly because | didn't want to end up on the front page of the newspaper under
the headlineTWO BELLBOY SRUBBED OUT INGRISLY MOB SLAYING. "I'mnot goingto
argue with you anymore," Gunny findly said, sounding tired. ™Y ou boys have had more experience with
this Travelerbusiness than | have. But | know about Winn Farrow and how he operates. | promise you,
themanisntright” "Weknow," | said. "Well becareful.” | redly, redly hoped that "careful” was
goingtocutit. Twenty minuteslater we werein ataxicab, headed downtown to meet the infamous
Winn Farrow. | haveto admit, | was having second thoughts. What if Winn Farrow was as
nutzoid-vicious as everybody said? He might start shooting before we even got in the door. The more |
thought about it, the more | worried that we had gotten alittle bit too cocky.  Spader must have sensed
my tension because he gave me afriendly shove.  "lt'sgonnabefine, mate," he said, actualy sounding
oddly cheery. "Werethe good guys. Wecan't lose” | wished that weretrue. "Besides," he added,
"nothing's gonna happen to you so long asI'maround.”  "How do you figurethat?' | asked.  Spader
didn't answer right away. | think he wastrying to find the right words. When he next spoke, it waswith a
serioustone | hadn't often heard from him. I'd seen him blind with rage at Saint Dane. 1'd dso seen him
devagtated by the death of hisfather and the disappearance of his mother. But thiswas different. This
was athoughtful, sncere side of Spader that | hadn't known existed. "1 may not know much about
being aTraveler," hesad. "But from what |'ve seen, the key to thiswhole thing is you, Pendragon.”

That took me by surprise. "Weredl inthistogether,” | said quickly.  "True, but you're the one
keeping ustogether. | think we're al playing our parts, but I've got no doubt, the most important piece to
this natty puzzleisyou, mate. If anything happensto you, I'm afraid the show would be over. | won't let
that happen.” | didn't know how to react. Though | was dowly starting to accept the fact that | wasa
Traveler, | wasn't ready to take on the responsibility of being somekind of ringleader. It was tough
enough just trying to figure out why | was chosento be a Traveler inthefirst place. | didn't want to bein
charge, no way. The thought of it actualy made mealittle nauseous. "l appreciateit, Spader,” | said to
him. "And I'll be watching your back too." "I know that, mate," hesaid. | wanted this conversation
to end. It was freaking me out more than | was fresked out already. Anyhow, the timefor talk was over
because the cab had screeched to astop. | looked out the window and saw we were two blocks away
fromwhere wetold the cab driver totakeus.  "WeTrenot thereyet,” | said to him. "We need to go
another two blockswest."  The cabbie turned around and said, "M aybeyougotta go two more blocks,
but | sure don't. Ain't safe for cabsto go over there. They see us comin', they think it's Christmas. | been



robbed too many timesto go in there again. So whether you like it or not, thisisasfar asl go." He
meant it too. | didn't bother trying to talk him out of it. We got out of the car and paid him. The cabbie
then hit the gas and did a quick U-turn with hiswhed s squedling. He gunned it out of therelike he didn't
even like beingcloseto Winn Farrow territory. We watched him for asecond as he made his escape,
driving right through ared light. It didn't help our confidenceany. "Maybe we should rethink this"
Spader said.  "I'mtired of thinking," | said. "C'mon."  We started walking west. As|'m sureyou've
figured out by now, thiswas abad section of town. Gunny told usit was the meat-packing digtrict.
Historically thiswas an area of Manhattan where dl the daughterhouses were. It was made up of big,
rambling brick buildings where livestock were killed, cleaned, packed, and shipped. A gridy business by
anybody's standards. Luckily for us, they didn't do the daughtering here anymore. The main business was
processing and shipping mest. It was a place most people avoided. Can you blame them? It wasn't
exactly afun spot for a Sunday picnic. | guessthat's why so many criminas made their homes down here.
It wasthe kind of place that even the copsavoided. Y et here we were, Spader and |, walking right
down the street like we belonged there. Believe me, we didn't. The further west we walked, the more |
felt the hot stares of people's eyes on us. Thiswasthe kind of neighborhood where everybody knew
everybody else. A stranger stood out like a brilliant light bulb in adark cave. People watched usfrom
doorways and windows and from passing cars. A few people even whistled. It wastheir way of taunting
us, knowing that we were headed for deep trouble. "I fed likewejust arrived a a party we weren't
invited to," Spader said nervoudly.  "Or likeit'sfeeding time at the zoo. ..and were a couple of pork
chops.”  Our destination was an old packing plant that was built onto a pier over the Hudson River.
Max Rosetold us exactly where it was. It was the place where Winn Farrow and his gang spent most of
their time, when they weren't out ditting people'sthroats, that is.  After walking for avery tensefive
minutes, we found oursalvesin front of abig brick building with the wordsWILD BOAR MEAT Spainted
in two-foot-high faded white letters over the green, garage-styledoor.  "Thisisit," said Spader. "What
dowedo, knock?' The answer came quickly. Somebody had walked up behind us. | turned to see
that it was more than one somebody. There were five guys, al wearing greasy clothes and worn caps.
Their desves wererolled up to revea huge, Johnny Bravo-style arms. | aso saw that their hands and
arms were stained with dark-brown blotches. I'm guessing these guys worked in the meat-packing plant,
which meant those brown stains were actudly, grossme out, dried blood.  None of them looked happy
to see us. They al had scowlsthat told methey didn't like strangers and would probably make us pay for
invading their turf. Looking at their hands again, | redlly hoped that those blood stains came from working
in the packing plant and not from pummeling bozos like us who wandered into their neighborhood.

"Do you guyswork here?" | asked, trying to sound like | wasn't about to peein my pants.  They
didn't answer. Their expressonsgot darker.  "We'relooking for Winn Farrow," Spader said.  Those
were the magic words. But it was bad magic, because as soon as they heard the name "Winn Farrow,"
they circled us, cutting off any hopewe had of escape.  "We've got to see Farrow,” | said. "We got a
messagefor him."  The thugs Sarted to tighten the circle. Spader and | went back to back. We didn't
gtand achancein afight against these brutes. | could see them clenching their fists, which made the knotty
musclesin their forearmsflex. Now that they werein close, | could smell them too. Didn't these guys
know about deodorant? It was getting real ugly, real fast.  "It'samessagefrom Max Rose" | said in
desperation. Thethugs stopped. | actualy saw hesitationintheir  focused, killers eyes. We were
seconds away from adding to the stains on their hands, but hearing Max Rose's name made them freeze.
Better, they looked scared. Up until that moment we had only heard about what atough guy Max Rose
was. Seeing thesethugsturn al Jelloat the sound of his name confirmed it. Max Rose wasn't somebody
you messed with.  Suddenly the garage door of the building flew up and four more guys stepped out.
These guyswere just asviciouslooking asthe smelly guys surrounding us, except they wore
gangster-looking suits. They aso had shotguns. | suddenly felt safer with the guys who only worked with
their fists. One of the new thugs-I'll call him Shotgun-motioned toward us. Ingtantly the smdlly thugs
frisked us up and down, looking for guns. Of coursethey came up empty.  "We have amessage from
Max Roseto Winn Farrow," | said. "We don't want any trouble.”  Shotgun looked back at the other



thugs and laughed. The smelly thugs laughed with him. ™Y ou don't want any trouble?" Shotgun laughed.
"Well, golly gee-whiz, we wouldn't want you to get into any troublel”  The thugs laughed even harder.
Gresat. Not only were our livesin danger, we had to beinsulted, too.  Shotgun then barked, "Inside!™
He motioned toward the garage door with his gun. Spader and | walked inside. The shotgun boys
followed close behind us, but the smelly thugs stayed outside. | wasn't going to missthem.  Insdewe
saw what was once a busy daughterhouse. Luckily for us, it wasn't in operation anymore. It was abig,
open warehouse room that stretched up for three or four stories. There was atrack running on either side
of the calling with ugly metal hooks hanging down. My guess was thiswas where they strung up the cattle
when they did the yucky stuff. There were cement troughsin the floor that I'm sure caught most of the
yuk. At the end of the track were long rows of wooden tableswhere al the dicing and dicing happened.
Y uk. It'simpossible to overuse the word "yuk" when it comes to this place. | like hamburgers as much as
the next guy, but | never wanted to see wherethey camefrom.  "What isthis place?' asked Spader.
"You don't want to know," | answered. "Pipe down!" shouted Shotgun. They marched usthrough
this big room to the back of the building, where there was alarge, open metal door on the back wall. "In
there," ordered Shotgun. | was starting to get nervous. Okay, | was already plenty nervous, but now |
was getting close to that hairy edge of panic. | had afleeting thought that we were being marched to a
quiet back room where these guyswould sart blastingaway. "Max Rosesent us,” | said again. "We
want to see Winn Farrow.” | was cut off when Shotgun poked me in the gut with his gun, pushing me
into the next room. Spader shot forward and grabbed the gun, but the other thugs jumped him and threw
himintheroom after me.  The next room was dmost ashig asthe first. Therewas abig stack of
wooden cratesfull of | don't know what. There were dso hundreds of metal hooks that were evenly
gpaced along the walsand ceiling. A flight of metal stairsled up to acatwalk that ringed the walls over
our heads. I'm guessing they stored the sides of beef high and low in here. There were only two
doors-the one we came through and another off the catwak above us. Therewerenowindows.  "Tie
their hands,” ordered Shotgun. One of the other thugs pulled out alength of rope and immediately Sarted
tying our handstogether.  "If Max Rose finds out you wouldn't let ustalk to Winn Farrow, theré's going
to betrouble" | said, trying not to sound too pathetic and desperate.  "Really?" said Shotgun without a
trace of concern. "And how'shegonnafind out? "Oh, hell find out,” wasdl | could think of saying.
Great comeback. I'm not agood bluffer. The thug finished tying our hands so Spader and | were now
roped together a thewrigts.  "I'm saying thisfor thelast time-" | said.  "You got that right,” came a
voice from the door we had just come through. "Y oure doing alot of thingsfor thelast time”  Spader
and | shot alook at the door to see aman standing there. | knew instantly that this had to be the one and
only Winn Farrow.  It'snot that he looked like the tough gangster we were expecting or anything. It
was more the way the other guys reacted to him. They dl backed off like they were afraid to bein his
way. Tobehonest, Farrow didn't look al that intimidating. He was ashort guy. I'm guessing no more
than five feet. No joke. He looked more like agangster doll, than a gangster. Of course, | wasn't about
to tell him that. He had on a suit that was probably nice at one time, but now looked kind of shabby. The
material was faded and the elbows were worn through.  That pretty much described dl of Winn
Farrow's gang. Even though they wore suits, they all looked ragged. Where Max Rose's gang was dl
spiffed out with expensive, handmade clothes, Farrow's gang looked like they'd been wearing these same
outfitsfor along time. | guessthat's the difference between being a successful uptown gangster and a
hungry downtown crook. Thiswas definitely the B team of gangsters.  Farrow entered, followed by
two more of his gang. When Farrow walked, he took quick, short strides. He had to. Hislegswere so
short that if he wanted to cover any ground quickly, he had to walk redlly fast. It waskind of funny
looking, like acartoon. But | wasn't laughing. Oh no. That would have been suicidd.  The men with the
shotguns backed off as Farrow moved past them. He stopped in front of us and stood with hislegs apart,
firmly planted. For asecond | thought he was going to put hisfists on his hips and shout, "Hi yo, I'm
Peter Pan!" Though he may have looked like an éf, his eyes had an insane gleam. | didn't doubt that he
was capable of al sorts of mayhem. He was no Peter Pan. After looking us over, he spat on the ground,
barely missngmy foot. "So you're the two brats who have been givin' me headaches,” he



snarled."Ishould plug you right here”  "Max Rosewouldn't likethat,” | said, trying to pull that bluff
again. It wasthewrong move. Saying "Max Rose" in front of this guy waslikewaving ared capein
front of abull. Hiseyeslost focus, then rolled back dightly into hishead. It wastotally creepy. Hisgang
didnt likeit any morethan | did. They al took astep back, asif expecting him to blow up or something.
A moment later his eyes snapped back into focus. But in my opinion he had just gone another notch
higher onthe crazy meter.  "You think | carewhat that rat thinks?' he snarled. "Max Roseis garbage!”
Heturned to hismen. Asif on cue, they dl chimed in with: "Y eah! Garbage! Rat! Y eah!" Farrow held up
his hand and his men instantly shut up. | think they had done this before. It looked rehearsed. Farrow
thenturnedtousand gotinclose.  "You say he'sgot amessagefor me?' | glanced to Spader, which
wasn't hard seeing as we were only about six inches apart. He nodded, giving me encouragement. | had
to choose my words carefully. | didn't want to say the wrong thing and st this evil munchkin off. Trouble
was, how could | possibly deliver the message | had to deliver without sending him off the deep end?
This plan was now officialy supid. But wewereinit now sowehadtokeepgoing. "Yes'" | sad
camly. "Hewants you to know that he's not mad you tried to bump him off. Heswilling to forget it ever
happened.” "Wdl," Farrow said with asmile. "Ain't that gentlemanly of him."  Sofar so good. "But,"
| added. "But?' Farrow echoed. "Yes, theresabut. Hed like you to back off. That'sit. HE's just
asking, very politely, | might add, if you would kindly back off." | hoped | hadn't softened it so much that
| sounded likeanidiot. "Oh?Isthat al?' asked Farrow. "And what, may | ask, will happen if
Idon'tback off?' Wehad cometothehard part. "Wdll," | went on, clearing my throat. "He said, and
| quote, that if you don't mind your own business, helll come down here and put a hurt on you like you've
never seen before” | winced. That wasit. That was the threat. All that was|eft now wasto see how
Farrow wouldreact. At first hedidn't. He just kept looking at me like he was trying to understand
what | had said. Then, after afew seconds, Winn Farrow started to laugh. | swear, he burst out laughing.
All of hismen started to laugh with him, but that didn't mean anything. They only did what Farrow did.
"He's going to come down here and put ahurt on me?* he laughed out. "Who is he kidding? That rat
has dready hurt meworse than if he put abullet in my skull." His laughter was dowing down. It was
being replaced by anger. "He's the reason I'm in thisdump in the first place! We were partners. Weran
thistown. But he got too full of himself and turned on me. Now he's up therein his castle eating stesk and
drinking champagne while I'm down here scrambling for crumbs. He's gonna put the hurt on me? He
can't hurt meany moreif hetried.” Hethen walked right up to me and stuck hisnosein my face. |
could sméell hissour breeth. The guy had been drinking. | guarantee it wasn't expensive whiskey with a
shot of Three Stoogesfizzy water.  "But I'll let you inon alittle secret,” he seethed. "I'm gonnaget him
back whereit hurtsthe most.” He turned away from me and made amotion to one of his goons standing
at thedoor. Spader and | exchanged looks again. What didthatmean?  The goon walked up to
Farrow and handed him something. Farrow then spun back to uswith abig smile. He held what looked
like arocket on astick. No kidding, arocket. It was red and about afoot long. One end had a pointed
nose, the other had fins. Sticking out from between thefinswasawirethat hadto beafuse. Farrow
waved the rocket thing under our noses. "'l ain't gonnahit him," he said playfully. "1 ain't gonna hit any of
them sgps who work for him neither. Y ou know what I'm going to do? I'm gonna put the mighty Max
Rose out of businesswith thislittle beauty." "What isit?" Spader asked.  Farrow pretended to play
with the rocket, making it fly up and down like akid with atoy airplane.  "Oh, just alittletoy I got from
somefriends over in Chinatown. | think thisoneU do just fine, but I'm not sure yet. 1'd like you boysto
help medecide” "Decidewhat?' | asked. "What areyou gonnadowithit?' "It'svery ample" he
answered, sounding asif he weretalking to achild. "Were going to play alittle game. It'scaled, How
many sparklieswill it taketo light up old Maxie Rose? One? Two? Or maybe even three? That's what
weregoingtosee” | wasbeginning to think Winn Farrow was anutburger.  He turned to his goons
and made amotion. Quickly the guy who had tied us up came forward with another length of rope. He
tied one end around our wrists and threw the other up and around ameat hook over our heads. Thiswas
bad. We were going to be strung up like sdes of beef.  "I've got abetter idea,” | said, trying to think
fast. "Why don't we go back to Max and tell him he's the one who's got to back off. Y eah, that'sit! I'll



tell him you've got anasty trick up your deeve and if he doesn't let you back in the gang, you'll useit.”
"Yeah," added Spader. "Y ou could beliving up in the penthouse yourself!"  Farrow looked at us
with dead eyes. All the creepy, happy game stuff was over. "All | want," he seethed, "isto see that scum
suffer like | did. I want him to crawl down here and beg meto takehimin. That'swhat | want. That's what
I'mgonnaget.” With anod, the thug yanked on the rope. First our arms were pulled over our heads,
then we were hoisted up into the air with our feet dangling severa feet over the floor. Farrow walked
over to usand held out therocket.  "Now, let's see how many of these I'm going to need, okay?' He
then turned and hurried out on those short little legs. It wasn't funny anymore.  "What are you going to
do?' | yeled with ashaky voice. "If | told you, it wouldn't be asurprise!” he called back over his
shoulder. Yeah, nutburger. Heleft through the door, followed by the two guards and the goons with
the shotguns. Spader and | were left lone, hanging from the meat hook.  "Now what?" Spader asked.
"Wegottaget loose," | said while struggling to get my handsfree.  We went to work on the ropes,
but it was painful. Our weight made the rough rope dig into our wrists.  Spader glanced toward the
door and said, "Hey, what are they doing out there?' | turned to look and | think my heart stopped. |
now understood what kind of game Farrow was planning. The group of gangsters were gathered
together about hafway back, in the large daughterhouse room where we first had entered. The black
stick that was attached to Farrow's rocket was now nailed into awooden crate. The crate was on its
side and the rocket was aimed through thedoor...  Atus. "What isthat thing?' Spader asked. |
didn't tell him. Hewas going to find out soon enough.  "Work faster!" | ordered. "We gotta get outta
here!l" | worked on the ropes, but had to glance back to the other room. Farrow took a cigar from his
jacket and plugged it into his mouth. He pulled out a match and struck it against the crate. He then took
his sweet time about lighting hiscigar.  Thiswastorture. | looked at the ropes to see we were working
them loose, but it was going to betoo late.  Farrow finished lighting his cigar, then touched the till
flaming match to the fuse on the back of the red rocket. Instantly the fuse sparked to life like a Fourth of
July sparkler. In seconds the rocket would ignite.  "Pendragon? What isthat?' Spader demanded to
know. "What's going to happen?' Fear had crept into hisvoice.  "Keep working on the ropes,” | said.
A few secondslater... Ignition. "Cover your eyes!" | shouted. Spader turned his head to the
wall, but | had to watch. The rocket shot from its makeshift launch pad, flew across the daughterhouse
and sailed right through the center of the open door into the room where we were hanging. Bull's-eye. |
turned away at the last instant, ready to get hit.  But the rocket missed us. Instead it blasted into the pile
of wooden crates. A few more feet to the right and we would have been torched. We were spared, but
not for long. Thiswasn't your ordinary firework. Thiswas meant to do damage. It must have been loaded
with somekind of flammable stuff because it exploded and sent awave of fire over the crates. In seconds
the pile was engulfed with flames.  Spader and | stared at the growing fire with fear and awe. It was
growing impossibly fast. | could aready fed theheat. "Therésmy answer!" shouted Farrow over the
roaring flames.  Spader and | turned to see he was standing in the doorway. "One of those babies
isal I'm going to need,”" he said while puffing on hiscigar like aproud papa. "Now, boys" he sad, "let's
see how fast this dump burnsto the ground. Thanksfor playing!"  With alaugh, he. spun around and
grolled out of the room. The door was dammed behind him and | could hear the sound of a heavy lock
being thrown. A quick glance at the fire told me that this room would soon be an inferno. All Spader and
| could do was dangle there helplesdy. Winn Farrow had proven to be as crazy and evil as predicted.
Max Rose was going to get his answer. Farrow was not going to back off. The proof would be our
degsths. That'swhen| heardavoice.  Given that the heat from the fire was already roasting us, |
didn't think it was possible, but when | heard that voice, | got acold chill.  "Hello, Pendragon,” the
voice said camly. "Enjoying your visit to First Earth?'  Spader and | both shot alook to where the
Voice was coming from, to see a man standing on the catwalk over our heads. It was one of the gangsters
who had followed Winn Farrow into the room earlier. At least helookedlike agangster. Hisvoicetold me
otherwise. Thiswas aguy from another place and timewho finally decided to reved himsdf.  "You
certainly took your timefinding me," he said with acocky smile. "'l was beginning to think you had lost
interest.”  Saint Dane had dropped by to watch us cook. (CONTINUED) FIRSTEARTH



The fire spread quickly. It had dready engulfed the stack of wooden crates and was cregping
across the floor toward us, leaving black, burned wood initspath.  "And hello to you too, Spader,"
Saint Dane said. "Having second thoughts about teaming up with young Pendragon?' | looked at
Spader and saw the hatred in his eyes. "Forget him," | said softly. "Weve got to get loose.”  Spader
nodded. But while we continued to work on the ropes, Saint Daneworked onus.  "Suchasmple
territory you come from, Pendragon,” he said. "The people are o easy to influence. It's pathetic, redly.
It'sdl about money here. Getting it, keeping it, using it for power. Their greed will proveto be their own
downfdl." Thefirehad reached thewall and was starting to climb.  "Winn Farrow and his disgusting
little band of ruffians have quite the spectacular plan to bring down Max Rose," Saint Dane said.
"Farrow'safe sty little toad, but | admire him. | couldn't have devised amore interesting scenario mysdf.”

| couldn't take it anymore and shouted, "What isit? What arethey goingto do?' Saint Dane
laughed. ™Y ou should have paid more attention in history class, Pendragon. All the clues arethere for
you. Perhaps you're finding life abit more difficult without the aid of your dear, departed uncle” |1
didn't take the bait. Saint Dane wastrying to messwith our mindsand | wasn't going to let him. Thefire
was now climbing thewall near us. | guess| don't haveto point thisout, but | wasscared.  "I'll leave
you boysnow," Saint Dane said. "I need to help prepare for the big day tomorrow. Too bad you're going
to missit. It'sgoing to beasizzling-good time.”  Saint Dane started for the door, then stopped and
looked down to us onelast time. "Oh, one morething," he said. "As|'m sure you guessed, | brought
those two gunmen down to the flume and had them fire their crude wegpons back to Clora. | meant it as
awarning to you. | had no idea Press would be foolish enough to be standing there. Such a shame. But
from the looks of things, you'll bejoining him soon. Give him my best, won't you?'  With that, Saint
Dane turned and left through the door on the catwalk. My suspicions had been confirmed. Saint Dane
had used those gangstersto kill Uncle Press. It crushed meto think about it. But | had to fight my
emotions and stay focused, or weweregoingtodie.  Spader was another matter. | saw alook in his
eyesthat actualy frightened me. Saint Dane's words had touched the dark, raw nervethat hetried so
hard to protect. He was ready to explode with anger and hatred.  "Don't go there, Spader,” |
cautioned. "That'swhat he wants. Stay focused.” My warning did no good. Spader blew. He
franticaly pulled on the rope with afury like | couldn't believe. He thrashed our hands back and forth so
violently | had to lean away or he would have smacked mein the face. When | leaned back, | saw that
the fire had crept acrossthe wall over our heads and had reached the rope. The rope was on fire!
Spader let out afina ghastly shout of anger and jerked the rope with such ferocity that it broke! Thetwo
of ustumbled to thefloor and fell together inaheap. Asmuch as| hated to see Spader lose contral, |
liked that Saint Dane's needling had backfired. Spader's anger had helped set us free, with alittle help
from aburning rope. But we weren't safeyet.  "Spader!" | shouted, and yanked his hands to force him
to look at me. "Y ou gottafocus or weregonnadie” "He'sademon, Pendragon. We've got to stop
him."  "Wewill, but first we gottaget outta here.” | tried to keep my voiceleve to cam him down.
"Stay withme, dl right?'  Sowly, | saw the ferocity leave his eyes. He was back in control. "Y eah,
yeah, right," he said, and refocused his attention on saving our skins.  We were off the hook but still
tied at the wrists. Spader stretched oneway, | pulled the other, and afew seconds later | was ableto
yank one of my handsfree. After that it was easy to untietherest.  We wereloose, but trapped in the
middle of an inferno. The flames now covered the walls and licked at the celling. If thefiredidn't get us, a
collapsed ceiling would. | glanced around, desperate to find away out. It looked hopeless. There was
nothing but fireraging al aroundus.  That'swhen | saw something sirange.  Smoke swirled near the
center of the room like asmall tornado. The dark funne moved up toward the ceiling, then shifted
direction toward its destination-the door off the catwalk. My eyesfollowed the smoke and | realized that
Saint Dane must not have closed the door al the way, because the twisting cloud of smoke was being
sucked outsde.  "There!" | shouted. "He l€eft the door open!™  Without waiting for Spader, | ran for
the metd stairsthat led up to the catwa k. Spader wasright after me. The fire had been raging for severd
minutes now. The heat was unbearable and the metal stairswere burning hot. | felt incredible hest
through the soles of my shoes and had to force mysdlf not to use the handrail. That would have fried my



handsfor sure. Because hest rises, with each step the temperature grew more intense. The smoke was
getting bad too. It was tough to breathe. We had to move right through the swirling smoke that was being
sucked out thedoor.  Finally we got up to the catwalk, and | ran for the door. | prayed | was right
about it being open and kicked it. The door flew open. Yes! | turned to see Spader was right there with
me. We ducked through the door and dl | could hopewasthat it would lead outside. It didn't. We
found oursalvesin along, narrow corridor. Choking smokefilled the narrow, dark space and madeit
impossibleto know whichway togo. "Right or [eft?' | yelled. "My eyesare burning, mate. Doesn't
matter. Just move!” | took achance and turned right and immediately saw good news and bad news.
Good newswasthat in spite of the dark smoke, there was something to guide us forward. The wooden
floorboards were so old that there were spaces between them. Through those spaces | could seefire
below. It lit up thefloor and kept us from running into the walls. But that was bad newstoo. If therewas
fire below an old wood floor, it meant the floor was going to burn. All the more reason to get out of there
fast. | grabbed Spader's hand and ran. | could only hope that we'd get to the end of the corridor and out
beforethewholefloor caught fire.  Wedidn't makeit. After running about ten steps, | heard a
loudcrack! It was the only warning we had that the floor was collgpsing benegath us. A second later we
both crashed through in a shower of sparks, smoke, and burning wood. The next few secondswere a
blur. I'll try to describeit asbest as| can, but it happened so fast, I'm not sure | remember ital.  When
wefdl through the floor, | lost my grip on Spader's hand. Fire was everywhere. | remember thinking that
| wasfaling into the center of an inferno and that | was gonnaroast. But the fire had been burning below
for some time and the next floor down was already weak. When | landed, those boards gave way too,
and | crashed through again. It wasamiracle| didn't break any bones.  The next thing | knew, | was
underwater. The daughterhouse had been built on apier jutting out over the Hudson River. In amatter of
seconds | went from fearing | was going to burn to degth, to fearing | was going to drown. Somewherein
my fal | dammed my head pretty hard and couldn't focus. | remember flaming chunks of stuff faling into
the water dll around me. There was amaze of pilings that must've held up the pier. Every way | turned |
seemed to either hit one, or knock into burning debris from the firestorm above. | gulped water. |
couldn't breathe. | was exhausted and losing consciousness fast. My head kept going underwater and |
was losing the strength to keep pushing mysdlf back up.  Then things gotreallybad. | heard aloud,
screeching sound from above. That could only mean one thing. The building was breaking up. The pier
was going to collapse on our heads. | had just about given up any hope of getting out of there dive, when
| fetastrong griponmy arm.  "Hold your breath!" Spader ordered. | barely hadtimetogulpin
some air before Spader pulled me under. | totaly gave mysdlf over to him and relaxed. While holding on
to me with one hand, he swam with astrength that | couldn't believe. No, who am | kidding? Sure |
could believeit. Spader was part dolphin. If he wasn't hurt, aswim like thiswas apiece of cake. | realy
hoped he wasn't hurt, for both our sakes. | didn't know how long I could hold my breath, but | knew
we were safer under the water than on the surface because | heard the sounds of the building above us
collapsing. We had to keep moving and get out from under the structure if we had any hope of surviving.
| don't know how long we were below the water. It couldn't have been more than afew seconds
because | don't think | could have lasted morethanthat.  When we finally broke the surface, the first
thing | remember seeing was the sun. The next thing | saw was Spader's smiling face as he tread water
next to me, looking asrelaxed asif he werefloating in akiddiepool. "Took alittle knock there, did
you, mate?' | touched my forehead and felt the lump that was dready forming. "I'm alittle out of it," |
admitted. "Noworries," hesaid. "Onyour back, I'll tow youin." | didn't argue. Thiswasnotimeto
be macho. | gladly let Spader pull meto shore. It only took aminute until we made it to asmall, wooden
dock. Spader dragged me up onto the platform like awet doll. We madeit. Weweredive. Thetwo
of uslay there, trying to get our wind back. After breathing in disgusting smoke for the last ten minutes,
the air actually tasted sweet. | closed my eyes and focused on clearing my lungs. | wasin pretty rough
shape. Besides the dam on the head, | had cuts and burns al over my body. My clothes had protected
me some, but they were now lesslike clothesand morelikerags.  Spader spokefirdt. "It'sahorror,
mate; ittruly is” | opened my eyesand saw that he was Saring at the burning daughterhouse. The



place was nothing more than a giant, twisted, flaming wreck. Black smoke billowed up and drifted out
over the Hudson. | wondered why the fire department hadn't shown up yet. My guess was they were
afraid to come down to this neck of thewoods. "Farrow said thiswas atest,” Spader said through
gasping breaths. "If thiswasjust the test, what arethey planningtodofor rea?*  That wasthe big
question. What wasther target? Saint Dane said we had al the clues, but | couldn't put them together.

| saw that Spader wasin just as bad shape as| was. His clothes were shredded and burned, and his
armswere covered with scratches. "You okay?' | asked. "I will be just as soon aswe finish off Saint
Dane" hesadangrily. "Youtrust me, don't you, Spader?' | asked. "Of course, mate," he said
quickly. "Then, please, remember that the next time you get al bent out of shape and want to go after
Saint Dane," | said. "He's gotta be stopped, but we haveto be smart about it."  "Right,” Spader saidin
response. "Smart. Let's be smart now and get out of here” | felt like he was blowing me off, but now
was not the time to argue. We were il stuck in the badlands. As beaten up as we were, we had to
move.  Theriver was about six feet below street level. At the end of the dock was awooden ladder. |
climbed up first and carefully poked my head up and over to seewhat wasgoingon. My heart sank.

We were about fifty yards upriver from the wrecked daughterhouse. Between me and the burning
building was nothing but abig empty lot...and agroup of gangsters. They were dl standing there: Winn
Farrow, histattered thugs, the big-armed muscle boys, and of course, Saint Dane. They dl stood with
their backs to me, no more than thirty yards away, watching their handiwork. If wetried to make arun
forit, they'd seeusfor sure.  But worse than that, parked only afew yardsto our right were the
gangster's cars. When they went for those cars, they'd find us. We were trapped with no place to hide. In
afew seconds we'd be right back where we started. (CONTINUED) FIRST EARTH

"What do you see, mate?' Spader asked. | looked down at him and put my finger to my lipsto
"shush" him. Thelast thing we needed was for one of these goonsto hear us. If we were going to get out
of there, we had to do it before they got tired of watching the burning building. As soon as they went for
their cars, they'd see us. The only thing we could do was run. | was pretty surethey'd see usif weran,
but at least we'd have achance. So | looked around for the best escaperoute.  Parked about twenty
yards from uswas aderdlict truck withWWILD BOAR MEATSpainted onitsside. It was halfway
between us and the street beyond. | thought that if we could run to the truck without being seen, wed
have ashot a making it dl the way past the bad guysto the street. From there we could disappear into
the city. The crucial move would be from hereto the truck. It wasn't going to be easy because we would
have to run across the wide open, empty lot. If somebody happened to look back while we were
running, well, good night. | climbed back down and told Spader my plan. "Right," Spader said. "Me
first." Beforel could argue, Spader scrambled up the narrow ladder. He peered over the top, looked
back to me, winked, and was gone. | quickly climbed the ladder to watch.  Spader crouched low and
ran fast. | held my bresth. He was totally exposed. But none of Farrow's goons saw him. He made it to
the truck and pumped hishand inthe air invictory. Y esl He then peeked over the hood of the truck at
the gangsters. They had no idea what was going on behind them. Spader then motioned for meto follow.
Gulp. My turn. | bolted over thetopandran. | wasn't aslucky as Spader. | had only gone afew feet
when one of the thugs turned and saw me. It was assimple and stupid asthat.  "Hey!" he shouted.
Instantly al the gangsters turned and saw me. | made it to the truck and crouched next to Spader. The
last thing | saw before ducking down was Winn Farrow angrily grabbing a shotgun from one of his men.

"l guessthiswasabad plan,” | said. Bang!Farrow fired the shotgun. The window over our heads
shattered, and bits of glass rained down on us. The other gangstersfollowed hislead. They dl started
firing at the truck.Boom! Boom! Boom! The truck was pounded with rounds of shot. The whole thing
rocked each time it was hit. We were protected, but for how long? "Maybe we should have hid
underneath the dock until they left," Spader said.  "Nowyou think of that?' | shouted over the booming
shotguns.  "Sorry," hesaid. Wethen heard the sound of a car horn blasting and the screech of
rubber whedls on the road. The gangsters stopped shooting, so Spader and | took the chance to peek
out and seewhat wasgoingon. | hoped to see a police car screaming to our rescue, but instead saw a
black car flying off the street, out of control, headed right for the group of gangsters! The thugs scattered



like bowling pins asthe car nearly plowed into them. Thewild car didn't stop. With its horn blaring, it
skidded past the fleeing gangsters and blasted right toward us. The gangsters got themsalves back
together and now took aim at the careening car. They unleashed their shotguns, thistime shattering the
car'sback window. But the demon car kept coming.  We had no ideawhat to do. Wasthis crazy
person going to dam into the truck? We couldn't run or the gangsters would start shooting at us. All we
could do was watch and get ready to dive out of theway. The driver accelerated right for our hiding
place, then spun the whed at the last second, barely missing the truck. The car skidded sideways, then
the wheels got traction and the vehicle charged forward. A second later it wheeled around to our Side of
the truck and dowed down. Who wasthiscrazy driver? "Getinl" shouted Gunny from the driver's
seat.  Spader and | didn't hesitate. We both ran for the car and dove into the backseat. Gunny never
stopped. He only owed down long enough for usto getin.  "Go!" | shouted before we got the door
closed. Gunny punched the gas, the whedls spit gravel, and Spader and | were thrown back in the
sedt. But we weren't safe yet. Two more explosions sounded, and the doors of the car were dammed
with shot. "Stay down!" Gunny commanded. He didn't need to. Spader and | were aready down on
the floor with al the shattered glass from the rear window. Three more shots were fired, but thistime,
only one hit the car. We were moving quickly out of range. Gunny bumped over acurb, skidded into a
turn, and sped us away from the ugly scene. A few seconds later Spader and | got the guts up to peek
out of the back window.  Through the shattered glass we saw the burning daughterhouse faling avay in
the distance. We had made it. We were safe, thanksto Gunny.  Spader and | both let out ahuge yelp
of joy. "Gunny, yeah!" "Hobey-ho!" "You saved us”  Gunny turned back to us. Hiseyeswere wide
with fear. He may have just coolly executed an incredibly daring rescue, but it scared him half to deeth. "I
don't want to do anything like that ever, ever again,” he said with ashaky voice. "My heart istrying to
bust out of my chest.” "Slow down,” | said. "Wemadeit." Gunny took hisfoot off the gas and
dowed the car to anormal speed. | saw that his hands were shaking at the whed. "Thisis gonna cost me
my job, you know," hesaid nervoudy. "Why, mate?' asked Spader. "This car belongsto the hotel
manager, Mr. Caplesmith. What's he gonna say when he sees| got it al shot up?'  I'm embarrassed to
say that Spader and | both laughed. We didn't mean to, but it was just so...funny. What was a shot-up
car compared to what we had just been through?  Gunny said, "I don't see anything funny about it at
al'  "I'msorry, Gunny,” | said. "You'reright. It'snot funny."  Spader added, "Thanksfor being there,
mate. Weoweyou." "Youowemeanew car iswhat you oweme," Gunny said. He then laughed too.
He was sarting to relax. Helooked at us through the rearview mirror and winced. "Y ou two al right?
Y ou look like you touched toeswith the devil himsdf."  "That's exactly what happened,” Spader said.
"Wefound Saint Dane," | said. "Or should | say, hefound us”  Gunny gripped thewhed tighter. "He
have something to do with burning that daughterhouse?'  "Inaway," | answered. "Winn Farrow isthe
onewho lit the match though."  "He burned his own place down?' Gunny asked, confused. "H€'s
planning something,” | said. "They've got these fireworks that explodein abdl of fire, and he'sgoing to
usethemon Max Rose"  "It'sdl aout revenge,” Spader added.  Anideahit me. "The hote!" |
exclaimed. "The Manhattan Tower. If he shot one of those rockets up to the penthouse, it would be dl
over for Rose” "That'sit!" Spader shot back. "It must be. HE's going to torch the hotel. He could do it
with one of thosefire nagties, easy.” "We should evacuate the building,” | said, getting excited. "And
tell the police. They can protect theplaceand-"  "It's not the hotel he's after,” Gunny said calmly.
Spader and | both fell silent. "How do you know that?' | asked. "Because | found out about
LZ-one-twenty-nine," Gunny answered with noemotion.  Spader and | were both stunned speechless.
Gunny had just casualy announced that he had found the critical pieceto  the puzzle. | had dmost
forgotten about it. The mysterious LZ-129. We both looked at him. Gunny stared ahead, focused on the
road. Findly | couldn't take it anymore.  "So? Areyou goingtotell us?' | asked. "What wasit that
letter said, Pendragon?' Gunny asked me. "Y ou know, the one with the Nazi symbol onit." | thought
back to the letter from Ludwig Zell to Max Rosethat | had committed to memory. "It said that payment
would be coming to Max Rose on May sixth viaLZ-one-twenty-nine," | answered.  Gunny nodded
and said, "Whatever Max Rose did for the Nazis, he's going to get his payment tomorrow, and it's



coming by LZ-one-twenty-nine. If Winn Farrow really wanted to hurt Max Rose, he could stop him from
getting that payment.”  "That'swhat Farrow said," exclaimed Spader. "He was going to hit Rose where
it hurtsthemost.” "Sowhat isLZ-one-twenty-nine?' | asked, getting impatient. "l saw itinthe
newspaper today,” he answered soberly. "I can't believel didn't figure it out before. LZ-one-twenty-nine
standsfor Luft Zeppdin-one-twenty-nine” "What'sa Luft Zeppdin?' Spader asked.  Thetruth
suddenly hitme. | felt Sick. Saint Dane wasright. | should have paid better attention in history class. |
had the answer staring mein theface dl aong, but couldn't put it together. It was afamous event in
American history. There were movies made about it. There were books written and TV shows made. It
was atragedy asfamous as the sinking of theTitanicor the destruction of the space

shuttleChdlenger. "What's he talking about, Pendragon?* asked Spader. "Do you know?' "Yeah," |
answered softly. "I think | do. And it makesawhole bunch of sense”  Gunny reached to the seat next
to him where he had a newspaper. "L uft Zeppelin-one-twenty-nine left Germany last week. Tomorrow
morning it'sgoing to arrive a the nava air station in Lakehurst, New Jersey."  Hethrew the paper to us
and it landed in my lap. There on the front page was a big picture of Luft Zeppdin-129. It was agiant
slver blimp. Only it went by another name that was way better known. That name was written on the
dlver noseof thear ship. It wascadled theHindenburg.  "I'm guessing that Max Rose's payment is
aboard that airship, direct from Germany,” said Gunny. "I believe that's Winn Farrow'starget.”  Spader
picked up the paper and stared at the picture of the giant airship with the Nazi swastikas painted on its
tal. "Thisthing fliestoo?" Spader asked. "It doesn't ook like Jnx'sarplane” "It'sabig balloon,”
Gunny answered. "Lighter than air. They've been flying them across the ocean for afew years now. They
say it'sthewave of thefuture”  "It'snot the wave of thefuture” | said quietly. "What do you mean,
Pendragon?’ Gunny asked. "Thisisyour history. Did you ever hear of theHindenburg!" | took abreath
and swallowed. "Yeah, | heard about it," | answered. "When theHindenburgarrived in New Jersey, it
blew up. The balloon burned and the passenger compartment crashed. A lot of people died and the ship
was totally destroyed by fire. | don't think they ever figured out how it happened.” Thethree of us sat
inglencefor agood long time. Finaly Spader said the onething that wason dl our minds.  "Wadll," he
sad. "I think we know how theHindenburgis gonnablow up."  "Yeah," | added. "What we don't know
isif wecan stopit.” FIRSTEARTH We rode the rest of the way back to the Manhattan
Tower Hotel inslence. | think we were dl trying to get our minds around the fact that there was going to
be a disaster the next day. Winn Farrow was going to light the fuse that would lead to one of the most
infamous catastrophes in history. He was going to blow up the airshipHindenburg.  Therewasnt dl that
much | knew about the crash. The basic event was one of those things that everybody knew about
because it was such abig dedl. I'd seen pictures of theHindenburgin flames. I'd seen scratchy news
footage of people jumping from the passenger compartment, desperately trying to escape. There was
also afamous radio broadcast where some news guy was announcing the arrival of the ship, and then had
to keep his head together to describe the horror of thefiery crash. It was afamous moment in history;
it was going to happen the next day. Question was, what were we going to do about it?  When we got
back to the hotel, Gunny stayed in the car. ™Y ou boys go up to your room,” he said. "I've got afriend
who canfix thiscar up like new. No sense in having Caplesmith on my back. Weve got bigger fish to
fry." Hehit the gasand pedled out, leaving usdone onthesdewak. "Why arewe going to fry big
fish?' Spader asked.  "It'sjust anexpression,” | said.  "Too bad,” hesaid. "I'm hungry.” We
entered the building through the kitchen and grabbed some fruit. Turned out | was pretty hungry too. The
next trick was to get back to our room without being seen by any of Max Rose's goon squad. The plan
wasto dodgethem.  We got hafway through the kitchen when we waked straight into the same thug
who nailed usthe last time. Didn't he ever gohome? "Wl lookee here," he said. ™Y ou two boys ook
like you been through the war. Y ou smdll likeittoo." "Back off, bozo," | said, trying to act al tough.
"We gottago changeand-"  The goon grabbed us by the arms and marched us toward the elevators. |
guess| didn't act tough enough. Next thing we knew, we were being shoved into the living room of the
penthouse. So much for our plan of dodging Max Rose.  "And don't touch nothing,” the goon ordered.
"Youtwo aredisgusting.”  The guy left, giving us ashort window to figure out what we would say to



Max Rose.  "Wegottatdl him," Spader said ingtantly. "Everything." "Yeah, right,” | shot back.
"Well tel him how I'm from the future and that's how | know theHindenburgis going to explode
tomorrow. Perfect.” "Wall, you can't saythat,” Spader countered.  "Duh.”  "But if wetell him Winn
Farrow is going to blow up the zeppelin, Rose could send histhugsto stop him. They could do the job
forud" | had to think about that. Spader might be right. If our mission wasto stop Farrow and Saint
Dane from blowing up theHindenburg,we could use dl the help we could get, eveniif it wasfrom agang
of thugs. Thiscould be ared easy solution. But for some reason, the idea of telling Max Rose what was
going to happen mademeuneasy. "You might beright,” | findly answered. "But let'snot tell him
anything yet. Not until weveworked thisthrough."  "We don't have time, Pendragon!" Spader argued.
"The sooner wetdll him, the better chance hell have of stopping Saint Dane” ™Y ou mean stopping
Farrow," | said.  "Whatever. Hobey, mate, we gottatell him!"  "No, we don't. Not yet. Don't say
anything, al right?'  Before Spader could answer, the door opened on the far sde of the room and
Max Rose entered with Harlow. Both were dressed in silky pgamas. Big surprise. When he saw us,
Max Rose'sfacelit upwithabigsmile.  "Buck! Flash! You'renot dead!” he bellowed.  Obvioudly.

Harlow got closeto us, took asniff, and wrinkled her nose. "'Y ou boys been playing with fire?"

"No, but Winn Farrow has," Spader said quickly. | shot Spader alook, willing him to keep quiet.
Rose and Harlow plopped down on the couch, waiting to hear our report. "I'd ask you to sit down,
boys, but to be honest, you stink,” Rosesaid.  "No problem,” | said. "How "bout if we get changed and
washed up beforetdling you what happened?’  "Do | look like apatient man?' Rose asked. "Tell me

now." Spader looked a me, expecting me to art talking because that'swhat | alwaysdid. But as|
stood therein front of Rose, | didn't know what to say. | wasin tota brain lock. Nothing was coming.

Rose added, "' guess since you two aren't dead, my old friend Winn is going to respect my request to
mind hisown business, am | right?" | needed to come up with astory that would give ustimeto figure
out the best way to handle the news. But | was coming up empty. A second later it didn't matter
anymore. "Winn Farrow is going to blow up theHindenburg," Spader blurted out. | closed my eyes.
Thereit was.Bang.Spader had just set something in motion that was now officialy out of our hands.

Max Rosejumped to hisfeet in surprise. "He'sgoingto...?'  Hecouldn't finish the sentence. He
started to pace nervoudy. Believe it or not, he not only seemed surprised, he looked scared. That was
thelast thing | expected. Max Rose was aguy who didn't even blink while staring into an n'sgun.
But now, after hearing that theHindenburgmight go down in flames, he was on the hairy edge of cracking.
He stormed over to his bar and poured himsdlf adrink. Thistime he didn't shoot any Three Stoogesfizzy
water into it either. Hewanted it strong.  "How?' he demanded to know. | didn't answer. Thiswas
Spader'sshow now. "He's got these rocket nasties,” Spader said. "He's going to shoot one at the
airshipand blow itup." "Youthink it'll work?' Roseasked. "Takealook at us, mate," Spader said.
"He shot one of those bad boysinto his daughterhouse, with usinsde. There's nothing left of the place.”

Rose gulped down his drink and wiped his mouth with the deeve of his expensve bathrobe. His hand
was shaking. Harlow stood up and dinked over tohim.  "Don't worry, Maxie," she said camly.
"Farrow's too dumb to pull off something likethat." Rosewas starting to swest. "Y eah?' he barked at
her. "And what if he gets lucky? Do you know how much | got riding on that big baloon?' | took a
chance and asked, "What isit that'scoming in?" | don't think Rose would have answered if he weren't
soupset.  "Payment," he shot back at me. "I've done alot of work for those Germans. I've shipped
them equipment and tools and scrap metal and awholelot of other things. It's cost me millions. | went
out on avery long limb for those Nazi creeps. I'm in debt to alot of people. The kind of people you don't
want to bein debt to. If | don't get that payment..." He didn't finish the sentence. Whatever it was, it
would be ugly. Oh yeah, Max Rosewasscared.  "Why don't the Nazis just write you a check or
something?' | asked. "It ain't that easy,” Rose answered. "Thisisn't thekind of transaction you want
traced. By anybody. We had to be crestive. There's cash on that balloon. Lots of it. They're also sending
me bonds and aload of diamonds. Flawless diamonds. I've even got a couple of paintings coming in that
were done by some famous dead guys. They're worth millions! That's the way they wanted to pay me
and | agreed. They'resending it dl in on that blimp so it'll be easier to get through customs. Iknewit wasa



rottenidea” Now | knew what Winn Farrow meant when he said he was going to hit Max Rose where
it hurt the most. If Farrow destroyed theHindenburg,it would be the end of Max Rose's business. Worse,
going by how scared Rose looked, 1'd say it would be the end of Max Rose himself.  "It's okay,
Maxie" Harlow said soothingly. ™Y ou'll figure something out.”  Rosetook another drink to calm
himself. "Y ou boys did good,” he said softly. "I won't forget that. Now get out of here. | need timeto
think."  Timeto think. Yeah, tell me about it. | needed alittle of that too. | wished | had moretimeto
think before | let Spader give away the show to Max Rose. Now achain reaction had started that we
had no control over, dl because | didn't have enough timeto think. | think | had better start learning
how to think faster. (CONTINUED) FIRSTEARTH Spader and | backed out of the
room and quickly left Max Rose's penthouse. We took the stairs down to the sixth floor to avoid Dewey.
We didn't want to explain the way we looked to him or anybody else. As soon aswe got inside our
room and closed the door, Spader |et out ahappy shout. "Hobey, yes!" heyelled. "Roseisgoing to
send histhugsto stop Farrow. Wedid it. TheHindenburgissafe” | stared at Spader, my anger dowly
building. "I asked you not to tell him about Farrow'splan.” "1 know, mate, but | had to. That was our
chance. You weren't talking so | had totakeit." "Andwhat if it wasthewrong move?' | asked, trying
not to boil over. "Thisisn't just about two gangsters who hate each other. We've got awhole territory to
worry about."  "C'mon, Pendragon,” Spader cgoled. "Y ou know it wasthe right thing to do. We
outsmarted Saint Dane. Again. Wewon!"  "Man, | hopeyou'reright." | needed to be aloneto think,
s0 | left Spader and headed for the bathroom. I got rid of my burned clothes and stood in the warm
shower to clean off the dried blood. The cuts andbruises were nothing that wouldn't heal quickly. We
were both very lucky.  Asl stood in that shower, | wracked my brain for answers. Not just about
theHindenburg,but about Spader. He was driven by his need for revenge. Fine, | wanted to put Saint
Dane out of businesstoo. But though Spader and | were on the same side, we had different ideas on
how to fight thewar. | was afraid this would show up to bite usin the butt someday. Today wasthat day.
Our butts had been bitten.  Still, I didn't want thisto be an ego thing. | didn't want to be angry at him
just because he didn't listen to me. Who am 1?1 don't know everything. Maybe he had done the right
thing. Maybe the reason we were on First Earth was to do exactly what he had done. By uncovering
Farrow's plot to destroy theHindenburgand telling Max Rose about it, we might have saved the airship.
But that led me to the most troubling thought of all. As horrible as the destruction of theHindenburgwas
going to be, we didn't know what it had to do with Saint Dane's overd| plan. Saint Dane's goa wasto
find the turning point of aterritory and push it the wrong way. The question was, what did
theHindenburghave to do with the turning point of First Earth? It was a German ship, but did it have
anything to do with the coming war? Would saving theHindenburgstop the war from happening? There
were too many unanswered questions for meto think our mission here on First Eathwasover.  When
| got out of the shower, Gunny was there. Spader had aready told him how he felt sure Rose's gang
would save theHindenburg.Gunny wanted to be happy, but he had this confused look that told me he
wasn't any more convinced than | was. It wastimeto put everything out therein plain language.
"Hereswhat we know for sure,” | began. "Max Rose has been working for the Nazis. They owe
him abunch of money. He needs the payment, bad, and it's coming in on theHindenburg.Cash,
diamonds, bonds, paintings, and who knowswhat ese. It'sal flying in over the ocean right now. Winn
Farrow, Rose's enemy, knows how important the payment isto Rose, so he's going to blow
theHindenburgout of thesky."  "That's an extreme thing to do, just to get revenge," Gunny said.
"Farrow's an extreme guy," Spader shot back. "But now Max Rose knows what he's up to, and helll
stop him from destroying the ship. TheHindenburgwill be saved! Sniggersfor everyonel”  "Maybe," |
cautioned. "H€ll doit," Spader said with confidence. "Y ou saw how scared Rose was. Helll do
everything he canto stop Farrow.”  "But thisisn't just about two gangsters who hate each other,” | said,
trying not to let frustration creep into my voice. "Thisis about the turning point on First Earth. We haven't
figured out why Saint Dane hashishand inany of this” "Surewe have," Spader said, acting dl sorts of
cocky. "It'sdl about the big natty-do war that's coming, right? Isn't that the kind of thing Saint Daneisall
about?' "Yeah, but what'sthat got to do with theHindenburg!"l asked. "Maybe everything,” Spader



shot back. "It'slike Gunny said. Onelittle event leads to another and another. | think Saint Dane wantsto
make sure the war is going to happen, and somehow blowing up that airship will do that. So if we stop
them from wrecking that ship, well stop thewar and Saint Daneloses” "Maybe Spader'sright,” Gunny
sad. "If we can stop the war by saving theHindenburg,it would be like begting Saint Dane.”  Spader
looked at mewith aproud smile.  "Yeah, maybe" | sad. "l just wishwe could besure”  "C'mon,
Pendragon! How can we lose?' Spader pleaded. "Even if it doesn't stop the war, wed still be saving the
people on theHindenburg.Like you dways say, thisisano-brainer.”  Spader was making aredly
strong case, but something was keeping me from buying it ahundred percent. "1 just wish we had more
togoon,” | complained. Weadl fel slent for amoment, then Gunny said softly, "1 think | know where
wecanfind out more." "Realy?Where?' | asked quickly, grabbing at thelifdine.  "Were Travders”
he said with a matter-of-fact tone. "We can take the flume into the future of thisvery territory and look
back on how things happened.” My heart sank. Asmuch as| loved theidea of going hometo Second
Earth, | knew it would beawaste. "It wouldn't help,” | said with disappointment. " Sure, we could go
to Second Earth and do some research about theHindenburgand World War Two, but that wouldn't tell
us anything. We need to figure out what would happen if theHindenburg doesntblow up.”  "Who said
anything about going toSecondEarth?' Gunny said with amischievoussmile. At first | didn't know
what he meant. If we were going to look into the future of Earth, then of course we would go to Second
Earth. That is, unless...  "Areyou saying whet | think you're saying?' | asked, barely ableto contain
my excitement. "What's he saying?' Spader asked.  Gunny said, "I'm talking about taking atrip
toThirdEarth, of course” "ThereésaThird Earth?' | asked, trying not to sound like agiddy geek.
"Haveyou been there? Whenisit?' "Yes" heanswered with asmile. "I've been there. The year, |
believe, is5010, give or take ayear or two." | had to St down. Theidea of seeing what Earth waslike
threethousandyearsin the future was making my head swvim. "I am dl over this" | said. "But serioudy,
why would going to Third Earth help us any more than going to Second Earth?' "I told you, I've been
there," he answered. "1 went with your uncle Presswhen hefirst told me about being a Traveler. It was
like something out of abook of fantasies. They have libraries there. But not like the ones we know. There
aren't any books or papers or anything you can touch. All thisinformation iskept on little tiny specs of
nothing, no bigger than agrain of sand. They had the entire New Y ork City public library on just one of
thoselittlethings. Imaginethat.” Gunny wastaking about some kind of computer. At home when you
got acompurter, it was aready outdated. That's how fast advances were being made. | couldn't imagine
how far things had gotten in three thousand years.  Gunny continued, "It seemed like they had every
little bit of information about everything that ever happened on thoselittle bits of things. I'm guessing if we
went there and spoketo Patrick-"  "Patrick?' Spader asked.  "The Traveler from Third Earth. Nice
fdla. Smart, too. I'm thinking Patrick might be able to tap into dl that information and maybe give usa
little more idea of what we're dedling with here.” The man wasincredible. How many times had
Gunny bailed usout already?1'd lost count. "I think that'sagreat ideal” | shouted. "Let'sgo right
now." | couldn't it ill. | had forgotten how bruised and banged up | was and started getting dressed
for the trip. But then, in the next second, the air was totally sucked out of my balloon.  "I'm not going,”
declared Spader.  "What do you mean? We'readl going!” | said.  "Not me,” Spader said. "There's
too much at stake here to go fluming off. We might come back too late” "It won't be aproblem,” |
said. "Time between the territoriesisn't the same, remember? We could be gone for ayear, but then
flume back here an hour fromnow.”  "It'stoo big arisk, mate," Spader said with conviction. "That
arship isdue early tomorrow morning. | want to be here when it shows up, just in case Max Rose
doesn't take care of Winn Farrow. Y ou're right, mate. We can't rely on Max Roseto do our job. If he
fals, it'll be up to usto save theHindenburg."He looked at Gunny and asked, "How far isthis Lakehurst
place?' "About eighty miles, giveor take," Gunny answered. "1t take the better part of four hoursto
drivethere. Longer onthebus." "See?' Spader said. "It's going to take awhileto get there. | don't
wanttorisk beinglate” "Spader,”" | said. "I'mtelling you, well beback intime”  "Sorry, mate," he
said stubbornly. "Can't take the chance” Wewere dipping into dangerous territory. We were ateam.

| had to get Spader back with the program.  "Remember what you told me in that cab?' | asked. "You



said wewere al important, but | was the one who was going to hold us al together. Well, that'swhat I'm
doing now. I'm holding ustogether. The only chance weve got of beating Saint Daneisif we stay
together. Y ou'verisked your lifeto save me, Spader. | need you to be therefor meagain."  Spader
thought about thisfor amoment. Was| findly getting throughto him?  "If you'reright,” he said, "there
won't be aproblem. You'l get to Third Earth and back in plenty of time. Well hook up and take on Saint
Dane and his gangster wogglieslike you were never gone. But if you don't makeit back in time, then
somebody's got to be here to make sure they don't blow up that ship. That'swhy I'm staying.” | didn't
know what else to say. He had made up his mind, and to be honest, | wasn't completely sure he was
wrong.  Spader then walked up to me and said, "Go to Third Earth. Find out what you can. It might be
abig help. But let me stay here and take care of thingsin case something goeswrong.” | knew Gunny
and | would be back in time, but that wasn't the point. What bothered me was that Spader was pulling
away from me. He was aways a guy who wanted action. Right now he had Saint Danein hissightsand
didn't want to let him get away, even if it meant going against what | thought wasbest.  "Haveit your
way," | findly said. "Well meet back here and then well al go to Lakehurst. Together.” "Now you're
talking!" Spader said, then left us and went into the bathroom to clean himsdlf up. | didn't want to ook
at Gunny. | felt asif | had messed up and theteam wasfdling gpart.  "When he'sgot hismind set on
something,” Gunny said softly, "1 don't think it'spossibleto changeit.” "Saint Daneis sirong and smart,
and he's got way more power than any one of us" | said. "The only chance we have to beat him isby
dtaying together.”  "Well be back in plenty of time"  "Yeah, probably. But I'm afraid Spader ison his
ownmissonnow.” Gunny fdl slent. Heknew | wasright. | wanted to leaveright away, but Gunny
said | should get somerest. It had been abusy day and | was beat up pretty badly. Suddenly the idea of
alittle deep sounded redlly good. He left the room, saying held be back in afew hours, ready to head
uptown. | lay down on the couch and closed my eyes, ready for deep. But it didn't come. Even though
| was dog tired and needed to recharge my batteries, my mind was working in too many directionsto let
me nod off. So | got up, hit the typewriter, and finished thisjournal.  I'm excited and scared at the same
time. | can't believe I'm going to see Earth in 5010. How cool isthat? | wish thiswere atrip about fun
and discovery, but it isn't. I've got avery bad fegling about the way things are unfolding here on First
Eath. If therésonething I've learned about dedling with Saint Dane, it's that just when you think
you've got things figured out, he changesthe rules. He did it on Denduron. He did it on Clord. Question
is, will hedoit again hereon First Earth?  That'swhat | hoped to find out on our trip to Third Earth.

| know thisisgoing to sound totally bizarre, but the next time | write to you guys, | will have seen the
future. | can only hopethat itsahappy one. END OF JOURNAL #10 Thismay bethe
most important journa I'vewrittento you guys.  I'm back on First Earth now. | wrote most of this
journa on Third Earth, but I'm adding thislittle bit to the beginning because | want you to know right
away how vauable these pages might end up being. | know, you treet all my journdslike they're
important, but this one might be the topper. Handleit likegold.  Gunny and | are on asubway train
headed back to the Manhattan Tower Hotel. Weve returned from Third Earth and we're running out of
time. We've got to hook up with Spader and get to New Jersey before theHindenburgarrives. But it's
critical that | write down what we discovered on Third Earth because, just as | feared, Saint Dane has
changed the rules. No, that's not exactly right. He didn't change the rules. We weren't smart enough to
figure out what the rules were. But now we know and | can't begin to tell you how scared | an.  What
we found on Third Earth was beyond horrible. | hope you're reading this, Mark and Courtney. | know
I've written that before, but I mean it now more than ever. Because if wefail today, history will be turned
upside down, and there's a very good chance you two will never be born. I'm serious. Y ou will not exist.
Neither will most anything else aswe know it. | don't mean to scare you. In fact, if you're reading thisit
meanswevewon. But if you're not reading this, then the journa I'm writing now may be the only record
that Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwynde of Stony Brook, Connecticut, ever existed.  That would
be tragic, but only the beginning of the horror to come if we don't ¢op Saint Dane.  Most of thisjournal
has already been written. I'vetried to include every little detail, because in many ways, I'm recording
hisgtory.  After finishing Journal #10, | put it safely in the desk where | was kegping Journd #9. Gunny



planned on taking the journas to have them bound and covered, but not right away. Wefirst had to
take our trip into thefuture.  Once the pages were put safely away, | closed my eyes and tried to get
some deep. Spader was aready conked out. Just aswell. | was getting tired of worrying about what he
would do next and warning him to be careful. | hoped | could count on him in the future, but right now |
didntwant totalk tohim.  The planswere set. Gunny and | would flumeto Third Earth, and Spader
would wait herein case we didn't get back intime. Asnervousas| was, | think | caught afew z's. Man,
| needed it. But it couldn't have been for long, because before | knew it, Gunny was gently shaking me
awake. "Ready to seethefuture?' heasked withasmile. "Absolutdy,” | answered, wide awake.
Theideaof jumping three thousand yearsinto the future had metotaly jazzed. Though | wished we
were doing it for less intense reasons. Gunny and | took the subway to the Bronx. We changed trains
twice and found oursalves back at the familiar station that | had been through so many times before. It
was gtill kind of strangeto seeit open for business though. When | thought of this place, my mind dways
went to thefirst time | came down here with Uncle Press on Second Earth, when the place was
abandoned. Wasthat amillion yearsago? It surefdt likeit.  With so many people hanging around, it
was atricky thing to sneak down onto the tracks to get to the gate. We didn't want people going al nuts
and cdling the police because two lunatics had jumped down onto the subway tracks. But Gunny had
donethis before. We walked to the far end of the platform and waited for the next train to show up.
When the train came in, the doors opened, passengers got out, passengers got on, the doors closed, and
the train began to roll out of the station. Thiswas the perfect timefor us to move because the station was
then pretty empty. As soon asthetrain cleared the platform, we jumped down onto the tracks and ran
for thegate. Nobody saw us. Nobody ydled. Success.  "After you," Gunny said, pointing to the
wide mouth of the flume. We had decided to flume separately. Gunny wastoo big of aguy to flume
tandem with and neither of usfdt like knocking heads while rocketing across time and space. Besides, |
liked fluming solo. It gave metimetothink.  "Isthere anything | should be ready for?' | asked. "I mean,
isthere anything on the other end I've got to watch out for?'  "There's plenty to watch out for,” Gunny
sad. "But nothing you have to worry about.” | then stepped up to the mouth of the flume. | haveto
admit, | had goose bumps. Thiswasn't an ordinary flume ride-if any flume ride can be described as
ordinary, thatis. No, thiswas more like stepping into atime machine. Next stop: three thousand years
fromnow. "Third Earth!"l cdledout. Theflume growled to life. The sparkling light could be seen far
in the distance, headed thisway. Along with it came the familiar jumble of musica notesthat would lift me
up and take meinto the future of my own territory. | wasthrilled, nervous, and terrified dl at the same
time. Then again, that pretty much defined my lifeasaTravder.  "Enjoy theridel” Gunny shouted.
Aningant later | felt thetingling of energy, adight tug, and | waspulled into theflume.  Theridewas
uneventful, or at least as uneventful asrocketing through atunnel headed to adifferent time and territory
can be. It felt good to be done with my thoughtsfor awhile, and | tried to imagine what Earth might be
likein the year 5010. Would it be al Jetson-like and modern? Or did the human race evolve back into
monkeys, likeinPlanet of the Apes?l didn't worry too much about the ape thing. Gunny would havefilled
mein on that little nugget of information. 1 don't know how long the trip took. Actualy, now that |
think of it, it took around three thousand years. Time sure flieswhen you're having flume. Of coursg, it
only felt likeafew minutes. | felt adight pressure on my chest, then secondslater | found myself standing
inasurprisng spot. | was back at the mouth of the same flume, inside the same gate, looking at the
samerocky room | had just left.  Huh?Did | make amistake? Did | say "First Earth” instead of
"Third"? Did | somehow make a U-turn somewherein flumeworld? That'swhen | heard the musical
notes sneaking up behind me. Gunny was incoming. | jumped to the Sde as he landed in aflash of
sparkling light.  "Uhhh, did we make amistake?' | asked. "We're back on First Earth.”  "Nope,
everything'sfine” Gunny said. He walked over to the Sde of the cavern where apile of clotheslay. |
hadn't seen them when | first landed. | wastoo busy being confused. "Only lookslike First Earth,” he
said as he sorted through the clothes.  Hearing that made me relax alittle. We weren't going to step into
some bizarro new world. But | have to admit, | was alittle disappointed, too. | kind of wanted to step
into abizarro new world. "I have no idea how these show up,” Gunny said as he looked through the



clothes. I joined him and looked through the clothesfor myself. "Uncle Presstold meit's the acolytes.”

"Acolytes?' exclamed Gunny. "What'san acolyte?'  "I'm not sure. I've never met one. But Uncle
Press once told me they're people from the territories who help the Travelers. Beyond that, | haven't got
aclue” | wasgladto seethe clothesweren't dl weird and futuristic. | picked out apair of
normal-looking khaki pants and anavy blue turtleneck. There were even regular old socks and boxers,
too! The shoes were the most futurigtic thing there. They didn't even look like shoes. They were more
like big, white doughnuts. That is, until you dipped them on your feet. As soon as your foot wasin, they
molded to you and made a perfect fit, kind of likethe air globes on Cloral. One sizefitsal. Coal.

Gunny put on aregular old white shirt with buttons, and apair of black pants. He chose ablack pair of
doughnut shoes. White shoes weren't his style. He also put on ablack jacket that finished off the look
nicely. He then reached into the pocket of his jacket and took out asmall, silver square that was about
theszeof abasebdl card.  "What'sthat?' | asked. "Some kind of telephonething,” he answered.

"Telephone?'  "Uh-huh. It's how we get in touch with Patrick. Don't ask me how it works-it'sdl
magic to me." He pressed a button on the card and ared light on top blinked twice. It then blinked green
and went out. "He knows we're here,” Gunny announced. "Hell comeget us”"  "Cool. Can we, uh,
takealook around?'  Gunny smiled. He knew | was dying to see what the future looked like. "That's
what we're herefor,” he said. "C'mon.” He led me to the wooden door that wasthe gate.  Before he
opened it, | asked, "Any problemswith quigs?' "Quigs? Y ou mean those yellow-eyed dog things?
Nah. If they know you're not scared of them, they don't bother you."  That wasn't what | wanted to
hear. Iwasscared of those yellow-eyed dog things. | hoped Gunny gave off enough brave vibesto
counter my fear vibes. Gunny then pulled the door open and we stepped out of familiar territory. |
expected to see the subway tunnd of First and Second Earth. But that's not what waswaiting.  Itwasa
subway tunndl dl right, but nothing like the one | was used to. First off, it was bright. White light came
from long tubes than ran along the calling. The walls were white and shiny and totaly clean. Thiswas
nothing like the subways | was used to. Along the floor were two silver rails about ten feet apart. |
guessed the subway train of the future was amonorail, like at Disney World.  Thetunnel stretched far
off in each direction. | could see ahead to the lights of the station. It was still there. | wondered if it had
reopened since being abandoned in my time of Second Earth.  We then both heard aloudclickand
turned quickly to see the gate had closed behind us. If | hadn't known better, I'd say the door had
disappeared, because it was absolutely flush with the wall. Y ou had to look redlly close to seethe outline.
Weird. Theingde of the gate was the familiar, wooden door. But the outside was shiny white like the rest
of thetunnel. There was only one clue that it was even there. Carved into the wall wasthe familiar star
symbol that marked dl thegates. "We best get moving,” Gunny said. "Don't want to get caught by a
tran." | ran ahead of Gunny because | was so excited. When | got to the platform, I quickly jumped
up, then hel ped Gunny when he caught up with me. | turned around and got my first look at asubway
gation, Third Earth-style.  What | saw blew meaway. The station was there, dl right, and it was
definitely open for business. It wasn't very crowded. Only ahandful of people wandered about, waiting
for their trains. They all looked pretty normal, too. People hadn't changed at all in three thousand years.

But the subway station sure had. | walked afew yards away from the track and was hit with an
incredible sght. Standing at arailing, | looked down onto amassive, underground mal. It must have gone
down fifty floors below train level! Imagine the biggest mall you've ever seen, then multiply it by likeforty
times, and you'd have this place. And it was al underground! We were on the very top and could see
down to multiple level sthat had tons of shops and restaurants, and even awhole section that looked like
private entrances. They must have been gpartments or something.  People moved around on every
level. Some waked, but many rode these odd two-whed scootersthat silently and quickly moved them
along. Looking all theway down to the bottom, | saw a humongous poal. It was practically an indoor
lake, where people swam and played ball. It was even big enough for people to paddle kayaks around.

Thiswas an enormous, underground city in the Bronx. Or should | sayunderthe Bronx.  Gunny had
walked up behind me but didn't say anything at first. | think he wanted meto get over the shock.

Findly he asked, "What do you think?' "Amazingisagoodword,” | saidinawe. "Theway |



heard it,” Gunny explained, "they were running out of pace, so they decided to move into the only
unexplored arealeft on Earth."  "Underground,” | said.  "That'sright,” Gunny said. ""From what
Patrick tellsme, thisis nothing. Theréswhole citieslikethisal over theworld." | watched as people
went about their business, like thiswas norma or something. | guessto them itwasnormal but...wow., |
also saw al sorts of people of every race. Thiswasn't a segregated neighborhood. Maybe people had
finally learned how to get along with oneanother. "It getsbetter,” Gunny said. Heled meto the
escalator that would take us up to the surface. Aswe walked, | saw asubway train pull into the station.
Gone was the clash of wheels on metal and the screech of brakes. Thetrain did smoothly into the station
with aquiet hum. Very cool. Very Disney.  We hopped on the escalator and | had to stop mysalf from
running up faster. | was dying to get my first look at the outsde world of Third Earth.  Aswe rode up
Gunny said, "'l guess people got smart somewhere dong the line. It stopped being about building more
and bigger. People began to understand they had to respect what they had or it wouldn't be around for
thefuture "Sowhat didthey do?' | asked. "Look," Gunny said. We had reached the top of the
escalator where | was expecting to step out into the middie of the normal, busy Bronx. Well, we werein
the Bronx, al right, but it wasfar fromnorma.  Thefirst thing | saw was grass. Lotsof it. It looked like
apark! Therewas avast |ake where people were fishing under the shade of |eafy-green trees. The
terrain wasn't flat, either. There were hills and rocky rises and even afootbridge over a stream that fed
the lake. The sky was clear blue on thisamazing, sunny day. | even smdled something famiiliar. It smelled
like- "Pinetrees" Gunny said. "That'swhat youresmelling." Hehad read my mind. Thegreen
subway kiosk was built on the edge of adense grove of pinetrees. It was afar different smell from the
chemica fume-odor of First Earth.  There were afew odd buildings scattered around that looked like a
jumble of boxes stacked on top of one another. They must have been apartment buildings because | saw
people out on their balconies, talking and reading and playing and basically hangingout.  Therewere
streets, but rather than the normal grid pattern of acity, these roads gently curved around the natural
terrain. There wastraffic, but the cars were smal, and must have been powered by dectricity because
the only noise they made was a gentle hum. Many people rode bikes or walked or zipped aong on those
two-whed jobs| had seen underground. | dso saw alot of small, dark green shelters scattered around.
We had just stepped out from under one of them. My guess was that these shelters marked the entrances
to the incredible underground complex below.  "Thefirgt timel camehere" Gunny sad, "l just stood
and stared like you're doing right now. Then | got thiswonderful, warm fedling.” "Why'sthat?' | asked.

"Because | redlized it may have taken afew thousand years, but wefindly gotitright.”  "It's
incredible” | said. "Why didn't you tell us?* "I figured we had more important things to handle back on
Firg Earth," Gunny answered. "The future would always be here. It's the present we have to worry
about." | then heard afriendly voice cdl to us. "L ookslike weve got a couple of touristsin town!™

A smdl car did up behind us that wasn't much bigger than agolf cart. It was much deeker than agolf
cart, though, with afront end that came to anarrow point and had regular-size whedls. It was asilver
vehicle, with no top and four seatsfacing forward.  Behind the whed was aguy who looked to bein
his twenties. He had long brown hair, bright eyes, and abig smile. He was dressed like anormal guy
from Second Earth, with jeans and adark green, short-deeved shirt.  "Afternoon, Patrick,” Gunny said.
"Thanksfor coming to fetch usso quickly."  Patrick jumped out of the car and gave Gunny awarm
hug. "Good to see you, Gunny. Wherésthewild man?'  Gunny motioned to meand said, "Thisishis
nephew, Bobby Pendragon.”  Patrick shook my hand with afirm grip. "Pendragon! Presstold me
you'd be showing up someday. I'm glad to meet you." "Metoo," | said. "So? Whereishe?' Patrick
asked. Gunny gave mealook. The answer hadto comefromme.  "Pressisdead,” | said softly. |
didn't know how esetosay it. | saw the genuinelook of pain on Patrick's face. The three of us stood
there slently for amoment, out of respect.  "I'm sorry, Bobby," Patrick findly said. "Y our unclewas
like abrother to me. I'm goingtomisshim.” | nodded. Wherever Uncle Press went, no matter how
many lives he touched, he dways made friends. With everybody but Saint Dane, that is.  "Just before
hedied,” | said, "hetold meit wasthe way it was supposed to be. | have atough time buying into that.”

"I know," Patrick said softly. "But Press believed it. And sure as we're standing hereright now, | can't



remember atime when hewaswrong about anything.” | nodded. "We need your help, Patrick,"
Gunny said, getting to business. "'l thought you could take usto that library place” "Absolutely. Hop
in"  Sincethiswasmy firgt vigt to Third Earth, Gunny got in back and | sat next to Patrick. My new
Traveler friend hit the accelerator and we zipped ahead.  "Have you ever been to the New Y ork Public
Library in Manhattan?' heasked me.  "I'vebeen by it," | answered. "The place with the big stone lions
infront, right?Isit ill there?'  "Yes. But, wdl, thingshave changed alittle” "Yeah, nokidding,” |
interrupted.  Patrick laughed. "1've been to First and Second Earth. | hear you," he said. "But there are
gtill many linksto the past. Theré's astrong sentiment that history should be respected and honored.
Youll ssewhat | mean."  Saying that things had changed was the understatement of al time. New Y ork
City, as| remembered it, wasgone.  Thiswas once an areawhere every square inch was cemented
over or built on. It was clogged with traffic and people and noise and air pollution. I'm not saying it wasa
bad place, but it was definitely abusy place. What New Y ork had become in the year 5010 was very
different. Wedrove our slent car dong awinding road through the country. Treeslined the nearly
empty roadway. Off to either Sde were beautiful, green, rolling hills. Every so often | saw another of
those odd, boxy buildings where people lived, but besides that you would think we were driving through
Vermont. There were even afew farms with rows of lush fruit trees. When we passed one, | got the
definitesmdl of gpples.  "Whereiseverybody?' | asked.  "I'll give you the short version,” Patrick
sad. "By the mid-twenty-first century, we were running out of natural resources. Pollution wasworse
than ever and overpopulation was beyond serious. Governments had to start getting smart or it would
have been disaster. From then on, Earth functioned as one planet, as opposed to a group of countries
with different agendas” " So they went underground?’ | asked.  "That was one solution. It began with
manufacturing and energy. There are power plants close to the center of the planet.”  "Unbelievable,”
wasal | couldsay. "It took more than athousand years, but by the year 4000, every commercial
enterprise was moved underground. From factoriesto the Gap stores.”  "You still have the Gap?' |
asked. "l think that swesater you're wearing came fromthere.” | took acloser look at the swester. It
didn't look much different than what | could have gotten on Second Earth. Good old Gap. Gottalove
'em.  "Theonly businessesthat stay above ground are farms and some solar power facilities,” Patrick
explained. "Most of the big power sources are out West in areas that are unpopulated.” "Makes
sense”" | sad.  "Then people began relocating underground as well. There are vast housing complexes
just below the surface, dl interconnected by atrain system.”  "Isn't that alittle claustrophobic?’ | said.
"Not as bad as it was on the surface. We were running out of space. That'swhat prompted the other
move. We not only went down, wewent up." "Up?' "Space colonies. It started with Space Station
Alphaat theturn of the twenty-first century. A few larger orbiting space platforms soon followed. From
there we could jump out farther. The next step was the moon. There were colonies of athousand people
each, living on the moon by the year 3000. Mars was next, followed by Venus and two of the moons of
Jupiter. By last count there are one hundred and fifty-five million people living off-planet. Combine that
with the fact that people findly started getting smart about family planning, and wefindly achieved zero
population growth.”  Thiswasafuture that could only beimagined by sciencefiction writersin my
time. "Aretherecoloniesunder theseaaswell?' | asked. "Ohyeah, that too," answered Patrick.
"But that's not sgnificant. Maybe only afew million people arein underwater habitats.” "A few million?
Not sgnificant? Amazing."  "I'll tell you what was amazing,” Petrick said. "Once man began to pull back
from the surface, nature began to take charge again. Pollution was reduced. The air and water gradually
cleaned up. Forests reemerged, starting with therain forestsin South America. Inalot of waysit waslike
the world took agiant step backward.”  "But what happened to dl the stuff? | mean, most of the
buildings and roads are gone. Where did everything go?' "It wasdl dowly dismantled. It waslikea
giant recycling project. Much of the material from the surface was retooled and used below to cregte the
underground cities. There were billions of tons of materid that couldn't be re-used, like road surfaces.
Not to mention al the materia that had to be dug out to creste the cities below. Most of that was broken
down and used to create new terrain. Therolling hillsyou're looking at were made from the streets and
buildings of New Y ork that were demolished. The wholeideawasto hea the surface and preserve our



resourcesfor thefuture”  "But some people dill live onthe surface?’ | asked.  "Oh, yeah. There are
gl citiesal over theworld. My guessisthat it's about half and half, surface dwellers and below
grounders. But the below grounders spend alot of time on the surface, too. People still take vacationsto
the ocean, or the mountainsto ski, and pretty much do most of the thingsthey did on Second Earth. If
you want, wecangotoaYankeesgame." "Theresdill aYankee Stadium?' "Of course," Patrick
answered with asmile. "There are some things that shouldn't bechanged.”  "It'slike...perfect,” wasdl |
couldsay. Patrick laughed. "No, nothing's perfect. But it's better than the direction man was headed.”

Werode the rest of the way to the library in silence. Of course | had amillion more questions, but |
wanted to stop thinking so much and take in the surroundings. Gunny wasright. It was agood fedling. It
took awhile, but it seemed asif mankind had finaly figured out theright way toget by. We sped dong
the roadway, headed for Manhattan. The closer we got to the idand, the more | redlized what Patrick
meant about preserving the past. Though most of the terrain had been returned to its natura state, there
were gill alot of structures on the surface, like the bridges over theriversthat circled Manhattan.  And
the Empire State Building was dtill there. But it now had ashiny, sted surface that madeit look like
high-tech Empire State. | wasn't sureif it was the exact same building from my time, but it was definitely a
huge reminder of the past. Very cool. In generd, Manhattan was alittle more built up than the Bronx.
There were more streets and alot more of those boxy agpartment buildings, and it felt more like acity.
Stll, it wasdl very relaxed and civilized.  But somethingwaswrong.  As| saw more of thisreborn
world, | began to get an uneasy fedling. | couldn't put it into words just then because | wasn't sure what it
was, but | wasfeding strangely unsettled. | didn't say anything, but a nervous vibe was definitely tickling
theback of my brain.  "Thisisit," Patrick announced as he stopped the vehicle in front of the
library. | was happy to seethat the two big stonelions| remembered from Second Earth were il
there. The wide cement stairs leading up to the library were the same too. But the building itsdf wasa
very different place. | remembered abig, imposing structure, with arches and columnsthat looked like
something you'd seein ancient Rome. But that building was long gone. Inits place was asmdl, modern
sructure that wasn't much bigger than the library in Stony Brook.  "Thisisit?" | asked with surprise.
"It'skind of...small."  Patrick laughed and said, "We haven't used traditional booksin about two
thousand years. It's amazing how much room they took up. Believe me, you won't be disappointed.”

He got out of the car and hurried up the stairs. Gunny leaned over to me and said, "'l told you, it'sdll
about those little specks of things. That's wherethey keep dl theinformation. It'smagic.”  "Gunny," |
sad. "I'mkind of nervous.”  "About what we're going to find here?' 'Y eah, and about what we've
aready seen.” We both took alook around at the quiet neighborhood. Some kids were playing
kickball on the grass across the Street. People rode by the library on their bicycles. A group of musicians
played some classica music on thelibrary steps. They al looked relaxed and as happy as could be, not
likethefrenzied New Y orkers| knew from First and Second Earth.  Gunny took thisall in and then
said, "Thisiswhy | brought you here. Y ou needed to seethis. It raisesawhole ot of questions, doesn't
it?"  "Yeah,"|sad. "Let'sgo find some of the answers." THIRD EARTH

Thiswadlikenolibraryl hadeverseenbecause,well there were no books. Actudly, | take that back. There
was one book, but it wasin the lobby of the building, encased in a heavy glass box like a museum exhibit.
| figured this was a book that was here to remind people of the past and the way things used to be. Asl
walked over to it, | wondered what would be the one book chosen to take this place of honor. Wasit a
dictionary? A Bible? Maybe the complete works of Shakespeare or somefamouspoet.  "Green Eggs
and Ham?'Gunny said with surprise. "What kind of doctor writes about green eggsand ham?'  "Dr.
Seuss,” | answered with abig smile on my face. "It'smy favorite book of al time."  Patrick joined us
and said, "Wetook avote. It was pretty mucheverybody'sfavorite. Landdide victory. I'm partia
toHorton HearsaWho,but thisisokay too."  The people of Third Earth still had a sense of humor.

Patrick led us through the large, marble-floored lobby where severa people sat in comfortable chairs,
reading from flat computer screens. Since space was a problem, this was agood way to go. Still, | loved
to read and couldn't imagine not being able to hold abook and turnthe pages.  There were severa
long corridors leading off from the lobby. Patrick led us down one that was lined with doors on either



sde. Some were open and | could see peopleingde. | glanced into one room and saw something that
made me stop short. Three people were seated around asilver platform that was raised about afoot in
the air. Standing in the center of the platform, speaking to them, was Abraham Lincoln! | swear. He was
right there. Honest Abe. ... and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall
not perish fromthe earth,” Abedeclared. "Th-That's Abraham Lincoln!" | said to nobody in particular.
"Y up, Gettysburg Address. Want to listen in?' Patrick asked.  "That's some guy dressed up like
Abe, right?" At that instant Abraham Lincoln disappeared. Zap. Just like that, he faded out and the
platform was empty. | shot aquick, questioning look to Patrick. He put an arm around my shoulder and
led mefarther downthehdl. "Think of how the caveman fdt thefirst time he saw fire" he chuckled. "It
probably wasn't much different than you'refeding right now." "That wasno fire, and I'm no caveman,”
| said in shock. "Whatwasthat?'  "I'll show you," Patrick said, and led usinto one of the rooms off the
corridor. Thisroom was pretty much like the one with Abe Lincoln's ghogt, but bigger. There were six
sample chairscircling aslver platform that was about eight feet across.  "I'm ateacher,” Patrick
explained. "So | have accessto this super deluxeroom.” | looked at Gunny. "Have you seen this
before?’ "Yeah," Gunny saidwithasmile. "Likel sad, itsmagic." "Takeaseat," Patrick said. We
did and he closed the door behind us so we had privacy. " The concept issimple. Every bit of information
that exists has been stored in the data banks. I1t's not much different from the computers you have on
Second Earth, but about twelve billion times more powerful." He took the center seat, pressed aglowing
white button on the armrest, and said in aloud, clear voice: "Computer. New search.” A pleasant
woman's voice spoke back to him, saying, "Welcome. How can | helpyou?' Whoa Star Trekor
what? Thelights dimmed automatically, and our attention was shifted to the round stagein front of us.
Patrick touched the button on his armrest and said, "Compuiter. Lincoln, Abraham. United States
presdent.” Instantly the image of Abraham Lincoln appeared on the platformin front of us. But it wasn't
just animage, it looked like hewas actudly standing thereintheflesh.  "Oh, man!" | sad. "It'sa
hologram.” "Exactly,” said Patrick. He then touched the button again and said, " Gettysburg Address.”
Instantly Abe began to speak. "Fourscore and seven years ago our fathers brought forth-"  "Clear,”
Petrick said, and Abe disappeared.  "How cool isthat!"l exclaimed. It reminded me of the holograms
that AjaKillian showed usonVedox. "That wasan easy one," Patrick said. "Abraham Lincolnisa
commonentry.” "Thenlet'sget alittle uncommon,” Gunny said. "We're hereto learn about
theHindenburg.Ever hear of it?" "Areyou kidding?" Patrick said, scoffing. "1 thought thiswas going to
be tough.” He hit the button and said,"Hindenburg,zeppelin, early twentieth century.”  Before us,
floating over the platform, wasafamiliar sght. The Slver airship appeared and hovered intheair, in
miniatureform, of course.  "Interior views," Patrick commanded.  The full zeppdlin disappeared and
we were shown abunch of different views of the passenger cabin of theHindenburg.l can't tell you how
cool thiswas. It was like tearing open aseam in time and peeking back into another era.
TheHindenburgwas afancy airship. | guessthey designed it like an ocean liner. There were staterooms
and adining room, and along deck where you could stroll around and ook down on the world from
behind the safety and comfort of glass. "It wasaluxury liner," Patrick said. "Designed to ferry people
across Europe and over theoceaninstyle”  "Wereinterested in the crash,” Gunny said quietly. "l
figured that," Patrick said. He then pressed the white button and said, " Computer.Hindenburgdisaster.”
Thefull blimp regppeared. Then asecond later fireflashed onitsright Side, near thetail. Thefire
spread so quickly it was like watching amovie that had been sped up. Thetail dipped as flames spread
over the slver skin of the balloon. Theimage was so redlistic, | expected to fed the heat. The zeppdin hit
the ground, tail first. Then the nose started coming down. | could even see people scrambling out of the
gondola underneath and running for safety. It was horrifying, and fascinating.  Findly the entire balloon
was engulfed in flames. The skeleton of the structure was revealed as the outer skin burned away. Then,
horribly, the frame collapsed into a pile of burning metal. Theimage stopped moving, like afreeze-frame
inamovie. The computer voice then said, "Zeppdlin LZ-one-two-nine.Hindenburg.Crashed on first
transatlantic flight of 1937. Origin of flight: Frankfurt, Germany. Destination: Lakehurst Nava Air Station,
New Jersey, USA. Date of incident: May sixth. Time of incident: 7:25p.m.Duration of incident:



thirty-seven seconds. Passengers and crew aboard: ninety-seven. Dead: thirty-six."  "Thirty-sx people
died," | saidinawe. "And it only took thirty-seven seconds. Unbelievable  Maybe not so
unbelievable. | remembered how quickly the flames spread in that daughterhouse when Winn Farrow's
rocket exploded. "It landed at 7:25p.m.?"asked Gunny. "l thought it was supposed to comein the
morning?'  Patrick said, "Computer. Reason for delayed arrival.”  The computer said, "High winds.
Storms.Hindenburgdelayed until sorm subsided.” " Spader will be happy to hear that,” Gunny said.
"Weve got twelve more hoursto work with."  Patrick turned to Gunny and asked, "What are you
looking for?' "Wewant to know what caused the crash,” Gunny said. He glanced a me. We thought
we knew the answer to that, but it was as good aplaceto start asany.  Patrick hit the button and said,
"Computer. Cause of Hindenburgcrash."  The pleasant computer voice said, " Severa theories. One:
Zeppdin filled with flammable hydrogen gas. Possible cause of ignition, resdud static eectricity from
earlier thunderstorm. Two: Shell of baloon covered with volatile duminum powder.  Potentid ignition
cause, same dtatic dectricity. Three: Lightning strike. Find theory: Sabotage”  "Sabotage?’ | asked.
Patrick said, "Computer. More on sabotage.” The computer said, "Potentia for explosive device
having been placed on board by crew member. Never proven.” "State most likely scenario,” Patrick
ordered the computer.  The computer answered, "No likely scenario. Cause of disaster unproven.”
The dill frame of the burned zeppelin then disappeared.  "It'sone of the great mysteries of dl time,”
Patrick said. "Why did theHindenburgburn? Even with al our technology, we don't know for sure.”
Gunny and | glanced at each other. Weknew. "So this computer has information stored on dl
people?’ | asked. "Not just famous presidents?*  "Every single bit of information that existsis at your
disposal.” | thought for asecond, anideadowly forming. "Can | try?' | asked.  Patrick stood up and
gave methechair. "Havefun," hesaid. | sat downinthechair, feding like | had awhole bunch of
power at my fingertips. | touched the button and said, "Computer. Rose, Maximilian."  The computer
answered, "Over eight hundred thousand entries. More specifics, please.”  Patrick chuckled. "The
computer cross-references everything in its databases. Giveit moretogoon.”  Okay. | hit the button
again and said, "Computer. Rose, Maximilian. United States. 1937. Manhattan Tower Hotdl.
Crimind." Bingo. Who should appear on the platform in front of usbut Max Rose. He was even
wearing one of hisfamiliar silk bathrobes.  "Friend of yours?' Patrick asked.  "Sort of," | answered,
then hit the button again. "Computer. Rose, Maximilian. May sixth, 1937."  The computer sad,
"Maximilian Rosg, killed in automobile accident on May sixth, 1937."  Huh?1 shot alook to Gunny.
Gunny sat up straight. Things were getting interesting. | then said, "Computer. When and where?'  The
computer answered, " Six fiftyp.m.Intersection of Toms River Road and Route five-twenty-seven,
Lakehurst, New Jersey, USA."  "Hemust have been on hisway to meet theHindenburg,”Gunny said.
| hit the button again and said, "New Search.” Theimage of Max Rose disgppeared.  "Compuiter.
Farrow, Winn. New York. 1937. Criminal."  Bang. There hewas. Winn Farrow, right in front of us. |
was beginning to think this computer was as good as Patrick said.  "Computer. Farrow, Winn. May
sixth, 1937," | said.  The computer answered, "Received speeding ticket from New Jersey State
Police. Four twenty-fivep.m."  "That'sit for May sixth?' | asked.  The computer answered, "Hewas
driving twelve milesover the speed limit."  "Theres gottabe morethan that,” | said in frustration. "L et
metry something.” | hit the button again and said, " Computer. Amaden, Esther. New Y ork. 1937."
Theimage of Winn Farrow disappeared. There was a second of silence. Nothing appeared on the
platform. Thecomputer said, "No data" That wasweird. | gave it moreto go on. "Computer. Add
nickname, Harlow. Manhattan Tower Hotel. Singer. Friend of Rose, Maximilian." A moment, and
then, "Nodata" "Doesthis machine ever make mistakes?' asked Gunny.  Patrick answered, "Well,
no. Someone named Esther Amaden never existed or the computer would have arecord of her."
"What if she changed her name?' Gunny asked.  "The computer would know that. Guaranteed. Who
wasshe?'  Uh-oh. A bad thought hit me and | Started getting asick fedling in the pit of my stomach.
"Computer," | said weakly. "Van Dyke, Vincent. Nickname, Gunny. Manhattan Tower Hotel. New
York. 1937." Therewas apause, and then the computer answered, "No data.” Now | Sarted to
sweat. Things were happening fast. "Computer. Tilton, Press. Stony Brook, Connecticut. Early



twenty-first century. Uncle to Pendragon, Robert. Sister to Pendragon, Kathleen." A pause, and then,
"Nodata" Patrick said, "We're Travelers, Pendragon. There wouldn't be any records.” Thiswas
getting more horrifying by the second. | waslearning something new about being a Traveler. Asfar asthe
world was concerned, we didn't exist. That's why my house on Second Earth was gone. That's why my
family disgppeared.  "Computer! Pendragon, Robert. Nickname, Bobby. Stony Brook,
Connecticut." There was another pause, and then, "No data” "Don't do thisto yourself, Bobby,"
Gunny said softly. | wasfreaking out, but not for the reason Gunny thought. In someways, | think |
knew something like this had to be true. Y eah, it was horrifying to know we had no history. But as
frightening asthat was, it wasn't what was making my brain explode. | couldn't it down anymore. My
heart raced. | jJumped up, hit the button again and shouted, "Computer! Amaden, Esther. Nickname,
Harlow. Girlfriend to Rose, Maximilian. New York. 1937."  The computer paused for severa seconds
andthen said camly, "Nodata” "Uh-oh,” Gunny said. He now redlized where | was going with this.
"Y eah, uh-oh," | shot back. "Travelers don't have records because Travelers don't have
histories AllTravelers, not just thegood ones.”  "Doyouthink-"  "Yesah, | do. Esther Amaden is Saint
Dane. He's been playing the game from both sides from the very beginning.” THIRD EARTH
"He's been playing with us" | said. "He's got Max Rose listening on one side, Winn Farrow listening
on the other, and werrethe monkeysinthemiddle” "You meantotdl methat pretty lady singer is
Saint Danein disguise? That's hard to believe,” Gunny said.  "But it'strue,” | shot back. "He can change
himsdf into anyone. Trust me, I'veseenit." | paced thelibrary room, trying to rethink everything that
had happened since | arrived on First Earth. It was awhole different ballgame now that | knew Saint
Danewas pulling dl the strings. What washeup to?  Patrick said, "Tdl mewhat's going on, maybe |
canhdp.” "Weve been thinking the turning point on First Earth istheHindenburg,"l explained. "But
Saint Dan€e's plans have to be bigger than the crash of asingle ship. World War Two iscoming on fast
and we thought that if we could prevent theHindenburgfrom going down, it might somehow stop the war
from happening. But we can't know for sure. The tough part isthat snce Saint Daneis playing both sides
of the game, we don't really know what he wants to happen. Does he want theHindenburgto crash or
not?'  Gunny added, "We know what happens after the ship goes down. What we don't know iswhat
will happen if that big airshipdoesn'tgo down.” Weadl fdl silent for asecond. That was the problem,
exactly. Would saving theHindenburgbe a good thing or abad thing? There was no way to find that
answer. At lead, that'swhat wethought.  "Well, | could help you figure that out,” Patrick said
casudly, likeitwasnobigded. "Youcan?How?' | askedindisbelief. "I know it's hard for you
guysto understand,” he began. "But the capacity of our data systemsisincredible. What we've been
doing here with Abe Lincoln and theHindenburgdoesn't even scratch the surface™  "Yeah, it'sdl preity
cool,” | said. "But you can't predict the future”  Patrick smiled and said, "Well, in away, we can.”
Gunny and | looked at each other in surprise. Who was this guy kidding? No computer, | don't care
how great itis, candothat. "Look at it thisway," Patrick said. "It'slike math. Two plustwo equals
four. But if you change atwo to athree, it doesn't equa four anymore. It equalsfive” "And that's how
you can predict the future?' | asked. | waslosing faithin Patrick, fast.  "Stay with me" he said. "Now
imagine aredly complex mathematical equation with thousands or even millions of numbers. Samething.
If you change even one number, the whole equation changes, right?'  "Yeah, | guess | said. "But
what's that got to do with predicting the future?" "Okay," Patrick continued. "Think of al the events
that ever happened in the past as numbersin an equation. If you changed even one of those events, it
would change dl the eventsthat followed. The whole equation would haveto berecalculated.” "But
numbersarered,” | said. "Soisthepast,” Patrick countered. "Asred asany number. | can't predict
what will happen tomorrow, but | can definitely predict how changesin the past would play out in the
pas.” "That'simpossble!” | shouted. "That computer would have to know everything about everybody
and everything they ever did to makethat kind of prediction.” "That'swhét I've been telling you!"
Patrick said with excitement. "That's exactly the kind of dataweve got. We can take events from the
past and change one of the factors. The computer will cross-reference billions of other factors and
cdculatethelikely new scenario, just like amath equation. It's called variable technology.” Hewas



losng me. Andif hewaslosing me, | knew Gunny waslonggone. "Okay, herésan example of a
smpleonel did. 1969. Super Bowl Three. The New Y ork Jets beat the Baltimore Colts, sixteen to
seven. | brought up al the information | had about that game, the players, the weather conditions, the
coaches, everything. | even knew what each of the players had for breakfast. Then | changed onething. |
input that Joe Namath, the Jets star quarterback, went down with aninjury inthefirst quarter. Thefind
score the computer predicted was very different from sixteen-seven Jets”  "What happened?’ | asked.
"The Colts kicked butt, right?* "Well, no," Patrick said. "The Jets actually won the game
twenty-four-zip. Weird, no?' "Predicting afootball gameisonething,” | said. "Figuring out the course
of higtory isadightly bigger ded.” "Trust me, Pendragon,” Patrick said. "Think of dl thethingsyou've
seen on Third Earth. If | told you about dl this three thousand years ago, would you believeit could
happen?’ "Wel, yeah, maybe" | said. "Then believethistoo," he said with total confidence. "A big
event like the crash of theHindenburgis bound to change things. | can't guaranteethat | can predict
exactly what will happen if it doesn't crash, but | know | can come up with the big picture” | looked to
Gunny. Hewas aguy who couldn't even imagine Nintendo, |et aone the kinds of things Petrick was
talking about. Still, | needed another opinion.  "What do you think?' | asked.  Gunny gave avery
wise answer. "Asfar asI'm concerned, most everything hereisimpossible. Yet hereit is, red ascan be.
I'minclined to give Patrick the benefit of the doubt. If he says he can do this, who are weto say he
can't?' That wasapretty good argument. Besides, if Patrick really could do this, wed have the
ansverswe so desperately needed.  "Okay," | said. "Giveitashot.”  Patrick let out abig smile. He
was psyched for the challenge. He ran to a cabinet where he pulled out two pads of blue paper and two
pens. "l need you two to write down everything you can think of that hasto do with the Stuation. Names,

dates, events, locations... | meaneverything.No bit of informationistoo smal.” "I thought the
computer doesthat?' | asked. "We need to give it as many cross-references as possible,”" Patrick
answered. "The more guidance we give it, the more accurate the result will be” | looked at the pen he

handed me, and chuckled, ™Y ou guys still use pensand paper?’  "Not usualy,” answered Patrick. "But
it would take too long to show you how to interface with the computer.”  Good point. For the next half
hour, we wrote down everything we could think of about the mystery. | made sure to get everything
down that | knew about Max Rose and Winn Farrow. They were the key figures here. It was because of
their relationship that theHindenburgwas in danger. When we finished, we each presented Patrick with
many pagesof data.  "Now what?' | asked. "Go outsde and relax. It'll take me awhileto input al
thisand start the process. I'll find you as soon as | come up with something.”  That was that. Gunny and
| left Patrick alone to do histhing. We walked back out to thelobby, where | was hit with the smell of
food. | hadn't redlized it until that moment, but | was starving. | redlly hoped there was a cafeteriaaround
and thiswasn't some virtua smell coming from somebody using the computer to look up "pizza” We
found asmal counter salling smple foods like cookies and drinks. It didn't matter to me. They could
have been sdlling brussal sprouts and | would have bought a bundle. That's how starved | was. Gunny
was too. We each picked out ahandful of cookiesand somejuice. "Uh-oh," Gunny said. "All I've got
isFirst Earth money.” | shrugged and said, "Giveit ashot.” Gunny handed the counter guy aFirst
Earth twenty-dollar bill. Helooked at it strangely and said, "'I'm not really sure what that is, but you don't
have to pay for food when youreusing thelibrary.”  Wow. Freefood. That surprised me aimost as
much as seeing the underground city. Life here on Third Earth was pretty sweet.  Gunny and | took our
food outside to the front steps of the library and sat down to eat. We didn't say much at first. We were
too busy enjoying the taste of fifty-first century chocolate chip cookies. They tasted the same asthe
twenty-first century variety. Luckily time hadn't changed everything. Whilewe ate, | had achanceto
think. | wrote before that | had anervous fedling, but didn't know why. It wasn't until now, aswe sat on
the steps of the library, that the reason became clear. It had been staring me in the face sncewe arrived
on Third Earth, but | couldn't bring it into focus. Now, as we sat there on that beautiful warm day, |
findly got my mind around it. It wastotally obvious, too. Maybethat'swhy | didn't get it at first. It was
too smple. But the more | reasoned it through, the more senseit made.  And | didn't likeit. My
appetite was suddenly gone. | put the last cookie down uneaten.  "What's the trouble, shorty?* Gunny



asked. "It doesn't matter what Patrick comesup with," | said.  "Excuse me?' Gunny replied. "I think
it mattersawholelot." "But it doesn't. | dready know what wehavetodo." "Redly?' "You
know it too, Gunny," | said. "'l think we're both hoping that Petrick comes up with something thet tellsus
we're wrong, but hewon't.” Gunny stopped eating his cookie and looked out over the scenein front
of us. What had once been abusy, congested city was now beautiful countryside. We could seeafew
modern housing units scattered around, but mostly it was clean, green country full of people enjoying a
beautiful, sunny day. In the distance | could see the unpolluted East River. Theair smelled fresh. There
was no violence. It was perfect. From what Patrick told us, the rest of Third Earth was the same way.
Perfect. | looked into Gunny's eyes. He was troubled. Wewereonthesamepage. "Doesn't [ook
like aterritory that Saint Dane pushed into chaos, doesit?' Gunny said.  Exactly. Thewreck of
theHindenburgwas a horrible disaster and classic Saint Dane. We even hoped that by saving it, we might
be able to stop World War 11. But the truth was, Earth had evolved into atruly wonderful placein spite
of thefact that theHindenburgblew up.  "We won't make things better by changing history, will we?'
Gunny said. "No." Redlity wasclosinginfast. Our mission was about to be turned upside down. If
we wanted Earth to evolve into the wonderful territory we were now looking at, we had to make sure
history played out the way it was supposedto.  That meant only one thing. Winn Farrow had to
succeed. TheHindenburghad to go down.  "Saint Danewantsus to change history,” | said with findlity.
"That's what this has been about. That's the turning point. If we change history, thisisaworld that may
never be"  Suddenly the whole challenge seemed too huge. I'm embarrassed to say this, but | snapped.
"l hatethid" | screamed, jumpingup.  "What'sthe trouble?’ Gunny asked with sympathy.  "The
troubleis| don't want to do thisanymore. It's not fair. Why are we the ones responsible for saving the
territories?'  "Becausewe're Travelers” Gunny answered.  "Yeah, well, | don't want to bea
Traveler. | didn't ask for this. | didn't volunteer. How did | get chosen? Howdid youget chosen? Don't
you wonder about that?'  Gunny said softly, "Everyday." "And it doesn't bother you?'  Gunny took
sometimeto think about this. "To be honest, | think that if | had the choice, I'd till be Sitting here with
you right now. But it's different for me. | lived along life before finding out my true cdling. | can
understand why you'retroubled." ™Y eah, you got that right!" | said. "I'mfifteen yearsold. | had to
leave home when | was fourteen. Nobody my age should see the things I've seen. I'm supposed to be
playing bal and swesting over tests and zits and hoping girlslike me-not making surethirty-six people die
inahorrible accident. | don't want that responsibility!”  The stakes had suddenly gotten very big, very
fast, and it scared meto death. | knew | wasn't smart enough, or strong enough to have that kind of
respongbility. | wanted somebody elseto do the job. | wanted Uncle Pressto be there. Or Osa, or even
Loor. I didn't want to have to make these kinds of decisions. | wanted to go home. | wanted to see my
mom and dad again. | wanted my old lifeback. | was half a second away from going back to the
flume and launching mysalf home to Second Earth for good, when | heard avoicecal tous. "I'm
finished." It wasPatrick. He walked down the last few stepsto join us. | hope | can do agood job of
describing the way he looked. He was shaken. | swear, it waslike dl the color had left hisface. | know
this soundsweird, but he looked ten years older than when we last saw him. He didn't even stand up tall,
he was kind of hunched over, like there was atremendous weight on hisshoulders.  "Comeinsdeand
seewhat | found," hesaid softly.  "What isit?' Gunny asked whilestandingup.  "You're going to
have to seefor yoursdlf, because you won't believe me otherwise”  "'I'm guessing you don't have good
news," | said.  Patrick managed a sad amile. "No, no good news, except to say you wereright. Y ou
found the turning point on First Earth, dl right. It's theHindenburg.And you hit the mother lode. It's not
just the turning point for First Earth. What happens on May sixth, 1937, isgoing to affect First, Second,
and Third Eathaswel." "Isit asbad asdl that?' Gunny asked. Patrick's only answer wasan ironic
chuckle. He then turned and walked up the stairs back to thelibrary.  Gunny and | stood there,
stunned. | wanted to run home now more than ever. | felt sure that whatever was waiting for usin that
library, it would be gruesome. | wastruly at a crossroads. | knew how important thiswas, but | had to
convince mysdlf not to run for my life. ™Y ou want to know why we're the ones responsible?* Gunny
asked. | looked upinto apair of wise eyesthat had seen far more than mine. "Because there's



nobody ese" he said. With that, he dowly walked up the stairs after Patrick. | stood aone, trying to
keep from crying. What Gunny had said was smple, and it wasthetruth. | closed my eyes, took a
deep breath, and ran up the stairs after them. (CONTINUED) THIRDEARTH You've
got to get back to make sure theHindenburgis destroyed,” Patrick said. Though his voice was quivering
with fear, he couldn't have been any more clear. "If you don't, everything isgoing to change” "I'm
guessing it won't be for the better,” Gunny said.  "Not even close,” Patrick answered.  "Do we want
toseethis?' | asked. "No," was Patrick's answer. "But you haveto.” Wewere back in the small
library room. Patrick motioned for usto take seats. Gunny sat, but | was too nervous. When | get
anxiouslikethat, itshard for meto st sill.  "Heresthe dedl,” Pairick began. "Remember | talked
about mathematical eguationsand if you changed one number, the whole equation would be atered?’
"Yeah," | answvered tentatively. "W, it'strue, but it aso depends on what number you decide to
change," Patrick explained. ™Y ou might change one number and the overdl difference would be small. Or
you might change anumber that has amuch bigger impact.” "What about theHindenburg?' Gunny
asked. "How big a change could that make?'  Patrick had to sit down. It was like the weight of what
he was about to say was making it hard for him to stay on hisfeet.  "Saint Dane hit the jackpot,” he
sad. "Hefound asingle event in history that if changed, would turn the future ingde out. If he succeeds,
hell push al threeterritoriesinto chaos”  That was exactly what | didn't want to hear. "How can one
changedo so much?' | asked. "That'swhat I've got to show you," Patrick answered. He hit the white
button on his chair and called out, "Computer.HindenburgV ariation. Iltem number one"  Ingtantly the
image of Max Rose agppeared beforeus.  "It'sall about this guy Maximilian Rose," Patrick began. "He
darted doing businesswith the Nazisin 1935."  "Weknow that," | said. "He said he was shipping them
toolsand scrap metal.”  "That'snot al he was shipping them,” Patrick said. "Computer. Item number
two."  Appearing before uswas agroup of men. None of them looked familiar. They weredl white
guyswith short haircuts and wearing suits. They looked likeabunch of dorks.  "Who arethey?' Gunny
asked. "Spies," Patrick answered quickly. "Spies?’ | asked. "Y ou mean like James Bond?'
"Indugtrid spies," said Patrick. "The kind of guyswho sdll secrets about companies and manufacturing
plansand designs. These are al Americanswho worked for Max Rose. Some of them did it for the
money, otherswere forced into it by Rose's thugs. Every one of them had vauable secretsthe Nazis
would have loved to get hold of ." "And Max Rose was sdlling them these secrets?' Gunny asked.
"Yes. That is, until May sixth, 1937. Computer. Itemthree” The gang of spies disappeared and
was replaced by an image of awrecked car. Whatever had happened to thisvehicle, it was ugly,
because it was a step above scrap metd. | guarantee, nobody could walk away from awreck like that.
"May gixth, six fiftyp.m.,"Patrick explained. "Intersection of Toms River Road and Route
five-twenty-seven...Max Roseiskilled in a collision with a state trooper. But that done wouldn't have
stopped his spy business. He had lieutenants who would have picked up right where he left off. Except
for onething: Itemfour."  The car wreck disgppeared and we then saw the familiar image of
theHindenburgonfire.  "When theHindenburgwent down," Patrick explained, "a huge payment from the
Nazisto Max Rose went down with it. Records show there was a shipment on board with four million
American dollars, bonds, jewels, and artwork. All gonein thirty-seven seconds.” "Bad for Rose,"
Gunny said.  "Worse than bad. Losing that money destroyed Rose's organization,” Patrick said.
"Payments couldn't be made. Ties were severed. Some of the spies sank back into deep cover, never to
be heard from again. Others got arrested. Bottom line is the crash of theHindenburgput Rose's spies out
of busness” "Okay," | said. "Now we know what happened. What did your computer figure out
would happen if theHindenburgdidn't crash?'  Patrick hesitated, then stood up and paced. "l input
onesnglechange" hefindly said. "l input the variable that theHindenburgarrived safdly.” Patrick took
adeep breath, then continued. "1t took the computer twenty minutesto calculate al the changes.
Pendragon, that's like saying a computer from Second Earth took alifetimeto caculate pi. That's how
extendve the changes were. Every resource, every data bank, every bit of memory was caled into play.
It knocked everybody eseinthe library offline. I've never seen anything likeit."  "So? Show us" | said.
Patrick sat back down in his chair. He hit the button and said weakly, "Item five" A man appeared.



A lone man with salt-and-pepper-colored hair. He was short, with wire-rimmed glasses and agray suit.
Hedidn't look familiar at dl. "ThisisDani Schmidt," Patrick said nervoudy, "aphysicist working for
the Nazis. He never played abig part in history, because he was afailure. The project he devoted the
find years of hislifeto was never finished. He was executed by the Nazisin 1944. Hisonly crimewas
fallure. But that was under the old scenario. If theHindenburghad survived, hislife would have teken a
different turn. ltem sx."  Theimage of Dani Schmidt disappeared, and was replaced by alarge, gray
piece of equipment that looked like afat torpedo.  "When theHindenburgarrived safely, the payment
was made to keep Max Rose's spy operation in business. More information was stolen fromthe U.S.
and fed to the Nazis. They in turn gave it to Dani Schmidt. It was scientific data they never would have
gotten if theHindenburghad crashed.” "Sowhat isthat thing?' | asked, pointing to the gray torpedo.

"That was the project Dani Schmidt wasworking on,” Patrick said. "With the scientific information
stolen from the United States, he was able to put the final pieces of his project together.” Patrick then
took adeep breath. "lItem seven."  Theimage of the torpedo was replaced by an image that looked
very familiar. It was abird's-eye view of Washington, D.C. | could see the Capitol, the Washington
Monument, and the Lincoln Memorid. "May twenty-fourth, 1944," Patrick said with a shaky voice.
"The Germans were on the run. The Allieswould invade Europe in two weeks. The war would only last
another year or so. But on that date, Dani Schmidt's project was brought into play.”  Wethen saw an
image that made my knees buckle. There before us, looking asred asif we werewatching it from an
arplane, we saw Washington, D.C. hit by an atomic bomb. The city was vaporized. The familiar, horrific
mushroom cloud rose up over the shattered capita like an evil tombstone.  "That was at ten o'clock in
themorning,” Patrick said. "Therewas moreto come. Item eight.”  The rubble of Washington, D.C.
was replaced by aview of Manhattan Idand.  Gunny breathed out, "Oh, no." Boom.New Y ork got
dammedtoo. "That bomb landed north of Manhattan at ten fifteen. ltem nine”  The mushroom cloud
over New Y ork was replaced by an aerid view of London.Boom.London washistory.  "Ten
twenty-five. The Nazis sent out long-range bombers with theworld'sfirst atomic bombs.”  "Shut it off!"
| yelled. "Clear," Patrick said softly, and the destruction of Londonwasgone. "How can this
machine know that?' | demanded. "It'sjust aguess.” "It'snot,” Patrick said. "Thiswas dwaysthe
Nazis plan. But they never developed aworking bomb, so it was never carried out. With the help of the
information stolen from the United States by Max Rose's spy network, Dani Schmidt was ableto
complete hiswork. Therésvery little guesswork here. If theHindenburgarrives safely, Germany will be
thefirst to develop an atomic bomb. And they will useit."  "What will happen from there?' Gunny said
softly. He looked like hewasin shock. "I don't want to seeit, just tell me” "Most of the northeast
United States will be devastated by the two blasts. They'll have to ded with radiation for years.
Pendragon, your home of Stony Brook, Connecticut, will no longer exist. Earthquakes set off by the blast
inNew York will seetothat.” Now | had to sit down. | wasn't nervous anymore. | was sick.

"Bottom lineis, the Germanswill win thewar," Patrick said. "Adolf Hitler'sevil vison will spread
throughout theworld, just as he planned. Asyou can imagine, from that point on, the world will takea
much different course. Let me show you one last thing. Item fifty-six.”  On the platform we saw another
overhead view. Thiswas of New Y ork City. The only reason | knew it was New Y ork was because |
saw achunk of building that looked like the Empire State Building. But it wasn't atall, mgestic building
anymore. It was only the top few floors. The building must have tumbled when the bomb fdll and now
only the top few floors were left. We saw severa more views of the destroyed city. There were people
waiting in linefor food. Children dept in the streets, cold and hungry. Tentswere set up where the roads
had been. Thousands upon thousands of people lived intherubblelike rats. "Wasthisright after the
bomb fell?' | asked.  Patrick answered. "Thisisaview of New Y ork City on Third Earth, over three
thousand yearslater. Today." | then saw something that made me want to cry. Lying onitsside, along
what was once the busy street of Fifth Avenue, was a green structure that was being used for makeshift
housing. It must have covered ten city blocks. Holes were cut in the Sides for people to crawl in and out
of. Theimage was stunning, and horrible, because lying there, broken and destroyed among the rubble of
once proud buildings, wasthe Statue of Liberty. "I'll say it again,” Patrick said quietly. "Saint Dane hit



the jackpot. He found the perfect moment in time that he could manipulate and send three territoriesinto
oblivion. Clear." Theimages disappeared. Good thing. | couldn't take it anymore. The three of us sat
therein silence. We had just seen doomsday. It's hard to know what to say after that.  "Could there be
amigtake?' Gunny asked. " Specific details may change,” Patrick answered. "But the basic Stuation
would be the same. If Max Rose continues to operate his spy network, the Germanswill develop the
atom bomb first, and they will drop it on England and the United States” | had heard enough. We
aready figured that saving theHindenburgwould be amistake. Seeing how greet Third Earth wastold us
that. But now, seeing the horror show Patrick had just presented dammed the point home to me about as
hard as possible. Any doubts | had about what | wanted to do weregone. | stood up and said, "Were
onthewrong territory.”  Gunny stood up. "Yes, weare," he said with purpose.  "I'm coming," Patrick
announced. "1 want to help.” Gunny looked a me. | wasn't sureif Patrick coming a ong was agood
ideaor not. "I don't think so, Patrick,” Gunny said. "We've got to hit the ground running once we get
back. We wouldn't have time to teach you al you'd need to know about First Earth. No offense, but you
might end up being moretroublethan help."  Gunny wasright. Patrick wouldn't know smplethings, like
how to get across abusy street. We couldn't afford to be dowed down by anything, even afriend. "I
understand,” Patrick said, looking disgppointed. "Besides," Gunny said. "Y ou did your part. Now it's
our turn." Gunny then turned to me and said, "Y ou ready for this, shorty?' How could | answer that
question? How could anyone be ready for what we had to do? | know why Gunny asked me though. A
few minutes before, | was out of control. | wanted my life back. Though | knew stopping Saint Dane
from destroying the territories and taking control of Hallawasimportant, it felt like afantasy. | wastired
of living in afantasy. But after seeing what Saint Dane had in mind for the three Earth territories, the
fantasy had suddenly become real. Now he was hitting mewhere lived. So how did | answer ahuge
question likethat? "Absolutdy." Gunny smiled. Next stop, First Earth.  Before hitting the flume, |
sat in thelibrary and wrote most of thisjournd. | didn't want to wait until we got back, because if
something happensto me, well, let'sjust say | wanted to make sure thisjournal was written. | trusted that
the flumes would get us back intime. Patrick drove us back up to the Bronx and the green shelter
that would lead usdown to thesubway.  "Well seeyou again,” Gunny said with certainty. "And it will
be hereon Third Earth. ThisThird Earth."  Patrick nodded. He didn't seem as confident as Gunny. He
then turned to me and said, "Pendragon, your uncletold methat if | ever doubted mysdf, or our mission,
that | should put my faithinyou. Should I put my faithinyou?' WhoaUncle Press said that about me?
Patrick waslooking for some kind of guarantee that everything was going to be okay. | wished | could
giveittohim. "I'mnot surewhy held say that,” | answered truthfully. "But | do know onething. Y ou
might aswell put your faith in us, because therésnobody else”  On that solemn note, the three of us
parted. A second before we went underground, | took onelast look at Third Earth. | really hoped it
wouldn't bethelast timel saw it like this. Gunny and | then hurried down the escalator, acrossthe
platform, down onto the tracks, and back to the gate that led to the flume. There we quickly traded our
Third Earth clothesfor our Firgt Earth clothes. We didn't even talk. We were both focused on getting
back asquickly aspossible.  "Firgt Earth!" | shouted a the mouth of the flume. A second later | kissed
Third Earth good-bye and shot my way back to 1937. A few minutes later we found ourselves
surrounded by all the familiar sensations of Firgt Earth-the smells, the noise, the people, the energy. It
was arude change from the quiet serenity of Third Earth. But | haveto admit, | didn't mind it. It felt like
goinghome.  Once Gunny and | got back to the subway platform, we waited for thefirgt train
downtown and jumped on board. There weren't many subway stopsin the Bronx that were
underground, so we shortly emerged into rainy daylight. As much as| thought Third Earth was a perfect
place, | was glad to see the buildings of old-fashioned New Y ork again. Still Gunny and | didn't speak.
Weknew what wehadtodo. We had returned early in the morning on May 6, 1937. We weren't too
late. Our first goal wasto get back to the Manhattan Tower Hotd, find Spader, and tell him what we had
discovered on Third Earth. From there, we'd decide on a plan to make sure Winn Farrow destroyed
theHindenburg. That was aweird feding. We had to help make sure that akiller succeeded in murdering
thirty-six people. But | couldn't think of it like that. It wastoo horrific. | had to keep telling myself that we



were making sure that history played out the way it was supposed to, and that Saint Dane wouldn't
change things. That was our mission. That waswhy wewere on First Earth.  Aswerode on the
subway, | kept my head down finishing thisjournd. Like| told you up front, this may be the most
important journd I've written yet. If wefail, and Saint Dane prevents theHindenburgfrom burning, the
world will change, and this document will be the only proof of the way things were meant to be.
Therésonelast thing that happened that | should write down. It didn't redly affect anything, but it's
worth writing about anyway. The subway car rumbled toward the bridge that would take us acrossthe
East River into Manhattan. But | wasn't watching. | was too busy writing. That's when Gunny nudged me.
Hedidn't say aword; al he did was point out the window of the subway car, up toward the skyline of
Manhattan. | didn't know what he wanted meto see at first, but afew seconds later | caught sight of
it-and it made me catch my breeth. 1t wasjust coming into view, high above the tallest buildings. It
floated there like aquiet, mgestic bird, lazily surveying the ground below. It was L uft Zeppelin-129.
TheHindenburg.It had arrived in America. | watched the ship in open-mouthed awe. It was way bigger
than | had imagined. | also couldn't help but focus on the bold logos on itstail. There were two giant
black swastikas on ared and white background, the symbol of the Nazi Party. Seeing them gave me a
shiver. People pressed againgt the subway windowsto get alook at the impressive blimp. They
waved, asif expecting the crew and passengers high above to see them. Cars honked their horns, people
cheered, other cars pulled over to the side of the Street so their passengers could get out and watch. It
was like ajoyous celebration. People gazed at the airship in awe. To them it was amighty symbol of the
future.  Gunny and | knew differently. The future of the zeppelin was going to be ashort one. It had to
be. Weredmost at our stop, o I'll end my journd here. It'sahorrible feding. If wefail, thiswill be
thelast time I'll be writing to you two, Mark and Courtney. | fedl like | want to say good-bye. But | can't
think that way. I've got to get it in my head that in afew hours, the mgjestic zeppelin we just saw floating
over Manhattan hasto crash to the ground in aflaming ball of fire.  That's our misson. Our
futureyourfuture dependsonit. END OF JOURNAL #11 EARTH Asl look back on
thislagt, incredible yeer, | fed like I've gone through two huge, persona turning points.  Thefirst was
the moment | was pulled into aflumefor the very first time. That waswhen | redlized the rules of the
universe weren't exactly what | thought they were. Ever since then I've had to struggle to keep my head
above water in the scary seasof Traveler world.  The second turning point camein that library on Third
Earth. Up until then, theideaof an entire territory falling into chaos didn't really mean anything to me. It
wasdl just theory. But when | saw theimages of what Saint Dane had planned for the Earth
territories...man. It waslike everything suddenly came into focus. Saint Dane had to be stopped, now
and forever. End of discusson.  Beforethat moment, | knew it in my brain. Now, | fed it in my heart.
The only people who have a chance of ending hisevil campaign arethe Travelers. It would be niceif
we were arace of invincible superheroes with powers far beyond those of mortal men, but we're not. A
stranger group you couldn't find, but only because we're dl so normd. It's scary to think that the only
forcetrying to prevent Saint Dane from destroying Hallaisagroup of regular-old people.  More
frightening isknowing I'm one of them.  When | saw those horrifying images of Saint Dane's Earth,
something changed in me. It's hard to put thisinto words, because I'm not sure | understand it mysdif.
Cdl itanger. Cdl it outrage. Call it fear. Definitely call it fear. But seeing the evil depths of Saint Dane's
vison locked mein. | know I'minit now, for good. I don't know if my being on this quest isright or
wrong or someplace in between. All | know is, I'm here now, and that can't be changed. It'sup to me
and my fellow Travelersto stop Saint Dane. We're the ones on the spot. | accept that now. | don't likeit,
but | acceptit.  I'mwriting al thisto you so you'll know where my head is, but aso to explain some of
thethings| did over the past few days. To put it right out there, | messed up. Bad. And thethingis, I'm
not so surethat if | had to doit all over again, | wouldn't do the exact samewrongthing again. That's what
has me so upset right now. Saint Dane must be defeated. Part of that responsibility is mine. But after
what happened with theHindenburg,l don't know if I'muptothejob. The true events that happened
on May 6, 1937, will never be reported in any newspaper. They will not be part of recorded history.
They will live only in my journdsand thejournas of my fellow Travelers.  Thisiswhat happened. It



wasagray, cold May day. The sky wasfull of roiling clouds, rain showers, and occasiona cracks of
thunder and lightning. TheHindenburgwas supposed to arrivein New Jersey early in the morning, but bad
wegther forced it to circle the New Y ork areafor most of the day. History was playing out the way it
was supposed to. Sofar.  The whole atmosphere had an ominousfed toiit. | don't know if that was
because of the weather or because | knew what was going to happen. Either way, there wastensonin
thear. Gunny and | got back to the Manhattan Tower Hotdl as quickly aswecould.  But as soon as
we got back to our room on the sixth floor, things began to unravel. Spader was gone. HEd | eft anote
forus. Pendragon and Gunny, I'mwriting thison the morning of May 6. When you two didn't return
intime, | thought for sure we had failed. But | heard on the radio-talk-thing that the Hindenburg has been
delayed. I'm sorry, mates, | can't wait for you any longer. I'm going to New Jersey on my own. | found
out how to take abus, so that'swhat I'll do. | promise, I'll do dl that | can to save that airship from being
destroyed. Hobey-ho, Spader "He'son hisway to New Jersey,” | shouted to Gunny. "Iknewwe
should have stayed together!" | threw the notedowninanger. "lt'searly,” Gunny said reassuringly.
"Wevegot al day to figure something out.” ™Y eah, but do you know what this means? Max Rose
knows about Winn Farrow's plan. Spader told him, remember? History has already been changed.
Strike one. Now Spader's on his own. He's going after Winn Farrow to stop him too. Strike two. Now
we've got to stop Max RoseandSpader.” "There€salot that can happen before strike three/* Gunny
said camly. "l think the first thing we should doisgo seeMax Rose”  "Why?' | asked. "Hetrusts
you. Maybe we can find out how he plans on stopping Winn Farrow.”  Okay, that made sense. At
least one of uswasthinking clearly. It surewasnt me.  "Well find out what we can,” Gunny continued.
"Then well take Caplesmith's car and drive down to New Jersey. We might even beat Spader there."

| nodded. Thissounded likeaplan.  "Youdl right now?' Gunny asked. "Yeeh, I'm cool," |
answered. My heart rate was dropping back down from three hundred beatsaminute.  "A wise person
once said that the only way we've got achance hereisif we keep our heads screwed on straight and
work it through, together.” | looked a Gunny and smiled. "l saidthat.” "Wasthat you, shorty?"
Gunny asked in fake surprise. "I knew | heard it somewhere"  "Okay, | hear you," | said. "My actis
officidly back together." Wetook the eevator up to the thirtieth floor to see Max Rose. | had no idea
what we'd say to him, but it was the obvious place to start. We'd have to wing it once we got there.
When we hit the elevator, Dewey looked dl sortsof confused.  "What'sgoin' on?' heasked. "What
do you mean?' Gunny asked him.  "Men have been coming and going from the penthouse al day,"
Dewey sad. "IsMax Rose moving out?'  Gunny and | shared glances. Whatever Max Rose's plan was
to stop Winn Farrow, it was under way. The eevator arrived and Gunny and | jumped out. Asusud,
Dewey closed the door quickly. It was like he thought the floor was haunted or something. Assoonas
we entered the hallway, we knew something was wrong. That's because the two thugs who worked
Security were gone. There was nobody around to protect Max Rose. Gunny and | ran for the door to the
penthouse. We stopped, caught our breath so it wouldn't seem like we were as excited as we were, and
rang the doorbell. No answer. We rang again. Nobody came to the door. Gunny then noticed that the
door wasn't even closed. He gave it a push with hisfinger and the door cresked open.  "Hello?' Gunny
caled. "Bell Captain!”  No response. Wetook a chance and went inside. Nothing looked out of the
ordinary, except that nobody wasaround.  "Hello?' Gunny caled again. Still noanswer.  "Doyou
smdl that?' | asked.  Gunny took awhiff. "Smoke," hesaid.  We both looked around quickly and
Gunny spotted it first. Smoke was creeping out from under the door to Max Rose's office. We ran for
the door and | threw it open. Ingtantly billows of smoke blew out. Theroom wasonfire.  "I'll get the
hose," Gunny shouted, and ran back into the corridor. A few seconds later he came back into the
penthouse pulling aheavy fire hose. "Go turnit on!" heordered me.  "Don't closethat door,” | yelled.
"It locksautomatically.” | ran back to the hallway, following the hose to the source. | quickly cranked
the handle and the limp hose jumped to life. | printed back into the penthouse in time to see Gunny
expertly killing the fire. Billows of smoke and steam blew out from the room as he doused the flames.
Seconds later it wasover.  "Okay," he announced. "Turnit off.” | raninto the corridor and turned off
the water, then returned to the office to check out the damage. What amess. It looked like the inside of a



barbeque grill. It didn't smell so greet either. Luckily al the damage was contained in the oneroom. A
few minutes more, though, and it would have spread.  "Thiswas ddiberate," Gunny said. He kicked at
afew garbage pailsthat were full of ashes and water. "Burning evidenceismy guess” | saw that the
file cabinets were open and empty. The desk drawers were empty too. Max Rose was covering his
tracks. Every hit of paper in thisroom was now acharred memory. There was nothing left that might
connect him with his network of spies, or withtheNazis. "I guessthis means everybody'sgone,” |
sad. "Probably," Gunny said. "We should do aquick check though."  Wel€ft the wet, smoldering
mess and searched the penthouse for signs of life. We checked bedrooms, sitting rooms, the kitchen, and
the dining room. Not only were there no people, al the drawers had been emptied too. Max Rose had
definitely pulled up stakes and moved out. We knew where he was going, too. He had adate with a
zeppein.  Thefina stop on our search was the grand living room where | had set out lunch for Rose
and the Nazi, Ludwig Zdl. Nobody wasin there, either.  Gunny said, "Were wasting our time here. I'll
get Caplesmith's car so we can get downto-"  Wethen heard a sound that made the hair go up on the
back of my neck. It was the steady sound of somebody clapping. There was someone in the
penthouse after all. Gunny and | looked at each other, then dowly turned toward the door. Standing
there looking as beautiful as ever was Esther Amaden. Her friends called her Harlow. Her enemies caled
her Saint Dane. She was clapping in mock gpproval.  "Congratulations, boys," the bogus woman
purred. "I'm guessing you findly solved theriddle”  "At least have the gutsto show yoursdf,” | said
defiantly.  The beautiful woman closed the door behind her. Gunny shot me a curiouslook. It was hard
for him to believe that this movie-star-gorgeous woman could be the demon Traveler who was about to
turn three territoriesinto rubble. But | knew better. I'd seeniit before.  "Whatever you'd like,
Pendragon,” shesaidwithasmile.  Esther Amaden then went through the transformation that | had
seen too many times. Her body became fluid as she left behind the image of the beautiful big-band singer.
Her body grew tdler until it was near seven feet. Her rosy complexion turned the pasty white color of a
corpse. Her short dark hair grew out into along, gray mane. Her silky bathrobe turned black and
changed shape into ablack suit that, as |'ve written before, looked vaguely Asian. Thefind step was
always the toughest to watch. It was the eyes. Harlow's soft, dreamy brown eyes turned razor sharp.
They took on theicy bluefire of our nemesis-Saint Dane. | sensed Gunny's surprise and fear. He took
astep back. Thiswasthefirst time held witnhessed this transformation. It was also thefirst time hewas
seeing Saint Danein histrueform.  "Better?' Saint Dane hissed through atwisted smile. "Weredlly
don't spend enough time together, Pendragon, dowe?' It took every bit of willpower | had not to
scream. (CONTINUED) FIRST EARTH "I'm disgppointed in you, Pendragon,” Saint
Dane sad. "I'veleft so many cluesfor you like breadcrumbsin the forest, and it's till taken you al this
timeto uncover my little plot. Timeisgrowing short. Areyou losnginteres?'  Saint Dane walked
casually around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. Gunny and | kept our distance. It was
like being trapped in aroom with awild animal. Y ou never knew what thisguy wasgoingtodo. "I
suppose the loss of your uncl€'s sage guidance has made it al the more difficult for you to keep up with
me"  Oh, man. Thisguy loved to hit whereit hurt themost. Hethen added, "1 must admit, you
surprised me on both Denduron and Cloral.”  "Why'sthat?' | asked. "You wereaforceto be
reckoned with. For that, | bow to you. And | must apologize for my own foolishness. It was amistake to
askyoutojoinmeonmy quest.” "Yougotthat right,” | said quickly. "Noway I'll ever join
you." Saint Dane stopped walking and smiled. Hewasenjoying this. | wasnt.  "You
misunderstand,” he said. "My only mistake was asking you too early. It gave you the impression that |
was somehow....vulnerable." He chuckled. "I assureyou, | am not. That'swhy | choseto play out this
latest game on the Earth territories.Y ourhome territories. | wanted to demonstrate how easy it isfor me
to make you dance like atoy puppet.Mytoy puppet. In spite of what you may think due to our past
encounters, | amintota control.”  