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| stared at Boon along time, letting hiswords roll around in my head, hoping they would settle

down in some way that would make sense. They didn't. "I thought you knew," he said sheepishly.
"Most gars can't even speak, that'swhy | was so surprised to hear you talk. | guess| didn't explain things
sowel.”  "No, youdidnt,” | said nervoudy. "Y ou're telling me humans on Edlong can't spoeak? Or think
intelligently? Or work or read or laugh or writeor... or play sports?'  "No, they play sportsl™ Boon
assured me. "Gars play wippen dl thetime." He then dropped hisvoicelow and said, "But lots of them
arekilled duringthegame.”  "Oh, that'sjust swel!" | shouted. "Humans aren't capable of doing anything
except getting killed playing games or being eaten by tangs. | fed so much better now.”  "But everything
will befineif you stay with me...and put thison,” Boon said, holding up the restraint.

"No...frekin'...way," | said."Y ou're not going to put aleash on melike somekind of...of ...animal!"

"But that'swhat you are!” Read what critics and fans have tosay about the Pendragon
series "The nonstop plot devel opments keep the many pages turning and readers wanting
more."-School Library Journd,onThe Lot City of Fear "Atadented world builder, MacHal e creates
endlessly fascinating |andscapes and unique dien characters. . .the seriesis shaping up to be asolid
addition to the fantasy genre and will keep readers not only busy but aso content until the next Harry
Potter appears.”-Voice of Youth AdvocatesonThe Lost City of Faar  "A fast pace, suspenseful
plotting, and cliff-hanger chapter endings. .. nonstop action, snappy dialogue, pop-culture references, and
lots of higtorical trivia"-School Library Journa,onThe Never War  "MacHa€e's inventiveness makes
this book the best entry in the series so far...remarkable inaght."-Voice of Y outh Advocates,onThe
Never War  "Pendragon rules!"-Java "PLEASE KEEP THEM COMING!!!! And if you need
somebody to pre-read your books like | believe you said your nephew and wife do, I'd be right there to
doit. THEY ARE THAT GOOD!!!"-Joshua "l aminsanely in love with the Pendragon books. |
think that they are even better than the Harry Potter books."-Monique "I absolutely LOVE your
Pendragon books. My two best friends aso love them, and whenever | get the next one they fight over
who getsto read it first!"-Elisabeth "Forget the Wands and Rings!! Pendragon All the Way!!"- A
Fan "I'mpretty surethat | no longer have nails, as| was congtantly biting them as| read the fourth
Pendragon adventure."-Dan  "Pendragon is the best book seriesof dl time."-Dark  "Nothing
compares. | can't read another book without thinking ‘Pendragon is better than this™-Kedly  "The
Pendragon books will blow you away like no other books you have ever read."-Karen  "This series
just pullsyou into aworld filled with suspense, treachery, and danger. Five sarseasly; it deservesten!!!™

Man, | gottatell ya-these books are fantastic!"-Adam PENDRAGON JOURNAL OF
AN ADVENTURE THROUGH TIME AND SPACE  Book One:The Merchant of Death  Book
Two:TheLost City of Fear Book Three The Never War  Book Four:The Redlity Bug  Book
FiveBlack Water  Coming Soon: Book Six:The Riversof Zadaa From Aladdin Paperbacks
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to join Bobby Pendragon and the Travelersin their quest to protect Hallafrom the evils of the demonic
Saint Dane. It's been quite an adventure for Bobby since that night when Uncle Presswhisked him away
to learn of histrue destiny. It's also been quite ajourney for me, who had no idea it was going to be so
much fun writing about it. But here we are five books | ater, hafway home, and sharing Bobby's
adventures with you dl is getting more exciting dl thetime.  I've had the pleasure of receiving countless
letters and e-mails from readers who want to discuss their theories, predictions, and concernsfor the
future of Hala. Therearealot of creative thinkers out there! | fed asif I'm being treated to the collective
creativity of awhole new generation of fantasy-adventure writers. How awesomeisthat? A big
thank-you to everyone who haswritten.  Of course, I'm not the only one responsible for bringing
Bobby's adventuresto you. Thereisalot of credit to go around and I'd like to spread some of it here.
Many thanks go to Rick Richter, Julia Richardson, Ellen Krieger, Samantha Schutz, Jennifer Zatorski and
al the good folksat Simon & Schuster Children's Publishing for continuing to support the Pendragon
books. Asdways, Debra Sfetsos and Victor Lee did an incredible job designing and creating an
awesome cover. Heidi Hellmich, ace copy editor, has once again done amiraculous job in making me
look asif | actualy know proper grammar. My own small team of acolytes consisting of Peter Nelson,
Richard Curtis, and Danny Baror remain my guardian angels. And of course, my wife, Evangeline,
continues to assure me that what | write each day is actually worth reading. Believe me, that isan
invaluableservice.  Thanksto you al, and to dl those who helped bring this latest chapter in the
Pendragon sagato print.  1've discovered that writing a continuing story spread out over severa books
istricky. Even though each book contains a unique complete story, it'saso apiecein amuch larger
puzzle. Troubleis, not everybody will get the chance to read the booksin order, and starting in the
middle of aseries can be confusing. That means every book hasto bewritten asif it were thefirst and
only book in the series. Yikes! For everyone who has been with me since the beginning, you know that's
no small task, because alot of ground has been covered sinceThe Merchant of Death.So with each
book, 1 try to sneak in enough back story to get new readers up to speed, but not so much that veteran
readers will get bored. If you're new to Pendragon, don't panic. Asyou go along, many of your questions
asto what the heck isgoing on will be answered. If you're aveteran, try not to doze off when | remind
you of what's happened in the past. I've spread it out al over the place, and if you're not paying attention,
you might miss something new. That'sawarning to keep you on your toes.  Okay, that'sal from me.
For those of you who fresked after reading the cliffhanger in last chapter of The Redlity Bug,your wait is
over. For those of you who are new to the series, welcome. Y ou're about to enter aworld of demons,
heroes, and destiny. All you've got to do istake a breath, turn the page, and step into the flume.

Hobey ho, D.J MacHade March2004 PROLOGUE Acolytes. That'swhat this
wasall about. It was aso about saving humanity from being crushed by avillainous demon named
Saint Dane, but that was alittle much for Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwynde to tackle right off the
bat. They figured becoming acolytes was the best way to ease into the whole universe-saving thing. The
two friends sat together on amusty old couch in asmall New Y ork City apartment. They werethereto
learn the mysterious ways of the acolytes. Not exactly dramatic surroundings, consdering they were
hearing words that would changetheir livesforever. ™Y ou are the acolytes from Second Earth now,"
said Tom Dorney, whose gpartment it was. "With Press gone, I'm no longer needed. It may be an easy
job compared to what the Travelers do, but | think you'll agreeit'san important one.” "Wedo.
Absolutely. Yesdr," Mark and Courtney assured him.  Dorney turned to look out his window and
frowned. He was an old guy with short-cropped gray hair and excellent posture. He was once asoldier.
Old habitsdiehard.  "Isthere something you're not telling us?' Courtney asked.  Dorney sighed and
sad, "It'sjust afeding.” "Wha?' shedemanded. "l don't know," Dorney said, troubled. "I didn't like
what | heard about Vedlox." "Yeah, nokidding," Courtney said. "What | meanto say is, be careful.
Saint Dane hasfindly had avictory, and thereés no telling what's next. From this point on, | can't
guarantee that the old rules still apply.”  Thiswas chilling newsfor Mark and Courtney on their first
officid day asacolytes. Dorney's ominous warning was very much on their minds asthey left his
gpartment and took the train back to Stony Brook, Connecticut. Just before the train pulled into Stony



Brook Station, Mark announced, "I want to go to theflume." "Why?' Courtney asked. "Well bring
some of our clothesto leavethere” "But nobody told usthey needed clothes," Courtney countered.

"l know. Just thinking ahead.” "That'sjust an excuseto go there, isn't it?' Courtney asked. Mark
didn't argue. "l guess| just want to seeit again. To proveit'sred.” "I hear you," Courtney said. "l do
too." When they got off thetrain, they both went home and gathered up a bunch of clothesthey
thought a Traveler from some distant territory might need on avisit to Second Earth. That's what acolytes
did. They supported the Travelers on their mission to protect Halla. Courtney picked out a bunch of
sample, functiond things like jeans, T-shirts, a swester, socks, hiking boots, and underwear. She debated
about bringing one of her bras, but figured that was overkill. Mark gathered up a bunch of clothes that
weretotaly out of style. It wasn't like he had a choice. That'sal he had. He found swesatshirts with logos
that meant nothing, no-name jeans, and generic sneskers. Style was not something Mark
concerned himself with. He hoped the Travelersfelt thesameway.  Mark brought one extraitem, but
hoped he wouldn't need it. It was the sharp poker from his parents fireplace. It was awoefully
inadequate wegpon to deal with an attacking quig-dog, but it wasdl hecould find.  Shortly after, Mark
and Courtney met at theiron gatesin front of the empty Sherwood house. They silently walked around to
the sde and climbed the tree to get over the high stone wall that surrounded the spooky, abandoned
estate. Once over, Mark held the fireplace poker out in front of him, ready to ward off arampaging quig.
Mark's hand was shaking like warm Jell-O, so Courtney gently took the weapon from him. If either of
them had a chance of fighting off acharging quig, it would be Courtney.  Luckily they didn't runinto any
of the yellow-eyed beasts. They made it through the big empty mansion, down into the basement, and
into the root cellar that held the newly created flume. No problem. They emptied their backpacks and
neetly folded the clothesin apile. Courtney looked at some of the geek clothes Mark brought, and
chuckled. "Oh yesah, Bobby's gonna blend right in wearing abright yellow sweatshirt with ared logo
that says'Cool Dude!" "Givemeabreak," Mark said defengively. "It's my favorite Sveatshirt.”

Courtney shook her head in dishdlief. When they were finished, they both gazed into the dark tunndl to
theterritories. The flume. They stood together, each with his’her own thoughts asto what the future might
hold. "I'm scared and excited at the sametime,” Mark said.  "Really,” Courtney added. "'l want to be
part of this, but it's scary not knowing what to expect.” "Canyouimaginebeing aTraveer?' Mark
asked while stepping into the mouth of thetunnel. "Wl no," Courtney answered, "to be honest.”

"Well, I've thought about it alot!" Mark declared. "It would be awesome, stepping into aflume and
announcing the next amazing place youd liketo go."  "It's pretty unbelievable," Courtney agreed.

"Look at thisthing!" Mark said, scanning theflume. "It'skindalike having ajet fighter."  "Itis?'
Courtney asked with achuckle. "Yeah. Y ou know what it's capable of, but have no ideawhat to do to
makeit go." "It'snot dl that hard,” Courtney said. "If youreaTraveler.” Mark smiled, turned to
face the dark tunnel, and shouted out,"Eelong!”  Helooked back to Courtney and said, "Could you
imaginef-"  "Mark!" Courtney shouted. Mark saw the terrified look on Courtney'sface. Shewas
looking past him, deegper into the flume. Mark spun quickly and saw something he thought was
impossble. Theflumewascomingtolife. Mark jumped out of the tunnel and ran to Courtney. The
two backed away toward the far wall of theroot cellar, hugging each other infear.  "D-Did | do that?'
Mark asked. "Orissomebody coming?' Courtney added.  Thelight appeared from the depths of
the tunnel. The musical noteswerefaint at first but quickly grew louder. The rocky walls began to crackle
and groan. They had seen dl this before, but only when the flume was activated by a Traveler. Never,
ever had aflume been activated by anon-Traveler-until now. "I-ldon't really want to go to E€long,”
Mark cried. Courtney held him tighter, ready to hold him back if he got pulled in by the power of the
flume. Thegray walsof thetunnd meted into glorious crysta asthe bright light and sound arrived a
the mouth. Mark and Courtney didn't dare put their handsin front of their eyes because they were too
busy hanging on to each other. But neither felt the tug of the flume, because someone was headed their
way. Through the bright light they saw atall, dark silhouette appear and step out of the tunnd. Oddly, the
gparkling light didn't go away. The jangle of music stayed too. This had never happened before, at least
not that Mark or Courtney knew. But none of that mattered as much as the man who now stood facing



them. It was Saint Dane. He had arrived on Second Earth. The two had never seen him before, but
there was no mistaking the tall demon with the long gray hair, piercing blue eyes, and dark clothes.

"And s0 it begins," Saint Dane cackled. "The walls are beginning to crack. The power that once was,
will no longer be. It isawhole new game, with new rules”  Saint Daneroared out alaugh. With a
sudden burgt of light from deep insde the flume, hishair caught fire! Hislong gray mane exploded in
flames, burning right down to his skull. Mark and Courtney watched in horror asthe flamesreflected in
his demonic eyes. Saint Dane laughed thewhole while, asif enjoyingit. Mark and Courtney didn't
move, excepttotremble.  Thefire burned away dl of Saint Dane's hair, leaving him completely bald,
with angry red stresks that ooked like inflamed veins running from the back of his head to hisforehead.
His eyes had changed too. The stedly blue color had gone nearly white.  Hefixed those intense eyes
on the two new acolytes and smiled. He tossed adirty, cloth bag at their feet.  "A present for
Pendragon,” Saint Dane hissed. "Be sure he getsit, won't you?' Saint Dane took a step back into the
light of the flume. "What was meant to be, isno longer," he announced. With that, he began to transform.
His body turned liquid as he leaned over to put his hands on the ground. At the same time his body
mutated into that of ahuge, jungle cat. It was the Size of alion. His coat was brown, but speckled with
black spots. The big cat snarled at Mark and Courtney, and legped into the flume. An ingtant later the
light swept him up and disappeared into the depths. The music faded, the crystal wallsreturned to stone,
andthelight shrank toapin spot.  But it didn't disappear entirdly.  Before Mark and Courtney could
get their heads back together, the light began to grow again. The music became louder and the gray rock
wallstransformed back into crystal. "My brainisexploding,” Mark uttered. A second later the
bright light flashed at the mouth of the tunndl to deposit another passenger before returning to its normd,
dormant state.  "Bobby!" Mark and Courtney shouted. They ran to him and threw their arms around
himinfear andrdief. "What happened?' Bobby demanded, al business.  Mark and Courtney were
both supercharged with adrendine. "It was Saint Dane!" Courtney shouted. "His hair burned! It was
horrible!”  "He said the rules have ch-changed, Bobby," Mark stuttered. "What did he m-mean?

Bobby took a step back from them. Mark and Courtney sensed histension. "What did you do?"
Bobby demanded. It sounded like he was scolding them.  "Do?' Courtney said. "We didn't do
anything!" Mark and Courtney focused on Bobby. He was wearing rags. His feet were bare, hishair
was amess, and he had acoating of dirt dl over hisbody. He didn't smell so hot either.  "What
happened to you?' Mark asked. "It doesn't matter," Bobby shot back. He was just as charged up as
they were. "Did you activate theflume?* Mark and Courtney looked to each other. Mark said, “Uh, |
g-guess 0. | said 'Edlong-"  "No!" Bobby saidinanguish.  "What's the matter?' Courtney asked.
"Were not Travelers. We can't control theflume.”  "Things have changed,” Bobby shouted. "Saint
Dane's power isgrowing. He's got hisfirgt territory. It'sal about changing the nature of things”  "So...
that means we can use the flumes?' Courtney asked.  "Don't!" Bobby demanded. "It'll just make things
worse"  Mark remembered something. He ran back to the door of the root cellar and picked up the
bag Saint Dane had thrown at them. "He said thiswas for you," Mark said, handing the bag to Bobby.

Bobby took it like it was the last thing in the world he wanted. He turned the rotten bag upside down,
and something fell onto the floor. Courtney screamed. Mark took a step back in shock. Bobby stood
firm, staring at thefloor, hisjaw muscles clenching. Lying at hisfeet was ahuman hand. It waslarge and
dark skinned. As gruesome as this was, there was something €l se abouit it that made it nearly unbearable
to look at. On onefinger, wasaTraveler ring.  "Gunny," Bobby whispered. It was the severed hand of
the Traveler from First Earth, Vincent "Gunny" VanDyke. Bobby took a brave bregth, picked up the
hand, and jammed it intothebag.  "Bobby, what's happening?’ Courtney asked. ™Y ou'll know when
| send my journd," he said. He turned back and ran into the mouth of the flume, clutching the bag with
Gunny'shandinit."Edong!"he called out. Theflume sprang back tolife.  "IsGunny dl right?' Mark
asked, nearly intears.  "He'sdlive," Bobby said. "But | don't know for how long."  "Tel uswhat to
do!" Courtney pleaded. "Nothing," Bobby answered. "Wait for my journa. And whatever you do,
donotactivate the flume. That's exactly what Saint Dane wants. It's not the way things were meant to be."

With afina flash of light and jumble of notes, Bobby was swept into the flume, leaving histwo friends



aoneto begintheir careersasacolytes. It wasn't avery good beginning. SECOND EARTH
Four months had passedsince that incredible, frightening episode in the basement of the Sherwood
house. Mark Dimond and Courtney Chetwynde had done exactly what Bobby told them to do.
Nothing. They stayed away from the flume and waited for the arriva of another journd. They waited.
And waited. And waited some more. Mark found himself staring a hisring, willing it to activate. He so
desperately wanted asign that being an acolyte meant more than Sitting around like aload, pretending all
was normal. A few times he called Tom Dorney to seeif he had gotten any messages from other
acolytes. Dorney's answer was always the same: "Nope." No detail. No chitchat. Just "Nope." Dorney
was aman of few words. To Mark, he was aman ofoneword. "Nope."  Mark went to the safe-deposit
box at the National Bank of Stony Brook, where Bobby'sjournas were securdly kept. He sat by himsdlf
for an entire day, reading them dl, reliving the incredible journey that hisbest friend had been on for the
last year and ahalf. So much had changed since that winter night when Bobby left Stony Brook with his
uncle Pressto discover that he was a Traveler, and that his destiny wasto protect the territories of Halla
The same night Bobby left, hisfamily disappeared. Any record that they had ever existed disappeared
right along with them. Moreimportantly, the curtain was pulled back on theincredible truth that the
universe didn't function the way everyone thought. Bobby's journads explained how every time, every
place, every person and every thing that had ever existed, ill did exi<t. It was called Halla. Halawas
made up of ten territories that were connected by tunnels called flumesthat only the Travelers could use.
But the most frightening truth contained in the journas was that an evil Traveler named Saint Dane was
doing hisbest to destroy Halla. Saint Dane would travel to aterritory that was about to reach acritica
point inits history, and do al that he could to push events the wrong way and send the territory into
chaos. It was up to Bobby and the other Travelersto stop him. They had been pretty successful, too.
Denduron, Clord, First Earth-dl victories over Saint Dane and hisevil plots.  But then came Vedox.
Vedox was aterritory doomed to crumble because people choseto live in Lifelight, the wonderful,
virtual-redlity world crested by a supercompuiter, instead of inred life. It marked Saint Dane'sfirst
victory over Bobby and the Travelers. Mark worried that the toppling of Vedlox meant Saint Dane had
even more power than before. He worried that the rules had changed and that the demon would now be
more difficult to defest. He worried that the battle would soon come to Second Earth. He worried that
thiswas the beginning of the end for Halla. Mark worried alot. Hewasgood at it.  And ontop of it al,
Mark and Courtney were now acolytes. Up to this point their job had been to read Bobby's journas and
keep them safe. Basicdly they had been librarians. Now they werein it. Being acolytes meant they would
support any Travelers who came to Second Earth and hel p them blend in with the local culture. They
were psyched and ready for the challenge. Finally, they had the chance to take an activerolein helping
Bobby. Butin spite of al these exciting and scary developments, it turned out that there was nothing
for them to do. Mark felt like an anxious racehorse stuck in a gate that wouldn't open. Hed walk through
the hdls of Davis Gregory High, where he was a sophomore, ook at the other kids, and think,Do they
know the danger we're dl in? Do they have any cluethat I'm one of the few peoplein Halawho istrying
to protect them?The answer was, of course, no. To the other kids at school, Mark Dimond was nothing
more than a nervous brainiac who ate too many carrots and didn't wash his unkempt, greasy black hair
often enough. Guys like Mark were like walpaper...dways hanging around but totdly invisble.  Things
weren't going much better for Courtney. Life had changed drastically for her snce entering high school.
Courtney had dways been the girl who had it al going on. She was pretty, with waist-length brown hair
and deep gray eyes. She had lots of friends and, most notably, kicked butt in every sport she played.
Courtney was alegend. It didn't matter what sport either: soccer, volleybal, softball, track... She even
wanted to play football, but the ruleswouldn't dlow it. But Since coming to Davis Gregory High, things
had changed. Courtney wasn't the best anymore. Maybe it was because the other girls caught up. Maybe
it was because she never had to try very hard, and it was paying off for those who did. Or maybe it was
because she had lost something intangible. The spark. The magic. Whatever. The result was that
Courtney looked bad. In soccer she was demoted from varsity to JV and then quit the team. That was
big. Courtney never quit anything. Ever. But she quit soccer. She sought refugein volleyball, her favorite



gport. But things weren't any better. Courtney didn't even make the team. She got cut.Cut! Courtney had
never been cut. It was humiliating. At first the other kids were happy to see the queen dethroned, but
after awhile they started fedling bad for her. Courtney didn't want pity. That wastheworst.  If there
was one word you could use to describe Courtney Chetwynde, it was "confident.” But that confidence
was taking a severe beating, and she was starting to question hersdlf. It affected the rest of her life too.
Her gradestook anosedive; she stopped hanging with her best friends; and she fought with her parents.
She hated their constant, worried looks that silently asked, "What's wrong with you?' The frustrating truth
was, shedidn't know. It was eating her up.  But Courtney wasn't totally self-absorbed. She knew her
troubles were puny compared to the bigger dangers lurking about. Bobby Pendragon, the guy she'd had
acrush on since she wasfour years old, was flying around the universe battling an evil demon who
wanted nothing less than the destruction of everything. Courtney redlized that on ascale of oneto ten
where ten was the wordt, getting cut from volleyball was around negative forty. Knowing this, Courtney
felt guilty when she worried about her own little problems. But she couldn't help it, which made her fed
worse. She couldn't control eventsin Halla; she could only dedl with her own life...and she wasnt
dedingsowell. Mark and Courtney were an odd couple. Under norma circumstances they would
never have been on each others radar. Shy nerds didn't hang with avesome jock girls. It was one of the
redities of high school. But these two were joined by their friendship with Bobby. They knew Saint Dane
had to be stopped and were prepared to do whatever it took to help their friend. But after months of
being acolytes, they hadn't done asingle thing that had anything to do with life outside of boring old Stony
Brook, Connecticut. It was making them absolutely, totally crazy.  The only thing that kept Mark
from going off the deep end was the Sci-Clops science club at school. The summer before, Mark had
designed and built a battling robot for the State science fair. Hewon first prize and got an invitation to join
the prestigious club. Mark wasn't used to being rewarded for doing something that was usudly
congdered geek territory, so he welcomed the chance. Mark found that Sci-Clops wasfull of brilliant
students who shared his curiosity about the world around them. A Sci-Clops meeting was a minivacation
from the rdentless socid pressure of high schoal. It aso helped get his mind off the imminent destruction
of theuniverse.  Four monthsto the day after they saw Bobby and Saint Dane at the flume, Mark
anxioudy watched the clock tick toward the end of the school day. Mr. Pike, the teacher who led
Sci-Clops, promised that aspecia guest would be speaking that day, and Mark was dying to know who
it might be. When the bell rang, he gathered his books and walked quickly toward the science wing. He
hurried across the student center, entered the science wing, and was halfway up the back stairwell when
hisday begantounravel.  Standing on the landing, smoking a cigarette, was Andy Mitchdl. "Hey,
Dimond," Mitchell wheezed. "Smoke?' "Hate" isastrong word. Theword "hate" shouldn't be used
lightly. Mark hated Andy Mitchell. From the timethey werelittle, Mitchdl bullied Mark. It wasthe
classic scenario: smart nerd vs. pathetic loser. Mark would stress over taking aternate routes around
school to avoid crossing paths with him. Encountersinvariably ended up with apunch inthearm, or an
Indian burn or, asthey got older, the threat of serious violence. Their reationship came to ahead when
Mitchell stole Bobby's Traveler journas. Mark and Courtney cleverly got them back and nearly got
Mitchell arrested in the process. Having finaly beaten Mitchell gave Mark abit more confidencein
dedling with theimbecile, but he fill preferred not to.  Mark ignored Mitchell and walked past him up
the sairs. He fully expected Mitchdll to grab him for some obligatory noogie-type humiliation. Instead
Mitchdl stubbed out his cigarette and followed. Mark stopped and whipped himalook.  "What do
youwant?' Mark demanded.  "Nothin'," Mitchell answered while pushing his greasy blond hair out of
hiseyes. Mark could smell the cigarettes on his breath. Gross. He turned and started up the stairs again.
Mitchell followed. Mark stopped and spun back. -What?'hedemanded. "What ‘what'?" Mitchell
asked innocently. "'l aint doing nothing!" ™Y ou're following me. Why?'Y ou gonna shove mein alocker
or ask formoney or...or..."  "I'mgoing to the Sci-Clops meeting,” Mitchell ansvered. Onthelist of
answers Mark expected, thiswas below last. It was so far from lagt, it wasin another state. Mark stared
in shock, waiting for apunch linethat didnt come. ™Y ou're going to the Sci-Clops meeting?' Mark
asked. "Why?We going to experiment onyou?'  "That'sred funny," Mitchell snarled. "Pike asked me



tojoin." If Mark didn't grab on to therailing, he would have fallen down the stairs. Had he heard right?
Was the dreaded Andy Mitchell, professiona ignoramus, truly asked to join the dite science club? Andy
Mitchell was amoron, and that was paying him acompliment. Mr. Pike must have gotten Andy Mitchell
mixed up with somebody else. Sci-Clops was made up of science brains who had dreams of attending
MIT. Andy Mitchell was alamebrain who dreamed about being old enough to buy beer and getting a
tattoo. Mark concluded that it had to beamistake. "Oh, okay,” Mark said, trying not to laugh. "Let's
go. Don't want to be late for your first meeting.”  "They'll wait,” Andy snapped back snottily. The
two continued up the gairsto the physicsfloor. Mark couldn't wait to see Mitchdl's reaction when the
mistake was discovered. Wishing total humiliation for someone wasn't exactly noble, but after the years
of havoc Andy Mitchell rained down on the dweebs of Stony Brook, he deserved it. When they entered
Mr. Pike's classroom, most of the Sci-Clops members were dready Sitting and waiting to begin. They
were a precise bunch. Mark took a seat in the back of the room because he was still one of the newer
members. Unlike the bus where the coal kids sat in back, in Sci-Clops the senior members sat right up
front. It was one of the many things Mark liked about the club. Andy Mitchell, on the other hand, chose a
seat in thefirgt row like he owned the place. Mark loved it. He couldn't wait until Mr. Pike called him
out. It was every dweeb's dream come true. Twenty against one. An excellent nerd vs. terdratio.  Mr.
Pike walked to the front of the class. He was a pleasant-looking guy who Mark figured wasin histhirties,
with longish hair that was starting to go gray. "Exciting day today, guys,” hebegan. Mark hoped he
would have opened up by kicking Andy Mitchell's butt out of the room. But he waswilling to wait. He
knew it would only be amatter of time. "Were going to be talking about the creation of anew
polymer materid that isunique because of itsextreme flexibility and tenslestrength.”  Tendle Srength?
Mark wasn't exactly sure what that was. The only tensile he knew about was the kind you put on
Christmas trees. Whenever Mark wasn't sure about something at a meeting, hed nod and pretend to
understand. That was okay; he liked learning new things. Thetrick was not to look like an idiot and try to
figureit out asthey went dong.  "Our guest today has been conducting some groundbreaking
experimentsin thisfield, and I, for one, am very excited that he's here to share hisfindings. So let's get
right toit. Ladiesand gentlemen, | giveyou...Andy Mitchell." Mark sat bolt upright and let out an
involuntary "Huh!" Nobody heard him. They were too busy applauding. He watched in shock as Andy
Mitchell sood in front of the group and started digging into his backpack. Mark's brain wouldn't accept
this. He looked around, expecting to see some guy in asuit and tie jump out with amicrophone and
shout, "Surprise! Candid Cameral”  Andy Mitchell coughed into his hand, then brushed hislong greasy
hair out of hisfacewiththesamehand. Mark nearly puked. Andy said, "l ain't greet at giving
gpeeches. | only know what | know.”  Mark wanted to jump to hisfeet and shout, "Nothing! He
knows nothing! HEsanidiot!"  But instead, the other members shouted encouragement. "Don't worry
about it. We're cool here. Just beyoursdf."  Mark was on the hairy edge of ascream. Most of the
Sci-Clops members were juniors and seniors, so hefigured they didn't know Andy Mitchell. But they
were going to get to know him real fast. Mark was sure this charade would end as quickly asit began.
Mr. Pike announced, "Andy isasophomore here, but he attends science classesin a peciad program
at the University of Connecticut.” ™Y ou guyswouldn't know me," Andy explained. "Except for science,
I'm not al that smart. Y ou won't seemein any of your AP courses.”  The members chuckled
knowingly. Mark squeezed the desk in anger. They liked him! They thought he was clever! Thiscan't
be happening! Andy Mitchdl smart? Attending college science courses and researching subjects Mark
never even heard of ? Bantering with the Sci-Clops crowd? Mark had heard people say: "I thought | was
dreaming,” but dwaysthought it wasjust a saying. He never thought anyone could redly think they were
dreaming. But right then, Mark serioudy wondered if hewasindreamland.  Andy Mitchdll reached into
his backpack and pulled out asmall, soft silver bag that looked like the kind of bag his mother used to
put thingsin the freezer. "Thisiswhat I've been working on," he explained. "Looks like aregular old bag,
right? 1t aint." He grabbed the bag with two hands and pulled. The silver bag stretched out aswide ashis
amswouldreach. Thekidsgasped. "Thethingis” Andy said with adight strainin hisvoicefrom
the exertion, "even though it goesway out, it's still real strong. | could probably put apiano in hereand it



wouldn't bregk.”  The only thing that was close to breaking was Mark. His mind locked. His mouth
hung open. If anybody looked at him, they'd call for an ambulance. The kids of Sci-Clops applauded.
Andy beamed. Mark didn't think he could take any more...  And that's when hisring started to twitch.

Hedidn't react at first. He was too busy being stunned. But a second later, when the ring began to
grow, he was yanked back to redlity. It wasthe bright light that started to flash from the gray stone that
did it. It was agood thing he was Sitting in the back of the room because nobody e se saw it. He quickly
clamped hishand over thering. ™Y ou okay, Dimond?' Andy called from the front of the class.

Every one of the Sci-Clops membersturned to look at Mark. Mark felt like he wasin one of those
dreams where you suddenly discovered you were only wearing underpants.  "Uhh, y-yeah. I'mfine"
Mark stammered. He stood up, caught hisfoot on the leg of the desk, and nearly tumbled over. "I-ljust
remembered | g-got something-"  "Iseverything dl right?' Mr. Plkeasked. Mark could fed thering
growing on hisfinger. In asecond everythingwouldn'tbe dl right.  "S-Sure,” Mark ssammered.
"D-Dont mind me. B-Bye" Mark hdf ran, haf fell out of the room. He didn't care what he looked
like. He had to get out of there. He sprinted down the hallway, gasping for breath, and blasted through
the doors back to the stairway. It wastoo late to find anywhere more private. He pulled off hisring, put it
on the floor and stepped back. It was dready the Size of abracelet and ill growing. The gray stone shot
out lightsthat lit up the stairway like astorm of sparklers. The ring grew to the size of a Frisbee. Mark
saw the dark opening in the center that he knew was a portal to the territories. The light show was
followed by the familiar jumble of musical notesthat grew louder, asif they were coming closer. Because
they were. A brilliant light flashed out of the hole that forced Mark to cover his eyes. He had been
through thisbefore. Hedidn't havetosee. A second later it was over. The music was gone, the lights
stopped flashing, and the ring returned to normal. Mark looked at the floor. Hewas close to
hyperventilating. In that moment, dl the waiting, dl thefrudtration, al the anxiety of the last few months
washed away. He didn't even care that Andy Mitchell was now addressing his beloved Sci-Clops. That's
because sitting on the floor next to hisring was arolled-up piece of parchment paper tied with a piece of
green, plantlike twine. Mark looked at it for amoment, just to make sureit was real. After what he had
been through over the last few minutes, he wasn't sure anything was redl. He reached into his backpack
and pulled out the cell phone his parents had given him for the holidays. 1t was only supposed to be used
in emergencies. Thisqudified. He hit #1 on his speed did and listened. After afew seconds...

"Courtney?' he said. "Hobey-ho, let'sgo.” He snapped the phone shut, bent over, and reverently
picked up the next journa in the sagaof hisbest friend.  Bobby Pendragon.  Traveler.

JOURNAL #16 EELONG I'mintrouble, guys. | know, I've said that amillion times before.
But here on Edlong I'm faced with something that isway different than anything I've ever had to dedl with.
AsI'mwriting this, | can honestly say | don't know what to do. Thisisn't aout being afraid, or being
confused about Traveler suff or even about finding Saint Dane. Finding him istheleast of my worries.
My problem isthat, unlike Clora or Denduron or Vedox or the Earth territories, the intelligent beings
that inhabit the territory of Eelong aren't normal. | know what you're thinking: has anyone I'veruninto
snce leaving home even come close to being considered normal? Not redly. But here on E€long, the
inhabitants may be alot of things, but thereis onething they definitdly arenot.  Human.  Yeah, you
read right. They're not human. I've got to figure out what the turning point is here and stop Saint Dane
just like on the other territories, but how can | do that when | can't communicate with the very people I'm
supposed to help? Thisisimpossible! 1've been on the run from the first moment | landed here. I'min
constant danger, and the scariest part isthat my biggest threet isn't Saint Dane-it's the inhabitants of
Edlong. How wrong isthat? It getsworse.  Saint Danetold you that the rules have changed, right?
Wi, | can't say for surewhat that means, but | think he'sright. From the moment | Ieft Vedox, | fdt asif
things were different. In someways, I'm starting over. It's not agood fedling. But I've got to calm down,
take a breath, and write thisjourna. Thismay be the only chance I'll get. | don't mean to sound drametic,
butl anredly, redly scared.  Whereto begin? It dready seemslike alifetime ago that | was on Ved ox
with AjaKillian. I'velogt dl track of real time. Jumping between territorieswill do that. A day in one
territory isn't dways twenty-four hoursin another. What year isthis? What month? What century? I'm



totaly logt. | gottaget agrip. Let me go back to where | finished my last journa and pick up my story
from there. So much has happened, | hope | can remember dl thedetails.  AjaKillian and | stood
together in the dark, subterranean room that held the flume on Vedox, not sure of what to say to each
other. Her normally well-kept blond hair was kind of amess. | know that doesn't sound all that weird,
but for somebody like Aja, who isdl about being perfect, it was a huge statement. It was atough
moment because no matter how you cut it, we had lost. The Redlity Bug had failed. No, worse than that.
It had nearly killed every last person on Vedox. Cdling it afalureiskind of an understatement. The
virtud-redity computer caled Lifelight was back online and most everybody on Vedox had jumped
back insdeto livein their own persona fantasy worlds. There was nobody |eft in redity to grow food, to
maintain buildings, to uphold the law, or to do the million and one other basic thingsthat acivilization
needsto function. It would only be ameatter of time before the territory itself began to fall gpart. Bottom
linewas, Saint Dane had won hisfirgt territory. | couldn't let him win another, so staying on Ve ox
wasntanoption.  "Pleasefinish my journd for me," | asked Aja. "Tell Mark and Courtney that | went
to Edong to find Gunny.” ™Y ou don't want to finish thejourna yoursdf?' Ajaasked. Good
guestion. Maybe | wastoo tired. Maybe | was drained after having snatched defeat from the jaws of
victory. | could even say that | wasin too much of ahurry to find Gunny. All that wastrue. But as| think
back, | believe the real reason was because | was too embarrassed to admit defeat. Especialy to you
guys. | ill don't know why | was chosen to be a Traveler, but 1've been around the block enough times
now to realize that whether | liked it or not, thejob was mine. On Vedlox, | had done alousy job. | was
angry, frustrated, and alittle bit scared, because | didn't know what losing aterritory was going to mean
in the battle againgt Saint Dane. My head wasnotinagood place.  "No," | findly answered. "Please
finishitforme” Shenodded and said, "I'm sorry, Pendragon; thiswas my fault.” Ajawas near tears.
Shetook off her small, yellow glasses and cleaned them on her deeve. Ajahated to admit defeat even
morethan | did. Shewas abrilliant computer scientist who never failed at anything shetried, until now.
Too bad it had been the most important chalenge of her life.  "Don't think that way," | said, trying to
sound positive. "Thisisn't about any one of us. When wefail, wefail together.” That was atotally cheesy,
football coach-type statement, but | couldn't think of anything better tosay. Besides, it wasthetruth. |
wasasmuchto blameasAja  "What do | do now?' she asked. "Maybe | should go withyou." |
have to admit, | thought about bringing her dong. Every time| had goneto aterritory for thefirst time, |
had another Traveler with me. But it wouldn't have been right to take Ajaaway from Vedox. No, this
time | had to fly solo. | was suddenly missing Uncle Pressawholebunch.  "No," | said. "You'vegot to
keep Lifdight running for aslong as possible. Remember, thisisabout al of Hala, not just Vedox. Saint
Dane hasn't won yet. Anything can happen.”  "So you think there's till hope for Vedox?' she asked.
"Absolutely,” | answered. To be honest, | wasn't sure about that at dl. But | had to give Ajahope. She
grabbed me and hugged me close. It took metotaly by surprise because Ajawasn't normaly an
affectionate person. But she held me so tight-it made me redlize that telling her there was till hope was
like throwing alifdline to adrowning person. She needed to hear that, whether it was the truth or not. |
hugged back. I liked Aja. | felt bad that she was hurting. But | was hurting too. Hugging her felt good. |
guess misery lovescompany.  "Find Gunny," she said while gill holding me. "And do me onefavor.”
"What'sthat?' | asked. She pulled back from me. | looked into her deep, blue eyes. They once
again flashed with the confidence | remembered from when we first met. "1 want another crack a Saint
Dane" she said with authority. "Get it for me." | had to smile. Ajawasn't the typeto fed sorry for
hersdlf for long. She had too much brassfor that.  "I'll ssewhat | cando,” | answered.  Ajaleaned
forward and kissed me on the cheek. Sheheld  her cheek againgt mine for a second longer and said, "l
believe you." We stayed that way for along moment. | haveto admit, it fet kind of good. My timeon
Veelox was over. | was on the wrong territory. | backed away from Ajaand took two stepsinto the
mouth of theflume. As| stood there staring into the infinite black void, my thoughts went to what | might
find next. Truth was, | had no idea. Edlong was atotd mystery. Gunny had |eft for Edong only afew
daysbefore, in pursuit of Saint Dane. The plan was for him to get aquick ook around and then meet me
back on Vedox. He never returned. That could only mean trouble. So | had to flumeto anew territory,



aone, and be prepared to face whatever nastiness prevented Gunny from coming back. | suddenly
wanted to step back out of the flume and hug Ajaagain. But that would have blown whatever small bit of
cool | had managedto build. "Edong!" | shouted into the flume. The tunne ingtantly cameto life. The
stone walls cracked and groaned; a distant pin spot of light appeared and the sweet magical jumble of
notes could faintly be heard. They were coming to takemeaway. "l won't let you down again,
Pendragon,” Ajacdled. "Youdidntlet medownthistime" | answered. The stonewalls of the
tunnel began to dissolveto crystd asthe light grew brighter and the music grew louder.  "Remember,”
she said with gritted teeth. "I want another chance.”  "You'll getit," | replied, trying to sound asif |
knew what | wastalking about. But other than making Ajafed better, what | thought didn't matter.
Vedox wasthen. The battlewas moving to Edlong.  "Good luck, Pendragon,” Ajashouted.  "And so
wego," | sad. | squinted againg the brilliant light as| felt the familiar tug that meant my trip was
beginning. A second later | waslifted off my feet and launched through the flume. Next stop, Edlong. |
dill had no clue asto what aflume actualy was, or why they were able to send Travelersthrough time
and space, but the experience was awesome. It was like floating through space on abed of light. It was
the closest you could get to playing Superman.  But thistime something was different. It wasn'ta
physicd difference. Theride felt the same as dways. The difference was with what | saw. | was
surrounded by the usual star field, but there was something €lse. Something more. Beyond the crystal
wallsof the flume, | saw floating images. As| flew adong, I'd see something far in the distance, then whip
past it and watch it disgppear behind me. The images were nearly transparent, which meant | could see
the stars behind them like they were ghosts on the edge of becoming solid. Some looked to be my size,
otherswere s0 huge it took me afew seconds to move past them. Some | even recognized. | saw a
Bedoowan knight from Denduron on horseback, galloping through space. | saw what looked to be a
school of swimmersin green swvimskins from the underwater city of Faar, moving in formation. | saw a
tall building that could have been the Manhattan Tower Hotel and an aguaneer on askimmer from Cloral,
ridingthesky. Other images| didn't recognize. There were two giant men who looked like twins,
running across the sky. They looked powerful, though somewheat giff, asif they were mechanicd. | saw a
vadt field of people wearing nothing but rags. They were dl raising their open handsinto theair in some
common gesture that looked like they were cheering. | dso saw ahuge, spotted jungle cat charging
acrossthefidd of stars.  None of thiswas scary. Infact, it was kind of cool. It was like kicking back
and watching a bunch of weird movies projected in space. But the more | saw, the more it bothered me.
Why wasit happening? What had changed? What did the strange images mean? | couldn't help but think
back to what Saint Dane had warned. He said that once thefirst territory fell, the rest would fal like
dominos. | didn't want to be paranoid or anything, but since Saint Dane had findly toppled aterritory, |
worried that there might have been some grand, cosmic changein Hdla. | didn't get the chanceto
stress abouit it for long because the musical notes began to play quickly. | was at the end of my trip. My
thoughts turned to E€long. Was | about to be dumped into apool of water, like on Clora? Would there
be quigs waiting for me, licking their chops because the dinner bell had just rung? A few seconds later
the flume gently deposited me on my feet. Nothing dramatic at dl. That was the good news. Bad news
wasthat | wasingtantly engulfed in atangle of thick, sticky ropes. At least | thought they were ropes. For
al | knew it was amassive web and the quigs on Eelong were hungry spiders. But | didn't want to
believe the worst, so | pushed my way through the dense tangle of ropes. | came out on thefar sdeto
find mysdlf standing inacave. A quick three-sixty showed me it was a grand, underground cavern with a
high calling. Light leaked through random cracks high above. Theropes| had pushed through turned out
to be acurtain of thick vinesthat cascaded down from the ceiling and covered the mouth of the flume.
"Roots," | saidto myself.  Rootswere good. Way better than spiderweb. The cavern wasfull of
these long, green sticky rootsthat covered the rock walls. | took afew steps toward the center, still on
high dert. But there were no gangsters, no quigs, no pools of water, and no Saint Dane. So far, so good.
| looked back to the flume to see it was hidden by the dense curtain of roots. | dug an arrow into the dirt
floor with my hed, pointing to it. | wasn't taking any chancesif | had to bolt out of therefast.  Inthe
dead center of the cavern was alargeflat rock. Lying on it was something | wasn't happy to see. It wasa



pile of clothing. Asyou know, acolytes put clothing at the flumesfor visiting Travelers. According to the
Traveler rules, | had to dressin these clothes. No problem, right? Wrong. The clothing on thisrock was
nothing more than apile of dirty rags. I'm not exaggerating. At first | thought that's what they were. Rags.
But when | lifted one up, | saw that it was acrudely made pair of cloth pants. It wasn't exactly soft,
ether. It fet like rough burlap. | picked up what looked like ashirt. | wasn't redly sure at first, because
saw one deeve and aholethat | thought would go around your neck, but the rest wasin tatters. Not
exactly something you'd find on the rack at the Gap. And they smelled, too. Like bad BO. (Isthere such
athing asgoodBO?) | aso found some crude shoes made of cloth. | knew they were shoes because
they were sort of foot-shaped with extralayers on the bottom. Thiswas not good. | looked around,
hoping there might be some other clothes that were alittle less nasty, and saw something that made my
heart jump. Lying on the ground next to the rock, negtly folded, was ablack suit with awhite shirt and a
large pair of leather shoes.  "Gunny,” | said out loud.  These were the clothes hed worn when he left
me on Vedox. Therewas no mistake; | wasin the right place in the wrong clothes. | had to change.
Those weretherules. | reluctantly took off my comfy green jumpsuit from Vedox and folded it next to
Gunny's clothes. | then did something | absolutely hated, but didn't have a choice about. | had to lose my
boxer shorts. In the past, no matter what territory | visited, | kept on the boxers. | figured that if the
future of Halarested on my choice of underwear, it was beyond saving. But these Eelong clotheswere
so raggy and threadbare, my boxers would have shown! There was no way | could wear them without
arousing suspicion. Or at least looking like atota dork. | wanted to scream. It wasthefina injustice. |
had to wear these rough, itchy, torn-up rags, without boxer protection. They were smelly, too. Did |
mention that? | dready fdt likel wason E€long for toolong. | put on theragsasbest as| could, but
they hung on melike, well, likerags. On therock | spotted several strips of thin, braided vine about two
feet long. | used them to tie up the cloth in places where it hung too loose. | used these vines on the cloth
shoes, too, wrapping up both my feet to keep the ratty materid on. After awhile| felt like a Thanksgiving
turkey, al trussed and ready for the oven. It was awful. Compared to these putrid rags, the leather skins
on Denduron were like soft pgjamas.  And they smelled, too. | must have mentioned that.  Now that
| wasall dressed up (or down) the next step wasto find the gate and get out of this cavern. | figured the
way out must be hidden by the hanging roots. | walked to the sde and stuck my arm out to brush aside
the dangling vegetables. | walked dong, pushing aside the vines, peering beyond to look for something
that might be an exit. | saw that the wallsweren't entirely made of rock. There were thick sections of
roots that had grown into and around the rock. | figured there must be some serious vegetation on the
aurface. | had gotten more than hafway around the cavern when | started to worry that | might have
missed it. That'swhen | saw something. Beyond the thick curtain of hanging vines, therewas avertica
crack in the rock wall. This had to be the way out. | took a step through the vines and immediately
tripped on something. | stumbled forward, hit the wall, and face-planted into the dirt. Ouch. When |
opened my eyes, | wasface-to-facewith... ahuman skull!  "Ahh!" | rolled away fast. When | got
the gutsto look back, | nearly retched. Lying on the dirt floor in front of the crack in thewall wasapile
of bones. Human bones. | had seen enough horror movies to recognize people boneswhen | saw them. |
couldn't tell how many victims these bones belonged to, and | wasn't about to do inventory, but I'm
guessing they were the remains of about Six poor souls. They must have been there for awhile, because
there was nothing left of them but bones, and raggy clothes like | waswearing. Their clothes actually
looked alittle better than mine, but | wasn't about to make aswap. Ick. | began to question whether
the opening in the rock was the way out, or the path to a gruesome desth that would land me back on
thispile. | saw crudely fashioned stairs, leading up. They looked to have been carved out of the root
meaterid that snaked through the rock. Better, | saw afaint hint of light coming from above. Light was
good. | decided to take my chances. | gingerly stepped over the bones because the idea of stepping on
something and hearing acrackwould have pushed me over the edge into gak-dom. With aquick hop |
was over, and did through the opening intherocks.  The steps were narrow and steep and wound
around like aspiral staircase. | could smdl fresh air coming from above, so my confidence grew. | redly,
really wanted to be out of here. This place was starting to fedl more like acrypt than a gate to the flumes.



After climbing for afew minutes, | got to the top of the crude stairs and found myself in adark space. |
couldn't seethe walls, and the ceiling was so low | couldn't stand. What now? A few feet away | saw
athin diver of light shining through what looked like more hanging vines. This had to be the way out. |
stayed on my kneesfor fear of bonking my head and crawled toward the light. It was growing cooler, as
if fresh air were only afew feet away. | found myself squeezing through anarrow passageway thet at first
gave me claustrophobia, but the urge to get the heck out was stronger. | picked up the pace, and afew
seconds later thefina vell of vegetation was pushed asde and | was hit with bright sunlight. | wasout! |
squeezed mysdlf through, ready to be free of the dark tunnel and get my first look at the territory of
Edlong. | don't know what | expected, but it wasnt this. Eelong wastotaly, absolutdly, beautiful. |
found myself about twenty yards from the edge of acliff, looking out over agreen, tropicd forest. | don't
think I've ever seen anything so awesome. | walked closer to the edge, on ground that was thick with
grass so soft | probably didn't need the lame-0 shoes. The view spread out before me was absolutely
stunning. Asfar as| could see there was nothing but forest. The canopy of trees below was so dense,
you couldn't see the ground. There were no structures, no roads, no towers, no Sign at al of civilization.
Just forest. A flock of birdsthat |ooked like pelicans soared by beneath me. They were bright yellow
with brilliant red heads. Asdramatic asthiswas, there was another sight that made the view even more
spectacular. Edlong didn't have asun. At least not in the way we think of asun. The sky was blue, just
like at home. There were even clouds. But rather than abdl in the sky, there was awide band of light,
stretching from one horizon al the way acrossto the opposite, like arainbow. It was directly overhead,
and | wondered if it would move across the sky as the day wore on. It was hot, too. Jungle hot. This
band of brilliant light gave off heet likeatropica sun.  Looking to either Sde, | found myself onawide
outcropping that must have been at least acouple of hundred yards above the forest below. But it was
hard to judge, since | couldn't see the ground through the dense trees. Far to my right | saw awaterfal
shoot from near the top of the rock and cascade down through the tree canopy below. | couldn't see
whereit landed, though. Thetreesweretoo thick.  And the smdll. It was swest, but not icky sweet like
when you walk into aflower shop. Whatever flowers grew on E€long, they had afaint smdll that
reminded me of lemons. To my left | saw some low, scrubby trees that were covered with deep blue
flowers. | walked over to this bushy tree and took a deep whiff. Oh yeah, thisiswhere the smell came
from. Oneword cameto mind as| surveyed Edlong: "paradise””  The view was so breathtaking, |
had completely forgotten to see where | had come from. That was important because the little tunne! |
had crawled through was the gate to the flume. A quick look at my Traveler ring confirmed it. The gray
gonein the center was glowing dightly. When in doubt, thisring would aways lead meto the flume, so
long as| wasin the neighborhood. So | turned around to take amental picture of where the gate was
hidden. What | saw made me catch my breath. | ingtantly knew that | wouldn't have any trouble finding
the gate again. That's because looming up in front of me was thehugestiree | had ever seen. I'm not
talking big. | mean immense. Colossdl. Impossible. Thetrunk at the base must have been thirty yards
across. Did you ever see apicture of thosetreesin Californiathat have atunnd cut through the base you
could drive acar through? Well, if there were atunnd cut into the base of thistree, you could drivea
dozen eighteen-whed ers through, side by side, and till have room for a couple of Hummers. It waslike
askyscraper covered with bark. Looking up, the branches didn't even begin for about fifty yards up.
Then the tree spread out into a canopy that could shade Y ankee Stadium. | don't know why, but being
next to giant things like that makes my padms sweat, and they were definitely sweating. That's how
awesomeitwas. | looked to the base of the tree and saw the small opening that | had crawled out of.
It was s0 small compared to this mongter treethat if | hadn't known it wasthere, I'd have missed it. Sure
enough, carved in the bark just above the opening was the star symbol that marked it as a gate to the
flume. Unbelievable. Now the hanging vinesin the cavern below made sense. They were the root system
of thisimmensetree. | waked aong the base, running my hand across the rough bark. Y ou could livein
thistree...with dl of your friends and their families, and still have room for aKeebler cookie factory. |
took a step back, looked up, and laughed. The impossible kept proving itsalf to be possible. What was|
goingto seenext? Theanswer came quickly, and it wasn't agood one. | felt something hit the back



of my leg. | looked down and ingtantly wished | hadn't, because lying on the ground next to my leg was
anarm. A bloody, human arm. | quickly looked up to the direction it came from and felt like the wind
was knocked out of me. If the big tree hadn't been there to catch me, | would have falen back on my
butt. Standing ten yards away from mewas abeast. It was like nothing | had ever seen before. The first
thing | thought of was...dinosaur. It good upright on two legs, with along, thick tail that whipped back
and forth angrily. It looked to be around seven feet tall, with powerful arms and hands that were
three-finger talons. Same with itsfeet. Its entire body was bright green, like alizard, with scales covering
it. But what | couldn't take my eyes off of wasits head. It was reptilian with a snoutlike nose. It had
bright green hair that swept back from its forehead and fell hafway down its back. But most hideous was
itsmouth. It looked like ashark mouth, with multiple rows of sharp teeth that were dl about tearing flesh.
And that's exactly what it was doing, because clasped in itsjaws was another human arm. Blood ran
into the beast's mouth and down its chin. If | hadn't been so scared, | would have gotten sick. We held
eye contact. | could fed thismongter sizing me up. Its eyeswere red, and angry. Without looking away, it
closad itsjaws, crunching the arm like adry twig. The sound made my stomach turn. The monster flipped
out agreen tongue and sucked the shattered arm into its mouth. One gulp later, the arm was gone.
Swallowed. Bone and al. Gross. It turned back to me asits mouth twisted into abloody grin. | was
next onthemenu. Welcometo Edong. JOURNAL #16 (CONTINUED) EELONG
ltwasaquig. It hadto be. Every territory had its own quigs that prowled the flumes. They were
somehow put there by Saint Dane, but | hadn't figured out how that worked yet. On Denduron they were
prehistoric-looking bears. On Clora they werekiller sharks. Zadaa had snakes, and Second Earth had
vicious dogs. Vedox was strangely quig free, but | think that's because Saint Dane was dready done
with that territory by thetime | showed up. Now it was|ooking like the quigs on E€long were mutant,
dinosaur-looking reptiles. | knew that's how it was looking, because | was looking at one. One thing was
certain-it was ameat eater. Human mest. The bloody arm at my feet was proof of that. | didn't want to
know where the rest of the body might be.  The beast locked its red eyes on me and drew back its
lips, revedling yet another row of pointed teeth. Swell. Itslong green hair spiked out, like an angry cat. It
hissed, and | got awhiff of something nasty. It was sending out a disgusting scent that smelled like rotten
fish. Thisthing was going to pounce, and it was going to hurt. | wastotaly defenseless. Worse, the giant
tree was behind me. It was like being trapped in adead end. | took atentative step to my right. The
beast mirrored my move. | took a step back to my left. So did the beest. | felt like | was playing
basketball and this mongter was playing defense. Only it didn't want to sted the ball. It wanted to stedl
my head. That'swhen| saw aflicker of movement to my left. | looked quickly, afraid that another quig
might be circling in. But what | saw was my salvation. Poking its head out from the hole &t the base of the
treewasaperson! At least | thought it was a person. The guy had straggly hair and along beard. | only
saw him for an ingtant, because he popped his head back into the hole like a scared turtle. He must have
poked his nose out, saw the quig, and changed his mind about coming out. Good thinking. | wished | had
done the same. But seeing him reminded me that | had an escape route. The trick would be to get to the
hole beforethe quig gottome.  Thetwo of us stood facing each other like gundingers. | hoped he
didnt redizethat | didn't have agun and wasn't prepared to ding anything. | knew that if | bolted for the
hole, the thing would leap at me and it would be al over except for the chewing. All | needed wasa
couple of secondsfor ahead start. But how? Anideacameto me. A hideousidea. If | hadn't been so
desperate, there was no way | would have been ableto pull it off. But if thereis one thing I've learned
snce becoming a Traveler, saf-preservation is a pretty strong motivator. Without taking another second
to talk mysdf out of it, | dowly bent my knees and reached for the ground. | saw the hair on the back of
the beast grow higher. It was waiting to seewhat | was going to do. | cautioudly picked up the bloody
armthat lay at my feet. | know, how gross can you get? | grabbed it by the elbow trying not to think
about what it was. When | touched it, | almost gagged, because it was till warm. Whoever it belonged
to had been using it not long before. | had to push that thought away or I'd have lost my lunch...and
probably my lifeaong with it. Assoon as| picked up the arm, the rotten smell from the beest grew
stronger. | think the sight of the bloody arm was getting it psyched, like blood in the water to a shark.



That was okay. It meant | had achance. | dowly stood back up and held the dismembered arm out to
my side. The beast'sred eyesfollowed it likeit was sometasty morsdl. Gross.  The next few seconds
were critical. It was going to mean the difference between buying me the time I'd need to get to safety,
and total failure, which meant it would est me and then get the arm anyway. It dl depended on how
supid thisquig was. | waved the arm, tantalizing it. The beast stayed focused onit. The horrible smell
grew stronger. Oh yeah, it wanted the arm, dl right. | reared back and flung it off tomy right. The
beast went for it. The instant it moved, | bolted for the hole like a base runner stealing second when the
pitcher went into hiswindup. | could only hope the quig would keep going for the arm and not decide |
was moreinteresting. | didn't stop to look back because every second counted. | ran for the hole and
doveingde headfirgt. | hit the ground and scrambled to crawl inside. | thought | had madeit, when |
heard abellowing howl from outside and felt aburning sensation on my leg. The beast was back and it
had me by the ankle! It wastoo big to follow meinside, but that wouldn't matter if it pulled me back out.
| kicked for dl | wasworth and felt its sharp talons rake across my skin. But there wasno way | was
giving up. Hewas going to have to work for his supper. With one hard kick, | yanked my leg free of its
grip. | wasloose! | tried to bend my leg and get it inside, but couldn’t. A quick look back showed me
that one of the quig'stdons had caught in the braided twine that held my cloth boot on. It still had me!

| frantically wriggled my foot, trying to pull it out of the boot. | actualy cursed mysdlf for doing such a
good jaob tying the twine with half hitches and square knots | learned in Boy Scouts. Why did | haveto
do such agood job? | expected to fed the pain of the monster's jaws clamp down on my leg at any
second, biting me like some giant Buffalo wing. But that didn't siop me from squirming to get away. Then
suddenly | felt something snap. It wasn't my leg, I'm glad to say. The beast's claw must have severed the
twine because my foot dipped out of the cloth shoe. | quickly tucked my knees up to my chest to keep
my feet out of reach. Looking back, | saw the long, green scaly arm of the monster reaching insde the
hole, groping to get a me. His sharp talons whipped back and forth blindly, finding nothing but air and a
few dangling vines. He was pretty charged up. The rotten-fish smell got so bad it made me gag. But he
had logt. With afina bellow of frustration, the beast pulled hisarm out and gave up. | suppose he went
back and got the bloody arm asaconsolation prize. | lay inside the dark space, breathing hard, trying
to get my head back together. Now that | was safe, the reality of what had happened finaly hit me. | had
picked up ahuman arm and used it as bait to save me from getting eaten. How disgusting was that? |
looked down at my leg and saw three long scrapes that ran from my kneeto my ankle. | gingerly touched
them and found that, luckily, they weren't very deep. They would just sing for awhile. Edlong was
shaping up to beanasty place. | had to figure another way out of thistree. | wasn't about to stick my
head out of that hole. For dl | knew, Little Godzillawas waiting outside, munching his arm snack
and waiting me out. As much as| wanted to flume out of there, that wasn't an option ether. | had to get
away from thistree, away from the quigs, and find Gunny. So | got on my hands and knees and started
to crawl around, pushing my way through the dangling vines, looking for another escape route. | figured
there had to be one. If not, where did the guy come from who poked his head out of the hole? He hadn't
been down in the flume cavern when | wasthere. And for that matter, whowasthat guy? | passed by
the hole that led down to the flume and continued crawling with one hand out in front in case | hit adead
end. But that dead end never came. | kept crawling deeper and deeper into the tree. What | first thought
was asmall space was actudly atunnel that brought me into the very core of this behemoth tree. As|
crawled dong, | saw that it was actually getting lighter. Of course, that didn't make sense, but when did
something silly like "making sense” matter?| soon felt confident enough thet | no longer held my hand out
infront of me. Up ahead | saw light at the end of the tunndl. Literdly. | hadn't been crawling for that long,
so therewas no way | had gone dl the way through to the other side of the tree. It was way too big for
that. But | didn't stop to wonder what to expect; I'd see for mysalf soon enough.  When | reached the
mouth of thetunndl, | crawled out and stood up to view an incredible sight. The tree was hollow. Or at
leadt, this part of it was. | found mysdf in a huge space that had been carved out of the core of the
immensetree. | was kidding before about being ableto livein this tree dong with cookie-making elves,
but this room proved it was possible. The walls were made of, well, of wood. Duh. Light camein through



cracksthat ran up and down and dl around, like veins. I'm not sureif the hollowing out was naturd, or
done by hand. If it was by hand, then it had to have been done along time ago, because everything
looked aged, with bits of green moss growing everywhere. Looking straight up was like looking into the
mouth of the flume. Therewas no celling. For al | knew, thistree was hollow al theway to thetop. |
saw multiple levels and ledgesthat led to other tunndls, likethe onel just crawled out of. | wasn't sure
how you got from oneleve to the next. | suppose you could climb thevinesthat clung to thewalls... if
you were Spider-Man.  Now that | was safe from the quig outside, | began to wonder who the people
of Edong were. Going by thelook of that hairy guy who poked his head out of the hole, they didn't
exactly seem to be arace of advanced mathematicians. | figured they were aprimitive, tribal society who
lived in these incredible trees. If they were more advanced than that, they certainly didn't prove it with the
clothesthey made. Besides, | had yet to see any sign of tools or buildings or anything else you'd expect
to seefrom asociety that had advanced beyond the Stone Age. | was beginning to think | would haveto
ded with cavemen. Or treemen.  "Hello?' | called out, my voice echoing. "Anybody here?' All | got
back was the gentle groaning of the tree. | glanced around, trying to figure which tunnel I'd taketo find
another way out...when | was shoved from behind with such force, it nearly knocked me off my feet. |
spun quickly and came face-to-face with the guy who'd peeked out of the hole before. He was short,
probably no more than fivefeet tall. Hishair waslong and tangled. So was hisbeard. Infact, | think his
head hair was tangled up in hisbeard hair. Not agood look. His skin was white and filthy, and he wore
the same kind of ragsthat | had on. The guy was crouched down low and breathing heavily. A line of
drool ran from his mouth and through his gnarly beard. He may have looked human, but he was acting
morelikeawildanimd. "H-Hdlo," | sad, trying to cdm him.Iheld my hand out the way you hold your
hand out to a dog that you want to show you're not athreat. "My nameis" Beforel could say another
word, my arm was grabbed and yanked to the side.llooked in surprise to see that avine had been
thrown around my arm like alasso. Holding the other end was another person, looking just as hairy and
gnarly asthefirst.lopened my mouth to say something, when another |asso of vine was thrown around my
shoulders from behind. It pulled snug around me, locking my arms onto my sides. | looked back to seea
third guy yanking it tight. Another vine whipped around my ankles. Thisonewas pulled so hard it yanked
my feet out from under me. | hit the ground square on my back. Ooof.  "Wait...wait..." | gasped,
trying to get air. | wanted to use my powers of Traveler mind persuasion, but things were happening so
fadt, | couldn't think straight. "I'm afriend!" wasdl | could get out. | know, not exactly convincing, but
what else could | say? A second later it didn't matter, because one of the guysleaped at me and jammed
afigtful of cloth into my mouth, making me gag. Not good. | didn't think any of these dudes knew the
Heimlich maneuver. | figured they must have seen me asathreat. Aninvader. | needed to show them |
meant no harm, because they seemed ready to put some serioushurt onme.  The guy who jammed the
cloth in my mouth sat on my chest, staring down at me. | was pinned, unable to move. | looked up into
his eyes and saw something that made any hope | had of reasoning with these people fly out the window.
| don't know why | didn't redizeit before, but | didn't. Now it wastoo late. The lizard beast that
attacked me outside may have been deadly. It may have been trying to eat me. But there was one thing
that it wasn't. Its eyes should have told me. Its eyes were red. Quigs didn't have red eyes. Quigs had
yellow eyes. And as | looked up at the guy who was sitting on my chest, | saw that his eyes were yellow.
And vicious. He opened his mouth into a grotesque smileto reveal rows of sharp, blood-stained teeth. A
thin line of drool ran from hislipsand fell onto my cheek.  Inthat oneingtant, the horrible truth hit me:
The quigs on Eelong were human. JOURNAL #16 (CONTINUED) EELONG

Iwas pinned to the floor with this foul-smelling quig-human sitting on my chest. He leaned down, inches
from my nose, and | got agood look into thedark, soulless depths of hisyellow eyes.  "I...won't hurt
you," | ssammered out weakly.  Yeahright. | thought maybe | could use some reverse psychology and
not let him know that | wastotally at his mercy. His answer was a steedy stream of drool that fell onto
my cheek. My bluff didn't work, no big surprise. | ignored the vile spittle and asked, "Do you understand
me?'  The quig shrieked something that sounded like amonkey screaming in pain. | guessed that meant
"no." These quigs may have been human, but there was no sign of intdlligent life lurking between those



hairy ears. These were Saint Dane's animals, and they only knew one thing: killing. My mind groped to
come up with away out. | thought maybe | would be okay, because | was a human too. But then a
quick, unpleasant memory of the quigs on Denduron shot to mind. When one went down, the others ate
it dive. Quigswere cannibals. That meant here on E€long, being human didn't even come closeto getting
me off the hook. It probably made thingsworse.  The other two quigs held down my arms. They
sniffed at melike, wdll, like animals. | actualy hoped they'd be grossed out by the smelly rags| had on. It
was atotaly idiotic thought, but hey, | was desperate. | kicked my legs and tried to pull away, but the
quigs held metight and laughed. At least | thought it was alaugh. It sounded somewhere between a
hyenahowl and apig grunt. It made my skin crawl. The quig on my chest raised hishead and let out a
horrifying howl. When he looked back down a me, his eyes were sparked with an insane fury. Hewas
firing up for thekill. | feared my strange life was going to end right then and there. In that horrifying
moment, | did the only thing left to do: | closed my eyes. | heard another shriek. It didn't sound asif it
came from the quigs, though. It sounded more like an animal roar. | opened my eyesin timeto seethe
quig on my chest turn quickly to look behind himself. The other two quigsfledinfear. | was il flat on
my back and didn't dare look up because | was sure another horrifying beastie had decided to drop in on
our party. The quig on my chest tried to stand up, but suddenly whipped back around to face me, asif he
had been spun by a powerful force. Thelook on hisface had gone from one of bloodlust to terror. |
quickly saw why. Across his chest were four degp dashes. Something had just attacked him. The
wounds didn't kill him, though. The quig dove over my head and ran away. Whatever new monster had
come into this hollow tree was capable of doing some serious damage, and these quigs knew it. But what
was it? Was there an uber-quig dwelling in this giant tree? Or had one of those lizard thingiesfound a
way to crawl ingde?  Still on my back, | glanced up to see one of the quigs scramble up avine aseasly
asif he were running across the floor. He made it up to an overhead ledge and disappeared into atunnel.
The quig wasterrified, and no wonder. | saw what was chasng him.  Climbing the vine behind him,
was abigjungle cat. It was apowerful thing, maybe six feet long from head to buit. Its fur was mottled
red and black, kind of like atiger. Because it was moving so fast, | couldn't tell for sure, but it looked like
most of its body was covered with some kind of cloth. If | didn't know better, I'd say it was wearing
clothes. But that made no sense. The only kitty ouitfit I'd ever seen before was that cute pink swester
your mother, Mark, put on your cat, Dusty. But this beast wasn't acute kitty; it was a predator, hot after
itsprey. It climbed the curtain of vines and darted into the tunnel after the quig. | had no doubt that the
quig wouldn't belong for thisterritory.  Wow. | put my head back down on the floor and took my first
breath in about aminute. | hadn't been on E€long for an hour and I'd already come across a man-eating
lizard, aquig-human, and ajungle cat that had ataste for quig-humans. Bottom line was, everything on
Eelong was capable of eating me. But who was in charge? Where were the people? | was about to sit up
when | heard alow, guttura growl. Uh-oh. | wasn't done. Anothergrowlmade me redlize the worst:
There was another cat intheroom. | dowly lifted my head and looked between my legs. Acrossthe
cavern| saw it, hunched low, stalking me. Thisonewas alight brown color, likeamountain lion. It was
big, too. Bigger than the one | saw chase the quig up the vines. Itslarge, brown cat eyeswerefixed on
me asit lurked closer. What did the Boy Scout Field Guide say to do in timeslikethis? Should | Sare at
the beast? Should | play dead? Should | jump up and pretend to be redlly big and scareit?| sure
remembered how to tie knots, but when it came to something useful like saving my butt from a monger,
my Boy Scout training fell woefully short. While my mind clicked through these choices, the cat crept
closer. Soon, it wouldn't matter what my plan was. It would be all about the cat's plan, and | didn't think
| wasgoingtolikeit. Thecat grumbled and bared its teeth. Oh yeah, there were a couple of long fangs
inthere. It crept closer until its nose was nearly a my feet. | saw its big brown nose working, sniffing me.
| thought maybe | should giveit aquick kick in the head and take off, but figured that would only get it
mad. Mad and hungry weren't agood combination. At least now | had afaint hope that it would think |
smdlled foul, and leave me done. | didn't move. | stopped breathing again. The cat took afew more
steps, stood still for asecond, and opened its mouth. Thiswasit. It was going to attack. | was actually
beginning to hope one of these E€long beasts would finaly get me and put me out of my misery. If this



kept up, chancesareI'd die of a heart attack anyway. Thebig cat kept its eyes on me, opened its
mouth wider, and said, "Areyou Pendragon?'  Huh? Let me write that again.Huh? went into brain
lock. Ashairy as everything had been so far, at least it made sense. The hanging roots, the jungle, the
band of sun, the big tree, the scary lizard and the quig-humans. All fantastic, but al within my brain's
ability to compute. This new development...wasn't. | searched for an explanation. | figured maybe when
thelizard scraiched my leg it released some kind of hallucinatory venom into my system that made me
think | was seeing ajungle cat who not only talked, but knew my name. Or maybe thiswaslikethe
Cheshire Cat inAlice in Wonderland,which meant hed smile and disappear and thiswould all turn out to
be adream. That would be cool, too. "Can you talk?" the cat asked. "Or are you just adumb gar?”
Asyou know, one of the bizarro perks of being a Traveler isthat for some reason we're able to
understand the various languages spoken on different territories. But asfar as| knew, it didn't work with
animds. If it did, theréd be awhole annoying Doctor Dalittle thing going on and we'd be able to
understand conversations had by every crawling, swimming and flying cresture weranin to. But we
couldn't do that. No way. That meant thiscat could redlly talk.  "I-I'm Pendragon,” | said softly.
"Thenit'struel” the cat exclaimed. "Unbelievable!" | took one more step intoThe Twilight Zonewhen
the big cat stood up on its back legs and walked like a human! It must have been around my size, just
under six feet. | saw that it too wore somekind of crude clothing. It was asimple, brown tunic that fit
snugly to hisbody, but his outfit wasin much better shape than my rags. The garment had no buckles or
snaps or buttons. It looked to have been form fitted to hisbody.  "Sorry for snesking up on you like
that," the cat said. "But you can't be too careful with gars. Especidly the onesthat hang around here. The
quigs, | mean." | figured | had totally snapped. Thistaking cat knew about quigs! It held out its paw as
if to help me up. Or maybe | should call it ahand. It looked to be a cross between a human hand and a
big cat paw. It had athumb like ahuman's, but was covered with fur and had some vicious-looking
clavs. "My namesBoon," hesad. "Welcometo Edong.”  Hisvoice sounded as norma asmine.
Therewas no hint that it was coming out of anonhuman mouth. | looked up at his cat face and redlized
that maybe he wasn't atypica cat after al. Sure, hisface and head and ears were definitely catlike, but
his snout wasn't as pronounced as aregular cat's. His mouth was a bit smaller too. But he was covered
with fur, and hisarms were too long for ahuman, and he had knees that bent at an odd angle. Y ou know
that dumb Broadway musicad where everybody dressed in tights and cat makeup and ran around singing
about how swell it wasto be acat? Well, forget that. Thiswasn't anything like that. Thiswas no costume.
Thisguy was definitely acat, but with some human traits...not the least of whichwastaking.  "It's
okay," heassured me. "l won't bite." | tentatively reached up and took hishand. Or his paw. Or
whatever. It fdt like | was grabbing on to somebody wearing afurry glove, with rough padsin the palm.
Hewas strong, too. And the claws that grazed the back of my hand were sharp. Note to salf: Don't mess
withthecat. "I don't meanto stare,” Boon said. "But I'm not used to talking with agar. Thisisvery
dsrange” Strange? Tell meaboutit. "What'sagar?' | asked tentatively.  "You know. A gar. Like
you. Two legs, no fur, no teeth, fairly usaless. Seegen said you'd be agar, but | didn't believeit until, well,
until | saw you. We have to do something about the smell, though."  "Sorry," | said. "These clothes
reek." "Not the clothes, you!" Boon said sniffing. "Gars dl have the same smell, like rotten fruit. No
offense”  "I'mlosing my mind,” | muttered. Then | asked, "How can you talk? Did humansteach you?|
mesan, did the garsteachyou?'  Boon laughed. He actualy laughed. I'd never heard acat laugh. It was
raspy, and trailed off with acroaking growl. "A gar teach akleeto tak? That's funny. Y ou're afunny
one. | heard that about you." My head was spinning. "Okay, I'm agar, and you're aklee. Who'sin
charge here? | mean, are there other kleeslike you who cantalk?'  Boon laughed again and patted me
on the back like an old pal. It nearly knocked me over. He had alot of energy and seemed like he was
actudly having fun. | had no ideahow old hewas, but it was beginning to fed like hewas ayoung guy,
around my age. At least | think hewas aguy. | wasn't about to ask him for apeek between hislegs. "I
hateto tell you this, Pendragon.” He chuckled. "But things are alittle different on Edong. C'mon, I'll show
you." Hewakedto thefar Sde of the tree room. | didn't move. | couldn't get my head around the fact
that | waswatching asix-foot-tal cat wearing clothes walk around on two legs. It was then that | noticed



the one thing that kept Boon from truly looking like aregular old Second Earth mountain lion: He didn't
have atail. | supposed it could have been curled up inside histunic, but | didn't think so. He glanced
back to see| wasn't following.  "You'rekind of stunned. | am too." He looked around at the cavern,
then continued, "We don't normally come here to the gate. It'sthe quigs. Nasty bunch of little gars. We
can usudly handle them with no problem, but if they gang up on you...ouch. That'swhy | brought my
buddy with me. He doesn't know about them being quigs, though. He just likes hunting wild gars.” |
was getting nervous about thistalking cat knowing so much about the Traveler biz, so | asked, "Areyou
aTravder?' "Me?Nah. Seegenisthe Traveler from E€long. I'm an acolyte. Actudly, I'm not an
acolyte yet, officidly, but | will be someday. Seegen'stold me everything, though. Y ou like the clothes
pickedout?" "They gink." "Right, you said that. Like | was saying, we don't normaly come here.
Itsalong way from the city, but that's agood thing. Don't want anybody finding the flume, do we?"’

The guy spoke fagt, like he was excited. Or nervous. Whatever. " Seegen asked me to watch the flume
in casethe lead Traveler arrived. | couldn't believe it when he told me you were agar, too. Just like the
other Traveler who showed upand-"  "Gunny!" | jumped in. "Are you talking about Gunny?'  "Yes,
Seegen said hisnamewas Gunny."  "Yeah!" | exclamed. "Whereishe?Isheadl right?" "l don't
know," Boon answered. " Seegen wouldn't tell me. Onething isfor sure, though; I've never seenhimin
Leeandra™ "Leeandra?What'saleeandra?' | asked. "lt'smy home," he answered. " Seegen lives
theretoo. We should go seehimnow.”  "Absolutely,” | agreed. "Good!" Boon exclaimed happily.
"Thisisgoing to beagreat adventure!" Oneof uswas having agood time. It wasnt me.  "Wevea
long way to go," he explained. Y ou'll need another shoe”  Right. | had lost my "shoe" to thelizard
thingy. Boon walked to the side of the tree room to a pile of dead vines. Helifted them up to reved
another pileof rag clothing. "I keep my gar clothes here," he explained. "Going down there to the flume
iskind of creepy.” | knew what he meant. Piles of boneswill do that. Boon dug through the clothes
and found another raggy shoe. It was amazing how he had the physica dexterity of a human. He tossed
the shoeto me, saying, "Isthiswhat you wear on your hometerritory?' It was my turn to laugh. "Not
evenclose" | chuckled. "So far thereisn't awhole lot herethat islike Second Earth."  Boon looked
totally sunned. "Redlly?'  "Ohyeah," | answered while tying on the shoe. "What you cal klees, we call
cats. Some are big and wild, but most are small and garskeep them aspets.” | saw afrown cross
Boon'sface. Uh-oh. Maybe | shouldn't havetold himthat. ™Y ou keep klees as pets?' he asked,
incredulous.  "Not me, no,” | was quick to answer, trying to do damage control. "But some people. A
couple people. Not many, redly. It'svery rare” Yikes. Boon waked toward me, and | once again
realized that he was a dangerous predator. | was about to say something like, "Whoa, remember, I'm the
lead Traveler!" But | didn't want to be lame. Instead | stood up and tried to act like the lead Traveler.

"Your ring," hesaid. | looked down a my Traveer ring. It was the one item that was dlowed to be
brought between territories. "What about it?' | asked. "Hideit," Boon said. "If somebody seesyou
wearing aring, they'll know something iswrong. Thebestthing they'll doistakeit fromyou.” "Redly?" |
asked. "What's theworstthing they'll do?' "Eat you" was his sober answer. Gulp. | quickly took off my
ring. "Can | seeit?' Boon asked. | reluctantly handed it over to him. Boon took the ring and admired it
likeitwasapricelessjewd. "Incredible” he said with awe. "Someday I'll have onetoo.” | took the
ring back and tied it around my neck with one of the braided vinesthat | used to lash on my stinky
clothing. "You should take meto Seegen now," | said with authority.  Boon looked at me with cold
eyes. Had | pushed too far? Obvioudy, he wasn't used to being told what to do by agar. We held eye
contact for amoment longer, then Boon broke out inabig smile. "Thisisgoing to befun!™ he
exclamed, and hurried off.  Fun?1 can think of alot of wordsto describe my first few minuteson
Edong. "Fun" wasn't one of them. But that didn't matter. | was hereto find Gunny...and stop Saint Dane.
Fun wasn't part of the equation. So | hitched up my shoes, hid my ring around my neck, and jogged after
the walking, talking cat that was going to bring meto aplace cdled Leeandraand the Traveler from
Edong. JOURNAL #16 (CONTINUED) EELONG Edongisastrange and
wonderful place. Strange because oftheway evolution took such a different turnfromon Second Earth. ..
or any of the other territories 1'd been to, for that matter. Wonderful because it'stotaly beautiful. Not



sncel first swam through the underwater world of Cloral had | been to a place where you could use the
word "paradise’ to describeit. | think thisterritory isabout as close asit gets. But E€long is one other
thing. Dangerous. Strange, wonderful, and dangerous. That pretty much summed up my opinion.  Boon
led meto thefar side of the massive room inside the hollow tree and pointed up to aledge that led to a
holein thewal. It must have been ahundred feet up.  "That's the tunnel we've got to take out of here,"
hesad. "Yourekidding?' | answered. "Itll take me an hour to climb thosevines”  Boon shook his
head in pity. "How can gars on your territory be superior to kleesif they can't evenclimb?’  "Wehave
an agreement with cats" | answered. "They don't ask ustoclimb things andwedon't ask themto
doagebra” Boon had no ideawhat | meant. But he shrugged and said, "No problem. Well take the
gar way up." He waked adong the wall of the cavern until he came upon another tunnel into the tree, at
ground level. "Follow me," he said, and disappeared into the opening. | stepped into the opening to find
myself inthedark. "Boon?' | cdledout. Boon's head suddenly appeared from above, upside down,
right infront of my face. | jumped back in surprise and saw he was hanging from his back feet, or paws.

"Climb theroots," heingtructed. "It should beeasy.” | looked up to see hewas hanging from a
dense tangle of thick rootsthat created atunnd going straight up. "Why do we haveto climb?' |
protested. "Can't we just go outsde and walk to Leeandra?' "We could,” Boon answered. "If you
don't mind running into atang.” Tang? Theonly "Tang" | knew was afake orange drink that astronauts
liked. "What'satang?' | asked. "Nasty creatures,”" Boon answered. "Predators. They eat gars, mostly,
but that's because we klees are smart enough to keep to the trees. Tangs climb even worse than gars
do." "Arethey green?' | asked. "With lots of teeth, and smell bad when they're hungry?*  "You
know about 'em?’ heasked. "You might say that," | answered. "I nearly got esten by one” "Then
you know what I'm talking about,” Boon exclaimed. "That'swhy weclimb."  Boon hoisted himsdlf up
and climbed the root system. | figured that if the price of avoiding those lizard creatures outside was to
climb atree, that was okay by me. Boon wasright; it was easy. It waslike climbing thejungle gym in the
playground at Glenville School.  "What happens when we get up?' | called up to Boon. "Won't we be
stuck?' | thought about making ajoke about dumb cats getting stuck up in trees and having to be rescued
by thefire department, but | didn't think Boon would getit.  "Trust me" hesaid. "I'll get you where you
needtogo." Thiswashisshow, so | stopped asking questions. Since he hadn't eaten meyet, | had no
reason to believe he meant me any harm. As strange as the whole situation was, | was beginning to fed
that finding Boon was agood thing. And if he took me to Gunny, it would be an even better thing. We
climbed quickly for about five minutes. When we reached the top, | hoisted mysdlf out of the vertical
tunnd and into another large, empty room. We were still insde the tree, but now high above the ground.
The room was about athird of the size of the room at ground level. | could fed adight swaying as
theiuge tree moved in the wind. The floor was made of wood planks that looked old and weathered, like
they had been there along time. Leading outside were three big archways cut into thewadlls. | flt awarm
breeze blowing through and saw blue sky beyond.  "It'satree house" | said. "Do people, uh, kleeslive
here?' "I told you, nobody comes here much anymore,” Boon answered. "It'stoo far from civilization.
But somebody must have lived here at onetime, and built thisdwelling.”  "So now what?" | asked.

Boon walked for one of the archways. | followed him, but dowed before reaching the opening. I'm not
good with heights. | expected to peer out of the archway and see along drop to the ground. When |
took atentative peek outside, | was surprised to see that beyond the opening was a ba cony about
twenty feet wide. | took a cautious step outside and saw that it wrapped around the tree. The floor was
made of the same wooden planks asinside. There was a handrail around the outside for safety. Better
gill wasthe view. | walked dowly toward the handrail and got another look at the incredible forest.

Boon joined meand sad, "Pretty, isntit?'  "lt'sawesome” | replied. | meantit.  "Thisisnothing,”
Boon scoffed. "Wait until you see Leeandra” He walked away from me asif he were actualy going
somewhere.  "Whereareyou going?’ | asked. "We'reinatree!” "To Leeandra" he shouted back
without turning. "It'salong way, let'snot waste any moretime.” | followed him, but fully expected to
circlethistreetop balcony and end up right back wherewe started.  We didn't. After walking afew
fet, | saw that there was a bridge leading off the balcony. It was about ten feet wide and held up by



thick vines, like a suspension bridge. Boon stepped onto it like it was the most natural thing in the world,
and kept walking. 1, on the other hand, wasn't so sure. | stood at the beginning of the bridge and peered
over the handrall. It was along way down. Alongway. The bridge seemed safe. It barely moved when
Boon waked acrossit. Still, thiswas scary. 1'd seen too many movies where people walked across these
suspension bridges and the wooden dats started to break through and...look out below! | reached up
and grabbed one of the suspension vines, giving it agood tug to seeif itwould hold.  "It's safe,
Pendragon,” Boon assured me. "'l told you, kleeslivein the trees. We know how to build bridges."

"So everybody livesin tree houses?' | asked. "Kleesand gars?'  "It's better than worrying about
tangsdl thetime," heanswered. | gritted my teeth and took a step onto the wooden bridge. Obviousy
it didn't bregk, and | didn't plummet to a horrifying death. | took afew more tentative steps, and we were
on our way to Leeandra. It turned out that the big tree that held the flume was only one of thousands.
Every tree on Edlong was as big, if not bigger. The bridges were like roads in the sky, snaking benesth
the canopy of leaves. Each new tree we reached had asmilar platform that ringed it. Some had multiple
platforms with stairs between them. | thought back to the first moment | stepped out of the tree and
looked over the cliff. | now redlized that the reason | didn't see any buildings was because they were
hovering just below the treetops, out of sight from above. Incredible! An entire civilization existed high
abovethe ground. It was aworld of treehouses.  Thisworld wasfull of life, too. | saw aswarm of tiny,
orange hummingbird creaturesfloat by likeasmal cloud. They each gave off a sweet, whistling sound
that must have been their tiny wings besting. Together, the effect waslike music. | glanced upto seea
large hawk soaring overhead. It was pure white and floated on thermals like alazy cloud. Directly across
fromus, on our level, was atree full of green monkeys. They were cute little things that chattered and
chased one another from branch to branch.  Looking over the side to the forest below, | saw that it
wasdensejungle, likearain forest. Every so often I'd catch a glimpse of agreen tail disappearing into the
underbrush. These could only be more of the lizardlike tangs. | decided that if there were more of those
bad boys hiding below, | was very happy to be waking above them, out of reach.  Boon walked
quickly. I had to work to keep pace. After five minutes we had passed through a dozen trees, each with
acouple of different choices asto which bridge to take next. | was going to need aroadmap to find my
way back to the flume. That wasn't good. "Tell me about Saint Dane,”" Boon said as we walked. "He's
aga, right?' "l guess" wasmy answer. "But he can change himself to look like whatever he wants. I'll
bet he could change himself into atang if hewantedto.” "Redly? That'shard to believe,” washis
response.  Hard to believe? | was walking along awooden sky bridge talking to acat. Don't tell me
about hard to believe.  "You think he'shere, on Eelong?' Boonasked. "Yes, | do," was my answer.

"Findly!" Boon exclaimed. He hopped ahead of me with excitement and walked backward while
talking quickly. "I've been waiting forever to meet this guy. Seegen said held be here someday, but |
never thought the day would actualy come! He'sreally bad, right? 1 mean, do you think he'sgoing to try
and do something horrible on Edlong? Let himtry. I'll dash him likethat quigintheflumetreg” |
redlized that this man-eating cat was no more than an excited kid who thought the war with Saint Dane
was somekind of excitinggame.  "Uhh, thisisn't like prowrestling,” | said. "Thisisred.” "I know
that," Boon said defensively. "What's prowrestling?' | didn't like having to be the voice of reason. |
was suddenly feeling like | had to act like an adult or something. | stopped walking and spokein my most
seriousvoice.  "Look, Boon, | don't know what Seegen told you, but thisisn't going to be fun. Saint
Daneisakiller. I've seen him start wars and destroy cities. Hell do anything he can to turn E€long inside
out." "Let himtry!" Boon shouted with defiance. "I'm not afraid and neither is Seegen.”  "Yeah, well,
| hate to burst your bubble, but maybeyou should be”  "Why?He'sagar! There hasn't been agar
bornthat | canthandle” "Heisn'tanordinary gar, Boon, he's...Wait, what am | doing? I'm talking to
acat! Youreafresking cat! Thisisinsanel” Maybe it was because the shock of my first few moments
on Edlong had findly worn off. Maybe it was because | was feding aone. Or maybe it was because my
mind had finally rejected the possibility that cats could talk, but | had had enough.  "I'm going back," |
said, and turned back for the flume. | had no idea how to find it, but | was ready to try. Boon ran around
infront to head me off, but | kept walking. "You can't go back, you're supposed to be here!" he



complained. "No, I'mnot,” | shot back. "Thisterritory is crazy. Quigs are humans. Catstak and livein
trees because they might get eaten by big lizards. And I'm supposed to follow somebody who thinks
battling Saint Daneisgoing to be fun? I don't think so." | kept walking. Boon kept pace. "But, but,
Seegen will beredly angry with me,” he complained. "I was supposed to bring you to Leeandra”  "Tdll
youwhat," | said. "I'm going back home, to Second Earth, where humans are humans and catspeein a
litter box. If this Seegen character wants my help, he can find me there. Let's see howhdlikes dedling with
aworld wherehebelongsinazoo.” "But what about the other Traveler, Gunny?' Boon asked.  That
made me stop. Gunny. I'd dmost forgotten. Whatever problems| was having with Eelong, Gunny had
them too. | couldn't leave without finding him.  "Ahhhhh!"A horrifying scream came from down in the
jungle. Boon and | ran to therailing of the sky bridge and |ooked down. On the ground we saw asmall
band of klees run from the jungleinto aclearing that was directly below us. They were running on dl
fourslike, well, likecats. "I thought the kleeslived inthetrees?' | asked. "Wedo," Boon answered.
"But we till need to spend time on the ground. Food doesn't grow on trees, you know.” Therewasa
joke in there somewhere, but | didn't go after it. Running behind the band of cats we saw agroup of
humans. They were dressed in the samerags as| wore, but didn't look aswild asthe quigs. They just
looked like smallish, dirty people. There were about adozen in dl. Mostly men, but afew women as
well. They dl looked asif they were running in fear from something, and a second later | saw what it was.

A green shape sprang from the bushes and grabbed the last of the fleeing humans. It was atang. The
lizard wrapped its talons around the leg of the human, who had fallen on his ssomach. The beast dragged
the guy aong the ground toward the bushes. The victim may have looked human, but histerrified screams
sounded more like an animd. Adoomedanima.  "We gottado something!" | shouted.  "Likewhat?'
Boon answered casudly. "It's okay, Pendragon. This happensdl thetime” 1t was horrible. Maybe
Boon was used to seeing humans dragged off to a gruesome desath at the hands of a hungry lizard, but
thiswas dien to me. I'd never seen anything like this on the Discovery Channd.  "But hesgoing to die!”
| shouted. "That'show it works," Boon said patiently. "Surviva of thefittest.” Even though we were
high overhead, | could smell the deadly-sick odor come from the hungry tang. It was getting ready to
feed. The human grabbed at the ground, digging itsfingersin, desperately trying to pull away. It was
futile. The other humans kept running. The cats, too. This guy wasleft to die. My stomach turned.

Then | saw ablack shadow flash back into the clearing. One oFthe cats had returned. It ran toward
the tang on dl foursand stood up onitsback two feet. "Kashal" Boonexclamed. "Who?' "She's
afriend of ming" he answered. "And she hatestangs.” The cat Boon called Kashawasjet black. Her
fur was so0 black, it looked blue. It was shiny, too. She wore the same dark clothing as the other cats. In
one hand she held along stick. In the other she held what looked to beacoiledrope.  Thetang
stopped dragging the human. It eyed Kashawarily. The human let out aguttura plea, begging for
Kashashelp. "Kasha, letit go!" came another voice from below. The other cats had returned. They
stood together in agroup, on their back legs, keeping a safe distance from the action. Boon pointed to
thebig, gray cat who had ydlled at Kasha.  "That's Durgen," he said. "He'sin charge of the group.”

"It'sover, Kasha," Durgen yelled, sounding bored. "I want to go home."  Another cat called out,
"He's past his prime anyway. Thetang'sdoing you afavor.”  The other catslaughed at the remark.
Kashaignored them. She crept closer to the tang and stopped about ten feet away. With her left hand
she held the stick out as athreat. She swiped the air afew times, getting its attention. The tang kept its
eye on the gtick, but didn't let go of the human. What the tang didn't see, wasthat in Kashas right hand,
she held thelasso. | saw that one end of the rope split off into three threads. Hanging from each end was
abal about the size of abig lemon. Kashaturned her body sideways so the tang couldn't see that she
was getting ready to throw it. She swept the air with the stick again. The tang snarled. It held tight to the
leg of the human with one of itstalon hands, and held the other up, ready to fend off the stick.  "Hurry
up,” Durgen yelled. "I'm dready late for supper.”  Kashaflashed the stick once more, the tang swiped
at it, and Kasha hurled the rope. The three balls spun toward their target. The tang had no ideawhat hit
him. The three balls wrapped around its neck, winding the vines dong with it. Kasha quickly dropped the
stick, grabbed the vine with both hands, and yanked hard. The tang screamed in pain and reached for the



vine. Of course, by doing that he let go of the human, and the frightened guy scrambled to hisfeet and
fled. When he ran past the group of cats, one of them shouted a him, "What? Not even a thank-you?
Where are your manners?' Theotherslaughed.  But it wasn't over. Kashawas still grappling with the
tang. Thelizard made amove for her, but Kasha danced away and yanked the rope again, making the
tang scream in agony. Aslong as she held the rope, she could control the tang. But if shelet go, the tang
could attack. It wasastandoff. ~Kashacalled to the others, "Uh, little help, please?’ Her voice was
definitely feminine, which isweird to say because shewas acat. She didn't sound scared, either. But it
was clear she didn't want to be dealing with thistang on her own.  "Comeon," Durgen said to the
others, sounding like he was bored with the whole event. "Let'shelp her out...again.” Thecatsall
picked up long sticks of their own and moved toward K asha and the tang. Durgen said to Kasha, "What
if weweren't hereto help?' Kashareplied, "But you are, so start.”  The cats poked at the tang with
their long sticks. Kashalet go of the rope and backed away. The tang made an angry movefor her, but
the other cats poked it back. "Easy there, big fella," Durgen said to the tang. "Party's over. Go find
dinner somewhereelse”  Thetang hissed at them and backed away. With afinal shriek, it turned and
rumbled into thebushes.  "Canwe go now?' one of the catsasked Kasha.  "Yes, thank you," she
answered. They retreated as agroup, in case the tang decided to make a counterattack.  "Why do
you do that?" Durgen asked Kasha. "Risk your lifeforagar?' "To makeyou angry,” Kashareplied
playfully, and gavethe cat afriendly shove. "I'm serious," Durgen added. "One day you're going to get
yourself killed."  "Then you won't have to worry about me anymore," Kashasaid with achuckle.  The
cats dropped their sticks, got down on dl fours, and ran into the forest, once again looking like a pack of
junglecats. "She'safriend of yours?' | asked Boon. "Since we werelittle," Boon answered. "Her
father isSeegen.” "Seegen? The Traveler?' | asked in surprise. "He hasadaughter?'  "Yes. She
doesn't know it yet, but Seegen told me shélll be the next Traveler from E€long. And when that happens,
I'll become her acolyte” "Areyou serious?' | asked, sounding more surprised than | meant to.

"Yes. What'swrong with that?" "Oh, nothing." "Let'skeep going. Werre amost there," Boon
sad, and continued walking. | followed, but with a new, troubling thought. There was only one
Traveler from each territory. My uncle Press waskilled, making me the Traveler from Second Earth.
Loor's mother and Spader'sfather died aswel, making them the Travelers from their territories. Ajawas
an orphan. If Kashawas destined to be the next Traveler from Eelong, then | was very worried about the
safety of Seegen, the current Traveler. It was suddenly more important than ever to meet him.
JOURNAL #16 (CONTINUED) EELONG Leeandra. I'mnot sureif you'd cdl it a
city, or azoo, or afantasy villageinthetrees. It was dl of the above. When Boon told me we were going
to hishome, | expected to find atree house that smelled like cat pee and had clumps of fur piled in the
corners. After dl, thesejungle cats may wak and talk, but they were till animals. | thought Lesandra
would be more like azoo than someplace | would call acity. Man, was| wrong. | suppose my first
clue should have been the sky bridges and balconies. Near the flume tree they were old and unkempt,
but the closer we got to Leeandra, the dicker these bridges became. There wasn't arotten board in sight.
The supports were taut and true. Whoever built these bridges was a heck of an engineer. Also, the
farther we walked, the more complex the structures became. The trees held multiple platforms connected
by sky bridges at dl levelsand angles. As| think back on thejourney, | can describeit asbeing likea
trip from the country into the city.  We aso started seeing more cats. | should probably start calling
them klees, but that's going to be tough because, well, they were cats. | saw klees of al different sizes
and colorstraveling the sky bridges. Somewaked on their hind legs. Othersran on dl fours, seemingly in
ahurry to get somewhere important. | suppose | should have been scared, because any one of them
could have turned meinto Tender Vittles, but | wasn't. It al seemed s0...civilized. | figured that unlike on
Second Earth, predator cats and humanswere ableto live sde by side. Weird, no? It was about to
get awholelot weirder.  We were starting to cross another sky bridge when Boon stopped. He looked
around to make sure nobody was watching or listening, then reached into histunic and pulled out athick,
braided vine that was looped into two small circlesononeend.  "We'readmost at Leeandra,” he
explained. "I hate to do this, Pendragon, but there are city rulesthat don't apply inthejungle” "What is



it?' 1 asked. "Redtraints," he said with his head down, embarrassed.  "It'sokay, | understand,” | said
and took the braided vine to place it around Boon's furry hands. "I won't makeit too tight.”  "No!"
Boon said and pulled hishands back. "These arefor you!" | didn't react at first. It took a couple of
seconds to understand what he was saying. He wanted to put the restraintsonme! ™Y ou gotta be
kidding me!" | shouted and backed away. "Sshhhh!" he said whilelooking around nervoudy. "You'rea
gar. Wedon't let garswalk around on their own insdethecity.” "Why not? What's wrong with gars?
Besides the smell, which you dready pointed out.”  Boon frowned. He grew nervous. "I...I'm sorry,
Pendragon. Maybe you don't understand. I'm not really sure how to say this but, the gars here aren't like
you." "Yeah, | sawthosequigs” | sad. "Notjust thequigs” Boon said. "Pendragon, on E€long,
gasaelike...animas" | sared a Boon along time, letting hiswordsroll around in my head, hoping
they would settle down in some way that would make sense. They didn't. "I thought you knew," he
said sheepishly. "Most gars can't even speak, that'swhy | was so surprised to hear you talk. | guess|
didn't explanthingssowdl." "No, you didnt," | sad nervoudy. "Y ou'retelling me humans on Edlong
can't peak? Or think intelligently? Or work or read or laugh or writeor... or play sports?”  "No, they
play sports!" Boon assured me. "Gars play wip-pen dl thetime." He then dropped his voice low and
sad, "But lots of them arekilled during thegame”  "Oh, that'sjust swell!" | shouted. "Humans aren't
capable of doing anything except getting killed playing games or being eaten by tangs. | fee so much
better now."  "But everything will befineif you stay with me...and put thison,” Boon said, holding up
therestraint.  "No...freakin'...way," | said. "Y ou're not going to put aleash on me like somekind
of...of...anima!" "But that'swhat you are!" Boon pleaded. "Nobody here knows about other
territories or Travelersor placeswhere gars are intdligent. Believe me, | know about it, and I'm till
having trouble accepting it.”  "Wall, that'sjust too bad,” | shot back. "The hell with your leash laws. I'm
here to help these cats. If they're going to treat me like a pet, then they can get somebody else to protect
them from Saint Dane." | wasredly mad. But more than that, | was freaked out. Can you imagine
dropping down afew notches on the food chain and being treated like alower life-form?  "Takemeto
Seegen,” | demanded. "'If he'sthe Traveler from Eelong, then I'm going to need hishelp. And I've got to
find Gunny. The more time we waste playing zoo boy, the more time Saint Dane hasto cause trouble.”

Boon |ooked to the ground. "I understand how you fedl, Pendragon,” he said quietly. "I don't blame
you. If | went to Second Earth, I'm sure I'd fedl thesameway.” "I guaranteeit,” | grumbled. "But
we've got aproblem,” he continued. "If you want to walk around Leeandralike you're aklee, you'll be
picked up by the Stray Division and impounded.” "Y ou mean like aloose dog?’ | asked, horrified.

"I don't know what adog is," Boon answered.  "What if you explained to them I'm aredly smart
gar, and | should be treated with respect?'  Boon looked at melike | had just said | was going to
gprout wingsfrommy earsand fly.  "Okay," Boon said camly. "Y ou win. I'll do whatever you want,
yourethe lead Traveler. But please, before you decide, let me show you something.” "What?"' |
asked. "You need to understand how thingswork here," he explained. "There's ameeting going on
right now. Maybe we can catch the end of it. It'sbeing run by the viceroy of Leeandra” "Youwant me
to spesk a ameeting?'  "No!"Boon said quickly, asif theideaactudly scared him. "'l want you to listen
to what they're discussing. After you hear what they haveto say, I'll go dong with whatever you want."

| put my anger aside and decided that Boon was being pretty fair. He may have been naive about
Saint Dane, and allittle overeager, but he seemed to be asmart guy. Hewastrying.  "Okay, fine," |
agreed. Boonlooked visibly relieved. "But please," he added. "Until that meeting is over, will you go
aong with me and dip these restraints on your wrists? The kleeswill think you're with me and we won't
have any problems.” Theideaof getting tied up and led around like adog made my mouth go dry. It's
hard to describe thefeding. It was very primd, like | was handing over control of my life and my intellect.

"Trust me," he added. "It will be much easier thisway." | answered by holding out my wrists. Boon
nodded in thanks and gently dipped the two loops over my hands. He gently tugged the loops tight until
they were snug around my wrists. My somach twisted.  "Now," he said. "Let me show you Leeandra.”

Boon stepped onto the bridge, and | was happy that he didn't pull the leash tight. He waited for meto
walk beside him. That was good. If he had made mewalk behind him | think | would havelogt it again. It



wasthen that | noticed the band of light in the Sky had moved lower on the horizon. My guesswas right;
thisthing waslike the sun. Thissmal revelation made mefed more comfortable. At least | was getting to
understand Eelong, even if | wasn't so thrilled about most of what | waslearning. | looked ahead over the
sky bridgeto ahugetree on thefar sde. The bridge led to alarge portal in the tree, like we were
waking over the drawbridge to the entrance of agiant castle. There was dense foliage to either sde of it,
blocking my view of what was beyond. "Y ou okay?' Boon asked. ™Y eah, whatever" was my answey.
Truth was, | wasn't, but what could | do? Wewalked through the portal to find that this hollowed-out
tree held aguard station. Two large cats stood in front of a cage that blocked the way. They each held
long sticks as wegpons and had coils of ropes attached to their belts. They were the same wegpons |
saw the cat named Kashause againgt thetang.  "Boon!" one of the cats shouted jovidly. "Where have
you been?Y ou missed the wippen tournament!”  "Busy," Boon answered, trying to sound casudl.
"How'ditgo?' "Lousy," the other cat answered. "Those big kleesfrom the north end were too good.”

"They're no better than us,” the first cat corrected. "They just train more.”  The second cat added,
"We needed you, Boon." "Next time," Boon promised. He nodded to the cage door. Thefirst cat
swungitopenforus. "New gar?' thecat asked. | had been looking to the ground the wholetime. |
was afraid if these big catslooked into my eyes, they might see some hint of intelligence they weren't used
to. But now, | glanced to Boon to see his reaction. Boon gave me aquick, embarrassed look.  "Uh,
yeah," heanswered. "Do yoursdf afavor,” thefirst cat said. "Wash him down. He stinks" It took
every bit of willpower | had not to say something. The truth was, these cats didn't exactly smell like roses
ether. "Yeah," Boonsad. | heard adight nervousquiver in hisvoice. "I'll do that. Thanks" Boon
led me through the door. | was agood little gar and followed with my head down. Aswe walked away
from the cage, Boon whispered, "Sorry." | decided not to give him ahard time. Instead | asked,
"What'swippen?' "It'sthe gamel told you about,” Boon said, relieved to be talking about something
ese "Wevedl played sncewewerekids" "Kittens" | said. "Excuseme?' "Forgetit" Before
| had the chance to ask him any more about what to expect, we stepped out of the portal on the far side
of thetreeand | got my first view of Leeandra. Oh man. What asight! Like | wrote before, it wasacity
built in the air. There were wooden huts of al sizes dotting the sides of the trees. Busy sky bridges were
everywhere. The structures were built high overhead, and down low, with the lowest buildings only about
twenty yards off the ground. | guessed they were dtill high enough to be safe from marauding tangs. The
city was big. | saw no end to the buildings, either way. It dl looked to be manufactured out of natural
material. WWood, bamboo, and woven vines. | didn't see anything that looked like meta or plastic.
Everything | saw was very much like | had seen on my way to Leeandra, but multiplied afew hundred
times. But there was more. Running alongside many of the sky bridges were vehiclesthat traveled on a
singletrack, like amonorail. They were open-car trainsthat each carried about twenty klees. They
moved slently and stopped at intersections where klees got off and on. | also saw elevators. There were
round platformsthat carried passengers up and down the outsides of thetrees, to al levels. | saw
fountains on many levelsthat emptied into square troughs where klees bellied up and lapped water like,
well, like cats. That meant Leeandra had pumps, and plumbing. But maybe the most incredible sight was
the streetlights. The entire city was covered by athick canopy of foliage that didn't et in much light from
the sunbelt in the sky. So even though it was daytime, it was pretty dark. But the Streetlights took care of
that. Every few yards aong the sky bridges and wakways was an overhead light fixture that was made
up of ahandful of small, vertica tubesthat looked like wind chimes. The lights gave off awarm glow that
madethe city look asif it werelit by giant fireflies. It was something out of afary-taefantasy. "You
have eectricity?’ | asked Boon. "What'sthat?* ™Y ou know, power, juice””  Boon shrugged and
shook his head. He had no ideawhat | wastaking about. | tried another tack. "What makes those
transrun?1 mean, | doubt if you havelittle birdsingde running on atreadmill like the Hintstones."

"Oh! Youmeanenergy!” "Yeah, energy. What makes everything go?'  "Collectors, abovethe
canopy," Boon explained. "We use crystalsto collect and store energy from thelight in the sky. It'svery
sample, redly. But | don't know what a'flintstone' is”  Amazing. Thiswaking, talking jungle cat was
telling methat this society of animals had figured out away to collect enough solar energy to power their



city, while our so-called advanced society on Second Earth had no clue asto how to make solar energy
practicd. If it was so smple, how comewe couldn't doit? "Don't you get your energy that way on
Second Earth?" Boon asked innocently.  "Uh...yeah, sometimes,” | said quickly, not wanting to admit
thetruth. "Whereisthis meeting?' | added, changing the subject.  "At the Circle of Kleg," Boon
answered. "Thisway." Thetwo of uswaked through the city, crossing over severa more sky bridges
and taking two different elevators. Klees were everywhere-on the sky bridges, on the eevators, riding
the monorails and hanging around on every leve of the city. | didn't see many gars, though. The ones|
did see were either walking along on leashes with klees, like | was with Boon, or doing some menid
work, likelugging heavy materias or cleaning the monorail tracks. The gars may have been consdered
animals, but they were smart enough to do work. | was beginning to think there was alot moreto the
socid system on Edlong than Boon had explained to me. The garswere small people. The biggest guy |
saw was maybe alittle over fivefeet. They al woreragslikel did, and had wild hair that looked like it
hadn't been brushed or cut since the day they were born. Only afew had beards, though. | wasn't sureif
that's because they shaved, or they smply didn't have much facia hair.  What redlly freaked me out,
though, wasthelook in their eyes. It waslike nobody was home. They walked al hunched over, aways
glancing back toward the klees they waked with. | was beginning to redlize what Boon meant when he
sad I'd stand out. Without thinking, | found mysdf hunching over alittlebit.  Onelast note about the
gars. Just before we reached the Circle of Klee | saw something that was kind of odd. I'm not sure what
it meant, but it was strange enough to write about here. We passed two gars who weretied up outside a
tree house like dogs waiting for their master. They sat huddled together, staring at something that one gar
held in the palm of hishand. It was a cube about the Size of abox that aring would comein. It was
amber colored and could have been made of somekind of crystl. The odd thing was that the gars were
both petting it like it was dive. They made this strange cooing sound, asif they were consoling ababy. It
wastotaly creepy. They were so focused on thislittle cube that they didn't hear us coming, but as soon
aswe drew even with them, the one gar closed his hand around the cube and hid it so fast, it made me
fed likeit waseither very valuable or very illegd. | made brief eye contact with the gar and could tell that
the guy was scared | had seen his treasure. Or maybe he was scared that Boon saw it. Either way, he
looked pretty nervous. | decided not to say anything to Boon, but filed it away to ask about later.  We
took onelast elevator and arrived at aplatform that led to an archway into ahollow tree. As soon aswe
stepped off the elevator, | sensed that the tree was busy with activity. The general buzz gaveit away.
When Boon led meingdethat archway, | saw that it was ameeting place. The room was big, with
benches circling around stage at the center. And it was packed. There must have been ahundred klees.
What do you call agroup of cats? A pack? A herd? A litter? They were dl sitting on benches, looking
toward the stage at center. Y es, they were sitting. They were cats, and they were sitting. Unbelievable.

Standing onstage was atall cat dressed inaroya blue tunic. He actualy looked somewhat like alion,
but hishair, or mane, wasn't asfull asalion's. It waslong, though, and fell halfway down hisback. He
looked older, too. He stood center stage holding along, wooden staff that had the carving of asnarling
cat's head on top. | wasn't sureif he needed this for balance, or if it wasasymbol of power. Behind him
sat X more cats, each wearing tunicsthat were bright red.  "The Council of Kleg," Boon whispered, as
if reading my mind. "The governing body herein Leeandra” He gently nudged meto an area away
from the stage, where we could watch the proceedings while keeping our backsto thewall. That wasa
good idea. We didn't want any klees sneaking up from behind to hear ustalking.  We had stepped into
the middle of an argument. It wasn't chaotic, but it was close. Catswere ydlling a each other, throwing
up their hands for emphasis. Everybody wastalking at once so | couldn't make out what anybody was
saying. Whatever it was, emotionswere definitely running high.  "Whao'sthe guy on the stage?’ |
whisperedto Boon.  "Ranjin, theviceroy of Leeandra,” heanswered.  Viceroy. | guessed that meant
he was the boss. But the boss wasn't getting much respect. He held his paws up, caling for order, but
nobody paid attention. Ranjin kept his coal, though. He glanced back to one of the catsin red, who was
gtting politely, not joining in the argument. The cat nodded and lifted what looked like a carved, wooden
horn to hismouth. He blew into it, sending out along, low note. At the sametime Ranjin raised his



wooden staff over hishead. Immediately the crowd grew quiet and looked to Ranjin. When he spoke, it
was with asoft, cam voice that showed hewasused to beingincharge.  "What exactly isit that we are
proposing here?' hesaid. "Therepea of Edict Forty-sx?' Thecatsall looked at one another
nervoudy, asif none wanted to answer. | leaned close to Boon and whispered, "What's Edict Forty-Six?"

Boon looked straight ahead, deliberately not answering.  "Boon?' | pressed. "What is Edict
Forty-sx?' Boon sighed and said, "It'sthe law that forbids kleesto hunt and eat gars.”  Gulp.

"And they'rethinking of getting rid of it?" | asked nervoudy. "Yes" heanswered. "Y ou sill want to
risk getting picked up by the Stray Divison?' | wasreally sarting to hate Eelong. JOURNAL
#16 (CONTINUED) EELONG "Weare not barbarians," Ranjin said with passion.
"Edict Forty-six iswhat separates klees from the beasts of the jungle. Aslong as| am viceroy | will
notallow thisto happen.”  Good man, Ranjin. Or good cat. Whatever.  "Then what do you suggest?’
acat shouted from the crowd. "The Stuation is getting worse. We can no longer grow enough food to
feed our own young, let donethegars”  Another cat jJumped up and shouted, "Their numbersare
growing daily. They have no concern for our society; they are savages” | was beginning to redlize why
Boon wanted meto hear this. He wanted meto hear, firsthand, that humans weren't treated well here.
Heck, they weren't even treated as well as cats on Second Earth. At least we didn't need lawsto stop us
from eating them. The more | heard, the less| minded being tied to Boon. That leash was Sarting to fedl
likealifdine. Oneof the catsin red who shared the stage with Ranjin stepped up to the viceroy. He
bowed to the older cat respectfully. Ranjin nodded asif giving him permission to address the crowd.

"Who'sthat?' | whispered. "Hisnameis Timber," Boon answered. "He's one of the Council of
Klee" Timber, Ranjin, Boon, Seegen... | wasin another one-nameterritory. How does that work?
How many names have to be handed out before last nameskick in?  "The Council of Klee gives advice
to the viceroy," Boon continued. "But dl decisons aretheviceroy'sto make"  That was good. From
what 1'd heard so far, the viceroy didn't want to declare open season on humans.  "Fellow
Leeandrans,” Timber began. "Itisclear that we arein difficult times”  Thebig cat spoke with
confidence. He had dark brown fur, with thousands of black spots, like aleopard. His mane waslong,
and it looked asif he actually combed it. How's that for animage? A big jungle cat with adick hairdo?
Amazing. "Not one of us here today welcomesthe idea of turning back the clock and returning to the
ways of our primitive ancestors. Hunting gars has been outlawed for generations. The gars have become
valuableto our very existence. Not just herein Leeandra, but throughout E€long. Besides providing
manua labor, they aid in our protection when traveling on the jungle floor. Some have even become
beloved pets, family members, if youwill."  The spotted cat was making it sound asif garswere
pampered lapdogs. From what | had seen so far, it wasn't likethat at al. But if this cat's speech was
going to keep the cats from hunting humans, asfar as | was concerned, Timber could spin the Situation
any way hewanted. "However," Timber continued. "There are times when higher intentions must give
way to harsh redlities. The production of our farms can no longer keep up with the growing population of
both klees and gars. At thisrate, we will soon reach a point where there are dangerous shortages. We
are dwaystrying to find new waysto increase our yield, but even with the great strideswe've made, we
cannot keep up with the exploding gar population. | hate to say thisin such dire terms, but soon there will
not be enough food to go around.”  Uh-oh. His speech wastaking abad turn.  "One of the beauties
of our society isthat we welcome free and open debate. We are encouraged to challenge our leadersin
congtructive ways. It iswhat has made L eecandrathe most powerful city in E€long, and I'm surewe al
want it to remain that way. That iswhy | challenge the opinion of our esteemed viceroy." Hispassion
was growing, and so was the enthusiasm of hisaudience. Suddenly | wasn't liking Timber so much.

"Asimportant asit isto keep sight of our loftier idedls," he continued, "noble intentions cannot take
importance over our very survival!"  The crowd of cats cheered him on. Timber was feeding off their
energy. Thiswaslooking very bad. | sartedto sweat. "I for one cannot sit idly by and see our children
go hungry in order for some lowly animadstofill their own bellies” A big cheer. Public opinion wason
hisside. Being the only gar in the room, | wasfedling pretty uncomfortable. | glanced to Boon. He
wouldn't look at me. | looked to Ranjin, the viceroy. He stood firm, with his feet planted. He didn't seem



angry, though | wasn't entirely sure what an angry cat looked like. Would he hiss? Would hisears go
back? "Thisiswhy | pledgeto you today that | will use whatever humble influence | have on the
Council of Kleeto repeal Edict Forty-six until we have devised away to increase our food supply. |
believe the choice hereissmple, my fellow Leeandrans. If it comes down to the survival of our race, |
say: Letthemeat gar!"  Yikes. The crowd jumped to their feet with wild gpplause. It waslike one of
those political conventionsyou seeon TV. | half expected balloonsto start faling from the calling. My
stomach turned. In afew short minutes | had gone from being insulted by having to wear aleash, to
understanding that gars were treated worse than gerbils, to fearing it might soon be hunting season on
gars...and likeit or not, | wasagar. | looked back to the stage to see what Ranjin's reaction wasto
Timber's speech. What | saw made my blood freeze.  The kleesin the audience were on their feet,
stomping and clapping. On the stage, the red-robed Council of Klee dl stood, camly discussing
something with Ranjin. They didn't seem upset or caught up in the emotion of the moment. But that's not
what | focused on. My eyes went right to the big cat named Timber. | expected him to be on the edge of
the stage, waving hisarmsto whip the crowd into afrenzy. But he wasn't. This cat sood by himsdf,
away from the others. He didn't face the Council of Klee. He didn't facethecrowd. Hewaslooking
directly at me. Hisgazewas solid and cold, like a predator who had located its prey. In some ways,
that'swhat it was. | had been here before...and sohad he.  "We gotta get outta here,” | said to Boon.
"Let'swalit till thingscam down," hesaid.  "No!" | shouted. "Now!" | yanked my leash and pulled
Boon toward the doorway. Boon quickly jumped in front of me. I'm sure he didn't want to be seen being
led by agar. It didn't matter to me. We had to get out of there. We got hafway through the large room
when acrowd of klees spilled in front of us, laughing and cheering.  "Boon!" one cat ydlled. It wasthe
same cat who had chased the quig back in the tree with the flume. "Y ou madeit back intime!”  "Can't
talk now!" Boon said as hetried to pull methroughthecrowd. "But thisis history!" The cat grabbed
Boon and tried to pull him into the crowd. Boon struggled to get away, but these guys weren't letting him
go. Booncomplained, "l needto bring my gar-"  "Forget the gar!" the cat said. He yanked the leash
out of Boon's paw and tied meto arailing dong the wal. "Hell be here when you get back... if he's
lucky!" The cat laughed. He and the others grabbed Boon and pulled him into the crowd. Boon glanced
at me, helpless. He was swept away in ajumble of fur and whiskers. Now | wasaone...and trapped in
aroom full of predator cats who were getting all sorts of psyched about eating humans. As bad asthat
was, there was something that worried memore. | heard the voice before | saw him. "Welcometo
Eelong, Pendragon,” he said calmly. "I trust you enjoyed my performance.” JOURNAL #16
(CONTINUED) EELONG Ididn't haveto look. | knew who it was. He may have taken the
form of ajungle cat named Timber, but | knew thetruth.  "Hello, Saint Dane," | said. Trying to sound
asif | wasn't surprised, or scared-because | was both. ™Y ou redly must be getting desperate.” | turned
around to see him standing afew feet from me. He stood on two feet, staring down at me like some
lowly bug. It was Saint Dane, all right.  "And why would you say that?' heasked. "l can't change
mysdf into akleelikeyou," | said. "It givesyou an unfair advantage here. But maybe that's the only way
you canbeat me"  Saint Dane chuckled. "Oh, so brash for ayoung Traveler who failed so miserably
onVedox." Ittook al my willpower not to scream at this creep. | didn't want to let him know that he
was getting to me, which he was. "What have you done here?’ | asked.  "lan'tit obvious?' hereplied.
"Theword hassuch aniceringtoit, no?" "What word?' | asked, not redlly sure | wanted to hear the
answer.  "Genocide" Saint Danesaid with findlity. "Genocide?' | repeated. "Y ou want to wipe out
the gars? Why? Aren't the garslike animals here? Wiping them out would be horrible, but not exactly a
turning point for theterritory.”  "Ahh, but you'rewrong,” Saint Dane said. "The gars are much more
integrd to life on Edlong than the kleesredize. Without the gars, the tangs will have no prey. 1t will only
be amatter of time before those vicious lizards become desperate enough to rise up against the klees.
The klees may be the superior race on E€long, but they are no match for the tangs. So when | speak of
genocide, the garsare smply thefirst step inthe cycle of destruction.” It wasachilling thought. Saint
Dane was monkeying with the food chain on E€long. If he succeeded, the hunters would become the
hunted, and E€long would be left to arace of mindless, carnivorous dinosaurs. . .and he would have his



second territory. ™Y ou never told me your plan before. Why now?' | asked.  Saint Dane, or Timber
as he caled himsdlf here, looked me in the eye. It took everything | had not to look away.  "Things
have changed, Pendragon,” he said with confidence. "As| said, oncethefirs territory falls, the rest will
topple like dominos. Vedox ison a path to destruction, thanksto your failure. My power is growing.
Nothing isasit was. The order that ruled the territoriesis crumbling, and soisHalla" He backed away
and added, "Which reminds me, it'stimeto pay avist to your friends on Second Earth. What are their
names? Oh yes, Mark and Courtney."  Hearing that, there was no way | could keep my cool anymore.

"Leavethem done!" | shouted. "They aren't Travelers. They have nothing to do with this™

"Everyone hasarolein our little drama, Pendragon,” Saint Dane shot back. "It'stheir turn. But don't
blame me. It was you who chose them. | wonder how they'll use their new power.”  "Power? What
power?' | asked. "What's happened?’  Saint Dane backed toward the door. "Like | said, thewalls are
crumbling. I'll give them your regards.” He held up arotten, cloth bag and said, " Along with asmal token
from our friend Gunny." With that he turned and walked quickly for thedoor. "Saint Dane!" | shouted,
but it was useless. The big cat dropped down on dl fours and sprang forward, leaping out of the
doorway. Hewas headed for the flume. For Second Earth. For you guys. | knew | couldn't stop
him, but you two had to be warned. | yanked at the leash, desperate to get loose and chase after the
demon. All I did was pull the knot tighter. Idiot. Thankfully Boon cameback. "What are you doing?’
he asked nervoudy. "Everybody'swatchingyou!"  "It'sSaint Dane" | said franticaly. "Timber is Saint
Dane” "What?' Boon said, confused. "Timber has been on the Council of Klee since, well, since
forever." "Then Saint Dane has been hereforever,” | answered quickly. "Or he got rid of the real
Timber and took his place. | told you, he can turn into whatever he wants, and he wantsto be on the
Council of Klee. That'swhat he does. He dimes himsdlf into aterritory and manipulates people
and...now he's going after my friends on Second Earth. Weve got to get back to theflume!™  "Maybe
we should find Seegenfirstand-"  "No! Wedon't havetime!”  Boon must have seen the desperation
in my eyes. With one quick move he flashed one of his sharp claws and diced through the leash. "Let's
go," he said, al business. He grabbed the cut end of the leash for show, and the two of usran out of the
Circleof Klee. Good cat. "l gottabesat him to theflume," | announced.  "If he'son the run, you'l
never catch him,” Boonwarned. ™Y ou gotta get me there, Boon," | said, not caring that other cats
were watching us curioudy. The thought flashed that | could jump on Boon's back and ride him to the
flume, but Boon had another idea. He led meto an devator platform and to my surprise, we went
down... tothejunglefloor. "Whoa, isn't thisdangerous?' ™Y ou want to get therefast?' he asked.
"Thisistheway." We hit the ground, and Boon ran across the jungle beneath the trees. He stayed on
two feet s0 I'd be able to keep up. But he was still faster than | was. It didn't help my speed any that |
kept looking around, expecting atang to leap out of abush and start chewingon my butt.  "Don't
worry. It's pretty safeinside Leeandra," Boon said without dowing down. " There are guards everywhere.
Wewon't bein any red danger until weleavethecity.” Good. Noworries...for now. Boonled meto
atall fence made of bamboo that was around ten feet high. There was an opening with two klees standing
guard. Boon ran up to one and said breathlesdly, "I need azenzen." The guard answered, "What's your
rush? The wippen tournament isover.”  "And those guys from the north made uslook bad,” Boon said,
thinking fast. "1 want the extrapractice” The guard stepped aside and said, "Good! They aren't better
than us, they just trainmore.”  "Exactly!" Boon replied. "Waich my gar, would you?' That wasme,
Boon ran ingde the gate, leaving medone. | sood in front of the two guards, feding dl sorts of
vulnerable. | dmost whistled casudly, but figured that would have been alittle suspicious. | looked to the
ground but still felt their eyes on me. | redly hoped they weren't hungry.  "What isthat smedll?* oneklee
askedtheotherindisgust. "Thegar," the other guard snarled. "Filthy animal. Don't they ever clean
themsaves?' Thefirst kleewalked up to me. | could fedl hisbreath, but didn't darelook up.  "Nice
shoes," theklee said. "My hunting gar could usethose”  "So get him apair likethat," the second guard
sad. "l didn't say he could use apairlikethat,” thefirst guard corrected. "I said he could usethosel”

Before | knew what was happening, the klee grabbed me around the neck, chokingme.  "Take
them!" he ordered the second klee.  The other guard quickly yanked off my shoes. | didn't fight. There



were bigger problemsto ded with than losing apair of torn-up cloth shoes. Besides, | didn't want them
to bite me. A few long seconds later, | heard the sound of hoofs. The klee guard let go of meand |
gasped for breath. | saw Boon trotting up on the back of an incredibly strange-looking horse. I now
redized that thistall fence was actudly acorra. The anima Boon caled a"zenzen" was dark orange, and
sort of looked like aregular old Second Earth horse, except that it had impossibly long legs. That's
because each leg had an extrajoint. I'm serious. Imagine ahorse leg, then add awhole 'nother section
that was about two feet long, complete with an extrajoint, and you'd have what they called azenzen. It
moved strangdly, like aspider. But it was definitely ahorse.  "C'mon, gar!" Boon shouted to me, asif
he were calling adog. "Good boy, let'sgo!” | wastotally humiliated, but had to play aong. | walked
over to the zenzen and looked up at Boon. It's tough enough climbing up onto aregular old horse, but
this thing was another few feet higher. Boon reached down and held out hispaw.  "C'mon boy, grab
on," Boon commanded. | gave him adirty look and reached with my hand. Boon grabbed it and
pulled me up likeadoll. Man, he was strong. He plunked me down in back of him, just behind the
saddle.  "Not bad!" one of the klee guards said. "Y ou got that one trained pretty good!"  "But you
gottawash him down," the other said. "He gtinks™  "And get him some shoes!"” the first guard added
with an obnoxious chuckle. | whispered to Boon, "The stink comments are getting old."  "Sorry,"
Boon whispered. Hethen let out a™Y ah!™ while snapping thereins. | grabbed on to histunic and we
bolted forward and ran faster than | thought any horse could run. That extralength of leg must have acted
like aturbocharger, because in no time we were flying. We blasted along the jungle floor, beneath the
buildings of Leeandra. VVery soon we came upon awall made of bamboo that looked like the fence
around the corrd. Only thiswall towered fifty feet into theair. 1 now redlized that Leeandrawas built
likeafort, with awall ringing it to keep out the tangs. "The gate!” Boonyelled ahead. | looked over his
shoulder to see afew klee guards move to open ahuge, swinging door. Boon didn't dow down. The
guards must have realized he wasn't going to stop, because they scrambled to get the door open. They
swung it wide, just intime, as Boon and | galloped out of the safety of Leeandraand into the badlands.

Boon knew how to ride. We charged aong the narrow, jungle path asif we were out in the great wide
open. Fast was scary, but good. We not only had to beat Saint Dane to the flume, | figured aslong aswe
were flying dong, it would be tough for atang to attack. Still, Boon wasn't taking any chances. Attached
to the saddle was one of those long wooden weapons. Once we were out of the city, Boon held thereins
with one paw, and grabbed the weapon with the other. He held it forward, ready, in case ahungry tang
decidedtogetinour way. Now that we were moving, my thoughts turned to what | would do once
we caught up with Saint Dane. | was really worried about you guys. Saint Dane's comment about it being
your turn, and your having new powers, didn't make sense. The only thing | knew for surewasthat it
couldn't be good. Saint Dane wouldn't be dropping in on you guys just to say howdy do. And he
mentioned Gunny. | felt certain that Gunny was il dive, but wherewas he? | didn't want to leave Edlong
without finding him, but knowing that Saint Dane was coming after you guyswas more important. | had
togettoyoufirs. Themad galop through the forest was uneventful. Not a single tang showed up.
After afew minutes| saw that the stonein my ring was starting to glow. We were getting close to the
gate. Boon rode us right back to the giant tree that held the flume and pulled up at the small entrance
had first come through. | had no ideaif we had beaten Saint Danethereor not.  "Find Seegen,” | said
to Boon while climbing down from the zenzen. "He must know where Gunny is”  "No," Boon
protested. "I'm coming withyou."  "You cant,” | shot back. "Only Travelers can use the flume."

"What about acolytes?' Boon asked. "You're not an acolyte yet," | shot back. "And evenif you
were, acolytes can't use the flume. It doesn't work that way." | stopped short, my mind racing. My own
wordsrang in my ears."It doesn't work that way." Saint Dane had said that the rules were changing, and
the walls between the territories were bresking down. Could that be the "new powers' he wastaking
about? Wasiit possible that acolytes could now activate theflume?  "Pendragon?' Boon called to me.
"What areyou thinking?' "Find Seegen,” | said again. "I'll get back assoonas| can.” | had turned for
the gate when Boon yelled, "Pendragon!” | looked back and Boon tossed me his wooden weapon.
"Quigs' wasal hesaid. | caught the heavy gtick and felt itsweight. It waslike along baseball bat. |



had no idea how to use it against one of those human quigs, but it was better having it than not. | nodded
to Boon, then dove down to the holein thetree. | knew theway. | crawled through the narrow tunnel
that was choked with vines and found the holein the floor that led down to the flume cavern. While
holding the weapon in front of me, | climbed down the root sairs, stepped over the pile of gar bones,
and found mysdf standing in the grand underground cavern that held the flume. A quick look to the
ground showed methe arrow | had scraiched into the dirt. Sofar sogood. | didn't know if | was
ahead of Saint Dane, or if he had aready gone to Second Earth. Either way | didn't want to waste time,
s0 | didn't change out of my E€long rags. | put the wooden weapon down on the flat rock next to my
jumpsuit from Vedox and dove through the curtain of rootsthat hid theflume.  When | reached the
tunnd, | saw something | hadn't expected. Therewas alight glowing far in the distance, asif | had
aready activated the flume. But it didn't grow closer to me, nor did it disappear into the distance. It just
sort of hung there asif the flume had been half activated. | didn't know what it meant, but | couldn't
gpend any timetrying tofigureitout. "Second Earth!" | shouted intothetunnd.  Thelight came for
me. A moment later | was pulled in and on my way home. But thiswas like no other trip | had taken
back to Second Earth. Every time| had traveled home, it was dwayswith afeding like | wasgoing
somewhere safe and sane. Thistime | feared what | would find...and | wasn't disappointed. The voyage
through the flume was eerily smilar to thetrip | had taken from Vedox to Edlong. | once again saw
trangparent images floating in space. Thistime | saw what looked to be giant chess pieces. Therewere
aso beautiful clear blue crystals spinning by that looked like glaze, the precious ore from Denduron. It felt
like the star fidld was teeming with ghosts from dl the different territories. | wondered if this had
something to do with what Saint Dane had said about the walls between the territories crumbling.  You
guys aready know what happened when | arrived on Second Earth. When | saw you at the mouth of the
flume, | realized | wastoo late. Y ou looked al sorts of scared, which meant Saint Dane had aready been
there. | wasrdieved that you two were okay, but till worried about what it all meant. I'm sorry if | was
rough with you guys, but | had so many different thoughts and fears running through my head, not the
least of which wasthat bag that turned out to have Gunny's hand init. Saint Daneistruly amongter.
Once you told me he had returned to E€long, | knew that | had to return aswell. Again, I'm sorry for
beingsuchacreep. My plan wasto return to E€long, then climb back up into the tree and seeiif |
could find my way back to Leeandra. | needed to find Seegen, the Traveler. And ultimately, Gunny.
After that we would begin to try and find away to stop Saint Dane and his quest to obliterate the gars.
Onthetrip back, | carried the bag with Gunny's hand with reverence. | didn't know what | was going to
do with it, but whatever it was, it would haveto beon E€long.  But when the flume deposited me back
in the cavern on Eelong, my plansimmediately changed. | pushed my way through the hanging rootsto
find mysdlf in the vast underground cavernfacing... A jet-black jungle cat. The big cat sood on all
fours, facing me. Its amber eyes seemed to look right through me. If this cat had been given the okay to
hunt gars, then it had just gotten a surprise snack from out of the blue. Me.  We stood looking at each
other for what seemed like an eternity. | saw that my wooden weapon was still on the flat rock where |
left it-beyond my reach. Not that | would have known what to do with it anyway. The next move was
going to haveto bethe cat's. | bent my legs, ready to spring out of the way if it charged. It didn't.
Instead the big cat said camly, "So you're Pendragon.” | immediately realized who it was. | had seen
her before and knew | wasn'tindanger. "My name'sKasha," she continued. "My father is Seegen, the
Traveler from Edlong.” She stood up on her two hind legs, crossed her armsin front of her and added,
"Hesmissng." I'mgoingtoend my journd here, guys. I'm writing thisfrom the city of Leeandra,
where| am staying in the tree house that belongs to Kasha, the daughter of Seegen. But Seegen isn't
here. Question is, whereishe? Themain reason I'm ending thishereisthat | need to send you a
warning. Whatever happened by losing Vedox has changed the nature of Halla. I'm not entirely sure
what that means, but it ssemsto be okay with Saint Dane, which can only mean it's bad news. Y ou two
are acolytes now. I'm proud of you, and | know you're going to support me and the other Travelers
when we come to Second Earth. But I'm beginning to think that it meansalittle more. | can't be sure, but
| think you two now have the power to activatetheflumes. Don'tdoit.  If there was onething that



Uncle Presstaught me, it's that the territories cannot be mixed. Remember what happened on Denduron?
It was nearly adisaster. | can't even imagine what would happen if acolytes started traveling between
territories. | might be wrong about this, but my gut tellsmeit would cause even more trouble than before.
So please, wait for my next journd. Hopefully by thetime | writeit, I'll have moreinformation to give
you. You guys arethe best. | don't know what | would do if you weren't there for me, eveniif it'sjust on
the other end of my journals. Again, I'm sorry for having been so rough when | saw you, but | know you
understand.  And | hopethat by the next time | write, I'll have some news about Gunny. Until then,
think about me, and please be careful. END OF JOURNAL #16 = SECOND EARTH

"... think about me, and please be careful.”  Courtney Chetwynde read the last few words of
Bobby'sjourna out loud and then dropped the crunchy, brown pages onto the table in front of the couch
where Mark Dimond sat. They were in the basement of Courtney's house, in her father's dusty
workshop. It was the one place they knew they could read Bobby'sjournals and not be disturbed.
Courtney's dad never used the workshop. They cdled it the"tool museum.” "That sucks," Courtney
sadwithdisgust. "What doyou mean?' Mark asked.  "Wefindly have the chance to help Bobby,
forrea, and hewontletus" Mark sat up straight. He hadn't expected thisreaction from  her.

"Whoa, you were the one who wasn't sure about being an acolyte. Now you're upset because you
can'tjumpintotheflume?'  Courtney picked up ahammer from the workbench and pounded it into her
open hand, amovethat clearly said to Mark that she was upset. She didn't say anything right away and
Mark didn't press her. Whatever was on her mind, he knew it had to come out on her terms. Findly,
after damming her hand so many times Mark felt sure sheld break bones, sheopened up.  "Werein
trouble," she began. "All of us. Y ou, me, our families, Stony Brook, Second Earth, Halla. ..everybody!
Upuntil now it'sall been like some bizarro dream. But seeing Saint Dane in the flesh, man, that made it
rea.” Shethrew the hammer down onto the workbench. The loud clatter echoed through the basement.
Mark had never seen Courtney like this. She was focused, like when she played sports. But there was
something more. Something different. The only thing Mark could figure wasthat Courtney
seemed. ..older. He sensed an odd mix of emotions: intengity, anger, and fear.  "We know what's going
on," she continued. "As much as Bobby does. How can we sit around and do nothing but wait for the
mail tocomein?' "Becausethat'swhat Bobby asked usto do," Mark answered meekly, hoping not to
redirect Courtney'sanger tohim.  "Bull!" Courtney shouted. "Bobby's guessing. He doesn't know for a
fact it would be bad if we used the flumes. And I'll tell you something else, has Saint Dane ever told the
truth? Things never turn out the way they first gppear-that's how he manipulates people. He givesyou just
enough information to think you know what's going on, then when you jump at his bait, he twiststhings.
Y ou know what | think? It's possible he's messing with Bobby's head again. Maybe Saint Dane
isafraidfor usto travel? Huh? What about that? Maybe he doesn't want more enemies on his butt. Did
you think about that?' Mark let thistheory sink in. Thiswas serious stuff. "Okay," hesaid calmly. "I'm
not sure if you'reright, but s-suppose you are. What do you th-think we should do?'  Courtney
deflated. Mark saw it. The wind went right out of her sails, and she plunked hersdf down on the couch,
sending up acloud of dust that made Mark cough.  "It'sonly atheory,” she said in defeat. "1 didn't say |
had answers"” Mark let out arelieved breath. For a second he was afraid that Courtney was going to
suggest they go to Elong. Not only would that be exactly what Bobby asked themnotto do, the idea of
running into one of those tang creatures wasn't exactly a pleasant one. Not to mention the gar quigs... or
the klees, who were on the verge of legalizing the killing of humans for food. No, Mark figured that going
to Edlong would be an aggressively bad idea.  Courtney sat on the couch stiffly, her jaw muscles
working. Mark was beginning to think her anger had alot to do with the trouble she was having at
schooal, and at sports. Courtney wasn't used to failing, and right now she wasfailing big-time. It occurred
to Mark that Courtney's sudden desire to enter the fight against Saint Dane might be her way of proving
something to herself. But he wasn't about to share that theory with her. No way. He didn't want to risk
her picking up that hammer again and goingtowork onhishead. "I want to help,” Mark said softly.
"But weve got to be smart about it." "I know," Courtney said. ™Y ou told me once you hoped the battle
with Saint Dane would come to Second Earth so we could be part of it. Remember?'  "Yeah, |



remember.” "W, you got your wish. Saint Dane showed up. He knows who we are. How does that
makeyou fed?" Mark thought for asecond and said, "Scared." "Yeah, metoo," Courtney
admitted. "I'm not atotal idiot." "Thethingis" Mark continued, "there's nothing we can do. We're not
going to go to Eelong because we'd just get in the way, or get eaten. Bobby's barely able to take care of
himsdlf. He doesn't need usto worry about."  Courtney nodded. "And we can't get around the fact
that Bobby thinks we shouldn't use the flumes. He might be wrong, but we just don't know."  "So what
doyouthink we should do?" Courtney asked. "I hateto say it but... nothing. Until something else
happensthat makesthings alittle clearer, we havetowait." "lt'storture," Courtney said between
clenched teeth. "Do you know how hard it isto go to school and do homework and take tests and dedl
with your parents while the universeiscrumbling?'  "Well... yeah, | do,” Mark answered.  Courtney
smiled, backing down. "1 know you do, Mark," she said sheepishly. Mark reached for the journal
papers and rolled them up. "I gottaget home," he said. "I'll bring thisto the bank in the morning. Maybe
after school we should get together again and talk about what might be-"  Mark stopped talking. His
facewent blank. "What'sthe matter?' Courtney asked. Mark dropped the journa and lifted his
hand. Hisring was activating again.  "Another journa?' Courtney asked. "Already?' "N-No," Mark
answered. They both saw that the dark stonein the center of the ring hadn't changed. Instead one of the
symbolsthat circled the gray stone wasglowing. Each of these ten symbol s represented one of theten
territories of Halla. The symbol that was now glowing looked likethreewavy lines.  "Were getting a
message from an acolyte,” Mark said, ssunned.  When Tom Dorney told them about being acolytes, he
explained that the acolytes were able to communicate with one another through the rings. Mark and
Courtney had dready seen it work when they got amessage from the Vedox acolyte, Evangdine. Mark
took off thering and placed it on the table. It quickly grew, opening up a path between the territories.
They heard the usua musica notes and saw the sparkling lights. As strange and magical asthe event was,
it had become familiar. They shielded their eyesfrom the harsh light, and in afew secondsit was over.
The ring had returned to normal. The deivery had been made. Sitting on the table next to the ring was
another roll of parchment paper. "It looks like Bobby'sjournal,” Courtney observed. "But it's short.”

Mark picked up the paper and unrolled it to discover asinglepage.  "Well?' Courtney asked
impatiently. Mark said soberly, "I think we just got our first job as acolytes." He handed the pageto
Courtney. Sheread:"Y ou must cometotheflume” "That'sit?' sheasked. "Who'sitfrom?' Mark
took the paper back and rolleditup. "Noclue" hesaid. "Ready?’ ™Y ou want to go now?"
Courtney asked, surprised. "It'samogt dinnertime.”  Mark shot her a"you've got to be kidding" look.

Courtney smiled, redizing her prioritieswere dightly confused. "Forget | said that," shesad
quickly. "I'll tell my parentsI'm going to thelibrary. Cal your mom and tdll her the samething.”

"Okay," Mark agreed.  Thetwo sat for a second, letting the redlity of what was happening sink in.
Findly Mark said, "I'm, uh, I'm kinda nervous. What if Saint Dane showsup again?'  Courtney jumped
to her feet and said, "Then we ded. Thisiswhat wewanted, right?'  Fifteen minuteslater Mark and
Courtney found themselves back in the basement of the abandoned Sherwood house. They had made
the appropriate excusesto their parents asto why they had to go to the library and promised to grab
something to eat & McDonadd's. Neither liked fibbing, but both figured it wasjudtified in that they were
helping to savethe universe.  "How come the quigs aren't here?' Courtney asked as they made their
way through the dark, empty basement. "Not that I'm complaining.” "I don't know," Mark answered.
"But from what Bobby said, they only show up when Saint Daneisaround.” "Good," Courtney said.
"No quigs, no Saint Dane. So far I'm liking thismisson."  The two approached the wooden door with
the star symbol that marked it as a gate to the flume. It was night. The basement was dark, but their eyes
had adjusted enough so they could find their way. Mark had his backpack and dropped it just outside
the door. With aquick look at each other, they entered the root cdllar that held the tunnel to infinity. They
walked up to the huge mouth of the flume, but stopped before setting foot insde. Both gazed into the
endlessvoid. "Tempting, isn't it?' Courtney asked playfully. Mark nodded. He shot asideways
glance a her, worried that shemight legpinsde.  "How will they know we're here?" she asked.
"Whoevertheyare” "l don't think they haveto know" was Mark's answer. " The flumes put the



Travelers where they need to be, when they need to be there. So if somebody needsto see us, it doesn't
matter when they enter the flume, they'll be herewhen werehere”  "That makesno sense," Courtney
said, shaking her head. "I know,” Mark agreed. "But so far it'sworked out that way, right?"  Before
Courtney could answer, alight gppeared in the depths of the flume. "I guessyou're right,” she announced.
"Herewego." Thetwo backed away asfar acrosstheroot cellar asthey could go, which wasn't far.
They clung to each other for support. Both were thinking the same thing: Thelast time this happened,
Saint Dane showed up. Gulp. Thelight inside the flume grew closer, brightening the dank root cellar. The
musica notes grew louder and the gray rock walls of the tunnel melted into gloriouscrystal.  "It'sokay,”
Mark whispered with an oddly confident voice. "I think thisistheway it wasmeanttobe”  Aninstant
later the light flashed and disappeared as quickly asit had arrived, taking the music with it. When Mark
and Courtney's eyes adjusted back to the dark of the cellar, they looked into the flume to see who had
arrived. Both gasped in surprise. It wasn't Saint Dane. It wasn't Bobby. It wasn't any of the Travelers
they had met or read about.  Itwasahugejunglecat. Mark and Courtney didn't et go of each
other. Though they had read about the klees of Eelong being intelligent, it wastotaly unnerving to be
standing afew feet away from one. Thiswas abeast that could rip them in half and eat them for lunch.
The big cat wason al fours, staring back at them. Its coat was gray-and-white spotted, like a
leopard's. The only thing that gave Mark and Courtney aglimmer of hope that they wouldn't be devoured
was the fact that the cat wore atunic, like the ones Bobby described. " Are you the acolytes from
Second Earth?' the big cat said with afirm, malevoice.  Neither Mark nor Courtney could spesk.
They stood dumbly, with their mouths hanging open. "I said,” the cat repeated more forcefully, "are
you the acolytes?' Mark and Courtney nodded. "Good," the cat said. "My nameis Seegen. | am
the Traveler from Eelong.”  Courtney shot Mark asurprised look.  "W-We got a message to come
here Mark saidweakly. "Yes" Seegen replied. "Sent by my acolyte.” ™Y our acolyte knows about
us?' Courtney asked, surprised.  "The acolytes know of many things," Seegen answered.  Courtney
said, "Redly? Were acolytesand werecludess” "I must see Pendragon, thelead Traveler,” Seegen
continued. "'l have vitd information for him. He must cometo Edlong.”  "Well, | guessyour acolyte
doesn't know everything,” Courtney said. "Because Bobby's already there”  If it were possiblefor a
cat to look surprised, Seegen did. His head wavered, asif he were dizzy. He sat down on his haunches.
"Youfeding dl right?' Courtney asked. "You don't look so hot,” Mark added.  "Pendragon
doesn't know what he's stepped into,” Seegen said weakly. "I must find him."  "Tdll us," Courtney said.
"l believe I've discovered how Saint Dane plans to decimate E€long,” Seegen said. "He'sgoing to
poison theterritory.” "Poison?' Mark said. "Thewholeterritory?'  "I've dready seenthesgns.
Tangs have been dying, by the hundreds. | believe they ate cropsthat were infected by this poison.
Pendragon needsto know!"  "How do you know Saint Dane poisoned the tangs?' Courtney asked.
"Because nothing like this has ever happened on Edlong,” Seegen answered. "Mass deaths? It's
unnatural. It can only bethework of Saint Dane. No one €l se but Pendragon will understand that. | must
tell him before"  Seegen didn't finish his sentence. He didn't move. The big cat sat therelikea
freeze-frame, hiscat eyes staring forward.  "Beforewhat?' Courtney asked. Noresponse.  "Hey,
aareyou okay?' Mark asked.  "Seegen?' Courtney called out. "Hel-lo?'  The cat didn't answer.
Courtney took a step toward the Traveler. Mark followed close behind.  "Maybe you should go back
to Edlong,” Courtney told the cat nervoudy. "Bobby isthere looking for you. Y ou can tel him al about
thepoison."  Still, Seegen didn't move. Courtney reached out to touch him, but Mark grabbed her arm
and screamed, "Stop!”  "What's the matter?' Courtney asked.  "Look," Mark said. Hewas pointing
to Seegen'smouth. A thin line of bright green liquid had dribbled out and trickled down hisfur. Mark
cautioudy held his open palm in front of the cat's nose. He held it there for amoment, then declared,
"He'snot breathing.”  Courtney took a surprised step back. "Whoa, noway!" Mark waved hishand
infront of the cat's glassy eyes. They remained fixed. Staring. Unseeing.  "He can't be dead!" Courtney
ydledinapanic. "Hewasfine asecond ago. You don't just...stop living!"  Indeed, Seegen didn't look
any different in death than he had in life. Nothing had changed, except that life had left hisbody. Mark
turned away from the big cat and looked to the ground, hismind lost in thought.  "Mark!" Courtney



cdled. "What arewe going to do? Thisis... thisis...bad!" "It'sworsethan bad,” Mark answered.
"How'sthat?' "I know Bobby'sjournasinsde out,” Mark explained. "I've reread each one adozen
times. | remember everything. Every event. Every detail.”  "Yeah, s0?' Courtney said anxioudy.
"Weve read about this," Mark continued. "Think. Seegen suddenly died, with no warning, and there's
green liquid dribbling from hismouth and-"  "And theré's adeadly poison on E€long!" Courtney
interrupted, realizing where Mark was going. "'Like nothing they've ever seen. It infects crops and makes
them poisonous. You don't think-"  "Yeah, | do," Mark said solemnly. "Saint Dane said thewalls
between the territorieswere crumbling.”  "Clora," Courtney said with findity. "Yeah, Clord," Mark
echoed. "'l don't know how, | don't know why, but somehow the poison that Saint Dane tried to destroy
Clora withisdtill active, and it found itsway to Edlong.”  "And aTraveer isdead," Courtney added.
"What if he'sthe only onewho knew thetruth?'  "Heisn't," Mark said."Weknow."  SECOND
EARTH (CONTINUED) Courtney grabbed Mark's arm,pulling him out of the root cellar and
back into the big, empty basement of the Sherwood house. Once outside, he yanked his arm back.
"What's the matter with you?' hedemanded. "I couldn't stay intherewith adead, adead-" "Kleg"
Mark snapped. "He's cdled aklee. And hewasthe Traveler from Edlong.”  "Whatever, it
was...creepy.” "Creepy istheleast of our problems,” Mark said.  "What are we going to do,
Mark?" Courtney asked quickly, her normally calm exterior showing sgnsof cracking. "Saint Dane has
brought that poison from Cloral to E€long, and werethe only oneswho know it."  Mark paced. His
mind was full of possbilities. None of themweregood.  "It'swrong,” he muttered nervoudy. "He's not
supposed to mix things from theterritories”  "Saint Dane's not supposed to do alot of things,”
Courtney said. "But that hasn't stopped him. Bobby's gottaknow!"  "And | know how to tell him,"
Mark exclaimed." We can send a note to Boon, the acolyte from Eelong. Dorney showed us how to do
that!" "Good idea, except for onething,” Courtney said. "What?'  "Boon's not the acolyte. Not yet,
anyway. | thought you remembered every detail?*  "Then who sent usthe note?' Mark asked.
"Seegen'sacolyte. That'snot Boon." "Well, we gottatry!" Mark exclaimed. He grabbed the backpack
that he left outside the wooden door and pulled out aspiral notebook and rollerball pen. He nervoudy
flipped through dozens of pagesfilled with notes from his classes (Mark loved taking notes), until he
found ablank page. He spoke dloud ashewrote:  "Thisnote isfor Pendragon, the lead Traveler. Saint
Dane brought the mutant poison from Clora to Eelong. Seegen isdead. He waskilled by the poison. His
body is on Second Earth. What should we do? Mark and Courtney.”  Mark asked, "Anything else you
canthink of ?*  Courtney shook her head. Mark ripped out the note and folded it in two. He took off
hisTraveler ring and laid it onthefloor. "Dorney said all we haveto do is say the name of the acolyte
wewant to send it to," Mark said, breathless. He held the note over the ring, cleared his throat and
announced, "Boon."  Nothing happened.  "Boon from E€long,” Mark said louder. The two looked at
thering. It lay there doing absolutdly nothing.  "Send thisto Boon! The acolyte from Edlong!" Mark
yeled. Stll nothing. "Am| forgetting something?* Mark asked with ahint of desperation.  "Yes"
Courtney answered. "Boon isn't the acolyte. Hello! | told you that." Frustrated, Mark picked up the
ring and put it back on hisfinger. "Then | don't know what todo.”  Courtney took the note from Mark,
read it, then read it again. An ideawas forming. "Mark," she began softly. "Think about what I'm saying
beforetelling me I'm wrong, okay?' Mark nodded. "Saint Dane said that when thefirst territory fals,
the rest will go over likedominos, right?"  "Yes" Mark agreed. "And I'm getting Sick of hearing that."
"From what we've seen and what Bobby wrote, Saint Dane's prediction is coming true. Vedox is
doomed, and now weird things are happening. Like those images Bobby saw when he flew through the
flume, and the way Saint Dan€e's hair burned. | think he's getting stronger, and if he gets another territory,
theré's no tdling what might happen.”  "I'mwithyou sofar,” Mak sad. "Edongisinbigtrouble
Courtney continued. "It looks like Saint Dane's got the klees ready to start killing off thegars” "Hang
on," Mark interrupted. "I think Saint Daneiswrong. Sure, if dl the gars were killed off, it would throw
Eelong totaly out of whack, but get red. Evenif they madeit legd to hunt gars, they couldn't wipe out
theentire population.”  "Exactly!" Courtney agreed quickly. "That is, unlessthey had awegpon that was
so powerful it could kill off thousands of gars a one time before they even redized what was happening.”



Theweight of Courtney'swords hit Mark hard. The horrible truth was becoming dl tooclear.  "The
Clora poison!" he shouted. " Saint Dane brought the poison to E€long to wipe out thegarsl”  "It's
worse than that," Courtney said with passion. "Think about it. What are the klees going to do after they
kill thegars?” Theanswer camefast to Mark, hitting him like apunch in the gut. "Oh my god,” he said,
his panic growing. "They're going to eat them! If some klees don't know about the poison and eat gars
who werekilled by it-"  "Yesl" Courtney shouted. "They'll be poisoned too. Then the whole food chain
thing will be thrown out of whack and...Mark, with this poison Saint Dane truly has a chance of bringing
downEdong." Mark paced nervoudy. "l can't believethid" "I'm not finished,” Courtney said, still
cam. "Therésmore?' Mark asked, incredulous. "Yes," Courtney said. She took adeep breath and
sad, "Yourenot goingtolikethis™ "I don't likeany of it. What?' "Mark, weve got to travel."

Mark froze. He wasn't expecting to hear that.  "Say something,” Courtney said.  "Noway!" Mark
shouted. "That's exactly what Bobby said we shouldn't do!”  "Bobby could be wrong," Courtney
countered. "The bdl just got dammed into our court. Bobby knows that Saint Dane wantsto kill off the
gars, but we're the only ones who know how. The Council of Klee may have aready revoked the law
that forbidsthekilling of gars”"  "Edict Forty-six.” "Whatever! We know the truth. How are you
going to fedd when we read in Bobby's next journd that thousands of gars mysterioudy died off? 1 don't
want to be the oneto tell Bobby we knew it was coming but didn't do anything to stop it."  Mark
walked deeper into the vast basement. All he could hear was the sound of his own footsteps, crunching
on the gritty floor. The problem was, he agreed with everything Courtney had to say. But the idea of
going against Bobby's direct orders was tough to imagine. Even tougher was the idea of shooting through
the flume. Sure, he had fantasized about it. But when it came right down to it, he didn't think he had what
it took to join thisfight. Maybe Courtney did, but not Mark. Mark feared he wasway too...Mark.

"It'sokay if you don't want to go," Courtney said softly. "But | do."  Mark whipped around and saw
that Courtney stood with both feet planted firmly. It was at that exact moment that Mark redlized
Courtney had aready made up her mind. Thetime for discussion was over. She was going to jump into
theflume. "H-Hang onasecond," Mark said, trying to restore sanity. " Suppose | agreed with you? I'm
not saying | do, but just suppose. | don't know about you, but I've never had to fight aquig or atang or
any other nasty creature that might be lurking around the jungles of Eelong. Heck, my mother's car scares
me! I've got the scratch scarsto proveit. Y ou're right, Bobby hasto know what's going on, but we'd be
killed on Edlong before we got the chancetotdl him."  Courtney gave Mark ady smileand said, "Who
said anything about going to Edlong?’  Mark gave her acuriouslook. She had just logicdly convinced
him how important it was to ignore Bobby's wishes and flume to the rescue, only to hear that thisisn't
what shewassuggestingat dl.  "Now you lost me" Mark said.  Courtney took Mark's spiral
notebook and his pen and began writing another message. She spoke asshewrote:  "Thisnoteisfrom
Courtney Chetwynde and Mark Dimond, acolytes for Bobby Pendragon from Second Earth. We believe
that Saint Dane has taken the poison that threatened Clord and brought it to the territory of E€long.
Acolytes can now travel through the flumes. We are coming to get your help to find away to stop it."

Courtney ripped out the page and folded it in two. "Who are you sending that to?' Mark asked, totally
confused. "An acolyte" Courtney answered. "I think her nameis...Wu Yenza" "WuYenza?' Mark
shouted. "But she'sfrom-"  "Exactly,” Courtney announced. "She'sfrom Clord." Mark stared at
Courtney, stunned.  Courtney held out her hand and said, "Givemeyour ring.”  Mark did ashewas
told. He was too numb not to. Courtney took the ring and gently placed it on the basement floor. She
held the note over the ring and announced in aclear voice, "Wu Yenzal"  Ingtantly one of theten
symbolsthat represented the territories sparkled to life. It wasasingle, squiggly linethat looked like a
wave. Thering quivered on the ground and grew larger, revealing the tunnd to the territories. Brilliant
light shot from thering, looking like a headlight on the front of an oncoming freight train. The familiar
jumble of musica notes grew louder. Courtney looked to Mark, winked, and dropped the note through
the ring. The paper disappeared and the ring shrank back down to normal size. Courtney picked it up
and held it out for Mark.  "Specid ddivery,” shesadwithasmile.  Mark took thering and put it
back on hisfinger. ™Y ou'reright about E€long,” Courtney said. "We probably wouldn't get out of the



flume tree. But even if we got lucky and found Bobby, there's only one way to stop that poison... the
antidote that saved Clord." ™Y ou want to bring the antidote from Clord to E€long?' Mark asked.
"Exactly." Mark'smouth went dry. What Courtney was suggesting went against everything they'd
learned about how the territories worked. "But n-nothing is supposed to be moved between the
territories," Mark said, hisvoice barely above awhisper.  "Saint Dane said the rujes have changed,”
Courtney countered. "And he's certainly moving things around. | think the dternative isworse. If we don't
do something, he's going to have hissecond territory.”  Mark felt dizzy. He actudly had to spread his
feet to keep his balance. He looked down at the ground, praying that he'd wake up and thiswould dl be
anightmare. "l wish you'd comewith me” Courtney said. "But I'll understand if you don't.”  "I-I'm
redly confused, Courtney,” Mark ssammered. "Everything's getting so, s0... twisted. Did you know that
Andy Mitchell does college-level scientific research?’  The surprised look on Courtney's face was
amost comicd. If Mark weren't so upset, hewould havelaughed.  "Mitchell? Thejuvi doofus?!
"Nothing isright with the world anymore" was Mark'sanswer.  Courtney nodded soberly. "I hear
you. Things aren't working out the way | thought they would, either. On any level. | may betotaly dumb
about this, but as huge as going to Cloral may be, at least it's something we have control over. I'm going,
Mark. Will you gowithme?' Mark looked into Courtney's gray eyes and saw the intensity and
confidence that had been missing lately. The old Courtney was back and shewasready toroll.  "Can|
ask you onething?' Mark said, though hisvoicewasshaky. "Sure" "Wh-What exactly arewe
goingtotell our parents?’  Courtney laughed. "We're going to ride aflume to another time and territory
on the other side of Hallato try and save humanity from total destruction. I don't know about your
parents, but if | told mine, they'd lock me in the basement until ateam of psychiatrists turned my head
insgdeout... or | turned forty, whichever camelast.” Mark chuckled nervoudly and said, Y egh, my
mom barely let me out to go to thelibrary tonight.”  The two laughed, but it was nervous laughter.
Courtney added, "Well deal when we get back." Mark nodded. He wasn't sure which he feared
more: jumping into the flume or telling his parents why held disgppeared. Tak about things changing!
Oncethey took this step, there would be no turning back. Whenthey returned to Second Earth,ifthey
returned, they'd have to 'fess up about everything. They'd have to explain about Bobby, and hisuncle
Press. They'd have to confess to the police that they hid the truth about the Pendragons disappearing for
fear of being locked away in anuthouse. Of course, Mark figured, after reveding al that's been
happening, they'd be locked away in anuthouse anyway. It was ascary step for al sorts of reasons, but
the more Mark thought about it, the more he felt Courtney was right. There was no choice. They had to
travel. Courtney walked to the wooden door to the root cellar. She looked at the star that had been
burned into the wood, marking it as a gate to the flume. She reached up and touched it, fedling the
smooth, burned edges of thesymbol.  "Ready?' sheasked. Mark took a deep breath and walked
for the door. "Last chanceto talk meout of it,” hesaid.  Courtney smiled, opened the door, and said,
"Let'sgotoClora." SECOND EARTH (CONTINUED) Seegen'sbody sat motionlessin
the mouth of the flume, hislifeless eyes staring straight ahead, seeing nothing. Mark and Courtney entered
theroot cellar and stood in front of thislatest casuaty in the war against Saint Dane. It wasagrim
reminder that thiswas no game. The stakes were high. Peopledied.  Courtney broke the silence by
saying, "l've never seen adead person.”  "He'sacat," Mark said softly. "Doesthat count?' "Close
enough,” Courtney answered. "What should we do about him?*  "We should send him back to E€long,”
Mark offered. "It'swherehebelongs.” "Canwedo that?' Courtney asked. Mark shrugged and
said, "We can try. But we should say something first. Out of respect.”  Courtney nodded and dropped
her head. Mark did the same and said reverently, "We only know afew things about Seegen. He came
from the territory of Edlong; he has adaughter named Kasha, hewas a Traveer; and he died in the battle
toprotect Halafrom Saint Dane. For that, he was a hero. There's nothing else we can say except that
well do al we can to make sure he didn't diefor nothing.”  The two kept their heads down for a
moment. "That was perfect,” Courtney said. Mark nodded. "Wait here," he said, and ran out of the
root cellar. He quickly returned with a plastic sandwich bag full of carrots from hisbackpack. "You
want asnack now?" Courtney asked inwonder. "Hang on,” Mark answered, taking out the note he



had written to the acolyte from Eelong. He knelt down next to Seegen and cautiously brought the paper
closetothedead cat'smouth.  "What are you doing?' Courtney asked nervoudy. "We've got to be
sure," Mark answered. He used the paper to pull out some of the fur from around Seegen’'s mouth.
"Therewill be traces of the poison on hisfur. On Clora they can examineit to seeif it redly isthe same
plague." Mark stood up and folded the paper severa times, making sure the hairs were trapped safely
insde. He dumped the carrots out of the plastic bag and put the folded paper inside, being careful to sedl
thebag uptight. "That'spretty smart,” Courtney said. "Yeah, I'masmart guy." He put thebag in his
pocket and said, "A redly scared, smart guy. Now what?'  Courtney shrugged. "Now we seeif thisis
going to work." She looked into the flume, took a deep breath and shouted,"Edlong!”  Theflume
gorangtolife.  "Ohman," Mark said in awe. "What if it takesus, too?'  Courtney pulled Mark to the
sde of the flume. The two hugged each other aslight filled the root cellar along with the sveet musica
notes. The flume shivered dightly. Mark and Courtney fdt the ground move, asif they werein asmal
earthquake. They shared aquick look, but didn't think about it again. Both waited to be tugged into the
flume. They weren't. Thelight diminished; the music grew faint; and they were still on Second Earth.
Courtney let go of Mark and peered around the mouth of the flumein time to seethelight disappearing in
the distance. Seegen'sbody wasgone.  "Good-bye, Seegen,” Mark said.  The two stood staring into
the empty flume. Neither made amovefor the longest time. Findly Mark said softly, "Courtney, | am
redly scared.” Courtney said, "Yeah, metoo.” Nether madeamove. "It seemslike solong ago,”
Mark said wistfully. "And sometimes likeyesterday.”  "What does?' "The night Osacameto my
bedroom and gave me thering. | put my head back there sometimes. Back before Bobby |eft. Before we
found out about Travelers, and territories, and Saint Dane”  "Metoo," Courtney admitted. "l always
think about the night Bobby |eft. It waslike awhole different life” 'Y eah, awhole different life" Mark
echoed. Thetwo stood in silence for afew moments, then Mark said, "Are you sure we're doing the
right thing?' "l don't know, Mark. I'd belying if | said | was absolutely sure. But from al we know, |
don't think we have another choice””  Mark nodded thoughtfully. " ou know what | think?*  "What?'

Mark stood up straight, looked Courtney square in the eye, and said with as much confidence as he
could gather, "I think were on the wrong territory.”  Courtney broke out in awidegrin. "Then say it,"
shesad. Mark Dimond was ready for an adventure. He was about to get one. After watching
Baobby for so long from the safety of the sdelines, he and Courtney were about to step onto the playing
field. Mark looked into the flume, took adeep breath, and said in astrong voice,"Clord.”  Theflume
woke up. Thewalls began to crack and groan. Mark and Courtney could actually fedl it moving benegath
their feet asit writhed and twisted like adeepy snake.  "I've never fdt it move before” Mark said
nervoudy. "l dontthinkithas" Courtney replied. Thelight appeared far in the distance. It was on
itsway in to sweep them up and bring them on aride that had been long in coming. Thejumble of musica
notes were heard faintly at first, but grew steadily louder while drawing closer. Mark grabbed Courtney's
hand. They both fought the ingtinct to back away. In the past they would have. Not today. Today their
job wasto stay put and let the flume take them. They saw the gray rock walls meting into crystal. Soon
thentire tunnel would become clear and they'd beoff. Thunk! Mark and Courtney jumped back
because a piece of rock the size of abasketball had cracked away from the tunnel over their heads and
falen at their feet. It was heavy, and it nearly hit them. "That can't be good,” Courtney said.

"Something'swrong,” Mark said nervoudy. Clunk!  Another piece of the flume cracked away
from thewadll and rolled past them.  "Maybe we should bail," Courtney offered.  Too late. They both
felt the tug & the sametime. The powerful energy of the flumewas gently pulling themin. They couldn't
back out if they wanted to. The light blasted into their faces, the sweet notes danced around them, the
wdlsturned totdly crystd... "Herewego!" Courtney shouted. "Whoooooooo!" Mark yelled.

And amoment later, the two were lifted up on abed of light and rocketed into the tunnel.
CLORAL The ride was everything theyhoped it would be... only better. All that Bobby had
described to them in hisjournaswas now theirsto experience. The sensation of floating on warm air, the
twists and turns with no fear of bashing into the crystd walls, the vast sar field beyond, the musical notes
that whipped past-it was dl exactly as Bobby had explained it. Mark and Courtney held hands as they



flew aong. At first they held tight out of fear, but it only took afew momentsfor them both to relax and
enjoy theride.  "It... it'sincredible," Mark exclaimed. He looked to Courtney, who floated alongside
him, her eyeswide, taking in every detail. "L ook!" she exclaimed while pointing out to the star field.

They saw what looked like agiant fish swimming right up to the crystal shell of the flume and traveling
aong with them. It wasthe sze of ahouse, with nearly transparent skin through which they could seethe
darsbeyond. "It'sone of the images Bobby wrote about,” Mark exclaimed.  Theimmense fish shot
away and flew towardthestars.  "What isthat?' Mark asked, while pointing to the other side of the
flume. There was avast, pyramid-shaped object spinning across space. It too was semitransparent so
that stars could be seenthroughit.  "Maybeit'saLifeight pyramid,” Courtney suggested.  "What
doesit mean?' Mark asked.  Courtney laughed and said, "Are you kidding? What doesanyof this
mean?' Shelet go of Mark'shand and did a somersault like an astronaut in zero g. "Just gowithiit.”

Mark actualy laughed and tried to do a somersault too. But he only got halfway around and the two of
them ended up sailing along with Courtney's head up and Mark's head down. They looked at each other
and burst out laughing. A moment later they both heard something far ahead. The musical notes grew
morefurious, dong with anew sound that waslike... "Water!" Mark exclaimed while scrambling to
get hishead back upright. "'l forgot! Theflume on Cloral dumpsoutintoa" He couldn't finish the
sentence because they were shot out of the flume, twenty feet in the air. Gravity kicked back in and both
fell toward apool of water. Since Courtney's head was up, she was able to get her feet together and hold
her nose. But Mark was launched out of the flume head down. Heflailed hisarmsto try and right himsdif,
but it wastoo late. Courtney knifed into the water, nearly vertical. Mark spun himself heels over head
and hit the water with afull-on bdly flop that sounded like acannon going off. Courtney surfaced firdt,
looking for Mark. "Mark?' shecdled out. "Mark!" A moment later Mark surfaced, hislong dark
hair covering his eyes. He floated there for asecondmaking Courtney wonder if he was hurt. He then
uttered asmple, profound, "Ouch."  Courtney laughed. So did Mark. They had made it. The two
swam to the side of the pool and pulled themsalves up and out, to sit on the rocky ledge and survey their
surroundings. It was exactly as Bobby had described. They werein arock cavern that had vines laden
with colorful flowersgrowing fromitswals.  "Werehere" Mark exclamed. "I can't believeit.” He
leaned over and plucked off adark green, cucumber-looking fruit from avine. "Bobby made these sound
ddicious" he explained while sngpping it in haf. Thefruit ingde was bright red, like atubular waterme on.
Mark took agreedy bite, the juice dripping down hischin.  "Wel?' Courtney asked. Mark smiled.
"Swest, crunchy, excdlent. Bobby'swords didn't do them justice”  Mark handed Courtney the other
half. The two of them took amoment to enjoy the strange fruit that could only be found on thisterritory.
Whilethey ate, both |ooked around the cavern, awestruck.  "Cloral. Unbelievable,” Courtney said.

Mark added, "It'slike we stepped insde abook.”  They both dangled their feet in the warm pool of
water that wastheir welcomemat. "I hope Wu Y enzagot the message,” Courtney said. "If not, thisis
asfaraswego.” Both knew that in order to get out of this cavern, they would need air globes and
swim belts, because they were far below the surface of the waters of Clora. No way they would be able
to hold their breath long enough to swim out. Even if they could, they'd find themsdalvesin the middle of
the ocean, with the possibility of quig-sharks lurking around. Courtney was right-if Wu 'Y enza hadn't
gotten their message, the mission to Cloral would go no farther thanthegate. "I think she got the
message,” Courtney announced.  "How do you know?' Mark asked.  Courtney made her way
carefully around the edge of the pool until she came upon amound of vines. Shetugged at them to
reved... "Clothes!" Mark exclaimed. "Clora clothed”  Courtney picked up abright blue shirt that
looked to be made of alightweight, rubbery wet suit material.  "We were expected,” Courtney said.

"Awesome!" Mark exclaimed. "'l guessdl we haveto doiswait and-" Mark didn't finish his sentence.

"What's the matter?' Courtney asked. Mark held up hishand. The gray stonein the center of his
ring was starting to sparkle. "Weve got mail."  Mark took it off and put it on the rocks while Courtney
quickly scampered around the edge of the poal to join him. Thelight from the stone shot out of the ring
and lit up the flower-filled cavern, making it look asif they were standing insgde agiant Chrigmastree.
Thering grew wide asthe musical notes bounced off the wdls. As dways the entire event took only a



few seconds. When it was over, Mark and Courtney were left looking at aring that had returned to
normal, with Bobby's next journa lying besideit.  They had been so focused on the event, they hadn't
noticed the dark shadow that had been swimming toward them underwater. The shadow moved to the
center of the pool and silently surfaced directly behind them.  Mark picked up the rolled-up parchment
and sad, "At least welll have something to do while we wait to seeif anybody comesfor us”  That's
when the shadow spoke, saying, "No need to wait." Mark and Courtney jumped in surprise. They spun
quickly to the sound of thevoicetosee...  Treading water in the middle of the pool was a guy
wearing aclear ar globe that was form fitted to his head. He pulled off the globe and it instantly returned
toitsnormal, round shape. Now that the globe was gone, Mark and Courtney saw that the guy had long
black hair that fell dmost to his shoulders. His eyes were dmond shaped and he had adazzling smile that
litupthecavern. "You must be Mark and Courtney,”" the guy said. "Sounds asif you've found
yoursavesin abit of atum-tigger.” Mark sammered, "A-Areyou-"  "Who esewould | be?" the guy
laughed. Courtney uttered, "Spader?'  "Hobey-ho, mates,” the Traveler exclaimed. "Wecometo
Clora." CLORAL (CONTINUED) Mark and Courtney feltasif they had stepped inside a
dream. They had experienced the wonders of Clord through Bobby'sjournds, but now they were
seaing it for themsalves. Firsthand. For red. It was everything they had imagined.  "I'm proud to meet
you, mates," Vo Spader said as he pulled himsdf out of the pool of water in the cavern. Helaid hisair
globe on the edge of the pool and stood up to hisfull six-foot height. Mark and Courtney saw that he
was wearing hisjet-black aguaneer uniform with no deeves. He held hishand out to Mark and said,
"You're both just as Pendragon described.”  Mark shook Spader's hand while staring at him with his
mouth hanging open, like he waslooking a a celebrity. Spader gave him areassuring wink, then shook
Courtney's hand. "That's aright strong grip, Courtney," he said. "Pendragon said you were a handful.”

Courtney held eye contact with him and said with a confident smile, "Hewasn't lying."  Spader gave
her abig smileinreturn, and said, "I'll remember that." "D-Did W-Wu Y enza get our note?' Mark
asked. "Yesindeed," Spader answered. "Can't say | was happy about what it said, though.”

"Theres big trouble, Spader,” Mark said quickly. "Saint Dane somehow got hold of the Cloral poison
and-" "Frg thingsfirst, Mark," the Traveler said. "L et's get home and take alook at that new journd.”

"Redly?' Mark asked in awve. "Home? Y ou meanto Gralion?' "Isthat a problem?" Spader asked
back. "No, I think it'sgreat!" Mark exclaimed. "Can we have some sniggers, too?'  "Mark!"
Courtney scolded. "Could you be any more of ageek?'  Spader laughed warmly. "No worries. This
must be strange for you, splashing around aterritory you've only read about.”  "Yeah, it's pretty
bizarre" Courtney admitted.  "I'll try to make it as comfortable as| can,” Spader said with awink.
"Right?" "Right!" Mark answered.  Thefirst task wasto get Mark and Courtney into Clora clothes.
They each chose amatching set of bright blue two-piece swimskins from the pile. They also picked out
pairsof soft swvimshoes.  "No peeking!" Courtney teased Spader as she took off her dripping-wet
Second Earth clothes.  "Wouldn't dream of it," Spader teased back.  While Mark and Courtney
changed, Spader took Bobby's latest journa and seded it into awatertight pouch that he attached to his
belt. Mark saw what he was doing and said, "Put thisin there too.” He handed Spader the plastic bag
that held the fur sample from Seegen. Spader took it without question and sealed it insde the pouch. He
then grabbed two air globes that were near the pile of Clora clothes. The round, clear globes werethe
Sze of basketballs, with slver harmonica:-looking devices on top that turned water into oxygen.  "Did
Pendragon explain how thesework?' Spader asked.  "Absolutely,” Mark answered. "They form to our
heads so we can bresthe and talk underwater.”  "Right you are," Spader replied.  "We need belts,
too, right?' Courtney asked. "To keep us neutraly buoyant?' "Indeed,” Spader answered. "Y ou two
realy know what youredoing." "Wetry," Courtney said. Mark gave aquick look to Courtney. He
redlized that she wasflirting with Spader, and Spader wasflirting back! Mark hoped thiswouldn't get
icky. "I'veonly got onewater ded,” Spader said, pointing to a device that was floating on the surface
of the poal. It was bright purple and roughly the shape of afootball with handles. From reading Bobby's
journas, Mark and Courtney knew Spader used it to propd himsdf underwater.  "Only one?' Mark
said with disappointment. He really wanted to use one of hisown.  "No worries," Spader answered.



"It'sgot enough goto pull usal.” "What about quig-sharks?' Courtney asked. "Haven't seen one
since the natty-do with Saint Dane," the Traveler answered. "Seems asif they'relong gone. Mark and
Courtney were ready. Their svimskinsfit perfectly, with long deeves and long pants. Mark checked out
Courtney and noticed how good she looked in the skintight Cloral suit. He wondered if Spader noticed
too. "Either of you have trouble swimming underwater?' Spader asked.  "Not me," Courtney said
quickly. "M-Meneither,” Mark lied. Truth was, Mark was aterrible svimmer. But he put hisfaithin
the fact that using the air globes was as easy as Bobby described. He wasn't going to let something silly
likeanirrationd fear of ahorrific death by drowning stop him from seeing Clord.  "Right!" Spader
announced. "Onwiththegear." Mark and Courtney picked up the round air globes and put them on
like hdmets. Ingtantly the clear globes rippled and shrank until they fit snugly to their heads. Though Mark
knew what was going to happen, the sensation took him by surprise. He took a step back, tripped, and
fel onhisbutt. "Easy there, mate!” Spader said as he helped Mark to hisfeet. "You dl right?’

"Yeah," Mark said, embarrassed. "Everything's...spiff."  Courtney rolled her eyes a Mark's use of
theword "spiff." It was aword they knew Spader dwaysused. "Herésthedo,” Spader said. "Well
descend a bit to get you used to being underwater. Once everybody's happy, grab on to my belt, hang
ontight, and I'll get usto the surface. Right?'  "Hobey-ho!" Mark chirped.  Courtney tried not to roll
her eyesagain.  Spader laughed and gave them agenuine smile. "Hobey-ho. Let'sgo.”  Spader
jumped into the water firgt, followed by Courtney. Mark eased himsdlf in dowly. Both Mark and
Courtney ingtantly fdlt their swim belts tighten around their waists, keeping them afloat. They didn't have
to kick or movetheir aamsto stay onthe surface.  "Let'sdrop below,” Spader instructed. With a quick
arm swing, he sank underwater. "Courtney?' Mark caled out. "Yeah?' "Canyou beievethis?'

"Not redly,” sheanswered. "I fed bad about saying it," Mark added. "But thisis awvesome.”

"Don' fed bad; | think sotoo,” Courtney replied. "There's plenty of timefor thingsto get
un-awvesome.” "Yeah, | guessso.”  "Hobey-ho, you geek," Courtney added teasingly. Mark
laughed and the two dropped below the surface. Spader was waiting for them in the sand, about fifteen
feet below. Mark and Courtney sank to the bottom and sat ontheir knees.  "Everything spiff?" Spader
asked. Both Courtney and Mark were surprised that they could hear Spader so clearly underwater.
Bobby had explained it dl in hisjournas, but it was still strangeto hear it for rea. Mark signaled a
thumbs-up. "You cantak, Mark," Spader ingtructed.  "Oh, right,” Mark said. "'I'm cool." Truth was,
he was s0 nervous he was having trouble getting adeep breath.  "Courtney?' Spader asked.  "Thisis
freaky," she answered, aso breathing hard.  "Relax,” Spader said camly. "Breathe normal. | promise,
you'll get usedtoit” They stayed knedling in the sand for afew minutes, adjusting to the sensation of
being weightlessin the warm water and breathing through the globes. Spader wasright. It didn't take long
for them to calm down. He ingtructed Mark and Courtney to grab on to hisbelt. Once they had afirm
grip, hetook hiswater ded with both hands, held it in front of him, and triggered the engine. With alow
whine, the ded hit into the water and pulled the trio dong. Asincredible asit seemed to Mark and
Courtney, they were on their way to Grallion. They shot under the long, low ceiling of rock for severd
minutes, until Spader announced, "Open water ahead!”  They looked forward to see aribbon of light
that was the end of the celling they had been swvimming under. A moment later they shot out into open
water. Mark and Courtney looked around in wonder at the glorious cord reef that lay just beyond the
rock shelf. There were schools of colorful fish swimming lazily past, aforest of red seakelp that swayed
with the current, and beautiful coral formations that made the reef look like an undersea scul pture garden.

Mark looked to Courtney. Courtney looked to Mark. They both smiled.  Spader pulled them up to
the surface. When their heads popped above the water, Mark saw something that made him laugh out
loud. "lt'saskimmer!" heshouted. Floating on the soft swells was Spader's skimmer craft. It looked
to Mark like alarge, white snowmobile, with outrigger pontoons for stability. The deck wasflat, with low
sdessoit was easy for them to hoist themsdvesup andin. " Off with the globes," Spader ordered. He
opened up a hatch to a storage compartment below. There he stowed the gear, aong with Bobby's
journd initswaterproof pouch. "Everything spiff?" Spader asked. " Couldn't be spiffer. Spiffier.
More spiff. Whatever," Mark replied happily.  "Can | drive?' Courtney asked.  Mark couldn't



believe she was being so bold. But then again, shewasjust being Courtney.  "Surel™ Spader replied.
"Stepright up."  The controlsto the skimmer were like motorcycle handlebars that you stood behind.
Courtney grabbed the handles with the confidence of an experienced aquaneer. Spader stood behind her
and showed her thethrottle and how to steer.  "Simple?’ heasked.  "Simple,” shereplied. "No more
talk. Let'sgo!" Mark grabbed the side of the skimmer for safety. He trusted Spader'sdriving. He
wasn't so sure about Courtney's. Spader flipped aswitch and the skimmer hummed to life. The pontoons
dowly lowered themsdlves into the water. As soon as they were wet, Spader said, "She'sall yours.”

Courtney didn't haveto betold twice. "Y eahhhh!" she yelled and gunned the throttle. The skimmer
shot forward so fast that Mark fell over in spite of the fact he had been holding on. Spader pointed her in
the right direction and they were off, flying over thelow swells.  "Thisisoff the hook!" Courtney
shouted withjoy. Mogt of the trip Spader spent sitting with Mark, hisfeet up casudly, enjoying the
ride. Mark wasn't quite as relaxed. He held on tight to the side of the skimmer, just in case. Both
watched Courtney at the controls, her long brown hair flying back in the wind, ahuge smile on her face.
Mark thought that it was the happiest he had seen her in along time. He knew their mission wasn't about
having fun, but for thetime being, hedidn't complain.  In notimethey arrived a the massve barge that
was the farming habitat of Gralion. It's where Spader worked with ateam of aguaneers who kept the
floating city running smoothly. Spader docked the skimmer and led them through the aquaneer landing,
up the gtairs, and out onto the surface of the huge barge city. When they arrived on top, Mark and
Courtney were blown away by the acres of glorious farmland. They knew that except for the city of
Faar, Clora was covered entirely by water. All their food was grown either on bargeslike Gralion, or
underwater on the farmsthat were dl over the territory. These were the farms that were endangered by
the poison that Saint Dane had helped let |oose. Seeing this farm and knowing how close Clora had
come to disaster brought Mark and Courtney back to reality. They were there because Saint Dane had
taken thishorrible poisonto Edong.  They soon arrived at Spader's small gpartment that was right on
the edge of the city, looking out over the ocean. "Make yourselves comfortable, mates,” Spader said
cheerily. The furniture was dl made from some kind of molded materia. There were no cushions, but it
was comfortable just the same. "I hope you're hungry. | made some cooger fish for the occasion.”

"And sniggers?' Mark asked.  "Sniggerstoo,” Spader answered with achuckle.  "I'm starved,”
Courtney said.  Neither had thought much about food since they left Second Earth. But now that they
were relaxed, dinner sounded pretty good. Spader brought them plates hegped with the white, flaky fish.
It was served cold, which was kind of weird, but ddlicious just the same. Spader presented atall glass of
dark red sniggersto Mark. Mark took abig, thirsty gulp of the frosty brew and experienced the horrible,
sour taste that Bobby had warned of. His eyeswent wide and he nearly gagged.  "Rideit out!" Spader
sad, laughing.  Mark held the foul, bubbly liquid in his mouth and a second later he was rewarded with
awonderful, siweet nutty taste that stayed in hismouth long after he swalowed.  "Awesome!” Mark
declared withabigsmile.  They al had alaugh over it and finished the medl. Thetrip had been a
fantasy cometrue for Mark and Courtney, but dways tugging at the corner of their mindswasthered
reason they were there. It wasn't to race skimmers or chug sniggers. " There's something that needs
saying," Spader said, turning to business. "Y ou've read Pendragon'sjournals, so you know how he fedls
about me"  "What do you mean?' Courtney asked. "He saysyoure one of hisbest friends” "That's
saying alot,” Mark chimed in quickly. "I know. I've been his best friend since we were kids." Mark
wanted to establish the best friend hierarchy right avay.  "Pendragon's like my brother," Spader said.
"But I'm afraid he'slost faith in me, after what happened on First Earth."  Mark and Courtney knew
what Spader meant. Saint Dane killed Spader's father and Spader wanted revenge. Badly. His hatred of
the demon Traveler was so intense, it often made him lose control of hisemotions. On First Earth Spader
was S0 blinded by hate he wouldn't listen to Bobby or Gunny and amost caused a disaster that would
have led to the destruction of dl three Earth territories. After that Bobby asked Spader to return to his
home on Clora until he could learn how to better control hisanger. "Be honest,” Courtney said. "Was
Bobby right? | mean, by asking youto go home?' Mark shot Courtney aquick look. It was a pretty
bold question to ask somebody they hardly knew. Spader thought for several seconds before speaking.



"Yes" hefindly sad. "l nearly made anaity mess of things. But coming home and pretending
everything isnormal hasn't been easy. I've done it though, just as Pendragon asked. | hope I've grown up
some dong theway. But I'm aTraveler. I'd belyingif | told you | wasn't living for the day when | can
jump back into the flume and rgjointhefight.” "I think that day istoday,” Courtney said.  Spader
couldn't help but break out in awide grin. "I've been waiting to hear those words! Whatever Pendragon
needs, I'mthere” Mark and Courtney exchanged nervouslooks.  "Well," Courtney said. "It'snot
exactly likethat. He doesn't know we're here”  Spader blinked once, then twice, asif Courtney's
words didn't make sense. "'l don't follow,” he said. "Pendragon didn't send you?'  "It'sworse than that,"
Mark sad. "If he knew we were here, hed be redlly angry. He thinksit's wrong for the acolytesto travel.
Hesaid it might somehow help Saint Dane”  "But we're not sure he'sright,” Courtney added quickly.
"Saint Dane may havetricked Bobby into thinking that." "And wetook the chance in coming because
Eelong isin trouble, and were the only ones who know the real reason why," Mark explained.  "We
talked to the Traveler from E€long,” Courtney said quickly. "His name was Seegen. But now he's dead
and he gave us some information that we haveto share”  Spader kept looking back and forth between
Mark and Courtney, trying to understand it dl. He finaly couldn't take it anymore and jumped to hisfeet.
"Stop!" he shouted. "Thisisal coming abit fast. Let me understand. Pendragon told you not to use the
flumes, but you did anyway because of something another Traveler told you?' "Yes" Courtney said.
"But it'smore than that. The Traveler died. Right in front of us. It was the poison from Clora that killed
him."  Mark added, "We know you're not supposed to mix things between territories, but it lookslike
Saint Dane has done exactly that. He's somehow brought the poison that nearly wiped out Cloral, to
Edong." Spader paced nervoudy. "Thisian't right, mates," he said worriedly. "Keeping the territories
separate isamogt asimportant as sopping Saint Dane. The territories are different worlds, in different
times. If they start to mingle, well, it would be the biggest tum-tigger there ever was. At least that's what
I'vebeentold." "But Saint Daneisn't playing by therules" Courtney argued.  "Areyou sure?'
Spader questioned.  Mark grabbed the watertight pouch that contained Bobby's latest journa and took
out the plastic bag with Seegen'sfur. "Thisisasample of the fur from Seegen'smouth,” Mark said. "Take
it to your agronomers. I'll bet they cantest it and seeif it'sthe same poison.”  Spader gavethe bag a
confused look and asked, " Seegen had fur around hismouth?'  "The beings on E€long are big animals.
Cats," Courtney answered. "Or maybe you don't have catson Clord."  Spader stared a Courtney,
trying to make sense of what shewas saying. "I'm sorry, mates, thisis making me unessy. I'm aready on
Pendragon'sbad side. If | help you, he might never trust me again. Why don't | get you back to the
flume, and you can go home before Pendragon finds out you've been-"  "No!" Courtney shouted and
jumped to her feet. She got right in Spader'sface and said, " Seegen died before he could tell Bobby
about the poison. But he told us. We're theonlyones who know what's going on. If we don't do
something, then Edlong isdoomed. Y ou're worried about Bobby trusting you? How do you think helll
fed when Saint Dane crushes another territory and he finds out you could have stopped him?*  Spader
and Courtney stood nose-to-nose. Neither blinked.  Mark looked back and forth between the two,
not sureof whattosay. "Pendragon wasright,” Spader said. "Y ouareahandful.”  "I'm just getting
started,” Courtney shot back. "Areyou going to help usor not?'  Spader didn't back off. "Let'sgive
that journa alook, Mark," he said, still staring at Courtney. "'l want to learn about this cat world caled
Edong." JOURNAL #17 EELONG I'velost dl track of time. How long have | been on
Edlong? Days? Weeks? It could be months. | don't know for sure. Did | have abirthday? Am |
sxteenWho knows? Time means nothing to me anymore. Sorry if | sound so glum, but things haven't
been going well sincel wrote my last journa. Some things happened to methat | wouldn't wish on my
worst enemy. Okay, maybe I'd wish them on Saint Dane, but that'sabout it.  Now that | got some
food and alittle rest, I'm starting to fed human again. Though on Edlong, that's not such agood thing.
Tomorrow were taking ajourney that 1I'm hoping will lead us to some answers, and away to stop Saint
Dane and hisinsane plan to wipe out the gars. Therésagood chancethat if thistrip is successful, I'll find
Gunny. | can only hopethat he'sHtill dive. Were not leaving until the morning, so I've got alittletime to
write my journd. Let me go back and get down everything that happened since | wrote last. It's now, or



maybe never. Ileft off when | had just gotten back to E€long from seeing you guys on Second
Earth.Istood at the mouth of the flume, Staring at ahuge jet-black cat named Kasha.  "So," she said
with asuperior air. "Y ou're not whatlexpected." She sized me up and down.lhoped she wasn't
wondering whatlwould tastelike.  "Redly?'Isaid, trying to be casud. "What did you expect?'  "ldon't
know," Kashareplied. "Someone more...interesting.”  Gee, thanks.Iwanted to act dl insulted,
butlneeded to be careful. Kashamay have been the daughter of a Traveler, butlsaw how she handled
that tang in the jungle. She was tough, and fearless...and ate mest. | let the insult go without comment.

"Whereismy father?' shedemanded. "Youtdl me,"Ishot back."lhaven't met himyet.”  "Aren't
you the leader of these so-cdlled... Travelers?' she snarled, taking an aggressive step toward me.
"Shouldn't you know thesethings?'  I1took a step back into the flume.lcouldn't help it.lwasn't used to
having aman-eating cat make a move on me. Kasha cocked her head curioudy.  "Dolscareyou?' she
asked. Ididn't want to show her thatlwas weak and frightened, but the truth was,Iwas weak and
frightened. "On Edong,I'm agar,” | said, trying not to let my voice crack. "But cometo my home
territory. It's different there.” Truth betold, it isn't different at all. I'd bejust as scared of her on Second
Earth as| was here, but | had to say something to keep alittledignity. Kashatook another step
toward me. Thistime | didn't back off, but man, | was scared. She put her nosein my face and stared me
down. | tried not to blink.  "If something happened to my father because of thisslly gameyou all
play"-she seethed intensely-"1 will persondly tear you apart.”  Gulp. "Thisisntagame” | told her.
"And you'reinsulting your father by calingitthat." Her eyesgrew sharp and angry. | feared | had
played thistotally wrong and was about to get diced. But what else could | do? She had dissed
everything we Travelers were doing to save the butts of peoplelike her. Or catslike her. Assuming cats
evenhavebutts.  "Youthink thisisagame?' | said. "Look at this"" | held up thedirty bag | had carried
back from Second Earth that held the gridy gift from Saint Dane.  "Hey, what'sinthebag?' camea
welcome, friendly voice. It was Boon. The brown cat padded up behind Kasha and stood at her
shoulder. "Did you catch up with Saint Dane?' heasked me.  "Not exactly,” | answered. "But he gave
thisto my acolytes. It'sasmall sample of what he's capable of.” | held the bag out for Boon. He took
it, reached in, and pulled out Gunny's hand. | expected them to be al sorts of repulsed, but they looked
at the hand like it was no big dedl. | guessthey were used to seeing dismembered body parts here on
Edlong. But me? | had to turn away. The sight of Gunny'shand made mewanttocry. "It'sgota
Travelerring,” wasdl Boonsaid.  "Takeit off for me, please,” | asked Boon. Boon took off thering
and handed it to me. | quickly tied it around my neck, dong with my ownring. "Isit the hand of the
tall, dark gar? The oneyou caled Gunny?' Boonasked. "Yes" | looked to Kashaand said, "Still think
thisisagame?' Shedidn't answer. Seeing adismembered hand didn't faze her. How twisted isthat?

"Will you bury it for me?' | asked Boon. "We haveto burnit,” Boon answered. "That'swhat we do
here. We can't take the chance that atang might dig it up and..." He didn't finish the sentence, but | knew
what he meant. He reverently placed Gunny's hand back inthesack.  "Throw it away!" Kasha
demanded. "It'sagar.” "But hésaTraveer," Boon argued. "He deservesbetter.”  "Thanks, Boon," |
sad. | wasredly beginning tolikethiscat.  Kashashot mean intimidating look. I didn't blink. Y oull
comewith menow," she said abruptly. "Tomorrow you'll hdp find my father.” "Fing" | sad. "That's
exactly what | wanttodo." Kashaturned away, annoyed. She didn't like being stood up to by agar.

| asked Boon, "Why didn't you tell me Seegenwasmissing?' "l didn't know,"” Boon said
defensively. "Last | saw him hewasleaving Leeandrawith Yorn."  "Yorn? Who'sYorn?' "Seegen's
acolyte. Do you think they'reokay?' "How should | know?1'm new here, remember?'  "Right,”
Boon corrected himsdf. "Sorry."  Before leaving the flume | grabbed another pair of raggy shoes off
the clothing pile. | took my sweset time tying them on, making Kasha and Boon wait. Kasha didn't ook
happy about it and that was okay by me. Hey, maybe | was being petty, but it was the only chance | had
to have alittle bit of control. Pathetic, | know, but | was floundering. When we got outside | saw that the
zenzen horse was long gone, so we climbed up through the tree and walked the sky bridges back to
Leeandra. "When wasthe last timeyou saw your father?' | asked Kashaaswewalked. "Three
daysago," sheanswered coldly. "What makesyou think hesmissing?' "Becausewewere



supposed to meet this morning, after | got back from the forage,” she said. "He never showed up. That's
not likehim."  Kasha's answerswere clipped. | got the feding shedidn't like being questioned but hey,
tough. Thiswasimportant. "What'saforage?' | asked her. "It'swhat| do." "Metoo," Boon
added with alittle more enthusiasm. "Wetravel in packs on the jungle floor to hunt or gather fruit or chop
treesfor building materids or anything el se that's needed in Leeandra. It's adangerous job, and very
important.” | asked Kasha, "How much do you know about the Travelers?' It was one question too
many. Kasha stopped short and turned to me, growling. | could seethe anger in her eyes. "I'll tell you
what | know, gar." She spat out theword "gar" like it was abad taste in her mouth. "My father wasa
visionary who helped build cities. Now he's become asilly old klee spinning fantasy stories of
time-traveling anima s battling an evil gar. He saysit'sal very dangerous. Y ou want to see danger? Come
on aforage. I'd like to see you stand up to arampaging tang. Then you can tell me you're more afraid of
agar named Saint Dane”  Shegrowled at me, her anger barely contained. | figured it would be a bad
ideato argue, seeing as sheld probably bite my head off. Literdly. | kept my voicetotaly calm and said,
"If itsall afantasy, how do you explan me?'  Thisthrew her. Sheturned away, saying, "Yourea
freek. When wefind my father, I'll proveitto him."  She continued walking. Boon shrugged and
followed. We were getting off to abad gtart. | didn't know what to make of Kasha. If something tragic
happened to Seegen, sheld be the Traveler from E€long. | didn't look forward to that. On top of that,
she'dd hold meresponsible. | looked evenlessforward to that. All 1 could hope was that Seegen would
turn up okay, and Kashawould only beaminor pain. | redly, redlly hoped that we'd find Seegen back
inLeeandra. JOURNAL #17 (CONTINUED) EELONG Bythe time we reached
the porta into Leeandra, the sunbelt had dropped below the horizon. Night had settled on E€long. |
looked up through the thicktree canopy and saw stars. Fireflies were everywhere, just like on Second
Earth. The smdl flying bugswould light up for afew seconds, then go dark. But unlike the boring old
fireflies on Second Earth, these lit up with every color you could imagine. There were reds and greens
and purples and blues, and yes, even some yellowslike at home. It was stunning. As| gazed out to
admire the light show, Boon stepped in front of me and gave me asheepish look. | knew where thiswas
going. | put my handstogether and hed themout.  "Thanks, Pendragon,” he said gratefully ashe
dipped another restraining leash around my wrists. As horrible asthiswas, | knew | was safer thisway.
Kashabarely stopped long enough for me to be hooked up. Aswe followed her into the city, she made a
point of staying in front of us. There was no way she was going to be seen walking with agar. We
followed her across severa sky bridges and took afew eevators until we reached our
dedtination...Kashashome.  Shelived insde ahuge hollow tree, but unlike the others | had beenin,
this home had partitions that separated the space into rooms. Wefirst stepped into the largest room that
had atable and chairs for medls, low wooden benchesfor furniture, and even scul ptures hanging on the
wallsthat were made from twisted branches. Unbdlievable. This cat had artwork! An archway led out
onto a balcony where there was alarge stone oven for cooking. Kasha didn't give me atour of therest. |
think she hated the fact that | wasthere at al. Maybe she was afraid I'd pee on the furniture or
something.  "Garsdeegp in the pen out back,” shesaid coldly.  "He'snot an ordinary gar,” Boon
complained. "You cant makehim-"  "Yes, | can!" Kasha snapped. "Unless he wantsto deep on the
junglefloor with thetangs, helll degpinthegar pen.” "No!" Boon inssted. Kasha shot him an angry
look, asif sheweren't used to being disagreed with. Boon backed down, but not by much. "I'm sorry,
Kasha," he continued sheepishly. ™Y ou may not agree with your father, but Pendragonisa Traveler. He
should be trested with respect. It'swhat Seegen would want."  Kashastood staring at me. Shereally
hated to be civilized to an uncivilized gar. "Fine" shefindly said. "Prepare amedl, Boon. I'm going to
clean up." Sheleft for another room, leaving Boonand medone.  "Cmon," Boon sad. "I'll make
something.”  Hetook off my restraints and led me into the kitchen, where he made dinner. I'd never
eaten cat food before, though | didn't think he'd be cracking open acan of Friskies. On the other hand, |
was so hungry | was pretty sure I'd eat anything, no matter how grossit was. He reached into a square
container on the floor that was some kind of refrigerator. He pulled out three birds that |ooked pretty
much like chickens, al cleaned and dressed asif they cameright from the grocery store.  "You eat



meset, right?" heasked. "Depends,” | answered. "Onwhat?' "Onif you're going to cook it or
not." I'm happy to report that Boon laughed a that. " Of course I'm going to cook it!" he said. "We're
not animas." Yeah. Right. Boon proceeded to cook the chickens, or whatever they were called
there, on arotisserie like at Garden Poultry on the Ave. There was abed of hot coas beneath that
cooked the birds dowly, dl the way around. When the smell of the cooking birds hit my nose, my mouth
started to water. Man, bar-bequed chicken. | couldn't wait. Too bad | couldn't have some friesto go
with it. While the birds cooked, | took the chanceto grill Boon about Kasha...no punintended. "Why
isshesoangry?' | asked. "Sheloves her father," Boon explained. "He's ahero. He helped build
Leeandrafrom nothing, fighting off the tangs every inch of theway. Everything shelearned, shelearned
from Seegen. So when he started talking about Travelers and intelligent gars and fluming to different
territories, her wholeimage of him fell apart. In her eyes he had lost hismind. Then hetold her that when
he died, shewould take his place. Well, that redlly set her off. Shewon't even talk to him about it. The
thing is, Kashais great. She's brave and caring and would do anything to help afriend. But she'saso
pretty stubborn. If something doesn't fit her idea of the way things should be, it's hard to change her
mind." "But you believe Seegen,” | said.  "I've got more of an imagination,” Boon answered.
"Besdes, I'm gtting here talking to you, right? Seegen said you'd come and hereyou are”  "What
about her mother?' | asked.  "Shewaskilled in atang raid,” Boon said softly. "I think that'swhy Kasha
became aforager. Shelikesfighting tangs. Every time shekillsone, | know she'sthinking about her
mother." Kashaentered the kitchen and Boon fell silent. "Areweready to eat?’ sheasked.  "All
set!" answered Boon. Thethree birds were now crackling brown and smelled delicious. Boon pulled
them off the spit and brought them insde the tree, wherewe dl sat around the table. Kashagave mea
quick, dirty look. It must have been hard for her to have afilthy gar Sitting at her table, but too bad. | was
garving. | sat down politely and waited for Boon to serve. He placed one bird in front of each of us. No
knives. No forks. No plates, either. | waskind of hoping for avegetable and a potato, but | wasn't going
to push my luck. The chicken would do mejust fine. Kasha and Boon picked up their birds and
devoured them. | pulled off aleg and took abig bite. Oh yeah. It was good. It tasted like...chicken. No
big surprise. It could have tasted like shoes. | didn't care. | tore into the megt and ate, but not quite as
ravenoudy as Boon and Kasha. It took them al of thirty secondsto polish off their birds, bonesand all. |
had bardly finished oneleg when they were licking their paws and staring a my bird out of the corner of
their eyes. Ashungry as| was, there was no way |'d be able to finish the whole thing, so | tore off the
other leg, pulled some breast mest off the bone for mysdf and asked, ™Y ou guys want to finish this?"

Boon answered by grabbing the bird quickly, tearing it in two, and giving half to Kasha. These cats
may have been civilized, but they sure ate like animals. The strange scene was complete when | heard an
odd noise. It sounded like alow engine, but looking around, | didn't see anything that might be making
the sound. That'swhen | redlized it was coming from Kasha and Boon. They were purring. How fresking
srangeisthat? | finished the delicious meat and looked around for anapkin to wipe my hands, but
redized that wasidiotic. So | followed thelead of my hosts and licked my fingers clean. Hey, why not?
At home my mother would kill mefor doing that, but | wasn't home. When | finished, | saw that my plate
was empty. Both my leg bones had been swooped up by the cats and devoured. Noteto self: If you
don't want to go hungry around here, eat fast.  "It'slate," Kashaannounced. "I need rest. Tomorrow
we will go to my father'shome. Beready to leaveearly.” "Wheredo| degp?’ | asked, really hoping
shewouldn't banish metothedog run.  She glanced at Boon and spat out, "Right here.” It killed her to
let abeast deep under her roof. Tough.  Boon said, "I'll get you ablanket.” "1 need something to
writewith,” | said. | figured it wastimeto catch up with my journals. Kashalooked a melike | had
just announced | was going to grow asecond head. ™Y ou can write?' she asked, not hiding her
surprise. . "Amazing, but true,” | answered snottily. "And | can count, too. Want to hear?'  "I'll get
what you need," Boon interjected, trying to keep the peace. Kashalleft without saying good night. Boon
got me ascratchy blanket, aong with some blank parchment pages and apen. The pen actudly had an
ink reservoir ingde. | didn't haveto dip aquill into awell. Edlong wastruly a strange place. Much of what
| saw was savage, but there were aso hints of modern convenience.  "I'll be back in the morning,”



Boon announced.  "Whoa, you're not staying? What if Kashadecidesto dit my throat while I'm
adeep?'  Boon chuckled. "She won't. She may not like to be told what to do, but she's honorable.”

"I'll have to take your word for that,” | said. | planned on being avery light deeper that night.  "So,
tomorrow we go after Saint Dane?' Boon asked hopefully, like he was asking if we were going to
Disneyland. "Onething at atime" | answered. "First we find Seegen and Gunny."  "Right!" Boon
exclaimed. "Good night, Pendragon.” He got down on all fours, leaped out of the doorway, and ran off
intothenight. | sat down on along couch that had a soft blanket for aseat. It wasn't exactly cushy, but
it was comfortable enough. | spent the next few hours writing Journal #16, the one you've dready read
by now. By thetime finished, | couldn't keep my eyes open. | rolled up the pages, sent it through my
ring to you guys, then put my head down to rest. In the few seconds before nodding out, | thought back
ontheincredible day | had just spent. | had woken up that morning in amansion on Vedox having dept
in acomfortable bed. | ended the day deeping on a scratchy blanket in atree house surrounded by
predator jungle cats who were getting ready to pass alaw that alowed them to kill and eat humans. Can
my lifebeany stranger? | wanted to deep lightly, but my body wouldn't et me. | totally conked ouit.
The next thing | remembered, | had adream that | was being stalked by acat. No big surprise, right?
The only thing was, thedream felt redl... sored that it jolted me awake. There was a moment wherel
wasn't sure where | was, but when | opened my eyesit al cameflooding back. That'swhen | redlized my
dream wasn't adream. | dowly opened my eyesto seeahig, gray cat creeping across the floor toward
me, hunched down, ready to spring. Zing! | went from dead adeep to wide awake in a nanosecond. |
wastotaly defenseless and quickly redlized | had only onehope.  "Kashal" | screamed. | rolled off the
couch and scrambled undernegth it, pulling the blanket down for whatever pitiful protection it might offer
until Kasha cameto my rescue...assuming she cameto my rescue.  Shedid. The black cat legped into
the room, ready for action. "What?' shesnarled. Thebig gray cat who was staking me stood up on its
two hind legsand said, "What isthis, Kasha? Y ou're now letting gars deep in your home?' Thecat's
voice sounded old. Hisfur waslonger than others I'd seen and the gray was from age. Thiswas definitely
an elderly cat, but it till looked pretty dangerous.  "Whereismy father, Yorn?' Kashagrowled at him.

"Yorn?' | exclamed. "Theacolyte?" The old cat shot me asurprised look. | figured | had to take
charge and said, "My nameis Pendragon. I'm looking for Seegen.” "Pendragon?" the old cat gasped.
"But...you're not supposed to beherel”  "Well, surprise,” | said, crawling out from under the couch.
My heart was till thumping. "Whereis Seegen?’ | asked him. Y orn staggered to a bench and sat
down. | wasn't sureif it was because he was old and weak, or the surprise of seeing me knocked him for
aloop. "Hewent to Second Earth, looking for you!" Y orn answered. "He had news of the Traveler
youseek. Theinjuredgar.”  "Gunny?' | shouted. "Yes Gunny." "Whereishe?Isheadl right?'

"I don't know," Y orn answered. "He and Seegen |eft on ajourney severa days ago. They wouldn't tell
me where they went. Then Seegen returned alone. Asfar as| know, Gunny's harm does not go beyond
theloss of hishand. He was attacked by atang, you know.” | couldn't believeit! Gunny was okay!
Now | knew why he lost his hand-he was attacked by atang. But he survived. That'sdl that mattered.

"Therésmore, Pendragon,” Y orn continued. "Saint Daneis here on Edlong. He's influencing the
Council of Kleeto begin acampaign that will wipe out the gars. Seegen went to Second Earth to tell you
thisand bring you back." "Thisisridiculous," Kashaspat out. "Whereismy father?'  Yornand |
shared alook. Kashadidn't have aclue. Weignored her.  "I've got to get to the flume,” | said. "If
Seegen ison Second Earth, he'sin trouble. A big cat roaming around Stony Brook is going to get-"

"Kasha" came avoicein the doorway. | looked to see agroup of cats entering, led by the big cat
named Durgen. It was the same group that was with Kashawhen they were attacked by the tang the day
before. | quickly backed awvay from Y orn and bent over likethe animal | was... or was supposed to be.

"What do you want, Durgen?' Kashaasked, annoyed. "We've got aforage,” Durgen answered.

"No," Kasha protested. "We're off the scheduletoday.” "Not anymore,” the big cat answered.

"Well, | can't,” she answered. "There may be a problem with my father and Y orn needs my help to-"

"I'm sureit's nothing the old klee can't handle,” Durgen interrupted. "Thisisadirect order, Kasha."

Y orn glanced to me, but said nothing. Kashamade aquick move for thedoor. "Fine," she said.



"Let'sget out and back fast, dl right?'  Durgen asked, "What about the gar? Y ou can't leave him here.”
"I'll tend to him," Yorn offered. "Nonsense," the big cat replied. He grabbed the back of my neck
and pulled meto my feet. | fet as hepless as akitten, which isa strange way to put it under the
circumstances. "After the attack yesterday we're short afew gars. We can use this one. Were going to
the south country.”  Yorn sat up straight, asif hearing thissurprised him. " The south country?' Kasha
asked, surprised aswell. "There hasn't been aforage therein months”  "Exactly,” Durgen answered.
"There are acres of ripening fruit about togo bad."  "Yes, but it's dangerous,”" Kasha shot back. "There
are huge packs of tangsinthe south."  "That'swhy we need al the garswe can get," the big cat replied.
"We're probably going to lose afew on thisone.” The cat |looked Kasharight in the eye and said, "Since
when wereyou afraid of afew extratangs?' Kashagtiffened and said, "Did | say | wasafraid? Let's
go." Durgen gave me ashove toward the door. | ssumbled but Kasha grabbed me before | could fall. |
took aquick glance back at Y orn to see the old klee looking worried. Join the club. I had seen what
happens to gars on aforage. Now | was about to experienceit for mysdf. JOURNAL #17
(CONTINUED) EELONG Upuntil that moment, my stay on E€long had been anightmare,
It was about to get worse. Isthere aword for something worse than anightmare? If | could think of one,
I'd useit. Saint Dan€e's plan was clear. He was going to throw Eelong into chaos by thinning the gar
population, which would tip the balance of nature and lead to the destruction of the klees. My plan was
clear too. | had to find Seegen, the Traveler from Eelong, and get his help to find Gunny. Together, the
three of uswould try to stop Saint Dane. But as treacherous as that was going to be, | couldn't even get
started, because | was being shipped off on a suicide mission to run interference for abunch of cats so
they wouldn't be killed by rampaging tangs while they harvested somefruit. How idiotic wasthat? The
future of their entire world was at stake, and | had to go out and pick fruitinawar zone. | wasredly
beginning to hate E€long. It was morning. The sky was growing lighter. In no time | expected to see
the sunbelt appear in the sky. The team of foragersled me and afew other gars down to the jungle floor
and toward the corral where they kept the zenzen horses. There werefive cats, dong with three
gars...and me. They lashed my hands together and tied me up to the other gars so we had to shuffle
aong like one of those chain gangs you seein prison movies. I'm not really surewhy they did this, since
the gars didn't look like they were going anywhere. If there was anybody who wanted to begat feet out of
there, it was me. Kashawalked ahead of uswith the other klees. A few times she stole a glance back at
me. | might be reading too much into this, but | thought | saw atouch of sympathy in her eyes. Maybe
even alittleworry. She knew | wasn't ready for this. On the other hand, maybe she was thinking this
would be aquick and easy way to get me out of her life, and her father'slife. Either way, | wasn't redl
excited about how thisday was shapingup. Aswe neared the zenzen corral, | looked ahead to seea
big wagon with huge wooden whedl s being driven toward us, pulled by two zenzens. Sitting in front with
the reins was Boon. Loaded in back were adozen more gars, al looking about asthrilled to bethere as|
was. Boon brought the wagon to astop and shouted afriendly greeting. "Morning, everybody!" He
spotted me and the smilefell from hisface. "Whoa, not that gar. Hesusdess” | tried to look usaless.
"What'swrong with him?' Durgen asked.  Kashaanswered, "He's been sick. Heswesk. Hewon't
be ableto harvest hisweight."  That was good. Kashawas trying to get me out of thistoo. At least that
meant she was on my side. Durgen felt my arms with his paws. | tried to shrink and act all weak, but
there was only so much acting | could do. Helifted my chin and looked into my eyes. Findly he grabbed
my hands and examined them. "Heis soft," the cat exclaimed. "But he doesn't seem frail." He dropped
my hands, turned his back to me, and walked away. Suddenly he whipped around and threw hiswooden
weapon a me. | didn't have timeto think, only react. | caught the weapon before it beaned me. It was
thewrong thing to do. | should have taken the hit. | gave aquick glance to Kasha, who looked to the
ground in disgppointment.  "Hisreflexesarefing," Durgen announced. "Beitter than most. And he'sthe
biggest one here. Even if hesweak, hell harvest more than therest. Hecomes™  Oh wadll. Nicetry.
The other three gars and | were shoved into the back of the wagon, where there was barely enough
room to St down. Most of the garswere men, but | saw afew women, too. They were dl sitting on the
hard, wooden floor. Not exactly adeluxe way to travel. | found asmall opening between two gars. My



first ingtinct was to be polite and ask, "Excuse me, can | Sit there?" But | redlized it would be awaste of
breath, so | nudged my way in and sat down between the two without aword.  "Let'sgo!" Durgen
shouted.  Boon cracked the reins and the wagon lumbered forward. The crude wooden wagon
bounced acrossthe jungle floor. My aching buitt felt every bump and divot. A few minutes|ater the giant
doors swung open and we rolled out of Leeandra, headed for who knows what danger. Kasha and
Durgen walked in front of the wagon, with the other three kleeswalking to therear. As soon aswe | eft
the safety of Leeandra, the cats tensed up and grabbed their weapons. Their eyes darted back and forth,
looking for any hint of danger.  Between the threat of tangs and the bumpy ride, | knew we werein for
alongtrip. All I could do wastry to get comfortable and stare at the pathetic-looking garswho
surrounded me. It wastotally creepy. | wasjammed in with abunch of raggy-looking people who kept
their eyesdown. | guess| shouldn't have been surprised, but it was tough getting my mind around the fact
that as much as they looked like humans, they weren't. Expecting them to be socia would belike
expecting abunch of cowsto stand up and sing some reggae. And they smelled too. | don't think any of
them had a bath in, well, maybe never.  Aswe bumped aong the dirt road, one of the catstossed a
bag into the center of the wagon. The gars dovefor it, tearing it gpart and pulling out what looked to be
pieces of fruit. They looked like apples, but they were bright blue. The garsfought over them like it was
their last medal. The sick thought occurred to me that for some of them, it probably was. | hoped | wasn't
one of them. | didn't join the fight. | didn't have much of an appetite.  Have | mentioned that | was
redlly beginning to hate Edlong? We rode for about an hour. Every so often Boon would glance back
from hisdriver's seat to seeif | was okay. All | could do was offer him aweak smileto assure him that |
wasfine...in spite of my aching butt. Boon would nod in sympathy.  Wefinally broke out of the jungle
and rolled into avast clearing. At first | thought thiswould be the farm where weld stop and pick the fruit,
but | couldn't have been more wrong. Thiswasafarm, dl right. The wagon had stopped on the edge of
what looked like avast cornfield. But rather than green husks shielding yellow ears of corn, these plants
grew the same blue apples that were thrown into the wagon earlier.  And there was something else.
Lying amid the rows of plants were dead tangs. Lots of them. It didn't [ook like there had been afight or
anything. All these tangs looked asif they just lay down...and died. Not that | felt bad for these
mongters, but it wastotally creepy.  Durgen took a step away from the wagon and surveyed the
carnage. Kashawaked up to him and asked, "What happened here?'  Durgen looked troubled. "There
have been reports of some crops turning foul. These tangs stopped at the wrong farm.”  "But how
could this happen?' Kashaasked. "Did the fruit Smply turn rotten from being overripe?'  "That'smy
guess," Durgen answered. "But whatever the reason, with the food shortage we can't afford to let this
happen again. Which isal the more reason to be out here and harvest what we can. Let's keep moving.”

The wagon began ralling again. | saw that every few rows held more dead tangs. As horrible asit was,
it gave me adight bit of hope that maybe enough tangs had been killed off so they wouldn't bother us. On
the other hand, if the fruit out here had become poisonous, | wasn't too thrilled about having to pick any
of it. | wassuddenly relieved | hadn't eaten any of the blue apples that were thrown into the wagon.

We soon |eft the farm and followed the path back into the jungle. | was happy to leave the tang
graveyard behind.  "Desath place," whispered aweak voice next to me. | was so shocked, | actualy
jerked back. | looked to where the voice came from but saw only the gars, staring out at the carnage
withwide, scared eyes.  Then another voice said, "Time soon.” | whipped around to see another
gar. "Youcantak?' | whispered, because| didn't want thekleestohear. The gar looked at me.
For thefirgt timel saw signsof intdligent life. Helet out asmdl smileand said, "Timesoon.” | was
stunned. The gar could spesak! Thiswasincredible. These creatures were being trested like animals, and
don't get mewrong, they acted like animals, but they could spesk! They had intelligence! Why didn't
Boon tell methis? Or Kasha? How could the kleestreat gars like cattle when they had anintellect? |
looked at the other garsin the wagon, and froze. They were dl looking a me with these strange smiles. |
didn't know how to react. They didn't look dangerous or anything. Just the opposite. They al looked at
me with what | can best describe as...love. I'm serious. Y ou know that look. It's the proud look you get
from your parents when you're playing tubain some lame-o concert at school, and they're thinking you're



ready for Carnegie Hall. | had seen that ook once before, other than from my parents, that is. It wasin
the arena on Denduron, when the poor Milago miner was about to be attacked by the quig. Remember
that? The old miner saw my face in the crowd, and even though he was about to die, he stood up straight
and gave me asmile of strength. It cregped me out then, and it was cregping me out in that wagon on
Edong. What did these people seein me? Did they know | was a Traveler who wastrying to save them
from Saint Dane? That wasimpossible...wasn'tit? | felt atap on my shoulder and looked back to the
gar who first spoke. He held out hishand. In his open palm was something | recognized. It wasasmall,
amber cube like the one | had seen the two gars petting back in Leeandra. A closer ook showed me that
it was definitely made of some kind of crystal. But one of the sideswas black. | looked at the strange
object, not sure of what to do. He didn't want meto take it, it was more like he was showing it off.
"What isit?" | whispered, not sureif hed understand.  The gar cocked hishead, asif he were
surprised | didn't know what it was.  "Black Water," thegar said. | had absolutely no freakin' idea of
what he was talking about. Heck, | was still thrown by the fact that he could talk. That's when agar
gtting acrossfrom me sad, "Black Water." Hetoo was holding one of the small cubes. | glanced to
the front of the wagon and saw that two more gars had cubes. They each held them up with two hands
like they werefragile, precioustreasures. "Soon," another gar said, and the othersnodded.  "Soon
what?' | asked. "Home" another said. Beforel could ask them any more, the wagon cameto an
abrupt stop. The gars quickly hid their cubes, which told me they didn't want the kleesto know about
them. Very interesting. Now | was faced with adifficult choice. | felt asif the only way 1'd learn about
these cubes would be to ask Boon or Kasha. But if the gars didn't want the kleesto know about them,
would | be betraying their confidence? Boon and Kashawere on my side. At least Boon was. But they
were klees, and klees were about to start hunting the gars, which is exactly what | had to prevent. What
was | supposed to do? My head was starting to hurt asmuch asmy butt.  "Everybody out!" shouted
Durgen. Hethrew open the back of the wagon and we dl climbed out. One cat untied our restraints
while another handed us each alarge, empty sack. Once | got the circulation back in my legs, | looked
around to see where we were. Since | had been so focused on the garsin the wagon, | hadn't noticed
that we had emerged from the jungle and arrived at another farm. A quick look around showed that there
were no tang bodies lying around. Durgen walked up to thefirst row of plants and plucked off one of the
blue apples. He strode back toward the wagon and tossed the fruit to a gar who was standing next to
me. "Eat," heordered. Thegar looked at the blue apple like it was poison. | didn't blame him. It might
have been. "Now!" Durgen yelled. The gar closed his eyes and took abite. "More!" Durgen
commanded. Thefrightened gar took afew more bites and reluctantly swallowed. We dl watched
him, expecting... | don't know what. Would hefall down dead likethetangs? Hedidn't. Thegar
looked visibly relieved and hungrily gnawed on the rest of the apple. But he didn't get far because Durgen
knocked it out of hishands. | was beginning to have some seriousissues with this Durgen character.
"Thefruit isfine here" he bellowed to everyone. "Thisiswherewe harvest.” Ohjoy. Suddenly |
was grabbed roughly by the back of my shirt and yanked away from the group. "Don't try to run away,
gar!" akleehissedat me. It was Kasha. She pulled me far enough away from the group so they
couldn't hear what we were saying. She gave me arough shove that nearly threw meto the ground.
"Hey, easy!" | complained. "Weneedtotadk," shesad. "What happened to that farm back
there? Why did thosetangsdie?' | asked. "1 don't know," Kashaanswered. "But if you want to stay
alive, listen to me. Do what you are told. Be sure to stay near the center of the pack. The tangs attack
fromtheoutsdein." "Youdidn'ttel megarscouldtalk," | sad. "They'reinteligent. They aren't
animas" "Pendragon, areyouligeningtome?'  "Yeah, yeah. Outsde in. How could the klees want
to huntintdligent life?'  Kashagave aquick glance behind me. | turned to see Durgen stalking toward
us. "Do as| say, Pendragon,” Kashasaid quickly. Shegavemeakick and | fell at Durgen'sfeet. 'l was
making sure he will carry hisweight,” Kashaexplainedto Durgen.  Kashawas definitely playing thisup
for Durgen'ssake, but | think she was enjoying it alittle. Durgen lifted me up by my shirt. | wasredly
getting Sick of being handled likeadoll. "Good," he said. "Then he will lead the pack.” He shoved me
inthe direction of the other gars. | didn't know what he meant by leading the pack, but whatever it was, |



was pretty surel wouldn't likeit.  The klees herded the gars together, shoulder to shoulder. | wasin
dead center. That was good. Tangs attacked from the outside in. But | wastold to walk forward firgt,
into thetal stalks. The otherswere to follow me, dightly behind and spread out like an arrowhead. That
was bad. | wasthetip of the arrow. If there was ahungry tang lying in wait inside those plants, I'd be the
first oneto reach it. | gave aquick glance back to see Boon gSitting in the driver's seat of the wagon,
looking helpless. | heard aloudcrackand felt asharp, stinging pain on my back. Yeow! | looked the other
way to see Durgen standing there with along strap he used likeawhip.  "Now!" he bellowed. "Before
the tangs catch awhiff of your stench!” | got the message. | stepped forward and into the first row of
plants. The othersfollowed to either sde and dightly behind. | didn't know what elseto do, so | started
pulling the blue fruit off the salks and dropping it into my bag. It was mindless work, which was good
because the only thing on my mind was the possbility of atang lying in wait for me. As| picked thefruit |
looked back to see what the klees were doing to protect us. The answer was, nothing. Just the opposite,
we were there to protect them. While Boon and another klee stayed at the wagon, the otherswalked
behind us, insde the arrowhead, shielded from a surprise attack. Kashawas with them, which gave me a
little reassurance. Very little.  When my bag was filled with blue apples, agar came forward, took it
from me, and gave me another empty sack. The gar dragged the |oaded bag back to the wagon where he
dumped the fruit. They had acouple of gars shuttling loaded sacks. | realized pretty quickly that oncethe
wagon was loaded, there'd be no room for us poor garsto ride on the way back to Leeandra. That is,
assuming wesurvived.  The picking was dow going. I'd say it took about aminuteto get al the fruit off
asingleplant. I quickly learned that after a plant was picked clean, it had to be uprooted and laid down.
That meant as our formation moved forward, we cleared a path through the crops that grew wider aswe
went. | don't know how long we were picking. Two hours? Three? It was grueling and | was getting
tired. Thekleesdidn't give uswater, either. Or food. It struck methat if the tangs were smart, they'd
attack later in the day, once their victims were burned out. | redlly, realy hoped they weren't smart. |
finished another bag and held my hand up to signa agar to come and take it. But nobody came. They
had been pretty quick up till then, so | redlized that for some reason the process had dowed. .. or
stopped. | looked to Kashaand held up the heavy bag.  Kasha saw it and shouted out, "Here!"
Nobody cametofetchit. The other gars stopped picking. | instantly felt the tension asthey stood up
and looked around nervoudly. The cats reached for their wegpons and dowly brought them forward.
Uh-oh. Everyone stood absolutdly still, not making asound, only listening. A few seconds went by. The
only sound | heard was the wind gently rustling the plants. Where were the shuttling gars? Were they just
dow in emptying the sacks at the wagon, or was the answer more ominous? | looked to my right.
Standing afew feet behind me was the gar who earlier showed me hisamber cube. His every sense was
on dert, listening, looking, smelling. He was scared. | didn't blame him. Sowas|. The guy looked ahead
into the dense crops, but saw nothing but plants. His gaze wandered until he saw me. Our eyes met.
Instantly hislook went from one of fear, to one of serenity. Serioudy. It waslike the tension left his body
ashebrokeinto abigsmile. It would bethelast action of hislife. A second later | smelled the
stench. It was the odor of ahungry tang. Another second passed and the tall plantsin front of the gar
rustled. Something flashed out. It went so fast | can't really describe exactly what happened. One second
he was standing there, the next second a green blur wrapped around him and pulled him into the dense
plants. | stood frozen, ascream caught in my throat. A moment later | had no trouble screaming, because
something came back out. It hit the ground and rolled closeto my feet. | looked down to see something
I'll never forget for therest of my life. Lying a my feet was the head of my friend the gar. Hislifelesseyes
saringup at me. | screamed...and the attack began. JOURNAL #17 (CONTINUED)
EELONG Theassault wasfast and violent.  The tangs were waiting for us, just as| had
feared. As soon asthefirst gar waskilled, it waslike the signa had gone out for the othersto attack.
They sprang from the plantsin front of uslike guerrillafighters. These may have been beasts, but they
were smart. Their green color blended with the green vegetation so well that we were nearly on top of
them before they madetheir move. A tang legped for me. Without thinking, | swung the bag full of
apples. It wasn't exactly adeadly weapon, but the heavy bag saved my life. | hit the tang's gut with such



force, | heard it grunt. The beast fell back, its scaly tale thrashing. It wasn't hurt, but the move gave me
the few seconds | needed to do the only thing possible. | ran. It dl happened so fast that | can only
remember quick, horribleimages. | saw another tang leap out and grab the gar who was picking fruit on
the other side of me. The gar's scream of pain cut right through me. | never saw him again. All around
me, gars had dropped their bags of fruit and were running back toward the wagon. They had no
wespons. They were sitting ducks. Or running ducks. The klees didn't do anything to help them. The cats
held their wooden staves up as they backed toward the wagon, but it wasto protect themselves, not the
gars. A few tangs attacked the klees, but the experienced foragers used their weapons expertly, fending
them off and knocking afew senseless. There were screams al around me, both from gars who were
being attacked, and the tangs who were pouncing on them with abloodlugt. | had no ideahow many
tangs there were. There could have been ten, or ahundred. It wasal ablur.  All I could do was block
out the horror around me and get back to the wagon. | pumped my legs, jJumping over the crops we had
just picked. | didn't dare turn around for fear of what | would see. Besides, it would only dow me down.
I've dways been fast, but | had noideaif | wasfaster than ahungry tang.  Up ahead of me, the klees
were on the run. They were down on al fours and chewing up the ground to escape. | didn't see Kasha,
but | figured she wasright there with them, abandoning me. So much for trusting the next Traveler from
Eedlong. Behind me, | heard tangs crunching across the fallen plants, hungry to catch up. But my
confidence was growing. | was faster than they were. | was going to make it to the wagon. My thoughts
went to what | would do once | got there. The klees would make astand, | was sure of that. But could |
count on them to protect me and the other gars who were lucky enough to make it back? Could | rely on
Kasha? And Boon? | would find out soon enough. Up ahead, | saw the wagon. Boon was standing up in
the driver's seet, motioning for usdl to hurry. | shouldn't have been looking at him, because it meant |
wasn't watching what wasin front of meand... | tripped. | ssumbled forward and did a complete
somersault only to come face-to-face with adead gar. Blood trickled from hismouth. | jumped up
quickly to seewhat | had tripped over. It was another dead gar. | then knew what had happened to the
group that was shuttling the fruit back to the wagon. They had been ambushed by the tangs. A quick look
to my right showed me atang dragging agar back into the high stalks. He had gotten hisprize. | shot a
look to where | had come from to see atang was running for me. Its mouth was open to reveal bloody,
sharp teeth. | waslike a deer caught in the headlights. The tang was on adead run. | wasjust...dead.
There was noway | could turn and run fast enough to get away. | wastang chow. | backed away, but
too late. Thetang leaped. And ablur flashed in front of me, knocking the tang off balance. It wasa
gar! Hefought the tang vdiantly, but the poor guy didn't stand a chance. | took a step forward to help
him, but it wastoo late. The tang swept its arm back and stabbed the gar with itslong, sharp talons. The
three talons went right through his body, coming out his back. It was hideous. The gar writhed in pain,
but managed to turn his head and ook a me. The guy wasin agony, but when he saw me, he relaxed. It
was like the pain had magicaly goneaway. | recognized him. It was one of the gars | had spoken to
on the wagon. His eyes|ooked peaceful. Hewasn't in pain anymore. He smiled. | swear, guys, he smiled.
This primitive human-anima had sacrificed hislife to save mine. But why? Blood started lesking out the
sdes of hismouth, but he kept his smile. He croaked out two words. He said them with such a soft
whisper, | could barely hear.  "Black Water," hegroaned. Hiseyes closed and he died. Thetang
pulled itstalons out of the guy, threw him to the ground and looked at me. | wasn't sureif it was going to
attack or make off with its conquest. | didn't ick around long enough for it to decide. | turned and ran
for thewagon, trying to hold down the sick fedling in my stomach. | expected to fed the tang'staons stab
me in the back, but the stab never came. The tang must have stayed withitsvictim. Gross.  "Hurry!
C'mon!" Boonyelled. The other klees got to the wagon first. Of the twenty or so gars who were
brought here, only ahandful survived the attack. | was one of them, thanks to the selfless gar who gave
hislifetosavemine "Durgen! Help!" | heard the pained cry come from aklee who was il twenty
yards from the wagon. He was on the ground, hurt. | saw that both his back legs were bleeding. He
could barely crawl forward using hisfront paws. A tang was dowly cregping up on him, ready for thekill.
It approached cautioudy, in case the klee ill had some fight left. Lying next to the injured kleewas his



wooden weapon, but he was too weak to useit. The cat was doomed. .. unless somebody helped him. |
glanced to the wagon to see the gars were hiding underneath. The klees were stlanding next to one
another, weapons up, ready to defend themselves. None made amove to save their friend. | had aquick
thought of the gar who died to save me. It felt wrong not to try and do something to help theinjured klee.
Before | had the chance to chicken out, | ran for the falen cat. Stupid move, | know. But | had to do it.
There had been enough killing.  "No!" Boonyeled. Asl think back to that moment, | wish | had
listened to him. Things would have turned out much better. But there was no way | could have guessed at
the horrible consequences my actions would have. My plan wasto grab the cat's weapon and try to fend
off thetang. | hoped that if the other klees saw that | was putting up afight to save ther friend, they'd
comeand helpushothout. It wasatotally stupid plan. | ran to the klee and scooped up the
wegpon. But as soon as| lifted it up, another tang leaped from the cover of thetall stalks. It had been
hiding, waiting for agolden opportunity likethis. It lashed out with its scaly tail and whipped againgt my
hands so hard and fast, it fdlt like | was hit with an ectric shock. The wooden weapon was knocked out
of my grasp. What an idiot. Now the klee and | were both in trouble. He wasinjured and | was
defensdless-with two tangs standing by, ready to attack. | heard a sound that can be best described as
awhistle. Whatever was making it, it came up from behind me fast and whizzed past my ear. It felt so
close | ducked, expecting to get hit in the back of the head. An ingtant later | saw what it was.  Kasha
She had thrown her lasso with the three stonestied to the end. The stones spun like abuzz saw, flew past
me, and wrapped themsealves around the neck of the closest tang. Kasha gave a sharp yank on the rope
and | heard a sickeningsnap.She had broken the tang's neck. If | wasn't so relieved, | would have been
totally grossed out. The beast fell. It was dead before it hit the ground. But there was ill one more tang
to dedl with and Kashano longer had her lasso.  The tang made the next move. He didn't attack me, or
Kasha. He pounced on theinjured klee, the easy prey. Thelizard jumped on the cat's back and locked
itsjaws around its neck. The cat reared up and tried to shake the tang off, but the monster would not be
denied. The klee was aready weak from having lost so much blood. He didn't stand a chance. | watched
in horror asthe cat fell to the ground hard, with the tang'sjaws gtill clamped onitsneck. | felt astrong
hand on my shoulder. | whipped around, expecting another tang attack. But it wasKasha  "It'sover,”
shesad sadly. "We haveto go back.” It may have been over for the poor klee, but not for us. Other
tangs were still sniffing around, looking to do some damage. We had to get out of there. Thetwo of us
ran back to the safety of the wagon. | stole a quick glance back at the battleground to see that the tangs
were finished. They got what they camefor. | watched asthe few remaining tangs dragged their victims
back into thetall stalks. Most were gars, but of course, there was the one klee. It now suddenly made all
sorts of senseto me why the klees chose to build their world in the trees. The tangs were merciless
marauders. | wasn't sure of what to do when we got back to the wagon. | till had to act likeasimple
gar, so | decided to hide under the wagon with the survivors. But | didn't get the chance. As soon aswe
approached the group of klees, Durgen stepped forward and dapped K asha across the face. Everybody
was S0 stunned, they frozein place. Including Kasha. Durgen stood in front of her, hiseyesfixed on her
inanger. "You sacrificed akleeto saveagar?' he seethed. "Areyouinsane?’  Uh-oh. Kashahad
saved me, but it looked asif shewas goingto pay apriceforit. "Hewasasgood asdead when | got
there," Kasha said, not backing down. "If | tried to save him, wewould havelost both."  That might
have been true, but | wasn't so sure. Durgen didn't think it wastrue at all. He hauled back and dapped
Kasha again. Kashabarely flinched. She wastough. She took the hit but sood tall. ™Y ou don't know
that!" he bellowed. "If there was a chance to save him, you should have taken it. But you didn't. And
why?To save... this?*  Durgen grabbed me by the back of my neck and held me up intheair, my feet
dangling afew inches off of theground.  "Itisan animd, Kasha" he shouted in anger. "Ananima!"

He tossed me down hard. | wasn't ready for it and my knees buckled, sending me crashing onto my
shoulder. | wasn't so quick to get back up. | didn't want him throwing me around again.  "That klee
was your friend," Durgen continued, his voice softening. Y ou chose thisanima over afriend.” Kasha
looked down. | think it finally hit her that someone she cared about, afellow klee, had died. "I did
what | fdt wasright," shesad softly.  "And | will dowhat | think isright,” Durgen said angrily. "Turn



the wagon around! Back to Leeandral” | looked to Boon. His eyes were wide and scared. He knew
exactly why Kasha had chosen me over the klee, but he wasn't about to say anything. How could he? |
stood up dowly and looked at Kasha. She walked past without looking back at me. | guarantee she was
having second thoughts about what she had done. The trip back to Leeandrawas grudling. The wagon
wasfull of blue apples, so we gars couldn't ride. | think the only reason we got to ride out herein thefirst
place was to save our strength to pick the fruit. Now that our job was done, the klee foragers couldn't
carelessif we even made it back. Boon drove the wagon again, while | walked behind it with the few
surviving gar. Kashawalked behind us with another klee. Durgen and the last klee walked in front of the
wagon. If we ran into another band of tangs, | don't think anybody would have had the strength to fight.
Thewalk took afew hoursand it gave me time to plan my next move. | ill had to find Seegen. |
figured the best way to do that was through his acolyte, Y orn. If Seegen was on Second Earth, | thought
that maybeY orn could send amessage to you guys, and you could tell Seegen to return to Eelong. It
was awesk plan, | know. The chances of you guys finding him were pretty dight. | couldn't imaginea
jungle cat wearing atunic walking through the streets of Stony Brook. He'd either be shot, or captured
and put inazoo. But | couldn't think of anything else. | wastootired. Thankfully, no tangs atacked on
our return trip. When we finally made it safely insde the gates of Leeandra, | figured | would ask Boon if
| could stay with him. | was pretty sure Kashawouldn't want me around anymore. But as soon asthe
gates closed behind us, my plan went right out the window. Durgen grabbed me by the neck, again. It
was getting very, very old. He dragged me away from the group. Boon leaped down from the wagon and
jumped infront of him.  "Uhh," he said with anervouslaugh. "What areyou doing?' "Havetherest
of the gars unload the wagon at the transfer station,” he ordered. "Then return the wagon to the corra.”
He kept walking, dragging medongwithhim.  "Yeah, sure,” Boon said. "But what are you doing with
Kashasgar?' Durgen stopped and looked back to Kasha, who stood by the wagon. Her eyes were
wide, but she didn't say aword. When Durgen spoke, it wasn't to Boon, it wasto Kasha.  "Thisgar
cost meadear friend,” Durgen said bitterly. "I'm going to make sure | get somevaueinreturn.”  What
was he talking about? Was he going to eat me or something? Kashatook astep forward.  "You can't,”
shecomplained. "HEsmy gar." "Not anymore," Durgen spat back at her. "I'm sdling him to the
handlers” "No!" shouted Boon. "Youcan't!" Kashaadded. Durgen gave me ashove. Boon
caught me. Durgen went nose-to-nose with Kasha, saying, "And how exactly do you plan on stopping
me?' It wasagstandoff. Kashadidn't back off. Neither did Durgen.  "What are the handlers, Boon?"
| whispered nervoudy. "Arethey goingto eat me?*  "Don't worry," Boon whispered back. "WEell get
you out of there”  Hedidn't get the chance to say any more. Durgen stepped back from Kashaand
grabbed me again. | had had enough. It wastimeto stop fooling around and start taking charge of my
own destiny. | pulled away from Durgen and stood facing him, trying to look as defiant aspossible. "
amnot an animd," | declared. "Y ou don't own me and you sure as heck can't sell me.” | thought this
would blow Durgen away. | saw the shock on hisface. | doubted if he had ever heard a gar spesk afull
sentence likethat, let doneright in hisface. Out of the corner of my eyel saw the other garslooking at
me in awe. The only ones who weren't shocked, of course, were Kashaand Boon.  Durgen reacted in
away | didn't expect. He laughed. "Well." He chuckled. "A gar who believesheismorethan agar.” He
put his hands on hishipsand said, "I have bad newsfor you." He hauled back and hit me with the back
of hishand. Hard. It was such a surprise and came so fast, | had no chance to duck or to block it. He hit
me sguare on the side of the head. | saw stars. And colors. | don't think | was knocked out, but | lost
touch with redlity. Things got fuzzy. | remember being grabbed again, and dragged. It was dl ablur.
Whoever was dragging me wasn't gentle about it. | remember being knocked around afew times, and
hitting my head again, which didn't help matters. | remember things getting dark. Not lights-out dark,
just darker. | remember wondering if night had fallen. | stopped moving, too. Wherever | was being
taken, | wasthere. It felt cold and alittle damp. | probably lost consciousness afew times. | couldn't tell
for sure. I don't know how long | was out of touch like that, but | do remember my first clear thought. |
remember thinking that wherever | was, it smelled insanely bad. My eyes opened and | focused for the
first timesncel didn't know when. It was ill dark, but it wasn't night and | wasn't outside. | registered



sonewalsand ahigh celling with an interesting pattern on it. At first I thought it was a checkerboard,
because there were boxes floating overhead. That wasweird. | laid on my back looking up at this strange
checkerboard, trying to make sense of it, when a klee appeared overhead. It wasn't a checkerboard
after dl; it wasagrid. The cat walked on top of it and looked downa me.  "Welcome home," theklee
said with asneer. He poured a bucket of water down through the grid. | didn't have timeto react and got
hit with awave of smelly water. At least it woke me up. | sat up, blowing the disgusting water out of my
nose, and looked around. | wasin alarge, dark room with stone wals; the high celling was a grid made
of crisscrossing bamboo. It was a cage of some sort. And | wasn't done. Lying againgt thewallswerea
dozen other people, gars, looking ghostly white and sickly thin, asif they hadn't had decent food in
months. | looked a one of the garsand asked, "Whereisthis?' "This" hesaid. "End of life."
JOURNAL #17 (CONTINUED) EELONG Iwasinprison. | don't think that's what
the klees called it. To them, thiswas a holding pen for animals. Nobody here had committed any crimes,
except for being born agar. To the wretched gars| shared the dungeon with, it was another added bit of
crudty to their dready miserablelives. At night the gars huddled againgt the dimy stonewalls, hugging
one another, trying to share what little body heet they could generate. During the day, the sunbelt beat
down o relentlesdy that | now know what alobster feels like when it's being boiled. And no matter what
thetime of day was, the smell wasvicious.  Along onewal was awater trough dug into the stone floor
that we were supposed to use as a bathroom. Nice idea, with constantly running water and all. Trouble
was, the water wasn't running fast enough to take everything away, and the klees never set foot insdethe
dungeon to clean up. So it waslikeliving insde atoilet. Making thingsworse, the running water gave the
cell adamp fedling that cut to the center of my bones. | felt like one big toothache.  There was one
wooden door with a barred window, where | could see klee guardswalk past. The only cushioning we
had to make the hard floor more comfortable was dirty hay that had probably been dumped there a
century before. The stuff smelled so bad | never sat onit. | chose to be uncomfortable rather than
nauseous. Therewas no ceiling, only the bamboo grid that was beyond reach. At least this open ceiling
made it possible to see the sky and catch a breath of fresh air. It was good to see the stars at night,
clouds drifting by during the day, and the band of sun asthe day wore on. Unfortunatdly it also meant that
when it rained, we got wet. At least it helped wash the stench out of thecell.  Thefood wasajoke,
though maybe that's abad way of putting it because there was nothing funny about it. Every so often a
klee would appear on the grid above and dump down aload of fruit. The shower of food would hit the
stone floor and smash to bits. It was arotten way to be fed, but the gars didn't care. They scrambled to
pick up every putrid crumb they could find. Some even licked the stone floor afterward. | had no idea
what most of the stuff was. It dl smelled rank. At first | couldn't bring myself to eet, especially after what
| saw on that farm with al the dead tangs. But after awhile | got so hungry | didn't care anymore and
joined thefeast. | didn't die. Obvioudy. From what I've written so far, you may be wondering how
long | spent inthishole. Thefact is, I'm not exactly sure. When [ first woke up, | didn't think I'd be there
for long, so | didn't try to keep track of time. But after afew days| figured I'd better Sart getting my
head together, so each timeit got light, | scraped anotch in the floor with asmall chunk of rock. But even
then, | didn't know how long aday on E€long was. Was it twenty-four hours like on Second Earth? Or
forty-eight? Or twelve or...whatever. Time hasn't had awhole lot of meaning sincel left home. But as|
think back on the gruesome experience of being trapped in that cell, | can guesstimate that by Second
Earth standards, | spent at least amonth in there. I'm serious. A month. It was amonth too long. I'd be
kiddingyou if | said it didn't changeme.  With each passing day, | got angrier. | couldn't believe that
klees could treat gars so inhumanely, especialy since |l discovered the gars weren't dumb animals. I'm not
saying they were playing chess with the klees or anything. Far fromit. But they could think, and they had
fedlings, and they had alot more to offer Eelong than what the klees gave them credit for. It wasn't right.

| was aso angry at Durgen for sticking me here, and at Kasha and Boon for not getting me out. | was
afraid they had abandoned me and left meto die. Most of all, | got angry at Saint Dane. Not that |
needed any more of an excuse for that, but he was the redl reason | wastrapped in thiscell. And with me
out of theway, there was nobody to stop him from tricking the kleesinto destroying their own territory.



Aslong as|'m being totally honest, | have to admit that | was getting mad at Uncle Press, too. Hewas
the onewho got meinto this Traveler messin thefirst place. If it weren't for him, I'd probably be eating a
pizzawith you guys and catching the Yankeeson TV. Or the Jets. What season isit, anyway? Insteed, |
sat in aputrid prison, grossed out by my own stench, wondering if thiswas my last sop. Morbid, aye?
Sure, but why not? There was nothing ese to think about. | had already counted the stonesin thewalls
(8,462), done every math problem | could think of, and even came up with my own lyricsto that old
song "Smells Like Teen Spirit," since | never understood the redl lyrics anyway. Tell methat'snot
desperate. While E€long edged closer to disaster, | was stuck in a sewerlike prison, helpless, hungry and
making up mind gamesto keep from going insane. | shouldn't rant so much about my own fedings, but
I'll say one morething. Oncel finish writing thisjourna 1'm going to put the horrible memories of my stay
in the gar dungeon away in asafe place. I'll get over it, but | won't forget. And when it all goes down with
Saint Dane, I'll bring this nightmare back and useit for Strength againgt him. Betonit.  Besides
describing the horrible conditions, there were afew things that happened during my stay that | need to
write down before | forget them. When | wasfirst thrown into the dungeon, | hadn't had any redl contact
with gars, other than in that wagon on the way to our ill-fated farming expedition. But now, stuck ina
confined space, | was officialy agar. | wanted to know more about them. It wasn't easy. They were
afraid of me, and maybe alittle bit loony from being starved and imprisoned. (They didn't have the outlet
of making up lyricsto "Smells Like Teen Spirit." Poor them.) They didn't accept me. Most kept their
distance, cowering in the shadows and shivering with fear, asif | would hurt them. It took me awhileto
redize why. Even though | looked like them, | wasway different. | wastaller and | walked with the
authority of aklee. Theselittle guyswere dwaysalittle hunched over and afraid of their own shadows.
Tothem | was afreak. When | made amove to pick up some fruit that had been tossed down, the gars
would back off and et me take what | wanted before helping themsdves. A few times| heard them
whispering to each other. I'd try to join in by saying something smplelike"Hello?' or "My nameis
Pendragon.” But they'd immediately shut down and scamper away. It didn't help thet | tried to stay in
shape. | congtantly did sit-ups and push-ups to keep my muscle tone from going south. But every timel'd
dart exercising, the garswould huddle together and look at me like | was performing some strange ritual.
After awhilel gave up trying to communicate with them. It wastoo frustrating. 1 soon began to
wonder about the point of it al. Why were we being kept here? Durgen said something about getting
"value' from me by sdlling me to handlers. But after being there for several weeks, therewasno sign of a
handler or of anybody € se who might have bought me. | didn't think they were going to eat us. If that
were the case they'd be feeding us alot better. Most of the gars down here were skin and bones, not
exactly atempting taste treet for ahungry klee. It al seemed so pointless.  Then one day, with no
warning, the wooden door flew open and two klees leaped in. The gars scampered to the far side of the
cal infear, no big surprise. | didn't. | wastoo tired to be scared.  The klees scanned the group. One
sad, "It'sasorry bunch." He pointed at two of the bigger gars and said, "Those two!" Without any
ddiberation, they pounced on the chosen gars and dragged them out of the cell. The garswereterrified,
letting out cries of panic. None of the others did anything to save them. To be honest, neither did I. What
could | do?1 thought about standing up and blowing these cats away by singing asong, or reciting a
poem, or telling them about Madden footbal. Y ou know, anything that would be un-gar-like. But |
decided not to draw attention to myself. My job here was about Saint Dane. | figured | shouldn't do
anything that might get mein trouble and stop me from dealing with the bigger picture.  About an hour
later the door opened again, and one of the gars was thrown back into the cell. He looked exhausted.
He crawled on his hands and knees to a corner and collapsed. He was a mess. Or shouldlsay, abigger
mess than before.lcouldn't tell for sure, butlthoughtlsaw adark stain on his chest. From wherelwas
gtting, it looked like blood.Ididn't think it was his, andinever saw the other gar again. Connect the dots.
Something nasty had happened.  Days went by.Iwas|osing strength.lhad never been hungry
before.lmean,redlyhungry. Missing lunch and getting alittle rumble in the tummy didn't count. This
hurt.Ihad long since given up being picky about the food and would have eaten bugsif there had been
any around.ldidn't deep much, and whenldid, my dreamswere horrible. | ways seemed to be running



from some horrible fate.l'd wake up in acold swet, reieved that | was safe, and then crushed to redlize
| wasdtill inthisprison.  Onenight | dreamed that | was lying on my back, looking up &t the stars
through the ceiling grid. The sky was beginning to lighten, which meant it was morning. The slhouette of a
large klee appeared above and stared down at me. | looked up at thisbig cat, thinking how redl this
dream felt, when the klee snarled and said, " Good morning, Pendragon. Enjoying the morning air?*
Whoa. | sat up quickly. Thiswasn't adream. It wasthe cat named Timber, from the Council of Klee.
Or should | say, itwasSaint Dane.  "You redly should tidy up abit,” Saint Dane added. "'l can smell
youfromup here” "Youreenjoying this, aren't you?' | asked angrily. "I'm stuck in here where you can
keepaneyeonme” "Ohno, my friend," Saint Dane said. "Quite the opposite. | would much rather
have you free to match wits. Having you lurking about makes things so much moreinteresting.”  "Then
get meout of here" | demanded.  "Ahh, if only I could,” Saint Dane replied with mock sincerity. "But it
would be wrong to interfere with the ways of the territory. That'sagaingt therules, you know.”  "Yeah,
right,” | said with as much sarcasm as| could generate. "Likethat's ever stopped you before” "1 will
give you apiece of advicethough,” Saint Dane added. "Thereisaway for you to get out. Seizethe
opportunity whenit arrives” "What isit?' | demanded to know. "Good-bye, Pendragon,” Saint
Danesad ashedinked away. "Enjoy your day." "Saint Dane!l" | shouted. | was out of my mind. |
jumped up and tried to climb the rock walls, but it was hopeless. They were dick and | only got about a
foot off the floor before crashing back down, banging my butt on the stone. | had hit bottom. Literdly. |
was hungry, | waswesak, and Saint Dane had just teased me into losing control. | never liked to show
weakness to the demon. | didn't want him to know he was getting to me. But as of that moment, | had
officidly been gottento.  "Black Water," came asoft voicenexttome. | looked to my right to see
that one of the gars had bravely crept afew feet from me. He held hishand out, pam up. Resting in it
was one of the mysterious, amber cubes.  "What isBlack Water?' | asked. "Home," came another
weak voice. Thefirst gar held the cube closer to me, asif he wanted meto takeit. | carefully reached
out, expecting the gar to pull it away, but he let me take the precious crystal cuberight off hishand. | was
surprised to fed that the cube was aslight asamarshmallow. | handled it gingerly, afraid that if | put any
pressure on it, it might crack. | turned it around to examine all sdes and discovered that therewas a
single black side, just like the other cube | had seen. "Soon,” the gar said. "Home."  "What home?" |
asked. "What is Black Water? What's going to happen?'  "The Advent,” thegar said. Beforel could
ask what that meant, the wooden door to the cell screeched open and two klee guards entered. The gar
snatched the cube back and tried to hideit in hisragged clothes. Too late. Thefirst klee guard saw it and
pounced onthefrightened gar. "What isthis?' he shouted. He pulled the cube away from the gar and
held it up. "Isit something to do with Black Water?Isthat it?* The gar cowered in the corner,
shivering with fear. The klee dropped the amber box onto the stone floor and with one violent move,
stomped it. A sickeningcrunchtold me the box wasindeed asfragile as| had feared. The other gars
jumped, asif the klee had ssomped on them. The only thing | eft of the strange little box was apile of
shattered glass. The gars stared at it, asif their last hope had been crushed right dong withit.  Theklee
grabbed the gar he had stolen the cube from. He lifted the poor guy to hisfeet, holding him by the back
of hisneck and hissed. "I'm sure the Inquisitors will convince you to tell us. Guard!" A third klee entered
the call. Thefirgt klee guard shoved the gar toward them saying, "He had one of those boxes. Take him
tothelnquisitors”  Thethird klee dragged the terrified gar from the cell. Thefirst klee pointed to agar
who was on hisknees, shivering and crying.  "Him!" the klee ordered. The second klee guard quickly
pulled him to hisfeet. Thefirst kleelooked around again until hiseyesfdl on...me. "And you," he
snarled. "Y ou look like you might give usadecent show.” | wastired of playing therole of aprimitive,
docilegar. | dowly got to my feet and stood up to my full height. | actudly thought | caught alook of
surprise on the kleg's face. He wasn't used to agar being so big, or acting so brashly.  "If giving you a
decent show will get me out of here” | said camly, "thenit'sshowtime” Thekleesstared a me,
dumbfounded. I'm guessing agar had never spoken to elther of them like that. | had thrown them off. |
liked that. What | didn't like was that the gar who was chosen first now looked moreterrified than
before. He shook hishead violently and cried, "No!"  Uh oh. Had | made amistake? Saint Dane had



said therewas away to get out of hereif | seized the opportunity. This surefelt like an opportunity, but
was| crazy for beieving anything he had to say? A month of confinement and hunger was making my
thinking alittle fuzzy. Okay, alotfuzzy. Thefirst klee guard grabbed my arms. | pulled away and sad,
"You don't haveto do that; I'll go wherever youwant."  The klee hesitated, then glanced at hisfriend.
The other klee shrugged. Neither knew what to make of me. Then the first klee grabbed me again and
pulled meto the door. | didn't fight. | didn't want to waste whét little gas was | eft in my tank. A moment
later | was dragged out of the cdll for the first timein amonth. My legs were wobbly, but it felt good to
use them again. Behind us, the other klee pulled the gar dong as we traveled through along stone
corridor. "What'sthisdl about?" | asked. "What are we supposed to do?" The klee answered by
giving me arough shake. | didn't want my brain rattled anymore, so | stopped asking questions.  We
reached the end of the corridor and went through a door that led outside. Fedling the cool morning
breeze was avesome. | felt like | wasreturning to civilization. Sort of. | now got alook at the prison
building where we were being kept. It was a square courtyard. The stone building that surrounded it was
one story high. I wondered how many other animal pensthis building held. Probably lots. The ground
inside the courtyard had afew worn grassy patches, but mostly it was brown dirt. In the center wasa
ring of stones about twenty feet in diameter. Thisiswhere we were headed. | saw severd klees hanging
around the courtyard, doing nothing. When we appeared, they al made their way toward the circle.
When we reached the center, the klees gave us each ashove. | ssumbled into the circle but managed
to keep my feet. The gar wasn't so lucky. Hetook atumble, and stayed on the ground. | was beginning
to get an uneasy feding about this. The gar and | were now aoneinside the circle, with more klees
arriving to watch. They gathered around, chatting excitedly and laughing. Therewas adefinite air of
anticipation. | had the feding that whatever show they wanted usto put on, it wouldn't involve snging or
dancing.  Theklee who had chosen me stepped into the circle. He looked me up and down, smiled in
satisfaction, and nodded. He walked to the gar who was cowering in the dirt and gave him a sharp kick.
The gar whined in pain, but didn't move. The klee faced the assembled audience and said, "Make your
wagers”  Ingantly the klees started chattering with one another. It was dowly dawning on methat this
was going to be some kind of contest between us gars. | had no ideawhat it would be, but | had to
believe that | was the favorite. | wasin much better shape than the poor gar who was balled up on the
ground. | was pretty sure | was smarter, too. However, | couldn't help but think about the two other gars
who had been pulled out of the cell. One came back full of blood, the other never came back. Gulp.
"What'sthe contest?' | asked theklee. Everyone grew quiet and stared a me. None could believe
that a gar would speak that way to aklee. | wasbeyond caring. ™Y ou can win your freedom,” the klee
inthecircleanswered. "How?' | asked.  Something was thrown down in the dirt between me and
the other gar. | looked at it, and my stomach dropped. It was aknife. But no ordinary knife. It wasa
three-pronged knife made from the talons of atang. The blades were long and thin, and looked just as
sharp as when they were still attached and used to attack helplessgars.  "One gar leavesthe
ring...free" the klee said with an evil smile. "The other dies” Beforel had the chance to processthat
sckening piece of information, the gar who amoment before had been curled up like asick puppy, dove
for thetang knife and held it up, ready for action.  "Forgive" thegar said. Theklee jumped out of
the circle and the gar jJumped atme.The fight was on. JOURNAL #17 (CONTINUED)
EELONG Idodged out of theway and the gar's knife thrust missed me by inches.  If | wanted
my freedom, I'd haveto kill thisgar. Yeah right. Like | could do that. I'd never thrown a punch in anger
inmy entirelife, let done stabbed somebody to death! But if | didn't do something drastic, and fast, the
gar would kill me. From theway he attacked, it was pretty clear that he wasn't faced with the same moral
dilemmal was. It was ano-win situation. For me, anyway. The gar sumbled afew steps but kept his
balance. He whipped the knife back toward me, sweeping the air, barely missing. | backed off to the far
sde of thering, trying to buy sometime so | could figure out what to do. The klees were cheering. This
wasal sortsof fun for them. "Fight! Fight!" they yelled, and pushed me back toward the gar. | wasthe
favorite, after dl. There must have been alot of bets down on me. The gar now faced me, holding the
knifelow. His kneeswere bent, looking for an opening, ready to attack. | circled away, making sureto



keep him in front of me. Hiseyeswere wild. For him, thiswas about survival. | had no doubt hed kill
me. Helunged again, knifefirgt. | dove the other way, but the gar dashed a me aswe crossed. The
blades raked three dicesinto the front of my shirt. My adrenaline was pumping so hard | had no ideaiif
he'd cut my skin. Some klees cheered, others booed. I'm sure | was disappointing those who bet on me.
Tough. Thegar was breathing hard. That was good. It meant | wasin better shape than hewas. | felt
aurethat if thefight lasted much longer, he'd burn out. That was my best chance. | had to tire the gar out
until he couldn't attack anymore and then, and then, and thenwhat! Therewas noway | could kill him. The
gar dashed the knife back and forth, cutting nothing but air. He wasn't much of afighter. The kleeswho
bet on me saw it too. Their boos turned to cheers. The gar charged. | dodged him like a toreador dodges
abull. The gar sumbled and fell to hisknees. A few klees picked him up, turned him around, and pushed
him back toward me.  The gar was out of gas. Spittle flew from his nose and mouth as he gasped for
air. | think he was crying, too. He made another run at me. | dodged out of the way easily, but thistime |
ducked down, swept my leg in front of him, and tripped the guy up. He sstumbled and crashed to the
ground. | jumped on him, trying to pin hisarm and get the knife. But thiswas awild animal. When he
realized he was being attacked, he dug down deep into some primal well and found the strength to shrug
me off. The move totaly surprised me. | was thrown off hisback and landed flat on my own. A second
later | found myself staring up at aknifethat was dicing theair onitsway toward my neck. But | had a
littleanimad ingtinct aswdll. | rolled out of the way and the knife stabbed the ground right where my head
had been. | scrambled to my knees and quickly moved to tackle the gar before he could pull it out of the
ground. But with hisfree hand the gar backhanded me in the mouth with surprising strength. The punch
landed me on my back again, blood dripping from my mouth. The gar was back in charge. He yanked
the knife out of the ground and cameinfor thekill. | stopped thinking. It wasn't like | meant to or
anything; it'sjust that my reflexestook over. Good thing, because it saved my life. Up until then | had
been dl tacticd in trying to figure out away to beet the gar and save mysdf without elther of usbeing
killed. But there was something about the combination of fear, pain, and impending desth that made me
stop reasoning and click into surviva mode. | wasflat on my back and vulnerable. The gar charged, the
knife held high, ready to kill. Heleaped for me, and | ingtinctively threw up my leg. My foot caught him
squarein the chest, and | flipped him over my head. The surprised gar did afull end-o and landed flat on
his back. When he hit the ground | heard him let out apained” oof." The fall knocked the wind out of him.
| quickly flipped over and went for hisknife hand. The gar was gasping for air and didn't have achance. |
jammed my knee onto his outstretched arm and his hand went dack. He released the knife. | grabbed it.
The klees cheered. At least the kleeswho bet on me, anyway. | clutched the knife and brought it
toward the neck of the gar. Another cheer went up. They sensed thekill. | held the knife there, ready to
dash it across his neck and save my life. It was something | never thought | could do, but the heat of
battle and the fear of my own death turned meinto something else. Something primd. | was an anima
whose only concernwas surviva. | wasagar.  That'swhen | heard afamiliar laugh. It cut through
my insane haze, forcing meto look up. Standing among the cheering kleeswas Timber, the cat who was
Saint Dane. All the cats around him were cheering wildly, coaxing meto cut the throat of the gar. But
Saint Danewas cam. It was like everything had gone to dow motion, except for Saint Dane and me.
"Thisisyour way out, Pendragon,” he said calmly. "Kill him and you'll befree” Thiswasthe
opportunity Saint Dane told me abouit. | had to kill thisgar to ssve mysdf.  "Kill him," Saint Dane said.
"Itsnot difficult.”  Hiswordstriggered something in me. Maybe it was because | had won and was no
longer scared. Maybe the adrendine was wearing off. Or maybe | redized that if | followed through, |
would forever be akiller...just like Saint Dane. That truth brought me right back into my own heed. |
grasped the knife tighter, kept eye contact with Saint Dane...and backed away from the gar. A second
later all hell broke loose as the klees charged into the ring. In the brief moment before that happened, |
saw the smug smilefall from Saint Dane's cat face. | wasn't akiller and there was no way he was going to
turnmeintoone. Scoreonefor me. | had just beaten Saint Daneinthissmall battle.  Then camethe
riot. The kleesjumped into the ring, angered that | had ruined their show. Therewas all sorts of pushing
and shoving. It was ablur of fur and fury asthey argued over how the bets should be paid off. | felt the



tang knife pulled out of my hand, then felt astrong, furry arm wrap around my waist and pull me out of
the scrum. | was too exhausted to do anything but go dong for the ride. The strong cat pulled me out of
the messwhile fighting off kleeswho were grabbing a me. Once we were clear, | findly looked to see
who my savior was. ItwasKasha. "Leavehimbe!" akleeyelled at Kasha. "Hesourd” Kasha
stopped and squared off againgt the others. "He's not!" she snarled back. "Durgen had no right to sdll
him."  "Thenwherésour vaue?' another klee shouted. "We paid for him." ™Y ou had him long
enough and he gave you agood fight," Kashayelled back. "He owesyou nothing more”  "But hedidn't
kill the gar!" thefirst kleeargued. "Thefight isnt over." Kashatook athreatening step toward the other
klees. "Thefightisover,” she snarled vicioudy. "Unless you want to enter thecirclewithme”  Theklees
exchanged nervous looks. Nobody wanted to messwith Kasha.  "Durgen won't like this," the klee
sad. "Yousay that likel should care,” Kashaspit back sarcastically.  The klees shrugged and
backed off. "Just letting you know, isall,” oneof themsaid.  Kashawatched them to make sure they
weren't going to come after me, then looked to me. "Areyou dl right?' sheasked. "I'mdive” |
answered. "Where haveyou been?'  "What?1 get no thanksfor savingyou?' "Thanks. Where have
youbeen?' "You need food," she said. "Comewith me." She held out aleash for meto dip over my
wrists.  "Not achance,”" | said, and walked off. Kashadidn't argue. She dropped the leash and we
walked, together, back toward her home. | was weak and hungry and allittle wobbly on my feet, but it
didn't matter. | had my freedom and | didn't haveto kill agar to get it. For dl | knew, being sent to that
prison and starved and mistreated was dl a Saint Dane-orchestrated setup to get meto kill agar. If so, it
faled. Thenightmarewasover. Aswewaked | saw that the prison was next to the zenzen corra. We
walked through the anima enclosure, passing severad of the multijointed horses, who were kept in much
nicer conditionsthan the gars, | might add. Being outside for the first time in amonth made me gppreciate
how truly beautiful Leeandrawas. Heck, anyplace would have |ooked beautiful compared to that gar
hole. "Wetried to rescue you sooner," Kashafindly said, but it was more of a statement than an
gpology. "It wasimpaossible. Durgen has many friendsamong thehandlers™ ™Y ou should havetried
harder," | said bitterly.  "Should I?* Kasha snapped. "Y ou forget why you were there in the first place.
It was because | choseto save your lifeinstead of aklee. Now I've saved your life twice. But instead of
thanks, you criticize” | wanted to argue, but didn't think it would help.  Kasha added, "We couldn't
even get closeto you. We had to wait until they brought you out to..." Her voicetrailed off. She didn't
wanttosay it. "Togetkilled," | said, finishing the sentence. "Why do they keep garsin prison like that?
It'sbeyond cruel.” "lt'snot aprison,” she corrected. "Prisons are for klees. Y ou werein astable.”
"Whatever," | answered angrily. "They treat gars worse than animas. Why? So they can have their
little bloodsport?'  "No," Kashaanswered. "Garshave many uses” "Like?' "Likeworking to
keep Leeandra operating by clearing the water pipes and replacing power crystals above thetrees. The
handlers train some for wippen tournaments; or to help blind klees who can't get around on their own.
Some go into homes as servants or perform acrobatics in showsfor young klees. If agar doesn't show a
particular talent, but isloving, a handler can train them to be excellent pets. Gars are very important to
Leeandra” "Andsomeare used to kill each other to amuse the handlers” | added. "Or to feed tangs
to protect theforagers.” Kashadidn't comment. "Bottom lineis, the garsare your daves,” | said.
"The kleestreat them astotdly disposable creatureswho do al your dirty work. It'swrong, Kasha, and
thething is, you know it. | saw you savethat gar in thejunglewhen | first got here. Y ou're not the hard
caseyou pretendtobe”  "Thereare many things | don't agree with," she said softly. "I till seeall
gdes” Wewalkedin slencefor awhile. | then asked, "Has Seegen turned up?'  Kashadidn't
answer, which meant that the Traveler from Eelong was still missing. | was beginning to worry that he
might never come back, which would spin my Stuation into awhole 'nother, scary direction. We didn't
say another word for the rest of thewalk. | wanted to stay angry at Kasha, but didn't have the energy. If
they couldn't rescue me sooner, | had to accept that. Besides, | wastoo relieved to be out to stay mad at
anybody. Except for Saint Dane, that is.  When we got to her home, Kasha gave me some fresh
clothes (rags) and alowed me to use the running water in her bathroom to clean up. It was an incredible
feding to shower off the crud that had been building up for the last month. | felt like a snake shedding its



skin. Once thefilth was gone, | took alook at my body to see | had lost aton of weight. | actually had a
sx pack for thefirgt timein my life, but it wasn't because | wasin shape, it was because there was no fat
to cover themuscle. | looked totdly cut...but felt horrible. | couldn't [ook at mysdlf anymore; it wastoo
depressing. | quickly put on my new, clean rags and joined Kashain the main room of her tree house.

| was overwhelmed to see that while | was washing, she made me afeast. There was aroasted bird,
bowls brimming with fresh, nonmoldy fruit, and round loaves of dark brown bread.  "Don't egt too
fast,” shewarned. "Your systemisntusedtoit.” Tough. | was starved. | sat down and did my best not
to beatotd pig, but the more | ate, the more | wanted. | chowed, only stopping long enough to let out a
belch that felt like it came up from my toes. After that | dug right back in. Kasha stayed in the kitchen,
alowing meto enjoy my medl in peace. It didn't take long before | wastotdly stuffed. | actudly didn't eat
al that much because | think my stomach had shrunk down to the size of awalnut. Therewas gtill a
tableful of food left over when | had to cdl it quits. | thought of forcing myself to puke, just so | could do
it al over again, but redlized that would have beenidiotic. Not to mention rude. So | sat back and
enjoyed the sensation of afull belly for thefirst timeinalongtime. "I fear for my father,” Kashasaid.
Shewas standing inthe  doorway to the kitchen. "Boon and Y orn have been taking turns watching that
tunnd inthetree” "Theflume" | said. "They are convinced hewill somehow magicaly appear
there" shesaid. "l don't sharetheir optimism.” Kasha sat acrossfrom me at the table. For thefirst time
sincel'd met her, she seemed unsure. She wanted answers, and | sensed that she might finaly be willing
to listen towhat | had to say. | may have been alowly gar, but if it meant finding out what happened to
her father, shewould listen.  "Bélieveit or not,” | began, "1 know how you fed. My life used to be
normal. | had agreat family; | liked my school; | had excellent friends-it was about as close to perfect as
you can get. But | also had an uncle Press. One day he showed up and told me | had to leave home
because people needed my help. It didn't take long for meto find out my life wasn't asnormd as|
thought."  "AndwhereisthisUncle Pressnow?' Kashaasked. | quickly redized | had gone down
the wrong road. But | had to answer truthfully. "He's, uh, hesdead.” That wasn't what she wanted to
hear. Bad move, Bobby. Kasha stood and paced anxioudy. It was odd how | couldn't hear her feet
making sounds on the floor, but after al, shewasacat. "l don't know how to say thisin agood way,"
shebegan. "Just say it," | coaxed her.  "All right. | don't care. | really don't. All thistalk of Travelers
and territories and evil demonsis nonsense, and it's ruined my father'slife. He was respected. He was
about to be named to the Council of Klee! But once he found that tunnel in the tree, he changed. He
became obsessed with thisfoolish mission. It consumed hislife. And Y orn encouraged him! | tried to get
him to see reason, but instead he told me that one day | would have to take his place. | turned to my best
friend, Boon, to help me talk sense to him. But instead of hel ping me, Boon got sucked into the ridiculous
fantasy aswell. They amuse themselves with tales of battles on other worlds, whileignoring thered
problemfacing Edong.” "Andwhat'sthat?' | asked. "Weregarving," shesaid bluntly. "Theklee
population is growing quickly. The number of garsisgrowing aswell. Our ability to grow food cropsisnt
keeping up with the demand. All the fertile land has been overfarmed for generations. We can't even
maintain the level we're used to, let doneincreaseit. Themedl | just prepared for you isafeast that
would normally be stretched to feed an entire family of kleesfor severd days. If we don't find away to
turn thisaround, quickly, our civilization will begin to starve to death. So forgive meif | don't careto
chase an evil demon through time and space, when my own homeis on the edge of catastrophe.”

"Kasha," | said softly. "That's exactly why you have to worry about Saint Dane. He goesto territories,
uh, worldsthat are reaching acritical time. Like the food shortage here on Edlong. That's perfect for him.
Hesusing it as an excuse to get the kleesto start killing gars. Right now, he's on the Council of Kleg,
trying to get them to reped Edict Forty-six. Who knowswhereit will go from there?' Kashashot mea
look. "There are no gars on the Council of Klee"" "That's because he's taken the form of aklee named
Timber," | said. But even asthe words came out of my mouth, | knew Kashawouldn't believe them.
Heck, if | hadn't seen Saint Dane transform myself, | wouldn't believe it either. | decided to changethe
subject before | lost her.  "Have you ever heard of something called Black Water?' | asked.  "Black
Water?' she said increduloudly. "Where did you hear that?'  "From the garsin prison. What isit?"



"It'snot athing, it'saplace,” sheanswered. "Tell meabout it.” "It'sagar story,” she began. "1 don't
know much about it, but I've heard gars speak of it. It'sa place where al gars will someday go for their
ultimatereward.” "They cdledit’home™ | said. "I'msurethey did," Kashasaid. "They need
something to give them hopefor abetter life, no?"  "Soit'slike the promised land? Or heaven?' "I
don't know what those things are," Kashaanswered.  "Doesn't matter,” | said. "Whereisthis place?

"It'snot real, Pendragon,” she said with asarcagtic chuckle. "It'safantasy.” ™Y ou mean Black
Water doesn't redly exist?'  "Only inthe minds of the gars' was Kashasanswer. | debated about
how much moreto tell Kasha. Should | tell her about the amber boxes? Or about the mysteriousthing
cdled the "Advent"? Kashawould one day be the Traveler from E€long, and | would have to trust her,
but that time hadn't come. | decided to continue, but cautioudy. "1 don't think the klee guards thought
Black Water was afantasy. When | wasin that cell, one of the gars started talking about it. A klee burst
in and took the gar to the Inquisitors”  Kasha stopped pacing, asif thiswere surprisng news. "A klee
took agar to the Inquisitorsto ask about Black Water?' she asked. "That makesno sense”  "Who are
thelnquistors?' | asked. "It'sadivision of the security police," she answered. "They interrogate
anyonethey fed posesathrest to the peace. If you think those handlers who stage gar fights are crue,
you ought to meet the Inquisitors. They're vicious. | never agreed with their methods. But they don't
interrogategars.””  "They do now," | said. "And they want to know about Black Water." Kashalet
that settle in. It made no senseto her, and made little more to me. But | was beginning to smell something
bad going down, and it had the distinct aromaof Saint Dane.  "Kashal" came avoice from outside. A
moment later Boon walked into theroom.  "Boon!" Kasha shouted. "I rescued Pendragon!”  Boon
saw me, but didn't react. If he was happy about my escape, he sure didn't show it. That wasn't like
Boon. | had only known him a short time, but it was long enough to know something waswrong. He
walked dowly into the room without making eye contact with either of us.  "What'sthe matter?* Kasha
asked. "Areyou sick?' Boon sat down and stared at the table. | could see that he had been crying.

"Boon!" Kashabellowed. "What'swrong?'  Boon looked to me. He seemed scared and a bit lost. |
don't know why, but the moment | looked into hiseyes| knew exactly what was bothering him. Maybe it
was because the news he had was inevitable. That's the way it was meant to be. | hoped | was wrong,
but onelook at Boon told me | wasn't. | nodded, giving him encouragement and letting him know that |
understood. Boon turned from me and looked at Kasha. Kashas eyes were wide and hungry for an
answver. "Kasha," Boon said ashisvoice cracked. "l found Seegen.”  "Redly? Whereishe?' she
asked excitedly. "He'sdead." Hedidn't haveto say another word. The rest would be details. All
would be important, but not asimportant as the inevitable truth | now faced.  Seegen was dead.
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Segen's body lay in the mouth of the flume. An hour after Boon delivered the bad news, four of us
stood over him, staring down at the former Traveler from E€long. It was me, Boon, Y orn, and of course,
Kasha. His daughter. Seegen was abig cat. He was mostly gray, with many white spots. Evenindeath |
could tdl hewas aformidable creature. But no longer. We stood there silently. | think we were all
waiting for Kashato spesk firdt. | glanced at her to see that her eyes were tearing up. But she was
strong. She didn't break down or anything.  "How did hedie, Yorn?' sheasked. Theold cat sighed
and sad, "l don't know. As| told you, he left here for Second Earth, looking for Pendragon. When he
came back through the flume, he was dead. What happened there| can't say." Boon did aquick
examination, checking for sgnsof injury. Hefound nothing.  Kashalooked to me and said, "Y ou told
me klees are treated like gars where you come from. What could have happened?’ "I can only guess,”
| answered. "If Seegen appeared in my home town, they'd try to capture him. They'd probably shoot him
with atranquilizer to make him deep. Asalast resort they might shoot him with agun that was more
deadly, but there are no wounds. | don't think he died on Second Earth."  "But heleft here dive, and
now he'sdead,” Kasha said, trying to contain her emotions. | felt horriblefor her. | knew what it was
liketo lose aloved one. And | aso knew what lay ahead for her. "I don't know how he died, Kasha,"
| said sympetheticaly. "And | know you don't believein the battle against Saint Dane, but | promise you,
it'sred. Your father'sdeath is proof of that." | knelt down to Seegen and gently removed his braided



necklace. Dangling from theloop was his Traveler ring. | held it up for Kashatosee.  "You'rethe
Traveler from Edlong now," | said. "I'm not asking you to change your beliefs, but | am asking you to
help usstop Saint Dane”  "And why should 1?7* Kashaasked.  "Becauseit'swhat your father
wanted, and | guarantee Saint Dane had something to do with hisdeath. If you want justice, youll join
us" Kashalooked at the dangling ring. She glanced to Y orn. Y orn gave her adight nod of
encouragement. She looked to Boon. Boon gave her awesk smilein return. Kasha tentatively reached
out and grasped the ring, examining its dark gray stone and the symbolsthat circledit. "I believein
things| can see," she said. "Everything I've heard about you, Pendragon, must be taken on faith. But my
father is dead and that's about asredl as can be." She gave me apiercing look and continued, "What | do
isfor him. Notyou. Not Yorn or Boon or some misguided mission. Aslong as you understand that, I'll
helpyou." "Understood’ wasmy smpleanswer.  Shethen dropped thering in thedirt. "But | am not
aTravder," shesadwithdisdain.  Boon and Y orn looked at me, waiting for my reaction. | didn't get
ticked or anything. All | did was bend down and pick up thering. "Whatever worksfor you," | said. |
dusted off thering and added it to the two | aready had on the cord around my neck. It wasatense
moment. Y orn broke the silence by saying, " Seegen was my best friend and | was his acolyte. | may be
old, but | can dill beof use” "Absolutdy," | said.  "Good," Yorn said. "We should first attend to his
body. After that we can set our sightson Saint Dane.”  We struggled to bring Seegen's body from the
underground cavern out to the jungle where a zenzen-powered wagon was waiting for us. We had
traveled to the flume tree in this wagon becauise we knew we would have to bring Seegen’s body back.
We gently |oaded the big cat's body onto the wagon, covered it with a blanket out of respect, and began
thelong journey back to Leeandra.  "Will there be aceremony?' | asked. "And aburid?' "A
ceremony, yes," Y orn explained. "But we do not bury our dead on E€long. Bodies must be burned to
keep them from scavenger tangs”  "Likewith Gunny'shand,” Boonreminded me.  "Yes, Gunny's
hand," Y orn added. "I was surprised to have found it after he was attacked. | thought for sure the tangs
would have devouredit.” Y orndropped hishead and fell sllent, asif the conversation was upsetting
him. It wasn't doing much for me, either. The whole subject was depressing and gross. | didn't mind that
we didn't talk for therest of thejourney. | wastoo busy watching out for tangs, anyway. Luckily for us,
wedidn't runinto any. | suppose | should be grateful for that small bit of luck, becauseit seemed asif the
only luck I had been having lately wasthebad kind.  Back in Leeandra, | stayed at Kashashome
while the others attended to Seegen's body. | wanted to go, but we al figured it would be tough to
explan why agar wasthere. It gave metimeto collect my thoughts, eat something, and art writing this
journd. | didn't get very far. No sooner did | start writing, than | conked out. My body really needed the
deep. Thelast thing | remember wasthat it was ftill daylight when | put my pen down to rest my eyes.
The next thing | knew it was dark, and | was looking up at an excited Boon who was shaking me awake.
"Pendragon! Y ou haveto come, now!" he said, barely ableto contain himsdlf.  "Huh, what?' | asked
grogaily. "Kashatold meto get you quickly." "Why?What'sgoing on?" | asked, trying to kick-start
my brain. He grabbed my hand and pulled meto my feet, saying, "It'sabout Black Water." A bolt
of adrenaline shot through me. Suddenly | wasn't so deepy. Boon ran out of the tree house without
waiting for me, but that was okay, because | wasready toroll. | caught up and we jogged across severa
sky bridges. He didn't put restraints on me, and | didn't remind him to. It was nighttime and there weren't
many kleesaroundto seeus. "Wherearewe going?' | asked asweran. "Kashahas many friendsin
government,” Boon answered. " She found out where the Inquisitors are questioning the gar about Black
Water. We haveto hurry."  Excdlent. Kashahad only been a Traveler for ashort time and she was
aready helping out. | was very curious about Black Water. Not because it was an interesting fable or
anything, but because the kleeswere so interested init. A few minutes later we arrived a the tree that
held the Circle of Klee. Boon took meto an devator that brought us much higher into the tree than we
had been before.  "Be quiet now," he whispered. "We aren't supposed to be here." Heled mealong a
sky walk that circled the tree, and into adoorway. Inside was adark corridor that traveled around the
insde of thetree. We moved quickly and quietly until we came upon...Kasha. She was peering through
asmal window into the center of thetree.  "We're herel" Boon announced inaloud voice.  "Shhh!"



Kashascolded. "What's happening?' | whispered to Kasha. | moved to ook through the small
opening, but Kashastopped me. ™Y ou must be prepared for this," she cautioned. "Y ou will not like
what yousee" "Okay," | sad."Prepareme.” "There'sno good way to say this," she said coldly.
"They aretorturing the gar. Unless hetdlls them what they want to know, | fear he will die. He may
anyway." "What do they want to know?' | asked. "They want to know where Black Water is," she
answered.  "Soit'sred?' Boon asked, alittle too loud. He quickly clamped his own furry hand over his
mouth. He shrugged an apology.  "The Inquisitors seem to think so," she answered. "Are you
prepared?’  "Yes'" | answered. | took adeep breath and peeked into the hole. Turned out, | wasn't
prepared a dl.  Wewere high overhead, looking down through smal dits near the celling. We must
have been in an observation areafor those who didn't have the stomach to be too close to what was
happening below. | was one of them. Beneath uswas alarge room with atablein the middle. Tied to the
table was the gar | remembered from the prison. He was naked from the waist up. My stomach twisted
when | saw that historso and arms were covered with hundreds of bleeding cuts. There were two klees
in the room. One lashed at the gar with athin strap that made a sharp, uglycracksound. The poor gar
cried out in pain. It left an ugly, bleeding cut on his chest. | had never seen anything this crud before, and
hoped | never would again.  "Thiscan end,” the klee said camly. "If you tell uswhereto find Black
Weater."  Thegar whimpered, but didn't answer. If he knew where Black Water was, he wasn't saying.
"Don't you have laws againgt this?' | whisperedto Kasha.  "Wadl...no," shesaid. "They are animals.
They aren't protected likeklees"  "They aren't animals!” | whispered back angrily, straining not to
shout. "And even if they were, that doesn't make it okay to torturethem.”  "Uh-oh," Boon said. "This
just got moreinteresting.” | looked back down to the torture room. What | saw was only asmall
surprise. It made perfect sense and confirmed my interest in Black Water. Stepping up to the gar wasthe
kleecdled Timber. "Saint Dane" | said under my bresth. "It isn't," Kashawhispered. "That's
Timber, from the Council of Klee" "That'swhat he wantsyou to think," | answered, kegping my eyes
on thedemon Traveler. "l tried to tell you before. He can transform himsdlf into anything hewants™ |
didn't explain further. It wasn't the time to start educating Kasha on the evil ways of Saint Dane. |
watched as the klees backed away from their torture victim and let Saint Dane approach. He held
something out for the poor gar tosee.  "What isthis?' Timber asked inacam, friendly voice. It was
one of the small amber cubes. | knew it had something to do with Black Water, but didn't know what.
Neither did Saint Dane. But it wasimportant enough for himto tortureagar tofindout.  "Tel mewhat
thisis" he said to the gar soothingly. "And your painwill end.” The gar'seyeswere wild. Even from
wherewe were, | could tell that he was shaking. It would have been easy for the gar to tell Timber what
he wanted to know, but he kept silent. Braveguy.  Timber leaned down to the gar and asked, "Tell me,
whenwill you go home?' A strange thing happened. As soon asthe gar heard the word "home," it was
like his pain went away. Theword had acalming effect on him. Helooked at Timber, and laughed. Right
in hisface. Whatever "home' meant, it gave him the strength to stick it to Timber. It was abrazen move,
but not asmart one. Saint Dane didn't like being dissed. What happened next was something that
aurprised even thekleesinthetortureroom.  "Tell me!” Timber ordered the gar angrily. Thegar
suddenly stopped laughing. His body went gtiff. He snapped a surprised look a Timber. Their eyes met
and he dowly arched hisback asif straining againgt a heavy weight. The klees|ooked at each other with
curiogity. They didn't know what wasgoingon.  "What's happening?' Kashaasked. "It's Saint
Dane" | said sadly. "Hesdoing this" The poor gar strained againgt the cords tying him to the bench.
Hiswhole body went red with the exertion. He lifted up off thetable, defying gravity. "Tell mewhat
thisig" Timber bellowed, losing hiscool. The gar screamed in pain. The two klees backed away. |
was pretty surethey had never seen anything likethis. | didn't want to watch, but | had to. So did Kasha
Thiswas her first lesson on the evil depthsthat Saint Dane could sink to. Findly the gar let out agutturd,
anguished cry. | heard asickeningcrack.The gar went limp and fell back to the table. One of the kleesfelt
hisneck. "How did that happen?' the klee asked in wonder. "He'sdead.”  "No!" Timber screamed
in frustration. He grabbed the klee by the throat and shouted, "Find out the purpose of these cubes or
you'll bethe next oneonthistablel” "Y-Yes, | understand,” thefrightened klee babbled.  Timber



tossed him aside and stormed out of the room. | turned away from the small window and looked at
Kasha. She was shaken. Boon bent over and puked. It wasn't akittycat hair ball gaak, either. Hetotaly
raphed. "Welcome to the wonderful world of Saint Dane," | said to Kasha, trying to control the quiver
inmy voice. "Wasit real enough for you?' Kashatook astep back and cleared her throat. Shetried to
speak camly, but her voice was shaky. "I need to go to my father's home. Y ou are welcome to come.
Maybewe will find something of usethere” "Good," | said. | had to get out of there. | was Sweating
and shaking. Boon's puke didn't smell so hot either. We left the tree quickly and made our way acrossto
thefar sde of Leeandra, and Seegen's home. None of us spoke. | think we were in shock. | know | was.
| wondered if after seeing that horrifying scene, Boon was sill enthusiastic about doing battle with Saint
Dane. When we arrived at Seegen'stree house, Y orn waswaiting for usoutside.  "What are you doing
out here, Yorn?' Kashaasked. "I didn't want to go inside until you arrived,” the old klee answered.
"That'sslly," Kashasad. "Yourelikefamily." Yorn amiled sadly. With the loss of Seegen, their
family had just gotten smaller. We dl went insde and | saw that the place was set up very much like
Kashas. "Youwont believe what we just saw,” Boon exclaimed. "The Inquisitors were torturing agar
to find out where Black Water is"  "Black Water?' Y orn asked with surprise. " Seegen spoke of Black
Water. He seemed to think it wasredl.” "So dothegars," Boon said. "And so does Saint Dane," |
added. "Saint Dane?' Yorn asked, surprised. "He was there? With the Inquisitors?'  "Yes" |
answered. "He'staken the form of aklee named Timber."  "Boontold me," Y orn said, shaking his head
sadly. "It'sfrightening to think he has found hisway onto the Council of Klee. Why isheinterested in
Black Water?' "That'swhat I'd liketo know," | said. Kashadidn't say aword. She kept looking
back and forth between dl of us, trying to understand what it all meant. Boon asked, "And what are
those little brown cubes the gars have? Saint Dane was redl interested in those, too."  "Maybe your
father has some answersfor us” Yornsaid.  Huh? Now it was my turn to be confused. "What do you
mean?' | asked. Kashareached into afold of her tunic and pulled out asmall, wooden key. "My
father gavethisto methelast time | saw him. He said that if anything should happen to him, | needed to
useit right away." She went to Seegen's kitchen table and pulled it away to revea abench that was built
into thewall. She ran her hand aong the bench, just under the seet, until shefound asmal hole.  "This
iswhere my father kept his most valuable possessions,” Kashaexplained.  Sheinserted the key into the
hole, turned it, and | heard theclickof alock. Kashalifted the seat to revea ahollow area beneath. There
was only oneitem inside. It was awooden box about the size of my mom's jewelry box. | wanted to
make a comment about how Seegen didn't have many va uable possessions, but figured that wouldn't be
cool. Kasharemoved the box, dropped the seat back down, and placed the small chest on thetable. |
noticed that on top of the box was afolded piece of paper. Kasha opened the note and read it
aloud:"For my daughter, Kasha" "It'sfor you!" Boon exclamed. Kashagave usadl aquick, nervous
look, then opened the box. She pulled out another note that was on top. Shefirst read it to hersalf. A
tear welled up in her eye. None of us said anything. That wouldn't have been cool. Kasha sniffed, stood
up straight, and turned to us, saying, "Y ou should dl hear this"" Sheread theletter doud. "My dear
Kasha, If you arereading this, it means | am dead. Please do not grieve for me. Thiswasthe way it was
meant to be. | know you do not believe in the Travelers, and our mission. | don't blame you. But I'm
afrad you will soon discover that itisal true. Edongisin grave danger. If Saint Dane succeedsin his
quest to destroy the gars, our homewill be crushed. Asdifficult asthisisto believe, E€long being
destroyed would be a smal catastrophe compared to what would follow. Saint Dane must not succeed.
If you choose not to follow your destiny asa Traveler, | would understand. Thefault ismine. | have not
done enough to prepare you for thisresponsgbility. But | will ask one thing of you. It is something you
must not refuse. A gar will arrive one day who goes by the name of Pendragon...” Kashalooked at
me. | stared back silently, though | was dying to shout: "Keep reading!" She continued.  "Sharewith
him the contents of this box. | wish | knew more about Saint Dane's evil plan, but I'm sorry to say | do
not. | did discover this much: The gar legend of Black Water istrue. It exists. | know, because I've been
there” Whoa, that officially made this note a shocker. We al exchanged |ooks, then Kasha continued.
"I believe Black Water is central to Saint Dane's plans. So doesthe Traveler named Gunny. Heis



waiting for Pendragon at Black Water." | stood up straight. My heart raced. Gunny wasdive. "l
need you to help Pendragon get to Black Water. Thisis my request to you. Please, please honor it. I'm
proud of you, my daughter, but more than that, | loveyou.  Kashalowered the note. Nobody could
speak. Seegen had reached back from beyond degth to finish hisdutiesasa Traveler. My first thought
wasthat | wished | had known him. My second thought was voiced by Boon.  "So what'sin the box?"
heasked. Kashareached inside and picked up another piece of paper. She stared at it for amoment,
asif not believingwhat shewasseeing.  "What isit, Kasha?' | asked softly.  She handed the paper to
me, and | examined it to see hand-drawn symbols and numbers that made no sense.”"Idon't understand
this" I said.  Yorntook the paper, gave it aquick look, and smiled. "Could it be?' heasked.  "lthink
s0," Kashaanswered. "What?' | demanded to know. "It'samap,” Y orn answered. "From what
Seegen wrote, I'd say it'stherouteto Black Water.,” "Yeah!" shouted Boon. | was so surprised, |
couldn't breathe. We had a piece of information that Saint Dane was desperate to get his hands on. Or
should | say, his paws on?Hetortured and killed agar trying to get it, and here it was, right in our laps.
"Thereés something elseinthebox,” Yornsaid. Kashapulled out aroll of pagesthat weretied
together with twine. She unfurled the pages and read," Journal Number One-Edlong.” " Seegen's
journa!" | exclamed. Wewere now complete. We had the benefit of knowing everything the previous
Traveler discovered; we knew where Gunny was,; and we were a couple of steps ahead of Saint Dane.
For thefirst time since | landed on Edlong, | felt asif we had afighting chance. But there was one
important question that needed to be answered.  "Kasha," | said. "Wheredo you stand?' Kasha
thought for amoment, glanced at her father's note, and said, "I'll get you to Black Water, Pendragon.”
Thisiswhere I'm going to end thisjournd. I'm feding better now, though the experience of being a
caged anima will stay with me forever. I'm going to use those memoriesto give methe strength | need to
help save the gars from Saint Dane. They've suffered enough. Tomorrow, Kasha, Yorn, and | will leave
for Black Water. We've decided that Boon should stay in Leeandra to watch what happens with Saint
Dane and the Council of Klee. Hopefully hell find out more about their plansfor thegars.  I'll closethis
journal by saying | hope Kashas head isin the right place. I'm going to haveto rely on her if things get
tough, and based on history, thingsalwaysget tough. It goes with the territory, so to speak. By thetimel
writeto you again, I'll have news about Gunny. Good news, | hope. Please bewell. Think of me. And
though | know | don't have to remind you... do not use the flume. Theré's no telling what will happen if
youdo. END OF JOURNAL #17 CLORAL "Please be well.Think of me. And
though | know | don't have to remind you. ..do not use the flume. Therés no telling what will happen if
youdo. Mark lowered the pages of Bobby's Journa #17 after having read it doud to Courtney and
Spader. Everyone looked pretty grim.  "Did we make amistake by coming here?" Mark asked
solemnly.  "No!" Courtney said with confidence. "Bobby doesn't know the whole story. What about al
those dead tangs at the farm? It dll fits. It's the poison from Clord! I'll bet Saint Daneistrying to find
Black Water so he can use the poison there, too.”  "What do you think, Spader?' Mark asked. "I
think Courtney'sright,” heanswered.  "Thank you!" Courtney shouted intriumph.  "But I'm not sure if
bringing the antidote from Clord isthe right thing to do,” Spader added. "How can you say that?'
Courtney said quickly. "The rules have changed. Saint Dane told usthat himself. If hes mixing the
territories, why cantwe?'  "Well," Spader said thoughtfully. "Because hesthebad guy.” Courtney
couldn't argue with that. Instead, she grabbed the plastic bag with the sample of Seegen'sfur init. "What
about this?' she asked Mark. "We brought this from Second Earth. Aren't we mixing things from the
territoriestoo?’ "l wasgoing to destroy that,” Mark said sheepishly.  "Sure, after you were finished
withit," Courtney shot back. "I think thingsreally have changed. Saint Dane ruined hisfirgt territory and
it's somehow made him stronger. Mixing the territories may be dangerous, but | etting him win again might
beworse” "Andwhat about the acolytestraveling?' Mark asked. "Bobby thinksit'swrong." "He
doesn't know for sure," Courtney answered. "But I'll tell you whatisfor sure: Saint Dane is about to wipe
out the gars. He's got the klees behind him and he's got the poison. What do you want to do? Go home
and wait for Bobby'sjournd to tell us how he lost again, and Saint Dan€e's powers have gotten even
stronger? Or maybe Saint Dane will stop by to tells usin person, right before he starts messing with



Second Earth.”  Mark looked to Spader. Spader's eyes were trained on the floor. Mark saw that his
jaw muscles were working as he clenched his teeth together. Finally Spader stood and took the plastic
bag from Courtney and said, "We're not doing anything until we know for sure. Comewithme." A
short while later the three of them stood in the agronomy laboratory on Gralion. They werewith Ty
Manoo, one of the agronomers who was responsible for accidentaly creating the deadly poison that
threatened to spread a plague across Clord. They watched the pudgy little scientist as he busily prepared
amicroscope dide from the strands of Seegen'sfur. "It was such anobleidea,” Manoo explained.
"We set out to make afertilizer that would double the growth rate of our crops. It would haveinsured a
bounty of food for dl of Clora for generations! But something went terribly wrong."  The others knew
exactly what went wrong. Saint Dane. " Thefertilizer ended up mutating the molecular sructure of
everything it touched. The crops became poisonous. It was horriblel” Ty Manoo was short and bald,
with an éflike face. He was anervous guy, who congtantly licked his lipswhen he spoke. Hewaslicking
overtime now. He didn't like talking about the poison he was partly responsblefor creating.  "If it
weren't for the good people of Faar who created an antidote to counteract the effects, well, I'd hate to
imagine what would have happened.” " Saint Dane would have destroyed Clord, that'swhat,"
Courtney said under her breath.  "Excuse me?' asked Manoo.  "Nothing," Courtney answered.

Manoo finished the dide and dipped it into amicroscope. It didn't look anything like a Second Earth
microscope. The contraption was round like avolleyball, and shiny silver. It had aflat base and asquare
window on top to peer down on the magnified image. Manoo looked intently down through this window
while dowly spinning the sphereto focusit. "Thisisawagte of time," he said. "Every trace of the poison
was destroyed soon after..."  Manoo fell slent. Mark thought he actudly saw the color drain out of his
face. "What?' Spader asked. "Wheredid you get this?' Manoo asked numbly. "It doesn't
matter," Spader said quickly. "Isit the poison fertilizer?'  "It... it can't be," Manoo stammered. "It's
impossble” "Butisit?' Courtney demanded. Manoo looked at them with amixture of fear and
confusion. " Say something, Manoo," Spader said firmly.  Manoo said shegpishly, "Therewas a
problem-"  "Problem?'Spader shouted. "' never heard about any problem!™  "It'snot certain,” Manoo
sad quickly. "All the fertilizer was destroyed. All of it. But there was adiscrepancy. A mistake-"

"What kind of mistake?' Spader asked, losing patience quickly. "It wasaclericd error. Nothing
more." "Hobey, Manoo! Tell us" Spader demanded. "When we did an inventory, the numbers
didn't add up,” Manoo said nervoudy. "There were ten tanks of the poison that couldn't be accounted
for. We figured somebody wrote the numbers down incorrectly.” Manoo fell slent. The horrible redlity
was anking in for him that the numberswerentwrong.  "You're poditiveit's the same poison?' Spader
asked. "I'd know it anywhere," he answered, licking hislipsfurioudy. That confirmed it. The Clord
plague was officialy on Eelong. Manoo pulled the dide out of the microscope and dropped it on the desk
asif it werediseased, whichitwas.  "Spader, if it wasn't amistake, and those tanks are floating around
somewhereon Clord, wemugt-"  "They aren't,” Spader said harshly. "Y ou're holding the last of it.
Burnit. Thefur, the paper, even thisbag." Spader shoved the plastic bag into Manoo's swegaty hands.
"Burnital." "But what about the missng tanks?' Manoo asked. "They're going to Stay missng,”
Spader said sharply. "What about the chemica antidote? Was that destroyed too?"  "Of course not,”
Manoo answered. "Every habitat hasits own supply, in case, well, in case something like this happened. |
can't bedieveit! What shouldwe do?' "Nothing," Spader said. "I'll report thisto Yenza. Dont tell
anybody e se; we don't want to cause apanic over nothing."  "All right, Spader, if you say s0," Manoo
whined. "But please, talk toWu Yenza"  Spader |eft the [aboratory with Mark and Courtney right on
his hedl's. Once outside he kept walking quickly, passing through a section of the farm that grew
luscious-looking yellow-and-purple-striped fruit the Sze of grapefruits. Mark and Courtney had never
seen cropslikethis, but they didn't siop to marvel. Thetimefor funwaslongpast.  "Do we have
enough proof now?" Courtney asked, asif she were confident of the answer al dong. Spader didn't
answer. "Wherearewe going?' Mark asked. "I've got to tell Yenza," Spader said.  "The chief
aquaneer,” Mark added knowingly. "Your acolyte” "What'sthe point?* Courtney asked. "Thisisn't
about Clora."  Spader stopped short and whipped around to face the other two. He was upset. Mark



saw it in hiseyes. "It wasn't supposed to belikethis" he said. " Pendragon was supposed to come find
me when he needed my help. That'swhat | promised him."  "What's the difference?’ Courtney said.
"He needs your help now. You'regoing to giveitto him, right?"  "The differenceiswere doing the
exact things he told us not to do! Okay, maybe the rules have changed and anything goes now, but
Pendragon'sthe Jead Travder. | trus him."  "Weadl do,” Courtney said.  "Then what if he'sright?”
Spader barked with findlity. "What if were doing the exact wrong thing?' 1t was a statement more than
aquestion. They let it hang in the air because the truth was, none of them knew what would happen if the
territories started to mingle, or the acolytestraveled. "I don't know," Courtney said calmly. "Butido
know that if those are the rules, Saint Daneisn't playing by them. Y eah, bad guys don't dways play fair,
but he's about to destroy his second territory. He told Bobby that once the first territory fell, the others
would go more easily. So | think we have two choices. First oneis: Y ou can stay here, Mark and | can
go hometo Second Earth, and we can al hope that Bobby will figure out away to stop the Clora poison
from destroying Edlong.” "It won't happen,” Mark said soberly. "From what we've read, they don't
have thekind of science on E€long to create an antidote like they did on Faar."  "Which bringsusto
our second choice," Courtney continued. "We can take the antidote to Eelong. Hopefully it isn't too late.
The rules may be broken and two territories will be mixed, but it's the best shot at beating Saint Dane.
The only shot. Thered questionis, which isworse? Acolytes traveling and mixing the territories? Or
Saint Dane winning territory number two?'  Thethree stood silently for amoment, then Mark saidina
soft voice, "Y ou want usto bring the antidote to Edlong?'  Wu Y enza stood on the deck of alarge
Speeder craft that floated gently on the sea. Shewas giving afina check to the gear that was spread out
before her. Y enzawas the chief aquaneer of Grdlion and carried hersdlf with the kind of confidence
needed for the job. She was older, somewherein her thirties, and in pretty good shape. She had short
black hair and wore ablack aguaneer uniform like Spader's, only hers had long deeves with three yellow
stripes on the cuffs that showed her rank. Y enzawas fully up to speed on dl thingsto do with the
Travelers. After she and her aquaneers helped defeat Saint Dane and hisraidersin the battle for the city
of Faar, Spader told her dl he knew about their mission to stop the evil demon. Redlizing the importance
of the Travelers mission, she agreed to become Spader's acolyte. And now, standing on an aquaneer
craft, she was doing atech check on three silver cylindersthat looked like scubatanks. But they didn't
hold compressed air. They werefilled with the liquid antidote for the poison that threatened E€long.

"Each of these cylindershasanozzle," Y enza explained to Mark and Courtney, who watched her
closdly. "Theliquid ingdeis under pressure. Opening the nozzle will let out afine, wide spray. It doesn't
take much to counteract thepoison.”  "Got it," Courtney said.  Spader climbed up from belowdecks
carrying three black backpacks. "Well each carry one cylinder," he explained. He dipped one of the
backpacks on and Y enza dropped a cylinder into it. Spader tugged the strapstight, pulling the silver
cylinder snug againgt hisback. "Just like that. Easy-do."  Spader and Y enza helped Mark and
Courtney dip into their own harnesses, then dropped the silver tanksinto them. The gear waslight. They
could move around easily without having to lean forward and counterbalance.  "Y ou look like a scuba
diver,” Mark said to Courtney.  Yenzaheld up asilver pistol. Mark and Courtney recognized the
weapon from Bobby's description in hisjournals. It fired a short blast of water that was powerful enough
to tear throughawal. "Therésonefor each of you. With holsters,” Yenzasaid. "I don't care how
tough those tangs are on E€long, one shot from thiswill knock 'em silly.”  "No," Spader said. "No
weapons.”  "Why not?' Courtney asked. "Edlongisahairy place” "Soitis" Spader replied. "But
we're going there to get rid of a poison that should never have been brought in. That'sal. We can't sart
using whatever we want from other territories”"  "I-lhear you, Spader,” Mark said nervoudy. "B-But
it'sgoing to be dangerous. We might not make it out of the flumetreedive" "If wedont," Spader
said, "then that was the way it was meant to be. Well have to take our chances. Still want to go?"

Mark looked at Courtney. He had been having second thoughts about thistrip al dong. Now hewas
having third and fourth thoughts.  "Absolutely,” Courtney answered with confidence.  "Mark?”
Spader asked. Mark took abreath, then said, "Yeah." Spader said to Yenza, "Please send a
messageto Y orn through your ring. HeE's the acolyte from Edlong. Tell him that Saint Dane brought a



poison to Edlong from Clora and we're coming with the antidote. HE's got to get that message to
Pendragon so we can joinup with him."  "Understood," Y enzasaid. "Are you sure you don't want me
tocome?’ "No, I'mnot at al sure," Spader answered. "But we've already got two acolytestraveling. If
it turns out to be wrong, | don't want to risk sending another.”  "It'snot wrong,” Courtney said
defendgvely.  Spader replied by picking up hiswater ded. "Well soon find out. Ready?'  They dll
grabbed their air globes and placed them over their heads.  "Good luck!" Y enzacalled to them as
Spader and Courtney legped into thewater.  "Thank you,” Mark said to Y enza. He sat on therail of
the speeder, twisted hislegs over the Side, and gently dipped into the warm water of Cloral. Thethree
floated together next tothe boat.  "Same as before," Spader instructed. "Grab my belt." He ducked
bel ow the surface, followed by Mark and Courtney. They each grabbed on to hisbelt, and with the help
of his powerful water ded, Spader pulled the trio down underwater toward the gate to the flume. Yenza
had positioned the speeder right above the rock ledge, so in no time the three shot underneath. Minutes
later they surfaced in the cavern that held the flume. Without aword they pulled themselves up onto the
rocky ledge and got rid of their air globesand svim belts.  "Well wear these clothesin the flume,”
Spader said. "Then find clothes from Edlong when we arrive”  "It'sgoing to be tough explaining to the
kleeswhat thesetanksare," Mark said.  "It'sgoing to beimpossible," Spader shot back. "L et's hope
wewon't haveto." He dipped back into the water and called out,"Eelong!” Theflume overhead sprang to
life. Asthelight and the musica notes grew closer, Spader looked to Courtney and said, "I sure hope
you'reright about this. Seeyou onthe other sde”  Thebright light flashed out of the flume and shot
down toward Spader. Mark and Courtney had to squint to see what was happening, and caught a
glimpse of Spader being lifted out of the water. A second later the light flashed so brightly that it blinded
them. When it disappeared, Spader was gone. All they could hear was the faint sound of the musical
notes fading into the depths of the flume. The two stood there, nervoudy waiting for the other to go first.
"You redlize we could die on Edlong,” Mark said soberly.  "Nice," Courtney said. "Red positive
attitude you got there"  "I'm serious,” Mark complained. "Areweready for this?*  Courtney
answered by dipping into thewater. "Yes," shesaid. "Y ou're not going to bail on mejust when it's getting
interesting, areyou?'  "Thisisalot of things," Mark said as he dropped into the water. "'Interesting'
doesn't beginto cover it.”  "Eelong!"Courtney shouted.  Ingtantly the flume groaned. They could hear
therock walls crack and grind asif an earthquake were shaking it. Mark and Courtney looked upin
wonder. "It didn't do that when Spader left,” Mark said nervoudy.  Two rocksfdl out of the flume,
bounded down the side of the cavern and splashed into the water. Mark and Courtney had to swim out
of theway or they would have been creamed.  "Thisisn'tright,” Mark gasped.  "Too late now,"
Courtney shouted back asthe musical notes grew loud. More rocksfell, splashing down in the water.
Thelight from the flume circled them both and they could fed themselves being lifted up and out of the
pool. A moment later they were whisked into the flume and sent on their way to Edlong.  Asthey flew,
they quickly forgot about the unusua damage that happened to the flume. The anticipation of what wasto
comewas far more exciting, and scary. Aswith their first flumetrip, they saw strange imagesfloating in
the star field that surrounded the crystdl tunnel. There was agiant castle that |ooked asif it were built into
amountainsde, asiver, cigar-shaped zeppdin that could very well have been theHindenburg,and what
looked like legions of tal soldiers, marching together in perfect formation, headed for some unknown
war. Mark and Courtney had no ideawhat any of it meant. They didn't have much timeto discussit
anyway, because they soon fdlt the tug of gravity that meant they were arriving on E€long. Seconds later
they were on their feet...and enveloped by the curtain of vines. Each went adifferent way and quickly
gotlogtinthetangle. "Ahhhl" shouted Mark in terror as he dashed with hisarmsto keep them away.
"Courtney!" "Mark!" Courtney called back from somewhere. "It's cool. They're roots, remember?
Bobby wrote about them.” Mark stopped struggling. "Right, roots,” he said, embarrassed. Hefelt a
strong hand grab hisarm and relaxed. He wasn't done anymore. "Oh man,” he panted. "How do we get
out of-"  Asthe hanging vegetation parted, he saw that the hand didn't belong to Courtney. Holding on
to hiswrist was ayelow-eyed, sharp-toothed, semihuman quig. The two stared at each other, waiting to
see what the other was going to do. Mark reacted first.  "Quig!" he shouted and tried to pull away. But



the quig held him tight. Mark fell backward into the vines as the quig pounced on his chest. The beast
looked down on him, baring histeeth in ahideous amile. It lunged for Mark'sthroat. Mark threw his
hands up to protect himsalf, and the quig bit into hisforearm. "Ahhh!" Mark screamed in pain. Mark
wasn't afighter. Not even close. But the pain kicked him into action. He whacked the quig on the side of
the head with his free hand, knocking the little beast away. But not for long. The quig scrambled to his
knees, ready to pounce again. Mark was on his butt, backing away on dl fours.  "Courtney!" he
shouted. "Help!"  The quig sprang, but before it got to Mark, avine shot out and wrapped around its
neck, holding it back. The quig let out a surprised yelp and tore at the noose. At first, Mark thought the
vine had cometo life and attacked the quig, but a second later he saw the real reason. Spader was
clutching the two ends of the vine, holding the mongter quigtight.  "Nasty littlewoggly," Spader said
with way more calm than the Situation deserved. "1 think you should apologizeto my friend.” Thequig
tore at the vine, cutting it in two, alowing it to escape. It took off through the root forest and
disappeared. A second later, the vines behind Mark rustled.  "There's more of ‘em!" he shouted, and
backed toward Spader.  Theroots parted to reved ... Courtney. "What happened? Y ou dl right?' she
asked. "No!" Mark shouted.  Spader looked at Mark's arm to see the damage. "It's not bad,” he said.
"Just ascratch.”  "Easy for you to say," Mark shot back. "That thing better not haverabiesd” "Can
we please get out of thisjungle?' Courtney asked.  The three stayed close together and pushed their
way toward the cavern that Bobby had described in his journd. Courtney emerged from the tangle first,
took onelook, and said, "Oh man!"  Mark and Spader came out right behind her. Mark had the same
reaction, "Ohman!" "Hobey," Spader sad. "l guessit'strue.” Standing on dl fours next to theflat
rock in the center of the cavern wasabig, brownjunglecat. "Areyou dl right?' the cat asked. "
didn't know the quig wasin there. Sorry. That wasn't avery good welcometo Edlong.”  They stared
back at the anima numbly. Though Mark and Courtney had dready met Seegen, seeing atalking
predator cat was still pretty strange. And Spader had never seen any kind of cat before, civilized or not.

The cat said, "Areyou Mark and Courtney? And Spader?'  Courtney wasthe first oneto get her
head back together. "Yes," shesaid. "Boon?' "That'sme!™ Boon answered. He stood up on hishind
legsand held out a pale green leaflike sheet. It looked just like one of the pages Bobby used to write his
journasfromClora. "Thisisterrible news," the brown klee said. "Would Saint Daneredly bring a
poison from another territory?' "I don't understand,” Spader said.  "It'sokay," Mark assured him.
"Klees are the superior beings hereon Edlong.”  "No, I'm talking about the note,” Spader said. "1 asked
Y enzato send that note to the acolyte, Yorn."  "Shedid,” Boon answered. "Y orn gaveit to mejust
before they left for Black Water-that's why I'm here to meet you. Isit true? About the poison from
Clora?" "It'strue," Spader answered. "Why didn't they wait for us?" "Theré's something else | don't
get," Mark said. "How come we can understand you, Boon? | mean, you're not a Traveler. We're not
Travelerseither, and I'm pretty sure you don't know English. And now that | think of it, neither did Ty
Manoo on Clord." Courtney said, "Bobby said that things were changing. Maybe something changed
in us because we can usetheflumenow.” "Uh-oh" Mark said.  "Now what?' Spader asked.

Mark raised his hand to show that the stone in the center of hisring was glowing. He took it off and
placed it on thedirt floor. The familiar eventsfollowed quickly. The music, thelights, the growing
ring...and the arrival of aroll of parchment pages. Mark reached down and picked up the next journa
from Bobby Pendragon. "Maybe all the answers we need just camein,” Spader said.

JOURNAL #18 EELONG Howdoes heknow? It'saquestion that's aways bugged me,
but now it's pissng me off. Ever sincel left homewith Uncle Press I've had to accept alot of things that
made no sense. On top of that list of course, isthe question of why | was chosen to bea Traveler. But
there are athousand other questions rolling around that have yet to be answered, like: Who made the
flumes? How can they shoot us through time aswell as space? What is the power behind it all? Where
did therings come from?1 could go on forever, but there's one question that's making me totally nuts
right now. How doesheknow? I'mtaking about Saint Dane. Time and time again he's found the
perfect moment in aterritory's history to step in and work hisevil. Why isthat? Can he predict the
future? Can helook into acrysta bal and seethe entire history of acivilization and pick amoment intime



when he can do the most damage? If | ever find the answer to that question, | think I'll unravel the entire
mystery asto why dl of thisis happening. Maybe then | can forget thiswhole mess and go homefor
good. | guessthereason I'm obsessing about it now is because I'm angry. Mostly at myself because
I'vebeen anidiot. We are at acritical turning point in the history of Eelong; an event is about to happen
that will dter the course of thisterritory forever, and Saint Dane is once again ready to step in and push
things the wrong way. What makesit al so frustrating isthat | had a chanceto stop him, and | blew it.
The truth was staring me square in the face and | didn't seeit. Saint Dane made a critical mistake, and |
didn't redizeit until it wastoo late. | should have been smarter. Now Edlong is on the verge of
catastrophe, and | don't know what we can do to stop it. I'm fedling totally helpless. All | can do now is
go back and write about what's happened since | finished my last journa. At least that way there will be
arecord of my failure, so that when the history of Hallaiswritten and they get to the chapter on E€long,
they'll know which Traveler wasto blame. Me. | finished my last journa after we found Seegen's map
to Black Water. Our plan wasto have Boon stay in Leeandrato spy on Timber and the Council of Klee
while Kasha, Yorn, and | followed the map to Black Water. At first | thought only Kashaand | should
go because Y orn was kind of, well, old. I don't mean to sound like I'm against old people or anything,
but this was probably going to be adangeroustrip, and | wasn't sureif Y orn could handleit. But Yorn
told me he wanted to help make sure Seegen'slast request was carried out. | figured the real reason he
wanted to go was because he didn't trust Kasha. Truth was, neither did |. But Kasha understood
Seegen'smap. | didn't. To meit looked like abunch of circleswith random numbers and some arrows
that represented...whatever. But Y orn could read it. | figured if Kashabailed, Y orn could take over.
Besides, | was happy to have somebody along who wanted to be there, as opposed to Kasha, who
didn't. Sowe becameatrio. Kashaguessed it would take afull day, riding on zenzens, to follow
Seegen's map to the end. We decided to rest that night and start out at dawn. That was fine by me
because my batteries were dead. While Boon and Y orn went out to arrange for the zenzens and stock up
on provisions, Kashaand | returned to her home. | was glad to get the chance to talk to her alone. She
was the Traveler from E€long now, whether she accepted it or not. | knew what she was going through,
and | felt bad for her, but there were more important things at stake than her feelings. | needed to get her
up to speed, fast. So when we got to the privacy of her home, | triedto do just that. "How do you
fed?' | asked, opening the conversation asinnocently aspossible.  "About what?' was her sharp
answer. | didn't want to push. She got mad easily, and | didn't want her thinking the problem was me
and decide to go al klee on me and take my head off. Or some other vital body part. So | tried to make
nice. "A lot'shappened,” | said. "l remember how tough it waswhen | first found out | wasa Traveler
and-" "Stop!" sheroared. "l annota Traveler!™  "But, you saw what Saint Danedid tothegar-" "It
wasagar," she shot back. "It wasn't like he wastorturing aklee”" "I don't believe you fed that way."

"| don't care what you believe," she spat at me. "My father is dead because of you Travelers. I'm not
going to make the same mistake." Shetried to walk back to her room, but | cut her off. "I saw you
risk your lifeto saveagar,” | argued. "And you did the same for me, more than once. That's not the way
somebody actswhen they don't care”  "Look!" she snarled. "I told you I'd help you follow the map.
But I'm doing it for my father, not because 'maTraveler." "Fine, whatever." | was getting tired of
arguing with her. "I'll leave you done, but | need to seeyour father'sjournd.”  "You can't. When we
burned hisbody, | threw the pagesonthefire” "Youdidnt!" | shouted. "I absolutely did.”

"Why?' "l didn't want anything to remind me of how he wasted hisfina days. I'll follow his map for
you, Pendragon, but then I'mdone”  She brushed past me. | didn't giveup. "But Edongisin
danger-"  Kashawhirled on me. "l told you if anything happened to my father because of you
Travelers, I'd tear you apart. | meant it. After | get you to Black Water, if | ever seeyou again, I'll kill
you."  Shestormed out of the room, leaving mealittle dizzy. Not only had | bungled the chance to get
her on board, | pushed her into threatening my life. Nice work, Bobby. Red diplomatic. | could only
hope that shed make good on her word. At least the part about getting me to Black Water, that is. The
killing me part I'd just as soon she forgot. With that ominous thought in mind, | laid down on the couch
and turned my thoughtsto thetask ahead.  Black Water. What exactly wasit? A place? A state of



mind? Another dimension? A lost underwater city like Faar? 1t had to be real, because Seegen had been
there and drawn amap. And Gunny wasthere. It was definitely important enough to the garstheat they
chose death over revealing its secret. And what did those little amber cubes have to do with anything? |
hoped to find some cluesin Seegen'sjournal, but that chance went up in smoke. Literaly. But in spite of
all the setbacks and uncertainties, | felt sure that Black Water was key to Saint Dané's plan. | had to get
thereand find answers. | tried to get some deep but it was tough. My mind was racing in eighteen
different directions. Thankfully my body took over and | nodded out. Sleep isan amazing thing. It hedls
the body, and the brain, too. Good thing. | desperately needed hedling. | even had adream. Boon was
bouncing around wearing atdl, red-and-white-striped hat and saying nonsensical rhymeslike: "Whereis
Gunny?1 think he'sfunny. | don't like eggs al soft and runny." Yeah, | know. Twisted dream. But hey, no
more twisted than Eelong. The next thing | knew | was being shaken avake.  "Pendragon,” avoice
whispered. "It'stime” | wasdill half adeep, but opened my eyesto see Boon. | said, "Imagine that,
you'velost your hat." "Huh?' was Boon'sconfused reply. | didn't bother to explain my bizarre Dr.
Seuss dream. "Whereés Kasha?' | asked, rubbing my eyes.  "Down with the zenzens," he answered.
"She wantsto get out of Leeandraearly, before anybody askswhereyouregoing.” | dragged mysdlf
off the couch and took a couple of deep breaths. Every move | made hurt, because my body was
covered with bruisesfrom deeping in that gar prison. Even my hair hurt. "I wish | was going with you,"
Boon said, sounding like adisappointed kid who didn't get the pony he wanted for hisbirthday. "I
know," | said. "But if anything happensto us, you're the only one who knows what's going on. Y oulll
haveto stop Saint Daneyoursdlf."  Boon gave me along, worried look and said, "Now Iredlywish |
wasgoing withyou." | laughed. "Stay closeto the Council of Klee, but don't let them know you're
watching. Saint Dane doesn't know who you are. Keep it that way. When we get back, tell uswhere
they stand on Edict Forty-six."  "Got it," he said. "Good luck, Pendragon.” Boon grabbed mein abig
bear hug. Or cat hug. It was kind of scary, but sincere. So | hugged him back. | liked Boon. | liked
Yorn, too. It was Kasha | was shaky on. | left Boon and took the elevator down to the jungle floor.
Three zenzens were a the base of the tree. Kasha sat tall in the saddle of one; Y orn wasin the second;
the third was loaded with equipment. Swell. "I guessthe gar walks" | said snottily.  "Only until we
leave Leeandra,” Yorn said. "It'sagaingt thelaw for garstorideaone” "Of courseitis" | said
sarcagticaly. "Maybe you should just load the equipment on my back so the zenzen won't have to work
S0 hard. Better yet, maybe | should carry the zenzen." "Do you want to go or not?' Kashasaid flatly.
"Absolutdy,” | said quickly. "l amsoover thistown." | was being obnoxious, but | wasin agrumpy
mood after having just been woken up three yearstoo early, discovered | was one big black-and-blue
mark (which Boon's hug didn't help, by the way), and then told | was the only one who had to walk. It
wasn't agood way to start theday.  Our little caravan made its way aong the jungle floor, headed for
the giant gates of Leeandra. | glanced at the zenzens to see anumber of vicious-looking wegpons lashed
to the sides of the strange horses. There were a couple of spears, some short wooden clubs, afew coiled
ropes with the three balls on the end, and even abow and arrow. It al looked good to me. | was pretty
surethat a some point we'd need some firepower againgt a hungry tang. Aswe trudged aong, | saw that
the city was quiet. We hadn't passed a single klee, andlwas about to ask iflcould ride when adark
shadow leaped out of atree, landing right in front of Kasha. Her zenzen reared back and she had to
wrestleit to astop. At firstlthought it was a tang and was ready to go for aweapon, but beforel could
makeamove, it spoke.  "Thegarismine” Durgensaid.  Uh-oh. What wasthisguy doing up so early?
"You had noright to take himin the first place," Kashaanswered. ™Y ou owed me," he spat at her.
"And you got valuefor him," she snarled back. "Step aside, Durgen.”  Durgen didn't move. Thiswas
bad. For me.ldowly moved toward a zenzen and reached for one of the short clubs.lwouldn't stand a
chancein afight againgt Durgen, butldidn't know what esetodo.  "Durgen, please,” Yorn said camly.
"You two arefriends. Bereasonable.”  Durgen spoke angrily through clenched teeth, saying, "The klee
who was killed on the forage was my friend too. Y ou, Kasha, have become dangerous. Y ou are no
longer aforager. I've had you gected.” "What!" Kasha shouted, stunned. "Y ou can't do that!" "I
canand | did' And if you continue this subversive behavior, you'l be banished from Leeandra. Now get



out of my way and give methegar!” Durgen pushed past Kashas zenzen, headed for me. In that one
ingtant, al the horrible memories of prison came flooding back. It gave me ashot of adrendinelike | had
never experienced before. | clicked into survival mode. | yanked the club out from the last zenzen and
made aquick decison. Attack. | thought if I surprised Durgen, | might get in alucky shot. Or not, and
held kill me. Either way, | wasnotgoing back to that gar prison. | legped out from behind the zenzen with
the club held low. Durgen didn't expect that. The big cat swiped at me. | ducked. His paw swept over
my head so closdly, | felt his claws cut the air. Cut was the right word. Durgen wasn't trying to capture
me. Hewanted to kill me. | drove the club forward, ramrodding it into Durgen's exposed ribs. He let
out asharp, pained cry that made me think | might have broken something. But it didn't stop him. It made
him angry. He came at me with his paws swiping like | was a boxing speed bag. | backed off, using the
club to knock away the relentless attack. The big cat hissed angrily. His ears were back. | was way out
of my depth. | knew | couldn't defend mysdlf againgt this ondaught for long. | took another step back and
fell on my butt. How pathetic was that? Durgen dropped to al fours and crouched down low. Hewasa
jungle cat who had hisprey insght.  Suddenly he yelped and stood right back up. His eyeswere wide
and he arched hisback asif something had hit him from behind. He snarled and turned his back to me. |
saw that sticking out of his shoulder was around, polished disk the sze of aCD. But thiswasno CD. It
had sharp teeth like a miniature buzz saw, and its blades were imbedded in Durgen's back. The cat
squealed with pain. He desperately grabbed at the disk to pull it out, but hisarms didn't reach.

"Kasha" he screamed, and yelped in pain as he jolted again. He spun back toward me. | saw another
disk imbedded near the top of his other arm. Blood blossomed from his wounds, spreading across his
tunic. The dark, wet stain glowed with light from the street lanterns that hung overhead. Durgen fell to the
ground, breething hard, growlinginpain.  Kashawaked up to him calmly, holding another killer disk
ready tothrow. ™Y ou might aswell kill me," Durgen said through clenched teeth. "Y oure as good as
dead any Way. Y ou've attacked aforager within the city. AkledY ou know the penalty for that."

"Death," Kashasaid. She put the disk back into a pouch on abelt around her midsection. "You area
good klee, Durgen,”" Kashasaid. "Y ou'll do what you think isright.”  Durgen couldn't move. Or maybe
he decided not to. He must have known that if he attacked Kasha now, with hiswounds, he'd be done.
Kasha strode over to the last zenzen and yanked off the saddle bags, reveaing the saddle. She tossed
them up to Y orn, who sat on his zenzen with wide, sunned eyes.  "Carry that," Kasha commanded.

Y orn caught the saddle bags and fixed them acrosshisown saddle.  Kashalooked to me and said,
"Get on the zenzen." | wastoo stunned to move. Kasha stared down at me. "Areyou hurt?'  "No."

"Canyouride?' "Yes" "Then get onthezenzen, Pendragon,” she commanded firmly. "Now!" |
wasn't about to argue. | got to my feet and ran to the strange horse. | wasn't graceful about it, but | was
ableto climb aboard and get my feet into the stirrups.  "What has happened to you, Kasha?' Durgen
screamed. "Don't you see what you've done? And for what? A...a...garl"  Kashawalked deliberately
to Durgen and looked down on him, saying, "What you and the handlers do to these poor animalsis
crimind. It's bloodthirsty, and it'swrong." She coldly yanked one of the disk weapons out of hisarm.
Durgen screamed in agony. "'l may need this," she said. She stuck the wesgpon into her pouch, then
backed away and legped onto her zenzen. She gave the animal akick and shouted, "Don't stop. It's our
only chance of getting out." Her animal reared up and bolted forward. Y orn kicked his zenzen and
withaloud "Yaal" he charged after Kasha Though | had ridden on the back of Boon's zenzen when |
first got to E€long, | hadn't had to control a horse since my fantasy adventure on Vedox, but | knew how
toride. | could only hope that riding a horse with afew extrajoints was the same asriding aregular old
Second Earth-stylehorse.  "Yaaal" | shouted and gave my zenzen akick. | sprang forward and
gdloped after the others, leaving Durgen in acloud of bloody dust. Asit turned out, riding the zenzen was
easy. In fact the extrajoint somehow made it pretty smooth, don't ask mewhy. | galloped behind the
other two, headed for the gates of Leeandra. We sped past surprised klees who were coming out to start
their day. They didn't expect to see three speeding zenzensflying by...with agar picking up therear. In
no time| saw thetall gatesto the city. They were open to let out awagon of foragers. Our luck was
holding. That'swhen| heardthedarm. It wasahorn that pierced through melikefingernailson a



blackboard. A quick look ahead made me redlize what Kasha meant when she told us not to stop.
Severd klees were scampering toward the gate to closeit. | didn't know if Durgen had sounded the
aarm, or if it was because agar was riding a zenzen, or both. Either way, the kleesnow hurried to close
thegates. "Don't stop,” Kashacalled back. We were either going to makeit, or crash.

JOURNAL #18 (CONTINUED) EELONG Theklee sentries scrambled to swing the
giant gates closed. | didn't think we were going to make it. We were too far away. But surprisswas on
our side. The klee sentriestook alook over their shoulders to see us charging right for them, and stopped
pushing. | didn't know if it was because they were surprised to see us gdloping pedalto the metal and
about to splatagainst the closed gate, or because they were shocked to see that one of the suicidd riders
was agar. Didn't matter. All that counted wasthat afew of them were Sartled enough to stop pushing
the gate. Those few seconds were exactly what we needed. By the time they got their wits back and
continued pushing, we blasted through the gate at full throttle, barely squesking out of Leeandra. Once
outsde the city, we didn't dow down. | think Kashawanted to get as much distance between us and
Leeandra as possible in case we were chased. We charged along the wide jungle path asif it were an
open field. | had to duck down low like ajockey, for fear of getting lashed by astray branch. Kasha
made a quick turn and galloped onto a connecting trail. It was agood thing | had my eye on her or |
would have shot right past theturn. Asit was, | barely made it. We galloped on, not dowing down a
fraction, flashing past branchesthat bit at my arms.  Thankfully, we broke out of thetrail into awide,
grassy meadow. Going from aclosed, dark trail to such awide-open space took my breath away. The
sunbelt was just coming up over the horizon, burning off the morning dew that glistened on miles of dark
green grass. Kashadidn't stop pushing. There was no trail, so we fanned out, galloped up arise and
down the other side. Spread out before us was an immense, green pasture. We didn't stop to admire the
view. Kasha pushed her zenzen even fagter. Its hooves dug up the soft grass, sending clumps of dirt and
sod into the air that peppered Yornand me.  Findly Y orn galloped up beside her and yelled, "Were
safe, Kashal Slow down!"  Kashalooked back, and | immediately realized that her mad gamble wasn't
just about escaping from Leeandra. | saw it in her eyes. Kashawas freaking out. She pulled on her reins
and dowed her zenzen. Yorn and | did the same until we came to a stop near the far end of the pasture.
Kashaimmediately jumped off, dropped to al fours, and paced. | looked to Y orn for areaction. He
was breathing too hard to speak. Thiswas alot for such an old guy. It wasalot for ayoung guy too. |
was pretty winded. My heart was thumping like crazy. Even the zenzens were spent. Swest poured off
them asthey gasped for air. We needed to take abreak. But Kasha wasn't even close to calming down.
She paced for afew seconds, then stood on her hind legs and shouted angrily at me, "Isthiswhat it
meansto be a Traveler? Is everything going the way it's supposed to? My father's dead, I'm afugitive,
and now were at the mercy of thetangs."  Nothing | could have said would makeit better. So | chose
not to answer.  "Say something, Yorn!" she demanded. "Isthisthe big battle against evil you've been
telling me about? Are you happy now?'  Yorn stammered, "Kasha, I-1-"  "Don't bother,” she snarled.
"I don't want to hear it." She dropped back down on all foursand continued pacing.  "I'm dead," she
said to thewind. "If 1 go home, Durgen will have me arrested and executed. Everything I've ever known,
my wholelife, isgone.” We were at adangerous crossroads. | didn't know how to talk her down.
Yornand | kept looking at each other nervoudy, hoping the other would come up with something to say,
but neither of usrose to the occasion. Kasha paced a bit more, then without warning she sprang for her
zenzen, landinginthesaddle.  "It'salongway," she announced, sounding dightly morein contral. "We
don't want to lose daylight."  That wasit. The crisswas over, at least for the time being. Kasha coaxed
her zenzen into atrot and continued on acrossthevalley.  "I'mtoo old for this™” Yorn admitted. "Me
too, and I'm till akid," | replied.  "Her wholelife hasjust been twisted,” Y orn said. "We can't blame
her for beingangry.” "I dont," | said. "But if wefall, her lifewill get awholelot moretwisted thanitis
now.” | kicked my zenzeninto atrot. Y orn followed right behind. We traveled that way for most of the
day, with Kashain front, me in the middle, and Y orn picking up the rear. Kasha kept checking the map
and often made course corrections. | was on aconstant lookout for tangs. | feared that at any moment
we could rideinto an ambush. A few times| thought | caught aglimpse of agreen tail dithering into the



bushes, but when | looked, it was gone. Either they saw our weapons and were afraid to attack, or | was
loony and halucinating. Either way was okay with me, so long as nothing came after us.  When | waan't
totally consumed with scanning for predators, | tried to take in my surroundings. Edong redly was
beautiful. We traveled through dense, tropica jungle; crossed lazy streams; climbed steep trailsthat
brought us up and over ridges that gave usincredible views of the jungle below; and even swam acrossa
glassy, warm lake on the backs of our zenzens. Mot of the territory seemed to be uninhabited, but every
s0 often weld pass avillage built into the trees, like Leeandra. These small towns were nowhere near as
big as Leeandra, though. They were farming villages that existed solely to tend acres of cropsthat grew
beneath their homes. After afew hours of traveling, these villages became fewer and fewer. By thetime
the sunbelt was directly overhead, dl signs of civilization had disappeared. We were headed into scary,
desolateterritory.  There waswildlife, too. I'm happy to report that we saw many different creatures on
Eelong, and for achange, none of them wanted to eat me. There were beautiful, deerlike animalswith
strong, sharp antlers that must have been used to fend off tangs. | saw more of those funny, green
monkeys, ong with multicolored birds that chattered in the trees. When we'd pass benesath, the birds
would take flight, looking like achaotic rainbow. There were bugs, too. On the ground, and flying. Some
werethe size of hummingbirds. A sting from one of those babieswould hurt. We passed alarge flock of
birds pecking at the grassin ameadow. They were hefty things, about the size of turkeys, but with
brilliant bluefeathers.  "What arethose cdled?' | asked Yorn.  "Rookers' was hisanswer. "Very
tasty." | redlized they were the same birds that had been roasted on the coals of Kasha's kitchen.
Kasha seemed to be pretty clear on where the map directed us. Sometimeswed traverse alarge field
with no trailsand hit the other Sderight at another trailhead. Once we had to detour around atruly huge
lake. Many timeswe had the choice of severd trails, and after aquick glance a the map, Kasha aways
seemed to know which oneto take. | never questioned her.  From the get-go, my body was sore.
After trotting ong for severa hours, | wastotally worked. And hungry, too. | needed a break, but |
didn't dare suggest we stop. | was on thin ice with Kasha; it wouldn't have taken much to crack it.
Besides, Y orn wasn't complaining. My pride alone made me keep quiet. Finally, after my butt had gone
beyond soreinto full-on numb, Kashastopped.  "Weéve sill got awaysto go," she said. "We should
retandeat.” | could havekissed her. If shewasn't acat and if she didn't want to kill me, I might have.
We got off our zenzens, and after walking around to get the circulation back into our legs, we sat down
at the base of agnarled old treeto egt. Y orn had packed food that was nothing more than long, brown
sripsof dried something. "I don't carewhat thisis" | said. "Solong asitisntgar.” "It'snot.” Yorn
chuckled. "It'samixture of fruit and rooker meet." "Thebluebirds?' | asked. "Exactly. It'smixed
together, dried, seasoned, pounded into strips and then dried again. It may not taste like much, but it's
good for you, and it'slight for traveling." | bit off apiece and chewed. It wastough, but after afew
chewsit softened up. It actualy tasted pretty good, too. On the other hand, | was so hungry, therags on
my back would have seemed tasty.  "We have something like this on Second Earth,” | said. "Wecdl it
jerky. I'm not sure why. Maybe the guy who invented it was ajerk." | chuckled. Nobody elsedid. So
much for clever conversation. Kashadidn't say aword aswe ate. She sat with her back to us, staring
at amountain range far in the distance. Y orn and | made smdll talk about the birds, but my mind wason
Kasha, wondering what she was thinking. She wasthe Traveler from Eelong. We needed her. Edlong
needed her. Heck, Hallaneeded her. | wished | knew how to convince her of that. When shefinaly did
speak, | was surprised a her question.  "How many territoriesarethere?’ sheasked. "Teninall,” |
sad. "At least that'swhat I've been told. They'real part of Halla" "Explainto mewhat Hallais," she
said. It was an order more than aquestion. | didn't know why she suddenly had thisinterest, but if she
waswillingto listen, | wasready totak. "Theway it wastold to me, Halais everything. Every time,
every place, every person and cresture that ever existed. It dl ill exigs”  "And you understand that?!
sheasked. "Wadl, not entirely,” | answered honestly.  "But you're willing to risk your life and the lives
of those around you to protect Halafrom Saint Dane?'  Good question. I'd asked mysdlf the same
question morethanonce. "l wasn't at first," | began. "Far fromit. | didn't want any part of Travelersor
flumes and especialy of Saint Dane. But since then I've been to abunch of territories and seen the evil



hescapableof.” Kashascoffed and said, "Evil? Y oure afool, Pendragon. A tang isevil. What
possible evil could agar causethat'sworsethanthat?'  "I'll tdll you," | said. "He'skilled more people
than | want to count, all in the name of creating chaos. He fueled awar on Denduron and tried to poison
al of Clord. Then he nearly crushed three territories at once, my home territories of Earth. But each time
the Travelers stopped him. Until Vedox. Wefailed on Vedox. An entire civilization is going to collgpse,
millionswill die, al because wefailed. And Saint Dane will be thereto pick up the pieces. Or step on
them.” "It'sdl mildly interesting,” she said camly. "But like | said before, it has nothing to do withme. |
dontcare” That'swhen| snapped. Okay, | admit, maybe | should have been cool, but Kasha's total
lack of concern had finally gotten to me. | jumped to my feet and said, "Well you'd better sart!™  "It's
dl right, Pendragon,” Yorn said camly. "Relax.”  "Relax?' | shouted, getting more amped up by the
second. "Why? So | won't upset Kasha? Sheshouldbe upset. People have died fighting Saint Dane.
People I've loved, peopleshe'doved.” | looked right at Kashaand said, "Y ou don't care? I'll tell you what
| don't care about. | don't care that your lifeisamess. Sorry, it'strue. Y ou've got way bigger problems
coming, kitty cat. Y ou want to pretend like none of this affects you? Fine. Y ou're wrong. If wefall,
Eclong will crumble and everything you care about will crash dong with it. And whether you likeit or not,
youreaTraveler. So why don't you just grow up and accept it!" | glanced a Y orn to see hiseyes
werewide. He couldn't believe | had just gone off on Kashalike that. But | couldn't help mysdlf. The
time for pussyfooting around was over, no pun intended. | looked back to Kasha and saw that she was
reaching into the pouch around her waist. Uh-oh, she was digging out one of those round, projectile
weapons. | froze. Shewas going to kill me! Yorn saw it too, and lunged for her.  "Kasha, no!" he
shouted. Hewastoo late. Kashaflicked thekiller disk. | ingtinctively threw up my armsto protect my
head and closed my eyes, ready to get hit. But the hit never came. Instead | heard a screeching sound of
agony come from behind me. | whipped around quickly to see atang lying on the ground, writhing inits
last moments of life. The disk waslodged inits head. Kashahad just saved my life...again. | dowly
turned back to see Y orn had his arms wrapped around her. He looked just as stunned as | felt.  "Oh,”
wasdl hesaid. "Niceshot," | croaked. Y orn dropped hisarms and Kasha stood up. "Those
mountains,” she said, pointing. "That's where we're headed. We need to get there beforedark.”  We
mounted up and continued the journey asiif nothing had happened. Sill, there was astrange tenson in the
air. | was embarrassed that 1'd lost control, but since Kashawas still leading us d ong the map route, |
guessed it didn't matter. Thereal question was, had anything | said sunk in?  The closer we got to the
mountains, the less vegetation there was. The ground went from soft brown earth to rocky scrabble. The
treeswere no longer lush and leafy, but now scraggly and dry. A few times my ears popped, which
meant we were gaining dtitude. Y orn rode up beside me and said, "1 don't know anyone who's ever
comethisfar. It's definitely not on any map, other than Seegen's”  That made sense; we hadn't been on
acut trail for hours. Kasha seemed confident in the route, though. She'd check Seegen’'s map againgt the
terrain and the sunbelt, making dight adjustments. The steep, gray mountainsloomed high before us and
stretched out far to either sde. If Black Water was on the far Side of these huge peaks, it would take
daysfor usto go around. But | didn't dare say that. | had to trust the map, and Kashas ability to read it.
"Therel" Kashafinaly announced, pointing. | looked ahead to the steep, craggy rise of the
mountainsand saw...nothing. "l seeit!” Yornexclamed. | wasfeding alittle handicapped. | didn't
have sharp cat eyesto see whatever they were pointingto. "I don't see anything,” | admitted, more
curiousthan embarrassed.  "A trail,” Yorn answered. "Cut into themountain.”  Kashamadeadight
changein direction and headed for theinvisibletrail that apparently only cats could see. Asfar as| was
concerned, we were marching straight for asteep, rocky dead end. But as we got closer, | began to
make out athin, zigzag line in the craggy face of the mountain. Sure enough, before | knew it, we were
walking on anarrow path. It wasthefirst sign of civilization we had seen in hours. My heart started to
race. Could thisbethetrail to Black Water? Therocky trail took asharp turn and got very steep. We
climbed, singlefile, in one direction for awhile, then hit a switchback that sent us around the other way.
Thewholetime we kept climbing higher and higher, zigzagging our way up.  The scary thing was that
thetrail was nothing more than a narrow ledge cut into the steep mountainside. In no time we were up so



high that my palms started to sweat when | looked down. | found myself leaning into the mountain, justin
casethe zenzen sumbled.  We reached another switchback, and | expected to make the turn and
continue climbing in the opposite direction, but the trail didn't go that way. Instead it led to anarrow gap
that looked like the mountain had been wrenched apart. The opening was so narrow that it blended in
with the terrain and couldn't be seen from below, even by sharp klee eyes. We were about to walkinto
the mountain! Kasha didn't hesitate and walked her zenzen right into the fissure. Yorn and | followed
close behind. The gap was barely wide enough for the zenzen. | had to concentrate to keep my animal
walking straight because my knees kept scraping against the rock wallsto either sde. | was glad to be off
the ledge, but didn't especidly enjoy having my legsshredded. A couple of times | heard the sound of
faling stones coming from above. | quickly looked up and saw pebbles bouncing down toward me. |
ducked, and the pebbles missed, but it gave me abad fedling. What caused them to fal? Wasiit
coincidence? Or did something up there kick them loose? If we were attacked by a pack of tangs, we'd
be trapped and daughtered. | tried not to think about it and went back to concentrating on protecting my
poor knees.  Thankfully, it didn't take long for usto arrive on the far side of thisgap. | was actualy
surprised that it was so quick, because there was no way we could have traveled al the way through to
the far sde of the mountain range. When | directed my zenzen out into the light, | saw the reason why.
Wewere il in the mountains. The three of us stood on awide ledge, looking down into abeautiful,
enclosed vdley. It waslike being on theingde of avolcano. Unlike the gray, rocky terrain we had been
traveling through for the past few hours, theinsde of this bowl was covered with lush plant life. | counted
seven waterfalls that began near the rim of the bowl and cascaded down to alarge, mountain lake that
took up much of thebottom.  "IsthisBlack Water?' | asked. "No," sheanswered. Kashalooked
at her map, then looked to the sky. "What areyou doing?' Yornasked.  "According to the map,” she
answered, "thisisthe exact timeweneedto behere” "I don't understand,” Yornsaid.  "The sunbelt
needsto be a acertain angle," Kashaexplained. | looked around. I'm not sure why. | had no idea of
what to look for. A few minutes passed. Still nothing. Kasha kept checking the sky. | kept looking
around like anidiot. A few more minutes crept by. The sunbelt dropped lower. Soon it would be resting
ontherim of thiscrater, and then it would bedark.  "You're surethisistheright spot?" | finally asked.
Kasha scanned the inside of the bowl, then announced, "There!”  She pointed to the far Sde of the
bowl. | had been staring out there since we had stopped and didn't expect to see anything different, but |
waswrong. Something was different with the waterfalls. They were dl about the same height. The water
appeared white asit crested the top and fell dl the way down to the lake. But now, with the sunbdlt at
just theright angle, the light must have been blocked by arock formation or something. For now, the
second waterfal from the right no longer appeared white. The water had gone dark. It totally stood out
from the other six. There was only oneway to describeit.  "Black Water," Y orn whispered in awe.
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confirmed. Thethree of ussat on our zenzens, Saring at the dark waterfall on the far sde of thevaley.
It was our guidepost to the mysterious place called Black Water. Y orn reached over to Kasha and took
Seegen's map from her. Helooked &t it with asmile, shaking hishead inwonder.  "Therearetimes
when | fed older than the ground | walk on,” Yorn said. "Y ou'll find that as you grow older, thereisone
gift you will cherish most dearly, because it doesn't come often.”  "What'sthat?' | asked. "Surprise”
Y orn said with abig smile-the first smile I'd seen from him since weld met. " Surprises keep you young,
and right now, | fed likeachild. Yahhh!" Y orn shouted with excitement and kicked his zenzen forward.
He gdloped down the grassy hill that led from the crevice we had entered through, charging toward the
waterfdl. "Heremindsme of my father,” Kashasaid. "Even a his age he'saways|ooking for the next
adventure” "Andyou'renot like your father?' | asked. Kashatook asad breath and answered,
"Thingswere smplefor him. Hefdt strongly about what was right, and wrong. What was fair and what
wasn't. He was a builder. But where others used gars for the more difficult or dangerous work, he dways
didthework himsdf." "Did hetdl youwhy?' | asked. "Headwayssaid that hedidn't think it wasfair
to force agar to do something they wouldn't benefit from. It was a smple sentiment, but said so much.”
"Maybe you're more like himthan you think," | said. Kashadidnt reply tothat.  "Isthiswhereyou



leaveus?' | asked. "We haven't gotten to the end of the map,” she said, and kicked her zenzen
forward. Together we galoped down the steep, grassy dope to the bottom of thevalley. | fet likea
cowboy charging across some awesome, uncharted territory. The sunbelt cast awarm, late-afternoon
glow over the valey that made the place look like apainting. For those few minutes, | can actualy say |
was having fun. We soon hit a dense stand of trees and had to dow down. Y orn had disappeared into
these trees long before we reached them and was nowhereto be seen. "I hope he went the right way,"
| said. "If he kegps hiseye on the black waterfall, hell befing" Kashaanswered. It was getting
dark. The sunbelt had dipped below the rim of the crater. We only had afew minutes of light left. | was
really worried that if it got too dark, we'd be lost until daybresk. | hoped klees could seein the dark like
thecatsat home. "Yorn?' Kashacdled. All we heard back was the roaring sound of the waterfalls.
Not good. At best we were separated and would haveto deal with finding each other. At worst, well, |
didnt want tothink theworst.  "Look," Kashasaid. A soft mist wasrising off the ground, making it
even more difficult to see anything. | was about to ask Kashawhat she saw, when something appeared
through the trees ahead of us. It was alarge, dark shape moving sowly toward us. But it was too dark
and the shadow wastoo far away to make out what it was.  "Oh no," Kashagasped. At least one
question was answered. The cat in Kasha had way better vison than the gar inme. "Isit atang?' |
asked. Kashadidn't haveto answer, because a second later | recognized it. Trotting toward us
through the treeswas Y orn's zenzen. . .without Y orn. Kashawalked her zenzen up to the beast and
retrieved the spears that were strapped to the saddle. Shetossed onetome.  "Whatever happened,
happened fast,” she said, al business. "Y orn never got to hiswegpons.”  Kashaheld her spear to the
side, low, and walked her zenzen forward dowly. "Stay besde me," sheordered. | did what | was
told and brought my zenzen aongside her, dso holding my spear ready. We waked together through the
trees, headed in the direction that Y orn's zenzen had come from. | wasaraw nerve. Every littlething |
heard sounded like atang charging through the trees to attack us. A cracking twig, rustling branches,
even the distant roar from the waterfals. Everything made mejump. But nothing attacked us. Yet.  We
reached the end of the stand of trees and walked into the open to discover we were on the shore of the
lake. That meant we were at the very bottom of the crater. The waterfalls loomed over us. We were so
closel could fed their cool mist. Stars were starting to gppear in the sky. Their light reflected in the
smooth, clear lake. | would have thought it was beautiful, if | weren't so freskin' nervous. "That way,"
Kashapointed. | looked to see abreak in the trees farther along the lake that must have led to the
dark waterfall. Black Water. If Y orn made it thisfar, that's the way he would have gone. We walked our
zenzens along the shore, toward the opening. We took afew steps, then | heard something that nearly
made my heart stop. | shot aquick look to Kasha. She had heard it too. After al, shewasacat. The
two of uswhipped around to look out on thelakeand saw...  The once gtill water was churning.
Something down below wasrising up. It looked like severa things, actually. There must have been
twenty dark shadows that broke the surface of the water and moved quickly toward shore, headed for
us. Attacking. "Go!" Kashacommanded. We kicked our zenzens and bolted forward toward the
opening in thetrees. | charged into the woods first, not sure of where | was headed. All | knew was|
wanted to get away from whatever monsters had been lurking underwater, waiting for us. The woods
weretotaly dark. All I could do wasfollow the sound of the waterfdl. | thought for sure I'd hit
something. A few seconds later, | did. One second | was galloping on my zenzen, the next second | was
fdling through the air. My first thought wasthat | had hit abranch sticking out onto thetrail. | dammed
into the ground hard, still clutching the spear in adeath grip. The shaft dug into my side. Ouch. | thought
for sure I'd broken arib, but that was the least of my problems. | stayed focused and looked up at what |
had runinto. It wasn't abranch.  Dangling over me, hanging from atree, was anet. Or should | say, it
was atrap, and it had been sprung. Caught in the swaying netwasYorn.  "Stop Kashal" heydled. "It's
atrgp!"  Kashacame charging up from the lake. | couldn't think fast enough to stop her as she pushed
her zenzen on. A second later another trap was sprung. A net came flying down from the trees, catching
Kasha Her zenzen kept running, but Kashawas now caught and dangling, only afew feet from Y orn.
"Pendragon,” Yorn cried. "Run!" | looked back to the lake to see dozens of the dark shadows



running toward us. The lake monsters were on the attack. "Go!" Kashascreamed. | went. There was
nothing elseto do, not that | wasthinking clearly anyway. | staggered to my feet and ran toward the
waterfall. | had some strange ideathat if | made it to the waterfal, I'd be safe. The gars called Black
Water "home." Maybe thiswas like playing tag. When you were home, you were safe. | know, dumb
thought, but | wasn't exactly in my right mind. It was so dark | could only go by the sound of the
waterfal. | took afew steps, expecting to run into atree, when my feet suddenly got pulled out from
under me. Something had grabbed me and swept me up into the air, feet firdt. | quickly redized that my
last-ditch escape attempt landed me right in another trap. | hung there, upside down, swinging inthe air,
helpless. Now the three of uswere caught, powerless against the marauding beasts. | watched, upside
down, asthe dark formsran toward me. They didn't look like tangs. They were morelike
formless shadows. Dark ghogts. They ran right past Y orn and Kasha, headed for me. Lucky me. They
stopped about five feet away, making acircle around me. They didn't attack, they just stood there. It
gave me hope that maybe they weren't mindless beasts|ooking for their evening medl. | didn't move. |
didn't breathe. | figured maybeif | played dead, they'd go away. Yeah, right.  Thecircle opened up
and amuch larger shadow stepped in. It was bigger than the others at least afoot. It was hard to make
out exactly what it looked like because it was so dark and, well, | was upside down. The shadow
walked up and stood there, looking a me. At least | thought it was looking at me. | couldn't seeits eyes.
The others crowded behind it. Asthey got closer, | saw that the reason they looked shapel esswas
because they were dl wearing long, dark cloaks from head to toe. These weren't wild animals. They
weren't ghostly shadows, either. They were wearing clothes. But what were they? Or who were they?
The leader reached for my face. | winced, expecting something painful to happen. But instead, it
reached out with astrange-looking arm that was rounded on the end and wrapped with arag. This guy
wastoo big to be aklee. And definitely not atang. But | couldn't imagine what kind of anima had long
armsthat were rounded on the end. My heart pounded. | wanted to say something, but the words
choked in my throat. | stared at this strange, rounded arm asit poked meto seeif | was conscious.
That'swhen | redized it wasn't arounded, dienarm at al. It was aregular old human arm. We had been
attacked by a cloaked gang of gars, and thiswas anorma human poking me. And his hand was missing.
He spoke with adeep, soft voice that was something out of a dream-maybe the most incredible dream
I'dever had. "What're you doin', shorty?" the voice said with the hint of achuckle. "Just hangin'
around?’  He pulled the cape from over his head to reved the most welcome sight | could have
imagined. He smiled warmly and added, "I thought you'd never get here, Bobby." | reached around
my neck and pulled out the necklace with the Traveler rings. | held the largest ring out to him and said,
"Just dropped by to return your ring, Gunny.” JOURNAL #18 (CONTINUED)
EELONG "Y oulook like you've been through the war, shorty,” Gunny said as he held me by the
shoulders so the other gars could cut medown.  "Me?' | said. "What about your hand?'  "Ahh, justa
minor inconvenience,” he said casudly, though | didn't believe him for asecond. "Where did you find my
ring?'  "Youdon'twanttoknow." | wasloweredto my feet and stood facing my friend, the tall
African-American guy who wasthe Traveer from Firgt Earth, Vincent "Gunny” Van Dyke. He looked
good for aguy in hissixties. But he also looked tired, with abit more gray in hishair. No big surprise.
Eelong did that to people. He put hisring on the finger of hisright hand, then looked to me and shook his
head. "Y ou look older thanwhen | saw you last.” "l am,” | said. "Man, it'sgood to seeyou.” | threw
my arms around him and hugged him tight. A huge waveofrdlief washed over me. Gunny wasdiveand |
was no longer done. | didn't want to let him go, but an angry snarl brought me back to redlity. | looked
to seeafew gars poking at Kashaand Y orn asthey dangled intheir net traps. A gar ran up to Gunny
and sad, "Wewill kill them now, whilethey'retrapped.” | don't know what was more of a shock,
knowing that Y orn and Kasha were about to be killed, or hearing agar speak fluently.  "No!" | shouted
quickly. "They'refriends” "Kleesarenot friends,” the gar said. "They will dienow.” Thegar pulled a
wegpon from beneath his cloak. It looked like along arrow, amost a spear, that was loaded inasimple
contraption with aband pulled taut, like aspear gun. Heraised thetip, and | saw it was very large and
very pointy. He headed for the dangling klees, ready for an execution.  "Gunny," | shouted in



desperation. " Seegen isdead. The black kleeishisdaughter, Kasha™ "Aron, wait!" Gunny shouted to
thegar. Thegar, Aron, stopped.  Gunny looked to me and said, " Seegen's dead? How?' "I don't
know," | answered. "But Kashaisthe Traveler now." "Gunny!" Yorn caled. "It'sme, Yorn. Seegen's
acolyte  Gunny walked quickly over to the traps where Kashaand Y orn weredangling.  "What
happened to Seegen?’ Gunny asked Yorn.  "He went to Second Earth and came back dead,” the old
klee snapped, sounding irritated. "Now would you mind instructing these gars to cut us down before |
injure something.”  "Inasecond,” Gunny answered, then looked at Kasha. "I don't know you. But |
can't let you loose until | know you won't harmthesegars”  "Gunny!" Y orn exclamed in surprise. "It's
Seegen'sdaughter!” "My father asked that | bring Pendragon to you," she growled. "That'swhat |
did. | havenointerest inthesegars”” | jumpedin, saying, "She'sdready saved my life adozen times
over." | took achance and added, "Theresonly one problem.”  "What'sthat?' Gunny asked quickly.

"Kashadoesn't want to bea Traveler.” | figured I'd lay it dl out for Gunny, in front of Kasha. What
did | haveto lose?" She says she doesn't care about the gars, but then she helps them every chance she
gets. She'sworried about the future of E€long, but doesn't believe in the threat of Saint Dane. Shel'sthe
Traveler, but | don't know how to convince her that by helping us, sheshelping Edong.”  Gunny said
to Kasha, "Y ou'rein atough spot, missy. These garswould kill you both without a second thought. I'll let
themdoit, too...unlessyoudowhat | say." "I'mlistening,” Kashagrowled. "Cometo Black Water
withus" "No!" shouted the gar named Aron. "No klee has ever been to Black Water!"  Likethe
other gars, Aron wasn't much taller than five feet. He had long dark hair that fell to his shoulders and even
though he looked like an older guy, hisface didn't have the hint of abeard. It wasweird, because|
doubted if these guys shaved. They werelike adult children. But more interesting, unlike the garsfrom
Leeandra, there wasintelligence behind their eyes. They stood straight and moved with purpose. It was
just one more proof that gars weren't animals to be hunted and daughtered.  Gunny spoketo Aron like
awise parent. "l need you to trust me, Aron. My friend and | are hereto help you, but we can't do that
without these klees." Gunny spoke softly, and convincingly. It waslike listening to Mister Rogers... or a
Traveler using his powers of persuasion. Could Mister Rogers have been a Traveler? Interesting. "'l
will take respongbility,” Gunny continued, addressing dl of them. "They won't harm you, | promise.”

The garslooked nervoudy between Gunny and the trapped klees. It seemed like they wanted to
believe him, but their natural fear of kleesmadeit tough. "But they might tell others of the secret of
Black Water," Aron said worriedly. "We cannot |et that happen.” "It won't,” Gunny assured him. "If
they try to reved thelocation of Black Water, I'll kill them mysdf."  Whoa, strong words from Gunny.
He definitely had more of an edge than the last time we were together. Then again, | think | did too.
Congtant fear doesthat to people. | glanced to Kasha. Her earswent back.  "Do you trust me?' Gunny
asked Aron.  Thesmall gar looked to the others. They al nodded. "Good," Gunny said. He looked
to Kashaand asked, "What'sit going to be, missy?' Kashasearswere still back. She didn't like being
cornered. "1 don't seethat | have achoice. I'll gowithyou." "Wonderful! Would you please cut us
downnow," Yornbegged. "Cut them down!" Gunny said to the gars. "Be gentle; they're our guests.”

The gars used small knivesto cut the klees down, but they weren't gentle. Kashaand Y orn hit the
ground hard. Their legswere al tangled in the net so they couldn't even do the cat thing and land on their
feet. The gars quickly surrounded them, ready to attack if they so much asgrowled. They dl had those
spear weaponsthat wereloaded and ready.  "Let'sal takeit easy,” Gunny said. He walked
ddiberately into the circle of gars and stood next to Kashaand Y orn. "It'slate. We should get back." He
motioned for everyoneto join him and we dl started toward the waterfdl. | couldn't call it "black”
anymore, because the sunbelt was long gone and pretty much everything was black. But the Sarswere
out and we were able to find our way without walking into any trees. Gunny, Kasha, Yorn, and | waked
together, with the gars behind us, keeping awatchful eye.  "How did you get to be chief gar, Gunny?' |
sad, hdf joking.  Gunny chuckled and said, "I'm not. But they listen to me. They're scared, and from
what I've heard, they should be."  "So they know the klees want to start hunting them?" | asked.

"Yes, they do," Gunny said. "They send scoutsto Leeandradl thetime. It'safrightening thing, being
declared food. | figure Saint Dane must have hishand in thissomewhere” "Hedoes," Y orn answered.



"Seegen discovered that.” "l don't underdand,” Kashasaid. "Thesegarsare, are-”  "Intelligent?”
Gunny said. "Isthat theword you'relooking for?*  "Yes" Kashaadmitted. "I think thereésawhole
lot about the gars you don't know about, that'swhy | want you to cometo Black Water." We
approached the pool at the base of the waterfall. Gunny led us around to the rock wall next to it and
continued walking... ontop of the water! At first | thought he was actualy waking on water, but when |
looked closer, | saw there wereflat stones lying right below water leve. | watched as Gunny walked
directly toward the waterfal, then made a sharp turn and walkedbehindthe water! Awesome! |
went next, carefully making my way across the rocks, trying not to dip off and get wet. | stayed focused
and when | looked up, | found mysdlf behind thewaterfal.  "Thisway, shorty,” Gunny called. Hewas
standing on dry land at the mouth of a cave that disappeared deeper into the mountain. | joined him, then
turned around to watch Kasha, Y orn, and then Aron and the gars enter from outside. Gunny picked up
something that looked like a black tube about afoot long. He brokeit in two. Instantly the two halves
glowed bright yellow.  "It'slike phosphorous,” Gunny explained.  Light filled the cavern, making the
waterfall sparkle. | saw that the celling stretched high above us and that the cave went farther into the
mountain. The light aso revealed that we weren't done. | jumped back in surprisewhen | saw that
several more gars were standing deeper in the cave, gathered together silently like abunch of dark bats.
Their spear wegponswereready for business.  "Guards,” Gunny explained. "l wouldn't want to try and
get past them if | wasn't welcome." Gunny walked toward them, announcing, "It'sdl right. Thekleesare
withus" Theguardsdidntmove.  Aronannounced, "Were going to alow these kleesto enter
Black Water. Do not let them leave unless | tell you otherwise”  Thiswasther insurance. If the klees
started making trouble and tried to escape, they'd run into this bunch of letha bat munchkins. Gunny
tossed the second phosphorous stick to Aron and continued the procession into the cave. The guards
stepped aside and et us pass. Creepy. The passageway was winding and narrow. Gunny and | had to
duck dightly for fear of hitting our heads. The gars didn't have to worry about that, and the kleeswaked
ondl fours. Lucky them. "Thegarsfrom Leeandracaled Black Water ‘'home,"l said. "What doesthat
mean?' "Youll see” Gunny answered.  After winding our way through the cave tunne for another
few minutes, | started to fed fresh air. Up ahead | caught sight of astarry sky. We were nearing the end.
Gunny led us out of the mouth of the cave, and | stood |ooking down on an incredible sight. Spread out
before us, lit by the bright moon, was Black Water.  "Everything you think you know about the gars,
forget,” Gunny said.  Yorn and Kashastared in wide-eyed shock.  "What you see hereisthe truth,”
Gunny added. "And if Saint Danefindsit, Eelong will belogt.” JOURNAL #18

(CONTINUED) EELONG We stood on the side of a steep hill, looking down on abig,
busy village. Therewas agrand building in the center, with hundreds of smaller huts built out in straight
lineslikethe spokes of awhed. The cross streets were circlesthat got bigger and bigger the farther they
were from the center. The huts al looked like round log cabinswith thatch roofs. Though it was nighttime,
| could seeit dl plainly, because the moon wasfull and there were lamps burning on posts at most every
intersection. Lights glowed insgde the huts too, making them look warm and inviting.  It'shard to
guesstimate exactly how big the town was, but I'd say it was spread out over a couple of square miles. It
was tucked into a hidden valley, surrounded by steep, rocky cliffs. A huge waterfal cascaded down on
oneend of the valey, feeding ariver that wound its way through the center of town and continued out the
far sde. | couldn't tell for sure, but it looked like farmland stretched out beyond thehuts.  Thetown
was a strange oasi s tucked into the mountains of nowhere. The only thing that would have made it more
surprisng wasiif there had been snow and aguy with ared suit who made toys and drove adeigh. The
streets were busy with gars hurrying about like, well, like humans. Some rode bicycle vehicles, others
drove wagons pulled by zenzens. Ther clotheswere sturdy and clean, nothing like the rags worn by the
garsoutsde of here. | saw women and children and even some ederly gars, which was surprising,
because none of the garsin Leeandralived long enough to become elderly.  "I'mtotally confused,” |
sammered out, "I thought garswere...were-"  "Animas?' Gunny said. "They are, everyplace but
here | noticed that Kashaand Y orn were standing close together, on all fours, looking stunned. They
seemed awhole lot more like animalsthan earlier that day. Just likethat, our roleshad reversed.  Aron,



the gar, approached Gunny, saying, "We should get totown.”  Gunny said, "I'd like to take my friend
and the kleesto the hut where I've been staying. They've come along way; they'll need rest and food."
Aron looked to the klees nervoudly. "And what if they escape?' heasked. "I believe your guards at
the waterfall will make surethey don't.” It wasclear that Aron wasn't cool with having klees here at
Black Water.  "If that'swhat you want," he said. "But please keep afew guards with you. We don't
want anything going wrong when the Adventissonear.”  "Thank you,” Gunny said.  Aron went back
to the group of garsto givethem orders. "What isthe Advent, Gunny?" | asked. "The garson the
outsdetak aout it "Not now," Gunny said softly. "Wait till weredone Thegroup of gars
dispersed, headed for the village. Two gars remained with usto keep their eyes on the klees. Their spear
gunswere out and ready for trouble. At least they didn't ingst that the cats wear leashes. Score one for
the garson the hospitadity scde.  "Who'shungry?' Gunny asked cheerily.  "I'm starved, " Yorn
answered. "l could eat too," | added. Kashadidn'tanswer. "Good,” Gunny said. "Let'sgo to my
hut and seewhat | canfind." Thefour of us descended the rocky dope dong atwisting path that led to
Black Water. The two guardsfollowed close behind. "I have heard the stories of thisplace,” Yorn
sad. "But | dismissed them asfantasy.” "Evolution took adifferent path in Black Water," Gunny
explained. "Theway it wastold to meisthat many generations ago, agar solefood from aklee. As
punishment, the klee beat him. But the gar fought back and killed the klee. The gar was going to be put to
death, but managed to escape with severa others. They eventually found this hidden valey, settled, had
children, and learned how to take care of themsaves”  "They created awhole separate civilization?" |
asked. "Exactly,” Gunny answered. "Once they were out from under the klees control, they evolved
intointelligent beings” "Sothisisasociety spawned from murderers and criminds," Kashasaid with
disdain. "You couldlook at it that way," Gunny said. "Or you could say it's an example of what can
happen when individuals are given thefreedom to grow.” My thoughts went right back to that horrible
gar prison. It pissed me off to know the gars were capable of building their own society, yet the klees
treated them like dirt. | didn't want to hate the klees, but it was hard not to, after seeing Black Water.
We reached the first street of the village and continued aong agrass strip that was the road. In fact all
the roads were covered with short, firm grassthat waslike artificid turf. To elther side of the road were
huts. Delicious food smells drifted from some, along with music that sounded asif it were being made by
aflute. Each hut was pretty much the same as the next, except for the well-kept flower gardensin front.
Some were daborate and colorful, others had nicely trimmed hedges. All the plants and the grassy roads
made thetown fed asif it werealiving thing. 1 was beginning to get used to this peaceful little village,
when the cdm was interrupted by astrange hissing noise that quickly grew louder. We dl stopped, ready
foranything. "What'sthat?' Kashaasked nervoudy. "Don't worry,” Gunny assured us. "It'swatering
time"  Sureenough, there was now awet mist intheair. | saw that the lampposts doubled as
sprinklers. A fine spray of water shot out just benesth the burning lampsin athree-gixty arc, sending
moisture into the air. A look down the street proved dl the lamppostswere active.  "Every inch of
Black Water iscovered,” Gunny explained. "It'svery impressive.” It wasn't rain, but more like afine
mist. Probably just enough to keep al the flowersand shrubshappy.  "Unbelievable," Kashauttered in
awve. We passed severd garsaong theway. Ther reaction to the kleeswas dways the same. Fear.
They ran to the other sde of the street. Some picked up their children to protect them, or dammed the
doors of their huts. | felt nervous eyes peering at us from windows everywhere. Nobody seemed happy
about having two klees gtrolling through Black Water. "Ow!" Yornyeled.  Somebody had thrown a
rock at him and run away. Kasha stood up and snarled angrily, but Gunny quickly blocked her way.
"Easy now, missy," he said. "Remember, you don't have friends here. If you pick afight, youll lose.”
"I'mfine, Kasha," Yornassured her.  Kashds ears were back in anger, but she didn't do anything
aboutit. "Thisismy hut,” Gunny said. "Let'sdl rdax andgoinsde” Thetwo guards stayed outside,
one at the door, the other near the single window. When we entered, | saw that the hut was pretty
smple. Therewas only one room with wooden furniture. Gunny went to the areathat was the kitchen
and opened up alocker that was stocked with fresh fruit and vegetables.  "Make yourselves at home,"
hesaid. "l hopeyoureashungry asl am." Weall sat down and Gunny put aload of fruit and aloaf of



bread on alow tablein front of us. He and | dug in. We broke off big chunks of bread and | ate pieces
of this awesomefruit that was as sweet and juicy as anything I'd tasted a home. Y orn and Kasha didn't
move. "Plesseedat,” Gunny said warmly. "Weredl friends” "I thought you said we had no friends
here," Kashasaid snottily.  "Outside thishut, you don't,” Gunny said. "But in here, were on the same
dde” "Thenaslongasweareamong friends” Yornsad, "I'm going to eat." He reached forward and
grabbed himsdf somefruit.  Kashagrudgingly picked up one of the blue apples and nibbled on it
quietly. Aswe ate, | brought Gunny up to speed with what happened on Ve ox. He needed to know
that Saint Dane had crushed hisfirst territory, which made our task on E€long that much more important.
He couldn't be dlowed to win again. | went into aton of detail about Lifelight and the Redlity Bug and
how Saint Dane nearly caused the deaths of millions of people. | did it for Gunny's sake, but | dso
wanted Kasha to hear how dangerous Saint Danecould be.  Gunny, in turn, told us about histime on
Edong. "When | stepped out of that tree with the flume," he began, "my, my, | was taken with E€long.
I'd never seen aplace s0 beautiful. | was swept avay, which was amistake because | let my guard
down. | went looking for the locals and came upon aband of gars. 'Course, | didn't know they were
cdled gars a the time. Two of ‘em picked wild berrieswhile three others stood guard. They were all
looking around, like they were doing something wrong, or scared something was about to happen. That
should have been my first hint that Eelong wasn't exactly paradise. Just as | was abouit to talk to them, |
was attacked. It was so fast | didn't have a chanceto defend mysdf.” "Wasit atang, or aquig?’ |
asked. "It wasone of them sneaky lizards. It did areal number on me. It'show I lost this" he said
while holding up hisinjured arm. "It could have been worse. If it weren't for the gars, I'd be amemory.
They came to my rescue, and the next thing | knew, | woke up herein Black Water." Gunny chuckled
and added, "They thought | was some kind of king from adistant land, being so tall and dark. I let ‘'em go
on believing it too. They fixed me up and took care of my arm.” He looked at hisarm with sadness. "It's
grange. | fed like my hand is till there until | reach for something and then..."  Hisvoicetraled off. |
couldnt imaginewhat it would beliketo lose my hand. | felt horriblefor him.  "The garsexplained to
me about how the klees were running the show. It took me awhile to get my mind around the idea that
cats could be so smart. I'm il having troublewith it, no offense”  "Nonetaken,” Yornsaid.  "How
did you meet my father?' Kashaasked. "That'swherel camein,” Y orn answered. "Gunny returned to
theflume. | met him there, and took him to meet Seegen.”  "So you aready knew Black Water was
red?' Kashaasked Yorn. "No, | didnt,” Yornanswered. Gunny said, "I only told Seegen, the
Traveler. But thisiswhere things sart getting interesting.”  "It'saready pretty interesting,” | threw in.
Gunny said, "1 need to show you al something. If you've had enough to edt, let's go for another walk."
We left the hut and Gunny led ustoward the center of town. The gar guards followed, keeping aclose
eye on Kashaand Y orn. Gunny brought usto alarge, four-story building that was designed like dl the
other log huts, only it was huge. It's hard to say for sure how big it was, but I'm guessing it covered a
coupleof acres.  "They cal thisthe Center,” Gunny explained. "It'swhere the village rulers meet. In one
section they manufacture clothes and tools. Another areaiisfor recreation, where they have concerts and
such. They're preity good, too." Gunny said to the guards, "Wait for ushere, please” Theguards
didntlikethat. "But-" "l said, wait for us here." Gunny was a persuasive guy, though | supposeiit
hel ped that Travelers knew how to use the power of suggestion. | wasn't so good at it, but Gunny looked
asif hewasamaster. The gars backed off and we went inside. We waked down along corridor with
many doors on either sde and ended up at alarge, black door that looked kind of ominous. Gunny
stopped there and turned to us, saying, "Behind this door is not only the future for the gars, but it could
very wdl bethe futurefor dl of Edong.” "I'mintrigued,” Yornsaid.  Gunny opened the door and we
stepped into amassive room that | can best describe as a giant greenhouse. Looking up, | saw that the
high ceiling was made of glass. Stars could be seen twinkling in the night sky. On the floor werelong
rows of different Szed plants, dl holding the most incredible, healthy-looking fruits and vegetablesI'd
ever seen. Therewere vineswith long, yellow, tubular fruits; bushes laden with orange-size berries, staks
that held the familiar blue apples, but ones twice the size of those | had picked; and trees that were
hanging heavy with long, red ropedlike fruits that pulled the branches toward the ground. Gunny picked off



one of these long fruits and broke it into severa pieces, offering them to us. | took abite to find it had the
snap of an applestexture, but tasted more like citrus. It was the closest thing to chewing lemonade that |
couldimagine. "l guessyou could cal thisalaboratory,” Gunny explained. "The gars have figured out a
way to grow plantsinair.”  "Inar?' | exclamed. "Nodirt?" "And nowater," Gunny added.

Gunny pushed aside aplant to reved aheavy, black frame. It reminded me of the thing my grandfather
used to grow roses on. It was like a grid, with six-inch squares. | looked around the room to seethat al
the plants were growing on these black grids. Some were flat on the floor and the plants grew up fromiit.
Otherswereon end, likeawal, and the hedthy plantsgrew dl overit.  "It'sall about this materid they
invented,” Gunny explained. "They call it 'Virloam." Whatever it's made of, it somehow takes moisiure
and nourishment out of the air. Don't ask me how, but it does. The plantsloveit. They grow like crazy.
Look at how big thefruit gets” "So they don't need water?' Kashasaid, asif she couldn't believe it
wastrue. "Except for what the virloam gets out of theair,” Gunny said. "They don't need fertilizer,
ather. It'samazing uff. The gars have more food than they know what to dowith."  "Thisis
incrediblel™ Kashaexclamed. "Virloam could hep feed dl of Edong!” "It could,” Gunny said. "But it
won't" "Why not?' Kashademanded. "Thereésmoreto see, ¢mon,” Gunny said. Wewaked
through the greenhouse, passing by hundreds of plants with the most incredibly healthy-looking fruitsand
vegetables | could imagine. Kashawas right. Thistechnology could save Edlong. "I don't get it,
Gunny," | said. "If the food problem goes away, then the klees won't have to overturn Edict Forty-six
and gart hunting gars””  "That'strue,” Gunny said. "But the gars have other plans” Wearrived at the
far sde of the greenhouse and another large, black door. Gunny said, "Y ou asked me why the gars call
Black Water 'nome? The answer isin here." JOURNAL #18 (CONTINUED)

EELONG Gunnyopened the door and we stepped into a gigantic room that was completely filled
with row after row of neat, orderly, bunk beds. There had to be thousands of them. All new. All empty.

"There arefour moreroomsjust likethis" Gunny said.  "What isthepoint?’ Yornasked. "The
gars have been preparing for along time," Gunny explained. "They haven't abandoned their brothers
outside of Black Water. They plan to rescuethem.”  "Areyou serious?' | asked, stunned.

"Absolutely. They call it The Advent. They plan on bringing every single gar on Edlong here. There's
more than enough food for them, and plenty of room. They've got schools set up to hel p educate and
civilize children aswell asadults. It's quite remarkable. The Advent isal about rescuing and nurturing an
entirerace. Edong will never bethesame”  "But the kleeswould never dlow that!" Y orn exclaimed.
"They need the garsto survive." "They don't have achoice,” Gunny said. "Black Water is protected by
these mountains. The kleeswon't be ableto get close. .. present company excepted.” "So you l€eft here
to tell Seegen about the Advent?' | asked.  "lhad to,” Gunny answered. " Seegen may have been aklee,
but he'sthe Traveler. Thisisamgor turning point in E€long's history and Saint Daneis here. That's
whylleft for the flume.lmet Y orn, Y orn brought me to Seegen, and | brought Seegen here. He only got as
far asthe black waterfall, though. He never cameinside. Y ou two, Y orn and Kasha, are thefirst two
kleesto ever st foot in Black Water, andl'm going to guessthat you'll bethelast.”  "But, how canit be
done?' Kashaasked, stunned. "How could they possibly make this Advent happen and get dl the garsto
comehere?" "That'sthelast surprise,” Gunny said with ady smile. He took something from his pocket
and hed it in the pam of hishand. It was one of the mysterious, amber cubes.  "Whatarethose things?'
Kashaexclamed. "Saint Danewantsto know too," | added.  Gunny led us back out and through the
greenhouse. We went dl the way back to the long corridor we had first walked through and went into
one of the sde doors. Stepping through, we entered a much smaller room that was completely dark,
except for atruly strange-looking device. There were six huge amber crystasthat went from floor to
caling. They were tube shaped and about three feet in diameter. Each tube gave off asoft glow of light
and adight dectric hum. In front of the crystals was a table made of polished wood. On top were three
rows of crystalsthat were fixed into the wood, like buttons. They were adl different colors and shapes,
and like the amber tubes, they glowed with light fromwithin.  "It'scool-looking,” | said. "But what is
it?*  "They cdl it 'Link,” Gunny answered. "We have another namefor it at home. Wecdl it a'radio.”

"Aradio?' | exclamed. "That'sright,” Gunny said. "The garstook klee technology and did it one



better. Thisisthefirst broadcast station on Edlong. Basicdly, it'sapowerful transmitter.”  "And the
amber cubes arereceiverdl” | exclaimed. "Radios? Recelvers?' Kasha repeated, confused. "'l don't
understand.”  Gunny took Kashas paw and held it out flat. He put the cube on it, making sure the
black side faced her. He stepped to the crystal control board, pressed a triangle-shaped crystal and said,
"Hello, Kasha" The cubein Kashashand lit up. Gunny's voice camethrough it likeaminiradio.
"Yaaah!" Kasha screamed and dropped the cube. "It'smagic!”  "lt'snot magic,” Gunny said. "It'sa
radio. Thisistheturning point on E€long. Thefirst radio broadcast. Using this device, the gars can
communicate with one another. They can coordinate their movements and escape from the klees by the
thousands, dl at the sametime. Thisradio isgoing to make the Advent possible. Theré'sno way the
klees can stop the garsif they all leave at once. All they haveto do is give the word, and the garswill
comehome” "My ohmy." Yorn laughed. "l am stunned, and it takes alot to do that. This hasturned
out to be so much better than | expected.” ™Y ou think it'sfunny?' Kashasad, till upset. "The gars
have the technology to save E€long, but they're only going to useit to help the other gard”  "Canyou
blamethem?' Y orn replied. "They've been treated horribly for generations. Y ou can't expect them to turn
around and help their tormentors.”  "Maybe not," Kashareplied. "Buit it's not something to laugh
about." "Oh, that'snot what I'm laughing about,” Yornsaid. "I'm laughing inrelief.”  "Relief about
what?' Gunny asked.  "About you, Pendragon,” Y orn answered, still chuckling.  "Huh?' wasdl |
managedto get out. "1 made such asilly mistake," Yorn said. "l wasworried you'd catch it, but asit
turns out, you weren't as observant as| gave you credit for. No harmdone.”  Uh-oh. | didn't like that
tone. A prickly, familiar feeling of dread started to creep up my spine. "What are you talking about?" |
asked. "Gunny'shand!" Yorn exclamed. "Think! When we were bringing Seegen's body back to
Leeandra, | stupidly told you it was sheer luck that the hand was found and not devoured by the tangs.
How could-" "How could you have known that?' | said. Theredization hit melike apunchinthe
head. "Unless you're the one who found it and gaveit to Saint Dane."  "Well, something likethat," Y orn
exclamed with asmall chuckle. "I thought the game would be over when | madethat silly dip, but herel
am!"  "What about my hand?' Gunny asked, confused. "That'show | got your ring, Gunny,”" | said
soberly. "It was on your hand. Saint Dane brought it to Second Earth and gave it to Mark and Courtney.
| got it from them. But thething | never asked mysdf was" ™Y ou never asked how Saint Danegot it in
thefirst place," Yorn exclamed. "I must admit, it was afluke. The hand wasright in the spot where
Gunny was attacked. | think the tangs|€ft it alone because they were afraid of thering.”  "I'mlogt,”
Kashasaid. "Morethan you know," Gunny said to her. The horrible truth was sarting to sink in for
him,too. "Yorn?' Kashashouted. "What are you taking about?' "Yornisdead, you stupid girl," the
old klee exclamed. He yanked off the necklace that held Y orn'sring. "It redly wasabold move, if | do
say so myself. I've never taken the place of an acolyte. | thought | played therole quite nicdy.” He
tossed thering at Kasha, who caught it awkwardly. She still didn't know what was happening. But | did.
"Show her," | shouted at the old klee. "Don't just tell her, show her.”  "Asyou wish," the cat
responded. He took a step back from us as his body transformed. | had seen this before, but that didn't
make it any easer to take. Y orn stood up on his back legs as his body went liquid. First hislegs, then his
chest, and then his arms became human. He grew to hisfull seven-foot height. | saw that he till worethe
familiar, black suit. Then his head transformed. Y ou guystold me his face had changed, but nothing
prepared mefor this. He no longer had shoulder length gray hair and cold blue eyes. He was now
completely bald, with angry red scars running across his dome, from front to back, that looked like
lightning bolts. But what | couldn't stop looking at was hiseyes. They were nearly white. | felt asif they
were burning holesinme.  Saint Danewasback.  Kashastood frozen with wide, stunned eyes.
"Thank you, both, so much," Saint Dane said. "I've been trying to discover the location of Black Water
for so long; it was so kind of you to show metheway.” "It'stoo late, Saint Dane," Gunny seethed.
"They'reready to cdl the gars home. Getting rid of Edict Forty-six won't do athing.”  Saint Dane
laughed. | know I've said this before, but Ihateit when Saint Dane laughs. It means he till knows more
than he'stdling. "Oh, you smple Travelers™ Saint Dane chuckled. "Y ou haven't even begun to
understand my plan. Ask your friends Mark and Courtney. Perhaps they should bethe Travelersfrom



the Earth territories, they are so much more clever thanyou.” "Leavethemaone!” | shouted. "What
they doisther decison,” Saint Dane said innocently. "The same as dl of you. Don't blame me for the
choicesthey make."  Gunny took astep backward and touched one of the crystals on the control
pand. Ingantly asharp horn sounded.  "What'sthat?' Kashaasked in surprise. "That darmwill lock
down the Center," Gunny answered. "In two minutestherell bean army of garsinhere”  "Givethem
my best, won't you?' Saint Dane said, and ran out thedoor.  Kashalooked at Gunny and me with
wide, wild eyes, saying, "Hestrapped in here, right?*  "Youcan't trgp Saint Dane,” | said.  "Wecan
try!" Kasha said, and leaped for the door.-Gunny and | followed her into the corridor. A quick look
showed the door to the greenhouse damming shut. We all ran for the door, threw it open, and jumped in.
A dark shadow swooped past our heads. We ducked as the shadow barely missed us and flew up
toward the glass ceiling. It wasabird. A huge, black bird. | had seen that bird before, so had Gunny. It
was outside the Manhattan Tower Hotel on First Earth, right after Saint Dane had |egped off the
penthouse balcony. "What isthat?' gasped Kasha. "That," | said, "iswhy werehere”  "Thereésno way
out,” Gunny said.  Asif inresponse, the giant bird shot straight for the celling. It hit the glassright above
our heads and smashed through, sending astorm of shards raining down on us. Gunny pushed us out of
the way as the glass crashed to the floor. The three of uslooked back at the ceiling to see the hole that
Saint Dane had made, and escaped through.  "What do you think hell do?' Gunny asked. "I don't
know" was my answer. "But whatever it is, it's got to do with Black Water. He's been desperate to find
it...andweled himhere" "What do Mark and Courtney have to do with this?' Gunny asked. "I
don't know that, either. I've got to go back to Second Earth. Saint Dane keeps pointing me toward them.
Wevegottafind out why." Kashaheld Yorn'sring in her furry hand. She stared at it, asif the stolen
ring could give her some answers. "Let me haveit, Pendragon,” shesaid, al business.  "Let you have
what?' | asked. Kashalooked meright inthe eye. | saw an intensity therethat made me shiver. "My
ring," shesaid. "I'd likeit now, please." | reached to my neck and pulled the cord over my head.
Dangling on it weretwo Traveer rings-mine and Seegen's. | took mine off and put it on my finger where
itbelonged. "No more pretending,” | said, and held the necklace out to Kasha.  Shelooked closely
at thering she had so calloudy tossed aside. Her father'sring. Her ring. Kashatook the necklace
reverently, threaded Y orn'sring onto it and put it over her head. She would wear them both.  Once
again, therewasaTraveler fromEdlong.  That'swhere I'm going to stop writing, guys. | finished this
journal back at Gunny's hut. Tomorrow we're going to go to the flume, and I'm going to meet you guys
on Second Earth. | don't know why Saint Dane keeps pointing me toward you, but it'stimeto find out. |
hate that he's dragging you into this. It'smy fault. If | never sent you journals, you wouldn't bein danger
right now. Seemsasif alot of thingsare my fault lately. | have no ideawhat day it isat home, or if you're
in schooal, or if you're evenin Stony Brook. But I'll find you. Y ou may not believe this after seeing what a
dope | can be, but | swear I'm going to figure out away to keep you guyssafe.  Belooking for me. I'm
cominghome. END OF JOURNAL #18 EELONG Bobby Pendragon never made it
home. Heand Gunny and Kashaleft Black Water, made the long journey back toward Leeandraand
got asfar asthetree that held the flume. They entered the smal tunnd at its base, crawled through the
vines, descended the root stairs toward the underground cavern, stepped over the pile of gar bones, and
came face-to-face... with Mark, Courtney, Spader, and Boon.  Bobby stood there in stunned silence,
not fully understanding what he was seeing. There was along, tense moment where everyone stared at
one another. It was Mark who broketheicefirst. "S-Surprise” hesaid meekly. "What are you guys
doing here?' Bobby said with dismay. "I told you not to usetheflumel”  "Wedidn't have achoice"
Courtney said.  "Why not?' Bobby shouted. "Did Saint Dane pick you up and throw you in?'  "Dont
be angry, mate," Spader said. "Listen to what they haveto say." Bobby focused on Spader. Seeing
him was dmost as surprising as seeing Mark and Courtney. " Spader! Did you bring them here?"

"Yes" Spader said. "But-"  "Theresno buts!" Bobby shouted. "Thisiswrong! Theterritories aren't
supposed to be mixed. Get them out of here before-=" " Seegen died on Second Earth," Courtney said
camly. "Wewerethere” That got Bobby'sattention. "You saw my father die?' Kasha asked.
"What happened?'  Courtney and Mark explained everything they had been through, from getting the



note to go to the flume, to Seegen's desth, to their fearing it was the poison from Cloral that killed him.
Spader explained how Mark and Courtney cameto Clora with asample of Seegen'sfur. They tested it
and confirmed it was the Cloral poison. No mistake. Finally Spader said that ten tanks of the deadly
poisonweremissng. " Seegen wasfine when heleft for the flume," Boon announced. "But he went with
Yorn, and snce Yornwasredly Saint Dane, that means"  "Saint Dane poisoned my father," Kasha
sadasif spittingitout.  "And the poisonishere on Edlong,” Courtney added. "How bad isthis
poison, Spader?' Gunny asked.  “It'sanasty-do," Spader answered. "It works on living things, turning
them deadly. Eat something infected and you'll be dead before you know you'rein trouble." He looked to
Kashaand said, "It'show my father died, too." "All those dead tangs on the farm!™ Boon exclaimed.
"That fruit didn't just go bad. Saint Dane must have been testing the poison!™  "That'swhat Seegen
thought,” Courtney said.  "What if this poison touchesaklee, or agar?' Kashaasked. "Instant
death," Spader answered. "At least, that'swhat my brainy mateson Clora tell me"  "Bobby," Mark
said, "Saint Dane said he was going to w-wipe out the gars, but there was no way he could do that just
by getting kleesto hunt them. But with this poison, he can kill thousands."  "That doesn't make sense!”
Boon interrupted. "If it's so deadly, he can't useit on the gars without poisoning the klees, too!" "So
maybe hell just poison everybody and get it over with,” Courtney suggested. "Heisabad guy, after dl.”
"No," Gunny said. "That's not how he works. He wants the people of the territories to bring about
their own destruction. All he doesis push them into making foolish choices. Hell get the kleesto usethe
poison on thegars, dl right. | don't doubt that."  "But how can he get the klees to poison so many gars
without getting poisoned themsalves?' Boon asked.  Nobody jumped in with an answer. Therewasa
long silence, then Mark said softly. "It'll beeasy." Everyonelooked a Mark. Mark cleared histhroat
and continued, "Weread it in Bobby'slast journd. | think it'swhy Saint Daneis hereright now. Thisis
the turning point of Eelong. When the radio message is sent from Black Water to Sart the Advent, every
gar on Edong will gothere”  The horrible truth suddenly became obviousto everyonein the cavern. It
was Gunny who said it out loud. "If the garsare dl in one place, then it would be nothing short of-"
"Genocide," Bobby whispered. "That'swhat Saint Dane promised. That's his plan. Genocide."
"That'sit," Gunny said, stunned. "I the klees poison Black Water after the Advent, they'll not only
wipe out the gars, they'll destroy everything the gars learned about growing enough food to feed the
territory. The kleeswill be killing off their only hope of surviva."  Bobby's head was pinning. Thiswas
al too much to believe, even for him. He sat down on theflat rock, stunned. Courtney sat next to him.
"You okay?' sheasked. "Hetold meeverything,” Bobby said, redling. "He told me what he planned
to do, like he was daring me to stop him. He even said that you and Mark figured it out."  "And we can
stop him," Courtney said. "We brought the antidote from Clora. All we haveto do isfigure out how to
useit." "You brought the antidote?' Bobby asked, surprised. "But Uncle Press said never to mix
anything between territories””  "Pressisgone, Bobby," Courtney said firmly. "Things have changed.
Y ou don't want Saint Dane to get another territory, doyou?' Bobby closed hiseyes, asif the thought
actualy hurt to beinsde his head. He jumped to hisfeet, walked to the far Side of the cavern, and
huddled down, hugging his knees. The others watched him nervoudly, not sure of what to say. Spader
made amoveto go after him, but Gunny held himback.  "Leave him be" Gunny said. "He needsto
work thisthrough."  Thetension in the cavern was intense. Nobody was sure what the next move
should be, or if Bobby could get his act together and help figureit out.  Courtney approached Kasha
and said, "I'm sorry about your father.” Kashanodded in appreciation. Mark joined them and said,
"He didn't s-suffer or anything. One second he wasfine, then hewasgone” "That's how fast the
poison works," Courtney said. "Saint Daneredlly could wipe out thegars™  "I'mfindly beginning to
understand that," Kashasaid somberly.  Every so often they'd glance toward Bobby to seethat he
hadn't moved.  Spader whispered to Gunny, "Timeswasting."  Gunny nodded and walked to
Bobby. When Bobby looked up a him, Gunny saw in hisface how troubled and confused he was.
Gunny sat next to him, and the two had an intense conversation that nobody el se could hear. Bobby
nodded often, asif he were getting sage advice from awise old friend, which is exactly what was
happening. Finally, Bobby stood up, wiped his eyes, took a deep breath, and walked back to the group.



"] want to say something,” heannounced.  The others gathered around, not sure of what to expect.
"None of uswant to be here," he began with alow voice. "If it were my cdll, wed al go home and
pretend none of this ever happened. But we can't. Some of us don't even have homesto go back to. |
don't know about you guys, but the more | learn about thisidiotic war, the more confused | get. Uncle
Press told me the number one rule was never to mix the territories. He said each territory hasitsown
history and destiny. That's the way it was meant to be,' hed always say, and | believed him. But if that's
true, how come Saint Dane doesn't know it? Why do we haveto play by therules, if hedoesn't?" As
he spoke, Bobby's voice grew more assured. The othersfelt it. Without meaning to, they all stood up a
littlestraighten  "But you know what?" he continued. "Weve besten him. More than once. He took
away most everything | ever cared about, but we beat him. He killed my uncle, but we beat him. He uses
every trick possible to confuse us, but we till beat him. And I'll tell you whét, here on E€long, we're
going to beat himagain."  Spader smiled at Courtney and winked. Things were getting interesting.
Bobby continued, "If he saysthe rules have changed, fine. That means they've changed for everybody.
Thismay not be the way it was meant to be, but it'sthe way it'sgoingto be. We're not waiting for his next
move. Weretaking thefight tohim."  "Yed" Boon shouted. "Mark, Courtney," Bobby continued.
"I'm sorry | doubted you. Y ou were right to bring the antidote here. When we save Eelong, it'll be
because of you guys” Mark beamed. Thiswas exactly the kind of moment he had been dreaming
about since he read Bobby's very first journal.  "But | want you to go home now," Bobby added. "This
isway too dangerousfor you guys.” "No!" Courtney said adamantly. It was so quick that everybody
turned to look at her. "Weve cometoo far to wuss out now. We want to see thisto the end. Right,
Mak?' Mark gulped. "Right," he said with ashaky voice.  Bobby nodded and gave them asmal
smile. "That'swhat | figured you'd say. All right, then. I'm glad you're here. You earned it.”  Courtney
beamed. Mark smiled weakly.  Bobby turned to Spader and said sharply, "Spader?’  Spader stood
up straight. He nervoudy said, "L ook, Pendragon, | know you told me to go home and wait for you but-"
"Welcome back to the show, mate," Bobby said with asmile. Spader let out arelieved breath and
said, "Itissovery good to beback.”  "Tell usabout the antidote," Bobby said.  "With pleasure,”
Spader replied. He kndlt down next to the three tanksin their black harnesses. "The agronomerstell me
the poison may be nagty, but it'sfragile. A snglewhiff of theliquid in these tankswill makeit harmless.”
Gunny asked, "How do you think Saint Dane will use the poison against Black Water?'  "From what
I'veread in Pendragon'sjournd,” Spader answered, "Black Water isingde agiant, natural bowl, right?’
"That'sright,” Gunny answered. "That's good and bad,” Spader continued. "The poisonisaliquid
gasthat clingsto anything it touches. If Saint Dane and his klee wogglies release enough of it into the air
of Black Water, the surrounding mountainswill trap it. The result? Every living thing ingde would die.”
Everyone exchanged nervous glances.  "So what'sthe good part?' Boon asked nervoudy. "The
mountains can help us, too," Mark answered. "If these canisters of antidote are released inside the bowl,
the mountainswill help keep it from blowing away and let it do itswork againgt thepoison.”  "Right,”
Spader concurred. "Thetricky partisthetiming.” "Gunny and | have aplan,” Bobby announced. "If
Saint Daneis going to attack Black Water, we've got to get the antidote there asfast as possible. Boon,
can you get five zenzens and moreweapons?'  "Say the word,” Boon answered proudly.  "Good,"
Bobby acknowledged. "Y ou're going to Black Water, tonight, with the antidote tanks. Gunny will lead
you there, dong with Spader, Courtney, and Mark. First thing Gunny will do istry to convince the gars
not to make that radio broadcast. If the rest of the gar population stays away, that's hdf the battle.”
"Why so many of us?' Courtney asked. "lt'salong way back," Gunny answered. " A lot can happen
between hereand there.”  They al knew what Gunny meant. E€long was a dangerous place. There was
no guarantee they would dl get there safely. The more people who went, the better chance they had of
somebody arriving with theantidote.  "W-What about the tangs?* Mark asked. "lsn't it kind of
dangeroustotravel a night?' "No," Kashaanswered. "Tangsdon't usudly attack at night." "Then
well get there before daybreak!" Spader offered optimisticaly.  "What about you, Bobby?' Courtney
asked. Bobby took adeep breath, asif he didn't like what he was about to say. "Please don't be
ticked," hesaid. "But | can't tell you what I'm going to do. After what happened with Yorn, | can't be



surethat one of you isn't redlly Saint Dane.”  The others broke out with surprised responses. "What?
Impossible! That can't be. You'renot seriousl”  "Saint Dane can do alot of things," Bobby said, trying
to restore order. "But I'm pretty sure he can't split himsalf in two. That means Gunny and Kashaare
clear. But asfor everybody else, | just can't take the chance. 'm sorry.”  Courtney bit her lip. Spader
smiled and shook his head. Boon laughed asif it were the most outrageousthing held ever heard.  "It's
okay, Bobby," Mark said. "You'reright."  "I'll tell you onething," Spader said. "I'm not looking forward
to wearing these rags." He held up one of the smdlly, rotten pieces of fabric that the gars called clothes.
"Dont," Bobby said defiantly. "If were throwing away the rules, we're throwing thema laway. Keep
your clothesfrom Clord.” "Now weretaking!" Courtney said withrelief.  "Areyou sure, Bobby?'
Mark asked meekly. "Absolutely,” Bobby answered.  "We should get going,” Gunny said. "Time may
beprecious” Thegroup split up, each preparing for the mission in their own way. Spader strapped on
his tank with the help of Gunny while Bobby helped Mark and Courtney gear up.  "Areyou sure about
this, Mark?' Bobby asked quietly. "If you want to go home, no harm, no foul. Y ou're dready ahero.”
Thiswas the moment of truth for Mark. He had wrestled with conflicting emotions since Bobby began
his adventure so long ago. Part of him wanted to be right there with his best friend, battling Saint Dane
and protecting Halla. 1t dl sounded so exciting. But the practical Sde of hisbrain kept reminding him that
he wasn't afighter; he wasn't athletic; and he wasn't particularly brave.  "I'm pretty scared,” Mark said.
"But I'm more scared about what'll happen if Saint Dane comesto Second Earth. One way or another,
I'm going to have to face him. It might aswell be here. Maybe we can stop him for good, before he gets
ashot a my family." "Trust us, Bobby," Courtney said. "Weregoing to do this” Bobby smiled and
sad, "l believeyou."  Courtney added, "And neither of usis Saint Dane, you dork."  Acrossthe
cavern, Boon approached Kasha. "Isit true?' he asked. "IsYorn dead?’ Kashanodded sadly and
sad, "Saint Dane changed himself to look just like him. If | hadn't seeniit for mysdf..." Shedidnt finish
the thought. "It's not that | didn't believe my father, it'sjust that, | didn't wantto." Boonsaid, "You
know what he told me? He said that when Saint Dane made his move, you'd be the oneto bring him
down. Hetold meyou'd complain, and argue, and come up with a hundred reasons not to be
involved, but he knew in the end it wouldn't be him, but you who would save Edong.”  Kashabegan to
tear up at the thought of her father. She wiped her eyes quickly and took off her necklace. Dangling from
the string weretwo rings. Shetook one off.  "Yorn'sring,” shesad. "If I'm the Traveler from E€long,
then you'rethe acolyte." She held it out to Boon. Boon took it reverently and dipped it into histunic. "I
won't let you down,” hesaid.  Gunny finished strapping Spader's tank on his back, making sureit was
snug. "How'sthat fed, Flash Gordon?' Gunny asked. " Snappy-do,” Spader replied. "Just like old
times, aye, Gunny? It'sgood to be back with you."  Bobby stepped up to the two and said, "'l guess|
don't haveto say anything. Y ou guys know how important thisis" "No worries, mate," Spader said
chearfully. "Youvegot the A teaminnow."  Gunny and Bobby exchanged looks, and smiles. They
were used to Spader's cockiness. " Then there's only one thing left to say,” Gunny announced.
"Hobey-ho, let'sgo.” "Hobey-ho!" Spader echoed. He gave Bobby a clap on the back and started for
thegtairs.  "You be careful now, shorty,” Gunny said to Bobby. "Yesh, right,” Bobby replied.
Spader cdled, "Last one back buysthe sniggers!”  "You'reon,” Bobby replied.  Gunny followed
Spader to the airs. Mark and Courtney walked up to Bobby. Mark said, "Y ou know I've been
dreaming about thisfor along time." "I know," Bobby said. "But thisis no dream, Mark. It's on. For
red." Mark gave himasmall, unsure amile. "Don't worry about us,”" Courtney said. "Only onething's
got menervous” "What'sthat?' Bobby asked. "Wheat the heck are we gonnatell our parents when
weget home?' Bobby laughed. Courtney did too. Mark's ssomach flipped.  "Like we don't have
enough to worry about?' Mark said.  Courtney leaned over and gave Bobby akiss. "Seeya," shesaid
with awink. She was ready. The two joined Gunny and Spader, and the group pushed through the
hanging vines, disappearing up the root stairway, leaving Bobby donein the cavern with Kasha.
"Wdl?' sheasked. "Areyou going to share your big secret plan?'  "Areyou in?' Bobby asked with
dead seriousness. "I meanredlyin? Becauseif you have doubts, tell menow.” Kashasaid, "l don't
understand who you are, Pendragon. Or how you got here, or what it meansto be a Traveler. But some



things are very clear to me. The kleesare going to starve. That'safact. | dso believe the gars deserve
better treatment. If the klees can be made to understand that, then | believe the gars of Black Water will
share their knowledge and help feed dl of E€long. At least that'swhat | hope. It may be our only chance
tosurvive” "I think you'reright,” Bobby said. "I still don't know what Saint Daneis," Kasha
continued. "But | now believe he'sred too. He killed my father and he killed Y orn. From what |'ve seen,
| don't doubt for asecond held use that poison to destroy Black Water. So given al that, Pendragon, |
can say with tota confidence... I'min."  "Good," Bobby said. "Sowhat'stheplan?' Bobby smiled
and said, "If werelucky, it won't matter if the others get the antidote to Black Water intime.”

"Because?..." "Becauseweregoing after Saint Dane” EELONG (CONTINUED)

"I'm not akiller,"Kashasaid as they hurried aong the sky bridge back to Leeandra. "If that's your plan
to stop Saint Dane, get another plan.”  "Give me abreak. I'm not akiller either,” Bobby assured her.
"Evenif | was, killing Saint Danewouldn't sop him."  "Explainthat, please,” Kashasaid. "Uncle
Presstold methat killing Saint Dane's body wouldn't kill his spirit. HEd just show up in another form. |
don't know how that's possible, but | believeit. Y ou've seen the way he can transform himself. Heisn't
human, | mean, gar.” "That | believe" Kashasaid. "Thethingis" Bobby continued, "when Saint
Danetargets aterritory, he doesn't do the dirty work himself. He tricks the people of aterritory to do
thingsthat'll bring about their own ruin.” " And you think he's going to convince the Council of Kleeto
usethe poison on Black Water?' "Exactly," was Bobby's answer. "So if we want to beat Saint Dane,
wevegot to beat himat hisowngame.” "Okay, how?' "What'sthe name of that viceroy guy?'

"Ranjin?"  "Right,Ranjin,"Bobby repeated. "He's the boss. Weve got to convince Ranjin it would be
disaster for E€long if they attacked Black Water." "So let me understand,” Kashasaid. "Y ou want us
to sneak into Leeandra-where we're both fugitives-get an audience with the viceroy, tell him that one of
histrusted inner circle is a shapeshifting gar demon who travel s through time and space, and convince him
that repedling Edict Forty-six and attacking Black Water would be the downfall of Eelong? That's your
bigplan?' "Everything but the demon part,” Bobby said. "I don't think hed understand that." "1 don't
think he'd understand any of it!" Kashasnarled. "We need abetter plan.”  "But that's the way Saint
Dane operates,” Bobby argued. "We've got to sart thinking likehim." "I am thinking like him," Kasha
shot back. "He thinks he's beaten us, and if that's the only plan you've got, I'm thinking he'sright.”

"Y ou have abetter idea?' Bobby asked.  Kashathought, then said, "My plan isto hope the others
get the antidote to Black Water because we sure aren't going to be any help stopping the attack."

While Bobby and Kasha hurried toward Leeandra, the otherstook a different route back to the city in
thetrees. "Well enter Leeandrathrough the wippen stadium,” Boon explained. "There are no games
tonight, it will bequiet." Thewholeway back, Mark and Courtney barely said aword. Once again
they were seeing the pages of Bobby's journas cometo life around them. Their journey acrossthe sky
bridges was lit by thousands of multicolored fireflies that drifted on the breeze, making the jungle sparkle
withlife.  "Am| dreaming?' Mark asked Courtney. "If you are, then we're having the same dream,”
Courtney answered.  Thetrip went quickly, and they arrived at atree that looked down on alarge,
grassy field that was mostly surrounded by atall fence. One sde of the fence was much taler than the
rest. It was part of thewall that surrounded Leeandra.  "What's wippen?' Spader asked.  "It'sa
game played on zenzens," Boon explained. "Two teams. Each player has astick with anet on the end.

Y ou have to scoop up aball and get it in your opponent'snet.”  "Sounds like lacrosse on horseback,”
Courtney said.  "It'stricky because there are dso gars on thefield,” Boon explained. "They can sted
the ball and tossit to their team. Or block the other team.”  "Or get trampled by zenzens," Gunny
pointed out. "It'sdangerousfor gars, yes," Boon said somberly. "Sometimesdeadly.” "Let'snot play
wippen, okay?' Mark said.  Boon cracked open alarge, corral-style door, took a peek ingdeto seeif
there were any klees around, then led the group inside and across the playing field. They kept closeto
the fence, trying not to be seen by any kleesthat might be out for some evening air, or tangs who might
be out for an evening snack. They arrived at the corra gatethat led into Leeandra.  "Wait for me here”
Boon ingructed. "I'll bring out five zenzens™  "What about wegpons?' Gunny asked. "If we're lucky,
nobody will hear us and we can go to the forager area and pick those up next,” Boon answered.



"Werein your hands,” Spader said. "Or whatever it isyou cal those furry things on the ends of your
ams."  Boon opened the corral gate and crept insde. The others waited outside, trying to beinvisible.

"I've got aproblem,” Mark whispered to Courtney.  Courtney rolled her eyesand said, "'If you gotta
go,go."  "No, | don't haveto go to the bathroom,” Mark whispered. "I've never ridden ahorse.”

Courtney gave him asurprised look. "Y ourekidding, right? Never?'  "Not unless you count getting
my picture taken on apony a my fifth birthday party...and | fell off. And now that you mention it,
Idohaveto go to the bathroom.”  "Guys," Courtney whispered to the others. "Mark can't ride.”

Gunny and Spader shot Mark alook. Mark shrugged. If there were more light, they would have seen
hisface was red with embarrassment.  Spader asked, "Y ou cant, or you think you don't know how?"

"What'sthe difference?’ Courtney asked.  "Wadll, I've never ridden azenzen, but I'm sure | can do
it," Spader said with confidence.  "And why'sthat?' Courtney chalenged. "It can't be any harder
than playing spinney-do on Clord," Spader answered. "If | canrideawild fish, | canrideatrained
zenzen." "Let'shopeso,” Courtney said. "But what about Mark? | don't think he's been doing any
wild-fish-riding lately.”  They wereinterrupted by what sounded like aloud, snarling, catfight inside the
gate. But it waslouder and angrier than any catfight heard on Second Earth. Something was happening
ingde, and it wasn't good. Someone shouted, "Stop! Right there!™ An darm horn tore through the quiet
night. The sound of pounding hooves could be heard coming toward the fence. Thetime for secrecy was
over. "Open the gates!" Gunny ordered.  Spader and Courtney threw the gates wide open as four
zenzens with saddles on their backs came charging out to the wippen field. Behind them was Boon riding
azenzen, herding theanimaslikeacowboy. "Mount up!" heshouted.  Spader ingtantly caught a
zenzen and mounted it aseasly asaspinney fish.  "Open thefar gate!” Boon ordered Spader.

Spader kicked his zenzen and took off to thefar sde of the arena. The other zenzenstried to follow,
but Boon expertly headed them off and brought them back around so the others could reach them.
Courtney was about to grab the reins of one when shefelt a sharp dap on her back, along with a
metdlicclang.Falling a her feet was an arrow. The tank of antidote on her back had saved her life.

"They're shooting at ugl" Courtney yelled.  Standing on top of the fence were several kleeswith
bows and arrows. More arrows hit the ground, sticking into the grass. One klee ydlled, "Don't shoot.
Youll hit thezenzend”  Courtney took advantage of the cease-fire and jumped for a zenzen. She
grabbed the reins and climbed aboard. She wasn't an expert rider, but she had been on horses enough to
know what to do. Boon stopped another zenzen and Gunny quickly took the reins. Being an older guy,
he wasn't as agjile as the others, but he was till able to swing hislong legs up and over to take contral.
Hetook aquick look back at the gate to the corra to seethat agroup of klees were running toward
them, swinging ropes over their headsto lasso the zenzens.  "Here they come!™ Gunny shouted.

Mark was till on foot. He wastoo far away from Gunny to jump up with him, so he made the snap
decison to try and ride. Boon corraled the last zenzen and held it for Mark.  "Let'sgo, hurry!" he
shouted. Mark grabbed the saddle and hoisted himself up. He got his chest on top and was about to
swing hisleg over when aklee threw hislasso. The rope hit the zenzen in the head. The loop missed, but
the surprised anima panicked and bolted. ..with Mark half over the saddle. The zenzen charged across
the wippen fidd, with Mark clinging onfor hislife.  "Heeedp!" he shouted as he bounced aong, barely
hangingon.  Spader had opened the gate to the jungle. Mark's zenzen ran for it. The only thing that
kept Mark holding on wasthe fear of broken bones. Gunny, Boon, and Courtney trailed behind,
helpless. Mark's zenzen charged out of the gate without dowing down. Spader kicked his zenzen
forward and galloped up next to Mark.  "I've got you, mate," Spader said as he maneuvered his zenzen
alongside. He reached out with one hand and grabbed Mark by the back of his pants. "Hang on tight,"
Spader ordered.  "Like... I... havent... been... dready?' Mark yelled back.  Spader reined his
own zenzen in, dowing them both down. The two zenzens cameto astop, but Mark didn't let go. "1 think
my hands arefused to the saddle,” hesaid.  "Unfusethem," Spader ordered. "Weve got to go."

Mark let go and did off asthe other three charged up and stopped.  "What about the weapons?”
Courtney asked. "Y ou want to go back there?' Boon asked. They al looked back at the wippen arena
to see the klees running for them, pulling out arrows, ready to shoot again.  "WEell take our chances



without them,” Gunny said.  "Up we go, Mark," Spader said. He held out his hand, Mark took it, and
Spader hoisted him up behind him.  An arrow shot by, dicing the air between Gunny and Courtney.

"Canwego now?' Courtney asked.  In answer, Boon kicked his zenzen and charged off. The
othersfollowed, barely staying ahead of thewave of arrows. It wasn't the smooth start they had hoped
for, but they were on their way to Black Water.  Bobby and Kasha climbed down the last tree before
the city and approached the tall gates on the jungle floor. "How do we get in?* Bobby asked. "I don't
know," Kashaanswered. "Thisisyour plan, remember?’  "Don't you have some secret way we can
dipinwithout anybody seeingus?’  "No." "Yourenot heping." "What can| say?I've never had
todothisbefore” Their argument wasinterrupted by the sound of an approaching wagon. Bobby and
Kashasaw that agroup of foragers was returning with their day's bounty. A single zenzen pulled arickety
wagon that was hdf full of fruit-a pitiful haul. The famine on Eelong was getting worse. Two kleesled the
wagon on foot. Two more followed. Bringing up the rear was astraggly pack of exhausted gars.

"Wak with the gars. Keep your head down," she ordered, and sprang into the bushes.  "Hey!"
Bobby yelled. Too late. She was gone. Bobby didn't have timeto think. If he didn't moveright away,
the opportunity would be gone. He quickly and quietly ran up behind the group of gars and nudged his
way into the center. None of the garslooked at him. They were too tired. Bobby put his head down and
shuffled dong, pretending to be as exhausted as the others. He peeked forward to see the giant gatesto
Leeandra opening up. Aslong as none of the klee guards recognized him as Kashas gar, hed bein.
Bobby held his breath asthey trudged through the gates. He expected an alarm to sound, or arough paw
on his shoulder pulling him back. But neither happened. The klee guards were too busy scanning the
junglein caseatang tried to rush the open gate.  Bobby kept walking with the gars until he heard the
giant doors dam shut behind him. After aquick glance to the klee foragers to make sure they weren't
watching him, he legped away from the group and hid behind athick, flowering bush. Hewasin.

"Okay, now what?' hewhigpered to himsdf.  Hisanswer cameingtantly. A dark shadow legped in
front of him, hitting the ground and nearly making him screeamin surprise. "That waseasy,” Kasha
declared. "l thought you didn't have asecret way in?' "I didn't," replied the cat. "'l crawled up the
outsde of thefence and climbed over.” "And| couldn't have donethat?' Bobby asked. Kashaheld
out her hand, showing her very sharp claws. "Not unlessyou've got aset of these”  "Good point.
Where canwefind Ranjin?'  "It'slate. He should bein hishome. Helivesin the viceroy's residence,
abovethe Circleof Klee""  Thetwo of them made their way cautioudly through Leeandra, keeping to
theshadows. "Thisisodd,” Kashasaid. "The city isempty, even for thislate hour.”  Asthey drew
closer to the tree that held the Circle of Klee, the answer to why the city was so quiet, became clear.
They heard the sounds of anoisy crowd coming fromingdethetree.  "They're having another mesting,”
Bobby said. "Isthereaway to listen in without being seen? "Maybe," Kashaanswered. They
avoided the elevator. Instead they climbed a stairway insde the tree that led to aroom behind the stage.

"Thisiswherethey dressin their robes before meetings,” Kashaexplained.  "Areyou serious?’
Bobby exclamed. "Wereinthelion'sden... forred." "Anywhere dsewed be seen," Kashasad. She
crept across the room and cautiously peered out asmall window that looked onto the circle. Bobby
joined her and saw they were quite close to the stage. The big room was once again full of klees.
Onstage was the red-robed Council of Klee ditting in their chairs. On one side sat Ranjin in his deep blue
tunic, clutching the wooden staff with the carved cat's head on top. Standing at the edge of the stage,
addressing the crowd, was Saint Dane in the form of Timber, the cat with dark brown fur, black spots
and along, perfectly combed mane.  "I've seen thetruth,” Timber announced to the crowd with
passion. "Black Water is not afable concocted by desperate gars. Itisred. And assure as| stand
before you today, the beasts who inhabit this secret lair have plans to change the future of Eelong.”

The crowd erupted angrily.  "He'snot lying,” Bobby whispered to Kasha. "The gars could change
the future of Edlong. They could saveit.” "That'snot theway Timber madeit sound.” "Exactly,”
Bobby said. "That'show Saint Daneworks."  "Ending this problem would be smple,” Timber
continued. "I'm not suggesting awar, or to put kleesin harm'sway. It would take only two kleesto
deliver thetoxic gasto Black Water while the rest of usremain herein the safety of Leeandra. The brave



kleeswould be out and back in asingle afternoon, and our way of lifewould be preserved.” The
crowd murmured in agreement.  "Thisisn't going so hot,” Bobby said nervoudy.  Ranjin, the viceroy,
stood and quieted the crowd. "Explain to me how you came upon this poison gas, Timber," hesaid. "It
was developed as afertilizer,” was Timber's answer. "The fact that it mutated into a poison was purely by
accident... afortunate accident that can mean the difference between lifeand death."  "Again, the
truth,” Bobby said. "Except that it mutated on Clord. Heleft out that little nugget of information.”  "And
using it would be the death of E€long,” Kashaadded. "Heisvery clever.”  "Forgive mefor sounding
like aweak old klee, but | have trouble ordering the extermination of so many gars,”" Ranjin continued
somberly.  "Do you have equa trouble alowing the destruction of the klee race aswe know it?"
Timber countered. "The gars are planning arevolution. If we don't act quickly, we may soon seean
animal on the Council of Kleewearing the bluerobe of viceroy." Thekleesin the crowd erupted with
howlsand shoutsof anger.  "Heredly isademon, isn't he?' Kashagasped. "Thetimeiscoming!”
Timber shouted to the crowd. "We can rid oursalves of the gar menace with asingle strike. If we take
this positive action, our children will never again be hungry, or liveinfear.”  The crowd screamed its
approval. Timber turned his back to them and looked to Ranjin, expecting aresponse. Ranjin took afew
steps toward the edge of the stage and looked out on the frenzied crowd asthey chanted, "L ee-an-dral
Lee-an-dral” Ranjin lifted hiswooden staff and the crowd quieted. "I have ruled the Council of Klee
proudly for longer than any other viceroy in the history of Leeandra," Ranjin began. "I am proud of the
work I've done, and | am grateful for the confidence you've had in me. However, | cannot give my
blessing to thiscourse of action."  The crowd murmured itsdisapprova.  Ranjin continued, "1 fed that
the mass daying of living creatures, no matter how low alife-form, goes againgt the very nature of a
civilized society. But it is clear to mefrom your reaction here today, my opinion isnot apopular one. It
makes me fed that perhapsI've grown too old to make the difficult decisions necessary to lead the klees.
Timesare changing, and I'm afraid | cannot change with them. That iswhy | am stepping down from the
position of viceroy."  Bobby and Kasha exchanged nervouslooks.  Ranjin held out hislong wooden
saff, the staff that represented the power of the Council of Klee...and handed it to Timber, saying, "l am
passing it to the next generation of leaders, and to Timber. | can only wish that the course you chooseis
thewiseone” The crowd went berserk, cheering and screaming its approval. Timber took the staff,
barely ableto contain asmile. He grasped the staff with both hands and held it over hishead in victory.
Thecrowdwasinafrenzy. "No!" Bobby hissed and moved to jJump out onto the stage.  Kashaheld
him back. "Don't befoolish,” shewhispered. "They'll tear you apart.”  Bobby pulled awvay from her and
said, "Don't you redize what happened? Ranjin just handed Saint Dane hisnext territory!”  Kasha
pulled Bobby away from the window. "Weve got to go," she ordered. "Before the Council of Klee
comes back here and-" Sheturned for the door and walked straight into... Durgen.  "I'm speechless,
Kasha," Durgen said. "'l wastold you were seen coming in here, but | didn't believe you would be so
foolish. Imagine my surpriseto find it wastrue. And with your pet gar aswell.”  "Durgen, pleaselisten
tome," Kasha pleaded. "Timber must be stopped. The gars of Black Water are civilized. They have the
ability to end our famine.”  Durgen stared at Kasha, dumbfounded. He laughed, "Y ou can't expect me
tobelievetha.” "Youveknown meforever,” Kasha continued with passion. "Weve fought side by
sde moretimesthan | can count. I'm begging you, forget what happened the last few days and listen to
me. Timber isevil. If he goesthrough with his plan to desiroy Black Weter, itll be disaster for the klees
and dl of Edlong. He must not be dlowed to rule the Council.”  Durgen shook hishead sadly and said,
"l used to know you, Kasha. It pains me to see how you've been duped by these revolutionary gars.”
"Revolutionary gars" Bobby shouted. "Wake up! If Timber wipes out the gar population, the klees
will benext!" "Security!" Durgenyelled. Instantly four klees pounced into the room. Kashatried to
bolt for the door, but three of them caught her and held her down. It only took oneto hold Bobby. "I
know how impatient you are, Kasha," Durgen said. "Your triad will bequick.” "Don't dothisl" Kasha
shouted. Y ou have such sympathy for these animas," Durgen said with atouch of venom. "I think it's
only fitting that you spend your last daysamong them.”  He nodded to the security force. They dragged
Bobby and Kasha out of theroom.  "Please, Durgen,” Kashabegged. "Timber isn't who he claimsto



be. It'sgoingto beadisaster.” "If itis" Durgen replied, "youwon't be around to seeit."  Bobby
didn't argue. He knew it was usdless. The security force dragged them out of the tree, acrossthe jungle
floor of Leeandra, and brought them to the absolute last place on E€long where Bobby wanted to be.

The gar stable where he had been held prisoner.  He and Kasha were thrown in among severa dirty
garswho huddled in the corners. For Bobby, being back in this putrid prison dashed open dl the
emotiona wounds from his previous stay. He fell to hiskneesin defeat.  "Welcome back, Pendragon!”
cameavoicefromabove. Kashaand Bobby looked up to see adark brown cat with black spots
looking down on them through the grid. It was Timber. It was Saint Dane. It wasanightmare. "It
seems as though revealing my plansto you made no difference,” Saint Dane chuckled. "The only question
now iswhat will happen first? The destruction of Black Water, or your execution?" EELONG

(CONTINUED) "You're making thisfar too easy,Pendragon,” snarled the cat who was Saint Dane.
"It'samost no fun anymore. Almogt.”  Kashalegped at the onewall, desperately trying to climb and
get a thevillain. The gars cowered in fear. They weren't used to being trapped with an angry klee. Kasha
got hafway up thewall, but gravity took over and shefell to the sonefloor, landing on her feet.  "What
areyou?' she shouted at Timber. "Why areyou doing this?*  Timber shook hishead likea
disgppointed parent. "1 sympathize with you, Pendragon. This new generation of Travelers certainly isn't
helping you much. Then again, Seegen wasn't much help ether, except to me. His map to Black Water
was exactly what | needed. | wish | could thank him. It was such apity | had to feed him that poisoned
apple before he left for Second Earth.”  Kashalet out an anguished howl! and jumped at the wall. Her
claws scraped the stone, but once again, shefell. Thistimelanding on her back with asickening thud.

Bobby knelt by her and put his hand on her back. "He'strying to get toyou,” hesaid softly.  "He's
right, my dear,” Timber said. "'l awaysknow what you Traveers are thinking. It must be quite unnerving.”
The kleerolled over on hisback and licked his paw in avery catlike manner. He wastotally relaxed and
enjoying himsdf. Bobby thought he could hear the demon purring, which totaly creeped him out.

"Don't listen to him," Bobby said to Kashacamly. "He doesn't know as much as he pretendsto.”

"Oh?" Timber said. "Was| right about your friends from Second Earth? I'm sure they're on Clora right
now, searching for the antidote."  Bobby and Kasha exchanged quick glances. Saint Dane may have
known about Mark and Courtney, but didn't know how far they had gotten.  "They'll betoo late,” the
demon klee added. "By the time they bring the antidote here, Black Water will be agraveyard and the
second territory of Hallawill be mine. After that, theré's only one thing left for me to worry about.”

"What'sthat?' Bobby asked. "I've got to decide which territory to visit next! Perhaps| should go to
Quillan. It's such an amusing place. Or maybeit'stimeto drop in on Zadaa so we can be done with that
Traveler you have such affection for...Loor." Timber rolled over and looked down on Bobby, saying, "I
don't suppose you're having second thoughts about joining me?'  "What do you think?' Bobby
snapped back, making himself clearly understood.  "Just aswdl," Timber replied with adismissve
shrug. "l wasn't making the offer. | must leave you now. After dl, I'm the Viceroy of Leeandra. | have
duties. | must prepare to deliver our welcome home gift to Black Water."  "Thisisn't over, Saint Dane,"
Bobby said through gritted teeth. "No matter what happens here, I'm not giving up.”  Timber leaned
down through the grid and broke into awide, evil grin. "Of course you aren't, Pendragon,” he hissed. "I
wouldn't haveit any other way." He straightened up and pounced off, disappearing into the night.

Bobby looked at Kasha. The confident attitude he put on for Saint Dane was gone. "We've gotta get
out of herel" he said nervoudy.  Kashajumped for the door and shouted, "Guard! Guard! | demand to
see Durgen!” A klee appeared in the window and said, ™Y ou have no right to make demands, traitor.”

K asha stepped back from the door, stunned. "Traitor?" She turned to Bobby and said, "They think I'm
atraitor." "I'msorry, Kasha," Bobby said. "That stinks, but we've got bigger things to worry about.”
He paced the cdll like a caged cat, which wasironic. Kashaonce again tried to climb the ssone wdlls, this
time with more control. Like arock climber on asteep pitch, she found crevicesto dig her clawsinto and
dowly moved higher. She made it hafway up the wall and Bobby thought she might actually makeit. But
her back foot dipped, her balance was gone, and she crashed to the ground again. "'l wish you were
the onewith claws," Kashasaid, rubbing her sore shoulder.  "Saint Dane said something at the meseting



| didn't understand,” Bobby said. "He said two klees could ddliver the poison and be back within the
afternoon. It takes afull day to get to Black Water. What was hetalking about?' "He was probably
talking about using agig," Kashaanswered. "That'swhat I'd do." "What'sagig?' Bobby asked.
Before Kasha could answer, they were interrupted by alow, humming sound.  "What'sthat?' Bobby
asked, looking around.  The sound was soft at firgt, but grew in volume. Seconds later the hum
changed to the sound of four musical notes played over and over. It was asweet little tune that sounded
to Bobby like the sound from aflute.  "Have you heard that before?’ Bobby asked. "No!"  "Then
what isit?' Theanswer came from an unexpected source. The gars who had been cowering in the
corners of the cell, stood up. Moments before, they had been groveling like animas. But once the sound
began, they seemed to transform. They stood erect, straighter than any gar Bobby had seen outside of
Black Water. Bobby and Kashamoved out of the way asthe gars walked to the middle of the cell to
form acircle. Asone, they reached into their rotten clothing and pulled out their amber cubes.  The
cubeswereglowing. "Uh-oh," Kashauttered. "Yeah, uh-oh," Bobby agreed. "It'sstarting.” The
gars held their cubes out in front of them. The warm, amber light lit up their faces asif they were standing
around acampfire. They no longer looked like frightened animals. These gars had a calm come over
them that made them seem dmogt.... human. The four notes played through afew more times, then
stopped. The cdll fdl silent asthe light from the cubes grew brighter. A few moments passed, and avoice
came from the cubes. It was thefirgt radio broadcast on E€long. It wastheturning point.  "Thetime has
come," thefriendly, femaevoicesaid. "Sdvationisat hand." Therewasalong pause. The gars sared
at the glowing cubes. Bobby and Kasha stood in the shadows, watching withwideeyes.  Thevoice
sad, "Usethelink. Listen to my words and follow my voicehome."  Mark bounced on the back of
Spader's zenzen asthey traveled dong arocky path in the woods. They were right behind Gunny, who
wasin the lead since he knew the way to Black Water. It was atotally uncomfortable ride for Mark
because Spader had the tank on his back and it pushed him even farther back on the haunches of the
zenzen. Mark held on to Spader's tank with both hands, with hislegs stretched out over the widest part
of the creature. He wasn't even sitting in asaddle. Mark didn't want to complain. After all, hewasthe
onewho didn't know how to ride. But after balancing like thisfor several hours, he was ready to scream.
"Can we stop for asecond?’ Mark finaly called out.  Gunny pulled his zenzen to astop at the end of
thetrall before it opened into a clearing. The others stopped behind them.  "What's up?' Courtney
asked. Mark jumped off and walked around to get his blood flowing again. "I don't mean to
complain,” hesaid. "But | fed like awishbone trying to balance on abouncing basketbal.” Boon said,
"I don't have atank, you should ridewithme"  "Gladly," Mark said. He rubbed hislegsonelast time,
then climbed up on the back of Boon's zenzen. "Thanks," Mark said. "Thisll work."  They were about
to continue riding when Spader said, "Wait, what's that sound?' They dl listened. "Soundslike aflute,”
Mak sad. "Therésafaming village ahead,” Gunny announced.  They trotted their zenzens out of
the woods and across the clearing until Gunny held his hand up, stopping them. Ahead they saw what
looked like aswarm of giant fireflies hovering afew feet off the ground. More lights dropped down from
the trees and joined them. Asagroup, the lights moved toward thetrail.  "What isit?' Boon asked.
"It's the beginning of the end,” Gunny said soberly. A closer look showed that the lights weren't
firefliesat dl, but dozens of glowing, amber cubes being carried by gars who were climbing down from
thetreesto join the others aready onthepath.  "Link has been activated,” Gunny said. "The Advent
hasbegun.” "The...that meansthey're headed for Black Water," Mark exclamed. "Thegarsback in
Leeandramust be doing the samething,” Courtney added.  "How do they know the way?" Spader
asked. "Thelink cubes," Gunny answered. "They glow brighter when faced toward Black Water."
"Likeacompass," Mark added. "It'ssogmple” "Thefuseislit,” Gunny said softly. "Now that the
garsareon their way, theré's no telling when Saint Dane will unleash thepoison.”  "But they're not there
yet," Spader exclaimed. "Let's pick up the pace, mates!" Spader kicked his zenzen forward and galloped
aong thetrail. Gunny and Courtney followed right behind him. 'Y ou comfortable?’ Boon asked Mark.
"No," Mark answered truthfully. "So let's get there fast, okay?'  Mark hugged the furry klee, and
Boon kicked his zenzen into motion. The goal was clear. They had to beat the garsto Black Water.  In



the prison cell, the gars erupted into cheers and hugged one another asif they had just won the World
Series. Some were weeping with joy. Bobby and Kashastayed in the shadows. "I don't know what
they're so happy about,” Bobby said. "They'rejust asstuck in hereasweare” Thegar celebration
ended, but their adventure was just beginning. Asif they had been rehearsing thisfor along time, they put
away their amber cubes and went to work. Severa quickly formed a human pyramid against one wall
that reached up toward the ceiling. With practiced precision, they climbed on top of one another, higher
and higher, until two gars reached the bamboo grid. Bobby and Kashawatched in fascination asagar on
the ground pulled out aloose stonein the floor to reved acache of sharp tools. The gar handed them up
the pyramid to the gars on top. Quickly the top gars began sawing through the bamboo grid.  "They
were planning this," Kashadeclared. "You think?' Bobby shot back with atouch of sarcasm.  The
bamboo bars were cut through in seconds. With a couple of quickcracks,two barsfel to create an
opening big enough for asingle gar to crawl through. One gar poked his head up through the opening to
theoutsdeand... "Hey!" cameashout from above. "Get back inthere!" It wasaklee guard. But
the gar was ready for him. With incredible speed and the advantage of surprise, the gar grabbed the klee
and pulled him down through the opening in the grid. The surprised guard plummeted down into the cdll
head first. He hit the stonefloor hard.  Bobby winced.  The klee guard rolled over, moaning. The
gars on thefloor quickly jumped him and took hiswooden club and lasso. Bobby looked back to the
ceiling to see that the gars who had been on the top of the pyramid were gone. They had escaped. The
rest climbed down quickly. "Now what?' Kashaasked. An alarm sounded. Outside the cell could
be heard the sounds of confusion. Whistles were blown. Klees snarled angrily.  "Sounds like those two
garsare getting busy," Bobby said.  The garsin the cell gathered around the door asif they knew
exactly what was going to happen next. A second later the door to the cell dammed open and aklee
guard was thrown into the room, unconscious. The garsdidn't waste any time. They fled from their putrid
prison, taking their first sepstoward freedom.  "We're outta here!" Bobby announced and ran for the
door. Kashawas right behind him. They jumped out of thecell...  And into ariot. The same escape
that the gars pulled off in Bobby's cell was being duplicated throughout the anima pens. Bobby and
Kasha saw cell doors being thrown open al around the courtyard. Gars streamed out, screaming like
banshees to intimidate their klee captors. It wasn't hard. The gars outnumbered the kleesten to one.
Some brave kleestried to fight, but they were overwhelmed by the charging gars asthey ran for the
corra doorsthat would lead them to the zenzen pensand out of thisprison.  "We should find Ranjin,”
Bobby said. "Maybe thiswill convince him to becomethe viceroy againand-" "No," Kasha
interrupted. "We're past that. We've got to get to the forager operation center.”  "Why?' Bobby asked.

Before Kasha could answer, asquad of klees came charging into the courtyard with a huge net, trying
to recapture some gars. Several gars were caught in the net, but they weren't giving up without afight.
These were no longer docile animals. They had been waiting along time for their chance at freedom and
weren't about to give it back easily. They tore at the netting, trying to get at the klees, who did their best
to contain them. The klees desperately pulled on the net, but the gars refused to be controlled. They tore
the netting away from the klees and turned it back on the cats, tying up the frightened cats and trapping
them in their own net. With acheer of victory, the garsran for the corral doors.  "Follow me," Kasha
ordered and ran for the same doors. She kept to the walls to avoid the mayhem. Bobby was right behind
her. When they ran through the doorsinto the zenzen corrd, they were confronted with another form of
chaos. Gars were steding zenzens. They had thrown open the paddock and released dl of the horselike
animalsinto the corrd. Frightened and confused animals barreled around wildly. Gars legped for them.
The lucky oneslanded on a zenzen's back and took control. The unlucky ones missed and got trampled
by theterrified animas.  Again the kleeswere outhumbered. They came at the gars with their wooden
clubs and with whips, but ended up getting jumped by severa gars and beaten with their own wegpons.
The gars were on arampage. Bobby wasn't sureif they were motivated by the chance to escape, or by
the desperate need for revenge. Probably both. It was afrightening madhouse. He and Kashatried as
best asthey could to steer clear of the mayhem and get across the pen and out to Leeandra. But they
were like sdlmon swimming upstream. Hundreds of gars were flooding in the opposite direction.



Bobby and Kasha faced different dangers. Bobby needed to avoid the kleeswho were trying to
recapture gars, and Kasha had to keep away from the gars who wanted to hurt any klee they ran into.
Kasha crept past an open zenzen stall. Bobby was following close, and just as he was about to passthe
same pen, afrightened zenzen charged out, nearly hitting him. He had to dive back or get trampled. He
wasn't hurt, but when he looked up, Kashawas gone. She had kept going, not realizing Bobby wasn't
following. "Swéll," Bobby grumbled under his breath. He ran for the gate to Leeandra, but got only a
few feet when he was tackled from behind. He was dammed down to the ground, sending up a cloud of
dust. He scrambled around to look up at his attacker and saw that staring down on him, pinning his
shoulderswith hismassive paws, was Durgen.  "Heresone gar I'll make surewon't get away," he
snarled while lifting his paw into the air. His claws were out and ready for business. Durgen wound up,
ready to dash, when astreaking blur appeared and knocked the klee off Bobby. Bobby scrambled away
and jumped to hisfeet. He was sure he had been saved again by Kasha. But when he looked back, he
saw that his savior wasn't the klee Traveler. It was agar. Two more gars jumped Durgen and tied him up
with hisown lasso. Thefirst gar backed away from the trussed cat and looked a Bobby.  "Thank you,"
thegar said. Bobby didn't know how to react. Why was this gar thanking him? He had saved Bobby's
life, not the other way around. The gar stood opposite Bobby, breathing hard. This seemed strangely
familiar to Bobby. A second later he remembered why. Thiswasthe gar Bobby had been forced to fight
for the amusement of the handlers. Bobby let him live. Now the gar had returned thefavor.  "Go
home," Bobby said.  The gar clapped him on the shoulder and said, "Black Water." He ran degper into
the zenzen corra. Bobby never saw himagain.  Bobby left Durgen and ran toward the gate into
Leeandra. The wooden doors had been torn down by the rampaging gars. Bobby ran into the city to see
that the orderly world of the klees had been turned onitsear. Severd hutsin the treeswereon fire. Gars
were flooding down by the hundreds, screaming with joy. A few kleestried to contain them, but most
had given up and kept to the trees and out of the way. There was no stopping thisflight to freedom.
Some gars pushed toward the zenzen corral, but most joined the flood toward the giant gates of
Leeandra. There were so many gars, it looked to Bobby like the start of the New Y ork City Marathon.

"What happened?' Bobby heard, and spun to see Kasha standing there. "I thought you were behind
me." "I thought you ditched me," Bobby shot back. "“C'mon," Kasha ordered, and took off running,
deeper into the city. Bobby followed, running hard to keep up. At first it was tough because of dl the
fleeing gars. But soon the crowd thinned and they were able to move quickly. Kashaled himto atree
where they jJumped into an elevator and shot up.  "Where are we going?' Bobby asked. "The
forager operation center,” Kashaanswered.  "Okay, why?'  "You want to stop Saint Dane?' Kasha
asked. "Wdl, yeah." "Thisiswherewell doit." Bobby didn't question her again. Hefigured the
answers would come soon enough. The eevator brought them up to ahigh point in the tree and dropped
them off at another circular balcony. ™Y ou're the one who figured it out, Pendragon,” Kashasaid. "l
did?" "Youremembered that Saint Dane promised the council that two klees could deliver the poison
to Black Water and be back within the afternoon. Asfar as| know, there's only oneway that's possible.

Kashaled him along the balcony until they came upon atdl, arched door.  "Right! You said it wasa
0ig," Bobby said. "What doesthat mean?' Kashasaid, "A gigisatool the foragers use when we go to
aremote part of thejungle. With agig we have accessto places it would be too dangerousto go on foot,
or even to bring gars. It'sthe only way | know of to get out and back quickly to aplace asfar away as
Black Water." "Okay," Bobby said. "What'sagig?' Kashapushed open the large door and
stepped back for Bobby to enter. Bobby peered into the huge, hollow tree to see aroom that wasfive
timesaslargeasthe Circleof Klee.  "Oh man," Bobby breathed in awe. "Y ou'reright. Thisis exactly
how he'sgoingtodoit" Facing Bobby in neatly spaced rowswas a squadron of small, two-seater
vehicles. Helicopters. EELONG (CONTINUED) "No way!"Bobby exclaimed ashe
stepped into the cavernous room that was the helicopter hangar. "Y ou guyscanfly?'  "Gigs have been
around forever," Kashaexplained. "They'resmple, redly.” Bobby examined thefirst gig he cameto.
The body looked like a bumper car from an amusement park, only narrower. There were two seatsin an
open cockpit, sde by side. The body itself looked to have been molded out of anatural resin materia



that was hard, like plastic. The craft was adeep yellow color. Haf of the gigs were the same yellow and
the rest were adeep, forest green. Rising up from behind the cockpit like atriple umbrellawere three
rotors. The blades of each were only afew feet across, rather than asingle, large rotor like Second Earth
helicopters. There were two more small rotors on either side of the body, below the cockpit. Each of
these rotors was encircled by aring of the same hard, resn materid that the body was made out of.

"Nowheels?' Bobby asked. "Rollers” Kashasaid, and gave the gig apush. Thelight little craft
moved forward afew feet. "It's powered by the sametype of crystalsthat light the city.” She pointed out
two clear, crystal panelsthat were built into the body in front of the cockpit, and behind. She reached
into the cockpit and squeezed a handlein front of the right seat. "L ook to the front,” shesaid.  Bobby
looked to see a st of pincer claws attached below the rounded nose-they looked big enough to grab a
good-size pumpkin. As Kasha squeezed the handle, the pincers opened and closed like alobster claw.

"We can pluck fruit from the highest treetops and drop it in a container hanging underneath.”  "Isnt it
kind of ...dangerous?’ Bobby asked. "It's safer harvesting with agig than fighting off tangs. Except we
can't carry asmuch asawagon, so it'snot dwayspractical.”  "Can you fly thisthing?' Bobby asked.

"All theforagers can. There's only one problem with the gigs. The crystals can't store enough solar
energy to spin the blades. So we can only fly duringtheday.” Bobby looked to the far Sde of the
hangar where there was a huge opening that looked out onto the forest. A large platform was built out
from the tree, where Bobby figured the gigs were launched. But what he focused on wasthe sky. It was
turning from black to deep blue. Daytimewascoming. "I think thisishow they'll doit," Kashasaid
somberly. "Two klees can fly over Black Water with the Cloral poison attached to the front. It would be
sampleto fly down low over the village and dump it. Wedo it dl the time with fertilizer over farms. Black
Water would be destroyed before they made the turn to comeback.” "And Saint Dane and the klees
could stay here al safe and comfortable while an entire racewaswiped out."  "With therest of Eelong
soonto follow.”  Bobby took afew steps toward the giant hangar door and looked out at the
early-morning sky. "They can't fly until it getslight?"  "Exactly, which meanswe don't have much time,"
Kashasaid. "Todowhat?' She gestured to the neat rows of helicopters and said, " Sabotage.”

Gunny looked ahead to see the faint outline of the mountainsthat held Black Water. That wasthe
good news. They were getting close. The bad news was that he could see them at dl. It meant daytime
was coming and with it, the chance of atang attack. They had been riding through the night, constantly
coaxing the zenzensto gallop, trying to beet the gars who were making their way to Black Water. The
animaswere at the point of exhaustion and so weretheriders. It wasagrueling journey.  "Ho!™ Gunny
shouted, and pulled his zenzen to a stop. Soon the others galloped up and stopped. They were at the
point where the jungle began to grow sparse and give way to dry, rocky terrain.  "It'sgoing to be light
soon," Gunny announced. "Thisisour last chanceto takeabreak." "Gladly!" Courtney shouted and
hopped off her panting zenzen. "'I've been bouncing so much | think I'm two inches shorter.”

Everybody dismounted and stretched. "How much farther, Gunny?* Mark asked as he did adeep
kneebend to get thecirculation back.  "At thispacel'd say well hit thetrail into the mountainsin about
an hour. Then maybe another hour from there until wereinsde Black Water."  "We're going to make
it!" Spader exclaimed. "Saint Dane won' attack until the gars get there and we're way ahead of them.”

"Maybe," Gunny said. "We don't know what he'splanning.”  Boon added, "And were not there
yet." "Hobey!" Spader exclamed. "Let'sbe postive” "Okay," Boon said. "I'm positive we're not
thereyet." Spader laughed and said to Boon, "I like you, mate. When thisis over | want to show you
Clora." "You sureabout that?' Courtney asked. "Can kleesswim?'  "No, we can't,” Boon
answered. "Would | haveto swimif | wentto Clora?"  Courtney, Mark, and Spader exchanged
glances, and burst out laughing.  "What's so funny?' Boon asked, confused.  Spader answered,
"Maybe atrip to Clorad's not such agood idea after all-"  The attack came without warning. A tang
legped from some low bushesjust off thetrall. It had crept as close as possible before making its move.
Itstarget... wasMark.  "Ahhh!" Mark screamed as the beast jJumped on his back, throwing him to the
ground. Thelizard opened its mouth and lunged. But instead of soft flesh, the tang got amouthful of
broken teeth when it clamped on the stedl tank.  Boon leaped and tackled the lizard like alinebacker.



With one quick move, he lashed at the surprised tang's throat with his sharp claws. The tang didn't stand
achance. Spader swooped in and pulled Mark to hisfeet. "You al right, mate?" Mark's eyeswere
wide with fear. He was breathing fast, but ableto nod and say, "Y-Yeah." "Back on the zenzens!"
Gunny ordered.  Gunny and Courtney mounted up while Spader helped Mark climb onto Boon's
animal. They al looked back toward Boon. What they saw made them turn away just as quickly. Boon
was backing away from the dying tang, his paw glistening with blood. Tang blood.  "Boon!" Courtney
ydled. "Cmon."  Boon kept his eyes on the tang to make sure it didn't jump up and fight to its last
breath. A sharp hiss of exhaation told Boon he needn't bother. The tang wasfinished. The entire event
took no more than twenty seconds.  "I...I've never killed atang before,” Boon said with aquivering
voice. Hewastruly shaken. Y ou picked the right timeto Start,” Spader said. "Y ou saved usdl."

"Pull yoursdlf together, Boon," Gunny said with authority. "It's getting light and there are more tangs
where that came from. No more stops until Black Water. Y ah!" He kicked his zenzen and galloped off.
Courtney wasright behind and Spader behind her.  Boon climbed onto the zenzen in front of Mark and
grabbedthereins.  "Th-Thank you,” Mark said. "You saved my life”  "Thank melater,” Boon
replied, still alittle shocked. "We're not doneyet.”  Boon kicked the zenzen, and they galloped after the
others.Smash!  Kashaused aheavy meta tool to crack the crystal power source on the front of agig.
She dug out the broken pieces with the clawlike device, then moved to the back and smashed the rear
crystal. Bobby had his own tool and was doing the same to another gig. It was adow process because
the crystal was diamond hard. They had been working for nearly haf an hour and had sabotaged only ten
gigs. "It'sgetting lighter," Bobby announced as he looked out the hangar door. The sky was getting
bright. Daylight painted the treetops. It was going to be anice, clear day, unfortunately. "Keep
working," Kashaordered. "We don't know when they planto-"  They both heard the door opening at
the same time. Kasha and Bobby ducked down behind a gig and looked to the hangar door. Two klees
entered, looking relaxed and casud.  "Y ou piloted the last two missions,” one klee complained. "It's my
turnin the command chair.”  "Who'sthe senior forager here?' the second klee asked patiently.

"Wdll, you, but-"  "And who's responsible for the success of thismisson?'  "Okay, you are,
except-"  "Thisishistory!" the second klee said. "When they write about this day, nobody's going to
remember who was in the command chair. They're only going to remember that two hero klees saved
Edong." "Redly?' thefira kleeaskedwithabigsmile. "Yes, redly,” the second answered.

"Yeah, well, | dill think it'smy turn,” thefirst kleecomplained.  "Livewithit," the senior forager
snagpped back.  Thetwo kleeswent to the front row and pushed ayelow gig out of line toward the
edge of the launch platform. It was one of the helicopters that Bobby and Kasha hadn't yet sabotaged.

"I know them," Kashawhispered. "They'rethetwo best flyerswehave”  "Figures,” Bobby said,
deflated.  Three more klees entered the hangar. Thefirst wasthe new viceroy of Leeandra, Timber...
Saint Dane. He was followed by two kleeswho struggled to carry a shiny, golden tank. It was the size of
the propane tank Bobby'sdad had used to fuel their barbeque at home. The tank must have been heavy,
because it took two kleesto carry it. They got to the end of arow of gigs, turned the corner, and one
klee caught the back of hisleg on asiderotor. It threw him off balance, and hefell.  "Look out!" the
kleecaled ashelet go of thetank. "Help!" the second kleesaidinapanic.  Timber reacted with
incredibly quick reflexes. He spun around and caught the tank just before it hit the floor. The other klees
gtood frozen, holding their bresths.  "Sorry," thefdlen klee said sheepishly.  "Sorry?" Timber
repeated. "Y ou nearly killed every kleein Leeandraand dl you cansay is...'sorry*?"  Theklee looked
down, ashamed. "Leave,” Timber commanded. The clumsy klee skulked away. Timber carried the
tank therest of theway himsdlf. "I think we dmost died,” Kashawhispered.  "If that'sthe Clord
poison, we ailmost did," Bobby agreed.  The two crawled cautiously forward to get a better look at
what the klees were doing. They watched as the two pilots took charge of the golden tank and attached
it to the pincer claws on the front of their yellow gig. They ran black tubing from the tank and attached it
to thebody beneath. "They're setting it up like they're going to spray fertilizer over crops,” Kasha
whispered.  "Or death over Black Water," Bobby whispered somberly.  When the job was finished,
the two pilots stood at attention in front of their new viceroy. ™Y ou must fly into thewind,” Timber



ingtructed. "Comein close to the rim of the canyon, drop down low, and rel ease the chemical. One pass
will be enough. Do not circle back or you will meet the same fate as the savages below. Understood?!
"Yes. Understood,” the pilotsanswered.  Timber continued, "Once you have passed over Black
Water, set your sights on the garsthat are traveling toward the mountains.” Timber chuckled and added,
"They think they have saved themselves by fleeing from Leeandra, but dl they've doneis separate
themsalves from the klees so we can cut them down more efficiently.”  The klees chuckled at theirony.
Timber held out amap. Seegen's map. "The mountain rangeisvag,” heingtructed. "Follow thismap
precisaly or you'll missyour target.”  The copilot took Seegen's map and said, "Don't worry, Viceroy.
I'll get usthere." He folded the map and put it insde histunic.  "After your misson, you will forever be
heroesin the minds of klees everywhere," Timber said. "I thank you, and your fellow kleesthank you."
"Thelight ishigh enough,” the commander said. "Wecanfly right away.” "Not yet," Saint Dane said.
"We want to make sure that most of the gars have reached thekilling ground.”  Bobby felt his stomach
tighten. They were talking about mass murder as casudly asif they were discussing sports.  "Beready,”
Saint Dane said as heturned to leave. "'l will return to send you off momentarily.” The other klee followed
him out, leaving the pilots aone. Thetwo pilotsrelaxed and smiled.  "We're going to be heroes!" the
copilot shouted with giddy enthusiasm. "Will we get medas?'  "Don't start writing any speechesyet,"
the commander said as he climbed aboard the gig. He sat in the left-hand, pilot's seet. "Let'sfly the
mission firs." Hetoggled three switches and shouted, "Clear!"  The copilot took a step back from the
gig. With alow whine, the three overhead rotors began to turn. In no time they were up to speed and
whirring softly. Bobby was surprised a how quiet they were. They sounded more like powerful fansthan
the helicoptersback home.  "Now's our chance," Kasha said as she crept forward.  "Whoa, to do
what?' Bobby asked. "To sted the gig, of course," she said, and tossed her lasso at Bobby. "Take out
the copilot,” she ordered, and sprang from their hiding place. Bobby caught the lasso awkwardly and
followed her. "Take out the copilot?' he said to himself quickly. "Yeah, right." AsKasharan, she
reached into her belt pouch to retrieve her lethd disks. The klees had no ideawhat was coming. Kasha
slently flung thefirgt disk, hitting the commander square in the shoulder. He screamed and looked around
with surprise.  Bobby ran for the copilot, having no ideawhat he was going to do. He had never
thrown alasso in hislife. He clutched the rope near the three bals. The confused copilot wasturning to
look back at what dl the screaming was about. Bobby figured this was his one shot at catching him by
surprise. Heflung thelasso. The three bals flew toward the copilat, catching him on the legs and tripping
him up. It was the best Bobby could have hoped for.  Kasha quickly threw another disk at the
commander and caught him in the other shoulder. The stunned klee struggled to power up the gig, but he
was too late. Kasha pounced. She yanked him out of the craft and threw himto theground.  Bobby
didn't know what to do next. He grabbed one end of the lasso and tried to run around the copilot in a
desperate attempt to tie up hislegs. It was alame effort. The copilot quickly got hiswits back and lashed
at Bobby with his claws. Bobby dove away, barely missing being diced. He was helpless againgt this
deadly cat. Kashascrambled into the gig. She was hdfway in and dready throttling up. Therotors
hummed fagter, blasting wind acrossthe platform.  "Stop her!” theinjured commander shouted. The
copilot forgot about Bobby and legped for Kasha.  "Kasha, look out!" Bobby yelled.  Too late.
Kashass attention was on the gig controls. She wasn't prepared for the attack. The copilot yanked her out
of the seat and with amighty heave, sent her spiraling backward toward the edge of the platform.
Bobby grabbed the lasso and bolted for her. Ontherun, hetossed thebals.  "Kasha" heyelled.
Kasha grabbed wildly at the lasso as the balls flew past her and caught the rope. Bobby planted and
held on to the other end, ready to be yanked, praying he could hold on. The rope went tight and Bobby
dug hishedsin. Kasha pulled back and was saved only two steps before tumbling over the edge. Bobby
pulled her back onto the platform, safe. They were ingtantly hit with ablast of wind. They both looked up
intimeto seethe gig lifting off, with the copilot at the controls. The side rotorsthat had been pardld to
the ground, rotated until they became perpendicular. They whined to life, and the gig shot forward, right
for Bobby and Kasha. The two dove for the deck asthe gig shot over their heads, barely clearing them.
The small helicopter sailed out over the city of Leeandra, throttled up, and wasgone.  Kashaand



Bobby lay together on the platform, out of breeth, Staring & the little helicopter asit grew smaler inthe
digance. Kashasad, "Do you think the otherswill makeitintime?' "I don't know," was Bobby's
honest answer.  Kashalooked back at the rows of gigs. Bobby saw her eyes sparkle, asif shewere hit
withanidea. "Pull agigout here now!" she ordered while getting to her feet.  "What? Why?' Bobby
asked. "Weregoing after him."  Bobby didn't dlow himsdf to think of dl the reasonswhy thiswasa
bad idea. Heran to the first gig he saw, agreen one. He made sureits crystals were intact, then rolled it
out onto the platform. When he got near the edge, he saw that Kasha had tied the klee commander up
with herlasso.  "Why, Kasha?' the pilot asked. "Thisistreason!”  "Killing the garswill mean killing
off Edlong,” Kashaanswered. "Timber knows it-that's why he wants to wipe them out.” She looked to
Bobby and ordered, "Get in."  Bobby obediently sat in the right, copilot seat. Kasha settled into the
pilot's seat and toggled the power switches. The overhead rotorsbeganto turn.  "That'sinsane. Why
would he do that?' the klee commander asked.  "Because hesamongter,” Kashaanswered. "1 swear
toyou, it'strue” Therotorswhined faster and thelittle craft shook. "How do you know?" the klee
asked. "l'vebeento Black Water," she answered. "The gars can save E€long, but only if | can stop the
poison from being dropped.” "Canyou?' Bobby asked. "Well find out, won't we?' Kasha said, and
grabbed the joystick between the two seats. She twisted the handle, the rotors whined, and with adight
bump, the gig lifted off. Bobby ingtinctively held on to the Sde for support. The craft hovered afew feet
above the platform. Kashatoggled a switch and Bobby looked down to see the side rotors rotate into
position. Bobby redized that the overhead rotors gave the gig lift, but the side rotors moved them
forward. "Ready?' Kashaasked. "Always," Bobby answered. Kasha pushed the joystick
forward and the gig shot off the platform, high over Leeandra, in pursuit of the killer gig.
EELONG (CONTINUED) The sunbelt had clearedthe horizon. It wasfull daylight on E€long.
The riders bringing the antidote tanks to Black Water were close to the end of their journey. They had
made it to the rocky, switchback trail that snaked up the sde of the steep mountain. Gunny was still in the
lead, followed by Boon and Mark, then Courtney and Spader. They were nearly at the crevice that
would lead them to the crater of waterfalls. Every rider was exhausted, sore, and il terrified that
another tang would attack, but the higher they climbed the more they felt asif Spader was right-they had
madeit. Looking back down into the barren valley they had just galloped through, they could see the
beginnings of the first wave of garsthat were ill far behind, hoursfrom Black Water.  "We're nearly
there," Gunny called back to the others. "It's time to think about what were going to do once we arrive.”
"How about a Jacuzzi?* Courtney shouted. "My butt'skilling me" Nobody laughed. "Just
kidding," sheadded. "Boon, stay closeto me," Gunny said. "They don't trust klees"” "Understood,”
Boonsad. Gunny wasfirst to arrive at the split in the rock that led to the narrow fissure in the
mountain.  "Thisisit!" Gunny exclamed. "Stay in anglefile. Well tak ontheother end.”  Gunny
entered the crevice. Boon and Mark were right behind. But asthey entered the fissure, something
spooked Boon's zenzen. The animd reared up on its hind legs, whinnying out acomplaint. Mark grabbed
tight around Boon's middle, or hewould havefalen off. "Whoa! Easy therel" Boon coaxed.
"What's the matter with him?' Mark asked. "I don't know. Maybe he doesn't like tight spaces.”
Boon regained control and steered his zenzen into the crevice. Courtney followed, then Spader. They
traveled aong the tight corridor, trying their best not to scrape their knees against the rocky walls. Boon
was having atough time keeping his zenzen under control. The anima kept shying, not wanting to go
father. "Thisismaking menervous" Mark said.  Courtney started to have problemswith her zenzen
aswdll. Theanima stopped dead in itstracks, refusing to take another step. "C'mon!™ she commanded.
"Giddyap. Let'sgo." Theanimal didn't budge. Boon and Mark kept moving. Spader stopped behind
Courtney and said, "They might be tired. We've been riding them pretty hard.”  "I'mtired too,"
Courtney said. "Y ou don't see me resting. C'mon, zenzen, we're dmost there!" She gavetheanima a
kick, but the zenzen stood firm.  Mark turned around to see they were leaving Spader and Courtney
behind. He cdled back, "Maybeif you got off and waked him, hewould follow-"  Something hit Mark
onthetop of hishead. It didn't hurt, it was only asmall pebble that had fallen from above. But it was
enough to make him look up to see where it came from. What he saw nearly made him fal off the zenzen.



Looking down on them from high above was aband of tangs. At first Mark was so stunned, he
couldn't speak. But when he saw the tangs pushing large boulders close to the edge, his brain kicked
back intogear. "TANGS'" heshouted. Thetangs pushed the bouldersover.  Everybody looked
up to see an avalanche bouncing down the steep walls toward them. One boulder careened right for
Mark. He leaned forward into Boon and the boulder barely missed hitting him in the head, but it bashed
into the tank strapped to his back, knocking him off balance. He started to fall off the zenzen, but Boon
grabbed him.  Gunny shouted, "Movel" He kicked his zenzen and galloped through the narrow crevice
to escape the rockdide. Boon and Mark shot after him. Their zenzen took off so fast that Mark nearly
fell off again. More boulders crashed down. Courtney didn't know what to do. If her zenzen decided to
go forward, they'd be crushed by the avalanche. But there was no reverse on a zenzen. She was trapped.

"Jump off!" Spader ordered.  Too late. The boulders hit the ground in front of them, causing
Courtney's zenzen to rear up. Courtney wasn't ready for that, and she tumbled off the animd, hitting the
ground, tank first. The hard tank dug into her back, making her squed with pain. Spader jumped off to
help her scramble away from the tumbling boulders.  The tangs continued pushing heavy stones down
on them, but that wasn't the worst problem. Courtney's zenzen was out of control. It kept rearing up in
the narrow space, whinnying and ssomping in fear asthe boulders crashed down in front of it. Courtney
and Spader were in way more danger of being ssomped by the frantic zenzen than hit by aboulder. The
animal reared up, twisted its body, and came down facing Spader and Courtney.  "Get up!™ Spader
yelled, and pulled Courtney to her feet. The zenzen charged, desperate to escape from the avalanche.
Spader pushed Courtney roughly to the sde. They flattened themselves against the rock wall, bracing to
be dammed by the rampaging zenzen. The anima brushed by them and ran straight into Spader's zenzen!
Both anima s wrestled and whinnied. Spader's zenzen went up on itsback legs, using itsfront legsto
defend itself. Spader and Courtney were trapped between two huge boxing animals on one side, and an
avalanche of bouldersonthe other.  Courtney's zenzen would not be denied. It fought through Spader's
zenzen, knocking the poor animal onto its back, and galloped back toward the entrance of the crevice.
Spader's zenzen kicked franticaly at theair. It finaly rolled over onto itsfeet, with its head pointed
toward the entrance. Once the animal redlized it was back in contral, it took off, leaving Spader and
Courtney donein the crevice... with more boulders thundering down on them. Dust was everywhere,
mekingithadtosee. "Wehaveto movel" Spader shouted over theroar of faling rocks. Courtney
nodded. She had her wits back. She and Spader backed off, away from the danger zone, out of harm's
way. Moments later it was over. The thunderous, grinding sound stopped. Spader and Courtney, bruised
and cut, stood still, waiting for the thick cloud of dust to settle. "It wasatrap,” Courtney said,
coughing. "They werewaiting to drop thoserocksonug!”  "Nowaorries," Spader announced. "They
missed.” Thedust settled, reveding asight that was hard for even Spader to put a positive spin on.

"Yeah, they missed al right," Courtney said in ashaky voice. "But | don't think they were trying to hit
us"  So many boulders had fallen, the crevice was completely sedled off. There was no way Courtney
and Spader could follow the others. Black Water had been cut off from therest of E€long.  "Now what
dowedo?' Courtney asked.  That's when they heard one more sound. It was asif one more boulder
had fallen. But thisonewas behindthem.  "Uh-oh," Courtney said. "Arethey gonnatry to trap usin-"

Courtney and Spader dowly turned around to seethat it wasn't aboulder that had fallen. It wasa
tang. It stood with its teeth bared, blocking theway out.  Gunny pulled his zenzen to astop, still insde
the crevice. Boon and Mark stopped right behind him. "It wasthet-tangs!" Mark gasped. "If | hadn't
looked up..." Helet the thought trail. They dl knew what would have happened. It would have been
ugly. They al looked back into the crevice, expecting Spader and Courtney torideup.  Gunny jumped
down from his zenzen and said, "Wait here." He squeezed past Boon's zenzen and jogged back the way
they had come. It didn't take long for him to arrive at the dead end that had been created by the
avalanche. He knew there was no getting past, so he hurried back to the others.  "Wh-Where are
they?' Mark asked. "Thecreviceisseded off,” Gunny answered. Mark's panic wasrising. "A-Are
they okay?' he squedled. " Courtney's zenzen wouldn't move! She could have been-" "1 don't know
what happened, Mark,” Gunny said firmly. "I think there's agood chance they're okay, but stuck on the



other sde” "You know what that means?’ Boon said nervoudy.  "Yes" Gunny said ashe
remounted his zenzen. "It means we're down to only onetank of the antidote and it's not doing any good
out here. Let'sgo!"  Gunny gave his zenzen akick and trotted toward the crater of waterfalls.  Boon
looked back to Mark and said, "Guard that tank with your life"  Mark was faced with afrightening
truth. The future of Edlong and quite possibly of Halla, was strapped to his back. His stomach did aflip.
Bobby and Kasha quickly gained altitude as they flew out of Leeandra. Bobby had a flashback to the
last time hewasin theair. It was with the pilot Jnx Olsen on Firgt Earth, in her rickety Coast Guard
segplane. He was happy that the gig was actually alot more comfortable than hislast flying experience.
Therotors overhead whirred, but it was a pleasant sound, like afan. It was nothing like bouncing under
the seaplane engine of 1937 Earth. He and Jinx had to scream at each other to be heard over that
mongter. By comparison, the gig was like hovering along in askilift gondola He saw that as Kasha
moved the joystick, dl five rotors moved dightly. The positioning of the rotorsiswhat steered the gig. In
al, it wasavery pleasant experience...except for the fact they werein pursuit of another gig that held
enough poison to destroy aterritory.  Bobby hadn't said much since they took off. He wanted Kasha
to concentrate on flying. But now that they were under way, thingsneeded to besaid.  "Y ou remember
the route to Black Water?' Bobby asked. "No problem,” Kashaanswered. Bobby nodded. He
redly didn't want to ask the next question.  "What are we going to do when we caichup?’ Kasha
made afew adjustments and checked over the side to see if they were on course. Bobby wasn't sure if
shewas busy, or didn't have an answer. Or didn't want to give the answer shehad.  "You did your job,
Pendragon,” Kashafinally said. "What do you mean?' Bobby asked. "I mean you convinced me. It
took awhile, but | get it. | know we haveto stop Saint Dane.” "That's good. So...how do we do it?"
Kashacleared her throat. While till looking ahead she said, "1'm going to catch that gig and crash it.
The poison will do whatever damage it doesto the jungle, but at least it won't be used on Black Water."
Bobby nodded. "Okay, good plan. But...how? This gig doesn't have any wegpons, doesit?' "Let
me ask you something, Pendragon,” Kashasaid, avoiding the question. "How important isthis? | mean, if
the worst happens and Saint Dane destroys E€long, what does that mean for therest of Halla?'  Bobby
shrugged. "'l don't exactly know. | think Saint Dane got more powerful after wrecking Vedox. | can only
imagine that hed get stronger till if he won on E€long, and it would be that much harder to stop him.”
"And if heisn't topped? | mean, if he gets what he wants and takes control of Halla. What does that
mean?' "l'veasked mysdf that question amillion times," Bobby said. "I've only heard bitsand pieces,
s0 | don't even come closeto understanding it al, but | believe there's amore powerful force at work in
Hdla It'sapostiveforce. I think it'swhat makesthingsright. Don't ask me what | mean by that, because
I'm not sure myself. But | think that's what the war with Saint Daneisdl about. | believe he'strying to
destroy whatever it isthat makesthingsright. It'sway bigger than the problems of any oneterritory. |
think if Saint Dane takes control, there will be no more order. I'm not even sure what that means, but it
won't begood.”  Kashathought about his answer for amoment, then said, "So if you're right, stopping
Saint Daneisthe sngle most important task in the history of everything."  Bobby nodded. "I guessyou
couldsay that.” "Thenit'sworth dying for,” Kashasaid. Bobby snapped her alook. In that one
moment he cameto aredlization. Kashamay have been the mogt difficult Traveler to convince of the
importance of their mission, but now that she understood, she saw it more clearly than any of them.
Nobody had put it out there as plainly asthat. Kashawasn't in it for the adventure, or for revenge, or
because she wasn't given achoice. Of dl the Travelers, Kashanow believed in their mission so
wholeheartedly, shewaswilling to diefor it. The question immediately sprang to Bobby's mind: Was he
willing to dothesame?  "Doesthis mean you don't know how to bring down that gig without getting us
killed?' Bobby asked nervoudy.  Kashalooked ahead. Her eyes narrowed. "Thereit is" she
announced.  Bobby scanned the sky. He soon made out a small speck of yellow in the distance. They
were catchingup.  The tang had Spader and Courtney backed into a dead end. They both smelled the
putrid odor it gave off when it wasready tofeed. "Twoonone” Courtney said. "Could beworse,"
Spader said bravely.  Three more tangs dropped down from above, making Courtney jump back in
surprise. "Just got worse," Courtney said weekly.  Thetangs stood in twos. They dowly stalked



forward, their vile smell making Courtney gag. "Isit gonnaend here?" she asked, her voice cracking.

"If it does," Spader said, "it won't be because we didn't give'emago.”  With one quick move,
Spader reached both hands back over his head, grabbed the shoulders of his harness, and pulled it up
and over, tank and al. He bashed one end of the tank on the ground, hard enough to smash off the
nozzle. A jet of high-pressure liquid shot from the broken valve like a portable water cannon. The
chemical spewed at the tangs, making them scream and back away. The surprised beasts waved at the
rush of chemicaswithther lizasd arms... andfled. "Wegot 'em!" Spader shouted, and took off in
pursuit. Courtney followed right behind. Spader kept the spewing tank aimed at the squealing lizards.
When the tangs reached the mouth of the crevice, they kept going and jumped right off the ledge,
tumbling down the side of the steep mountain to escape from the attack. Spader kept the high-pressure
tank aimed down at them until the chemica finaly ranout. "That was awesome!" Courtney yelled.
"How did you know it would work?" "I didn't,” Spader answered with achuckle. "Lucky us."

Spader tossed the empty tank aside and said, "Except now we're down to two tanks.”  "Wrong,"
Courtney corrected. "Were down to one tank, and Mark's got it. The tank on my back's no good if we
can't getit to Black Water."  Spader put his hands on his hips and looked back into the crevice. He
sared into the opening, then his eyestraveled up the craggy face of themountain.  "What are you
thinking?' Courtney asked.  "Thosewogglies got up there somehow.” ™Y ou're kidding?' Courtney
sad. "Youwant usto climb over thismountain?'  "Wall, like you said, thistank's not doing any good
out here”  Courtney glanced up at the mountain, imagining what it would be like to climb up the rocky
face. She had been to the climbing gym back in Stony Brook many times, and was pretty good at it. But
that was awayswith arope for safety. And abig thick pad onthefloor. "If you can't makeit, | can go
mysdlf,” Spader said.  Courtney Chetwynde never, ever backed down from a challenge. She wasn't
goingto start now. "I'll lead,” she said, and began climbing up the craggy face. EELONG

(CONTINUED) Thesmadl, yellow giggrew larger in front of Bobby and Kasha asthey sped to
catch up. Bobby looked to the ground below where thousands of gars were making their way aong the
route to Black Water. They looked to Bobby like an army of ants, all moving toward the same godl.
Bobby nudged Kasha and pointed down. She looked and nodded. "It redlly isincredible” wasall she
couldsay. Far ahead, the gray mountainsthat held Black Water wereinsight.  "Don't worry," Kasha
sad. "Well cachhim." "Thenwhat?' Bobby asked. Kashadidn't answer. Bobby truly felt asif her
plan wasto pull akamikaze stunt and crash into the gig to knock it out of the Sky. Theideaterrified him,
of course, but he wastorn. If thiswas the only way to stop Saint Dane, then maybe thisiswhat had to be
done. He could only hope that Kashawas agood enough pilot to land their gig once it was crippled by a
collison. Onething he knew for sure: There were no parachutes on board. He wouldn't be able to ball
out theway he did with Jinx Olsen's plane. If the gig went down, they were going down with it.

They were near enough to the yellow gig so that Bobby could see the klee pilot was |ooking down,
probably to check Seegen's map againgt the terrain. Bobby figured that the pilot was so intent on carrying
out the mission, he never thought there might be somebody chasing him. Kashakept their gig directly
behind him so there was less chance of him catching sight of them if helooked off to either sde. "I
don't want to haveto crash into him," Kashasaid, asif reading Bobby'smind. "But | will if | haveto.
There€sachance wed survive, but | wouldn't bet onit.” "Meneither. IsthereaPlan A?"  "Thegigs
have atool package undernegth,” Kashaexplained. "That's where we keep the net for harvesting and a
few other cutting tools.”  "Canwe get to them?' Bobby asked.  "No," Kashaanswered, smiling dyly.
"But we can dump them. | wonder what would happen if they landed on hismainrotors?'  Bobby
smiled with relief. Kashahad anonsuicide plan after al. If they could fly over the gig and dump the tool
package, the netting and the other tools might foul the kleesrotors. "I likethis" Bobby said. "Can you
get ontop of him?He'sgoing pretty fast." "I can catch him anytime | want," Kashasaid. "'l waswaiting
until we hit...that." She pointed out in front of them to the huge lake they had detoured around on their
previoustrip to Black Water. "It's better if he crashesin the water than on abunch of innocent gars."

Bobby chuckled. Kasha knew exactly what shewasdoing. "Strapin,” she ordered. "Thismight get
bumpy.”  Bobby quickly dipped the safety straps that were built into the seats around his shoulders.



Kashadid the same. A quick look down told them that the klee pilot was nearing the shore of the lake.
They would have a short window of opportunity when he wasflying directly over the water. After that
he'd be back over the streaming mass of gars on the far sde. They had to make their move now. Kasha
reached for the throttle. Bobby felt the gig shudder. He had thought they were flying under full power. He
waswrong. Thelittle gig shot forward with such force that Bobby was pressed back into his seat. Kasha
nosed the craft up and they rose higher. Timing was going to be critical. They needed to fly directly over
the other gig, which was pretty dangerousin itself, and drop the tool package before the klee pilot
redlized what was happening. Then they had to hope it would do enough damage that the gig would crash
intothelake. Bobby held his breath. Kasha maneuvered their gig closer to the klee. They were only a
few yards behind the yellow gig when Kashatoggled a switch on her control pand. Bobby heard a
mechanical sound, aong with abump. It reminded him of the sound he heard on passenger planeswhen
they dropped the landing gear. He figured that Kasha had opened up the tool hatch below.  Kasha
eased thelr gig forward. She flew with one hand on the joystick and the other on the control pane,
fine-tuning the rotors. Bobby's heart legped. They were actudly goingtodoit!  But therewas onething
Kasha hadn't counted on-the sunbelt. The band of light in the sky was behind them. As soon asthey got
above and behind the yellow gig, their shadow crept over their quarry. The klee pilot saw the looming
shadow and spun around in surprise. Busted.  "Drop thetools!' Bobby shouted.  "Were not over
him!" Kashashouted back.  The klee pilot instantly dove down and away to hisleft. Kashadidn't
panic. She doveright after him. The quick drop made Bobby's ssomach lurch. Now it was atrue chase,
because their prey was on the run. The klee pilot was good. He made quick, evasive maneuversto try
and ditch them. Kasha matched him, turn for turn. They wereliketwo jet pilotsin adogfight. "Don't
losesight of him," Kashaordered. The klee pulled out of hisdive into a steep and sudden climb.
Kashawasn't fooled. She stayed with him, pointing the nose of their gig to the sky. The sudden change
pushed both of them back into their seats with such g force that it dammed Bobby's head into the back
of the sedt. It felt like aten-ton giant just sat in hislap. The only thing he could move were his eyes.
"Look!" heshouted. Thekleg's gig suddenly began to fal straight down, asif he had lost power. It
plummeted toward the ground, twisting in the air like afeather.  "What happened?' Bobby shouted. "Is
hecrashing?" "No, he cut therotors," Kashasaid. "He'sgood. I'm better.” Kashadidn't usethe
same maneuver. Instead she went into a power dive that was so sudden, it made them both go
weightless. Seconds later, after Bobby fought back the urge to puke, he looked around for the yellow
gig. Itwasnowhereto beseen.  "Whereishe?' Bobby shouted. Kashahad lost sight of him too.
Shelooked around quickly, then shouted, "Therel”  Sure enough, the yellow gig was back under
power. It had righted itself far below them and was headed in the opposite direction, back toward
Leeandra. "Hesgoing back," Bobby shouted. "Hesgivingup!”  Kashawatched theyelow gig,
trying to guess her quarry's thoughts. "He knows he can't outmaneuver us with that heavy tank in front.”
"Exactly! That'swhy he'sgoing back.”  They both watched as the yellow gig dropped low to
the ground, bardly at treetop level. The Sderotors twisted to the horizonta position, pardld with the
body, which dowed the gig down considerably.  "Why's he dowing down?' Bobby asked. "Because
he's not going back," Kashaexclamed. "He'ssettingup for arun.”  "What doesthat mean?' "He's
getting in pogition, asif hewere going to spray fertilizer," Kashasaid.  "But why would he-" Bobby
didn't finish the question because the answer hit him a second later. The klee pilot knew hedidn't stand a
chance againgt Kasha, so he was going to make sure he was successful in at least one part of hismission.
He was going to go back and dump the poison on the thousands of garsontheground.  Gunny trotted
out from the crevice on his zenzen and looked out over the beautiful crater of waterfals. He wasfollowed
right behind by Boon and Mark. "Wow" wasal Mark could say as he got hisfirst glimpse of the
wooded valley and the seven waterfals that fed the 1ake at the bottom. The sunbelt had made itsway up
over therim of the crater, bathing the lake in light, making the waterfals sparkle.  "It's more beautiful
than Pendragon described it,” Boon said. "Which oneisthe entrance to Black Water?' " Second
waterfall from theright,” Gunny answered.  "Should wewait for Courtney and Spader?' Mark asked.
Gunny frowned. "We can't risk it," he answered. "We don't know how much timeisleft. I'm sorry,



Mark." Mark was pained, but chose not to argue. The thought of leaving Courtney behind was
horrible. A wave of guilt washed over him for having gotten her involved in the first place, but he pushed
it out of hishead. He knew he couldn't look back, at least not yet. They had to get the antidote to Black
Water. "Stay closetogether,” Gunny said. "Wereamost there.”  He coaxed histired zenzen off the
rocky ledge and down the steep dope. Boon and Mark followed close behind. The two animaswere
near exhaustion, so they let gravity do most of the work. They descended along the grassy dope and into
the trees that became more and more dense asthey drew closer to thelake.  "Once we get into Black
Water," Gunny said, "we should find Aron. Weve got to explain to him the danger that's headed thisway
and get him to-" Gunny never finished the sentence.  Thetang didn't let him.  With no warning the
beast legped from the thick underbrush and knocked Gunny off hiszenzen.  "Gunny!" Mark shouted as
thetall Traveler hittheground. Boon instantly legped off his zenzen to help Gunny. On hisway down
he dapped the anima on the backside and shouted "Y eahhh!" The animal bolted forward, with Mark il
onboard. "Getout of herel” Boon shouted. Mark lunged forward to grab the saddle so he wouldn't
fall off and break hishead. He took one quick glance back to see Boon legp at the tang. But turning
around threw him off balance and he nearly fdll again. He turned back forward as the zenzen charged
through the thick forest, out of control. He dug hisfingers under the front of the saddle in adegth grip.
Branches whipped by, tearing a hisarms and legs. The zenzen may have been exhausted, but surprise
and fear gave it asecond wind. Mark knew he had to get control before he was knocked off, or thrown
off, or crashed into atree. He gripped the saddle even tighter with his right hand and tentatively let go
with hisleft. He reached forward to grab the reins, butthey bounced fregly on the zenzen's neck, out of
reach. If hewas going to get them, he was going to have to move forward and let go of the saddle.

The zenzen flew past atree branch so closdly, it hit Mark's shoulder, nearly knocking him off. It was
the lagt bit of convincing he needed. He had to act. He gripped the saddle with his hands and let go with
his sore legs, pulling himsdlf forward and into the seat. Helocked hislegs around the animal and let his
hands leave the saddle, lunging for the reins. His chest hit the zenzen's neck, snapping his head back and
making him nearly bite through hislip, but he grabbed hold of the reinswith both hands.  "Whoa" he
screamed, and pulled. The zenzen didn't stop. Mark pulled harder, but the zenzen kept galloping through
theforest. Finally Mark wrapped the reins around each of his hands, got atight grip, and yanked both
sraps as hard as he possibly could. "l...sad...WHOA!"  The zenzen bucked, whinnied, and finaly
jogged to astop. Mark sat in the saddle, exhausted but till in one piece. He felt the tank to find it hadn't
moved. He was till in business. He glanced around to find he wasin the middle of an unfamiliar forest.
He had no idea how long hiswild jaunt had gone on, but he knew he was nowhere near the spot where
Gunny was attacked. Looking up, he saw that he wasn't far from his destination-the base of the waterfall
to Black Water. Mark knew his mission. He had to get the tank to Aron.  But he aso knew that Gunny
may be hurt. Along with Boon. And if he was being totally honest with himself, hed admit that he was
terrified to go ahead without them. So rather than press on toward the waterfall, Mark grabbed the reins
the way he had been watching Boon do for hours. The zenzen responded. It wastoo tired not to. The
animal turned around. Mark gave it akick, and they trotted back toward the spot where they had been
attacked.  Courtney scrambled up the rock face as quickly and expertly asif shewere climbing a
jungle gym a home. There were plenty of placesfor her to find handholds and spots to wedge her toes.
Her soft, rubberlike Cloral swim shoeswere almost as good as climbing boots. They weren't much
protection, but they allowed her to fed the rock and find safe purchase.  Spader climbed beneath her,
doing his best to keep up without taking dangerous chances. He didn't have the experience that Courtney
did, but what he lacked in technique, he made up for in strength. " Therésonly onerule," Courtney
shouted down to him. "Keegp moving and don't look down."  "That'stwo rules," Spader said.  Both
tried not to think how asingle misstep would be disaster. "How did the tangs get up here? | thought they
couldn't climb?' Courtney asked. "Maybetheresan easier way up,” Spader offered. "And we're not
onit because?' "Becausewe don't havetimeto look for it," Spader answered quickly. "Lesstaking
and more climbing, pleese”  "Don't climb directly under me," Courtney warned. "Just in case."

Spader knew what she meant. If she fell, there was a good chance she'd knock him off the face too.



"That'sthree rules,”" Spader said. "Now you're getting bossy.” He stayed right under her. If shefdll, he
was going to do his best to save her...and the tank of antidote on her back.  "Weve till got a shot,”
Kashasaid. Shedropped the gig so quickly, Bobby felt asif they werein afreefal. She clutched the
joystick. Her eyeslocked onher prey.  Theydlow gig wasflying low over thelake, lining up for its
killer run at the gars. Without the use of its Sderotors, the ydlow gig flew dowly. Kashanosed their gig
down and picked up even more speed. The force made the fragile craft shudder. Bobby nervoudy
gripped the side of the cockpit, though he knew it was aworthless precaution. ™Y ou can pull out of
thisdive, right?' he asked nervoudy. "I think," Kashasaid. "I've never tried it before”  Bobby
swalowed hard.  Kashacontinued, "Thetrickier part will be timing the drop. If we miss, wewon't get
asecond chance” "Thendont miss," Bobby said flatlly. Kashagave him aquick sdeways glance,
then focused back on her quarry. The ydlow gig with the poison was till over thelake, flying very low.
The klee pilot kept looking back over his shoulder to see how close his pursuerswere.  "If he dumps
the poison at that leve, helll kill thousands,” Bobby said.  "Hang on," Kashashouted. Sheleveled out
the gig, once again pushing them both back into their seats with the added g force. Shejammed the
throttle to itslimit. They screamed over thelake, gaining quickly on the yellow gig. Bobby glanced down
a Kashasfurry hand on thejoystick. It looked asif she were battling to keep it under control.  "Little
more... litlemore...," shecoaxed. Theyelow gig was nearing the shore. In secondsit would be over
land, and soon &fter, it would beinrange of thegars.  "Seethat lever below the console?' Kasha asked
between gritted teeth.  Bobby looked to see adark, curved lever sticking up from thefloor.  "Yesh,"
Bobby answered.  "When | say pull...pull.”  Bobby reached down and grabbed hold. "Got it," he
sad. Thekleeintheydlow gig wasfocused on his deadly mission. Bobby glanced ahead to seethey
were getting so close to the gars, he could see their faces. He knew that in afew seconds, they could al
be dead. Kasha pushed the joystick forward. The last bit of speed put them directly over theklegs gig.

"Pull' Kashaydled. Bobby yanked the handle and heard what sounded like a clatter of metd,
followed by ahorrifying, wrenching sound. Kasha pulled back on the stick and they climbed quickly.
Bobby struggled againgt the force of the climb to turn around to see if they wereontarget.  They were.
Therotors of the yellow gig were torn apart by the pile of tools that landed directly on them.

"Bull's-eyel” Bobby shouted.  The net got wound up and caused two of therotorsto seize. It wasn't
total destruction, but enough to make the gig about as flight worthy as awatermelon. The klee struggled
out of the cockpit and legpt for hislife. Bobby figured he didn't want to be anywhere near the spot where
the poison landed. The klee plummeted straight down asthe gig sailed forward. The klee hit the water
first. Bobby saw him go under, then surface and swim frantically for shore. A few seconds later the gig
splashed down. The damaged rotors continued to turn, frothing up the water like an outboard motor. The
craft quickly flipped onitssideand sank.  Kasha and Bobby sailed over the startled gars, who pointed
up at them like they were some kind of prehistoric flying beast. The happy gars had no ideaitheir journey
had nearly ended in death. Kasha banked around and flew back over the spot where the gig sank. The
only sign of it were the gentle ripples that spread out acrossthelake.  "Do you think the tank
ruptured?’ Bobby asked. "Maybe not," Kashaanswered. "They're pretty strong.” Bobby finaly took a
deep, relieved breath and said, "Youregood." Kashagave him asmug smile. "Do you think it's over?’
she asked. "Wasthat Saint Dan€splay?’ Bobby thought long and hard about the answer. "It could
be" hesaid. "But whenever | think Saint Daneisdone, heisnt." "Sowhat should we do?' Kasha
asked. "Back to Leeandra?' "He's till got nine tanks of that poison,” Bobby said somberly. "Back to
Leeandra” Kashabanked the gig and set acourse back to thejunglecity. "Let's hope we don't
have to go through that nine moretimes,”" she said as she gunned the throttle.  Mark wastaking acrash
coursein learning how to ride azenzen. .. sdlf-taught. After struggling to figure out how to steer the animal
and nearly hitting into more than one tree, hefinally got the knack. It hel ped that the zenzen wastoo
exhaugted to put up much of afight. Between riding in circles for awhile, and not being sure of where he
wasin thefirst place, it took Mark agood half hour to find hisway back to where they had been
ambushed by thetang.  The only sign of the attack was a shredded piece of cloth lying on thejungle
floor. There was no Gunny and no Boon. Mark sat on the zenzen, feding more aone than he had felt in



hisentirelife.  "Thiswasn't theway it was supposed to be," hesaid to himself.  Mark had dozens of
different fantasies about what it would be like joining Bobby in the fight againgt Saint Dane. None of them
involved being left done, logt, fearing that Courtney was dead, with the last hope for saving aterritory
strapped to hisback. As he sat on the zenzen, he truly didn't know what he was going to do. He came
dangeroudy closeto crying.  That'swhen he heard asound. It had been there before; he just hadn't
registered it. It was a steady, white noise kind of sound. Mark looked to where it was coming from to
seethetop of awaterfal rising above the trees. Thewaterfal. Second from the right. Mark took a deep
breath and blew it out to calm himself. He took hold of the reins and gave the zenzen akick. Using his
newly found expertise, he directed the animd to carry him on thefind leg of hisjourney. To Black
Water. EELONG (CONTINUED) Kashaand Bobby werecruising high over the jungle,
headed back toward L eeandra when Kasha spotted something far in the distance, just above the horizon.
"Doyou seethat?' sheasked. Bobby strained to look and saw what appeared to be adark linein the
sky running pardld to the ground, headed toward them.  "Yeah, what isit?'  "Birds, maybe," Kasha
answered. "WEell fly aboveit." She pulled back on the control stick and the gig ascended quickly.  The
dark line moved steadily forward. Kashaflew high above to make sure there was no danger of a
collison. They both strained to look down at the mysteriousline asit drew closer, trying to recognize
what it might be.  "Could be aflock of rookers," Kashasaid. "But they look bigger than...uh-oh..."

"What uh-oh?' Bobby asked quickly. "Thosearent birds" They were close enough to the
mysteriouslineto seethat it wasn't astraight line at dl. 1t was aformation of gigs, with onein thelead and
the others fanning out like an arrow behind it. They flew with military precision, equally spaced. As
Bobby and Kashaflew high over them, they counted nine gigs. Light from the sunbelt reflected off the
golden tanks that were attached to the front of each.  "Oh man," Bobby said, sunned.  "Nine,"
Kashasad. "That'snot agood number."  "It'sabombing run,” Bobby uttered. "They're going to unload
on Black Water."  "Pendragon, | can't knock nine gigs out of thesky!"  Bobby thought fast. "Can we
best them to Black Water?' heasked. "I think," Kashareplied. "They'reloaded, so they'reflying
pretty dow." "Then we gottaget there," Bobby exclaimed. "And do what?' Kashaasked. "Weve
got to make sure the others get there with the antidote," Bobby answered.  "I'm not sure how, but. ..
okay," Kasha said. She banked the gig into aone-eighty and set them on a course to Black Water.

Mark walked his zenzen toward the base of the towering waterfal, stopping close enough to fed the
gpray on hisface. He was exhausted and sore and more than alittle bit scared as he swung hisleg over
the zenzen and dropped to the ground for thelast time.  "Thanks, guy,” he said to the animad, and
rubbed its head. "I'm not gonnamissyou.” Hetried to remember Bobby's description of how to enter
the hidden porta to Black Water. Walking around the pool of water at the base of the fdls, he scanned
the surface, looking for the stepping stones below. He didn't see anything, until he thought to shade his
eyesfrom the bright sunbelt. Instantly he saw afaint outline under the water about the size of apizza. He
tentatively stepped onit, put hisweight down, and didn't get wet. He found the path. A few cautious
sepslater he found himsdf waking across the water, behind the waterfdl, and into acave.

"Welcome!" avoice shouted fromthedark. Mark nearly peed in his pants. He stood rock fill,
fighting the urge to turn and run as ashadowy figure walked toward him. It was agar who was o
genuindy thrilled to see Mark, he held hisarms out wide and hugged him.  "You arethefirst!" the gar
exclamed. "Where did you comefrom?' The gar spoke dowly and clearly, asif talking to achild. Mark
realized the guy was expecting adew of gars who weren't used to normal conversation. He decided not
to freak the gar out, so he spoke dowly and smply, pretending to have trouble finding thewords.  "Uh,
thank you," Mark said dowly. "Need help. Must see Aron.” The gar gave him a surprised look. "Aron?
How could you know Aron?'  Mark had the answer, but didn't want to giveit. "Must see Aron," he
repeated. Thegar looked at Mark's clothing and frowned. He was expecting theincoming garsto be
wearing rags, not dick-looking swvimskins.  "Please!” Mark begged. "Important!”  The gar nodded.
"All right, comewithme" hesaid. Score. Mark wason hisway.  Courtney crested the summit of the
rocky cliff and collgpsed in exhaustion. Her arms were screaming from the exertion. Her hands had long
ago gone numb from the constant climbing, and her legs were cramped, but she had madeit.  Spader



followed soon after and fell down besideher. "I suppose | should have offered to take the tank,” he
sad.  "Why?' Courtney asked. "Don't you think I'm capable?’  "No, no," Spader assured her. "Just
thought it might be polite”  Thetwo sat together, catching their breaths. " So you've got athing for
Pendragon, aye?' Spader asked.  Courtney shot Spader alook and said, "That's a strange thing to ask
now."  Spader shrugged and said, "Just staying loose”  Courtney said, "Definea'thing.™ "Weren't
you two al lovey-do before Pendragon became a Traveler?'  "If you mean do we like each other, yes,"
Courtney said. She thought for amoment and asked, "Does hetak about me?'  "All thetime. He
thinksyou're natty. | can seewhy."  Courtney looked closely at Spader. She thought he looked pretty
handsome sitting there in his black swvimskin with no deeves, hislong dark hair blowing around in the
wind. She shook the thought away. " Seemsto me he's got athing for that other Traveler girl,” Courtney
said coyly. "What's her name? Oh, yeah. Loor." "Definea'thing,” Spader said.  Courtney answered
withacoy smile.  "Couldn't say oneway or the other," Spader answered. "Buit if you ask me, hed be
crazy to bother with anybody el seif he'sgot agirl as spiff asyou. | mean, you risked your lifeto help
him. That'sspecid, itis"  Courtney shrugged. "Y ou've helped him more than onceyoursdlf." "And
the other way 'round. But that'smy job, being aTraveler and al.” "Yeah, wel, I'm not here just for
Bobby. | kind of wouldn't mind if Saint Dane were stopped before messing around with Second Earth.”
"l hear you, mate," Spader said, and stood up. "Let'sget back onthat.” Helooked inthe direction
they needed to go. Ahead was along, flat mountaintop that could pass for the surface of the moon. It
was barren and scattered with huge boulders.  Courtney said, "There could be tangs hiding behind any
one of thoserocks." "l suppose,”" Spader answered. "But they'd have to be pretty desperate to be
looking for food up here. I'vegot noworries”"  "Good," Courtney said with asmile. "Then you gofirst."
Spader gave her awink, and started on hisway.  Kasha and Bobby flew low over the barren valley
onthelast leg of their flight to Black Water. The ideawas to keep awatchful eye out for Gunny and the
others, in case they had run into trouble and needed help transporting the antidote. Every second was
precious. They were ableto fly much faster than the squadron of killer gigs and would arrive long before
they made their lethd bombing run. The question was, would it be enough time to save the gar village?
They were rapidly approaching the mountain range. Kashatook a quick look up to the sky to get her
bearings. "Wevegot aproblem,” sheannounced. Bobby didn't see anything out of the ordinary.
"What do youmean?' "l told you how the gigs are powered by the crystds, right?'  "Right.” "I
also told you the crystals couldn't store power. They need constant light.”  Bobby took another ook at
the sky. The problem suddenly came clear. Thick, gray storm clouds formed aline acrossthe sky. It was
moving toward the sunbelt.  "Areyou serious?' Bobby exclaimed. "What happens when the clouds
cover thesunbelt?' "First weloselight,” Kashasaid. "Then welose power."  Bobby glanced ahead
to the mountain range. It suddenly looked alot farther away than it had afew secondsbefore.  "Can
wemakeit?' heasked. Kashagunned thethrottle. "Weregoingtotry.” Mark wasled by the gar
through the tunnel into Black Water. After having read Bobby's description of thevillage, hefelt asif he
knew the place. Still, seeing it firsthand was an incredible experience. He was brought to the vast building
that was called the Center. The whole way he kept his eyes down, hoping that his gar guide wouldn't ask
him any questions. All he wanted to do was get to Aron and tell him what danger the villagewasin, so
they could figure out how to use the antidote he had strapped to his back. The gar guide brought Mark
into agiant room that was full of empty cots. Bobby had described thisroom. It was where many of the
garswould spend their first night of freedom.  "Wait here," the gar ingtructed. "I'll get Aron."  "Thank
you," Mark said, and sat on acot. It waslike heaven to finaly get the chance to rest. He started to take
off hisharnesswith the tank, but decided againgt it. He wasn't there to chill and get comfy. Thiswas
business. A few minutes later adoor opened on the far Sde of the room. The gar had returned, dong
with another gar. This new gar was short, with long black hair that fell to his shoulders and no trace of a
beard-Bobby's description of Aron.  "Hello,” the gar said. "I am Aron. How isit that you know me?”
Mark debated with himself about how honest to be. He quickly decided the time for being cagey was
over. "My n-nameisMark Dimond,” Mark began. "I'm afriend of Gunny's™  Aron and the other gar
sraightened up. Mark wasn't sureif it was because he had mentioned Gunny's name, or because they



were surprised to hear agar from the outside speak so fluently. ™Y ou know him, right?* Mark asked.

Aron nodded tentatively.  "G-Gunny and me and some others were attacked by tangs, and | don't
know where anybody isnow. Therewas arockdidein the creviceleading into the mountains, and it's
totally blocked off. Y ou've got to send some gars out there to clear it, or nobody's gonna get through.”

Aron gave the other gar aquick look, and anod. The gar hurried off. Hopefully, Mark thought, to get
somebody on the job of clearing out the crevice.  "Thisiswhy you had to see me?' Aron asked.

"Therésmore," Mark answered. "Black Water isin danger. Big-time. The klees are going to attack as
soon asthe garsfrom the outside arrive”  "We are prepared for that,” Aron said. "Black Water iswell
protected.” "N-Not from thiskind of attack; it isn't! They're going to unload abunch of poison that will
kill every living thing in Black Water." Mark pulled off histank and held it out to Aron. "But the chemica
inthistank can stop it. We've come all thisway to bring it to you and help you save Black Water."

Aron looked at the tank curiously. Mark wished he could think of a better way to describe the danger
to him. If he couldn't convince Aron, Black Water wasdoomed.  "Gunny knows about this?* Aron
asked. "Yes, and two other friends of mine, and aklee”  On hearing theword "klee," Aron perked
up. "You brought akleeto Black Water?' heasked. "Yes. Hisname's Boon. Hesafriend. Gunny
would tell you the same thing, but | don't know where heis. I don't know where anybody is! Please, I'm
telling you the truth. Weve g-got to figure out away to usethisantidote”  Aron nodded. "Come with
me" "Excdlent!" Mark said with relief. He gladly followed Aron out of theroom.  Mark was
beginning to think their plan was going to work. They had made atreacherousjourney that might have
cost thelives of Courtney, Gunny, Spader, and Boon, but againgt dl odds, he, Mark Dimond, had made
it through and ddlivered the antidote. But Black Water wasn't safe yet. They ill had to figure out away
to useit. Mark tried not to worry about the others. There would be plenty of time for that. He set his
mind to the challenge of using theantidote.  Aron led him out of the room full of cots and down along
corridor to aclosed door whereagar stood infront.  "Please," Aron said. "Thisway." He motioned for
Mark to enter the door. The gar standing there opened the door, and Mark went inside. What he saw
made him catch hisbreath. It wasBoon, wrappedinanet.  "Boon?' Mark shouted. Slam!The
door closed behind them. Mark spun around to see Aron looking at them through a small window in the
door. "Pleaseforgiveme” Aronsaid. "l do not understand what you are doing here, and right now it
does not matter if you are friends or foes. | cannot let anything interfere with the Advent. Oncewe are
settled, | will return for you, and we will discuss your intentions. Perhapsinafew days” Mark put his
face up to the window and screamed, "No! We d-don't have afew daysl”  Aron shrugged an apology
and left. The gar outside the door didn't turn around. It now came clear to Mark why he was standing
there. Hewasaguard. "Uh, little help, please?' Boon said. The brown klee was on the floor, tangled
up inthenet, unabletomove. "A-Areyou okay?' Mark asked.  "I've been better," Boon answered.

"What happened to Gunny?'  Thethick band of gray clouds was getting dangerously closeto the
sunbelt. Bobby and Kashawere flying low to the ground in case their power suddenly cut out. But they
were nearly a themountainrange.  "Decisontime,” Kashasaid. "Land now, or risk flying up and
over." Bobby glanced at the clouds and said, "We're not going to do any good out here”  "Thenwe
go!" Kashasaid. Without wasting another second, she pulled back on the joystick and they shot straight
up. They were so closeto the craggy wall of rock that Bobby could dmost touch it. Higher and higher
they climbed, racing time. Findly they cleared the peak and Kashajammed the throttle. They jumped
forward and flashed over the top of the mountain. Bobby kept his eye on the clouds. The leading edge
was about to reach the sunbelt.  "Hurry, please,” Bobby said.  The gig flashed over the bleak, flat
mountaintop, racing the line of clouds. They were nearly at the far sde when Bobby fdlt the gig hesitate.

"What'sthat?' heshouted. "We'relosng power," Kashasaidinacamvoice. Bobby looked up
to see the cloud was moving faster. Sunlight was still coming through, but it wasfiltered through the
leading edge of thestorm.  "Wewon't loseit dl a once," Kashasaid. "But when it goes, it'll go fast."

Bobby held his breath asthe gig shot off the mountaintop. They were flying high above the ground
once again. Thegig lurched. The whine of the rotors was noticesbly dower.  "I've got to put down,"
Kashaannounced. She dropped the nose and descended so quickly, Bobby's ears popped. He feared



they were descending faster than gravity would have pulled them. But he wasn't the pilot so he kept his
mouth shut. A second later the line of clouds covered the sunbelt, and the gig lost power.
EELONG (CONTINUED) The green gigwhistled through the sky, plummeting toward the
ground, past Courtney and Spader, who were carefully making their way down the steepest part of the
ingdeof thecrater.  "Whoa, what wasthat?' Courtney yelled, dmost losing her grip.  "A flying
machinel" Spader announced. "Morelike afaling machine" Courtney corrected. "Could it be Saint
Danesattack?' "Well know soon enough,” Spader answered. "Redly, how?' "WEell be dead.”
Kasha struggled with the control stick to keep the gig upright and prevent atumbling freefall. The craft
bounced back and forth as she expertly coaxed every last ounce of lift from thefailing rotors.  "If | can
keep us upright, we've got achance," Kashasaid, sounding strained.  "The lake!" Bobby shouted.
"Canyou put usdownthere?' "Maybe" Kashasaid. "But | cantswim.”  Bobby shot her aquick
look and said, "L et's hope we have that problem.” The gig abruptly fell afew more feet, sending Bobby's
stomach into histhroat. " Serioudy, we've got a better chance landing on the lake than crashing into atree
or arock... or thefreaking ground.”  "All right," she said nervoudy. "But if we land safdly and |
drown-" "l won' let you drown," Bobby said with such conviction that Kashaactualy smiled. "I
believeyou," she said, and guided the fdling gig toward the lake. They were buffeted back and forth
insde the smal cockpit so violently, Bobby feared hisarmswould be too bruised to swim. Kashaforced
the gig into atight spiral, desperately trying to dow their descent so the craft wouldn't break up on
impact. Bobby glanced to see they were over the lake. The water was coming up fast. Very fast. It was
goingtobearoughlanding. "Braceyoursdf,” Kashaydled. Thegigdammed into thelakewith such
force, Bobby felt like his brain had broken loose ingde his head. Kasha had maneuvered the craft so that
they landed square on its bottom, like a space capsule splashing down. The impact caused a huge wave
of water to shoot out dl around them. Bobby thought sure the force of the landing would drive them so
deep, they'd be swamped. But the gig bounced back. Like acork, it lifted back to the surface, till in one
piece. Bobby and Kashawere till in one piecetoo. Y ou okay?' Bobby asked, shaken. "I think.
You?' "Yeah," Bobby shouted."Youdidit!" Thegig tipped over and water poured into the
cockpit. "Sortof..." "Get meout of here, Pendragon!” Kashascreamed. It was thefirst time Bobby
saw her scared. He quickly unlatched his seat belt and reached to release hers. Water filled the gig
quickly. Kasha panicked. She scrambled over Bobby to get out, forcing his head underwater. He felt her
fur brush over hishead and prayed that one of her claws wouldn't lacerate him. Bobby was good in the
water. Hisjunior lifeguard training was permanently ingrained. Once Kasha cleared the gig, he resurfaced
and looked around the sinking craft for something to help her float.  "Pendragon!” she screamed,
gulping water. She was floundering, which meant more trouble for Bobby. If hewasn't careful, they'd
both drown. The seats of the gig were padded. Bobby took a chance and yanked oneloose. A quick
test showed thet it floated. "Kashahere!" Bobby shouted, and held the pad out to the drowning klee.
"Grab ontothis. Relax. Itll helpyou float."  She grabbed the pad likeit was her last chance @ life,
which it probably was. It wasn't a perfect flotation device, but it definitely gave her enough confidence
that her panic camedown anotch.  "It'sokay," Bobby said soothingly. "Hold it against your chest.
Lean back. It'll keepyou up.” Kashadid what she was told and was soon floating on her back, staring
up a the sky, tryingto calm hersdlf.  "I'mgoingtotow youin, okay?' "O...kay," Kashasad
weakly. Bobby didn't want to get too closeto her. If she panicked again, held bein trouble. So he
spun her around and towed her in by pulling on her back paws. They weren't far from land. It only took a
few minutesto get to where it was shallow enough for them to stand. Kashaawkwardly got her balance
and dragged hersdlf out of the water, her fur dripping, and collapsed on the sandy shore. Bobby fell
down next to her, exhausted. "You'reagreat flyer," Bobby said, gasping for breath. "But you gotta
work ontheswimming.”  They both burst out laughing. It was a complete release from the terror that
had gripped them for the last leg of their flight.  "Thanks," Kashasaid. "I'll remember that." She looked
to the sky and said, "Thisisgood. The gigs can't fly until the cloud passes. I'm sure they put down back
inthevalley. That givesusalittlemoretime”  Bobby stood up, did aquick look around and said,
"Theresour waterfal.”  Courtney and Spader did down the last steep portion of the rocky wall and



took their first gepsinsdethe crater of waterfdls. They found themselves afew feet from the opening of
the crevice they would have come through if they hadn't been ambushed by thetangs.  "We're not
dead,” Courtney said. "l guessthat wasn't theattack.” "Thenweve ill got time,” Spader said ashe
scanned the inside of the vadt crater. "Thereitid"” he said, pointing. " Second waterfal from the right,”
Courtney declared.Boom! A huge explosion erupted from inside the crevice, knocking Courtney and
Spader to their knees. Seconds later, acloud of dirt blew out of the narrow fissure.  "What the heck?!
Courtney coughed.  "Somebody'strying to clear therockdide,” Spader said. "I think the first gars have
arived." "Or Saint Daneand hisklees," Courtney said.  "Either way, wegottago." Thetwo got
back on their feet and ran down the steep incline of the crater, headed for thewaterfall. It took Mark
along timeto untangle Boon from the net. He wasn't good at tying knots. He was worse at untying knots.
As heworked, Boon told him what had happened in the crater of waterfalls. "I jumped on the back of
the tang and pulled him off Gunny," he said. "But that monster was ferocious. | mean, he was crazed.”

"IsGunny okay?' Mark asked. "l don't know," Boon answered. "I dashed a the lizard and caught
him acrossthe arm. It jJumped back, and | yelled at Gunny to run. The tang started after him, but |
jumped on its back and bit it in the neck. Man, do you know how bad tang tastes?' "Uh...no." "I
hope you never findout.” "I'mnot worried,” Mark said.  Boon continued, "I clamped onto its neck
and it kept thrashing around, trying to throw me. But | wouldn't let go. He threw me around redl good,
too. | finaly got sotired that he spun meoff.”  "Did heatack you?' "No, | must have hurt it pretty
bad, because it ran off into the jungle. | figured Gunny would try to circle around to the waterfall, so that's
where| went. Big mistake. | found the cavern behind the falls, but the gars jumped me. | told them | was
with Gunny and we were there to hel p protect Black Water, but they didn't want to hear it. They tied me
up in this net and threw mein here. Can you believeit? I'm here to save them, and they threw mein here
likeI'macrimina.” "l know thefeding,” Mark said. "What are we going to do, Mark?' Boon
asked. Mark untied thefina knot and pulled the net off Boon.  "Were gonna get outta here’ was his
answver.  Bobby and Kashaworked their way through the forest at the bottom of the crater, headed for
the waterfall that would lead them into Black Water. Bobby kept glancing up to check the movement of
the clouds. The storm that had first been their enemy and forced them to crash was now buying them
time. Aslong as the sunbelt stayed covered, the poison-carrying gigswould be grounded.  "The clouds
aremoving," Bobby announced. "But | can't tell how fast...oops!" Bobby's attention was so focused on
the sky, he wasn't |ooking where he was going and tripped over something. He stumbled and hit the
ground. "Look out!" Kasha screamed, and legped in between Bobby and the thing he had tripped
over. "Tang!" shegrowled, ready to attack.  Bobby jumped up quickly, ready to run. But one look
back told him he had nothing to fear. It wasatang, al right. A deadtang. "I thought it was arock,”
Bobby said with relief.  Thetwo crept closer to the dead tang. It was covered with multiple dashes,
with one serioudly nasty gash on the back of itsneck.  "Those are the marks of aklee" Kasha
announced. "'I'm thinking Boon's been through here.” She reached down and touched the lizard's body
andsad, "ltdidntdielongago.” Bobby felt something wet drip on his cheek. He brushed it away and
sad, "ltsgatingtorain.”  "Good," Kashasaid. "Maybe the ssorm will be around for awhile.

Another drip fell on Bobby's cheek. He wiped it off and looked at his hand to see... blood. "Hey, I'm
bleeding!" he exclamed. Kashagave him aquick look and said, "No, yourenot." "Then what'sthis?’
Bobby said, holding out his hand with the bloody smear. "1 must have cut something when we crashed.”

Another drip of blood fell on hishand. Kashaand Bobby both redized it didn't come from Bobby, it
came from up above. They both dowly looked uptosee...  Dangling high in the treeswas anet trap,
withitsvictim gill insde. Bobby dodged back to get away from the dripping blood. The trees above
them were so thick it was hard to see the trap, let alone what was caught in it. Bobby strained to see.
Once his eyes adjusted, his heart sank. There was agar arm poking out from the net. A dark gar arm.

"Gunny!" Bobby shouted.  Kasha sprang for the tree that held the trap, climbed up by digging her
clawsinto the bark, and reached the rope that held the suspended net. She dashed at it with one claw,
while holding theropewith theother.  "I'll lower him down,” she announced as she dowly |et the rope
dip through her hands. Bobby stood benesth to guide the net down gently and lay Gunny on the ground.



"Help me get thisoff!" he shouted to Kasha.  She jJumped down from the tree and dashed at the net,
freeing the unconscious Traveler.  "Gunny!" Bobby called. "C'mon, man. Itsme!"  Bobby felt
Gunny's neck, checking for apulse. Kasha held up Gunny's arm that was missing the hand. "He was cut,”
she said. Bobby saw that the arm had afew deep tang cuts on it, which accounted for the dripping
blood. "Hesdlive," Bobby announced. He gently tapped Gunny's cheek. "Wake up, Mr. Van Dyke,
weneedyou." Gunny dtirred. His eydidsfluttered and opened. He looked around with confusion until
he focused on Bobby. "No offense, shorty,” Gunny croaked. "But | waskind of hoping I'd wake upin
my bed at the Manhattan Tower Hotel."  "Sorry, we're not done here yet," Bobby replied with a
relieved smile. He helped Gunny sit up while Kasha used someragsto dresshiswounds.  "Areyou
hurt anywhere else?' Bobby asked.  "Nah. | got a pretty good headache, though."  "What
happened?’ Kashaasked assheworked.  "We got jumped by atang,” Gunny explained. "Mark and
Boon and I. Boon saved my life. He pulled that monster off me and cut it up pretty good.” "Yeah, no
kidding," Bobby said, pointing to thedead tang.  Gunny looked at the body of the lizard and shook his
head. "Violent place, thisEedlong." "Where arethe others?' Kashaasked. "Boon sent Mark off on
the zenzen toward Black Water. Hetold meto run. | couldn't do muchto help him, so | did. | tried to
circle around toward the waterfall, but the tang was tracking me. Those beasties must like the way |
taste. Thetang jumped at me; | backed off and stepped right into the trap.” Gunny chuckled. "Never
thought 1'd be so happy to do something so stupid. | must have banged my head when | hit the ground, |
don't remember. Buit it pulled me up and away from that beast. Last thing | remember islooking down to
watch it legping up & me. But | was out of reach. Then | guess| passed out.” "Hemust have bled to
deathtryingto get you," Kashasaid. "Serveshimright,” Gunny said.  "What about Courtney and
Spader?' Bobby asked.  Gunny frowned. "The tangs caused arockdide in the tunnel leading here,
Bobby. | can't say if they were hurt, or trapped outside.”  "Neither!" came afamiliar voice.  Bobby,
Kasha, and Gunny looked over to see awelcome sight: Spader and Courtney jogged toward them
through thetrees. "You can't stop acouple of intrepid typeslike us with acouple of rocksand a
mountain, no Sir!" Spader said withawide smile.  Courtney ran right to Bobby and gave him a hug.
Bobby was more than happy to hug her back. "Are you okay?' Bobby asked. "I am now," Courtney
answered. "Wasthat you inthe helicopter?'  "Yeah, niceentrance, aye?' "WherdsMark and
Boon?' Spader asked. "I don't know," Gunny answered. "In Black Water, | hope" Kashasad,
"We'rerunning out of time."  Bobby pulled away from Courtney and got back to business. "Here'sthe
dedl. Nine helicopters are grounded back in the valley, loaded with the Cloral poison. As soon asthe
clouds clear, they'll have the power to take off and maketheir run on Black Water." "Welost onetank
of the antidote, mate," Spader announced. "Couldn't be helped.” Kashasaid, "Without Mark, we've
only got onetank left.”  "Canyouwak, Gunny?' Bobby asked.  Gunny struggled to hisfeet. Hewas
week, but determined. "Y ou don't think alittle conk on the head and a couple of cutsisgoing to dow me
down, do you? Follow me!"  The team was reunited, sort of. Gunny led them on thefind leg of their
journey through the crater of waterfalsto the entrance to Black Water. They arrived at the second
waterfal from the right, following Gunny across the underwater path of stones. Bobby wasthelast of the
group to step behind the waterfall. He took one last look at the sky to see the thick clouds were il
covering the sunbelt. No gigs could fly. But he dso saw something new... thetrailing edge of the large,
dark cloud. Behind it was clear blue sky. The clock wasticking. EELONG

(CONTINUED) Boon stood on a chairto examine the window of the small room where he and
Mark were being held captive. "Thisroom wasn't built to be aprison,” he declared. "'l think | can pry this
hinge off withmy claw.” "Doit," Mark whispered. He was standing guard at the door to make sure the
gar outside wouldn't see them trying to escape. "What do we do once we get out?' Boon asked as he
worked. "One problem a atime," Mark answered.  "Welcome!" exclaimed the gar behind the waterfall
when he saw Gunny and the others approach. "Y ou're home now, you've got nothing more to worry
about!" The gar froze when he saw that one of the new arrivlswasaklee.  "Klee!" he shouted.
Instantly ten more gars appeared, al carrying spear guns.  "It'sal right,” Gunny assured him. "You
know me, my name is Gunny. Weve been here before. So hastheklee”  The gar was suspicious, until



Gunny held up his handlessarm. "Remember now?' Gunny asked.  The gar relaxed alittle and waved
off the other gars. "1 remember,” the gar said. "You werewith Aron."  "That'sright,” Gunny said.
"Werrefriends. All of us” "You redizethat the Advent isunder way," the gar guard said. " Soon there
will be thousands of garsarriving. If they see aklee, they might not enter.”  Gunny kept eye contact
with the gar. He spoke softly, but forcefully. "Everything will be fine, but you must let usenter. Weareon
an important mission to make sure the Advent succeeds”  Bobby knew that Gunny wasusing his
Traveler powersof persuasion.  "There'saproblem with the Advent?' the gar asked worriedly.  "Not
if you help us" Gunny continued. "We need to get to the Center. Can you bring usthere?'  Thegar's
head shook dightly, asif he needed to jiggle the ideaaround inside until it landed right Sde up. "Yes™" he
findly said. "I can help." He turned to the other guards and commanded, " Take my post. | will lead our
friendsto the Center.”  Gunny looked to Bobby and winked.  Bobby said, "Youreredly getting the
hang of that.” Gunny said, "It helpsthat the garsare smple people” "Come!" the gar commanded.
"Follow me." Hewaked quickly into the tunnel that led to Black Water, followed by Gunny, Bobby,
Spader, Courtney, and Kasha.  "You have aplan?' Bobby asked Gunny quietly.  Gunny put afinger
to hislipsto shush Bobby. "I'll explain once we get there. No sensein causing aruckus.”  Bobby
nodded in understanding. He redlized that telling the gar that Black Water wasin danger of being wiped
out by apoison from the sky might cause enough of a panic to dow them down, and anything that dowed
them down wasn't good. The group walked through the narrow, dark tunndl until they arrived at the
entranceto Black Water.  "Hobey!" exclaimed Spader when he got hisfirst view_of the hidden village.
"All thisfor us?’- Hewaslooking at hundreds of gars gathering on either side of the path that led down
to thevillage. It waslike they were getting ready for aparade. "l think they're hereto greet the gars,”
Bobby said. A little blond girl who looked no more than five, with beautiful blue eyes, ran up to Bobby
and handed him asingle, white flower. "Welcometo Black Water," she said sweetly. "Weve been
waiting for you." "Thank you," Bobby said, taking theflower.  Spader chuckled and said, "There you
go! Maybeit'salittlebit for ustoo.” "We should hurry,” Gunny said to the gar who was leading them.
They traveled quickly down the path, past the assembled gars. It was a festive atmosphere with music
playing and gars cooking food on either sde of theroad. Most of the gars backed away from the path
when they saw Kasha, but Spader tried to relax them by smiling and waving, asif he were the grand
marsha of the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade. Many gars waved back, others even cheered asif
welcoming returning heroes.  "You should beapalitician,” Courtney said.  "You'reright!" Spader
answered. "What'sapolitician?'  Bobby and Kasha were more concerned with the weather. They kept
glancing up at the sky asthetrailing edge of the dark storm cloud grew closer to the sunbdt.
"Whatever we're going to do," Kasha said, "we'd better doit fast." The gar escorted the group
through the town to the Center. "Here you are,”" the gar announced. "Do you need more help from me?"
"No," Gunny said. "Thank you. Y ou should get back to your post." The gar smiled broadly and
sad, "Itsavery exciting day, isntit?"  "You havenoidea," Courtney said sarcasticaly. The gar didn't
know what she meant, so without aword he jogged off.  Bobby looked up to see the storm was
moving quickly. "We don't have much time," he said. "When that cloud clears the sunbelt, were done.
Wed better figure out away to usethisantidoteright now.” "I dready know how to useit,” Gunny
sad. "Redly?' Courtney exclamed. "I'm surprised you didn't figure it out yoursdlf, shorty,” Gunny said.
"Y ou and Kashawere here. You saw their irrigation sysiem.”  Bobby and Kasha exchanged confused
looks. They had no ideawhat Gunny wastalking about.  "Remember when you firgt got here?* Gunny
asked. "When wewerewalking into thevillage" "The sprinklers” Bobby exclamed. "On thelight
posts.”  "They have sprinklerson light posts?’ Courtney asked.  "What's a sprinkler?' Spader asked.
Gunny walked to atal light post and tapped it, saying, "Black Water thrives on the river water that
runsthrough the village. They built avast, underground watering system that channelstheriver water to
theentirevdley." "I remember," Kashaexclamed. "The water camefromthepoles” "Exactly,”
Gunny said. "There are thousands of outlets like this one. Every square inch of Black Water can be
reached and watered by the mist that comesfrom the irrigation system. It'slike they creste their own
ran." "lt'sbrilliant!" Spader declared. "Can we send the antidote through thissystem?'  "I'm counting



onit,” Gunny answered. "Thetrick will beto timeit so that Black Water isbeing sprayed just asthe
poison is dropped. If thisantidote is as powerful asyou say, it should act like an umbrdlaand make the
poison harmless”  "Youreagenius" Courtney shouted, and threw her arms around Gunny. "Wedid
it Gunny shook hishead and said, "We haven't done anything but get here. Now weve got to feed
the antidote into the system.” ™Y ou know how to do that?' Bobby asked.  "No," Gunny answered.
"But | know who does.”  Gunny led the group into the Center and back to the large greenhouse room.
Asthey entered, Bobby and Kashatook a quick look up to the glass ceiling to see the hole Saint Dane
smashed open when he escaped intheform of abird. "1 washoping | had imagined that," Kasha said
soberly.  Gunny led them through the rows of plants growing on virloam, to adistant corner of the
room, where one whole wall was taken up by aseries of pipesand valves.  "Irrigation control ?* Bobby
asked. "Yup," Gunny answered. "They got somebody manning thisal thetime. Let's hope he didn't
take the day off for the Advent.”  Gunny |eft the group to go in search of the gar who ran theirrigation
system. Courtney took the tank off her shoulders and gently placed it on thefloor. "I gottabe honest,”
shesaid. "l didn't think wed makeit." "Markdidntmakeit,” Bobby said.  Courtney frowned. She
had been worried about Mark ever sincethey splitup.  "Neither did Boon,” Kashaadded.  "If
anything happened to them..." Bobby said, but didn't finish the thought. The idea of hisbest friend getting
hurt made Bobby's heart ache.  "First thingsfirst, mate," Spader said to Bobby. "Once we're done
here, welll find them. | promiseyou.”  Bobby nodded, but wasn't any lessworried.  "Everybody, I'd
like you to meet Fayne," Gunny said as he gpproached them. He was |eading a woman who looked no
more than twenty years old. But being that the gars of Black Water all |ooked young, she could have
been any age. Shewas small, with short black hair. She looked to Bobby like someone who was used to
hard work. Her rough hands and sirong arms were a dead giveaway. "Fayneis on duty today," Gunny
explained. "Shesgoingtohelpus™ "Yeah," Fayne said, nonetoo happily. "Biggest day in the history of
Black Water and I'm stuck in here." She stood with her hands on her hips and her feet planted. Fayne
was full of no-nonsense. But as tough as she was, when she spotted Kasha, she quickly backed off.

"Whoa, kleg!"  "It'sokay,” Gunny assured her." Kashaisafriend of Aron's. She'shereto help the
gas" Faynekept asuspicious eye on Kasha "Never saw aklee who gave onetick about gars.”

"I'm specid,” Kashasaid impatiently. "Can we move dong here?'  Courtney handed the antidote
tank to Gunny. Gunny addressed the group, saying, "I was explaining to Fayne how there's concern that
the new gars might be carrying dangerous bacteria or viruses that would infect Black Water." Gunny
winked a them, asking themto play dong. Fayne said, "I thought about that too! | mean, they livelike
animals. They could have dl sortsof diseases” "That'swhy we need thistank hooked up to the
irrigation system. When the garsarrive, we can send this....this..."  "Dignfectant?’ Bobby offered.

"Right,disinfectantthrough the entire system. It'svery mild, but it will kill any germ that might cause
trouble”  Gunny handed the tank to Fayne. Fayne examined it suspicioudy and said, "Y ou say Aron
wantsmeto dothis?” "He'svery concerned that the Advent goes smoothly,” Bobby offered. "And he
wants everybody to besafe”  Gunny looked Fayneright in the eye and used his most convincing
Traveler voiceto say, "It's very important that you feed it into the system right now. If you don't hurry, it
will betoo late. Canyou dothat?' They all watched Fayneto seeif she would accept the ruse.

"Sure" she said with ashrug. "Don't want none of them germs getting ussick or nothing.”  Everyone
breathed asigh of relief as Fayne took the tank to theirrigation controls. Spader went with her, just to be
sure everythingwent well.  "Were dmost there," Courtney said, barely containing her glee.  Bobby
stepped away from the group and looked over the vast room full of plants that were growing in air. For
thefirg time since he set foot on E€long, he felt asif he had alittle bit of control back. It was ardief, yet
drangdy disturbingto him.  "What'sthe trouble, shorty?' Gunny asked, walking up to him. "We're
about to save Edlong and knock Saint Dane back down a peg or two. Y ou should be happy.” "l am,
but I'm worried about Mark,” Bobby answered.  "Try not to,” Gunny said. "I'll bet Boon iswatching
out for him right thisvery minute”  Bobby nodded. "And I'm worried about the future”  "Why's
that?* Bobby looked up to the holein the glass ceiling. "Have the rulesreally changed, Gunny?1 can't
stop thinking about what Uncle Press said. We weren't supposed to mix theterritories.” "I thought we



went through this,” Gunny said. "If Saint Dane can doit, why not us?" "1 know, but what if that'sthe
whole point? Were the good guys. We're supposed to do things the right way. | mean, whenisit okay to
break the rules? When it'simportant enough? But who's to say what'simportant?' "I think saving a
territory is pretty important,” Gunny said. "I hate to bring up a sore subject, but you remember
theHindenburg.If we had saved that ship, it would have been doomsday for Earth."  "Thisisdifferent,”
Bobby said quickly. "TheHindenburgwassupposedto crash. Who knows? Maybe Black Water is
supposed to be poisoned?’  Gunny didn't haveareply tothat.  Bobby continued, "What I'm saying is
that if we start playing on Saint Dane'slevd, | meanredlyplaying on hislevel, where will it end? What else
will we haveto do in the name of sopping him? If we have to keep doing thingsthat aren't right, does
that make us asbad as heis? Isthat the way thingswere meant to be?" A dark, worried look crossed
Gunny'sface. Bobby'swords had struck afrightening note of truth. " She'sready!" Spader announced.
"Let's put Saint Dane out of business." Heled them dl over to theirrigation controls.  "We're gonna
beat him with seconds | eft on the clock!" Courtney said to Bobby.  Bobby didn't react.  All eyes
went to Fayne, who was adjusting the antidote tank. The tank itself was lying on its sSide, undernesth a
panel that had a series of valves and gauges. Fayne had attached a heavy, metallic tube to the nozzle.
"Isthisgoing to work?' Bobby asked abruptly.  "Sure," Fayne answered confidently. "I've never
seen avavelikethis, but | made afew adjustments. The sedl issolid. Areyou sure there's enough juice
inthereto do thejob?| mean, thetank ispretty small." "No worries, the antidote is very powerful,"
Spader said.  "Antidote?' Fayneasked.  "Disinfectant,” Gunny said quickly. "Fayne, can you release
asmall amount to make sureit'sal hooked up properly?'  "ltis” Faynesaid. "Humor me” Gunny
said moreforcefully.  Fayne shrugged and said, "Whatever you want. | just do what I'm told." She
stood up to the control panel and twisted afew heavy levers.  "What're you doing?' Courtney asked.
"Opening up the valves so the entire system is activated. That's what you want, right?" "It hasto
reach dl of Black Water,” Gunny said.  "And that'swhat it'll do," Fayne assured him. "Herewe go."
Faynetook hold of alarge, black lever and turned it from left toright.  Nothing happened.  Fayne
stared at her gauges with afrown. She reached forward and flicked her finger on one gauge to unstick it.
Theneedledidn't budge. "Thisdoesn't make sense,” Fayne said. Sheflipped afew more levers and
tapped afew more gauges. Her frown degpened.  "What'sthe trouble?’ Gunny asked. "Hang on,”
Fayne snapped. Sheleft the control panel and pulled the tank out from underneath. She lifted it up on end
and unscrewed the metallic hose. The others exchanged nervous looks. Fayne removed the connector
and examined thetank'snozzle.  "Ah! Herésyour problem,” she announced. "Theresacrack at the
base of thenozzle” "A crack?' Courtney shouted indismay. "It wasfine when weleft Clord,"
Spader said. "Nothing happened toit since” "Butit did!" Courtney said" nervoudy. "1t got hit with an
arrow on the wippen fidld. And, and, | landed on the tank when | fell off the zenzen during the rockdide.
| got hammered! It could have damaged thenozzle!”  "Canyoufix it?" Gunny asked. "Sure," Fayne
answvered.  "See?' Spader said. "Noworries.”  "But it won't do no good,” Fayneadded. "Why
not?' Courtney asked.  Fayne answered by unscrewing the nozzle and throwing it to Courtney.
"Because your tank's empty. Thejuiceinsde leaked out through that crack. | hope you got another one
becausethereain't nothinginhere”  They al exchanged stunned, helplessliooks.  Something caught
Bobby's eye. It was on Kasha's face. Something was happening that didn't make sense. Kasha's black
fur had suddenly changed color. He stared &t her for amoment, not comprehending what he was seeing,
until Kashalifted her head and looked to the celling.  "Oh, no," Kashawhispered.  Thetruth hit
Bobby hard. Kasha's face hadn't changed color. The change happened because she was suddenly
bathed in light. Light from the sunbelt. The greenhouse was soon aglow with bright light that shone down
through the crystd celling. Everybody raised their eyesto the sky, dl thinking the samethought:  The
gigs had power. EELONG (CONTINUED) Mark and Boon dipped outthe window of the
room where they had been held captive. It was remarkably easy for Boon to unscrew the window hinges
with his claw and remove the frame. It wasn't aroom designed to keep kleeslocked insde. Thetwo
quietly eased themselves out, so as not to aert the guard, and cowered against the outsidewall.  "Now
what do we do?' Boon whispered.  "Weve got to get this tank to somebody who knows how to use



it," Mark answered.  "Okay, who?' Boon replied. "Aron was the only gar Gunny told us about, and he
threw usinjail." "I don't know," Mark said nervoudy. "M-Maybe we should try to find Aron and
convince him again. Or maybe Gunny madeit to Black Water by now. Or maybe we can figure out a
way to useit ourselves. Or maybe-"  "Or maybe we have no idea of what to do,” Boon interrupted.

"Or that,” Mark said, defeated.  Two gars rounded the corner of abuilding across the road and
froze in surprise when they spotted Mark and Boon. All four stared at one another, not sure of what to
do. Findly... "Klee!" shouted one of the gars. Hetook out awhistle and blew it frantically. The other
gar reached behind his back and whipped out aspeargun.  "Uh-oh," Boon shouted. "Timeto be
someplaceelse”  The gar fired the weapon and the spear shot across the road. Boon shoved Mark out
of the way, and the spear stuck into thewoodenwall. "Wait! Werefriends!" Mark shouted at the gars
whilewavinghisarms.  The garsdidn't believe him. Another spear was launched. Boon hit the ground
asthemissilesalledright over hishead.  "Run!" he shoutedto Mark.  "But we're hereto help them!™
Mark shouted back. "We can't do it dead,” Boon yelled. He stood and pushed Mark to get him
running. A quick look back showed him that the two gars were reloading their spears. A moment later a
loud horn sounded andarm.  Insde the greenhouse the group heard the alarm horn. "What's that?"
Courtney asked. "Could the gigs have gotten here so fast?' Bobby asked. "No," Kashaanswered.
"They haveto regenerate their power first." "What isthat horn, Fayne?' Gunny asked. Fayne
backed away from the group, saying, "I'm getting nervous about al this. I'd better find Aron."  "Why?"
Gunny pressed. "Isitandam?'  "Look," Faynesaid. "I know you said that kleeisfriendly, but having
two around istwo too many."  Spader legped at her, making her jump in surprise. "What do you mean
'two'?" heasked. "Therésonly onekleehere” "Yeah? That darm saysthere's another one. I'm getting
Aron." With that, Fayne ran out of the greenhouse.  Spader turned back to the group. They dl stared
at one another, thinking the exact same thing. Spader said it firgt, "Boon!”  "Yeah, and Mark," Bobby
exclamed, and took off running.  "Stay closeto me," Gunny ordered Kasha asthey al ran from the
greenhouse. When they got to the street outside, they saw agroup of gars running with their spearguns
dravn. "What'sgoing on?' Bobby cdledtothem. "Therésaklee ontheloose," one answered.

Bobby didn't hesitate. He took off, running after thegars.  Mark and Boon desperately fled through
town, trying to outrun the pursuing gars. The village was empty since everyone was lined up on the other
side of town, ready to welcome the exodus of gars arriving at Black Water. Mark tried to open the door
of ahut. It was locked. Boon tried another; it, too, was locked. He moved away from the door as
another spear stuck into it with asolidChunk!  "Keep moving!" Boon shouted.  Thetwo dodged in
and around the huts, trying to lose thelr pursuers.  "Takethetank,” Mark said, breathless. Y ou can get
away. Yourefaster thanme”  "But I'm the onethey're shooting at,” Boon returned. "We've got to get
rid of them." "I can't run much more," Mark panted. "My sideiskillingme.”  "Turn here!" Boon
commanded and pushed him into aquick left turn. He grabbed Mark and pulled him down behind alow,
sonewall. The two held their bregths, trying not to make a sound that would give them away. A few
seconds | ater they heard the footsteps of the two gars running past. The gars had made the turn, but
didn't know Mark and Boon had stopped. Mark needed air, but he did his best to control his breathing
until he was sure they were out of earshot. Boon took apeek over the stonewall and saw the two gars
dill running downthedtreet.  "Unbelievable,” Boon said, panting. "It worked."  They both stood up
and jumped over the wall to head back the way they had come. "I think we better split up,” Boon said.
"Aslong asyourewith me, you'll beindanger.” Thetwo walked back to the intersection where they
had madetheturn.  Boon continued, "I'll keep looking for Gunny and-look out!"  Three more spears
flew at them, whizzing past their ears. The second wave of garswas on their trail. Without aword Mark
and Boon gtarted running again. They jumped off the street and ran dong arow of huts, hoping that the
treesin the front yards would shield them from incoming spears. The odds weren't with them. This
second group had four gars. It would only be amatter of time before one of them took a good shot.

"Therel" Mark shouted, and made a quick left turn between two huts. Behind the huts was a stand of
trees. "Maybewe canlosetheminthetrees” Mark reasoned.  They entered aminiforest that was
s0 densg, it forced them to keep running aong the path. With each step, the path grew narrower and



narrower until they soon had to run shoulder to shoulder. Fifty yards ahead of them, they saw that the
forest ended. "When we get to the end, well split up,” Boon declared. "They won't know which way
togo." "If werelucky," Mark added. The two sprinted to the end of the path, broke out into the
open... and stopped short. "Werenot lucky,” Mark declared.  They found themsalves on the
bank of the river that ran through the center of Black Water. There was no turning left or right. It wasa
wet dead end. Behind them the group of garswas closing fast. Mark took alook at the water to seeit
was running fast, maybetoo fast to swim.  "I'm not agood swimmer,” hedeclared. "Redly?' Boon
sad. "l cantswimat dl. I'm aklee, remember?'  "But we gotta," Mark said nervoudy. "Therésno
other way." Behind them agar stopped and pulled out his speargun. "What'll the water do to the stuff in
the tank?' Boon asked. "I-Idon't know! Boon, we gottago!" The gar knelt down on one knee and raised
hisspeargun. "'l can't, Mark. I'll drown.”  The gar took aim, setting his sights directly on Boon. "They!ll
kill you" Mark cried. "I got abetter chance herethan in theriver,” Boon cried. He put his hands on
Mark's shoulders, ready to push himin. "You go!" Boon ordered. Boon was strong. Mark knew he
couldn't fight back if the big cat pushed. "1 won't let you drown!™ Mark promised. "We can go
together and-" Mark |ooked past Boon into the woods and spotted the gar who was about to shoot.
"Look out!"  Boon turned. The gar tightened hisfinger onthetrigger and...  Bobby Pendragon came
running up behind the gar and launched himsdlf, feet first. ™Y ahhhhh!™ he shouted, and nailed the gar
sguareintheback. The gar pitched forward, shooting his spear into the ground. He scrambled back to
his feet to see Bobby. "What are you doing?" he shouted. "The kleeis getting avay!" He pulled another
spear from his carrier. But before he could load it, he was wrapped in abear hug by Spader.  "That's
all the shooting for today, mate," Spader said.  The other gars ran up, drawing their spearguns. Bobby
jumped in front of them and held out hisarms.  "Stop!" he commanded. "They'refriends” Onegar
ydled, "Kleesare not friends.”  Kashawalked up behind him and put afurry hand on his shoulder.
"Someare," shesaid camly. The gar looked at her and dove away infright.  Gunny jogged up, out of
breath. He stood next to Kashaand held his hand up to the gars. "It'sal right,” he said camly. "It'strue.
Thesetwo kleesarefriends.”  Gunny was aforceful presence. The gars didn't know how to react, or
what to believe.  "Bobby!" Mark yelled, and ran to meet hisfriend wearing ahuge, relieved smile.
Bobby grabbed him by the shouldersand said, "Areyou okay?' "Weare now! Man, | can't believe
you're here! Spader too! I1s Courtney okay?' "She'sfine," Bobby answered. "She's back at the
Center.” Boonwalked up, saying, "l oweyou one, Pendragon.”  "Bobby, it was unbelievable," Mark
said quickly. "I tried to bring the tank to Aron, but he locked us both up! We didn't know what to do so
we" "Wat!" Kashasaid. "Listen.” Her ears perked up. The otherslistenedtoo.  "All | hear isthat
alarm back at the Center,” Bobby said. "I hear it," Spader said. "It soundslike... like...that's
impossible. It soundslike aspeeder boat.”  "It'snot aboat,” Kasha said as she looked up to the sky.
Everybody e se looked up. Through the trees they could see clear blue sky. The storm cloud was long
gone. "l hear it now,"” Bobby said.  Soon after, they saw them. They flew in aperfect "V" formation,
likeaflock of geese. They passed directly over Black Water, their rotors making the familiar whirring
sound...timesnine.  "What arethey?' Mark asked inwonder.  "Flying desth" was Kashas answer.
EELONG (CONTINUED) Theformation of gigspassed high, flying directly over Black
Water. "Weredone," Bobby said, defeated. "Not yet," Kashasaid. "They won't spray the poison
from that far up, thewind would takeit away.” "They must beflying over to scout the place” Gunny
suggested.  "Or waiting until the first bunch of garsarrive,” Boon said ominoudy.  "Whatever,"
Spader said quickly. "It meanswe've dtill gottime”  Bobby looked to Mark and asked, "Can you keep
going?' Mark stood up straight and said, "Absolutely.”  They started back to the Center, but the
garsstood in their way, holding up their spearguns. "Stop!"" the gar commanded. "Until we hear from
Aron, you aredl being held in confinement.” ™Y ou are going to hear from Aron right now!" Aronand a
few more gars waked quickly aong the path. " Gunny! What is happening here?' he demanded.
"Aron, those flying machines are going to drop a poison on Black Water. We can stop them, but
we've got to get back to the Center.” "I told you!" Mark added, pointing to the tank on his back. Aron
frowned. "But the Advent-"  "The Advent iswhat they've been waiting for," Bobby interrupted. "They



wantyou dl inoneplace”” "Please, Aron,” Gunny begged. "Youvegot tolet usgo back.” Thegars
looked nervous. They shuffled back and forth, not sure of what to do. Hearing that Black Water was
about to be poisoned wasn't exactly acomforting piece of news. They looked to Aron, waiting for his
response. Aron looked to the sky, watching the gigs disappear inthedistance.  "They'll be back,"
Gunny said. "And they'll rain death on Black Water. The Advent will forever be known as the day that
garsbecameextinct.”  Aron shot alook a Gunny. "I have trusted you from the moment | met you,
Gunny," hesaid. "Do not make meregretit."  "Youwont," Gunny said with absolute confidence.

"Then go," Aron said. "Escort them back, hurry!" he ordered thegars.  The gars went from pursuers
to protectors. They sprinted back aong the path, running interference for the band of Travelersand
acolytes who now had their last chanceto save Edlong.  They ran quickly through the village, back
toward the Center. Each stole nervous glances to the sky, expecting to see the gigs flying on therr final,
deadly pass. When they were nearly at the Center, they heard ahuge cheer go upinthedistance. "It
has begun,” Aron announced with pride. "Thefirst garshave arrived." 1t was amoment of triumph. The
garshad comehome.  Generations of horror and oppression were at an end. No one yet knew how
find that end wasgoingtobe.  Outside the Center, Courtney paced anxioudy while Fayne relaxed
againg thebuilding.  "Youremaking menervous” Faynesaid. "That'stheleast of your problems,”
Courtney said.  Before Fayne could ask what she meant, the others ran up. Gunny quickly took the
tank from Mark and handed it to Fayne. "Hook it upnow!"he ordered.  Faynelooked to Aron. Aron
nodded his gpprova. Fayne shrugged and headed inside. Courtney followed her, just to be sure nothing
wentwrong.  "Look!" Mark said, pointing toward the side of town that held the entrance to Black
Water. In the distance they saw a steady stream of gars emerging from the tunnel. They were getting thelr
first look at Black Water. Home. Greeting them were the gars of Black Water, cheering them like
conquering heroes. It was atriumphant sight. Bobby stole aquick ook at Aron to see hiseyeswere
tearingup. "Hobey!" Spader shouted. Everyone looked to him. Spader pointed to the sky. "Here they
comel"  They dl turned their attention to the mountains above the tunndl entryway to Black Water.
Like an ominous dark cloud, the formation of gigs appeared. They were much lower thistime, barely
clearing the craggy pesks. "We'retoo late,” Boon cried. "Nowerenot," Kashadeclared. "They're
gill too high. And they're flying with the wind. They'll pass over once more then turn and head back.
That'll bethekiller run.”  "Then let'sbeready for 'em,” Gunny declared, and led them dll insde.

Ins de the greenhouse Fayne was quickly and expertly hooking up the third and final tank of antidote.
The others stood watching. The tension was enormous, but nobody said anything for fear of distracting
Fayne. Thewoman findly looked up at them and frowned. "Y ou're adl making me nervous, you know,"
shesaid shakily. "I don't usudly work with an audience”” "You'redoing fine," Gunny said. "Do we
know if thistank isfull?*  Faynethrew alever on the control pand and one of the gauges shot dl the
way fromlefttoright. "Tothetop,” Fayneanswered. "l can't believeit'sso light, but it'sfull.”

Everyonelet out ardlieved breath.  Courtney put her arm around Mark and gave him aquick hug.
"Youdidit, man," shesaid. Faynereached for the lever that would release the antidote into the system
andsad, "Should I?..."  "No!" everyone shouted at once.  Fayne jumped back in surprise. "All right,
dlright!"  "Wehavetowait until therright moment,” Gunny explained. "Andwhenisthat?' Fayne
asked. "Very soon," Kashasad, pointing up. "They're coming back.”  Through the crystal ceiling
they could see dl theway to the mountains on the far sde of Black Water. The formation of gigs had
returned once again. They were so far away that they looked like flying ants. But there was no mistake.
Thistime, when they cleared the mountain top, the angels of death dipped down into the valley. At the
sametime, they spread out quickly, opening up huge gaps between each gig to cover as much ground as
possble. "Thisisit," Kashaannounced. "Thisistherun." "Doit!" Courtney shouted. Fayne
reached for the lever and wasready to throw it when... "Stop!" Bobby shouted.  Everyone whipped
adisbeievinglook at him.  "Shorty, it'snow or never,” Gunny warned.  Bobby walked to the
irrigation control and stood by thelever. "What are you doing, Bobby?' Courtney asked nervoudly.

Bobby looked at the group and said, "' don't believe thiswas the way it was meant to be. But it'sthe
way itis. Thismay bethetotally wrong thing to do, but sinceit's going to happen, I'll bethe oneto do it."



He reached up for the lever and wrapped his fingers around it. He looked back to the group and said, "l
don't think the rules have changed. But wehave."  Bobby pulled the lever. EELONG

(CONTINUED) Thegigsflewtheir attack run with perfect precison. The moment they crested the
mountain into Black Water, they spread their formation out wide to cover as much ground as possible.
At the same time they swooped down quickly and turned their Sde rotors paralldl to reduce their speed.
Theklee pilots knew exactly what they were doing. They had made thiskind of run many timesto drop
fertilizer over the vast farms of Edlong. Thistime they weren't dropping fertilizer. At the entranceto
Black Water jubilant garsflooded into the secret valey. Theline of gars stretched back through the
tunnel, out from under the waterfdl and al the way through the crater to the fissure through the mountain.
The line continued past the spot where the tang's avalanche ambush had been cleared, out the other side
and halfway down the steep switchback trail. Thousands more made their way through the rocky valley
beyond to join the long line that would bring them home.  Insgde Black Water the atmosphere was
carniva-like. Therewas music playing and long tables|oaded with fruit and bread to feed the hungry
arivals. Asthe gars entered with their link cubes glowing, they were greeted with warm hugs and tears. It
was like along-awaited reunion of ahuge family. They were weary from thelong journey, but
reenergized by the thought of beginning anew and better life. Some of the incoming garswere
tentative-after al they had lived their entire lives being trested like animals. But their fears were soon
erased when they experienced the wonderful reception and learned that the promise of Black Water was
aredity. Thekleepilotslooked left and right to be sure they were spaced correctly. The pilot flying at
the point of the arrow wasin charge of coordinating the assault. He raised hisfurry hand over his head.
The pilots on either Side of him saw thisand did the same. The pilots just outside of them followed, asdid
the next pilots out, and findly the pilots flying on the far edge of the formation. They wereready. The
lead pilot dropped his hand to givethe signal, and the attack began.  Each of the pilotsflipped the valve
inhisgig to release the Cloral poison. The deadly liquid shot from the tanksin the form of aheavy, green
gas. It camefirst from the lead gig, followed quickly by the others. The gas from each gig trailed behind
to join with the gas from the other gigs, until it formed adense, green cloud that grew larger asthey flew
on. The deadly cloud hovered, barely moving, for it wasn't much heavier than air. The poison gasfrom al
nine gigs drifted together, growing thicker by the second. When the cloud grew so thick that it blocked
nearly dl thelight from the sunbelt, it began to dowly settletoward theground.  The Black Water gars
began to lead thefirgt arrivals down into the village. They needed to keep the crowd moving to
make room for the multitude of gars who were till to come. Asthey walked dong the path, they spotted
acurious Sght on thefar horizon. It looked to them like asmall flock of birds. The surprising thing was
that these birds seemed to be dragging a green cloud behind them. The Black Water gars watched in
wonder, glancing to one another to seeif anyone ese might know what this strange event was dl about.

The newly arrived garslaughed and pointed. Since everything for them was anew and exciting
experience, thiswas smply another marvel of Black Water.  Theklee pilot on point looked back to
see the vast, green cloud that he and his team were laying down. He didn't see asingle break in the dense
gas. He quickly estimated that it was spread wide enough to cover al of Black Water. They couldn't
have done a better job. Hesmiled invictory.  The Black Water gars experienced yet another surprise.
A loudhissingsound could be heard that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. It was afamiliar
sound, but not one they expected. Normadly it was only heard at night. Never in the middle of the day,
especidly on such animportant day asthis. But as strange as it may have been, the sound was redl.

The central irrigation sysemwascomingtolife.  The sprinklerswere everywhere. On light poles
along the streets, on the farms that surrounded the village, even on the treesin the forests. The water was
released in the form of amist that spewed so much moisture into the air, the gars were soon soaked to
theskin. Thenew garstreated this as yet another marveloustreat. They cried for joy asthe water
washed away so many horrible memories. They danced, they splashed in the puddies, some even fdl to
their knees and scooped up handfuls of water to quench their thirst. At the Center, Bobby and the
othersran outside to learn that the sprinklers were working. They were instantly soaked by the heavy
migt. It waslike arainstorm that began twenty feet abovetheir heads.  "If this doesn't work, isn't it safer



to say ingde?' Mark asked.  "If this doesn't work, being insdewill only delay things,” Gunny
answered. "I'd rather get it over quick.” "Thisisalot of water," Bobby said to Spader. "That antidote
isgoing to be spread pretty thin."  "No waorries, Pendragon,” Spader answered with confidence.
"Manoo told meit wouldn't take much to stop the poison.”  "And you trust him?* Bobby asked.
"Wdl," Spader said with ady smile. "Not much | can do about it now."  "WElI find out soon,” Boon
announced. "Look!"  He pointed to the sky asthe nine gigs sailed directly overhead, spewing their
poison, turning the sky as green asif they were dragging acarpet of artificid turf over their heads.
Everyone stared up at the dark celling of poison that was dowly faling toward them.  "Isthisg-gonna
hurt?' Mark said, barely aboveawhisper.  "If it getsus,” Bobby answered, "it'll befast.” "Gunny,"
Aron sad, visibly frightened. "I don't understand what ishappening.”  "I'll explainit dl inacouple of
minutes,” Gunny answered. "If weredtill around.”  Astheformation of gigs passed over the giant
crowd, the happy gars cheered and waved at them, asif to thank them for the spectacular air show
wecome.  "Look," Kashaannounced. "Ther tanks are nearly empty.” A quick look up at the
formation of gigs showed that the stream of gas coming from the lead gig was thinning out. So too was
the gas coming from the others. The noxious cloud was as big as it was going to get, which was plenty
big enough. The gigs had reached the far Sde of Black Water. As soon as the gas from the outermost
gigs was spent, they rose together, flying up and over the mountain, leaving Black Water behind. Their
evil missonwascomplete.  "That'sgood news," Kashasaid. "They won't be able to target the gars
outsde” "It would be better newsif the antidote worked in here," Courtney said.  All eyeswent
back up to the green cloud that was dropping ever closer. Boon stood near Kasha. The two exchanged
nervous looks. Courtney waked to Bobby and took his hand. Bobby gave her aweak smileand
squeezed. Mark stood on Bobby'sother side. "Wetried," hesaid. "I know," Bobby agreed. The
group continued to stare up at the sky. It was an eerie feding, since the joyous sounds of the celebrating
gars acted as a backdrop. The happy music didn't fit with the redlity that every living being in Black
Water was seconds away from deasth.  The green cloud fell gently toward the ground. The Travelers
and the acolyteswaited. And waited.  "Breathe deep,” Gunny said somberly. "The faster the better.”
Gunny's suggestion had the opposite effect. Everybody held their breaths. The water from the misters
dripped into their upturned eyes, but nobody looked away. If these were their fina moments of life, they
wanted to makethemlast. Mark said softly, "Is... isit getting brighter?' Nobody reacted. Above
them the green blanket seemed to beabit lessdense.  "Itisl" Courtney shouted.  "It's breaking up!"
Boon shouted.  Seconds later the unmistakable shape of the sunbelt could once again be seen. And
fdlt. Light was coming through.  "Hobey!" Spader declared. "The poison's getting esten up when it hits
themist!"  Inamatter of seconds, the sky went from dark green, to lighter green, to vapor white, and
findly... toblue. "Hoooweeee!" Gunny shouted, and spun around in alittle dance. It wasthefirg time
Bobby had seen him happy since they left the Earth territories. "We're divel Black Water isdive!”
Everyone had different reactions. Gunny danced in therain like a happy scarecrow. Aron watched him
with afrown of confusion. Fayne thought they were dl crazy and left to go back to her post.  Spader
ran to Courtney and gave her abig hug, spinning her off her feet. "Wedid it," he shouted with joy. "We
beat him!"  Mark findly let his guard down. Now that the pressure was off, he couldn't help himself. He
cried. Boon and Kashas reactions weren't as huge. The acolyte touched his Traveler on the shoulder
and said, "Seegen wasright. Youweretheone” Kashagavehimasadsmile. Rather thanjoiningin,
Bobby choseto wak away from the group and watch the happy gars who continued streaming into
Black Water. Their celebration continued at full throttle, getting bigger asmoregarsarrived.  Gunny
approached Bobby and watched the festivities for afew moments, then said, "How doesit fed to witness
thebirth of anew civilization?' "lt'sawesome," Bobby answered. "I'm happy for them. I'm pretty
happy for us, too. It'sgood not being dead.” Thetwo chuckled. "Wedid the right thing, Bobby.
Especidly after what happened on Vedox. Edlong is safe. Saint Dane won't have his next territory.”
Bobby let that snk in amoment, then said, "Y ou'reright. We didn't have achoice. But thiswar isn't
over. I'mjust worried about what we might have to do to beat him nexttime”  Gunny nodded
thoughtfully. "I better go insde and figure out how to explainthisdl to Aron."  Gunny left Bobby done



with histhoughts. They had beaten Saint Dane. Again. E€long had reached its turning point and al Sgns
now indicated a bright future for the territory. There was gtill work to be done. Therift between the gars
and the klees wouldn't be mended easily, but Bobby felt sure that without Saint Dane around to mess
things up, it would be possible. Y et Bobby was till troubled. Saint Dane had dared Bobby to stop him.
Hewent so far asto tell Bobby exactly what his plan wasfor Edlong. That's how confident he was that
hisevil plan would succeed.  But it didn't. Bobby beat him. It took the help of Mark and Courtney,
acolytes from a different territory, but they saved E€long from destruction. Bobby asked himself if that
was all therewasto it. He wanted to believe it was true. Certainly there was plenty of proof in front of
him. The oppressed race of garswas not only safe, they had the chanceto save dl of Edlong from
garving. It seemed soright. Y et Bobby didn't fed right.  Hewatched the joyous gars, trying to draw
proof from the scenethat al waswell. They were dancing in the jammed streetsin the most amazing
street party Bobby had ever seen. Everyone had a smile on hisface and a happy tear in hiseye. All but
oneperson. It wasalittle, blond girl who looked to be no more than five years old. She stood aone,
on top of one of the huts. She stood out from the othersin that she wasn't dancing or Snging or hugging
any of the gars. Shelooked strangely familiar, but Bobby didn't know why. He took afew steps closer to
get abetter look, when thelittle girl turned and stared at him.  Bobby stood stone still. He remembered
her. Shewasthe little girl who welcomed him when he returned to Black Water. She had stepped out
from the crowd of gars arid handed him awhite flower. Bobby remembered the flower, and he
remembered her eyes. They were blue. Piercing blue. And as shelooked at him now, her blue eyes
seemed sharper than he remembered. More intense. It waslike shewas looking right through him. A
cold chill crept up Bobby's spine. His mind went to a place he didn't want it to go. But he had no choice,
because amoment later thelittle girl started to laugh. It wasn't ahappy laugh. It had atouch of lunacy that
cut through Bobby'ssoul.  Thelittlegirl caled out to him. She said three words. Three words that
meant nothing to any of the gars who danced benegath her. They meant nothing to most every living being
on Edong. But it didn't matter. The words were meant for Bobby, and Bobby aone. When he heard
them, hiskneeswent soft.  Thelittlegirl cried out, "Onto Zadaal" "Saint Dane!" Bobby shouted and
ran for her. But when he reached the hut and climbed on top, thelittle girl was gone. EELONG

(CONTINUED) Gunny wasright.They had witnessed the birth of anew civilization. Oncethe
multitude of gars completed their journey to Black Water, their hosts took on the huge task of settling
them down, giving them a place to deep, and providing meds. Thelogistics were staggering, but the
Black Water gars had been preparing for years. They were ready. The bigger chalenge would come
next, asthey worked to educate their primitive cousins and set them on a coursetoward acivilized life.

But this done wouldn't be enough to cure Edlong. The gars il had to confront their enemies, the
klees. Though some gars wanted revenge for the history of horrible trestment, those with alarger vision
understood that for Eelong to prosper, the two raceshad to coexist.  Gunny and Bobby went along
way toward mending fences by explaining to Aron how one single klee was responsible for the attack on
Black Water. Timber. They convinced him that once Timber was thrown out and the klees were shown
how the gars could help end the food problem on Eelong, the kleeswould no longer fedl threstened and
begin to look at the gars as equals. It was agood theory, one that Aron hoped would prove true.

Aron never told any of the gars how close they had come to destruction. He wasn't entirely sure he
believed it himsdlf. He wanted to look forward, rather than worry about the past. Aron would prove to
be awise leader. But the task gill remained to confront the other side-theklees.  That job tell to Kasha
and Boon. The Travelers and the acolytes made the long journey back to Leeandra, dong with Aron and
afew of the Black Water leaders. Kasha and Bobby were till fugitives. Boon wastoo, for having stolen
the zenzens. They didn't want to arrive back in the city only to be arrested, so they returned with an
impressive show of force that the klees could not ignore. No less than fifty gars marched on Leeandra.
Each rode on zenzens (even Mark), wearing dark cloaks and body armor. They aso carried spearguns.
They had no intention of using them; they wanted to put on a show that would prove to the klees that
they were aforce to be reckoned with.  Leading the group were the klees, Kasha and Boon. They
boldly led the othersinto the wippen stadium to demand a meeting with the Council of Klee. What they



found was something they never could have predicted. Leeandrawasacity inshambles.  Oncethe
garsfled, the klees discovered how integra they were to running the city. The gars had done dl of the
menia jobs the klees weren't interested in. Now that they were gone, the elevators and trams broke
down; the flow of water was stopped because the elaborate system of pipes wasn't kept clean; and
worst of dl, food was becoming even more scarce because the foragers weren't willing to risk their lives
to go outside L eeandra without the garsto protect them. Leeandrawas paralyzed. It was the perfect
Stuation for Kashaand Boon. Together with Aron, they went immediately to the Circle of Kleeto find
Ranjin, theformer viceroy. Ranjin was quick to grant them an audience. The group learned from Ranjin
that after the failure of the attack on Black Water, Timber disappeared. (No big surprise) Kashatold
Ranjin the truth about the gars. He listened closdly as she explained how the gars were actudly intelligent
beings. She described how the gars had devel oped advanced farming techniques that could mean the end
of the food shortage. Aron made sure that Ranjin understood the gars would hel p feed the klees, but only
if they weretreated as equas. The kleeswould haveto put aside dl their old prejudices and accept that
thegarswerenot animas. Ranjin listened to al that Kasha and Aron had to say with keen interest.
Kasha said that for the garsto begin helping the klees, they needed a show of good faith. A symbal.
Without it, they would leavethe kleesto starve.  "What isit | can do?' Ranjinasked.  "You must
once again become viceroy of Leeandra," Kasha said. ™Y ou have proven to be the lone voice of reason.
That voicemust be heard again.”  Ranjin agreed to once again wield the saff of viceroy, and do dl he
couldto forgean dliancewiththegars.  After that, events happened quickly. Aron and Ranjin spent
daystaking about the future of their two races, and of Eelong. They found common ground in the
technology that each race had created. Thelink radio would prove to be an invaluable tool to coordinate
forages and track the movement of tangs, so the danger of surprise attacks would be diminished. Thelink
could also be used aboard gigs, dlowing the helicoptersto travel greater distances without fear of losing
power, for they could receive information about clouds and storm patterns. Of course, at the center of
their planswasthe gar invention of virloam. Using this remarkable substance for farming would guarantee
enough food to meet the needs of a growing territory. Neither Aron nor Ranjin expected the road ahead
to be without bumps, but each felt certain that traveling down that road was in the best interest of all.
Four weeks after the failed attack on Black Water, E€long was on its way to becoming a safe,
peaceful territory with abright future.  Bobby and the Travelers stayed on E€long long enough to make
sure the healing process began. At first Bobby wanted Mark and Courtney to return home, but they
asked to stay. They had risked their livesto help save E€long and wanted to see the payoff. Bobby didn't
argue. They had earned that right. After the Advent, they first spent two weeksin Black Water,
marveling at how the gars quickly adapted to their new lives. Mark was fascinated with the technology
the gars had devel oped, and spent days at the Center, learning about virloam and the link radio.
Courtney had a great time teaching the gars how to play soccer. She got Spader involved and the two
formed asmall soccer league, with Spader and Courtney the captains of opposingteams.  Two weeks
later they made thetrip to Leeandrafor the historic meeting with Ranjin. While the important meeting and
negotiations were taking place, Mark and Courtney stayed at Seegen’'s house. They explored the town,
marveling at theincredible city built in the trees. They did thiswith no small fedling of pride. Since Bobby
first left on his adventure, they had longed to play amore important rolein protecting the territories. On
Eelong their wishes cametrue. If not for them, Saint Dane would have destroyed E€long. Courtney's
sdlf-confidence had returned, and Mark finaly got the adventure he had longed for.  But it wastime for
the adventuretoend.  One evening the three visitors from Second Earth were in Seegen'shome,
sharing amed. Mark had appeared nervous al night. When they finished egting, he said what was on his
mind. "Guys" Mark said, "I think it'stimeto go home"  Courtney hadn't expected that. "Why? It's
awesome herel” She asked, "What's at home? School ? Homework? Parents ragging about school and
homework?' "Wel...yeah," Mark answered. "Il missthat." "Andwhat are we going to tell our
parents? 'Sorry we've been missing for amonth, folks, but we had to flume to another territory with
Bobby Pendragon and stop arace of cat people from destroying a secret village in the mountains. Pass
thesdt.' | don'tthink so!"  "We knew that was going to be a problem when we l€eft," Mark countered.



"Y eah, but that was before we kicked Saint Dane's butt!" Courtney shot back. "If it weren't for us,
Eelong would be agiant litter box. Thewar isjust starting. Bobby needs us. Right, Bobby?'  Bobby
didn't answer. Courtney didn't like that. "Y ou do want usto help, don't you?' "You've been helping
snceday one" Bobby saidcamly.  "Weve been librariang” Courtney shouted, jumping to her feet.
"We can't go back to that now that we've had ataste of the action!”  "But you have to," Bobby said
withnoemotion.  Thisstunned Courtney. "What? Why?' "Because | need you to," Bobby said.
"You'reright; you saved E€long. If it weren't for you guys, | don't know what would have happened.

Y ou were amazing. But | don't know what I'm going to find next and-" _ "And what?'Y ou don't think
we can hack it?" Courtney said, insulted. "1 don't even know iflcan hack it!" Bobby barked so quickly
that it made both Mark and Courtney jump.  "Something's been bugging you, Bobby," Mark said.
"What isit?" Baobby tried to put histhoughts together before answering. " Something's not right,” he
findly said. "Edlong issafe. | believethat. But lill, I've got this horrible feding that 1've missed something.
| know that everything you guys have done wasto help, and I'll never be able to thank you enough. But
I'm till trying to figure out the rules here, and if they're redlly changing, and what the hell I'm even doing
hereinthefirst placel” By thetime he finished the sentence, he was shouting. Courtney sat back down,
surprised by Bobby's outburst. They hadn't redlized he was such araw nerve. He hadn't shared his
worries with anyone since Black Water was saved. He never even told anyone about seeing Saint Dane
intheform of thelittle blond girl. But it had been weighing on him, and now he wasletting the emotion
soill out. "Please don't give me ahard time about this" he continued. "'I'm barely keeping my head
above water here. | can't watch my butt and yourstoo. So please, go home. I'll take you to the flume
tomorrow."  Bobby stormed out of the hut, leaving Courtney and Mark stunned. Neither said anything
right away; they had to let Bobby'stirade settlein.  "Wdll," Courtney findly said. "That's pretty
ungrateful. We nearly get killed about twenty times over and al he saysis ‘thanks and then sendsuson
our jolly way? That'sbull-"  "It'snot,” Mark said forcefully. "He's right. We're not Travelers, Courtney.
Wedon't belong here” "Who says?' Courtney argued. "Well, Bobby's uncle Press," Mark
answered. "Pressisgone!” Courtney shot back.  "Yeah, but | think Bobby is till hanging onto him.
Press was the guy Bobby trusted above everybody. He was the one who brought him up to be a
Traveler, and the only onewho knew what it dl meant.” "Yeah, | guess," Courtney said grudgingly.

"Think about all Bobby's been through. | couldn't have doneit. And I'm sorry if thisisan insult, but |
don't think you could have either. Bobby isaspecia guy, but he'sjust aguy. | think when things get scary
for him, he thinks back to what Press taught him about being a Traveler. And us coming to E€long and
bringing the antidote doesn't fit."  "But if we hadn't come, Saint Dane would have won," Courtney
countered. "It seemslike that, but who knowsfor sure?' "I do," Courtney said quickly. "There was
no other way. And you know what else? Spader wantsusto stay.” "Doeshe?' Mark asked. "Or does
he just wantyouto stay?' Courtney snapped Mark a surprised look. Mark added, "I'm not an idiot. He
likesyou." Courtney didntargue. Mark stood up and said, "But it doesn't matter. Spader isn'tin
charge. Neither is Gunny or Kashaor you or me. Bobby'sthe guy. And you know what? Asmuch as|
want to go home, if Bobby asked meto stay, | would. But he wants usto go, so I'm going. And you
shouldtoo." When Bobby left Mark and Courtney, he walked onto the balcony of Seegen's houseto
cam down and breathe some air. He jumped back when he saw a dark shape climbing up to the
platform, but relaxed when heredlized itwasKasha  "I'm glad you're here," Kasha said. "Plesse,
comewithme" Kashaled Bobby to thefar side of the balcony, where aladder stretched farther up
into the tree. Bobby followed the klee higher and higher until they emerged onto asmal platform that was
s0 high it swayed with the breeze. Though it was a frightening perch, it offered a spectacular view of
Leeandra. "It'sbeautiful," Bobby said as helooked down on the night lights of thecity. "Thiswas
my father'sfavorite place,” Kashasaid. "He often dept here. He used to say that from up here hefelt like
he could reach out and hold Leeandrain hishands."  Thetwo looked out over the beautiful city.  "I'm
not good with change," Kashafindly said. "l like things orderly and logicd. | thought my father did too.
Hewasaliilliant klee. A visonary. But more than that, he could get things done. | wanted nothing more
than to be like him. But when he started telling me about Travelers and Saint Dane, | couldn't accept it.



Nothing he said fit with anything | knew about Edlong, or about him. | thought he had gone crazy. But
now | realize he hadn't changed at al. He was the same dedicated, concerned klee he dwayswas. He
had smply adapted to what lifethrew at him, wherel couldn't.” "Butyoudid,” Bobby said. "It just
took alittlelonger.” "Yes, too late," Kashasaid with sorrow. "1 turned my back on him. He died
thinking | had lost respect for him, and it couldn't have been further from thetruth.”  Thetwo sood in
slence for amoment, then Bobby said, "When my uncle Press died, he promised me that we would see
each other again. | redly can't say what he meant by that, or how it would happen, but if there's one thing
I've learned about being a Traveer, it'sthat just when you think you've got it al figured out. .. you don'.
When things get tough, | think about those last words of his. If what he said istrue, and | believeitis,
then you'll seeyour father again." Kashasaid, "l want to believethat too." "Then do," Bobby said.
"It suremakesthingseaser.” Kashasaid, "l don't know what other territories are out there, or what
more aklee Traveler can do, but I'm with you, Pendragon. Not just for my father. For you." Bobby
smiled and nodded in thanks. He noticed that Kashaheld asmall, wooden box. "What'sthat?' Kasha
said, "I've been waiting for the right moment to do this. My father'slife was about Leeandra. Hed be
proud of the changesthat are happening. | want him to be apart of it, forever."  She opened the box
and tossed its contentsinto the air. Carried away on the breeze were Seegen's ashes. They quickly
spread and were taken away to settle over thejunglevillage.  "Hewould have liked you, Pendragon,”
Kashasad. "I'm glad you were here to sharethismoment.”  Early the next morning the team of
Travelers and acolytes made one fina journey together. They walked across the sky bridges of Eelong,
back to the huge tree that held the flume. Therewas afeding of findlity to thistrip. They had saved
Edong. They had defeated Saint Dane. And now, they were splittingup.  "Thisistough,” Bobby said
to the group as he stood in the center of the underground cavern, outside the flume. "We've beaten Saint
Dane. All of us played ahuge part. | wish thiswerethe end, but it isn't. | know I've said this before, but
no single one of us has achance againgt him. It's only the strength we have together that gives us hope. If
you need proof of that, remember what happened hereon E€long.”  "So that means were staying
together?' Spader asked.  "Yes," Bobby answered. "Hobey! That'swhat | liketo hear!"  Bobby
added, "But not you, Kasha, I'm sorry to say. Y ou wouldn't exactly go unnoticed on other territories.”

"l understand,” the klee Traveler said. "We've plenty to do here on E€long. But you know if you ever
needme..." Shedidn't finishthe sentence. Bobby knew. "Whereto, shorty?' Gunny asked. "I
think it'stimeto pay Loor avigt,” Bobby said. "Zadaal" Spader announced happily. "That Loor'sa
handful, sheis”  Bobby turned to Mark and Courtney. Neither looked happy, especidly Courtney.
Bobby pulled them aside so they could have a private moment between friends.  "'I'm sorry about last
night, guys,” Bobby said. "l wasway out of line"  "It'scool, Bobby," Mark said. "Wegetit." "But?'
Courtney asked.  "But | ill want youto go home.” Mark nodded. Courtney looked away, peeved.

"Can | till count on you guysto take care of my journals?' Bobby asked. "Areyou kidding?' Mark
sad quickly. "Bring'emon.” "I need to know something else," Bobby said. "Thisisn't over. If | ever
get to undergtand things alittle more, will you guys comeback?'  Courtney'sfacelit up. "So you're not
closing the door entirely?' sheasked. "How can | do that?' Bobby said. "I'm winging this. I've got to
keep every option open.”  Courtney threw her arms around Bobby and hugged him tight. "Well be
waiting," Courtney whispered into hisear.  Bobby looked to Mark over Courtney's shoulder. Mark
said, "Just say theword."  Courtney pulled away from Bobby. Bobby gave Mark ahug. "Thank you,
guys. | don't know what elseto say." "That'senough,” Mark said, nearly intears. Mark and
Courtney made their good-byes all around. When Courtney hugged Spader good-bye, she said, "So you
think Loor isahandful, aye? lsn't that what you said about me?'  Spader backpedaled, saying, "Oh,
wdl, in adifferent way. | mean, she'sawarrior, trained and dl, and you're, uh, you're really smart and-"

Bobby burst out laughing. " Spader, thisisthefirst timeI've seen you nervous.”  "It'sthefirst timel've
everbeennervous,” Spader said with an uncomfortable chuckle.  "Well see each other again,” Courtney
sad. "And then well ssewho'sahandful.”  Gunny gave them both abig hug, then they made their
goodbyestotheklees. "Thank you for everything,” Kashasaid. "Absolutely,” Boonadded. "Hey,
it goeswith thejob," Mark said cockily.  Courtney gave him aplayful shove. "Y eah, right. Let'sgo."



Bobby walked the two of them through the curtain of vines and stood with them in the mouth of the
flume. "What are you going to tell your parents?' heasked.  "Good question,” Mark said.  "Any
suggestions?' Courtney asked.  "Yeah," Bobby answered. "Lie" Thethreejoined in onelast hug,
then Mark and Courtney backed into the flume. "Write soon,” Mark said. Y ou know it," Bobby
answered.  "Seeya, Bobby," Courtney said, then she and Mark turned to face the tunnel to infinity.
"Ready?' Mark asked.  "There's no place like home," Courtney replied. "Second Earth!" Mark
cdled out. And things were never the same. Theflume beganto collgpse.  Thelight appeared in the
distance, dong with the usuad musica notes, but the stone structure of the flume was crumbling.

"Wh-What happened?' Mark shouted.  The stone flume writhed and shuddered. The sound was
deafening. Giant chunks of rock fell from overhead. The whole tunnel shifted. Mark was knocked off his
feet. Thelight grew brighter. Bobby ran in and helped Mark to hisfeet. All around them, the rock lining
of the flume cametumblingdown. "Runin!" Bobby shouted over theroar. "Meet thelight!” Hegave
them both a shove, sending them running into the flume. A crack appeared between Bobby'sfeet,
opening up adeep chasm beneath. The flume was breaking apart. Bobby dove to hisright, hitting the
floor of the tunnel with his shoulder. Above him, another rock broke loose and fell. Bobby rolled out of
the way, and right to the edge of the crack that was now a chasm. He glanced back into the flume to see
that Mark and Courtney were nothing more than silhouettes running into the light. Above him, rocks
continued to break |oose and rain down, crashing al around him. He crawled away from the edge of the
chasm in a desperate attempt to get out of the flume, when the floor beneath him crumbled.  Aningtant
later Mark and Courtney were gone. SECOND EARTH The light from the flumebl asted
into theroot cdlar of the abandoned Sherwood house, dong with the jumble of musical notes. A second
later Mark and Courtney came running out of the tunnel, safe. They turned around quickly to examinethe
flume.  "It'sdill inonepiece!” Mark announced.  The light and music quickly receded, leaving the
tunnel dark and quiet. Courtney fdt the stone at the mouth of thetunnd.  "Solid," she proclaimed.
"Mark, what happened?’  "I-Idon't know! It waslike an earthquake.”  "What should we do?"
Courtney said, frantic. "Should we go back?'  "No!" Mark yelled. "We b-barely got out of there. Why
would we go back?'  "But what about Bobby and the others?*  Mark didn't have an answer. "Let's
just... relax. And think. We can't go back. All we can do iswait. That'swhat Bobby said, right?" "But
Bobby didn't know the flumewas going to collgpse!™ "I know, | know! But, what can we do?"

Courtney deflated. "Nothing. Thisisgoing to betorture.”  Thetwo changed out of the Clora
swimskins they had been wearing, back into the Second Earth clothes they brought to the flume so long
ago. Courtney didn't even make fun of Mark for wearing the bright yellow swegtshirt with the"Cool
Dude" logo. They |eft the basement not even worrying if they'd run into aquig-dog. When they stepped
outside the abandoned mansion, they discovered that it was nighttime in Stony Brook. They were ableto
scaethewall surrounding the mansion and get back to the quiet, suburban street without being seen. As
soon asthey hit the ground, their thoughts turned from what had happened on E€long, to what was about
to happen on Second Earth. By their estimation they had Ieft for Clora over amonth before. Neither
could begin to imagine how frantic their familieswere.  "Now what?' Courtney asked, asthey walked.
"You redize we're about to catch hell." "I know," Mark said. "I've got aplan. Weve got to be
together onthisor it'll never work." "I'mligening.” "Let'stell everybody we ran away together, you
know, to go on an adventure.”  "Wdl, wedid." "I'm not saying wetell the truth! Give me a break.
I'm saying wetdll everybody we got sick of having to be the good kids al the time and school wastoo
intense and we were being pressured by peersinto doing stuff we didn't want to do and, | don't know, al
those thingsthey say on TV talk shows make kids go crazy. Well say we needed a break before we did
something redly stupid, so weran away to go to, | don't know, to Cdifornia Tosurf!"  "That's
ridiculous,” Courtney said. "Why?Kidsrun away dl thetime" "I know, but nobody will believe you
and | did it together." Mark stopped waking and gave Courtney asour look. "I'm kidding," shesaid. "It's
agood ideg, but it'l get usin hugetrouble” "Maybe. Or maybe our parentswill fedl sorry for us
because weretroubled youths”  "Yeah, right." "Whatever. Werein huge trouble no matter what we
do. At least thisway we might have a chance of diding by without having to talk about flumes and



territoriesand Travelers”  "And get locked up,” Courtney said, finishing thethought.  "Exactly.”
"Itsaplan." They decided to go to Courtney's house first, since it was closer and Courtney was
aready having big arguments with her parents. They figured her parentswould buy it quicker than
Mark's, snce Mark had never done anything remotely spontaneousin hislife. At least asfar ashis
parents knew. On the way to her house, they fabricated an incredible story of how they put enough
money together to take the busto California, then spent afew weeks on abeach just north of Mexico
trying to learn how to surf and pretend like they weren't who they were. They worked in every detail they
could think of-the towns they went through, the food they ate, the people they met. Everything. It didn't
take long for them to fedl confident enough with the bare bones of astory to run it by Courtney's parents.
Findly they made thelong walk up the path to Courtney'shouse.  "Let'sring the bdll," Courtney said. "I
don't want to bargein and givethem aheart attack.”  "Good luck,” Mark whispered.  Sherang the
bell. A few seconds later Courtney's door opened. Mr. Chetwynde stood there, staring at them, asif he
couldn't believe he was actudly seeing them. Mark and Courtney weren't sure how to begin, so they
didn't say anything. They had aready figured that it was better to react than to offer any info. They stood
that way for agood thirty seconds, when Courtney'sfather finaly spoke.  "What happened?’ wasdl he
asked. "lt'salong story, Dad," Courtney said, trying to sound tired and remorseful.  "Very long,"
Mark added. "Wasthelibrary closed?' Mr. Chetywnde asked. Mark and Courtney didn't know
how to answer that one. They had figured out answers for most every question that could have been
thrown at them, but not that one.  "Excuse me?' Courtney asked tentatively.  "Thelibrary," Mr.
Chetwynde said. "Weren't you guys going to thelibrary?" ™Y ou mean, like amonth ago?" Courtney
asked. "I mean ahdf hour ago when you left the house,” Mr. Chetwynde said; confused. Mark
asked, "Courtney left here half an hour ago? Was| with her?'  Mr. Chetwynde frowned at Mark.
"Unlessyou've got anidentica twin. Am | missng something?'  Courtney said, "Wéll, yesh! Weve
been-"  "No!" Mark jJumped in. "Y ou're not missing anything. Thelibrary was open, but we were
starved so we went to McDonald's first and ended up getting our work done there. It didn't take aslong
aswethought.” "Oh," Mr. Chetwynde said, satisfied. "Not exactly along story. I'm sorry to hear it
though." "Why?' Courtney asked, still trying to understand what was happening.  "It'snot good to
eat junk food for dinner. It's not good for your hedth." Mark and Courtney gave each other a
sdewayslook. "I can think of alot of things bad for your hedth," Courtney said. "Burgersaren't high on
thelig.” "Don't beawiseguy. You know what | mean,” Mr. Chetwynde said with ahaf smile.
Mark tugged on the back of Courtney's shirt and said, "Uh, | left something on my bike | meant to give
you." Hetriedto pull her away from the door, but Courtney stood firm. "Bike? Y ou don't have &
"Yeah!" Mark interrupted. "The bike | |eft out front so we could walk together.”  Courtney was
reding. Nothing was making senseto her.  "C'mon, Courtney,” Mark said vehemently through clenched
teeth. He turned quickly and hurried away fromthehouse.  "Beright back, Dad," Courtney said, and
jogged after Mark. When she caught up, Mark kept walking. "What's going on?* Courtney said under
her breath. Mark's answer was to show Courtney his hand. The center stone of hisring was glowing.
"Oh man," Courtney gasped.  Mark clapped his hand over the ring to hide the pyrotechnics. When
they got to the street and out of Mr. Chetwynde's sight, Mark ran next door and ducked behind a huge
bushin front of the neighbor's yard. By the time he got the ring off, it was dready growing. Mark placed
it on the ground and stood next to Courtney. The two watched it grow to Frisbee-size, opening up the
conduit between territories.  "Thisistoo much. I'm going menta,” Courtney gasped.  The bright light
shot out of the hole ingde the ring, aong with the sweet musical notes. With afind brilliant flash, the event
ended and the ring returned to normal. Lying on the ground next to it was arolled-up piece of parchment
paper. Mark moved to pick it up, but Courtney stopped him.  "Wait," shesaid. "Onething a atime.
Did my father snap or what? That was not what | expected from a guy whose daughter was missing for a
month."  "Because | don't think we were gone for amonth,” Mark answered.  Courtney gave Mark a
blank look. "No way. That wasn't someéWizard of Ozdream we had. |'ve got the black-and-blue marks
toproveit.” Mark laughed. "No, we spent a month on E€long, but | think we were brought back here
only afew minutes after weleft."  Courtney shook her head, confused. ™Y ou mean, like time stood ill



whileweweregone?'  "No. | think we went to aterritory that existed in another time. When the flume
brought us back here, it wasto the sametimeweleft.” "So...werenotintrouble?' "Not with our
parents, anyway." Theimplication wasthere. Parents were the last thing Mark and Courtney had to
worry about. They both looked down at the rolled-up parchment paper.  "That wasfast,” Courtney
sad.  "For us. Who knows if Bobby wroteit in the past, or thefuture”  "Don't go there," Courtney
scolded. "My brain dready hurts." Mark picked up the parchment. It was crunchy brown

paper, wrapped and tied with leather twine. Mark's hands were shaking as he untied theknot.  "What
happened to the flume, Mark?'  "Maybethiswill tell us" he said, unrolling the pages. He took a deep
breath and glanced at thefirst page.  "From Bobby?' Courtney asked.  "Uh-huh,” Mark answered.

"Whereis he?' JOURNAL #19 ZADAA ltwasatrap. Everything that happened
from thefirst moment | set foot on Eelong was about leading meintoiit...and | went. The poison from
Clora, Seegen's death on Second Earth, Saint Dan€'s boasting to me that he would wipe out the gars,
the attack on Black Water; everything! It wasall about setting thetrap. Thething is, | felt certain that
Saint Dane was up to something more, but | wasn't smart enough to figureit out.  Now it'stoo late.

I'm real good at looking back and putting the puzzle pieces together. 1t's looking ahead that I'm not so
hot at, and we paid the price. Mark, Courtney, | want to go back and tell you exactly what happened
from the moment you left Edlong for Second Earth. Y ou need to hear it dl. Be warned, thisisgoing to be
tough to read. | wish | didn't haveto tdll you. But you'rein this now, more so than ever. Weve had alot
of victories over Saint Dane. For that, we deserve to be proud. But we've a so made mistakes, and we
haveto accept those, too.  Thisiswhat happened.  "Runin!™ | shouted to you guys as the flume
crumbled around us. "Meet thelight!" | saw that the flume light was coming and wanted to make sure
you'd makeit, so | gave you both a shove to go deeper into the flume. That's when the tunnel started to
break up. On the ground between my legs a huge crack appeared. If | hadn't thrown myself to the side, |
might havefdlenin. I hit the bottom of the flume with my shoulder. The pain shot dl the way down into
my leg, but | couldn't worry about it just then, because above me the rocks of the flume were breaking
up and faling down... on me. | rolled out of the way just asaboulder hit the ground where my head had
been. But | nearly rolled right into the crack in the floor that was aready a couple of feet wide, and
growing. | grabbed on to the edge and stared down into nothing. Absolutely nothing. That crack may
have opened up aholeto the center of Eelong for al | knew. | tried to crawl away, but the floor
crumbled beneath me. One second it was solid, the next | felt it breek loose, and | fell withit.  "I've got
you!" shouted Kasha. She had fought her way through the curtain of vines and into the crumbling flume. It
was agood thing, because she snagged the back of my clothes with her claw, just in time. She saved my
life. Again. | was ableto twist around and grab on to the craggy ledge of rock. Beneath me the crumbled
ledgefdl tooblivion. "I gotit,” | told her as| pulled mysdf up.  Thehorrible, wrenching sound got
louder. 1t waslike being insde athundercloud. Rocks were being torn apart by someincredible
above-ground earthquake.  "Get out of there, Pendragon!” Spader shouted. | looked to seethat he
and Gunny were outside the mouth of theflume.  "Stay back!" | shouted. But | didn't need to. Another
crack appeared in the floor in front of Spader and Gunny, cutting them off from the flume. But worse than
that, it kept Kashaand me from getting out. All around us, the flume was faling down and the ground
was crumbling away. We were moments away from being crushed, or plunged into the dark pit. There
was only oneway we could escape.  "Zadaal" | shouted into theflume.  The light sparkled from deep
within, coming to our rescue. It would be arace. Would the light get us out of there before the flume
collgpsed on our heads? "Run!" | shouted to Kashas  Shetried to help me to my feset, but it waslike
trying to stand up insde awashing machine. We both fell again. | heard the musica notes coming closer.

"Hurry, Bobby!" Gunny shouted from outsde the flume. "Run toward thelight!"  Everything changed
in asingle second. One second. A second is nothing. A tick on the clock. Seconds passdl the time and
we never think about any one of them. But a second can be an eternity. | got back on my feet and
reached down to help Kashaup. | had her hand. | was a second away from pulling her to her feet. One
stupid second. If | had been asecond earlier, the falling rock would have missed her. | wasn't.

Before | could pull her to her feet, achunk of rock fell down from the ceiling and hit Kasha square on



the head. It was so loud in the flumethat | didn't hear the sound it made, and I'm glad for that. But | will
always remember the sight. Kasha's head jerked to the side, and her body went limp. | didn't dlow
myself to think about what had happened. | pulled on Kashasfurry hand, knelt down on one knee,
and draped the big klee over my shoulders. | was operating on pure adrendine.  "Go, shorty, go!”
Gunny shouted.  Itook aquick look back to see Gunny pulling Spader away from the mouth of the
flume. They disappeared back through the curtain of hanging vines. Safe.  Thefloor of the flume was
rumbling so hard,Inearly lost my balance again. But through sheer force of willlwas able to stay upright
and put onefoot in front of the other. | was desperate to get us deeper into the flume and away from the
destruction. Thelight blinded me...  "Hobey-ho, Pendragon!” | heard Spader yell.  And wewereon
our way. Thelast sound | heard from E€long was a shriek and a hugeboomas the flume disintegrated
behind us. | braced mysdlf, expecting the entire flume to collapse. But it didn't. All the damage was done
at the gate. Therest of theflumewasintact. | don't remember much about the trip to Zadaa. Kasha
andisailed dong side by side. | held her in my arms, cradling her head. Blood was starting to blossom
through the black fur above her |eft eye, turning it dick.Iput my hand over the wound, thinking direct
pressure might stop the bleeding, but thenlwas afraid of putting too much pressure on her damaged skull.
"Kasha?' | said. Sheopened her eyes, but couldn't focus.  "WE'I be there soon,"lassured her.
"Loor can get us help."Iwas scared to degth. | knew that Loor would do what she could, butlhad no idea
what the doctor Situation was on Zadaa, let aloneif they would treat agiant predator cat. | wondered if
they had such things as veterinarians. Alllcould do was hold Kashatight and wait for thetriptoend. It
only took usafew minutesto get there, but it felt like days. Finally the musica notes grew faster and | felt
thetug of gravity. | held Kashatight to help ease her down once we arrived. Moments later | carried her
out of the flume and into the large, underground cavern made of light brown stone-the sandstone of
Zadaa. | laid Kashadown on the floor as gently as | could, then turned my thoughtsto helping her. |
quickly realized how tough that was going to be. To get out of this cavern, we needed to climb up
through acleft in the rock using footholds that were dug out of the stone. There was no way | would be
ableto climb out of there with an unconscious, two-hundred-pound cat. | decided to leave her and go for
help. "Pendragon?' Kashawhispered. Her eyeswere open and barely focused.  "Don't talk," |
sad. "I'm going to find somebody to helpyou.” "No,"” shesaid. "I dontwantto bedone” "Butif |
dont get hep-" Kashacut meoff by squeezing my arm. One look into her eyes and my heart sank.
Her once-sharp eyes were becoming glassy. Blood flowed from her wound. The grim truth was that
Kashadidn't need help. She needed comfort. | sat down next to her, lifted her head and put my hand
under it, to act asacushion againgt the hard, dirt floor.  "Tel meagain,” Kashawhispered.  "About
wha?' "Tedl mewhat your uncle Presssaid," she answered weekly. "l need to hear it." It took every
bit of courage | had to keep it together, and answer. "Uncle Presswas alot like your father,” | said, my
voice cracking. "People loved to be around him because he was the kind of guy who never had
problems, only challenges.  He never gave reasons, or excuses why things couldn't be done. He just
went out and did them."  "Just like Seegen,” Kashawhispered.  "And Uncle Presswasa Traveler.
Hetaught me alot about what being a Traveler meant, but he didn't even scratch the surface. He knew a
lot more, but never got the chanceto tell me. The last thing he said, as he was dying, was not to be sad
because one day 1'd see him again. He promised. He never broke a promiseto me and | don't believe
hesgoingtonow.” "l wish| knew him," shesaid. "l wishyoudidtoo." Kashaswalowed and
sad, "Am | going to seemy father now?' | dmost lostit. "Yeah," | said. "Youare" "I'm proud to
have known you, Bobby Pendragon. And to have been aTraveer.”  "Youll dwaysbeaTraveer," |
sad. Kashasmiled, closed her eyes, and died. | felt thelife go out of her as her head dumped into my
hand. | kept staring at her, refusing to bdieveit, hoping that her eyeswould open. But they didn't. The
harsh redlity landed like aheavy weight on my shoulders. Another Traveler wasgone. | knew of others
who died before her: Osa, Seegen, Spader's father, and of course, Uncle Press. But this was different.
Kashawasthefirst Traveler from my generation who died. Thelast generation.  Saint Dané'strue
purpose on Eelong was suddenly coming into focus.  "Hello, Pendragon,” came avoice from deeper in
the cavern. | knew who it was without looking. "Hello, Loor," | said.  Thetdl, dark-skinned warrior



girl stepped out of the shadows and stood over Kashaand me. "'l knew you would be coming,” she said
softly. "But | did not expect this"  "Nothing isthe same, Loor,” | said, trying not to let my emotions
take over. "We saved E€long. Theterritory issafe. But | don't think Saint Dane cares one way or the
other.” "Thenwhat wasthe point?' Loor asked. "Hewantsto change the way things were meant to
be" | answered. "Saint Daneisdoing dl that he can to tear Halla gpart. On E€long, we helped him."
"Pleaseexplain,” Loor said. | gently laid Kasha's head down, stood up, and walked to the mouth of
theflume. | took astep insde and called out, "E€long!”  Nothing happened.  Loor stepped in and
tried hersdf. "Edlong!” Theflumeremained quiet. "The gate on E€ong isdestroyed,” | concluded.
"How did Saint Danedo that?' Loor asked. "Hedidn't. We did. Uncle Press dways said that
mixing the territories was wrong. What happened on E€long is proof. Saint Dane may havelost a
territory, but we lost three Travelers” | saw the surprised look on Loor's face. She was too stunned to
ask what | meant by that. | walked back to Kashas body and knelt down. Gently | took the Traveler
ring from around her neck. "Kashawasthe Traveler from Edlong,” | said. "Since werethelast
generation, Eelong no longer hasone.” | put the cord that held Kasha's ring around my neck and stood to
face Loor. "And since the gate on E€long is destroyed, Spader and Gunny aretrapped.”  For thefirst
timeever, | saw surprisein Loor'seyes. "But they are safe?’ sheasked. "I think so. But they aren't
going anywhere. Saint Dane said the rules have changed, but they haven't. He's just decided not to follow
them.” Loor and | brought Kashas body out of the cavern and smuggled it through the twisting caves
and tunnels benegath the city of Xhaxhu. | had been here twice before and remembered the route. But
there was one very big difference. Xhaxhu was an oasis city surrounded by avast desert. Its water
supply came from acomplex series of underground rivers. Theseriverswere the lifeblood of Xhaxhu.
Without this water, the city would dry up and blow away. We had to pass one of these rivers on our way
out of the tunnels, but when we cametoit, | was stunned to see that the river was absolutely, totally dry.
Instead of the fast-flowing waterway that | remembered, | saw a deep, empty trough with afew inches of
dry dirt in the bottom. | rested Kasha's body down and stood on the edge of what had once been adeep
cand. | wasspeechless.  "Thisiswhy | knew you were coming,” Loor said. "But now is not thetime.
We must complete our task." | shook off the image of the dry riverbed. We picked Kasha up to
continue our journey. When we climbed up into the city, | saw that it wasthe dead of night. The Streets
were empty. That was good. It would have been tough to explain what we were doing. We brought
Kashato the ceremonial center where the fallen warriors of Zadaawere cremated. Since the klee
tradition was to cremate their dead, | thought it was the right thing to do. We wrapped Kashasbody in a
white cloth and gently placed her insde the stone structure where the fire would be set. Loor took on the
tough task and lit the ceremonial fires. | had to step outside until it was done. | didn't have the trength to
gut thisone out. It didn't take long. Soon after, Loor came out of the crematorium carrying asilver urn
that held Kashas ashes. | took it, felt its weight, and made a promise to Kasha thatlwould do dl | could
to one day scatter her ashes from Seegen's perch, high above Leeandra. ™Y ou must grieve for your
friend," Loor said. "l will grieve aswell, for we havelost a Traveler. But we must quickly put it behind us,
forthereismuchtodo.” "Saint Daneiscominghere” | said. "Tel mesomething | do not aready
know," Loor answered. "Thewar that | have feared for so long has begun. Y ou saw the dry river below.
The Rokador and Batu tribes have aready spilled blood to control theriversof Zadaa™ Therewould
be notimeto rest. No timeto grieve. No timeto think back on the meaning of al that had happened and
recharge our batteries for the next encounter with Saint Dane. | wasn't surprised.  "And sowe go,” |
sad softly.  "Sowego,” Loor agreed.  Thisiswhere'm going to end my journal, guys. I'm writing it
in Loor'ssmal homein the warrior complex of Xhaxhu. Mark, Courtney, there are three things | want
you to take away from thisjournal, and from what happened on Eelong.  Thefirgt, and maybe the most
important, isthat what happened was not your fault. Saint Dane gave us no choice but to do what we
did. | believe he poisoned Seegen asthe klee was leaving for Second Earth, so that you would discover
the Clord poison. Y ou did exactly what you needed to do. If you hadn't goneto Cloral to get the
antidote, Eelong would have been doomed. Beyond that, Gunny and Kashaand | would probably have
died too. Either way, wewould havelost three Travelers.  Saint Dane manipulated us all. Hetold me



his plans to wipe out the gars so that once we discovered the Cloral poison, we'd do al we could to stop
him. Allowing an entire race to be killed is something he knew we'd never let happen. But this bringsme
to the second thing you must know. | believe thereisabaance to Halla, and to the territories. That's
why I'm now convinced that what Uncle Presstold me so long ago is till the truth. Mingling the territories
iswrong. Saint Dane did it because he'strying to create chaos. But we can't follow. He lured you guys
into using the flumes, which waswrong. Each time you used aflume, it grew weaker. When you | eft
Edlong, it wasthe last straw. That'swhy the gate collapsed. Whatever force holds Halain balance was
disrupted. | believe thiswas Saint Dan€'s plan dl aong. It'swhy he met you on Second Earth and gave
you Gunny's hand. He tempted you into using the flumes, then gaveyou areasontodoit.  Saint Dane's
god wasn't to destroy E€long, it was about forcing usto change the way things were meant to be. He
wantsto disrupt al of Halla So | will repeat what I've said before. Do not use the flumes. I'm saying this
now with more certainty than ever. If you do, what happened to the flume on E€long might happen on
Second Eath.  Thefind thing | want you guysto know, isthat | am incredibly proud of you. | mean it
when | say thiswasn't your fault. Y ou two were brave and resourceful. Words can't begin to describeit.
| know you did thisto help me, and for that | will aways|ove you both. But | aso know that you
understand how important it isto stop Saint Dane. To risk your livesthe way you did, man, | amin awe
of you two. If there was onething | wish, it would be that you were both Travelers. I'd give anything to
have you here with me. But you can't. | can only hope that you will continue to be my acolytes and
protect my journdls.  AsI'mwriting this, | have to admit that I'm really disturbed about the future. Our
adventure on Edlong kicked thiswar with Saint Dane into another gear. Telling right from wrong, good
from bad, isn't so easy anymore. We broke the rules on Eelong. But we did it because we thought it was
for agreater good. And it was. But we paid asteep pricefor it. My problemis, I'm afraid | won't know
what | should do when faced with thiskind of decison again. Do | dlow an entire race to be wiped out in
order to play by the rules? Worse, do we let Saint Dane destroy aterritory to save al of Hala? | ill
have nightmares about theHindenburg.We're the good guys, but how mord isit to alow peopleto die,
no matter what the reason? When | think likethis, I wonder if I'm truly the right person to be the lead
Traveler. I've done my best, | can say that for sure. But when the next difficult decison hasto be made,
will my best be good enough? | guesswe'redl goingtofindout. Bewell, my friends. Try to go back
to living your normd lives, though I'm not sure what normd isanymore. After what you went through on
Eelong, I'm sure you're going to have the same problem. For that, I'm sorry. When | write next time, I'll
bring you up to speed on the nightmare that | have found hereon Zadaa.  Becauseit isanightmare.
And sowego. Again. END OF JOURNAL #19 (TO BE CONTINUED) ABOUT
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