TheRiversof Zadaa

(Book 6 of Pendragon: Journey of an Adventure Through
Time and Space)

D. J. MacHale

TABLE OF CONTENTS FOREWORD JOURNAL #20 JOURNAL #20 JOURNAL #20
END JOURNAL #20 JOURNAL #21 JOURNAL #21 END JOURNAL #21 JOURNAL #22
JOURNAL #22 JOURNAL #22 JOURNAL #22 END OF JOURNAL #22 JOURNAL #23
JOURNAL #23 JOURNAL#23 END JOURNAL #23 FOREWORD Helloto
everyonein Halla. It'stime once again to regjoin Bobby Pendragon and the Travelers asthey track
down the evil Saint Dane and try to thwart his next twisted attempt to topple the territories. Since the
publication of the last Pendragon adventure, the books have done dmost as much traveling as Bobby. As
of thiswriting, Pendragon has been published in seven different languages. I've gotten letters from readers
in such far-flung locales as South Africa, Audtrdia, New Zedland, Sri Lanka, Taiwan, Isradl, Tokyo,
many European countries and, of course, every one of the United States. As exciting asthat isfor me, it's
aso interesting to know that no matter how far gpart we may live and how different our cultures may be,
people everywhere enjoy reading afun adventure. I'm honored to be ableto provideone. | aways
like to thank the people who were so important in getting the Pendragon books out to theworld. This
foreword will be no different. My editor, Julia Richardson, has once again provided invauable guidance
in helping me shape Bobby's latest adventure. Rick Richter, Ellen Krieger, and dl the great folks at
Simon & Schuster have continued to support the Pendragon books, for which | will ways be grateful.
Hedi Heimlich has once again done her copyediting magic and turned my writing into something that
actualy resembles proper English. Debra Sfetsos and Victor Lee have come up with yet another
stunning cover. Loor looks great, no? I've got some terrific guys who are aways watching out for me
when it comes to the business side of things. Richard Curtis, Peter Nelson and histeam, and Danny
Baror are my own persona acolytes, and | thank them.  Of course, my wife, Evangdline, has once again
helped me fashion thislatest story. | even have to thank my daughter, Keaton, for alowing meto exist for
hours a atimein my own private flume (better known as my office) and not knock on the door too
often, wondering where Daddy is. (I don't think sheld understand that Daddy was on Zadaa, matching
witswith Saint Dane. She'snot eventwo.)  And of course, my final thank you hasto go out to you
readers. I've gotten such wonderful letters and warm greetings from everyone. | especialy love to meet
readers at the various book events I've attended. As much as| love to write these books, it's an extra
bonusto hear from those who enjoy them. Thank you dl for reading, and thanks for sharing your
thoughtswithme.  So, isthisboring foreword done yet? Y es. Enough preamble. It'stime to get back
into it. When last we | eft Bobby, aflume had collapsed. Spader and Gunny were trapped on E€long;
Kashathe Traveler was killed; and Saint Dane was headed for Zadaa, Loor's hometerritory. Canit get
any worse? |s Bobby destined for more trouble? Has Saint Dane hatched another evil plan to destroy a
territory? Doyourealy havetoask? Hobey ho, let'sgo. D.J. MacHale JOURNAL
#20 ZADAA Itbegan with abattle. A nasty one. Then again, isthere such athing asanice
battle? | guessthis one seemed especidly vicious because it was over something so trivial. At least that's
what | thought at the time. At stake was a couple gallons of water. I'm serious. Regular old everyday
water. Not exactly the kind of thing you'd expect agroup of professiond warriorsto fight to the death
over, but that's not the way it works here on the territory of Zadaa. Water here is more vauable than
food, more valuable than treasure. It's even more valuable than life. | know. I've seen peoplerisk theirs
to get afew preciousdrops. How messed upisthat? Mark, Courtney, it's been awhile since l've
written ajourna to you guys, and for that | gpologize. | think after | tell you al that's happened since my
last journd, you'll understand why. From thetime | arrived here on Zadaa, | haven't had much
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timetothink, let alone kick back and write. I'm doing it now because I'm about to set out on an adventure
that waslong in coming. I'vetried to avoid it, but now | have no choice. Starting tomorrow, lifeis going
to be very different for me. | fed asif I'm closing thefirst chapter on my lifeasaTraveler and beginning a
new and more dangerous one. | know, that doesn't seem possible, but it's the truth. Before | tell you
about it, | need to let you know what happened since | landed back on Zadaa. Y ou'll need to hear it al
to understand why I've chosen the path I'm abouit to take. Maybe writing it down will help me understand
it alittle better mysdlf. Y ouwon't be surprised to hear that Saint Daneis here. I've dready run into
him. It wasn't pretty. But more about that later. | dso have agood idea of what the turning point is here
on Zadaa. | think it has something to do with water...or thelack of it. I've no doubt that Saint Dan€e's evil
plan for thisterritory is somehow tied in to the water trouble they're having. Bottom lineis, our quest to
stop Saint Dane's plan to crush al of Halla has cometo Zadaa. Thisis our next challenge. And so we go.

| first want to tell you about the battle that happened soon after | arrived. It'simportant to hear
because in many waysit'sasmal example of the bigger trouble | found on thisterritory. That, and
because one of the warriorsinvolved in the fight was my friend. Loor. The Traveler from Zadaa.

"Keep to yourself, Pendragon,” Loor ordered as we strode dong the dusty street of Xhaxhu. "Stay in
the shadows. Do not look anyonein the eye. It is dangerous for a Rokador to be seenin the city.”

"But I'm not aRokador,” | complained. "Do not argue,” Loor said sharply. "Do asl say.” | didn't
argue. | knew what she meant. There were two tribesliving in this area of Zadaa. The Batu lived above
ground in the cities. They were a dark-skinned race, made so because they lived for generations under
the hot, desert sun. Loor was a Batu. The other tribe was the Rokador. They lived underground in a
labyrinth of tunndsthat spread throughout Zadaa. They weren't moles or anything; they were definitely
civilized. But as you might guess, living underground didn't do much for their tans. The Rokador werea
light-skinned race. So with my white skin and light brown hair, | pretty much looked like a Rokador. And
since there was some serious bad blood between the Batu and the Rokador, making myself invisible up
here on the surface was asmart idea. To that end, Loor had me wearing heavy, dark clothing that
covered my head and arms. It was great for adisguise, not so great for keeping cool. I'm guesstimating
that the temperature in Xhaxhu averages about ninety degrees. On acool day. So | was swesting likea
fiend. Or at least afiend in asaunawearing awinter coat. "Can't somebody take your place?" |
asked."Imean, we have more important thingsto worry about.”  Loor looked straight ahead as she
strode dong. Her jaw set. 1'd seen thislook before. She had her game face on. | know you guys can
picture her. She's hard to forget. I'd grown afew inchessince | first met her on Denduron, but she il
had me by asolid two inches. Her once dmost-wai st-length black hair was abit shorter now, falling to
her shoulders. | guessthe long hair got in the way when shedid her training. Asyou know, Loor isa
warrior. Here on Zadaathey cdl the warrior class"Ghee." When | first met Loor, shewasa
warrior-in-training. Since then, she has been devated to full-fledged warrior status. I'm guessing shewas
at the head of her class. She'sthat good. She even looksthe part. Thisgirl istotally cut. I'm talking
stupid-low body fat. It isn't hard to see this since her lightweight leather armor revedsalot of skin.
Wearing heavy meta armor like the knights of the Round Table wouldn't fly here on searing-hot Zadaa.
Y ou'd end up cooking like Spam in the can. Assuming Spam is actualy cooked, which I'm not so sure
about. But whatever. Y ou get theidea. The warriors here had to be protected, but cool. Unlike me, who
had to be wearing awool-fregkin-blanket. The musclesin her long arms and legs flexed as she moved
down the street, making her ook even more formidable. | guesswhen you're a professona warrior,
having an awesome athletic body goeswith theterritory. Soto speak. "I have no choice but to fight
today," Loor findly answered. "1 am next intherotation.” "Rotation?' | snapped. "What are you, a
basebal pitcher? Have them change the schedule. Find ardief pitcher. If something happensto you
then-"  "If | donot fight," Loor interrupted, "the Ghee commanderswill mark me as acoward and
banish meto alabor colony in the desert. Or | could get lucky and they would execute me.”  "Oh," |
said soberly. "Not awhole lot of great choiceshere”  "Do not worry, Pendragon,” she said, findly
looking a me. "Our degtiny isto stop Saint Dane. | will not let anything stand in our way." | believed
her, but that didn't mean | wasn't goingtoworry.  "Loor!" came avoice from behind us. Running to



catch up was Saangi. I'm not exactly sure what her officid titleis, but | guess on Second Earth you would
cal her Loor'ssquire. Y ou know, one of those young servants who are assigned to knights to teke care
of their every need. The Ghee warriors of Zadaa operated pretty much like the knights of old, without the
Spam-can suits.  "You forgot this" Saangi said, out of breath. She handed Loor asmal, leather
container that was about the Size of a canteen. In fact that's exactly what it was, a canteen full of water.
"No," Loor said gternly. "I cannot usethis™  "But you will need water if the battleis difficult-,"
Saangi protested.  "Takeit back to my home," Loor said firmly. "And do not let anyone see you with
it."  When Loor spokein that serioustone, you didn't messwith her. At least | didn't. | figured Saangi
knew better too. The girl's shouldersfel in disappointment. I'm guessing she was around fourteen, only a
few years younger than me. She had the dark skin of the Batu, but unlike Loor, her hair was cut tight to
her head, like aguy. She wore smple, dark clothes that |ooked sort of like Loor's, but they were made
of cloth rather than leather. Someday she would wear the armor of a Ghee warrior, but until then, her job
wasto takecareof Loor.  Oh yeah, one other thing. Saangi had another job. She was Loor's acolyte.
Sheknew dl about the Travelers and our misson to stop Saint Dane. | thought Saangi was kind of young
to have that kind of responsbility, but then again, | was only fourteen when | becamea Traveer. Still,
Saangi seemed more like an eager kid than afuture warrior who could help us defeat aworld-crushing
demon. But that'sjust me.  "Do not be upset, Saangi,” Loor said, taking the edge off her voice. "You
were concerned about me and for that | am grateful. But it would not ook right for me to be quenching
my thirst during afight over water."  Saangi nodded. "I understand,” she said. "But do not begin the
battle until 1 get there!" She turned and ran back the way shehad come.  "Sheisso young,” Loor said
aswe watched her run away. "l wish shedid not have to know of the danger wearedl in."  "Hey, you
and | aren't exactly ancient,” | said. "1'd just as soon not know so much either.”  Loor gave me aquick
look, and continued walking.  "So what exactly isthe point of thisfight?' | asked, hurrying to keep up.

"It isacontest,” Loor answered. "Y ou have seen how precious water isin the city. The Situation has
become so desperate, it has turned us against one another.” Y ou mean the Batu against the
Rokador?' "Itisworsethanthat," she answered. " Since the underground rivers have gone dry, the
Batu arefighting among themsdvesin their quest for water. Families guard their small suppliesfiercely. It
is not uncommon for neighbors to battle one another over asmal puddle after arain shower.” One
look around confirmed what Loor was saying. When | first saw Xhaxhu, the city was an amazing, fertile
oasisin themiddle of the desert. Troughs of fresh, clean water ran along the Streets. There wererich
palm trees, colorful hanging gardens and even fountains that sprayed water in intricate patterns around the
massive statues of stone. But now, the city was dry. Bone dry. The troughs were empty, except for dust.
The gardens were gone. The pam trees were dying. Sand from the desert blew through the streets and
collected in every corner. Walking through Xhaxhu, | couldn't help but imagine that thisiswhat the cities
of ancient Egypt must have looked like when the desert began taking over. Unless something changed, |
could imagine the city of Xhaxhu one day being buried in sand, waiting for somefuture civilization to
uncover it.  Loor continued, "It has caused a divide among the Ghee warriors. Half of usremain loya
to our mission. We protect Xhaxhu and theroyd family of Zinj."  "And the other half?' | asked.

"They have the same god, but differ in their methods. The royd family has made it known that they
wish to work through this catastrophe peacefully. But there is agrowing number of Ghee warriorswho
fed our only hope of survivd isto wage war on the Rokador below and claim whatever water they may
be holding. With each passing day, the numbers of this rebellious group grow larger. If thisdrought
continues, | fear therewill bewar." "Smdlslike Saint Dangskind of party,” | said. "l agree," Loor
answered. "He hasfound atimein our history where we are the most vulnerable. The question is, what is
hedoing to makeit worse?' "That'sdwaysthe question,” | added. "Tdl me about thisfight were going
to." "A wel wasdiscovered,” Loor answered. "It isnot known how much water it contains. It may
hold afew feet, or lead to aspring. The dispute is over who will control it. The rebel Ghee warriors want
it for themselves, to fortify their strength in preparation for their assault on the Rokador. The Ghee loyd
to theroya family wish to have the water distributed to dl the people of Xhaxhu." "Sothisisabattle
between Gheewarriors?'  "Itis" Loor answered somberly.  "Whichsideareyouon?' | asked. "I



would liketo believe | am onthe Sde of Zadaa," L oor answered. "But in thiscase | am loya to the roya
family. | do not wishto seeawar...for many reasons.” "l hear you,” | said. Wetraveled therest of
theway in silence. Loor needed to get her game on, and | needed to keep alow profilein case athirsty
Gheewarrior saw me and felt like beating up on a Rokador. Loor led meto acity square that was
nothing more than a sandy patch of ground surrounded on al sides by towering, sandstone buildings.
They reminded me of pictures|'d seen of ancient Mayan templesin Centra America. The buildings
rose up like multi-tiered pyramids, finished off with flat tops. Some were tdler than others, reaching
maybe ten sorieshigh. On dl levels were carved statuesthat | can only guess were famous Batu from the
past. Most of them looked like fierce warriors, clutching spears or arrows. It wasn't areal happy-looking
bunch.  Inthe dead center of the square was an ornate fountain. Dry, of course. Thefountain had a
Statue that was alarger-than-life depiction of a Ghee warrior battling a huge beast that looked like a
fierce cat...with two heads. The beast stood on its hind legs, towering over the warrior with its claws out
andready todice. "That mongter looksfamiliar,” | said. "But that'simpossible” "Itisnot impossble
because you have seen one before,” Loor answered. "It isazhou beast. That machine on VVeelox took
the image of the zhou from my memory and-" "The Redlity Bug!" | exclamed. "I remember! When it
burst out of Lifdight, it looked like that thing. Y ou're saying those bad boysarered?'  Before Loor
could answer, atrumpet sounded afanfare. | looked up to see that people were gathering on the tiers of
the pyramidlike buildings. "How come nobody's on the ground?’ | asked.  "Becausethat isthe
battleground,” Loor answered.  "Oh," | said. "I guess| don't want to be here either.” "l would prefer
you were nowhere near here,” Loor said.  "But | want to see what happens,” | said. "I'll be careful.”

If shewas scared, shedidn't show it. After al we'd been through, | can't remember once when Loor
was actudly afraid. Shewasincredible. Or incredibly oblivious. "So..., uh, win. Okay?' | said. "I
awaysdo," she said with absolute confidence. | didn't want to wish her luck because | felt like that
would be bad luck. I know, that's dumb, but what can | say?1 left Loor and found some stairs up to the
first-balcony tier. Climbing the stairs wasn't fun. | had to make sure the dark cloak covered my head and
arms. Swedt ran into my eyes, making them sting, but | had to keep it on. Man, it was hot. Did | mention
that? | found a secluded spot in the shade of atowering statue and took up my position to watch
events unfold below. Looking down on the square, | got the feeling that we werein an arena. Thetiers of
the buildings around the square were filling up with spectators to complete theilluson. Either the people
of Xhaxhu redlly cared about how this fight was going to play out, or they had nothing better to do with
their time. Either way, there was a pretty decent turnout.  As| looked around at the gathering masses,
trying to beinvisble, | saw something strange. The more | thought about it, the moreintrigued | became.
All the people around me were dressed for the hot wesather, wearing short, lightweight clothes. | saw
severa Ghee warriorswho stood out in the crowd only because they were wearing black, light armor
like Loor's. Everyone else was dressed for hanging out in ablast furnace except for me...and one other
person. Onetier above me, keeping to the shadow of a statue, was someone el se wearing a cloak
over hishead. | didn't think many people saw him because they were dl looking down into the square. |
may have been one of the few who actually wasin aposition to see him. Or her. | couldn't tell which, so
I'll refer to him as"he." His cloak was dark, but not black. It looked more like a deep, deep purple.
Whoever this mysterious guy was, there were two things | knew about him: One, he didn't want to be
seen any morethan | did; and two, he was very interested in the battle about to take place. Actually there
was one other thing | knew. Unless he was some kind of freak, he had to be as hot as| was. But that
only made hisbeing thered| the moreinteresting. A trumpet fanfare sounded again, and the crowd
grew quiet. From two different sides of the square, the contestants entered. Each group had three Ghee
warriorswho marched in together, their heads held high. Loor was one of them. She was also the only
girl. It made meincredibly proud, and more than alittle scared. More scary was the fact that they dl
carried weapons. | had seen war games here on Zadaa awhile back. In that battle the contestants used
short wooden sticks as weapons to knock colored pegs off their opponents. It was more like a brutal
game of capture theflag than real war. Not thistime. Herein the dry, dusty square, each warrior had a
smdl shield in one hand, and a short, sharp sword inthe other.  Sharp swords meant blood. My heart



raced. Thiswasnogame.  Thetwo groups of warriors met near the fountain in the center of the square,
saluted each other with their swords and stepped back. The crowd cheered its approva. Another Ghee
warrior entered the square. He strode to the center and stood between the two trios of warriors. He
saluted Loor's group, then the other. He looked up at the crowd and announced: " The challenge has been
set. Thestakesareclear.” | hdf expected the guy to shout: "L eeeeet’'s get ready to rummmmblel” He
didnt. Hecontinued, "To thevictor goestheright to control the newly discovered well. The match will
follow in the long tradition of the Ghee. Victory shdl go to the warrior who cleanly severstwo heads.”
The crowd cheered. My kneeswent weak. Did | hear right? Were these guys going to go after one
another'sheads? | wanted to scream. | wanted to jump down, grab Loor, and pull her out of there.
Thiswasinsane! | fdt totdly, absolutely helpless. Asimpossible asthis sounds, | started to sweat some
more.  The Ghee announcer shouted, "To the brave, we saluteyou!”  He sduted thefirst trio, then
Loor and her team. The crowd cheered again. My stomach twisted. There was every possibility that ina
few minutes, Loor would be dead. And for what? A drink of water? The announcer walked quickly out
of thekilling box. Once he was clear, the two groups of warriors faced each other, and saluted again with
their swords. | wanted to shout out, "Stop!" but that would have been about as stupid as thiswhole
spectacle. The two trios of warriors backed off from each other, while kegping their eyes on their
opponents. The crowd quieted. It was eerie. There must have been athousand peoplelining the
bal conies of that square, but for that one moment, dl | could hear was the wind from the desert blowing
through the arid streets of Xhaxhu.  The trumpet sounded again. The battle was on. JOURNAL
#20 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Thetwo trios of warriors faced off against each other in
the dry, dusty square. They dl looked pretty scary, wearing the black |eather armor of the Ghee. They
were definitely pros...al muscle with short letha swords and cold eyesfixed on their opponents. | saw
no difference between the group loya to the royd family of Xhaxhu, and the rebelswho wanted to start a
war with the Rokador. They dl just looked like...warriors. And Loor's being the only girl among them
didn't mean shewas at adisadvantage. No way. I'd seen her level guyswho towered over her. But when
you had six fierce warriors mixing it up with swords, anything could happen. | oleaquick glance up
to the mysterious guy who was watching from above. He was hidden benegath his purple cloak, so |
couldn't get agood look at hisface. | wondered if he was a Rokador trying to blend in, like | was.
Seeing him stand there made me redize that wearing aheavy cloak in thiskind of heat probably made us
gtand out more than if we were walking around with our white skin gleaming in the sun. The truth was, it
didn't matter. Nobody cared about us. All eyes were focused down into the square, waiting for the
canage. Thewarriorsdidn't move. | wondered if there was going to be some kind of signa to Sart the
fight. Would there be awhistle? Was areferee going to come in and drop his hand? Or maybe thiswas
more like aquick draw, where the action would begin as soon as somebody twitched. My stomach
turned at the thought that | would see these warriors going at it until two of their heads were lopped off. |
never even thought | could stomach one of those bullfights where the poor bull was skewered at the end.
That was bad enough. The idea of people being decapitated went way past gross and into the land of
gruesome. Even worsg, the ideathat one of them was Loor made me go numb. It waslike adream. A
redly bad dream.  Thetwo groups stood that way for what seemed like forever. | was dying. When
wasthis going to start? The answer came amoment later. What happened wasn't a al what | expected.
In someways, it wasworse.  The silence was torn by a hideous sound such as| had never heard
before. It was like an angry screech that came from some vicious anima. In fact, that's exactly whet it
was. A gasp went up from the crowd when two doors were flung open at the base of one of the
buildings, and ablack zhou beast charged into the square.  Yikes. The danger just got dided up. The
beast looked pretty much like the statue in the center of the square. It was agiant cat, way bigger than
the klees of Elong, which were pretty much human-size. If it was up on its hind legs, thisthing would be
taller than Loor by five feet. Its paws wereimmense, with six curved claws-| could tell because those
lethal claws were out and ready for action. The beast was mostly black, but its deek fur had shiny spots
of red blood oozing from small wounds everywhere. | guessed that somebody must have stabbed at it a
bunch of times so it would be PO'd enough to fight, like with abullfight. It was alogicd guess, because



thismonster definitely wanted a piece of somebody. It leaped from the open doorway, ready to roll.
Instantly the door was dammed shut behind it. Whoever wasingde didn't want this bad boy to turn
around and jump back in, looking for the guy who punched it full of holes. The monster crouched on all
fours, looking around for something to chew. It snarled vicioudy revedling razorlike fangs. My mouth
went dry. Ohyeah, in case you forgot, the zhou beast had two heads, both with equally long, sharp
fangs. The two heads acted separately, peering around with keen eyes. | wondered which head wasthe
onethat controlled the rest of the body. If one wanted to go right and the other lft, well, that would be
interesting. Thiswhole event would have been interesting, if Loor hadn't been down there about to be
egien.  Thetwo teams of warriors went into action. They held their swords and shields out defensively.
| quickly redlized that they weren't interested in fighting one another. Thiswas al about the zhou beast.
Two heads had to be severed. That's what the announcer had said. | had to guess that the two heads he
was talking about belonged to the zhou thingy. The contest was really about which team would get the
heads. At first | wasrdieved that Loor wasn't in danger of being killed by afellow Ghee. But it was
quickly replaced by the fear she would be killed by atwo-headed cat monster. Dead isdead. Thetwo
trios of warriors circled the beast. The monster whipped its heads back and forth, watching them. After a
few seconds of this size-up, the beast stopped snarling and crouched low, itstail whipping back and forth
like, wdll, like an angry cat. | wasn't sureif it wasafraid, or surrendering, or getting ready to spring.
Loor'steam struck first. One warrior had arope and lassoed the zhou like arodeo cowboy, snaring
one of its heads. The crowd roared its gpproval. But before Loor or her other teammate could make the
next move, the riva team took advantage. One of the warriors leaped onto the back of the zhou and
raised his sword, ready to plungeit into the back of the two-headed cat. Bad move. Only one of the
zhou's heads was being controlled by Loor's teammate. The other head was free and looking for trouble.
Before the warrior could attack, the zhou's free head twisted around at an angle that | didn't think was
possible. | guessthewarrior on itsback didn't think it was possible either, or he wouldn't have been
dumb enough to be there. The zhou clamped its mouth around the legs of its tormentor, making the
warrior scream in agony. He was so surprised that he didn't even use his sword. The zhou yanked the
warrior off its back and started snapping its head back and forth. ..with the warrior'sleg il in its mouth,
the owner dong for theride. 1t was gruesome to see this guy being whipped around like atoy, but |
didn't want to miss anything, so | sort of squinted. | know, what awuss, but my words can't describe
how horribleit was. After afew seconds the zhou spit the warrior out, sending him crashing down to the
dusty ground. His armor was torn and there was blood everywhere, but he was alive. Loor and her team
grabbed the rope and worked together to pull the zhou away from the fallen warrior. The zhou fought
back, but Loor and the others managed to drag it far enough away from the injured warrior so that his
teammates could run in to rescue him. | thought that was a pretty good show of sportsmanship. They had
saved their opponent'slife.  Asit turned out, the injured guy's teammates weren't as caring. Nobody
went to hisrescue. They let him liethere,  dying. | didn't know which wasworse, seeing this guy
nearly bittenin haf, or knowing that hisfriends didn't care about saving hislife. That told me alot about
the Ghee warriors who favored war against the Rokador. They were cold-blooded. . .just the kind of
guys Saint Dane lovesto hang with. Note to self: Keep an eye on therebel Gheewarriors.  Things got
worse. The zhou suddenly sprang into the air so quickly that the crowd gasped. | did too. This beast got
some serious vertical. 1t moved so quickly that it took Loor'steam by surprise. It yanked the rope away
from Loor and one other warrior. The third warrior wasn't so lucky. He got his arm wrapped up in the
rope. The zhou whipped its head back, pulling the helplesswarrior off hisfeet. The zhou's next move was
to pounce on the fallen Ghee. The poor guy tried to roll away, but he was so tangled in his own rope he
couldn't move fast enough. Unlike Loor's team, therival warriors weren't about to try and save him
either. No big surprise.  But Loor tried. Without hesitation she legped at the zhou, shield first. With one
arm she dammed her shield into one head, while dashing at the other with her sword. Both heads reared
back in surprise and pain, which gave Loor the time she needed. With one continuous move she spun
back, dashing her sword again, severing the rope that tied her falen friend to the zhou. Their other
teammate was able to pull the guy to hisfeet and get him away before the zhou could come after them



again.  Round one went to the zhou beast. Round two went to Loor. But the beast didn't look any
worse for the wear, and both Ghee teams were hurting. | wondered what would happen if there was no
way they could day thisthing. How would this end? Was this going to be afight to the deeth for both
sdes? The next move wasthe beast's. Loor had hurt him. She had drawn blood. He wasticked. He
wanted revenge. Hewent after Loor.  Before she redlized that she was being attacked, the beast
lashed out at her arm, dashing her shoulder. Loor dove away, and dropped her sword. Thiswas bad. All
she had |ft to protect herself wasthe lamelittle shield. The beast kept after her. Loor needed help.
"Therope," she ordered her teammates as she rolled away from the two-headed cat. Her team went
after the rope as she jumped up and bolted in the other direction. The zhou wasn't fooled. He was right
after her. Loor sprinted toward the fallen warrior from the other team. What was she doing? The big
zhou legped into the air. Loor dove to the ground, tucked, rolled, and grabbed the sword from the
injured warrior's hand. Y es! She was armed again! The zhou landed, ready to attack. Loor quickly
dashed at itsfront paws. The beast screamed in pain and fell hard, headfirst. Or, headfirst. Face-plant
into thedirt. Or faces-plant.  Loor rolled away, having dodged death once again. But the zhou wasn't
finished. Not by far. Loor jumped to her feet, and was headed back to her teammates when one of the
rival warriorstackled her. | couldn't believeit! She never saw him coming. The crowd booed, but it
didn't stop the warrior. He yanked the sword away from her. | guess hefelt it belonged to histeam, but
cmon! Before Loor had a chanceto react, the rival warrior was scampering back to join hisown
teammate. | was beginning to hate these guys. Loor was once again without aweapon.  The zhou was
getting back to hisfeet. Loor's teammates were on the other side of the square, holding the rope, ready
to help. She wasn't even close to them. She was on her own. The zhou got its wits back, scanned the
sguare with both heads, and spotted Loor. She was out in the open, totally defenseless. The zhou
sguatted down like a cat ready to pounce. | thought there was nowhere for Loor to go. But | waswrong.
Before the beast legped, Loor sprinted for the center of the square and the statue in the dry fountain.
"Run!" | shouted, like she needed to bereminded.  She made it to the statue of the Ghee warrior
battling the zhou and climbed. The crowd was going nuts. Loor had become the favorite. | had no idea
what she was going to do up there, except maybe buy alittletime. | sure hoped the zhou couldn't climb.
If it could, Loor would be trapped, and finished. Her teammates didn't know what to do, and the rival
team certainly wasn't going to bail her out. She was climbing up onto a dead end. Dead being the
operativeword.  She had gotten partway up the statue when | saw someone sprinting acrossthe
sguare. At first | thought it was one of the other warriors, but aquick look showed me that someone else
had entered the contest. It was Saangi, Loor's squire. What was she doing? She definitely had aplan,
because her head was down and her legs were pumping. She didn't have aweapon, and even if shedid,
| didn't think she stood a chance againgt the zhou. One thing was sure. Thisyoung girl had guts.  Onthe
other sde of the statue, the zhou was crouched and stalking. Either it didn't fed like there was any need
to rush, or its paws were too dashed up to run. Whatever. It was closing in on Loor. Whatever Saangi
had planned, she had to do it fast. She ran to the spot where Loor had dropped her sword, and scooped
it up. Without hesitating, she turned and sprinted for the statue. "L oor!" she shouted, and threw the
sword. Loor looked in timeto see her sword sailing toward her. For abrief second my heart stopped,
thinking Loor was about to be impaled by her own sword. | should have known better.  Loor plucked
the sword out of the air like apro because, well, shewas apro. | guess Saangi wasn't so bad either. But
thisimpressive move done wasn't going towin the battle.  The zhou had decided to throw away
caution. It began to charge. Thefinal attack was on. Loor was about to reach the highest point of the
statue, which was on top of the stone heads. There was some kind of symbolism herethat | didn't bother
to andyze. It was pretty clear to methat this statue wasn't tall enough. If the zhou could ill jump half as
high as I'd seen before, he would nail Loor, sword or not.  But Loor's teammates didn't let her down.
Before the big cat made itsfind leap, they tossed therope at it, lassoing itsleg. The beast's eyeswere
intent on Loor and didn't seeit coming. The two warriors yanked hard, keeping the zhou from legping.
The surprised beast looked down at therope... And Loor made her move.  Sheleaped off the
statue and onto the back of the zhou. But unlike the rival warrior who had tried this before, Loor's



wespon was ready. | think the sword hit its mark before Loor's feet hit its back. The power of her fall
drove the sword deep into the back of the zhou, al the way to the handle. It was horrible and strange to
see both heads react with surprise and agony. Its body arched up so quickly, it threw Loor off. She
landed hard, rolled, then popped up, ready to finishthejob.  Shewastoo late. No sooner had she
been thrown, than the two riva warriors leaped onto the back of the wounded zhou. Using their swords,
they dashed at itsdying heads. Thistime| had to look away. No way | wanted to see this. Luckily the
crowd wasin an uproar, so | didn't haveto hear it either. Half the crowd was cheering because the battle
was won, the other half was booing because the true winner, Loor, was not going to come away with the
prize. Thiswas dl about who got the heads. Loor and her team may have stopped the zhou, but they did
not get the heads. A technicality, but those weretherules. | didn't think it wasfair, but | was more
relieved that Loor had survived. | stood with my back to the square, not wanting to imagine how
gruesome the scene was on the ground. As| stood there, | glanced up to the next level to see how the
strange observer with the purple robe was reacting. Whose side was he on? Would he be cheering, or
jeering? | never found out, because he was gone. JOURNAL #20 (CONTINUED)
ZADAA "Donot move," Saangi ordered. "Thiswill only take longer if youdo." It wasthefirst
time | heard anyone give Loor an order. Or maybe | should say, it wasthefirst time | saw Loor obey an
order. Saangi may have been her younger aide, but she acted more like astern, caring mother. Loor sat
gtill, impatiently, while Saangi sewed together the wound in her arm. I'm serious. Needle. Thread. Skin.
Gross. It wasn't adeep wound that the zhou beast had cut, but it was serious enough that it needed
gtitching. To these warrior types, it was no big deal. Loor didn't even wince. But | had to look away, or |
would have ralphed right there on the floor of Loor'shome. That wouldn't have been cool.  "Doesthis
bother you, Pendragon?' Saangi asked. Sheknew itdid. "Nah," | lied. "I'veseenworse.”  Loor and
Saangi exchanged glances. They knew | was just trying to be casud. | needed to change the subject or
risk being revealed asafull-tilt wussy.  "What happened out there wasn't fair,” | said. ™Y ou should
havewon." "You arecorrect,” Loor said. "It was not fair. Saangi should not have interfered.” |
didn't expect that. | looked to Saangi. Saangi didn't react. "Once she entered the contest, it was over,"
Loor continued. "Outside interference is not permitted. No matter what happened after that, my team
would havelogt." "But shesaved your lifel" | exclamed. "I would have found away,” Loor sad
camly. | didnt argue. Truth was, she probably would have. "I gottatdl you," | said. "That whole
zhou-fight thing seemed allittle extreme. How much weter did they find inthat well?' "It wasdry," Loor
said soberly. "Once the well was drained, there was no source below tofeed it.”  "So six Ghee
warriorsrisked their livesto daughter atwo-headed monster over...nothing?' "The water was an
excuse," Loor said. "Tenson has been growing within the Ghee. Today the battle was over water. Soon
it will befor control of Xhaxhu'sfuture, and Zadaa." "And maybeHalla," Saangi added, while keeping
her eyeslocked on her gtitching.  "Do you have any ideahow Saint Danefitsinto this?' | asked.

"Not yet,” Loor answered. She looked meright in the eye and added, "That iswhy you are here."

Right. That'swhy | wasthere. Sitting in ahot, dusty apartment in a stone pyramid that housed rival
tribal warriors on adesart territory light-years from home, watching my friend being sewn up so we could
figure out how to stop ademon from destroying everything that ever was and would be. Y eah, that
pretty much summed up the Situation. Suddenly the idea of watching skin being stitched didn't seem so
bad. "TheTravelershave donewdl, Pendragon,” Loor said. ™Y ou have done well. But now the battle
has come to my hometerritory. | do not mean to say that Zadaa has more vaue than the other territories,
but | would belying if | said it did not hold more importance for me. Wewill not fail here. Saint Dane will
be stopped.”  Shewasright. At least about the Traveler part, anyway. We had done pretty well so far
in our misson to stop Saint Dane and his quest to control Halla. Denduron, Clord, Firgt Earth, and
Eelong were dl victories. He had tried to turn each of these territories toward chaos, and each timewe
were able to stop him. Our only failure had been on Vedox. That territory was doomed to crumble
because the people chose to live in avirtud fantasy world instead of redity. The Traveler there, Aja
Killian, was ill doing her best to keep the Lifdlight supercomputer running and the people dive. Our only
hope for that territory was to defeat Saint Dane. For good. Maybe then we could go back to Vedlox and



help Aja put the pieces back together.  We were four-and-one, but it wasn't as ssmple asthat. We may
have turned Saint Dane back on those other territories, but victory often came at a steep price. | can't
help but have the sick fedling that in order to win the battles, Saint Dane has gradudly chipped away at
our strength. What's that old saying about winning the battle but losing the war? Asimportant as every
territory is, thiswasn't about any one battle. There's no question that we aren't as strong as we used to
be, and thewar is till very much on. My uncle Pressisdead. Sois Vo Spader'sfather. Osaand Seegen
werekilled too. Writing it al down like this makes me redlize just how many people have made the
ultimate sacrifice to stop Saint Dane. | don't know if thefeding | have is sadness, or anger. Probably a
little of both. Throw in alittle fear for good measure. Never forget thefear.  But that's not all. Spader
and Gunny were trapped on E€long when the flume collapsed. (I don't mean to bring up a sore subject,
but if I'm going to do arecap here, I've got to includeit al. Sorry.) On Eelong we learned our lesson the
hard way that the territories cannot be mixed, and only the Travelers can use the flumes. Not only are
two Travelers stuck there, but the collgpsing flumekilled Kasha, E€long's Traveler. Shewasthefirst
Traveler of our generation to die. | hope shewasthelast. AsI'm writing this, I'm looking &t the smdll
slver urn that holds Kashas ashes. Oneday, | swear, | will return her to E€long. I'm holding out hope
that somehow the flume can be repaired, or another one will be discovered. Not just so | can return the
ashes, but to spring Gunny and Spader. | need them. Bad. But we have no control over the flumes. The
best | candoishope. Each of the Travelers| have met so far have been incredible people. We were
each chosen from our home territory to stop Saint Dane and his mad quest. Uncle Presstold me that
Saint DaneisaTraveler too. If that's so, | wonder what territory heisfrom?Isit aterritory consumed by
evil? Isbeing aviolent, murdering, sadist norma for Saint Dane's home? Who knows? Maybe compared
to the other people of histerritory, he'sagood guy. How's that for a gruesome thought?  I'm not
exactly surewhy I'mwriting thisto you guys. Y ou dready know it dl. | guessas|'m gitting here, getting
ready to begin anew chapter of my life, it helpsto look back and take stock. Sometimes| think I've
done pretty well. For somebody who still has no ideawhy hewas chosen to be a Traveler, let donethe
lead Traveler, | can be proud of the way 1've helped mess up Saint Dane's evil plans. But there are other
times, usudly late at night when | can't deep, that | fed likel'min way over my head. I've had to make
some tough decisions, and they haven't dways been the right ones. I've been lucky enough that the other
Travelers have picked up the dack when I've messed up. Still, | can't help but fear that one day I'll make
amove sowrong, it will blow up in our faces, and wewill loseit dl to Saint Dane. It makesfor alot of
degplessnights.  There's so much a stake, it's hard to even imagine. Saint Daneistrying to control the
destiny of everything that ever existed, or will exist.Everything.l can't even get my mind around the
concept of Halla, let lone the idea that someone as evil as Saint Dane wantsto bring it all down. Before
Uncle Presstook me away from home on Second Earth, the biggest responsibility | had wasto get my
homework done and take out the garbage. Half thetime | didn't even get to the garbage. Now I've found
mysdf leading agroup of people who are the only force standing in the way of the destruction of al living
things. And I'm only sixteen! | think. I'velogt all track of time. | guessit goes without saying that I'd rather
be home, taking out the garbage.  But that's not the way it was meant to be, or so I've been told. The
only way | can keep my head on Straight isto not worry about the way 1'd like things to be, and deal with
theway they are. Asoverwheming asit al feds, | haveto look forward. But that's tough. | can't help but
think about home. And you guys. And wonder what happened to my family. And my dog, Marley. And
wish none of this ever happened. But it did. I'm here. Chances are good Saint Daneistoo. And sowe
go. "Enough," Loor said sharply to Saangi. "It will hedl." Saangi put down the needle and threed, then
dathered aticky, clear ointment on the stitches. "Thiswill protect the wound and keep it dry,” Saangi
explained. "l know what it does," Loor said sharply. | got the feding that she had been stitched up
before. She did agolden-colored cloth strap around her arm to cover the stitches, and just like that, she
was good to go. "Thank you, Ssangi,” shesaid sincerely.  "May | speak honestly?* Saangi asked. " Of
course" Loor said. "Battlelinesare being drawn,” Saangi said. "But you do not accept them. By trying
to understand dl sides, you have put yourself in adangerous position. When the battle begins, by aligning
yourself with everyone, you may find you are protected by no one”  Loor nodded thoughtfully. "My



loyaty lieswith theroya family of Zinj," shesaid. "I believe they are the best hope for restoring peece.
But thereisalarger concern, and that is Saint Dane. Thereis no doubt that heis out there, working to
push Zadaa closer to war. Unlesswe find out how, it won't matter whose side anyoneison, for al of
Zadaawill beladwaste”” "But every Gheeischoosing their dlegiance" "It does not matter,” Loor
interrupted. "If we areto find Saint Dane, we must be able to spesk with dl sdes. That iswhy
Pendragon and | must leavenow.” "I would liketo joinyou,” Saangi said.  Loor stood up and
sretched her long legs. It was hard to believe she had just been through aferocious battle and been
nearly killed about four timesover. For her it wasdl in aday'swork. It was aready ancient history.
Unbelievable. "No, stay here,” Loor ordered. "We will not be long. Pendragon, come with me."

"Yougotit," | said, andgottomy feet. "What if you need help?' Saangi complained.  Loor
picked up the long, wooden staff that 1'd seen her use so effectively as aweapon, and jammed it into the
leather harness on her back. ™Y ou are beginning to sound like aworrisome old woman, Saangi,” Loor
said. "Pendragon and | are capable of taking care of oursalves”  To be honest, | waskind of hoping
Saangi would come aong. The more the merrier. But thiswas Loor's show, so | didn't say anything.
Loor walked toward her door, with Saangi right on her hedls.  "Pendragon is not awarrior,” Saangi
protested. "He cannot protect you as| can."  Loor stopped short, and Saangi nearly ran into her.

"Do not make the mistake of underestimating Pendragon,” she said firmly. "Y ou do not know him as|
do." | waskind of thinking Saangi wasright. | wasn't awarrior. If anybody was expecting meto go dl
"warrior" and protect Loor if things got nasty, they were counting on the wrong guy. When things got
rough, it was usualy Loor who pulledmybutt out of the fire. Saangi whirled and shot me anicy look. She
may have only been fourteen, but she was definitely not lacking in the saf-confidence department.  "ltis
my job to serve Loor, as her aide and as her acolyte,” Saangi said with authority. "1 respect your mission.
Pleaserespect mineaswel."  "Saangi!" Loor shouted angrily. Do you redlize who you are speaking
to?' "lt'sokay," | saidto Loor. | looked to Saangi and smiled. "'l can't tell you not to worry, Saang,
but weredl onthesamesdehere”  Saangi didn't back down. She stared at me a moment more, then
stepped out of theway tolet mepass. "I will expect you both back here by nightfal,” shesaid. |
walked past her to join Loor at the door and said, "Yes, malam.” | then said to Loor, "Yikes, she's
bosser thanyou are”  Loor didn't think that was funny. She held out the heavy, dark cloak | had worn
to the zhou battle. "Put thison," she said sharply. | think she was trying to prove that nobody could begat
her inthe"bossy” department. ™Y ou'rekilling mewith this, you know?" | said, taking the cloak. | was
aready wearing the soft, white clothes of the Rokador-a lightweight jacket that crossed over at thewaist
and tied with asash, along with smple white pants. And sandals. | hate sandals. To me sandals are for
old guyswho iill think they're hippies, or girlswho wear plaid flannel shirts. But | didn't have achoice.
Asbad asit would have been for a Batu to see alight-skinned guy like me hanging around the city, it
would have been worseif | had been wearing Batu clothing. Then they could have accused me of being a
spy or something. And for the record, | had my Second Earth boxer shorts on. After | had to go
boxerless while wearing the disgusting, rotten rags of E€long, it felt al sorts of good to be back in boxers
and wearing the soft cotton clothing of the Rokador. | would have been nice and comfy... if | hadn't had
to wear the heavy, hot cloak asdisguise.  Did | mention how hot it wason Zadaa? "Wherearewe
going?' | asked. "Toseewhat weareup againg," Loor answered.  Weleft Saangi |ooking teed off,
and walked out of the gpartment and acrossthe large, centra courtyard of the Ghee-warrior compound.

"She'stough,” | said. "Shetakes her duties serioudly,” Loor said. " She wishesto be awarrior, but |
fear sheistooimpulsve” "Shehad pretty good impulses when she bailed you out of that zhou fight,” |
teased. Loor didn't even acknowledge thiswith alook. All she said was, "I told you. | would have
found another way to defeat the zhou." "Right,” | said.  "You doubt me?' Loor asked. "Meg?
Never!" | said with achuckle. | liked needling Loor, but the truth was, | didn't doubt for a second that
shewould have found away to beat that beastie without Seangi'shelp.  Loor led me acrossthe
compound, where we passed severd Ghee warriors. Some were exercising, others were in small groups
in deep conversation. Though the Ghee were divided, they al il lived in this same compound. |
wondered how long this could lagt. If the conflict got worse, having al these macho types living together



could get tense. Or violent. | kept hidden in the cloak. | must have looked like anidiot, walking around in
this heat dressed like an Eskimo. But nobody stopped us. | guess nobody wanted to mess with Loor. Or
an Eskimo.  She brought me to a horse stable that held some of the most beautiful, powerful horsesl
had ever seen. These were regular old horses, not like the zenzens of Eelong with their extraleg joint.
Loor saddled up two with heavy, leather saddlesthat were very much like Western saddles at home. We
both mounted up and were soon trotting through the streets of Xhaxhu. | was becoming pretty
comfortable on horseback. Uncle Press taught me to ride when | was younger back on Second Earth,
and I'd had many chancesto ride on variousterritories. | redly liked it. Somewhere in the back of my
head | felt that when thiswasall over, if | had the chance to go home, | would get myself ahorse.

"Y ou've seen Xhaxhu at itsfinest," Loor said aswe rode side by side. "Now you are seeing the horror
of what it hasbecome.”  As| mentioned before, the city was dry. But man, "dry" didn't cover it. Some
water troughs still had atrickle of preciouswater running through, but it wasn't near enough to quench the
thirg of the hundreds of Batu citizens who knelt by the stone troughs, desperate for the dightest bit of
moisture. Some even had their entire bodiesinsde the troughsto lick at the pathetic trickle. It was pretty
sad. The people of Xhaxhu wore smple, one-piece, short outfitsin vibrant colors. There were pinks
and bright blues, ydllows and oranges, with fancy beadwork around the neck and deeves. On my firgt
trip here, everything had appeared bright and lively. But now that they didn't have enough water to wash
themsdlves, let donetheir clothes, the bright colors had become muted and dingy. That pretty much
described the city itself. Dingy. The lush, green pam treesthat lined the streets now looked like afence
of dead poles. No music played. There was little conversation or socidizing of any kind. The whole city,
including its people, seemed asif it wasdryingup and turningintosand.  "What'sthe ded 7" | asked
Loor. "Hasit totadly stopped raining?'  "That ispart of it," she answered. "But we do not rely on rain
herein Xhaxhu. We are nourished by the underground rivers of Zadaa. That is where the true problem
lies" "What'shappenedtothem?' | asked. "That isthe question." Loor answered. "The only
question that matters. The answer will determine the future of Xhaxhu, and of Zadaa." "And Hala?' |
asked.  Loor shrugged. There till was no proof that Saint Dane had anything to do with any of this, but
when you found aterritory in trouble, with people suffering and ready for war, chances are Saint Dane
was lurking around somewhere. " So then why did this happen?" | asked. "I do not know," Loor said.
"That iswhat we must find out."  Wetrotted to the outer border of Xhaxhu, where there was an
immense, sonewadll that circled the entire city. I'm talking huge. Thiswall must have been five or six
stories high and made out of giant, truck-size boulders. | didn't want to imagine how much backbreaking
work had goneinto buildingit. "Thewal isfor protection against invason,” Loor said, reading my
mind. "The Batu and Rokador are not the only tribes of Zadaa, but we are the most civilized. There are
many tribesin the desert who live like animas and feed on oneanother.” ™Y ou mean they sted stuff
from each other to survive?' | asked.  "No, | mean they feed on one another. Many of the tribes of
Zadaa...arecannibas." Oh. Nice. "The Ghee aretrained to protect X haxhu, which in turn protectsthe
underground of the Rokador. Thiswall isour first line of defense. It isaso protection againgt the
elements. A windstorm could rise up with no warning and pelt the city with sand for hours.”  Aswe
trotted through a break in the wall-there was no door-I saw that there were giant sand driftsrising up
againg the outside of thewall.  "How often doesastorm come up?’ | asked.  "Often enough,” Loor
answered. "It can be devastating. | hate to think of how Xhaxhu would handle a storm now, when we are
soweak." | briefly wondered if Saint Dane could possibly cook up a storm, but decided that as
powerful asthisguy was, he did have hislimits. | didn't think he could change the wesather. At least, |
hoped he couldn't.  Loor led usafew hundred yards away from the walled city to another, smaller
wadll. It wasn't astall asthe protective wall around Xhaxhu, but it waslong. We were at acorner. The
wall stretched out for what might have been amileon @ther sde.  "Thisiswhat | want to show you,"
Loor said. "Thisis one of the farmswherefood is grown for the people of Xhaxhu." A minute later we
trotted through an opening in thewall. What | saw insde made my heart snk. Xhaxhu wasabig city,
with alot of mouthsto feed. | expected to see rows of crops, like on the agriculture barge of Grallion on
theterritory of Cloral. Well, | didn't. All | saw was sand. Lots of it. We walked our horses toward the



middle of thefield, their hooves kicking it up. The place looked morelike an archeo-logica ruinin Egypt
than afarm. The emptinesswaseerie.  Loor must have been reading my thoughts, because she said,
"The farmers have given up. Without water to irrigate the crops, there isno need to plant, or fertilize, or
evento keep back thesand.”  "Okay, dumb question,” | said. "How important isthisfam?'  "There
are seven that feed Xhaxhu. The farmers have diverted what little water is till availableto three of them.
But the food grown on three farmsis not even close to being enough. We are dipping deeply into grain
reserves. We do not expect they will last long. Redlity isthat soon, very soon, wewill sarve” "l guess
that counts as pretty important.”  That's when something caught my attention. Severd feet in front of us,
the sand began to shift. Something was moving beneeth it, hidden from sight. A moment later | saw
more movement afew feet away. Whatever it was, there were two of them. | glanced at Loor. She didn't
look worried, but Loor never looked worried.  "What kind of beasties hang out here in the desert?' |
asked nervoudly.  "You saw the quig-snakes at the gate?' sheasked. "Yeah," | said, not liking where
thiswasgoing. "Thedesertisfull of snakes," shesadcamly. Snakes. Snakesaretheworst. | was
about to kick my horseinto gear and get the heck out of there, when | heard something behind us. It
sounded like amuffled thump. Innocent enough, but since a second ago there was nothing within a
hundred yards of us, any sound could mean trouble...especidly if there were snakes sneaking around
benesth the sand. | whipped alook around, expecting to see a couple of dithering sand snakes about to
grike. | was surprised to see that we were no longer dlone.  Standing behind us were two white-robed
figures. Their heads were completely covered, asif to protect them from the harsh desert sun. Both stood
facing us, with their legs apart, each holding a short metal bar that was no doubt, aweapon. | shot a
quick look in front again, to seeif the snakeswere getting any closer.  There were no snakesthere,
ether. Instead | saw two more of these robed figures coming up out of the sand like svimmersrising
from the water. These guys looked pretty much like the first two. They got to their feet and held out their
wegpons, ready. "Uh," | saidto Loor. "Those aren't snakes” "No," Loor said. "They are Rokador."

Rokador. The enemy of the Batu. Not good.  "They look like they know how to use those
weapons,” | said.  "They do," Loor answered without taking her eyes off them. "They are Tiggen
guards. Like the Ghee, they arewarriors.”  Oh. Getting worse by the second. These bad boyslived
underground, but decided to come to the surface and spring atrap. On us. We were aone, with no
chance of getting any help from the Ghee warriors back in Xhaxhu. Another battle was about to begin,
only thistime, it looked asif | wasgoing to beinthemiddieof it. JOURNAL #20

(CONTINUED) ZADAA Nobodymade a move. Not even Loor. | expected her to tense
up, grab her wooden stave, and come out swinging. Instead we dl stayed frozen in place. The
white-robed figures stood silently, the dight wind snapping at their clothes. Eerie. They werein front of
us, and behind. Theword "surrounded” cameto mind.  "Now what?' | whisperedto Loor.  "Stay
here," she ordered, and did off her horse. | didn't know what to think. She wasn't in attack mode. She
didn't even look tense. | had a brief thought that maybe there had to be some kind of ground rules set
before they started beating up on us with their metal batons. All | could do was St there and see what
camenext. Loor waked boldly up to the two Rokador guyswho were directly in front of us. Her
weapon was gill in its sheath across her back. | figured maybe she was throwing out the white flag, since
we were outhumbered and all. But that wasn't like Loor. She'd sooner go down fighting. What happened
next wasn't like Loor either. She walked up to one of the guys, threw her arms around him, and hugged
him. Uhhh... Shesaid, "It hasbeen far toolong, Bokka" The Rokador pulled off hishood to
reveal awhite-skinned guy who stood afew inchestaller than Loor. He didn't take off hisgoggles, so |
couldn't get alook at his eyes, but from where | sat, helooked to be our age, maybe alittle older, with
longish blond hair that whipped around in thewind. | guess| could say he was kind of handsome, too.
But I'm no expert in that department.  "1've missed you, Loor,” the guy named Bokka said. He spoke
with a deep, authoritative voice that you would expect from awarrior. Though | can't redly say what it
was | expected of anybody who lived hiswhole life underground.  Loor looked at the guy next to
Bokkaand said, "Isthat you under there, Teek?'  The guy pulled down his hood to reved another
blond guy who was alittle shorter than Bokka.  "Hello, Loor," he said with a sheepish amile.



"Pendragon,” Loor called. "Pleasecome here” | didn't move. | think | was till trying to process
what was happening. | had been expecting afight, but instead | discovered that these guys were friends
of Loor. If that weren't bizarre enough, Loor had actualy hugged the guy named Bokka. Let me write
that again, shehuggedhim. | had never seen Loor that affectionate with anybody. Includingme.  "Itisdl
right, Pendragon,” Loor said. "Pleasejoinus." | took aquick glance back at the Rokador behind us.
They stood with their weapons ready. They didn't attack, nor throw off their hoods and join in thiswarm
reunion. They just stood there. Ready. For what, | wasn't sure. | did off of my horse and took off my
black cloak, dropping it to the sand. | figured these guys should seethat | looked like a Rokador. Sort
of. Loor put her hand on Bokka's shoulder like he was abud and said, "Pendragon, thisis my oldest
friend, Bokka. We have known each other since we were children.” | held out my hand to shake,
which made the three other Tiggen guards tense up and lift their metal weapons, ready to rock. |
suddenly got the vibe that these guys were like bodyguards. Even Bokkatook a step back. | stood there
with my hand intheair likeadope, afradtomove. "Itisdl right," Loor assured them. "Where
Pendragon comes from, that isasign of friendship." Bokkareaxed, took my hand, and squeezed.
Youch! Thisguy had agrip! But | wasn't about to squeal. Noway. "Hello, Pendragon,” Bokka said.
"What tribe do you comefrom?' | glanced at Loor, partly because | didn't have an answer, and partly
asapleato get thisguy to let go of my poor hand before bones started snapping. Loor reached out and
gently eased us apart. For asecond | thought my fingers were fused together. | had to work them to get
the circulation back. | wouldn't let Bokka see that, though. "1 met Pendragon when | made the journey
to the far desert. Heisfrom thetribe known as...as..." Loor was scrambling. Bokka didn't know about
the Travelers. | had to bail her out.  "Yankees," | said. "The Y ankeestribe." Hey, what can | say? It
was the firg thing that came to mind. "It'sastrong tribe," | added. "Respected by al...except for our
mortal enemies, the Sox tribe. They hate us. Especidly the Red ones. Cannibals. Nasty characters.” "'l
haven't heard of thesetribes," Bokkasaid. "That'sokay,” | said. "We haven't heard of you ether."

"But you're dressed as a Rokador," the guy next to Bokkasaid. "Why isthat?' "Thisis Teek," Loor
said, changing the subject. I'm happy to say he didn't put out his hand to shake. One bone crusher was
enough. "Ask him to show you the scar from when he was bitten by azhou beast.” "Loor!" Teek said,
complaining. "Won't you ever forget that?'  Bokkalaughed. Loor chuckled too, and said, "When we
were young, asmall ceegee bug crept into his bunk while he was adeep. It nipped him and he jumped up
shouting "Zhou! Zhou!" The scar isquiteimpressive... if you look closely enough.”  Loor and Bokka
chuckled. Teek looked embarrassed, but smiled. "I had been dreaming of azhou. Y ou would have done
thesamething." Teek wasn't upset. He took the goofing good-naturedly. Thiswasdl one big
touchy-fedly reunion. The whole thing had me off balance. I'm not surewhy it struck me as odd at that
moment that | could understand these guys and they understood me. Part of the benefit of being a
Traveler isthat we hear al languages as our own, and others hear us as if we were speaking their
language. | guess maybethat <till seemslike magic. But it awaysworks, so | shouldn't be surprised
anymore. Much. Bokkasaid, "You did not tell uswhy you are dressed as a Rokador, Pendragon.”

Loor answered for me. "With hiswhite skin, we decided it would be better for him to dressasa
Rokador, in case heran into fierce Tiggen guards, likeyou."  Bokkanodded. Heboughtit.  "You
have such light skin,” Teek said. "Do you live underground too?'  Loor jumped in, trying to get control
of the Situation before | said something else stupid. She said, "Thetribeknownas"  "Yankees" |
reminded her.  "Yes, Yankees, lives on the surface in aforest of many treesthat block the sun. That is
why hisskinislighter thanthe Batu." "Yes, itsaforest called the Bronx," | threw in. Why not? It
wasn't like hewas going to prove mewrong.  "Pendragon isawise tribe member,” Loor continued.
"Hehastraveled heretohelpus”  Bokkalooked me up and down, sizing meup. "Canyou fight?'
heasked. "Theideaisto try and solve your problemswithout fighting,” | said.  "If you can do that,"
Bokka said, "then you have more wisdom than anyone around here...from ether tribe” | didn't know
how | felt about thisguy. | guess| should have been saying that any friend of Loor'swasafriend of mine,
but if | were being totally honest, | didn't like the way they were being so chummy. Loor and | may not
have known each other since we were little kids, but we had been through awhole lot together. You



would think that facing desth while trying to save everything that exists would have brought usalittle
closer together than two people who played ring-around-the-rosy when they werekids... or whatever it
isthey play here. Loor trests me like I'm some kind of business partner. That was okay, | didn't think she
had more warmth in her than that. ..until | saw her with Bokka. She never let her guard down with me
likethat. And hewas aRokador! Anenemy of theBatu! "Have you discovered anything?' Loor
asked Bokka, changing the subject.  "Nothing," he answered. "Except that the Tiggen guards have
been put on dert. The Rokador elite are expecting the Batu to attack at any time."  "But what of the
rivers?' Loor asked. "Has there been any explanation from the Rokador dite?’ "Sameasdways,"
Bokkaanswered. "They blame the drought on lack of rain in the north-where theriversarefed. | have
tried my best to find out more, but with noluck.”  "Uhh," I interrupted. "What exactly are you taking
about?' Loor explained, "Asyou know, the Rokador live underground and control the rivers of
Zadaa. For generations they have worked with the Batu, channeling the water between the different
riversto ensureit flowsto whereit is needed mog. It isavauable service that they provide for the Batu."
"But we do more than that," Bokka added. "The Rokador are manufacturers. In our factories we
create clothing and weapons and building materials and most everything needed for our own
aurvival...and for the Batu'ssurviva aswell."  "Thatistrue" Loor said, sounding alittle defensive. "In
return the Batu grow crops and tend livestock to feed both tribes. We a so protect the Rokador from the
wild tribes of the desert and the zhou beasts and snakes you've seen. Without the Batu, the Rokador
would perish.”  "Without the Rokador, the Batu would live like primitives,” Teek threw in.  Loor
quickly shot back, "We are awarrior race that does not shy from life by cowering beneath the ground.”
"Y ou're a crude people with no modern skills," Bokka said quickly. "Look at your ancient wegpon,
and look at mine." He held up his shiny, sted baton. "Thisisthe product of an advanced race of modern
thinkers" Heand Loor exchanged cold looks. They seemed ready to start throwing fists.
"Sandworm!™ Loor threw at him.  "Barbarian!" Bokkashot back. Thetwo glared at each other
intensdly, then broke out laughing. I'm serious. Loor actudly laughed!  "We have argued likethissince
wewereyoung,” Loor said.  "Thetruthis" Bokkasaid, "both tribes need each other."  These guys
were having alittle bit too much fun. | wasfeding like an outsider, but | couldn't et that get in the way of
our misson. "Soif they need each other so much, why is everybody worried about awar?' | asked.
"Therés dways been tenson,” Teek said. "But since the rivers began to run dry, the tenson hasturned
into suspicion, and anger and fear. It has now given way to outright hatred.”  Loor said, "The Batu are
accusing the Rokador of holding back the water until we are so weakened that they will rise up from their
underground home and saize control of Xhaxhu." "But why would they do that, if everything was going
sowdl?' | asked. "To put it Smply, we are running out of space,” Bokkasaid. "Our way of lifeis
smple. We have dways lived below ground. But as our population grows, that is becoming more
difficult. The fear among the Rokador isthat if wetry to venture aboveground, we will be treated as
inferiorsand forced tolivelikeanimas" "They aren't wrong," Loor said. "Many Batu would tregt the
Rokador badly. But the roya family of Xhaxhu understandstheir plight. Our prince, PelleaZinj, has
made it hisgoa to convince our people to accept the Rokador asequals.”  "But not everybody
agrees,” | dated. "That iscorrect,” Loor said. "What isthe saying you use? It isano-win situation.
Many of the Batu will not accept the Rokador, and now they fear that the Rokador are holding back the
water."  "Inreturn,” Bokkasaid, "the Batu have stopped providing us with food from the surface. We
aedarving." "Andwearethirsty,” Loor said. "So what'sthe ded with the water?' | asked. "Are
the Rokador holding it back?' "That'swhat I'm trying to find out,” Bokka answered. "I've heard
rumorsthat there is something dramatic about to happen, but | cannot find out what it might be” "And
with each passing day, the danger of war grows stronger,” Loor said somberly.  "So, Pendragon of the
Y ankees," Bokkasaid. "Do you still fed asif you can help us prevent this catastrophe?' | didn't like
theway he said that. It was all sorts of smug, asif he knew darn well | had no clue of how to keep these
two tribes from killing each other. Unfortunately hewasright. | didn't.  "I'll get back to you on that," |
sad. "l antorn, Bokka," Loor said. "If the Batu are going to attack, | want to warn you. But then it
would mean my own people would be at adisadvantage.”  Bokkatook both of Loor'sarmsand held



her reassuringly. "I understand,” he said. "The only thing we can do istry and stop thisfrom happening.
But if it does, | am a Rokador, and you areaBatu. | anaTiggen, youaeaGhee" They held eye
contact. The grim reality was obvious. These two could very well end up having to fight each other. As
much as | wasn't sure about the guy, | wouldn't want that to happento Loor.  "If you hear anything,”
Loor sad, "please, contact me."  "And the samefor you," Bokkasaid. "Good-bye, Loor. When we
meet again, | hopeit will be under better conditions... asit waswhen wewereyoung.”  Loor nodded
sadly. "I don't know who you are, Pendragon,” Bokka said to me. "But if Loor saysyou can help us,
then | do not doubt her." | nodded. What else could | say tothat? "Good-bye, Loor," Teek said.
"And to you, Pendragon.”  Bokkatook a step backward and flipped up his hood. Teek did the same.
Bokkawaved to the Tiggen guards behind our horses. | turned to look, but didn't see them. | took a step
to my right to get aglimpse of them, but it wastoo late. They were gone. Vanished into the sand. | turned
back around to see that Bokka and Teek had disappeared aswell.  "They'relikeworms,” | said to
Loor. "Therearetunndseverywhere" Loor said. Without another word Loor strode back to her
horse and mounted up. | did the same. We snapped the reins and started back to thecity.  "Sohow is
it you got so friendly with a Rokador?' | asked aswetrotted dong. "I thought the two tribes didn't
mingle” "Atonetimewedid," Loor answered. "Especidly the children. Bokkaand | were marked at
an early ageto be trained aswarriors. There were two camps, one outside of Xhaxhu and one

bel owground. Groups would take turns traveling to the other camp. It was away for usto learn the ways
of our triba neighbors” "Thingshavechanged,” | said. "Yesthey have" Loor said sadly. "That kind
of cooperation no longer exists. Theroya family of Zinj has been trying to bring our tribes back to the
old ways, but prejudices and anger runtoo deep.”  "So, wasthis Bokkaguy your...boyfriend?'

Loor thought about the answer. | didn't like that. | wanted her to scoff and say: "Nah! Areyou
kidding?' But shedidn't. "Under different circumstances, we may have ended up together,” she said
sadly. "l guessbeing from enemy tribes madethat tricky,” | said.  "Yes" shereplied. "And finding
out that | wasa Traveler did not help either.”  Oh. Right. That. So she and Bokka were not meant to
be. Awww, too bad. Man, am | being mean or what? | decided to changethe subject.  "What about
thisroya family?' | asked. "Ninjasomething or other?'  "Zinj isthefamily name" Loor corrected. "The
crowned prince is named Pelle aZinj. Though he has not yet taken the throne, he has dowly taken on the
responghilities of ruling the Batu. Even the Rokador recognize hiswisdom. The king and queen are
preparing to hand over the crown very soon.”  "Isthat good or bad?' | asked. "Itisgood," Loor
sad confidently. "Very good. Hewill make awonderful, fair leader. He has dedicated hislifeto forging a
treaty with the Rokador. But | fear it will bein vain. The drought hasseento that.” "Or maybeit was
the Rokador who have seen to that,” | cautioned. "Like you said, there may be more to this drought than
bad weather." It wasagrim journey back to Xhaxhu. | now had a pretty good handle on what the
trouble was here on Zadaa, but figuring out something to do about it was awhole nother matter. There
seemed to be only two possibilities. One was that Saint Dane was somehow manipulating events. When
he disappeared from the celebration at Black Water, he did say he was coming to Zadaa, and he never
went to aterritory just to hang out. The other possibility might actualy beworse. If therivershad dried
up here smply becausetherewasafunky  weather thing happening, there was nothing anybody could
do about that. The sad truth might be that awar between these two tribes was the way it was meant to
be. It would betragic, but thejob of Travelerswasn't to interfere with the normal course of aterritory's
history. Our only concern wasiif Saint Dane tried to monkey with things. For Loor's sake, | hoped that
wasn't the case. If Saint Dane wasn't involved, then | had no business here. Loor was from Zadaa. She
would have to do what she had to do. But | was from Second Earth. | would have to back off. Thiswas
going to beatough cal. But | couldn't makeit until | found Saint Dane. Or hefound me.  Wetrotted
the horses back through the giant opening in the wal of Xhaxhu and went right back to the Ghee stables
where the horses were kept. As| think back on what happened next, and | think about it alot, | can't
believe how dumb | was. | guess| haveto give Loor some of the blame too, but it was mostly my fault. It
was asmple, supid mistake that could have been easily avoided. But it wasn't. | messed up, and | paid
theprice.  "Rokador!" agruff voice screamed.  We had just gotten off our horses. | looked around,



wondering what Rokador would have been idiot enough to stroll into the lion's den, the home of the
Ghee. There were none to be seen. That's because the person being called out, was me. | wastheidiot. |
ingtantly realized my mistake. | had taken off my dark cloak out in the sandy farm. There was so much to
get my mind around back there, | had forgotten to put it on again. It was il lying out there in the sand.
Loor's mind must have been e sewhere too, for she didn't even notice. So here | was, looking al sorts of
gleaming-white, having strolled right into the belly of thebeast. "1 will handlethis" Loor whispered to
me. "Say nothing." A tal Gheewarrior strode up to uswith madnessin his eyes. Asluck would have
it, this guy was bigger than Loor. She stood in hisway, saying,"lam taking this Rokador to the superior
for questioning-"  The guy didn't stop. He blew past Loor, knocking her out of the way like shewasa
doll. Whoa. | had never seen that happen before. Thisday wasfull of alot of things | hadn't seen before.
| didn't like any of them. Asthisangry giant strode toward me, | was like adeer caught in the headlights.
| backed off, and hit into my horse. There was no place to go. The guy grabbed me by the front of my
Rokador jacket and lifted me up until | wasonmy toes.  "Howdareyou?' he seethed. The guy was out
of hismind. That much | could see. "Y ou ride into the Ghee compound? On aBatu horse?'  Loor tried
to get between us, saying, "Heismy respongbility. | brought him here  The Ghee warrior looked at
Loor and sad, "And you will bring him out, when | am finished withhim."  The guy held metighter and
dragged me out of the stable and into the light of the compound. By now, severa more Ghee warriors
had heard the commotion and started to gather. Loor trailed behind, trying to take control.  "What is
your divison?' Loor demanded. "Who isyour commander? Thisismy prisoner. Y our superior will
punish you for standing intheway of-"  "Someone quiet her!" thetall Ghee shouted.  Instantly Loor
was jumped by two big Ghees. Whatever was going to happen, Loor couldn't stop it. Thetal Ghee
dragged me to the center of the compound, and threw me to the ground. | landed hard, rolled once, then
popped back to my feet ready to, well, I'm not sure what | was ready to do, except run. That wasn't
going to happen becauise we were quickly surrounded by Ghees. | wastrapped insde acircle of
enemies, with avery big guy facing off againg me.  "Never let it be said that the Ghee are unjugt,” the
tall warrior said with a sneer. He walked to one of the other warriors and yanked the guy's wooden stave
from the harness on his back. He walked back into the circle and tossed the six-foot stick at me. | caught
it, if you could cdl it that. It was morelike | stopped it from hitting mein the head by blocking it with my
hands. The wegpon fell to the ground. The Gheewarriorslaughed.  "L-Look," | said nervoudy. "l have
agreed to speak with your superior and tdl themall | know." Thetall Gheelaughed and dowly walked
toward me. "That isgood to know," he said with achuckle. "And | will alow you to do that. But firdt,
you must get past me"  The guy suddenly shot forward, grabbed my jacket, and jerked me toward him
until we were nose to nose. We were so close | could smell his sour bresth. At that instant something
triggered in my memory. Smells can do that. It'slike therés adirect link from your nose to your memory.
It wasn't a happy memory either. | looked into the guy'swild, brown eyes and saw something that made
my heart race even fadter, if that was possible. We were so close, | was the only one who could see. His
eyes changed color. They went from deep brown to lightning white. My mind didn't accept it at fird. It
wasimpossble, right?Wrong. "Welcometo Zadaa, Pendragon,” the Ghee warrior whispered. His
voice was suddenly calm. Gone wasthe rage. He wastotally in control of himself...and me. "Let's put
asdedl theintrigue thistime and show each other how weredly fed, shdl we?' hesaid.  Inthat instant
| saw his eyesreturn to brown as he tossed me down on the ground. | was too stunned to react. The
Ghee warrior reached behind his back and pulled out hiswooden stave.  "Pick up the weapon!” the
warrior bellowed, showing rage once again. Though now | realized it was al a show for the spectators.
Redlity had findly settled in. The good newswas, | had found Saint Dane.  The bad newswas, | had
found Saint Dane. JOURNAL #20 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Saint Dane had
taken theform of a Gheewarrior. It didn't matter what side he was on. He could have chosen to be with
thoseloyal to theroya family of Zinj, or put in with the rebelswho wanted war with the Rokador. Right
now, that didn't make a difference. He was aBatu. | looked like a Rokador. We were enemiesin the
eyes of everyone here...and we were about to fight. | shot her aquick glance to see that Loor was being
held firm by three of her fellow warriors. "L oor," | shouted while keeping an eye on Saint Dane. "It's



Saint Dane”  Loor gaveaquick, surprised ook to the tall, dark warrior who had called me out. Saint
Dane returned her ook, gave her aquick nod, and actualy winked at her. | saw Loor's eyes grow
wide. "Who isthat Ghee?" she shouted to the other warriors. "'l do not know him! Heis not one of us!
We must summon the commander and-" The Ghees holding her clamped ahand over her mouth. She
struggled to get away, but it was hopedess. | was on my own. | looked at Saint Dane. Hegave mea
quick shrug, asif to say: "Guessyou're on your own, pa.” Theonly choice |l had wasto reach down
and pick up thewegpon. Y ou guysknow, I'm not afighter. Up until that moment I'd managed to
survive by luck, and with the help of my fellow Travelers. The one seriousfight I'd beeninwason
Eelong, but that was against a prisoner who was half my size, and so starved and week that it was a
joke. | was now looking up a awarrior who towered over me, with bicepslike you'd seein agraphic
novel about gladiators. If that weren't bad enough, it was Saint Dane behind al that muscle. My enemy.
The demon who wastrying to lay waste to Halla. | was scared, obvioudy. But | was aso confused. Why
was he doing this? Thiswasn't hisstyle. For him, fighting wastoo...ample. Unimaginative, even. | had
some vague shred of hope that he had another reason for doing this, other than to beat me up. There was
achancethisfight would never happen.  "Areyou serious?’ | asked, trying not to sound as scared as|
was. "lsn't fighting beneath you?'  Hisanswer wasto lash out with his stave and clock meon the side
of my head. It was so fast, and so violent, | wasn't sureif | was more hurt, or shocked. | stumbled, but
stayed on my feet. The crowd of Ghees cheered. Saint Dane circled in front of me, relaxed and smiling.
"If there is one thing you should have learned by now, Pendragon,” Saint Dane said, "it's to expect the
unexpected.” He lashed out with hisweapon. | ducked, but it was afake. He never swung. The Ghees
laughed. | backed away. Saint Dane stayed withme.  "Come now, Pendragon,” Saint Dane taunted.
"Don't you want to hurt me? Thisisyour chance. No pretense. No illusion. Just thetwo of us”  "Yeah,
right,” | said. "Y ou can turn yoursdlf into astudly warrior with armor and dl. I'm just me. Isthat fair?'
Saint Dane laughed. | hated it when he laughed. "Fair?' He chuckled. "What hasfair got to do with
anything?' | caught aglimpse of Loor struggling to get away from the Ghees. They held her firm. She
couldn't bail me out thistime. Thiswasdl about me...and Saint Dane. | thrust my Save at hisgut. He
knocked it away aseadly asif he was batting a moth. He then cracked me across the back with the
other end of hisweapon. | ssumbled forward. It hurt. He wasn't fooling around.  "Come now,
Pendragon,” he taunted. " Show alittle enthusasm.” He flicked his stave up quickly, catching me on the
chin, making me bite my hp. | tasted blood. "Whereisyour rage? Think of how miserableyour lifeis
because of me." He punctuated this with aquick jab that clipped my shoulder. He was playing with me.
Hewasenjoying this. | wasn't.  "Don't you missyour family?' he jeered. "Don't you want revenge for
those you'velost? So many have died in your futile crusade. Surely that makesyou angry.”  Heflipped
one end of his stave toward me; | actudly knocked it away with my weapon and was smart enough to
know another blow would quickly follow. He spun away from me and whipped the other end of his
weapon backward, like he was paddling a canoe. But | was ready for that one too. | dodged out of the
way. It wasthe third attack | wasn't ready for. Saint Dane spun back around and jabbed at me
underhanded, catching me squarein the gut. Oof! It hurt, but | was okay. So far. The crowd of Ghees
watching didn't matter to me anymore. They were nothing more than ablur on the edges of my vision.
"You can't keep thisup.” Saint Dane chuckled. "Y ou're going to get hit. Like Kashadid with that rock
that crushed her skull."  Hewas baiting me. He wanted me to attack. | redlized if that's what he
wanted, it wasthe onething | shouldn't do. ™Y our uncle couldn't avoid me either. Was there much pain
when the bullets tore through his heart? Did he die quickly? | certainly hopenot."  That one hit too
closetohome. | lost it and swung my stave at him in anger. He took asimple step back and danced out
of theway. | had swung for the fences and missed, losing my baance and nearly fdling over inthe
process. | sensed that the Ghee warriors were once again laughing, but | didn't care. | had to force
myself to get my act together.  That'smorelikeit," said Saint Dane, chuckling. "Rageissuch an
exhilarating emotion, no?'  Heflipped his stave again and clipped me on the knee. | staggered, but |
was back in control. At least of my emotions, anyway. | had to be. It was the only chance | had. Saint
Dane was making melook bad, but | was beginning to think that making me look foolish was exactly



what thisfight was about. To embarrass me. To show his power over me. There was no question that if
he wanted to, he could knock me silly. But he hadn't. Don't get me wrong, the knocks | was taking hurt,
but they weren't serious. | figured I'd be black and blue the next day, but I'd survive. It made my
confidence grow. | figured | knew what thisfight was about. | decided it wastimeto fight back. Sol
laughed. "You find thisamusng?' Saint Dane asked with atouch of confuson. " Getting hit, no,” |
sad. "But when you try thishard, al it saysisyou're getting desperate.”  He didn't expect that. He
jabbed his stave out at me, but | dodged it.  "Four times," | continued, trying not to let the pain

creep into my voice. "That's how many times you've tried to control aterritory, and how many times
we've stopped you cold.”  He spun around and swung his weagpon at me. | ducked. He missed, but it
was so close | felt thewind rustle my hair. If he had connected, he would have knocked me into next
Tuesday ... if therewas such athing as Tuesday on Zadaa. "And Vedox?' he asked. | heard the
confidencein hisvoicewaver. "No biggie" | said cockily. "When you go down for good, were going
back and pull Vedox out too. Ajaisworking onit right now. Vedox wasadraw." Saint Danetook a
sep back asif | had physicaly hit him. | was definitely getting to him. | didn't think it was because of
what | was saying. None of it was new news. It was more theway | was saying it, with absolute
confidence. It was becoming pretty clear that Saint Dan€e's plan to embarrass me in thisfight, wasn't
working. | was dowly getting the upper hand. Y ou can besat up on me dl you want,” | said. "But you
can't change thetruth. You arelosing. | think you know it too. Y ou're getting so desperate that you've
resorted to beating me up with astick. How patheticisthat?’  Saint Dane staggered. Oh yeah, | was
hitting him worsethan hehad hitme. ™Y ou can't even make me fed bad about Uncle Press anymore,
because he promised that one day | would see him again. And | believethat. | believe all the Travelers
will be together again. | don't know how, but you know what? | think you do. Oh yeah, you know
exactly how it's going to happen, and you're getting nervous because that timeis getting closer. And when
we're dl together again, it'll bethe end of your sad littlequest.” | was hammering him, bad. | saw itin
his eyes. He clutched his stave, wringing it fitfully. It wastimeto goin for thekill.  "And you know
what? Thered reason you're going down is because that's the way it was meant to be...and there's
nothing you can do to changeit.” Sincetheday | learned that | wasa Traveler, | had made alot of
mistakes. Some of them small, others not so small. What | had just done with Saint Dane in the Ghee
compound on Zadaa was one of the big ones. Saint Dane's plan in picking thisfight may have beento
embarrass mein front of the Ghees and hurt my confidence, but in that one second, his plan changed. I'm
sorry to say that | changed it. What happened next | had brought on mysdlf, with my words. The only
good thing | can say about it wasthat it wasfast.  Saint Danetook meapart.  With an angry roar he
charged at me, the wooden stave spinning like ahelicopter blade. | threw my wegpon up to protect
myself, but Saint Dane dropped to one knee and kicked up a me with his boot, catching meright in the
gut and knocking the air out of my lungs. | doubled over as he stood, driving hiskneeinto my forehead.
He was done playing. He wanted to hurt me. To say that | had never taken a beating like thisis probably
the biggest understatement | have ever made. When hisknee hit me, | saw colors. Splotches of green
and yellow floated everywhere. My earsrang. | had avague understanding that the Ghee warriors
were laughing and cheering, but they sounded like they were on the far end of along tunndl. | turned
away to get my balance and cover up, but | wasn't fast enough. A dark flash hit me square on the cheek
that must have been Saint Dane's wegpon. It spun me around so fadt, everything went blurry. | think this
iswhen | dropped my weapon, not that it wasdoing me any good anyway. | fell to my knees and |ooked
up intimeto see Saint Dane winding up and attacking me with hiswesgpon like alumberjack chopping
with agiant axe. The stave came sraight downa me.  Inthat oneflegting instant | redlized thet this
could be the end. It's amazing how many thoughts can race through your head so quickly. Intimeslike
this, it'samost like time dows down. It suddenly al seemed so clear. Forget the games. Forget the
mystery and the misdirection and the complex plotsto turn the territories toward chaos. The only thing
standing between Saint Dane and the conquest of Hallawerethe Travelers, and | wastheir leader. With
me out of the way, hewould have amuch easer time. Bdieveit or not, in that oneingtant | actualy
wondered what had taken him so long to figurethat out.  Saint Danewastryingtokill me.  But |



wasn't giving up. | threw my arm up and caught the full brunt of the blow. It didn't even hurt. My battered
body was beyond pain at this point. My brain couldn't process it anymore. | deflected the blow from my
head, but the force was so strong it knocked me onto my back. Saint Dane leaped at me, ramrodding the
end of hisweapon into my ribs. Once, twice, again. | knew he must be breaking bones, but | couldn't fed
anything anymore. Thedemon got right intomy face.  "Beg meto stop,” he hissed angrily. He hit mein
theribsagain. | looked into hiseyes. They had returned to lightning white. ..and were mad with rage.
"Beg me," he demanded. | fdlt his spittle land on my cheek. Hisanger had turned to frenzy. There was no
plan here. No plot. No trickery. Hehad lost it.  "Thisistheway it was meant to be, cretin," he growled.
"Thisiswhat the future holds, for you and your like. That isthe promise| made, and | will keepit." He hit
me again, but | was beyond caring. "Y ou will beg for my forgivenessand mercy.” | looked up a him. |
can't begin to tell you where | got the strength or the brassto do this, but | smiled and croaked out,
"Dude, you aretaking tothewrong guy.”  Hefroze. I'm not sure why. Maybe it was because he
couldn't believe | had that kind of brass either. At least, that'swhat | hoped. But the shocked look on his
face quickly turned back into afury that | feared would findly put an end to this beating, and my life. He
reared back and let out ahowl like awild anima standing over falen prey. He looked back down at me
and raised hiswegpon. Thiswasit. End of theline.  "Stop!" | heardavoicecdl out.  Saint Dane
snapped alook to the crowd. He hesitated long enough so that two Ghee warriors had the chance to run
inand pull him off me. Somebody had saved me. There was somebody out there who took pity on a
poor Rokador. But | didn't recognize the voice. | wasflat on my back and barely able to move, buit |
painfully turned my head to where the command had comefrom.  Standing in the crowd was anew
spectator. He wore adark purple robe that covered his head. It looked familiar, but | didn't know why.
How could | possibly know anybody on Zadaa? | then remembered where | had seen him before. 1t was
at the zhou battle. He was the mysterious guy who wasin the tier above me, watching the fight. Whoever
this guy was, he was my new best friend. He took astep into the circle, and | was surprised to see that
the Ghee warriors backed away from him and knelt down on oneknee.  Whowasthisguy? He
walked up to me and said in a soft, compassionate voice, "Thisis not what we are about.” He then took
off the robeto reved atdl, dark-skinned guy who wore an incredibly ornate, bright red tunic with an
elaborate design around the neck. He held out hishand to me and said, "I am Pelle, heir to the throne of
Zinj. Wewill take careof you." | looked at the guy's hand. For amoment | thought about reaching up
for him. After al, hewas my new best friend. Instead, everything went black and | passed out.
JOURNAL #20 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Thefirst thing | saw wasLoor. | had
opened my eyesacrack. Only acrack. That'sasfar asthey'd go. | guessit was because they were
swollen from the pummeling I'd gotten. But | didn't have to open them far to recognize Loor. She was
sitting close, looking at me. The expression on her face didn't change when | opened my eyes. | think
that's because my eyes didn't open far enough to even look like they were open. But | could see her, and
shelooked fine. Andworried.  "How long?' | asked, though | have no ideawhat it sounded like
because my mouth felt about as dry asthat sand farm where we met the Tiggen guards. When she heard
me croak, Loor snapped to attention and came to my side. She knelt down near my head, which made
meredize | wasin bed and not ill lying in the Ghee compound.  "Pendragon!™ she exclaimed. "l was
afraid you would never wake up!" There wastrue feding in her voice. She sounded worried, relieved,
concerned... al those good emotions | wasn't sure she actualy had in her. At least asthey applied to me,
anyway. It made me fedd much better. Okay, maybe notmuchbetter since | was a swollen mass of
throbbing pain. But | figured | should take the good stuff wherel could getit.  "Water?' | asked, and
immediately realized | had just asked for the one thing it was probably impossibleto give. But | got it.
Loor held acup to my mouth, and | took asip. It felt good on my lips, and in my mouth, but | coughed
when [ tried to swallow and blew most of it back out again. What awaste of an eighth of an ounce of
liquidgold. "Oops' wasdl | could say, lamely. "Again,” Loor ordered and gave me another sip. |
wasin more contral thistime and was able to take asip and swalow. The water helped to lubricate
thingsalittle, so | was able to spesk without sounding like Frankenstein'smongter.  "How long?” |
asked again.  "Sincethefight?' Loor asked. | nodded. It hurt to nod. | was about to find out that



doing alot of thingswas going to hurt. Including bresthing, eating, moving. . . pretty much everything
including blinking. Yes, it even hurt to blink. ™Y ou have been adeep for twelve suns," Loor answered.
Twelve suns. The days on Zadaa were around twenty-four hourslong, asfar as| could tell. That
meant | had been unconscious for nearly two weeks, give or take asun. | think Loor must have seen the
surprise on my face because she quickly said, Y ou were given herbsto help you deep, and hed.”  Oh.
So | had been drugged for nearly two weeks. | guessed that was better than being in acomafrom having
been beaten into mush. | was dowly focusing, which wasn't such a hot thing. My mind was coming
around, but that meant | was becoming more aware of the sad and painful shapel wasin.  Everything
hurt. Everything. Except my toes. My toes were cool. Woo-hoo! | thought of asking for alittle bit more
of that herb she had mentioned so | could dip back into dreamland, but decided | should stick around in
redlity for awhile. Looking around, | saw that we werein asmal room with sonewalls. It looked very
much like Loor's home in the Ghee pyramid, but there wasn't much in here except for the bed with the
grass mattressthat | waslying on, astone chair where Loor had been sitting, and alow table that had
some cups on it. Loor must have seen that | wastrying to get my bearings because she said, "Thisis
wherethe Batu care for the sick and injured.” | wasin the Batu hospital. It looked straight out of The
Hintstones.| wondered if some goofy pelican would show up and deliver my medication. | know, dumb
thought, but give me abreak. | washurting, and drugged.  "Saint Dane?' | whispered. "Gone," was
Loor'sanswer. "l asked many of the Gheeif they knew him, but nobody had ever seen him before. |
believe Saint Dane turned himsdlf into a Gheewarrior soldy to...to-"  "Tobeat meintojdly,” | sad,
putting it bluntly. "I am ashamed that | could not help you, Pendragon,” Loor said, dropping her head
inembarrassment.  "Don't be," | croaked. "There was nothing you could do. | know that."  She
nodded like she knew it too, but she was definitely feeling bad about the whole thing. Maybe not as bad
as| fetjust then, but bad just thesame.  "Wewill avengeyou,” she said with venom. " Of that, |
swvear."  "Yeeh, maybe" | said. "But that might be what he wants. Everything he doesis about pushing
usinto doing thingsthat help him. He may have beat me up just to get you to go after him. We can't fall
into that trap."  Loor nodded again, and took my hand. | nearly screamed. It wasthe same hand | had
thrown up to deflect Saint Dane's killer blow. He must have broken bones. But you know, | didn't stop
her. It was arare event when Loor showed me asign of affection. | wasn't going to let alittle thing like
searing pain from broken bones stop her. | tried to squeeze her hand back, but | didn't have much of a
grip.  "Youarebeing cared for by the finest doctor in Xhaxhu," sheassured me.  "Don't they hate
Rokadors?' | asked. "Not when the prince of Zinj himsdf orders that you be cared for," Loor
answered proudly. "There have been two Ghee warriors guarding your room since you arrived. You are
safehere” "l likethat guy,” | said, stating the obvious. "What's his name again? Payday
something-or-other?’  "PeleaZinj," shesaid. "I believe he holds the future of Xhaxhu, and Zadaa, in
his hands. Heisaman of peace; that iswhy he stopped the...thefight." "It wasn't afight,” | said. "It
wasadaughter.”  Loor didn't comment. "Youwill hed,” she said. "And wewill return to our mission.”
Our misson. Right. That misson had teken astrangeturn.  "Saint Danetotdly logtit," | said. "He
wanted to kill me. It didn't seem like an act or anything. If it weren't for that prince guy, he would have."
"| agree," Loor said. "Hisrage consumed him." | pulled my hand away from Loor's. Affection or
not, it hurt.  "Maybe that means he's getting desperate,” | said. "We may be closer to beating him than
wethink." "If only that weretrue,” Loor lamented. "Therés something dse”" | said. "When Saint
Danewas a hisworgt, he said something strange. He said that thisiswhat the future holds for me, and
those like me. He said it was a promise he made, and he was going to keep it. What kind of promiseis
that? And who did he makeitto?'  Loor frowned. "Saint Dane has dways brought pain and suffering.
But to know he made someone apromiseto do sois...troubling.”  "Yeah, troubling,” | said. "That's
oneway of putting it. I'd say it's freaking scary. Could there be somebody e se out there who Saint Dane
answersto?'  Welet that question hang in the air. The possibility was far too horrifying to even think
about. "Whatever theanswer is," Loor said, "wewill not find it until you arewell. Y ou must rest. She
backed away from me and sat down inthechair. "Gohome" | said. "Aslong asthere are guards
outsde, I'll befine"  "Either Saangi or | have been by your side from the time you were brought here,"



Loor said. "Wewill be here until you walk out withus”  Wow. Loor and Saangi had been watching
over me. That'sastrange thing to hear. | hoped | didn't drool in my deep. | was grateful, of course. But |
wasn't surewhy they did it. Wasit because | wasthe lead Traveler, and they needed mein the battle
againg Saint Dane? Or did Loor have degper fedings than that? As| lay there, watching Loor Sitting up
graight in the chair, | remembered back to the first time | met her on Denduron. She thought | was
useless. It bothered me because nobody likes to be seen asaloser, but | had no idea how to prove her
wrong. She was self-confident to the point of arrogance, with the ability to cut through al the junk to see
the truth in most any stuation. 1, on the other hand, wastotaly freaked out about being yanked away
from home. | spent most of my time in afrightened and confused haze. Her confidence gave me strength
and clarity. Together we saved Denduron.  I've grown up alot since then, but in many ways| till fedl
like the scared kid who left home on the back of Uncle Presss motorcycle. Loor, on the other hand, isa
rock. Since Denduron I'd often asked for her help, and she aways came through. Now the fight had
cometo Zadaa. Her home. Thistime, she needed my help. As| lay on that bed, numb from pain and
dtarting to drift off to deep again, | swore to mysdlf that no matter what happened from here on, | would
not let her down.  I'm not exactly sure how much time | spent in that Batu hospital. If | were to guess,
I'd say it was about amonth. Medical care on Zadaawasn't exactly like what we have on Second Earth.
There were no thermometers or blood tests or intravenous drips or anything like we havein our hospitals
at home. Medicine was limited to somefoul-tasting liquidsthat | had to drink every couple of hours. This
guy would comeinwho | assumed was adoctor. Hed put his hands on my head and on my arm asif he
could "sense’ what was wrong with me, and then give me adifferent concoction to choke down. It dl
seemed 0 bogus, except for thefact that | gradually beganto fed better.  Likel said, at first | couldn't
even move. Every part of my body was swollen and sore. Even my face. | had been hedling for amonth
before| even redized thisl Rolling over in bed was amajor chalenge, but this doctor guy kept inssting
that | move. He wasrelentless, saying that the only way | would hea wasto move. | wanted to dug him.
I think | would have, if | had been ableto lift my arms and make afig, that is. But that wasn't going to
happen. If | could have done some damage on the guy with my toes, | would have. | think | would
have argued more with him, if Loor or Saangi hadn't been there watching. | didn't want to look like a
wussin front of them. But man, | wasin pain. It waslike medieva physica thergpy, with the only reward
for dl the hard work being some drink that made Listerine taste like sniggers. At first he just had merall
over in bed. Then he got meto sit up, then stand. That was atough one. My legs were so weak they
wouldn't even hold my weight at first. But my strength returned pretty quick. | think the only broken
bones | had werein my left hand, the one | deflected the weapon with. Maybe a couple of ribs, too. |
didn't know for sure because there was no such thing as an X-ray machine. But if pain was any indicator,
bones were broken. They had my arm wrapped pretty tight with cloth to keep my wrist from moving. |
probably had a concussion, too. That's how bad the headacheswere. And the dizziness.  Asthedays
went by, the headaches got less intense and the room stopped spinning. | guess | don't haveto say that |
had never gone through anything like that before, so it's hard to say how well | was doing. But it seemed
to methat after the massive begting | took, | was hedling pretty quickly.  The big day findly camethat |
could walk out of the room and into the corridor. But that was only haf of what made it such abig day.
The doctor was on my left and Loor on my right, in case | took a header. With al this support, | took my
first tentative steps out of the room. | felt like the Tin Woodsman inThe Wizard of Ozbefore they oiled
him up. Everything was creaky and stiff. But | knew | had to work throughiit, so | shuffled out. The
hallway stretched out to either sde of my door, with rooms spaced every few yards...just like a hospital
at home. Nothing specia. But man, | was happy to see something other than the four walls of that room.
The next thing | saw were two, huge Ghee guards standing on either side of my door, just as Loor had
sad. "Hi,guys" | sad, dl friendly. Neither answered or even looked at me. They may have been
assigned to protect a Rokador, but they didn't haveto likeit. | decided not to push it. | took one more
step, when suddenly the two guards knelt down on their knees and dropped their heads. For asecond |
thought they were being al respectful toward me. But then the doctor and Loor did the same thing.
"Uhh, what'sthe dedl?' | asked, confused. A second later | got my answer. Walking boldly down



the corridor toward us was an impressive sight. It was agroup of men led by Pellea Zinj, the crown
prince of Xhaxhu. He was wearing the same ornate clothing he had worn on the day he saved me, dong
with a purple cape that trailed behind. He was followed by a couple of other royal-looking types, dong
with two Gheewarriors. It wasaroya entourage, and | was standing intheir way. "On your knees,"
one of the Ghee guards growled inawhisper. | wanted to kneel down, but my body wouldn't et me.
So | stood there kind of hunched over and bowed my head. It wasthe best hewasgoingtoget.  Pelle
spotted me and broke into abig smile. "Y ou arewaking!" he said with afriendly bellow. "I am so happy
toseethat.” | thenredized he was coming to see me! "Forgive me, | can't knedl," | said while keeping
my eyesontheground. "Thereisno need, my friend," Pellesaid. "Everyone, pleaserise” Everybody
else got back to their feet, but kept their heads down in deferenceto their prince. "What isyour
name?' theprinceasked me. "Pendragon,” | answered. "Pendragon,” Pelle repeated, asif trying it
on for size. "A unique Rokador name.” | shrugged. What was| goingtosay? Pelle continued,
"Pendragon, | have come here today on behaf of al Batu to gpologize for the horrible crime that was
committed against you." | saw the two Ghee guards shoot him aquick ook, asif they couldn't believe
he was apologizing to aRokador. "I know there is tension between our people. That cannot be
denied. But seeing the depths to which we have sunk, sickens me. Rest assured that we will hunt down
the rogue Ghee who did thisto you. Hewill be punished.” | wasahair away from teling him not to
bother. He hadn't seen a Batu beating up on a Rokador, but two Travelers from distant territories going
at it. He wasn't going to have awholelot of luck tracking down Saint Dane. | decided not to set him
graight. "Onceyou are well, and return to your people, please tell the Rokador elitethat | plan on
doing everything in my power to resolve our differences, and bring back the balance and mutud trust that
the Rokador and Batu have enjoyed for generations. Nothing else has more importanceto me. That isa
promise” | didn't want to say anything that would tip him off to the fact that | wasn't a Rokador and
didn't know anybody down below, diteor not.  "Thank you your, uh, Your Mgesty," | said with
bowed head. | glanced to Loor, who gave me adight nod. "Your Mgesty” wastheright titte. "I will
gladly do asyou request,” | said, totally winging it. "'l believe your sincerity not only because you saved
my life, but because you have been so graciousin making sure | have been cared for during my recovery.
| am forever in your debt. Thank you." | figured that was about as generic areply as| could give.
Beddes, it wasthetruth. Hedid savemy life.  "These are difficult times," Pelle said. "Our only hope of
surviva is by restoring the atmosphere of cooperation, and trust. Our two greet tribeswill either survive
together, or perish separately.” | nodded. Wise words. | hoped there were enough Batu who thought
thesameway hedid. "Now, | will leaveyoutorest,” Pelesad. "And extend an invitation. The
Festival of Azhraisupcoming. | would liketo invite you, Pendragon, to be my guest for the celebration.”
"I'd be honored, Your Mgesty,” | answered.  "Wonderful!" he exclaimed. "Now all you must dois
mend. Arethey treating you well here?'  "No complaints” | said.  "Then best of luck with your
recovery." Helooked to the doctor and added, "Take care of him."  The doctor bowed and said, "Like
he was my own son, Mgesty." Pelle gave meaquick smile and anod, then turned and hurried off.
The Ghee guards, dong with Loor and the doctor, did aquick kneel again. Once the roya entourage
was gone, everybody stood up. | could fed the dark looks being shot at me by the Gheewarriors. "
guessI'mgoingto afestival,” | sadtoLoor. "You should be honored,” she said. "The Festiva of
Azhraisthe most joyous of al daysfor the Batu. It celebrates the ancient king, Azhra, who fought his
way through the desert and tamed this oasis to create ahome for the Batu. ..the city of Xhaxhu."
"Soundslikeaparty,” | said. "Now al | havetodoiswalk." From that point on my recovery went
pretty quickly. Once | started moving, each day | felt alittle better. Painisaweird thing: When you've
got it, you know it-but you don't really know the moment it stops. It'skind of like, afterward you redize:
"Hey, it doesn't hurt to bresthe anymore. Or walk. Or blink." Little by little | was getting back to normal.
Every day Loor or Saangi were by my side. They were my guardian angels. They even dept next to
my bed. The doctor was kind enough to bring in a grass mattress for them to deep on. | kept telling them
to go home, but neither listened. To be honest, I'm glad they didn't. Not only did they help with the
therapy and exercises, they ran interference for me whenever | ran into another Batu in the hdlways.



Which was often. The Batu would first act al surprised that a Rokador would dare be in their hospital,
likel was bringing in disease or something. Then somewould start yelling a meto get out. Loor aways
stood up to them, saying how | was aguest of Prince Pelle aZinj. That would ingtantly make the Batu
back off. It also didn't hurt that Loor looked like she was ready to rip their faces off if they messed with
me. That'snot to say that every Batu hated my guts. Some were actudly nice. | got into alot of
conversations about how they wished things could go back to the old ways, when the Rokador and the
Batu lived in harmony. | guesswhat | was experiencing was the divide between the Batu. Half hated the
Rokador and wanted to march down to the underground and annihilate them; the other half wanted
peace and adiplomatic resolution.  The onething they al had in common was the need for water. Food
was getting scarce in Xhaxhu. What little they could still grow on the farms had to be spread among many
mouths. No one was alowed to bathe, and the latrines that usualy had running water, didn't. That meant
the waste just sat there. | don't haveto tell you that everybody pretty much avoided the latrines, and
made their vidits short and not very sweet. From what | could tell, the water crises on Zadaawas
reaching critical mass, which meant that whatever Saint Dane had in store for the territory was bound to
comeinto play very soon.  Theonething | had plenty of during my stay in the hospital wastime. There
wasawholelot of lying around going on, especidly in the beginning, and | guess| don't have to point out
that they didn't have TV on Zadaa. Or radio or an MP3 player or anything e se you might useto kill time
while doing nothing. | took that time to take stock. | tried to replay everything in my head, from thetimel
hed |eft home to the moment Saint Dane crushed mein the Ghee compound. After dl that thinking, |
cameto two conclusions. Oneisthedecision | told you about at the beginning of thisjournd. I'll tell you
more about that in aminute. The other istough for meto write about, but | haveto.  Everything I've
written in my journals has been the absolute truth as I've seen it. Many things were difficult to write about,
either because they were so disturbing, or there were things | had to admit about mysdlf that | wasn't too
proud of, but they were dways the truth. That's the whole point of the journd, right? That'swhy | haveto
write what I'm about to write, astough asit may be. I'll just writeit Sraight out. | have fedingsfor
Loor. There | saidit. | can't say I'minlovewith her, I'm not even sure what that means. But astime
goeson, | have found mysalf growing closer to her. It goesway beyond aphysica attraction. Loor and |
have been through so much together, | fed asthough sheisone of the only peoplein dl of Hallawho
can truly understand where my head is. And since the fight, she has cared for me and shown measide
that | didn't imagine existed. For dl of her outward toughness, sheisan amazingly caring person. Sheis
beginning to remind me of her mother, Osa. | think | understand now more than ever why sheisa
Traveler. It'snot just for her strength, it'sfor her compasson, which may bethe samething.  I'm not
saying thisto make you fed bad, Courtney. Or to diminish the great things you've done. | don't even
know if I'll ever tell Loor how | redly fed. But writing these journas has been the one thing that's kept
me sane throughout this orded . Writing hel ps me to keep my thoughtsin order and to andyze what has
happened. It would bewrong if | stopped writing the whole truth now, and the truth isthat my fedingsfor
Loor are growing stronger every day. I'm sorry | had to tll you in ajournd thisway, but | think it would
beworseif | didn't. Thisdoesn't change how | fedl about you, Courtney. Or maybe it does. | don't
know. Thisis such aconfusing thing. Onething I know for sure, you are one of my very best friendsin
theworld. After reading what | just wrote, | hopeyou still wanttobe.  That being said, | had cometo
another conclusion. Thisonel had to sharewith Loor.  Theday finaly came when | was cleared to
leave the hospital. The doctor gave me afina once-over and said he could do no morefor me. | was ill
weak, but that may have been because | was lying around for so long. It wastime to move on. | thanked
the doctor for al he had done. The guy never spoke much, unlessit was about my treatment. | had no
ideawhat side of the Rokador debate he fell on. That'swhy | was so surprised by what he said when |
left that hospital room for thelast time. "I do not know who you are," he said. "'l do not believe you are
aRokador. But | believe you have the power to help us. That iswhy | am proud to have treated you."
What could | say? All | didwasnod and say, "Thank you." . Waiting for mein the hallway were
Loor and Saangi. Loor had the dark cloak that | had forgotten out on the farm, the one that had started
thiswholefiascointhefirst place.  "Onceyou leave here" Loor said. ™Y ou will no longer havethe



protection of PeleaZinj." | put the cloak on gladly, in spite of the hegt. | told you how hot it is here,
right? Thethree of usleft the hospital and walked through the streets of Xhaxhu, back to Loor'shomein
the Ghee pyramid. Nobody gave us a second look, I'm happy to say. When we were safely inside, | said
to Saangi, "Thank you for everything."  Saangi shrugged and said, "Itismy job." She then lightened up
for asecond and said, "Y ou are very brave, Pendragon. | am glad you haverecovered." | nodded a
thanks, then said, "If it'sdl right with you, I'd like to speak with Loor in private”  Saangi shot ahurt
look to Loor. Loor stared back at her, not giving her any sympathy. "I will be outside," Saangi said.
"Cdl whenyouneed me" "Thanks, Saangi,” | said. Thegirl nodded and left. ™Y ou do not need
to thank me, Pendragon,” Loor said beforel could spesk. "1 wasn't going to,” | said, sounding flip.
"It'syour jobtoo."  Shegave meaconfused look. | smiled. "I'm kidding. Y ou know | can't thank you
enough.” "What isit you want to say to me?' sheasked. | had practiced these words for weeks.
Once | had made my decision, | wanted to make sure that | told Loor in such away that she knew | was
dead serious.  "Sit down, okay?' | said.  Loor sat cross-legged on afloor mat. | paced, getting my
thoughtstogether. Thiswastough. "You've known mesincel first becameaTraveer,” | began. "From
day one I've survived because the other Travelers were dways there to bail me out. Y ou most of al.”
"Wehave dl played our part,” she said modestly. "Y ou do not give yoursdlf enough credit. You are
our heart, Pendragon. Surely you know that." ™Y eah, well, thisheart just got pretty banged up,” | shot
back. "Things have changed, Loor. Saint Danewanted to kill me." "I believe he hastried to kill you
many times"  "Not likethat." "Deadisdead." "Thiswasdifferent! Whenever he'sthrown
something at me, at us, it dways turned out to be part of hisbigger plan. That's how he's been
manipulating us. There was dways some other purpose. | think that purpose may have changed. Y eah,
we've been in danger before, but | don't think he ever wanted usto die...until now.” Y ou do not think
thiswas also part of someplan?’ Loor asked. "Maybeat first it was," | replied. "But I'm telling you,
Loor. Hereally wanted to beat my brains out. He didn't expect me to walk away from that fight. | told
you before, maybe that's a good thing. Maybe we're starting to make him swest. But whatever the
reason, | think being a Traveler just got more dangerous. It's not just about the territories or Halla
anymore. I'm beginning to think it'sabout us, too."  Loor let that ominousthought snk in. "I do not
disagree,” shefindly said. "Andthat'swhy | need your help morethanever.” ™Y ou know | will
aways be therefor you, Pendragon,” shesaid.  "But what about the timeswhen you aren't there? Or
you can't help me. Y ou were in the Ghee compound, and | still got hammered.” Thishurt Loor. | saw
her flinch.  "I'm sorry, but it'sthetruth,” | said. "It wasn't your fault. Y ou can't be two places at once."
"What arewetodo?' Thiswasit. Thiswasthe decison | had been wrestling with for weeks. It was
something | had been avoiding since the beginning of my adventure, but | no longer had that option. It
scared me to death, but not making this move scared meeven more.  "Loor,” | said. "Teach me how to
fight." Loor gave meablank stare. | don't think she expected that.  "What's the matter?' | asked.
"Don't you think | havethegutsfor it?*  Loor stood up. Thiswas making her uncomfortable. "It is not
that," shesaid. "l believe you are the most courageous person | have ever met." Shedid? "Thenwhat's
the problem?' | asked. "I'm strong. I'm athletic. | may not be physically back up to speed yet, but it won't
belong before-"  "If you die, what will we do?" Loor barked. "I do not doubt that you would make a
finewarrior," she continued. "But without you, | do not believe we have any hope of defeating Saint
Dane” Thisisawerd thing to say, but Loor was scared. | had never, ever seen her frightened before.
Theideaof going it done againgt Saint Dane, without me, terrified her. | actudly saw tearsforming in her
eyes. "l hear you," | said. "But I'm not asking this because | want to start running around picking fights.
Y ou know me better than that. | need you to give me the skillsto defend myself. Thiswar isgoing to
decide the future of dl territories, al time, al everything. How stupid would it be to lose that war because
| didn't know how to stand up for myself inasimplefight?' Loor stood staring at theground.  "Giveme
thetoolsto protect mysdlf, Loor. That'sal I'masking.” | said dl | wanted to say. The next move was
hers. Whatever decision she made, | was prepared to accept it. After along moment she reached up and
wiped atear from her eye and looked straight at me. Her fear was gone. Her indecison was gone. The
Loor | knew washack. "I will teach you, Pendragon. But | will need hdp."  I'mwriting thisjourna



the night that Loor and | came to that agreement. Tomorrow, my recovery and my life will enter anew
phase. | am going to learn the skillsI'll need to survive. The skillsof awarrior. | have no bigillusions. |
don't expect to come out of this like somekind of fighting machine. I'm gtill me. But at the very leadt, |
want to be able to push some of the fear away, and have the confidence that when backed into a corner,
I'll stand as good a chance of escaping aive asmy opponent. | that opponent happens to be Saint
Dane, so beit.  Try not to worry about me, guys. I've dropped alot on you in thisjournal. Please
know that my thoughts are dwayswith you. | want to come home. | want to see you both again. But that
can't happen until the finad play ismade in thisdrama. To make sure I'm around to see that happen, I've
gottostepitup. I'vegottofight. Wishmeluck. END JOURNAL #20 SECOND
EARTH Wishmeluck. Mark Dimond dropped the light brown, crusty pages of Bobby's
journal from Zadaa onto the floor of his bedroom. He looked around the room. He was aone. Courtney
Chetwynde was not there to read with him. It wasthe first time that this had happened since Bobby's
very firgt journa had arrived. A profound sense of londiness closed in on him. He had no oneto share
this latest newswith. No oneto help him analyze what was happening. No one to keep him from spiraing
into afull-on panic attack. He was going to have to suck it up and dedl with it on hisown. Heredly
wished that Courtney werethere.  In spite of al he had just read about Bobby, his mind went back to
Bobby's previousjournal. Journal #19. The last one he read with Courtney. It wasthe journa that
explained how badly he and Courtney had messed things up by using the flumeto go to Clora, and
Eelong. As acolytes, their job was to protect Bobby'sjournas and to stay on their home territory and
help the Travelersif they visted Second Earth. Their job wasn't to jump into the flume and join in thefight
agang Saint Dane.  Butthey had.  They knew it waswrong, but at thetime it seemed asif they had
no choice. They were the only oneswho knew of Saint Dane's plan to use a killer poison from Clora on
theterritory of E€long. If they hadn't goneto Clord to get the antidote and bring it to E€long, Saint Dane
might have destroyed the territory. Bobby might have died. But by doing it, they weakened the flumes.
Acolytes weren't supposed to use the flumes. When they left Edlong for thefind time, the flume there
collapsed. Not only did it trap Spader and Gunny on E€long, but it killed the Traveler Kasha. It wasdl
because he and Courtney choseto travel. Thingswould never bethesame.  All these thoughts came
rushing back at Mark as he sat in his bedroom, aone, remembering the moment when he and Courtney
read the devagtating news about K asha and Spader and Gunny. They had returned from E€long only an
hour before, flush with excitement. They had hel ped save Eelong. They were heroeswho findly got the
chanceto help Bobby, instead of smply reading hisjournas. And asafina bonus, they had returned
home to find that no time had passed since they had I€eft, so they didn't even have to explain to anyone
why they had been gone for over amonth. Everything was perfect.  And then Journal #19 had arrived.
Thejourna that would change everything for them. They had taken the journa to the basement of
Courtney's house, which iswhere they read most of Bobby's journals. When they finished reading
Journal #19, Mark and Courtney stood staring at nothing for alongtime.  Courtney started to cry.
Mark had never seen Courtney cry before. It was dmost as shocking as the news Bobby had sent.
Almost. Mark wanted to comfort her, but he didn't fed dl that hot himsdf.  "I'm sorry,” Courtney finaly
sad. "Thiswasdl my fault. | talkedyouintoit." "It w-wasnt,” Mark said ingtantly. " Sure, | didn't want
to go at first, but everything you said | agreed with. W-We knew about the poison. We knew Seegen
was dead. If we didn't do something, the kleeswould have destroyed Black Water and Saint Dane
would havewon Edlong-"  "And Kashawould gill bedive," Courtney shouted. "And Spader and
Gunny would be hel ping Bobby on Zadaaright now. Saint Dane played us, Mark. He gave up E€long to
help him win the bigger war, and we made it easy for him."  "N-No!" Mark shouted back, pacing. "We
don't know that for sure. Things might have been worseif wedidn't hep." Both wanted to believe that,
but there was no way to know if it wastrue or not. Bobby wrote that they shouldn't blame themsalves,
but Mark and Courtney were having trouble following that advice.  Courtney wiped her eyes and stood
up, saying, "Y ou should go home, Mark. Bring the journa to the bank inthemorning.” Mark rolled up
the parchment paper and tied it with thelesther twine.  "Areyou okay?' heasked. Courtney
nodded. "Let'slet thissink in and talk about it later, okay?' "Sure" Mark said as he climbed the



basement stairs. "I'll see you tomorrow at school, okay?' Courtney didn't answer.  Mark went to
school the next day as usud, though it wasn't easy. He was a very different guy than the day before.
That's because in between the two days, he had spent an entire month on Eelong, matching witswith
Saint Dane. To everyone a Davis Gregory High, Mark waswallpaper. His claim to fame had aways
been that he was the best friend of the popular Bobby Pendragon, but it had been two years since Bobby
and hisfamily disappeared. People forgot. The disappearance of the Pendragon family was yesterday's
news, and without Bobby around, nobody thought twice about Mark Dimond. They had no ideathat
Mark was taking part in a battle to save everything that ever was or ever will exist. To them, hewasa
quiet little guy with long, black hair, who ate carrots to improve hisvison. He was amember of the
prestigious Sci-Clops science club, but that was his only nonschool activity... other than fluming to
another territory to save arace of cat people from extermination. The most anybody ever spoke about
Mark was when they saw him hanging around with Courtney Chetwynde. That's because Courtney was
beautiful, smart, athletic, and not even close to being the kind of girl people expected to hang out with a
dweeb like Mark. People would whisper. What did she see in him? Of course nobody could know that
they werejoined by acommon bond-their friendship with Bobby and their knowledge that the universe
wasindanger. Mogt of dl, Mark and Courtney needed each other to stay sane.  Going to school
that next day was one of the toughest things Mark had ever done. He had just taken part in agrand
adventure that none of these kids at school could possibly even imagine. Now he had to go to school and
act like nothing had happened. But it had. Hewas adifferent guy.  And Courtney didn't show up.
Hedidn't cal her at firdt, figuring she needed time to decompress. But after afew days, she till hadn't
cometo school. Mark called her cell phone. It was turned off. He went by her house when he knew her
parents were at work. Nobody answered the door. He didn't want to have to talk to her parents, but the
scary thought started creeping into his head that the Chetwynde's might have disappeared the same way
the Pendragons did, so he took the chance and called her at home. He was relieved when Courtney's
father answered the phone. Mr. Chetwynde said that Courtney wasn't feding well and didn't want to talk
with anyone. Mark thought the guy sounded tense.  He was glad to hear that nothing bizarro had
happened, but he was getting more worried about Courtney by the second. Was she okay? He knew she
had been having atough time of it, even before they hit the flumes. He feared that the realization of how
badly they had messed up on Eelong might have pushed her over the edge. Courtney wasincredibly
proud, maybe too much so, Mark thought. He knew that one of the reasons she had so badly wanted
them to jump into the flume was that she was scrambling to prove something to hersdlf, and what better
way to do that than save an entireterritory?  Mark didn't blame her for convincing him to use the flume.
She may have been the one driving the bus, but he was awilling passenger. Shedidn't twist hisarm.
Much. Now hefeared that after having savaged her sdf-confidence by saving E€long, finding out that it
was the wrong thing to do would crush her. He desperatel y wanted to talk to her, but her parents
wouldn't let him. No calls, no visits, no letters. It waslike she was a prisoner in her own house. Or a
patient. Courtney hadn't come back to school for the rest of the semester. He asked around and found
out that she was having her school work sent to her house. There werelots of rumors that she was sick,
but Mark didn't believe them. He knew that her problems were more psychologica than physical, not
that that was much better. After awhile he stopped calling. Hefigured that held wait until he got Bobby's
next journal, then hed somehow get amessage to her that it had arrived. He knew that there was no way
she could resist finding out what was happening to Bobby.  But no morejournalshad arrived.  Mark
did his best to put Bobby out of hismind and get on with hislife. Hetried not to think of what amess
they had made of things by jumping into the flume, though he often sat in bed late at night, wide awake,
trying to decide what they could have done differently. He never found the answer, which in some ways
was comforting. They may have serioudy messed up, but after going over every fact, it didn't seem asif
they'd had any choice but to do what they'd done. It gave him asmall bit of comfort. Very smal.  Mark
immersed himsalf in the Sci-Clops science club. But that was difficult too, Snce hisarchnemesis, Andy
Mitchell, was now amember. Mitchell wasanidiot. A thug. A guy who had bullied Mark hiswholelife.
Y et there Mitchell was, amember of the most prestigious science club in the sate. At first Mark thought



it was amistake, but the more he saw Mitchell at work, the more he reluctantly had to admit that the
goon did have an aptitude for science. Math, in particular. He may have barely been able to write his
name with acrayon, or read astop sign, but Mark saw that Andy Mitchell had an incredible ability to see
mathematicson a3-D level. It was uncanny. Mark figured he was one of thoseidiot savant types. Heavy
onthe"idiot." On the one hand hewas actualy creating chemica compounds that might revolutionize
manufacturing, on the other hand held go out and extort money from the geeks at school to buy
cigarettes.  Theonly red solace Mark took from this twisted situation wasthat Andy Mitchell didn't
target him for abuse anymore. It wasthefirst timein the history of dorkdom that being the member of a
science club actua lysavedsomeone from getting beaten up.  Therest of the semester passed
uneventfully. Meaning, there were no journals from Bobby. However, with only afew weeks | ft of
school before summer vacation, Mark received aletter that changed things once again. It wasfrom
Courtney. Dear Mark, Hi. | hopeyouredoingwell. | shouldn't be avoiding you likethis, but as
you know, I'm pretty much avoiding everything these days. I'm sorry to say this, but most of dl I'm
avoiding you. | know, it'swrong. But | am so disappointed in mysdlf, seeing you makes me fed even
worse. I've let you down. I've let Bobby down. When | start thinking about how | |et dl the Travelers
down, and what that could mean, dl | want to doiscry. Theideaistoo much for me to even think about.
| used to believe | could handle anything. Now | can't even handle seeing you, someone | think the world
of. I'mwriting you now to tell you that asbad as| fed, I'm getting better. I'm going to be okay, | think.
But I'm leaving. My parents want me to go away to summer school. | agree with them, for achange. It's
agood idea. I've got to get my act together. Going to a place where nobody knows me soundslike a
good thing to do. I'm hoping that in a couple of months I'll have sorted things through enough that | can
come back and be the kind of person | know | can be: a better friend to you, a better friend to Bobby,
and abetter acolyte. | don't mean to leave you on your own. I'm sorry for that. But | redly think for
the time being you'll be better off without me. If another journa comesin before | return, | don't want to
know. I'll read it when my head isin a better place. Please don't think | don't care. | do. Morethan | can
eventell you. | think that's part of the problem. I've got to get some perspective.  Asmuch asI'mtrying
to put what happened on Eelong out of my head, the one thought | can't shakeisthat someday, maybe
soon, Saint Dane will set his sights on Second Earth. | believe that when that happens, if it happens, we
will be needed again. | want to be ready. It's the onething that keeps mefocused. | want to say
something happy like "have anice summer,” but that seems so trivia. Please know that | think about you
every day. I'm going to get through this, and I'm going to come back. | know that'sthe way it was
meanttobe. I missyou. Love, Courtney Momentsafter Mark found thisletter in his mailbox
and took it to hisroom to read, hisring began to twitch. He jumped in surprise. Bobby's next journa was
on theway in. Mark didn't even have timeto process Courtney's message before having to think about
newsfrom Bobby. "Perfect,” Mark said to himsdlf sarcastically. "Why does everything aways happen
athesametime?' Thegray stonein the center of the ring he had received from Loor's mother, Osa,
trandformed into a brilliant, clear crystd. He took the ring off, placed it on hisfloor and watched asthe
familiar delivery processtook place. Thering grew to the size of a Frishee, opening up a conduit to the
territories. Light flashed from the hole, bringing with it the haunting musical notesthat carried the cargo
aong. Mark closed hiseyes and waited until the music stopped. Seconds later the ring returned to
normal. Lying next to it on the rug was Bobby's next ddivery. Journd #20. It was a scroll of parchment
paper, tied with aleather twine...exactly like#19. In the past Mark would have immediately called
Courtney so the two could read the journal together. It was their pact. They would never read the
journas aone. The note from Courtney changed dl that. Courtney didn't want to read thisjourna. Mark
was on hisown. It was an odd fedling. Even scary. As different as Mark and Courtney were, they were
aways able to bounce ideas off each other to help understand what Bobby's pages contained. Now
Mark would haveto do it on his own. He would be the only one to know of Bobby's latest adventure.
So heread. SECOND EARTH (CONTINUED) Thewords of Bobby's Journal
#20brought no relief for Mark. The drought problem on Zadaa was bad enough, but Mark was
frightened by the fact that Saint Danetried to flat out kill Bobby. It pained him to hear how his best friend



had been hurt so badly, and it put aknot in his ssomach to know that Loor was going to teach Bobby
how to becomeawarrior. Asbad asdl that was, the ideathat Bobby wasfaling in love with Loor
made Mark wince. After learning about what a hard time Courtney was having, he couldn't imagine how
she would react to hearing that the guy she had a crush on since they werein the fourth grade was now
turning his affections toward somebody el se. Nothing that Bobby wrotein hisjourna was good news. A
whole boatload of worry had been dumped on Mark.  The kicker was, he had nobody to shareit with.
The only consolation wasthat Courtney didn't want to know about the journa, which meant he didn't
haveto tell her that Bobby wasfdling in love with Loor. He hoped that by the time Courtney returned
from summer school, she would be strong enough to handle the news-or at least held have timeto think
of away to tell her without sending her back off the deep end. No, there was no good newsin Bobby's
latestjournal.  Mark rolled it up, dong with Courtney's | etter. He brought them both to the National
Bank of Stony Brook, where Bobby had opened up and paid for a safe-deposit box in 1937. First
Earth. It was the place where Mark kept dl of Bobby's journdss, holding them for the day that Bobby
would need them again, for whatever reason.  Heleft the bank, ready to explode. There was too much
bouncing around in his head. He fought the urge to run to Courtney's house. He needed to talk with
somebody, but there was nobody around...  Except for Andy Mitchell.  "Hey, Dimond,” Andy
Mitchdll caled as Mark walked out of the bank. Mark jumped in surprise. "What are you, some kinda
business guy going to thebank?' "Yeah, that'sit,” Mark said quickly, keeping his head down. He kept
walking. Andy went with him.  "What'syour hurry?' Mitchell asked. "I, uh, | got homework," Mark
lied. "Ahh, homework!" Mitchdl scoffed. "The school year'samost over. Take abreak. I'll buy you
friesat Garden Poultry."  Thismade Mark stop short. He looked at Mitchell. The thug looked the
same, with the greasy spill of blond hair falling in his eyes and the ever-present redness from acne. Still,
something was different. Mitchell had never, ever been niceto Mark.  "Why?' Mark asked. "What do
youwant?' "Nothing!" Mitchell ansvered defensvely. "Jeez." Mark stared square at Mitchell, not
accepting theanswer.  Mitchell buckled. "Okay, maybe something. | want to ask you about that robot
you made last year. Y ou know, the one that won the tate contest?'  "Yeah, | know which one. What
about it?"  "Don't be sotwitchy. | wasjust interested isall. | mean, we're both in Sci-Clops, right?”
Mark had more strange information thrown a him in the last few hours than his brain could accept.
First there was Courtney's |l etter, then Bobby'sjournd, then here was Andy Mitchell, the hated Andy
Mitchdl, wanting to talk shop with him. It was almost more than Mark could take. Normally he would
blow Andy off and keep walking. But he needed to get his mind off Courtney, and thejournd.  "All
right,” Mark said. "Friesat Garden Poultry." "Now youretakin!" They sarted to walk off together,
but Mark suddenly stopped and said, "Wait, where did you get the money for fries? Did you Stedl it?
"Gimme abreak," Mitchell said. "l gotajob." "What job?' Mark asked suspicioudy. "Isit legd?"
"Y ou're apiece of work, you know that? | make deliveriesfor my uncle,” Mitchell answered. "He's
got aflower store. Isthat lega enough for you?' ™Y ou haveyour driver'slicense?" Mark asked,
surprised.  "Sure, don't you?' Mitchdl asked. Mark didn't. He hadn't even thought about asking his
parentsfor hislearner's permit. Could he be any more of aloser?  "Sorry,” Mark findly said. "I'vegot a
lot onmy mind."  The odd couple waked up Stony Brook Avenue to the Garden Poultry Deli where
they picked up acouple of boxes of golden-delicious fries and some sodas. They sat in the pocket park
nearby, and Mitchell listened to Mark tell him al about the killer robot he designed that won both the
locd and state sciencefairs. It was the project that earned him hisinvitation to join Sci-Clops. Mitchell
listened with interest, which was amazing to Mark. He didn't interrupt. He didn't make fun. He didn't
snort and spit. Not once. Mark actualy enjoyed telling him about his robot. With all that had been going
on, talking about something red like hisrobot camed him down. He even forgot for a second who he
wastaking to...that's how desperate he was to get hismind off hisproblems.  When Mark wasfinaly
talked out, Mitchell nodded and said, "I gotta hand it to you, Dimond. Y ou're afreak, but you've got
talent.” 'Thanks... | think," Mark said.  Andy stood up and said, "Maybe someday we'll work
together on something. That is, if you don't mind working with somebody you think isaturd.”  This
threw Mark. It wasthefirg time Mitchell had shown any sign of humility whatsoever.  "Uh, yeah,



maybe" was al Mark could get out. "I mean, | don't think youreaturd.” "Yesah, right." "Thanksfor
thefries" Mark said.  "Thanksfor the story,” Mitchell said. "'l gottaget towork. Seeya"  With that,
Mitchell turned and walked out of the park. Mark was | eft there stunned. It seemed too surred to be
true, but Andy Mitchell had actualy just helped him get through a panic attack. Mark chuckled and
shook his head and thought, "Life just keeps on getting stranger.”  The next few weeks flew by. Mark
visited the bank afew timesto reread Bobby's latest journal. He tried not to think about Courtney. He
figured sheldd contact him when she was ready. All Mark could do was hope that Bobby was fully
recovered, and that hewould avoid Saint Dane.  Mark started a summer job where he assembled and
engraved sportstrophies. It was better than most dumb summer jobs. At least there was alittle bit of
credtivity involved, and it helped him get hismind off everything e'se. Mark actudly hated summers. He
didn't liketo do dl thethingsthat everybody esedid. He didn't like swvimming. Hisfamily didn't take
many fun trips. He didn't like sitting in the sun because hisfair skin went from blue-white to raging red
with no stopover at tan. But mostly it was because he liked school. Odd as that would seem to most
kids, Mark longed for September because for him, summerswereboring.  On the weekend of July
Fourth, his summer got lessboring.  Hewasworking late at the trophy shop, but he didn't mind
because they were having afireworks display in the park at the bottom of Stony Brook Avenue. Mark
worked until nearly eight thirty, then stopped off at Garden Poultry for his obligatory box of friesand can
of Mountain Dew. With his nutritious dinner in hand, he walked down the Aveto catch the fireworks.
Families poured in from everywhere, carrying blankets to stake out their piece of grass and see the show.
Mark sat down in the middle of one of the town tennis courts. He didn't like Sitting on the grass much,
especidly with food. He hated battling antsfor hisfries.  With two huge explosionsthe fireworks
began. Everyone's eyes went skyward to watch the display. Soon after, the traditiona "Oohs' and
"Aahs' began as each rocket exploded with spectacular sprays of multicolored light. Mark liked
fireworks. They were like magic to him. He had no idea how the ancient Chinese could have figured out
how to put the right chemicals and explosives together that would erupt in such amazing colorsand
patterns. He knew it would be easy enough to research and find out how they worked, but he chose not
to. He preferred to think of it asmagic. "Excuse me, son,” came avoice next to him. "No sparklersin
thecrowd.” Mark saw acop standing in front of him. He looked around, wondering who the cop was
talking to, but nobody around him was playing with sparklers.  "Did you hear me?" asked the cop, abit
moregruff. Mark redized the cop was staring right at him.  "Areyou talking to me?' Mark asked,
confused. "Don't be smart," the cop snapped. "Kill the sparkler. There arelittlekidsaround.” Mark
truly didn't know what the guy wastaking about. That is, until hefelt hisring twitch. Hedidn't noticeit at
first because he had been so focused up at fireworksin the sky, but there was asmall pyrotechnic display
goingonrightinMark'shand.  Hisring had activated. It was aready growing larger, with
shimmering light spewing from the opening, very sparklerlike. The fireworks had been so loud he didn't
even hear the music. Mark ingtantly clamped hishand over thering.  "S-Sorry, Officer,” he ssammered.
"I'l-uh-I'll get rid of it."  Mark awkwardly got to hisfeet, but he wasin the middie of a crowd on the
tennis court. Hetried to run off, but ended up either stepping on people, or tripping over their picnic
baskets, or generaly making anuisance of himsdf. "Excuse me, pardon me, sorry, I'm sorry, oops,
sorry," he kept saying as he fought hisway through the crowd and off the court. After annoying pretty
much everybody aong the way, he jumped off the tennis court and ran into the woods. He didn't have to
run far. Nobody cared about him. They were dl watching the sky. Mark ran behind atree, dropped his
ring to the ground and watched his own persona pyrotechnic display. Unlike the fireworks exploding in
the sky, thisone actudly did have atouch of magictoit. Thisdisplay wasthereto deliver Bobby's next
journal. JOURNAL #21  ZADAA Theresbeenatragedy. Therewas no warning.
No build up. No way we could have been prepared. With everything I've seen, you'd think 1'd be used
to horrible things happening. Not so. I'm as stunned as ever. Now we've got to pick up the pieces and
move on. The only good thing | can say about this, isthat it has made our next step pretty clear.  Mark,
Courtney, I'm once again writing thisjourna from Loor's home. We won't be here much longer.
Tomorrow we begin ajourney. Hopefully, I'm ready for it. Or at least more ready than | waswhen |



wrotetoyou last.  It'sweird. I'm beginning to fed like two different people. I'm still Bobby Pendragon,
the guy you know and who wants more than anything to be home and get hisred life back. But in many
ways, |'ve changed. I've seen so many things, both horrible and wondrous, that | can't help but think I'm
not the same person. | don't likethat. | want to be me. But with al that's been going on, the old me
wouldn't survive for long. That'swhy | needed to force myself to change even more. It's dlabout staying
dive. Theironic part isthat by forcing mysdf to be anew person, it feeslike I'mkilling off the
old Bobby. I hateit, but | don't have achoice. Not if | want to be around long enough to stop Saint
Dane. But right now | need to get my head back to afew weeks ago, so that | can get all that's
happened down hereinmy journd.  Three of us stood facing the flume, deep in Rokador territory
beneath the city of Xhaxhu. The rocky tunnel into the territories was quiet now, but wouldn't be for long.
"Thisisnot necessary,” Saangi said, annoyed. "I am capable of thejob. We do not need more help.”
"One day you will beafinewarrior,” Loor said to her patiently. "But we need help now. Today."
Without warning, Saangi grabbed the wooden stave she had strapped to her back. She spuniit likea
baton, dropped to her knee, and expertly whacked me on the back of thelegs.  "Ow!" | shouted.
"What wasthat for?' "My reflexes are far better than his," Saangi said to Loor. "He can learn from
me." | rubbed the back of my stinging legs, then quickly yanked the weapon out of her hands before
shecouldreact. "Gimmethat," | scolded. "Sheesh.”  Loor gently took the weapon from me. | could
seeshewasamiling dightly.  "You think thisisfunny?' | asked. "Thisistough enough without getting
smacked by the good guys. That hurt!"  Loor said, "If you do not wish to be hit, you do not wish to
train. Doyouwishtotrain?' Ouch. Loaded question. To be honest, the idea of getting battered around
whiletraining didn't gpped to me. | had findly recovered from most of my injuries. My strength was till
low and | was siff, but most of theinjury painwasgone.  Theideaof voluntarily getting physicaly
punished didn't exactly appea to me. | had gotten alifetime worth of pain from Saint Dane. But you
didn't play football without getting knocked around in practice, or box without sparring and taking some
punches. If | wanted to learn how to fight, part of that was getting used to being hit. | stopped rubbing my
leg. "l canhandleit," | saidto Loor defiantly. | looked to Saangi. She had a smug look on her face.
"You will play apart inthis, Saangi," Loor said to her squire while giving her back the weapon. "Please
bepatient.” Saangi took the stave and jammed it into its harness. She stood there with her arms
folded, looking al sorts of pouty. Noteto self: Watch out for thebrat.  That'swhen the flume cameto
life. | heardit before seeing anything. Therock walls shifted every so dightly, groaning like an old
man'sjoints as he worked out stiff kinks. Kind of like how | felt lately. | looked into the tunnel to seea
pinpoint of light far in the distance. Someone was headed toward us. The light quickly grew larger asit
came closer. | heard thefaint jJumble of sweet musical notes that always announced avoyage through the
flume. A moment later the rocky walls of the round tunne melted into crysta. Before the incoming light
grew so bright that | had to shield my eyes, | could see the star field beyond the clear walls. Though
traveling through the flumes had become a common thing, | till had no clue asto how they worked, or
who created them. | trusted that one day | would find out, but | usudly tried not to think about it too
much. There was usudly too much going on to stress over the grand cosmic issues | had no control over.
Loor, Saangi, and | stood together, shielding our eyesfrom the brilliant light show. The music grew
loud. The passenger had arrived. A second later the light disappeared, the crystal walls returned to solid
rock, and the flumewasonce again quiet.  Standing before uswas atal, dangerous-looking guy with a
sword on his hip. He was wearing heavy leather armor that was much beefier than Loor's. No skin
showed on this guy because the territory he had come from wasn't burning hot like Zadaa. | knew,
because | had been there, For him to have gotten to the gate, he had to climb a craggy mountain and
traverse avast snowfield to find the hidden cave that held the flume. He was around my age, but much
taller than me. Helooked every bit like the professiona knight that hewas.  He aso happened to be
the Traveler from Denduron.  "Hello, Alder,” | said. "Welcometo Zadaa" "Theflumewasnot at all
what | expected,” Alder said, sounding a bit shaken. He took a step forward, tripped, and stumbled.
Luckily we caught him before hefdl a our feet.  "Sorry,” Alder said, embarrassed. "1 am il shaky
fromthejourney.” "Thisisthefierce knight you want to help train Pendragon?' Saangi asked with



dismay. "Heisanoaf.” "HeisaTraveer," Loor said sharply. "And you will trest him with respect.”

"Sheiscorrect, | am an oaf," Alder said sheepishly. "But | am an oaf who can fight." Helooked at me
and broke out in awarm grin. "Hello, Pendragon. Y ou have changed.” Wehugged. It waslike getting
abear hug from a, well, from abear. He was a strong guy. His hair was|longish and brown. Hewasn't a
handsome guy, his featuresweretoo...big. Big nose, big mouth. Wide-spaced eyes. No, hewasn't a
looker. What you saw when you looked into Alder's eyes was sincerity. And honesty. Therewasn't a
devious bonein hisbody. What he said, he meant. He was actualy morelike abig kid than atrained
Bedoowan knight. | would trust this guy with my life. Cometo think of it, Ihadtrusted this guy with my
life. | wasabouttodoitagain. "Weveboth grownup alittle” | said.  Alder let go of meand held his
armsout for Loor, ready to give her ahug. "Hello, Loor!"  Loor stood stock-till with her arms at her
sdes. Shewasn't the huggy type. "'l am happy to seeyou, Alder," she said with no emotion.  Alder
stood there with his arms out, hugless, looking dumb. "Ummm, right," he said, dropping hisarms. "And
who isthis?' heasked, looking at Saangi. "My nameis Saangi. | am Loor's acolyte. | wrote the note
to your acolyte to request that you comehere”  "Who isyour acolyte?' | asked Alder. "A Milago,”
Alder answered. "Her hushand was killed by Saint Dane during a Transfer ceremony.” | knew exactly
who Alder was talking about. On Denduron the Milago farmers were forced to davein the mines,
digging up aprecious, blue minera caled glaze for the ruling class. The Bedoowan. When Saint Dane
went to Denduron, he started a brutal practice of choosing aMilago and forcing the minersto dig up his
weight in glaze. The Transfer ceremony was where they weighed the poor miner against that day's haull. If
they didn't dig up enough, the miner would be killed. | saw a Transfer ceremony where they didn't make
quota. The miner waskilled. Hiswife had to watch. | am happy to say that Loor and Alder and | put the
mines out of business. We had beaten Saint Dane on Denduron. We were now together again, ready to
sop himonZadaa. "I hear you have been busy, Pendragon,” Alder said. "It seemsasif our adventure
on Denduron was only the beginning."  "Pretty much,” | answered. "l want to hear about what's
happening on your territory. | could use somegood news.”  "You will be pleased,” Alder assured me.
"The Bedoowan are working with the Milago to rebuild their village that was destroyed when the tak
mineexploded." "Where do the Bedoowan live now that their castleis destroyed?" Loor asked.

Alder laughed and said, "They livein the Milago village! Y ou would not recognize the place, it has
grownso!"  "Soit'sdl onebig happy family?' | asked.  "Itisnot perfect,” Alder answered. "But it is
pesceful. And the Milago are no longer in the mines. Thefutureisbright.” Hearing dl thiscouldn't have
made me happier. Denduron had reached its turning point, and we pushed it the right way. But it dso
made me alittle sad, because it reminded me of Uncle Press. | can il picture him standing up on the
back of that crude, medieva ded, flying over the snow, heaving spears a the charging quig-bears. |
said, "1 want to hear about Rellin, and Queen Kagan and-"  Alder suddenly took a step backward and
reached for hisleg. With one quick move he grabbed a vicious-looking knife that was strapped to his calf
and threw it between Loor and me. We both ducked out of the way in surprise. | spun around to see
what he was throwing at and saw something that made my legsgoweak.  Asl've described before, the
huge underground cavern that held the flume was dug from the same light brown sandstone that al of the
buildings of Xhaxhu were made from. Theway in and out was by climbing up using smdl holesthat were
dug into one craggy wall. These handholdsled up through adark cleft in the rock that was barely wide
enough for one person to squeeze through. 1t was atreacherous climb that ended at a trapdoor leading to
astorage room used by the Rokador. Alder had thrown his knife toward the wall with the handholds.

Histhrow was dead solid perfect. Now skewered into the soft sandstone was a snake. A big snake. It
must have dropped down, head firdt, from the cleft in the rock that led to the trapdoor. Alder's knife had
drilled through its head. | turned in time to see the rest of its body faling down from above. Dead. It must
have been six feet long. I1ts head stayed in place, pegged to the soft sandstone by Alder'sknife.

"Wha?" Saangi said in stunned awe. Shelooked to Alder with new respect. "I apologize for doubting
you, Sr."  Alder shrugged modestly. "I may beaclumsy oaf, but | anadsoaknight." | don't like
snakes. There's nothing good about snakes. They're quiet, they're sneaky, and they can kill you. Not a
wholelot to like there. But this snake was especially nasty. | had run into one on apreviousvisit to



Zadaa. "Quigs"|sad. "Quigs?' Alder echoed. "That'swhat they are on Zadaa," | answered.
"On Denduron they're bears. Second Earth, dogs. On Clord they're sharks. Here they're snakes. Big,
nasty snakes.”  "Why would they appear now?" Saangi asked, stunned. Gone was the cocky young
warrior. She suddenly seemed like anervouslittlegirl.  "Quigs only show up when Saint Dane doesn't
want ususing the flumes" | said. "Y ou know what thet tellsme?'  "What?' Alder asked. "It means
weredoing theright thing,” | answered. "Saint Daneisbeginning to fed the heet. I1t'stimeto get
started.” JOURNAL #21 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Wedidn't run into any
more quig-snakes on the way up and out of the flume cavern, I'm happy to report. Alder led the way, but
without his sword or knife. He had to abandon his Denduron armor and weapons at the flume. Mixing
items between territories wasn't alowed. But | guess | don't have to point that out anymore. Saangi fixed
him up with awhite Rokador tunic since he looked aheck of alot more like a Rokador than a
dark-skinned Batu. She dso gave him asilver-rod weapon like the Tiggen guards had carried at the farm
above. It was about three feet long with aleather handle on one end that had aloop to go around your
wrist.  "What do | dowith this?' Alder asked. "It hasno blade.” "It isan effective wegpon,” Loor
assured him. "You will see”  We climbed up the footholds, through the trapdoor and stood together in
the rock-walled room that the Rokador used to store machine parts. Loor dammed the trapdoor shut
that bore the star symbol marking it as agate to the flume. She covered it with sand, hiding it completely.
"Whereto now?' | asked Loor. "To aplace where wewill not be disturbed by Batu or Rokador,"
sheanswered.  Weleft theroom, following Loor through the twisting tunndl that | had walked through
severd times before on viststo Zadaa. Shortly we left the smaler tunnel to enter the huge cavern that
once held an underground river. When Spader and | werefirst here, there was afour-story waterfal on
one sde of theimmense cavern that fed a deep, raging river. Now there was only adribble of water that
fel from arocky mouth into a pathetic trickle of astream at the bottom of the mostly dry riverbed.
"What happened here?' Alder asked. "Thereisalottotell,” Loor answered. "Later.”  Alder
accepted that. Hewasan easy guy.  Loor led usto the opening that was once hidden behind the
waterfal, but was now in plain sight. We climbed afew stone stairs, stepped through the portd, and
entered aroom that held the water-control device | have described to you before. To remind you guys,
thisthing looked like one of those giant pipe-organsthat you see in church. But these pipesran
horizontally, disappearing into the rock wal on elther sde of the room. Therewas aplatform in front of it
that held an amazing array of switches and valves. When | first came here, there was a Rokador engineer
on that platform, feverishly working the controls like an expert. | had no ideawhat the device did, other
than knowing it had something to do with controlling the flow of water from the rivers. The guy had maps
and diagramsthat he referred to while he quickly made adjustments and toggled switches.  Now the
platform was empty. A thin layer of sand and dust covered the control board. " Thisis one of the many
switching stations that the Rokador engineers use to control therivers of Zadaa," Loor explained. "l
guessthereisnt much to do hereanymore,” | said sadly. | heard abooming voice behind me say: "At
least for now." Weadl turned quickly to see Bokka, the Tiggen guard striding toward us. Hewas
followed by Teek and the other two goons from the farm. At least | assumed they were the same two
guys. They didn't drop their hoods last time so | suppose they could be different characters. But it was
definitely Bokka. Handsome, confidant Bokka. He didn't wear his goggles down here, so thistime| got
to see hiseyes. They were aunique shade of light green. | had never seen eyeslike hisbefore. A quick
glance at Teek and the other Tiggen guards reveded that they al had light green eyes. | figured it had
something to do with living underground.  Bokkascanned usdl in away that told me hewas Szing us
up in case there wastrouble. Hiseyesfell on Alder. "And who isthis new guest who dresseslikea
Rokador and carries our weapon?' Bokkaasked.  Loor took thelead, saying: "Heisfrom
Pendragon'stribe. He, too, hascometo help." "TheYankeestribe?' Bokkaasked. Atfirst| didnt
know what the heck he was talking about. | guarantee Alder didn't have a clue either. But he knew
enough not to say anything.  "Right," | said, suddenly remembering. "The Y ankeestribe. Scourge of the
American League””  Nobody had any ideawhat | was talking about, which was kind of fun.
"Welcome, Alder," Bokkasaid warmly. "We're honored to haveyou."  Bokkasfriends didn't look



all too pleased. They stood there, staring at us like we were the enemy. What a bunch of clones.

"What's with your buddies?' | asked. "Don't they trust us?*  Bokka glanced back to his pals.
"Forgivethem," he said. "They are Tiggen guards. It istheir job to be suspicious of outsders.” "Then
why aren'tyoususpicious of us?' | asked. "Because Loor tellsme | shouldn't be," Bokkasaid. He
looked at Loor and smiled. Loor smiled back and looked down like some freakin' girly-girl. Thisguy was
alittle bit too charming for me. "l understand you had an accident,” Teek saidtome.  Accident?|
could use alot of words to describe what had happened to me. "Accident” wasn't one of them.  "Yes"
| said. "'l raninto the club of a Ghee warrior a couple hundred times. But you know, accidents happen.”

"I'm sorry to hear you went through so much pain, Pendragon,” Bokka said. "But I'm happy to see
you've recovered.” He sounded like he meant it too. | wanted to not like this guy, but couldn't come up
with agood enough reason, other than the fact he had alongtime rel ationship with Loor and she acted
likeagirl with acrush whenever shewas around him. But that wasn't enough reason not to like him. At
least that'swhat my brain told me. My heart was pushing methe other way.  "Thisswitching Sation has
been closed for quite sometime,” Loor said.  "Without water it will not reopen,” Bokka said somberly.
"But | have moredisturbing news."” "It getsworse?' | asked.  "There has been agenera retreat,”
Bokka explained. "The Tiggen guards have been ordered back from outlying regions of the
underground.”  "What doesthat mean?' | asked. "It meanswe are preparing for war,” Teek said.

Bokkaadded, "The fear isthat if we are scattered when the Batu attack, we will be daughtered. Right
now al Rokador are gathering in the city of Kidik in anticipation of an attack. We arethe last of the
Tiggen guard who are spreading the word and rounding up stragglers. The futurelooksgrim.”  Nobody
said anything for awhile. Theideaof being on the verge of awar tendsto stop conversation. | findly
sad, "So what you're saying isthat unlesstherés ahuge raingorm that fillstherivers, itswar."  "The
answer to that lieswith the Batu," Bokka answered. "The Rokador are smply preparing to defend
themsdlves. We are victims of the drought aswell. We have little water and the Batu no longer bring us
crops. | understand they barely have enough to feed themsalves™  "Itistrue” Loor said. "Thenthe
future doesindeed look grim,” Bokkasaid.  "What do your leaders say?' | asked. "Can't they bring
water from someplace else? | mean, all of Zadaacantbedry.” "Weask the samething,” Bokka
answered. "The ditetell usthey have done everything they can. They can't reach out to adl of Zadaa. We
are at the mercy of the weether, just asthe Batu are...only we are being blamed for the problem.” He
looked at me and asked, "I know you are here to help, Pendragon. I'm not sure how you can do that,
unlessyou have away to makeit rain. Doyou?' The guy wasn't being sarcastic. Heredlly hoped |
could doit. "Afraid not," | said. "The Y ankees are good, but notthatgood.”  Bokkanodded in
acceptance.  "Canyou bring usnow?" Loor asked. "Yes, come," Bokkasaid. Bokkaturned on his
hed and walked off quickly, followed by Teek and the other two goons. Loor followed them, and the
rest of uswent withher.  "Wherearewegoing?' | asked Loor. "To asafe place away from prying
eyes" sheanswered.  Bokkaand hisbuddiesled usthrough a series of tunnels, each of which looked
exactly likethelast. They were passageways that were dug right out of the sandstone. Some were barely
wide enough for Alder's shoulders; others were as wide as a school corridor with various pieces of
equipment and pipes running through them. We passed severa wooden doors, al closed. It was amazing
to think that these people had created an entire world underground. It wasn't like the fabulous
underground of Third Earth. No way. Thiswasdl very crude. But there waslight. Every few yards| saw
small domesimbedded in thewall that gave off asoft, yellow glow. | didn't think they had dectricity, so |
figured it had to be some kind of phosphorous. The result wasn't exactly bright, but | had no trouble
seeing wherel wasgoing.  After threeturns| wished | had done a Hansdl-and-Gretel move by
dropping breadcrumbs to mark our route. There wasno way | could find my way back. If | got ditched,
I'd be lost. We had been walking for about ten minutes when the tunnel opened up into alarger cavern
that had severa other tunnelsleading off it.  "Thisiscaled ‘the crossroads,™ Loor announced. The
namefit. What stood out most though, was a set of heavy, wooden doors that had to be twenty feet tall.

"What'sinthere?' | asked. Bokkalooked at us, asif debating whether or not to answer.  "You
do not haveto tell us, Bokka," Loor said.  Bokkalet out atired bresth and said, "No, we're friends.



We should be honest with one another. It isacentrd water-transfer station. This station controls many of
the smdler sations, like the one near the waterfal. My team has been assigned to stand guard here." He
nodded to Teek and his other pals. They immediately stood in front of the closed doors with their arms
folded, looking dl sortsof menacing.  "It'sokay,” | said. "Wedontwanttogoin.” Bokkasad,
"Were afraid thiswould be one of thefira targetsif the Batu attack.”  "No offense,” | said. "But if a
whole bunch of Ghee warriors come charging down here, those guys won't be able to stop them.”

"Then they will dietrying,” Bokkasaid, staring merightintheeye. Hewastotaly serious. These
guyswerewilling to dieto defend their tribe. It was aweird Situation. Bokka and Loor were friends, but
technically they were dso enemies. If awar did erupt, thiswould get interesting. ..and not in agood way.

Bokkalooked to his pals and announced, "1 will return shortly. Teek, you arein command.”  Teek
gave aquick wave to acknowledge. The others didn't react, no big surprise. We continued on, following
Bokkainto one of the tunnels off the intersection. We had only gone afew yards when he stopped a
another wooden door. | don't know why he chose this one, they al pretty much looked the same to me.

"Thisiswherel leaveyou," Bokkasaid to Loor. "Y ou know how to handlethis, right?' "I bdlievel
was the one who taught you," Loor countered.  "Y es, you were." Bokka chuckled. "Among other
things." | didn't want to know what any of those "other" thingswere. ™Y ou areagood friend, Bokka,"
Loor said. "'l do not know what the future holdsfor either of us, but please know that you will forever be
inmy heart." Thetwo hugged. It was kind of an awkward moment for therest of us. At least for me,
anyway. | looked at Alder and said casudly, "So?Y ou getting any trouble from that lousy cannibal Red
Sox tribe?'  Alder gave me ablank look. Of course.  "Good-bye, Pendragon,” Bokkasaid. "And
good luck." Heawkwardly held out his hand to shake, knowing that it wasasign of friendship where |
comefrom. Likel said, | wanted to hatethe guy...but | didn't. | shook hishand. Thistime he didn't
squeeze so tightly.  "Thanks, Bokka," | said. "Take care of yoursdf."  Bokkanodded to Alder and
Saangi, saying, "Good-bye, friends. When we meet again, | hope it will be under better circumstances.”
He gave onelast look to Loor, then turned and jogged back toward the crossroads. " So, what's this
all about?' | asked Loor. "We need a secure place for you to train,” she answered. "Bokka has
provided away for usto get there without being seen.” She opened the wooden door to reved aroom
that was like most of the other cavernswe had been in, except for onelittle difference. Sitting in the
center of the room wasaminiaturetrain. It looked pretty much like atrain you'd see at an amusement
park. There werefour carsin dl. The two in the center were open. Each held around ten sests. On either
end was an "engine"’ with two seats. | couldn't tell what powered the thing, but each engine had an
enclosed front that | assumed held some sort of motor. The engines actualy reminded me of
snowmobiles, except they weren't as modern-looking and were covered with athin layer of sand. The
vehicle sat on two railsthat were about three feet gpart.  "Itislikeaminecar,” Alder said.  "Exactly,”
Loor answered. "Thisis how the Rokador travel long distances and remove rock when they are
tunnding." That reminded me of something. "I heard Bokkatak about Kidik City," | said to Loor.
"Doesthat mean theres an entire city underground?’  "Yes, it isthe seat of Rokador power," Loor
answered. "l have not seen it for mysdlf. Few Batu have. Please, takeaseat.” | put asde my curiosity
about how acity could be underground, and boarded the little train with the others. | flashed on going to
the Quassy Amusement Park at home when | was akid. They had this cool miniaturetrain that traveled
all around the property, through the woods and over bridges. | suddenly wished | was there instead of
somewhere underground on aterritory light-years from home that was on the verge of acivil war. Oh
well.  "You know how to drivethisthing?' | asked. Loor sat in one of the seatsin the engine car and
sad, "I have been on thistram many times asachild. Bokkaand | used to rideit at night, while others
dept.” Now I knew what Bokka meant when he asked L oor if she knew how to handle this. | could
picture her asamischievouslittle girl, sneaking around and hijacking thistrain for ajoyride. Unfortunately
| could dlso picture Bokkadoing it with her. | gottaget over this.  With asudden lurch and screech of
whedls on meta track, thelittle train chugged forward. Seconds later we were out of the cavern room
and rolling through anarrow tunnel that wasn't big enough to stand up in. Alder had to bend over or he
would have scraped his head dong the celling. The engine made no sound, which wasweird. "How isit



powered?' | asked. "The Rokador areingenious,” Loor said. "They have created many mechanical
wonders”"  "But how doesit work?' | asked again.  Loor hesitated, then admitted, "I do not know."
That said alot. Not about Loor, but about the Batu versus the Rokador. From what 1'd seen so far,
the Rokador were more advanced technologically than the Batu. After all, they had devicesthat could
control the flow of rivers; they worked with meta to create wegpons and tiny trains; they somehow
brought light to tunnels that were far benegth the surface; and for that matter, they dug tunnelsusing
machinery. The Batu, on the other hand, were amuch more primitive tribe. They built these great
pyramids and knew how to farm and were pretty good at the warrior business, but the two races seemed
asif they were centuries gpart on the technology scale. | guessthe only redl question | had wasif the
Rokador were such geniuses, why the heck did they live underground like moles?  Werolled dong on
these tracks for saveral minutes. Every so often we'd pass through a cavern room, kind of like going by
subway stops. | didn't even bother to ask Loor where we were going. | figured I'd find out soon enough.
I'd guessthat we traveled aong for about another ten minutes when the train rolled into another cavern,
and stopped. "Weare here,” Loor announced. Weal got out, and | asked, "Whereis here?"
"Thisis Moorg), the camp where Bokkaand | trained as children,” Loor answered. "All Rokador and
Batu youths spent time here as atest to seeif they should be groomed as Ghee warriors or Tiggen
guards.”  Saangi added, "l spent time hereaswell.”  Loor continued, "When tension between the
tribes mounted, the Rokador were banned. When the drought came, Moorg was abandoned.” "The
Rokador were banned?' | asked. "How can that be? | thought they controlled the underground?”
"Moorg isnot underground,” Loor answered.  Sheled usto adoorway across the cavern and up a
winding set of stone stairs. Aswe climbed | could fed the air getting warmer. We were leaving the cool
underground and heading back up to the baking heat on the surface. Wefinally emerged to find oursalves
in astone hut that was barely big enough for al four of usto stand in. | guess you could say it wasa
primitive subway station. Very primitive. There was one doorway, beyond which the light was so bright |
had to squint. It now made sense to me why Bokka and his boyswore goggles on the surface. After
spending so much time underground, coming out into the sunwas pretty rude. ™Y our eyeswill adjust in
amoment,” Loor said, asif reading my mind-or seeing that | was squinting like amole under a spotlight.
After about aminutel said, "Okay, 'mgoodtogo.” "l amaswel,” Alder added. "Then
welcometo Moorg," Loor said.  She stepped out into the light. Saangi was right behind her. | was
about to follow, when Alder put ahand on my shoulder.  "Areyou certain, Pendragon?' he asked.
"About what?' "Youwishtotrainasawarrior. Isthat wise?' "Only if | want to Say dive" | said.
Alder thought about that amoment, then nodded. We followed the others.  Moorg wasn't your typica
kid camp. | had been to camp. | remember bunk houses and alake full of canoes and an archery range
and tennis courts and horse stables and | ots of trees and a swimming pool and a snack bar where you
could buy candy and...you know. Camp. Moorg looked more like afort in the middle of the desert.
The hut we had come out of was about thirty yards away from the main camp. From where we were,
it looked like a six-foot wall surrounded the camp itself. Aswe walked across the hot sand, Alder
pointed off to our left where | saw the tops of the pyramidsinthedistance. "The city of Xhaxhu," |
sadto him. "Wheretheflumeis™" | guessed we were about two miles awvay. Two milesacrossa
blistering hot desert. Loor was right. We wouldn't be disturbed here. The Batu and Rokador had more
important thingsto worry about.  We entered the camp, and to be honest, it didn't look much different
than the abandoned farm we had visited. There were severd low buildings againgt the walls. | guessed
they were the barracks where people dept. The center of the compound was wide open. There was
some strange gpparatus around that looked sort of like playground equipment. Y ou know, jungle gyms
and monkey barsand what not. But it didn't look dl that inviting. | couldn't imaginelittle kids playing on
this stuff and laughing and having fun. This place looked. .. serious. And there was sand everywhere,
building up in the corners and blowing across the center of the compound.  "I'm guessing theres no
snack bar" wasdl | could think of saying.  "Wewill need provisons" Loor said. "Saangi, you must
return to Xhaxhu and bring usfood and water." "That isnot fair!™ Saangi complained. "You said | was
to be part of thetraining."  "Thatispart of thetraining,” Loor said sharply.  Saangi looked asif she



wanted to argue, but a stern look from Loor froze her. She backed off and said, "Very well."  "Go
now," Loor said. "Be careful. Make sure you are not followed.” "I know!" Saangi pouted and turned
to go back for the subway hut.  "And try to return before the sun goesdown,” Loor added.  "Iwill,"
Saangi assured her. "Thank you, Saangi,” | said.  Thismade Saangi stop. The young Batu looked a me
and sad, "'l hope you areready for this, Pendragon.” "Yeah, metoo," | said with achuckle, trying to
belight. Shedidn't laugh. Oh well, so much for getting her to loosen up. Saangi turned and ran out of
thecompound. "Issheokay?' | asked Loor. "Sheisrestless, and scared,” Loor answered.  "Join
theclub,” I replied. "1 would like to know what has been happening here on Zadaa," Alder said. "What
isthiswar the guard spoke of 7' "Wemust find aplaceto settlein,” Loor said. "Then we can explain
everythingtoyou."  Alder nodded. That wasfineby him.  Loor asked me, "How do you fed ?'
"Nervous," | answered. "But confidant. And alittletired. | haven't been running around so much
lately.” "Now you will rest to restore your energy,” Loor said. "Tomorrow you will needit.”  Gulp.
JOURNAL #21 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Fearcanbeagood thing.  It'sthe
one emotion that aways hel ps you make the right decision. Other emotions can lead you down the wrong
path. Anger, jealousy, sadness, bliss-you nameit. Good or bad, they take you out of the moment and
cloud your thinking so you could easily make adumb choice. Not so with fear. When you're scared, you
pretty much know what you have to do. Usudly, it'sto get the heck away from whatever it isyou're
scared of. But that isn't dways an option. Fear helghtens your senses and makes your thinking so clear,
you stand a better chance of beating whatever it isyou're afraid of. Whether it'saquig, or asciencetes,
or asking somebody out for amovie. When you're afraid, you're on. | guess you can be so messed up by
fear that you freeze up, but short of that, fear can beyour friend.  During thetime | spent in that blast
furnace of atraining camp, fear was definitely my friend. It'snot that | was afraid of thetraining, or of
getting hurt again, or of anything Loor or Alder would do to me. What | feared was Saint Dane. | knew
that if | wasn't ableto defend mysdlf, | could bein for another begting like | had gotten at the Ghee
compound. If PelleaZinj hadn't shown up, | would have died. I'm certain of that. The next time, | might
not be so lucky. It wasthe fear of taking another beating that helped meto keep going. And | needed
that help, because what Loor put me through was beyond anything | had expected. | wanted her to teach
me a couple of moves, show me how to use one of those wooden weapons to ward off an attack and get
inacouple of shotsof my own. What | got instead was a crash coursein Warrior Hell, 101.  Loor,
Alder, and | made oursalves at homein one of the sandstone bunkhouses that once had been used for
young kids who came to Moorg to be tested. Once inside the hut, it actually reminded me of my
bunkhouse at the camp | went to asakid. There were beds lined up dong the walls to make use of every
bit of space. But rather than being made from wood, with musty-smelling mattresses, these bunks were
low, stone tables with grass mats. The place looked asiif it had been abandoned quickly. There were ill
cups on tables and pieces of clothing scattered around. It was cooler inside too. .. by about a degree and
ahdf. Still, it wasardlief to get out of thesun.  We each picked abed, and | lay down, happy to be
horizontd. As | wrote before, | was pretty much hedled, but | wastotdly out of shape from lying around
for solong. | was going to have to get my sirength back fast to go through Loor'straining, and whatever
elselay ahead. Wetook thetimeto rest and bring Alder up to speed on al that was happening on
Zadaa. The drought, the two tribes, the growing tension between the tribes, and the power struggle within
the Gheeto either attack the Rokador or stay loya to the family of Zinj and negotiate peace. Of course,
we aso told Alder about how Saint Dane went wild and beat me like a pinata, which was pretty much
why wewere at thecamptotrain.  Alder listened to everything, nodding in understanding, taking it al
in. The only time he reacted with emotion waswhen | told him that Uncle Presswas dead. The news
made him wince. Uncle Press had played ahugerolein saving Denduron. "l am sorry” wasdl he
couldsay. | nodded. Sowasl."So herewest,” | findly said. Y ou and Loor have theimpossiblejob
of teaching me how to defend mysalf. But more important isfiguring out what part Saint Daneis playing
hereon Zadaa" "If he hastaken theform of aGheewarior," Alder said, "he must betrying to
convince the Batu to attack the Rokador. Starting warsiswhat Niedoesbest.” "Maybe," | said. "But
there's got to be moreto it than that. Therealwaysis" "Besides," Loor added. "The rebel Ghee are



powerful, but | do not believe they are strong enough to convince the people of Xhaxhu to go againgt the
wishes of theroya family. Pelle aZinj does not want war. The rebe Ghee may complain and threaten,
but they will not go against generations of tradition. They know it would tear the Batu gpart.”  Alder
and | looked at Loor. Shedidnt redlizewhat shehad just said.  "lsan't that exactly the kind of thing
Saint Danewould gofor?' | asked. "Tearing a powerful tribe gpart?'  "Yes," Loor answered coldly.
"But our traditions are strong. Hemay try, but hewill fail.” | wasn't so sure about that. Neither was
Alder. "Hunger and thirst are powerful wegpons,” hesaid quietly.  "Exactly,” | agreed. "That'swhy |
think Saint Daneis playing abigger partindl this. | mean, what's causing dl the problemsin thefirst
place?'" "Thedrought?' Loor asked. "Saint Dane has no power over theweather.” "No," | said.
"But the bottom line hereislack of water. No drought, no tension, nowar.”  "Saint Dane must have
seen the drought coming. That iswhy heishere” Loor suggested. "Maybe," | said. "But Saint Dane
doesn't leave thingsto chance. | think there's something else going on. | have no ideawhat it might be,
but I'll bet | know wheretofindout." "Whereisthat?' Alder asked. "Theunderground,” |
answered. "So far we've only seen the Batu side of thismess. We've got to find out what's happening
with the Rokador. They control therivers of Zadaa. My guessis, if we want to find Saint Dane, weve
got to go below and maybe go to that city where the Rokador leadersare. What'sit cdled?' "Kidik,"
Loor answered. "That would be dangerous,” shesaid.  "Yup," | shot back. "That's why were here right
now, to make sureweve all got achance of getting in and out dive”  Loor nodded, thinking this over.
She got up and stood infront of me.  "Stand up,” sheordered. | got to my feet dowly. In the short
time since we had been lying down, my muscles had already gone iff. | think | was getting ataste of
what it'sliketo be eighty. | stood in front of Loor, looking into her eyes. Shewas an inch or two taler
than me. | resisted the temptation to go up on my toes. She grabbed my arm, feeling my bicep. Witha
quick, dismissive "humph," she checked my other arm. She turned me around and felt my lats, then down
to my legs, where she clagped my quads, and then my calves. | fdt like ahorse being examined before
being sent to auction. To be honest, | didn't mind it...until Loor said, "You arewesk.”  "Hey, I've
been hurt, remember?' | said defensvely. "My muscletoneisshot.”  "That istrue” Loor said
dismissvely. "But there was not much thereto beginwith.” | bit my lip. She was the expert, but being
told that | was apuny, pathetic specimen didn't do much for my ego. Or confidence.  "Doesthat mean
itshopeless?' | asked. "No," she answered with asigh. "It meansyou must learn to be clever, because
you will never win afight withforce™ Oh. Not that | redlly expected it, but once | made the
decison, | haveto admit that there were afew times | envisioned mysdlf becoming awarrior who wasall
cut up and fierce looking. | guessthat would be alittle much to ask for, seeing aswe didn't have much
timeand | had been hurt and-Oh, who am | kidding? | had no chance of coming close to the kind of
warrior Loor was. Never did. But | needed to know how to defend myself. So | put my ego aside and
took the criticism asconstructive.  "What dowedo first?' | asked. "Werest," Loor answered.
"Saangi will return soon with our provisons. Wewill eat, then deep. Tomorrow morning we will begin.”
So far it sounded pretty cake. Saangi returned to Moorg) afew hourslater, bringing with her more
food than | could have imagined. She had asack full of bread and fruit and some kind of nutty-tasting
cheesethat | couldn't get enough of. She also brought alarge, leather bag filled with water. Precious
water. If we were going to be working out, we needed as much as possible. After we had eaten our fill, |
sad, "Thank you, Saangi. Youreamazing." "ltismy job," shesaid with ashrug. "I will leave now and
bringmore” "No," Loor ordered. "We have plenty for now. | will need you here tomorrow, when the
traning begins.” Saangi'seyeslitup. "l will take part?' she asked hopefully. "Of course," Loor
sad. "Did | not promisethat?"  Suddenly Saangi wasn't so sour anymore. She opened up and told us
al about how she collected the fruit and smuggled the water into the underground, al under the noses of
the Ghee. | liked Saangi...most of the time. Other times she was kind of aloose cannon. Aslong as
things were going her way, shewasfine. But if thingsdidn't go theway she liked, she let you know it. |
supposeit's okay to be moody, aslong as you know whento let it go. | guesswhat I'm saying isthat |
didn't entirdly trust Saangi. Not that | thought she was againgt me or anything, but | wasn't convinced that
if things got scary, | could count onher.  To be honest, the thought a so crossed my mind that she might



have been Saint Danein disguise. | couldn't totally dismissthat possibility, but | couldn't dwell oniit. If |
gtarted thinking that way, I'd have to look at everybody | met as possibly being Saint Dane, and I'd turn
into a paranoid wreck. | had to betrusting, but wary.  "We must deep now," Loor announced. "We
beginfirg thinginthemorning.” "Fird thing" fdt asif it came about two minutes after | lay down to go
to deep. It was pitch dark. | was having a sweet dream about bouncing along on a skimmer on the
beautiful, warm waters of Cloral. | hit some waves and got buffeted, but stayed upright, handling the
rough motion. That is, until | redlized it wasn't adream. Loor was shaking meawake. "Get up,” she
commanded. | struggled to get up on my elbows, only to see...nothing. It was pitch black.

"Morning,” | said cheerily. "Isntit il last night?'  "We must work now, before the sun comes up,”
Loor explained. "Unless you'd prefer to work during the heat of theday." | forced mysdf awake. "No,
no, I'mwith you. Cool iscool." "Get dressed," Loor ordered. "Meet usoutsde.” | heard the sound
of Loor walking away. It was time to getmycreaky bones up and moving. | figured we'd start out with a
little road work like boxers do. Then we'd move on to some tactics and learn about weapons.  We
didn't. | put on my Rokador jacket and sandals, then followed her outside. It was till pitch dark. |
couldn't seetwo feet in front of me and had to stretch my hands out in front for fear of walking into a
wall. | found the doorway and stepped outside to ask, "What dowedo-"  Whack.l got smacked on
thesdeof thehead. "Hey!" | shouted. "What wasthat-"  Smack. A shot came from the other side.
It was so dark | had no idea who was hitting me, or from where. It didn't hurt. Much. It was more about
thesurprise.  "A dmplegame” Loor said.  "Game?"' | shouted angrily. "I can't seeathing.”

Whack.| got hit onthe shoulder. "Yes, you can,” Loor said camly.  Smack. Whap.| got rocked
twice; thesecond timel fell totheground.  "No, | can't! Give me abreak, it'sdark!" | complained. "Do
not get angry,” said Saangi'svoice. "Anger leadsto mistakes." | jumped back to my feet. It was
two-on-one. A minute before, | was happily dreaming about Cloral. Now my adrendine was spiked as |
vainly tried to defend mysdlf against these aggressveghosts.  "How do | win thisgame?' | asked.

"The spikes bring reward,” Loor said from nowhere.  "Spikes? What spikes?"  Whap.l got hit
again. They were using open hands, so | wasn't getting hurt, but it stung getting dapped around like this. |
Spun around, hands out, hoping to hit something. Anything. All | got wasair.  "Control, Pendragon,”
Alder said camly...just beforehe hit meinthegut.  Great. Three-on-one. The whole gang wasthere,
taking shots. | was breathing hard and sweeting-and dready tired.  "Conserve your energy,” Loor said,
asif shecouldread my mind.  Smack. Smack.Hands came out of nowhere, hitting me quickly and then
disappearing. | glanced uptothesky. "The sun will not be up for awhile,” Saangi said. How did she
know what | wasthinking? "You can hear us," Loor said softly. "Y ou can smdll us. Y ou can fed the
heat of our bodies.”  Smack. Whack. Whap.No, | couldn't. Anger gave way to frustration.  "Thisis
stupid,”" | shouted, and immediately got hit with abarrage of shotsthat spun me around. "Fed us" Alder
said. | took abreath. | tried to sense where they might be. | couldn't. Instead | got hit with so many
shotsthat | was nearly rocked off my feet. "Stop!™ | shouted. ™Y ou want me back in the hospita?"

Therewas no answer. No ingruction. No comment.  "Time-out, okay?' No answer.  "C'mon, this
isdumb.”  Nobody responded. "Loor? Get serious, dl right?'  Still no answer. | till couldn't seea
thing. | took afew steps and walked into awall. Ow! | backed off and fell on my butt.  "Thissucks" |
shouted in frustration. | knew they weren't going to hurt me, at least not serioudy, but till. Their smacks
stung! And not knowing when or where they would come from made it even worse. | couldn't defend
mysdlf. | couldn't fight back. | felt totally helpless. And tired. And sore. And angry. | had no ideawhat
this had to do with training asawarrior, but one thing was pretty clear: | was at their mercy, and they
weren't going to stop just because | complained. A quick glance at the horizon showed methat the
dark sky was growing lighter. | willed the sun to hurry up so | could see what was going on. | figured that
once | could see, at least I'd have a chance to defend myself. | didn't risk standing up again because |
was gtill disoriented. | got on my knees and crawled with my arm out to feel for thewall | had introduced
my head to. | felt the rough stone, put my shoulder to it, and cautioudy crawled away. | figured if they
wanted to smack me around, they were going to haveto find me. After crawling afew yards, | cameto a
doorway. | quickly rolled insde and sat with my back to thewall to catch my breath and wait for light.



| kept glancing out toward the dark compound. My heart raced because | didn't know if another
attack would come, or from where. It wastorture! | had to force mysdlf to control my breathing. And
listen. If | couldn't see them, | thought maybe | could hear them coming. But the only sound | heard was
the distant wail of the desert wind. Eventualy | started making out shapesin the Mooragj compound. Light
was coming, and with it, relief. | no longer cared that daytime would bring burning heat. Heat wasfine, so
longasl couldsee. A few minuteslater it got light enough that | could see something odd in the middle
of the compound. A structure had been erected that wasn't there yesterday. There were three sticks,
each about six feet long, forming atepee. Hanging down in the middle of thisframe wasasmall, black
bag that | recognized as a canteen. A canteen! Water! | suddenly redlized how thirsty | was. | wanted
that water. Loor said the spikes brought reward. Were these the spikes? | didn't care. | wastoo thirsty
to care. Without thinking another second, | got to my feet and sprinted for the center of the compound.
My eyeswere locked on the canteen. My only thought wasto get adrink. | was nearly there. | could
taste the water. | never thought that this could be atrap. | guess | wasn't thinking clearly. One second |
was sprinting for the tepee, the next second | tripped and did afull-on face-plant into the sand. Ouch. |
looked back to see that another long stick had been tossed in front of me. That'swhy my feet got tangled
and| aesand. Looking up, | saw Loor standing over me, holding still another one of those long sticks.
"Y ou have not earned that water,” shesaid coldly. "Thisisstupid!" | shouted angrily. "What are you
trying to do, kill me?'  Loor stood there, staring at me, holding her long stick like aweapon. | redlized
that these thin sticks were the exact same size as the wooden weapons the Ghee used, but they were thin
and hollow, like bamboo. | also saw that strapped to her elbows and her knees were red, wooden
dticks. Spikes.  They were around an inch thick and stuck out about six inches. | remembered seeing
these before. When Spader and | came to Zadaa, we saw the Ghee warriors playing agame that was
like capture the flag. All the warriors wore these wooden spikes. Instead of besting each other up, the
ideawasto knock off their opponents spikes, sort of likein flag football. If you lost al your spikes, you
were "dead" and had to leavethegame. "Oh, | get it," | said snottily. "I'm supposed to knock off those
spikesto get water? Forget it. | don't want to play this game. | asked you to train meto be awarrior, not
put me through somekind of initiation.” | moved to get up, but Loor poked mein the chest, knocking
me back down. "Stopit!" | shouted. "I'm done, dl right!" "1 cannot give you physica strength,
Pendragon,” Loor said coldly. "Nor can | give you the skillsto fight in the short time we have. Our only
hopeisto train you to think asawarrior, and to act without thinking."  "What?" | shot back. "That's
nothing!"  "No," shesaid quickly. "It iseverything. Y ou have the courage. Y ou have the wisdom. Y ou
are agile and quick to react. Thosetools are far more useful than physica strength. But they must be
developed.” "All | wanted wasto learn how to use awespon,” | complained.  Loor tossed her stick
asdeand sad, "Very well. Take one of my spikesand the water isyours.” | dowly got to my feet.
Loor was now weaponless, but | wasn't dumb enough to think she couldn't still kick my butt. Thiswasn't
going to be afight-it was about my grabbing one of those red spikes. How tough could it be?1
approached her cautioudy. She turned so that she no longer faced me head-on, but was leading with her
right shoulder and hip. The wooden spikes now pointed at me, teasingly close. All | had to do wasreach
out and grab one. | quickly grabbed for her shoulder, but it was afake and | went for the spike on her
knee. Shedidn't go for the fake and flicked my hand away as easly asif she were batting away a
mosguito. | grabbed at her elbow, she shifted dightly and pushed me forward, nearly knocking me off my
feet. | got mad. | dove to the ground, rolled and reached for the spike on her knee. She sidestepped. |
didn't come close. | jJumped back up and went straight for her, grabbing furioudy. She camly batted me
away again and again. And again. It was embarrassing. | fdlt likealittle kid trying to get my hat back
from the school bully. Findly, in frustration, | swept the thin bamlboo wegpon off the ground and svung it
at her. | didn't want to hit her, | just wanted her to knock it away so | could go in and grab one of the
spikes. | swung, she stepped aside, grabbed the other end, and yanked it down so hard it pulled me off
my feet. | let go, but not before being dragged to my knees, out of breath and exhausted.  Loor hadn't
even broken aswest. Sheleaned down to me and said, "Never makethe first move" "Okay, | get
your point,” | said. "Now can | have somewater?'  Loor walked over to the tepee of sticksand



yanked down the black canteen. "When you earnit,” she said, and left me knedling there, beaten.  The
worgt part was, my ordeal was only beginning. JOURNAL #21 (CONTINUED)
ZADAA Twoweeks. That's how long I'm guessing we spent at the Moorg camp. It felt like two
decades. It was the most grueling experience of my life, worsethan thetime | spent in that gar prison on
Edong. Therewas no rest. Ever. The cruel game was on 24/7-or whatever measure they useto figure
timehereon Zadaa. At first the only thing that kept me going was my anger at Loor and Alder and
Saangi for the torture they were putting me through. They were relentless. | soon realized why Loor
needed Alder's help. They took turnsworking me over. When they weren't making my life miserable,
they wereresting upto doiit al over again. | didn't have that luxury. | stole deep where | could, but it
wasn't dl that restful because | was never sureif one of them would pop up and start working me over
again. That'show intenseit was. | felt incredibly done. The only time anyone spoke to me was when they
were giving meingructions. There were no time-outs. We didn't hang around at the end of along day
and compare notes over cold drinks. | wasonmy own.  For meit was all about winning water, and
food. If | didn't earnit, | didn't drink. Or eat. Starvation is a pretty good motivator. It sure makes you
focus. Much of each day | spent wandering around Moorg, looking for where they kept the food. |
never found it. The others would be hiding, watching, and planning their next move. Without warning one
of them would legp in front of me, and atraining battle would follow.  Next up was Alder. He, too,
used the hollow bamboo pole rather than the more dangerous, wooden weapon. | guess | should be
grateful for something. I had my own pole, taken from the tepee that once held the canteen of water Loor
wouldn't let mehave. "Do not face me square-on,” Alder coached. "A smdler target isharder to hit.”

| attacked, swinging my pole a him. He knocked me away easily, then cracked me on the back of the
head. "Youreapretty bigtarget,” | said. "Why can't | hityou?" "Becauseyou aretrying,” Alder
answvered. "Don't givemethat Yodagarbage,” | said. "Tell mewhattodo.” "Reax," Alder
ingtructed. "If you are tense, you will make mistakes. Above dl, never makethefirg move” "Reax?In
afight?" I lunged a him with the stick straight out like asword. He easily knocked me away, spun, hit me
on the shoulders and then spun back and hit my shins. | fdlt like | wasfighting aswarm of bees. Alder
wore the four red spikes, just like Loor. | desperately needed to knock one of them off to get water, but
| might aswell have been swinging with my eyes closed. | had no chance. What was so amazing was that
| wasusing dl my energy to get nowhere, and he was bardly moving. After knocking meto my kneesone
last time, | looked up to seethat Alder wasgone.  "What's the matter?' | yelled to nobody. "Had
enough?' | got no answer. | didn't know if | waslearning anything, but | was definitely losing gas and
growing afew dozen black-and-blue marks. My throat felt like sandpaper. | was dizzy with hunger. |
needed to score one of those spikes or | wouldn't makeiit. | got my chance when Saangi appeared on
the far side of the compound. She stood holding the black canteen. | didn't want to look too desperate,
even though | was. | walked toward her, but dowly. | got about twenty yards away when she held up her
hand. | stopped and called out, "Isit your turn now?" "I'm hereto giveyou this," she called back,
and held up the black canteen. | could have kissed her, but realized it was probably too good to be
true. "What do | haveto dofor it?' | asked suspicioudy. "Comeand get it,” Saangi said camly. "Be
sureto watch whereyou step.”  Huh? | looked down to see she had stopped me about afoot from a
pit cut into the ground. It was only five feet deep, so | wouldn't have killed mysdlf if | fell in. But it would
have hurt. It was along rectangle that stretched between me and Saangi. | saw that it was around six feet
wide, with bars running across every four feet or 0.  "What isthis?' | caled out sarcadtically. "A test of
my courage?’  "No," Saangi answered. "It isatest of your balance. Make it across and the water is
yours."  Oh man. | was supposed to hop from bar to bar. Four feet apart may not seem like much, but
the bars |ooked to be around threeinches wide, and therewasadrop.  "What if | fall?' | asked. "Do
not,” Saangi said.  "Great. Thanksfor thetip." | wasscared. But | wasthirsty, too. | had to do this.
Without taking timeto think, | legped forward, landed on thefirst bar, lost my balance, and fell to the
dde. "Beginagain,” Saangi commanded. | went back to the beginning and legped for the first bar,
hit with both feet and pinwheded my armsuntil | got my balance.  "Bend your knees; Pendragon,”
Saangi said camly.  Oh. Right. | bent down and ingtantly got my balance. | took abreath and leaped



for the next bar, thistime keegping my knees bent. | madeit! Looking forward, | saw that there were only
ten more barsto go. It seemed like ahundred. | legped for the next one, and hit it off balance. | wobbled
back and forth and was ready to bail out to the side, but instead | launched for the next bar. | only got
onefoot onit...and fdl through. | caught the bar under my right armpit, making my newly healed ribs
burn with pain. But | refused to let go. | hung there for asecond, my legs swinging beneathme.  "If you
drop off," Saangi said camly, "you must start over.” | had earned these few bars; | was not about to
give them up. Do you know how hard it isto go from hanging below athree-inch-wide bar to getting
your feet up on top so you can stand on it? Neither did |. But | found out. | wrapped one leg around the
bar and twisted and pulled until | was Sitting on it. It gave me achanceto rest, but | still had to get up and
get moving. "Isthereatimelimittothis?' | asked. "No," Saangi answered. "Y ou will run out of
strength before you run out of time"  "Thanksfor the vote of confidence" | said. | cautioudy got one
foot up on the bar, put my weight on it, and was able to get my other knee up, and findly, my foot. |
was back on top! Balancing on athree-inch-wide beam wouldn't be al that hard if it wereflat on the
ground. Keeping your balance while hanging in the air was awhole nother matter.  "Pretend thereisno
pit," Saangi suggested, reading my mind.  "Easier said than done,” | replied. | decided to change my
tactics. Jumping onto a bar and stopping to get my balance wasn't going to work. | had to use
momentum. | figured thiswould either work, or I'd break my head. | bent my knees and leaped forward.
| hit the next bar with one foot, but rather than stopping, | kept my forward momentum going. | launched
off that foot and legped for the next bar. And the next and the next. It wasn't graceful, and | was dwaysa
breath away from falling, but it worked! | kept going over the last few rungs and with onefind lungel
landed on the other side, thrilled to be back on solid ground.  "Yed" | shouted invictory.  Saangi
didn't offer congratulations. | didn't want any. | wanted the canteen. She gaveit to me and Sarted
wakingaway. "What about food?' | asked. "Whenyou earnit,” she said without turning back. |
didn't care. | had water! | sat down and pulled out the leather plug, ready to down the whole canteen.
After one gulp of the sweet, ddliciousliquid, | forced mysdlf to dow down. Therewas no telling when I'd
get more. | didn't want to risk coughing and losing asingle drop. Besides, | wanted to enjoy it. So | took
my time, and | haveto say, it wasthe sweetest drink I'veever had.  Thethrill of victory didn't last long.
No sooner did | finish the water than | redlized | was il thirsty. And hungry. | knew that in order to
survivethisorded, | was going to have to conserve my energy. Whenever | got the chance, | kept to the
shadows or stayed in the barracks. When | wasn't looking for food, that is. Or fighting. And | fought a
lot. They dl took turns sparring with me, giving me hints, teaching me. Nobody ever got mad or
frustrated when | messed up, which was often. They didn't need to yell to make their point. They had a
much more effective technique. They hit me. Over and over. | dways knew when | messed up because
I'd get hit or knocked down. At one point | took off my Rokador jacket to see that | wastotaly covered
with black-and-blue marks. Not pretty.  Loor was the worst. She had no mercy. Thetwo of uswould
face off again and again. Day after day. Morning and night. After awhile| didn't even seeher asa
person. All I could see were those red spikes sticking out from her elbows and knees. Getting those
spikes meant getting food. That'sdl | cared dbout.  "Watch my eyes, and my center,” Loor would say,
pointing to her gut. "In battle the eyestell what your opponent isthinking; his center tellswhich way heis
going." Yeah. Whatever. I'd lungefor astake, and shed bat meaway. "Never makethe first move,”
shesadtimeand again. "How can | get one of those stakesif | don't try to get them?' I'd yell in
frugtration. Shewouldn't answer. | preferred fighting Saangi. She wasn't as quick as Loor nor as
strong as Alder. | took advantage of that. Rather than use my bamboo wesapon and try to outdud her, I'd
smply jump at her, take afew lumps, and grab aspike. Yed! It didn't take any skill. | didn't care. | was
hungry. Saangi was getting angry a mefor not following the rules, but hey, tough. Thiswas about
survival. If | didn't take advantage of Saangi, I'd have collapsed.  Nights were the worst. 1'd try to get
some deep, only to be thrown out of bed and dragged out into the compound for another game of "L et's
whack Bobby in the dark." During these fights| tried everything to defend myself and get in some shots
of my own, but it wasfutile. I'd stand there, waiting to get hit. If | heard asound, I'd flail at it, only to get
smacked around and pushed back.  "Never make the first move," Loor would remind me.  "What am



| supposed to do?' | complained. "Stand hereand takeit?' "Fed us" Alder would say.  Yeah, right.
Asthe dayswent on, Saangi was sent out to fight melessand less. Loor must havefdlt likel was
winning too much food from her, without the benefit of improving my skills. But Saangi till played apart.
She was the one who gave me the physical chalenges, like hopping over the bars of the pit. Moorg) was
full of these diabolica playground devices. Shewould always have areward, and dways make me work
for it. Some of the challengeswerefairly easy, like moving hand over hand on aframe that looked like
monkey bars a a school playground. Other times | had to do smple exerciseslike push-ups. Did | say
sample? They would have been easy in an air-conditioned gym. But in the shape | wasin, under the
burning sun, they were anything but smple. Other timesthe chalengesweretruly difficult, like running a
gauntlet of heavy stonesthat weretied to the ends of ropes. There were about twenty of these painful
pendulums. Saangi would get them al swinging in different directions, and 1'd have to run through without
getting hit. Usually I'd get beaned by one of the heavy stones, and let metell you, it hurt. Worse, I'd have
to start over. But every so often I'd make it through by ducking,  dodging, hesitating, and finaly diving
over thefinish line. My reward would sometimes be water; other timesit would befruit or bread. As
time passed | found mysalf winning more and more of these chalenges. The fact was, | was getting
stronger. And quicker. Winning some food helped build my strength too. But it was dl the exercise that
was paying off. | even got to the point where | could run acrossthe pit with the bars every time without
faling, no sweat. Well, okay, maybe some swest. It was hot. I've mentioned that, right?  When | wasn't
fighting, | took off my Rokador jacket and went bareback. Slowly my skin started turning brown. |
wasn't exactly Batu dark, but | was getting close. | didn't think anybody would mistake me for aGhee
warrior, but | waslooking less like awhite Rokador every day. And in spite of the daily pounding | was
taking, | wasfeeling better than ever. | think my body got used to getting hit, because the black-and-blue
marks went away. | even started to put on alittle muscle. | think the weight-lifting regimen that Ssangi put
methrough helped that.  But there was till something missing. Something big. Even though | was
becoming more agile and strong, | wasn't doing so well in the fighting department, and after dl, that's
what thiswas al about. As | wrote before, what kept me going throughout this orded was the fear of
facing Saint Dane again. Being in shape and having a nice tan wasn't going to help much in another degth
match. | was beginning to fear that in spite of dl this hard work, I might not be any better off. Then one
night | was dragged out of bed for another pitch-dark dap sesson.  "Fed us" Alderwouldsay.  "I'm
trying!" 1'd say, waving my arms around like afrantic chicken.  Whack. Whack.Hands would come
from nowhere to knock mearound. "How can you do that?" | screamed in frustration. ™Y ou can't see
me!"  "Weseeyou, Pendragon,” Alder said. "Not withour eyes” "That'sstupid!” | shouted. "Is
it?" Saangi said as she smacked me around afew times. | wanted to cry in frustration, and agony.
"What does this have to do with being awarrior?' | screamed.  "Itisnt magic,” Loor said. "Fightingisa
dance. Every move brings another. If you can sense your opponent, sense his movements, sense his
strength and weakness, you will own him."  Right. Use the Force, Luke. | tried to control my breathing.
| even closed my eyes. Why not? They weren't doing me any good. | listened. They weren't ghosts. They
had to breathe. They had to move. They had to give off heat and smell. As| stood there, trying to use
every other sense but sight, | felt something. It was nothing more than awisp of air onmy arm. It lasted a
nano-second. It was adight breeze that came from something moving past. It was smdl, but | definitely
felt it. Without taking asecond to anayze, | reacted by sweeping my hand out to where | felt the body
might be...and dapped somebody onthearm! | was so surprised, | actudly said, "Oh! Sorry!"  An
instant later, something was dropped at my feet. | didn't seeit, but | felt it and jumped back in surprise. |
had no ideawhat it could have been, though | expected it to be some kind of decoy-trick so that when |
reached downto grabit, I'd get pummeled again. So | didn't move. Instead, | closed my eyes  and
tried to sense the others. Thisis going to sound strange, but after a second, | knew they were aready
gone. | had felt them. Or should | say, | didn't fed them anymore. | don't know how elseto describeit.
After afew more moments, | cautioudy knelt down to find out what had been thrown on the ground in
front of me. | reached out and ingtantly felt something familiar, and welcome. It was a canteen full of
water. Right next to it was apiece of fruit that felt like apear. It was areward. | had done something



right. It wasn't just luck, ether. | had found my opponent without using my eyes. Had | made a
breakthrough? | figured | must have, seeing as| was not only given areward of food and water, but was
then alowed to deep through the night without getting another beeting. It wasthefirst full night'srest |
had since my stay at the Batu hospital. Man, | neededit. | wasfedling pretty good about mysdlf, asif |
had findly learned something. That was the good news. Bad newswasthat Loor felt the same way. | had
finally shown ahint of promise; therefore she no longer felt the need to show me mercy. What followed
on that dry, dusty training ground of Moorg was the most grueling battle | had been through since my
bout with Saint Dane.  Thiswas going to be my find exam, and it wasn't going to be pretty.
JOURNAL#21 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Counter ablock with a
strike," L ooringtructed.” Itis when your opponent isthe most vulnerable.”  Itried.Overand
over.|hadbeentrying.Loorwould swing at me,l'd block it, but whenltried to counter with an attack, shed
quickly back off, or counter that move with astrike of her own and smack meHard. "That's not
fair,"Ishouted."It's like you know whatl'm goingto do."  "ldo,"Looranswered. "Let'skeep
going,"lsaid, bearing down.  "Thethird moveisthe most important,” she explained." Thatis the Strike that
will count.”  "I'mtrying!"Ishouted in frustration.  "Faster!"she commanded. Itried.Itried.Itried.Ifaled
every time.ltwas making me crazy.Wewent at it for hours.Myhands were getting raw from squeezing the
bamboo pole.lwas so thirstylwas nauseous.Still, Loorwoul dn't stop, andiwasn't about to give
up.Oncewhen she was walking back to get into position,|jumped at her to try and grab one of the
pikes.Ifiguredl'd catch her unaware. | didn't. It was like she had eyesin the back of her head. Without
turning around, she jammed her pole a me, catching me in the gut, making me double over in pain.
"Never make thefirst move," shesaid. "Yeah, yeah, soyou say," | answered, grabbing my sore
gomach.  Thefight went on. Loor showed no sign of tiring. | showed no sign of making her tired. At
one point the two of us stood facing each other, not moving, which wasfine by me. | didn't want to get
hit again. It wasthen that | redized something odd. | actudly felt pretty good. Physicaly, | mean. In spite
of dl the sparring, | ill had my bresth. Saangi's challenges had hel ped build my endurance, and the
training had taught me to use my energy carefully. Now if | could only get afed for thefight!  Whack!l
got hit from behind. A quick spin showed methat Alder had joined the fun. No sooner did | look at him,
than Loor sprang and cracked me acrossthehead.  "Never take your eye off your opponent,” she
chastised. "But hewas my opponent!” | protested.  "We are both your opponents,” Alder said.
Thetwo circled me. "How can | keep my eyeon both of you?' | asked. "Fed us," Alder said.
Great. More Jedi talk. But the truth was, | started to think there was something to it. Loor was on one
dde, Alder on the other. | looked straight ahead, barely seeing them in my periphera vison. But | could
sensethem. | knew wherethey were.  Alder attacked. | dropped down and rolled away, popping
back up and expecting Loor to come from the other Side. That's exactly what happened. Loor camein
with her stick held high, ready to chop down at me. | was ready. She wasn't fast enough. When she
struck, | threw up my weapon and blocked the shot. Yes! But my victory didn't last. A second later
Alder cracked me acrossthehead, and | saw stars.  "What wasthat?' | yelled, jJumping up angrily. "l
thought it was al about thethird move?' "ltwas" Loor said. "l madeit.” "Exactly!" | countered.
"Alder, then me, thenyou, and | blocked it!"  "Of courseyou did," Loor said. "Because | made you
wait." Shewasright. | sensed it at thetime, but didn't react. She had comein way too dowly. Shewas
Setting me up. She made the third move dl right. The important move. The move that set Alder up for the
kill. I suddenly felt drained and frustrated. There was too much to learn, and we were taking too long to
do it. We needed to be out hunting for Saint Dane, not trying to teach the unteachable. | dropped my
shoulders, threw my wegpon down, and turned towalk away. "That'sit,” | said. "I'm done.”
"Pendragon,” Loor caled. | didn'tstop. "Pendragon!" shecdled again. For thefirst time since
this ordeal began, she sounded angry. | heard it in her voice. | sensed her tension. | felt her coming after
me. | kept walking. "1 will not alow you to give up!” sheshouted at me.  She had nearly caught up to
me. | could sense that she was reaching out to stop me. That's when | made my move. | dropped down,
swept my leg, and caught her on the backs of both knees. Loor went down hard. | sprang forward, put
my kneeto her chin, and leaned downto her.  "Never make thefirst move," | said. | reached back



and grabbed the red spikes from both her elbows, pulling each one off deliberately, enjoying mysdlf.

Alder laughed. It was as big and boisterous alaugh as | had ever heard from him. He came over and
picked me up off Loor likeadoll, giving me ahug. Loor got up and stood where she had fdlen. I've seen
Loor in many fights. Not just in the last few weeks, but againgt red enemies, when it counted. | had
never, ever seen anyone get the better of her. Asfar as| knew, | wasthefirst. She didn't say anything.
Sheonly stood there, saringat me.  "Hey," | said with ashrug. "Y ou're the one who said | had to be
clever." Loor stared me down for along moment, and then she smiled. In that oneingtant | felt al the
tenson melt away. My guess was that she didn't consider this adefesat, but avictory. She had actualy
managed to teach me something.  "We are done, Pendragon,” she said. "There is nothing more we can
teachyou here” "Surethereis” | said. "But we can't waste any moretime.”  "Do not underestimate
what you have learned,” Loor said. "Y ou have done far better than | expected.” "Serioudy?' | asked.

"You areready, my friend,” Alder said. | glanced between the two of them and added, "Y ou redlize
| hateyou both."  Neither were sure of how to react to that. | smiled and added, "But I'll get over it."

"Saangi!" Loor shouted out. Saangi instantly came running out from one of the buildingsto join us.
Loor said, "Saangi, please bring the remaining food and water to the deep area. Pendragon must eat.”

Saangi gave me one of her usud sour looks. | expected her to say something like: "Tell him to get it
himsalf." But instead she said, "It would be an honor." She smiled at me and ran off. Whoa. | didn't
expectthat. Alder said, "I will help Saangi." Hetook off, but not before saying, "1 am proud of you,
Pendragon.” Loor and | were done. It waskind of awkward. After having been "enemies’ for these
few weeks, it was hard to suddenly change my thinking.  "I'm not convinced thisdid any good,” | said.
"But thank you for trying." ™Y ou dways surprise me, Pendragon,” Loor said. "'l know how difficult this
wasfor you. Y ou have the courage and the will, but fighting isnot in your nature. Youdidwel."  "Wel,
thanks, but, 'mnowarrior.” "That istrue" Loor said. "If you meet Saint Dane again, he will not be
using toy wegpons.”  Oh, well. So much for building my confidence. Loor turned it around by stepping
up to me, holding my shoulders, and giving me akissonthecheek. "I am proud that you are my lead
Traveler," shesaid.  For once, | didn't know what to say. Redlly. | wasatota mess.  "Thereisonly
onetask left,” shesaid. "What'sthat?" | asked, fearing she had one last diabolical surprisein store.

"We must celebrate,” was her answer.  An hour later we were dl in the barracks, enjoying a spread
of food and water that was greater than anything | had seen in weeks. By Second Earth standards it
wasn't exactly Thanksgiving, but having the choice between severd fruits and dried mests and |oaves of
bread was aluxury | wasn't used to. | learned that Saangi had been making daily stedlth trips back and
forth between Moorg and Xhaxhu to replenish our supplies.  (Inever did find out where she was hiding
the stuff.) | figuredihad to be careful about eating too much because my stomach had probably shrunk to
the size of awalnut. | didn't want to load up and then heave in front of everybody. That would have
ruined the party for sure, and wasted abunch of good food. It felt like alast meal and acelebration
rolled into one. Training was over. We were on the same team again. | knew that we were dl thinking
about how we would now have to turn our sitestoward our real enemy, but after working so hard for so
long, we deserved avacation, evenif it was only for acouple of minutes.  "To Pendragon!” Alder said
whileliftingacanteentotoast. "To Pendragon!" Loor and Saangi echoed. "1 have one request,” Loor
sad. "What'sthat?' | asked.  "You must remain true to who you are,”" she said. "Y ou have new sills; it
does not mean you must usethem.”  "Believeme," | said, "if | never had to fight again, 1'd be ahappy
guy. All you've doneis give me a better shot at surviving. For that, | can't thank you enough. All of you."

| raised my own canteen to them, and we drank atoast. After drinking, Loor pulled something out
from beneath one of thebunks. ™Y ou now fight like aGhee," she said. "With your dark skin, you
amost look likeaBatu. AlImost.” Weadl chuckled.  She continued, "Therefore, you should dresslike
one" Loor handed methe clothes| would be wearing from then on-the lightweight leather armor of a
Gheewarrior. "Areyou sure?' | asked with surprise.  "You are not aRokador,” shesaid. "Thereis
no longer any sensein pretendingtobeone”  "Thank you, Loor," | said. "I'm honored. | redly am."

| took the clothing reverently. With alittle help from Saangi, who had to explain exactly how to put it
on, | donned the armor of aGhee. | guess caling it armor is mideading. It was more like black clothing



that had leather padsto protect vita areaslike the chest, kidneys, and of course, the groin. Always gotta
protect the groin. The deeves and pants were short, but there were extra pads for the forearms that
reminded me of the braces | used to wear when street skating. Same with my knees. It was all pretty
comfortable, and | could move easily. | even liked the sandas. They had more protection than the open,
Rokador variety. And | could keep on my boxers. That waskey. When | was dressed, | stepped
back and said, "How do | look?'  Alder smiled and said, "Intimidating.” "Yeah, right,”" | said
sarcadticaly. But the truth was, wearing this armor made mefed alittle more formidable. Who knows?
Maybe | had actualy come alittle closer to my fantasy image of afierce warrior. Or maybe | was
kidding mysdf. "Youlook good," Saangi said. "Nothing like aGhee, but good."  She was humoring
me. That was okay. All | cared about was not looking like alittle kid wearing my daddy'sarmor.  "You
will dsoneed this" Loor said.  From under the bunk she pulled out the last piece in the puzzle. It was
an officia stave, the wooden weapon used by Ghee warriors. It was around six feet long and afew
inchesthick. It got thicker toward either end s0 it looked sort of like along, double-ended club. It was
pretty worn, too. Thiswespon had seen action. The wood was stained dark from swest, and for all |
knew, blood. No question, this weapon had aton of history. Asit turned out, | was absolutely correct.
Loor held the stave out reverently and said, "Thiswas the weagpon of my mother, Osa” My throat
clutched. Osa. The Traveler from Zadaabefore Loor. Thelast time | saw her, it wasin abattle to defend
me. She saved my life, and lost hers. | didn't fed worthy to take her weapon. "l can't,” | said.  "You
can," Loor said firmly. "l believethisistheway it wasmeanttobe” | hesitated, but onelook in Loor's
eyestold me she truly wanted meto haveit. | tentatively reached out and took it. Of course, it was
heavier than the bamboo poles | had been fighting with. More important, | felt Osas spirit in thisweapon.
| looked at Loor and said, "I don't know what tosay.” "Say you will honor the memory of my
mother,” Loor said.  "I'll domy best."  Loor nodded. It was abittersweet moment. | looked at
Alder and said, "By coming here you may have saved my life. I'mreally grateful.”  "You say that asif |
am about to leave,” hereplied. ™Y ou've doneyour part,” | said. ™Y ou should return to Denduron.”
Alder picked up the short, meta rod that was the Rokador weapon. With his size and white skin, he
gtill looked very much like aRokador. Therewasno sensein dressing him likeaGhee. "l ama
Traveler," Alder said. "That is reason enough. Loor hel ped us save Denduron; it istimeto return the
favor." | lookedto Loor. Shenodded. | took Osas stave and flipped it over my back until it was
firmly wedged into the leather harness that Saangi had fitted to me. I'd like to say thet | felt al sorts of
menacing with my armor and wegpon, but after al the gruding training | had been through, the one thing
nobody prepared me for was walking around with abig old stick strapped to my back. Talk about
awkward! It took me awhileto figure out how to position it so | could turn around without whacking
somebody. Thefirst timel moved, | nearly beaned Alder.  Helaughed and said, "We are on the same
sdeagain, remember?’  "Sorry," | said, embarrassed. Y eah, | wasabadasswarrior al right. | felt
more like one of the Three Stooges. "Why didn't you guys teach me how to ded with this?' | said, turning
around comicaly, nearly hitting Loor and Saangi, ddiberately. Both ducked out of the way and laughed.
"Thisisawhole nother kill," | said, laughing. | spun quickly. Alder had to duck or he would have
gotten hit. He laughed. "Oops, sorry!" | said, joking. | turned to help him up, nearly hitting Loor and
Saangi again. | spun back to them. "Oh, I'm sorry!" | was having fun, for the first time since | could
remember. We dl were. Even Saangi. To be hone, it wasn't dl that funny, but when you don't have
much e seto laugh about, you take the yuks where you can get them. | spun around the room afew more
times, pretending to apologize to one person for nearly hitting them while nearly whacking another one
behind me until findly, I hit Alder. He lurched forward, overdoing it. We dl laughed. He staggered afew
seps, and we dl kept laughing until | registered the look on Alder's face. He wasn't laughing. Thiswasno
joke.  "Jeez, man, I'msorry,” | said. "Did | redly nail you?'  Alder's eyes were wide with shock. He
fell to hisknee, and turned until we al saw something that made the party stop as quickly asif somebody
had flipped off alight switch.  Sticking out of Alder's shoulder wasasted arrow.  Thefour of us
froze. It made no sense. | hadn't seen anything like thison Zadaa before. But Loor had.  "Tiggend”
Loor shouted. "We are being attacked!" JOURNAL #21 (CONTINUED) ZADAA



Zing! Another arrow flew through the doorway, whizzed across the room, and imbedded itsdlf into the
far wall. "Down!" Loor shouted. Weadll hit the ground. Loor tackled Alder, making sure that he was
out of harm'sway. "Isthisit?" | asked in astrained whisper. "Hasthewar begun?’  "No," Saangi
answered. "1 wasin Xhaxhu thismorning. Therewas no planto attack.” "Then maybe the Rokador are
griking first," | said. "That would be suicide,” Loor answered. "And even if they were, why would they
attack usout hereinthedesert?"  Good point. Whoever was attacking, this wasn't about the conflict
between the Batu and the Rokador. Thiswas about us. Ohjoy. "l amal right,” Alder said, though |
could tel hewas gritting histeeth in pain. | could see ablossom of red spreading out from the arrow,
soaking hiswhite Rokador tunic. "Leave me here,” he said. "Take the battletothem.”  Loor didn't have
to be told twice. Sherolled acrossthe floor toward the back window and crouched up on her feet, ready
to go. "Stay with him, Pendragon,” she said. A moment later she prang up and launched hersdlf out the
window. | had to make aquick decison. Was| going to stay here with Alder and hope Loor could
protect us? Or was now the time to step up to the plate and use my new skills? | looked a Alder. | think
thelook in my eyestold himwhat my decisonwas.  "You areready,” wasdl hesad, asif to assure
me. "Becareful.” "Stay with him, Saangi,” | ordered, and rolled for the back window as | had seen
Loor do. "Loor told you to stay herel” Saangi protested.  "And nowl'mtellingyouto stay here," | shot
back. As| stood under that window, | redized that my earlier fight with Loor wasn't my fina exam after
al. That was only apop quiz. My true fina exam was about to be given now, and thistime it wasn't
againgt afriend. Was| ready? It didn't matter. Failing thistest would mean desth. | legped up and
hoisted mysdlf out the window. I'd forgotten that Osas stave was till in the ding on my back. As| went
through the opening, | caught one end of the wegpon on the window frame. It threw me off balance, and
| ended up tumbling down and hitting the ground, back firgt. Thistime being clumsy with the wegpon
waan't so funny. | didn't havetimeto fed dumb, though. I quickly jumped up and threw mysdlf againgt the
wall, bracing mysdlf to get hit with one of those stedl arrows. A quick look around told me | wasdone. |
quickly yanked the stave out of the ding and ran to the edge of the building to find Loor. | got to the
corner and cautioudy looked around to witness a curious scene. Loor was standing in the middle of the
dusty training ground. Facing her were six Tiggen guards, with their goggles on and their heads wrapped.
Thisdidn't look like awarm reunion, like when we met those guys on the farm. Everyone here looked
tense, with their legs set wide and their weapons ready. Four of them held stedl batons. Thefifth had a
wespon that looked like amedieval crossbow. Only thisthing was loaded with arow of sted arrows.
Two of them had aready been fired. One was sticking out of Alder's shoulder. Stranger till, he had the
weapon trained on the back of the last Tiggen guard! It wasthe only guard | recognized, because he had
removed his goggles. It was Bokka, Loor'sfriend. He stood between Loor and the five others, with a
loaded crossbhow aimed at hisback. | had no ideawhat was going on, though one thing | was pretty sure
of. Thiswas no socid call. Therewas going to be moretrouble.  No sooner did | survey the scene,
then dl hell broke loose. It started with adark streak flying toward the group. At first | thought it wasa
bird swooping in, but aquick ook showed methat it was Saangi's wooden stave. She had hurled it at the
Tiggen guards like aspear. A second later | saw her sprinting toward the group. She hadn't followed my
ingtructions and stayed with Alder. No surprise. Saangi wasn't big on following orders. Then again, |
didn't follow Loor's orders either, so | shouldn't criticize. The stave hit the Tiggen with the crossbow,
knocking it out of his hands. Instantly Loor attacked. The battle was on. Without taking a second to try
and figure out what was happening, | bolted for the group. | had no ideawhat | was going to do, but |
wasabouttodoit. A quick look told methat Loor was fighting two of the guards. Seangi went after a
third. Bokka had turned and tackled the last one, wrestling him for control of his steel baton-weapon. |
didn't understand. What had happened that the Tiggens were now against Bokka? There wasn't timeto
andyze. | went after the leader, who was scrambling to pick up his crossbow. He saw me @ the last
second, flying in with the stave held high. He didn't have timeto pick up the wegpon and aim. Instead he
grabbed it and threw it a me. | deflected it with no problem, but it gave him timeto pull his own sted
baton from hisbelt. I till hadn't seen how the Tiggen guards used this short weapon. It looked pretty
solid and would probably hurt if it made contact. | figured that with my longer stave | could keep him far



enough away so | wouldn't get hit. I'd only bein troubleif | let himinsde. Or so | thought. | can't say
that | flashed back on all the lessonsthat | had been through over the past few weeks. | didn't. Except for
one. Loor taught meto think like awarrior, and act without thinking. She had trained mewell. Every
move | made from that point on, | did by ingtinct. If | had taken thetimeto think, I'd bedead. |
quickly redized that my opponent wasn't dl that skilled. He was clumsy, and swung his baton wildly, like
aguy with atennisracket trying to swat abee. | guessthat's why he had the crossbow. He was a better
marksman than afighter. Hed swing a me, I'd knock his shot away, and the following shot, then counter
with ablow to the chest, or the head. | kept getting the third shot in. | waswinning. It was easy. Fighting
Loor and Alder was alot more difficult than dudling thisloser. Of course, | didn't think about that at the
time. | justletitfly. Therewasonly one problem. Thiswasthefirst real fight | had beenin. | was used
to sparring againgt friends with alightweight bamboo pole. Osa's stave was heavy! | could handleit okay,
but | wasdower. And | didn't know how much force to put behind it. I think the wholetime | was
fighting in the training camp, | subconscioudy held back, knowing that | wasfighting friends. It was more
about technique than intent. Here | needed to clobber thisguy. But as often as1'd hit him, and it was
pretty often, he didn't seem to be affected by it. Now that | think back on thisfight, | redize thet thereis
abig difference between sparring, and full-speed fighting. | ill didn't quite know how to do it, and it
nearly cost memy life.  Loor had dready knocked one guy out, and was battling the second. Saangi
was holding her own. | figured she only had to last long enough for Loor to dispatch her second
opponent before Loor would help her out. One thing was pretty clear: the Ghee were better fighters than
the Tiggen guards. It was good to be aGhee. | also saw that Bokka was wrestling with the last guard
and seemed to bein controal. It looked asif thisfight would be over quickly, and we'd get some answers
astowhat wasgoingon. It turned out not to be that easy. Up until that moment, | had easily knocked
away every attack my opponent made. It was so effortless, | got cocky. | knew | could beat this guy, so
| turned my thoughts to what was going to happen after the fight. It was anear fatal mentd lapse. | should
havefinished him. | didn't. In that quick moment the guy thrust his baton at me. There wasn't much force
behind it, but that didn't matter. In that one second | learned what the steel baton weapons were al
about. The stedl grazed my shoulder, and my arm went numb. | was hit with ajolt of eectricity! These
stedd wegponswere stun guns! Suddenly | couldn't use my arm. Osa's stave fdll out of my limp hand. |
had to quickly react and shift the balance with my other hand, or the Tiggen would have knocked it out of
my grasp entirely and I'd have been defensdess. | could barely control the stave with my one good
hand, and there was no way | could counter with an attack. | had al | could do just to keep this guy from
jabbing me with that cattle prod again. The guy lunged at me. | backed off, but rather than attack, the guy
doveto the ground, away from me. Thiswas anew tactic. What was he doing? He hit the ground, rolled,
and scooped up his crossbow. Uh-oh. Herolled into akneeling position, ready to fire. | wasthe target. |
wasdead. "Pendragon!” cameashout. It was enough to make my killer hesitate. A silver blur
flashed toward him that nailed him square in the head, knocking him down. It was a Rokador baton. A
quick look back showed mewhere it had comefrom.  Alder had thrown it. He had come out of the
safety of the barracksto save my life. But he was hurting. The arrow was till in his shoulder. Blood was
spreading. The Tiggen guard that Saangi had been fighting knocked her down, and went after the more
dangerous adversary, Alder. He lunged a Alder, smashing his baton across Alder'sface. It was a brutal
shot, made more so by thefact that Alder took the brunt of the electrical charge. | saw hisbody gtiffen as
hefell back. | flashed back to the moment when the flume was collapsing on E€long, and the rock fell
from above, hitting the head of Kasha, the Traveler. It killed her. | couldn't bear to see this happen to
another Traveler. Another friend. | screamed and sprinted across the sandy yard and tackled Alder's
attacker. The guy never saw me coming. | smashed his hand into the ground, making him drop his baton.
"Pendragon!” | heard Saangi yell. | looked up in time to see something that made me freeze like a deer
in the headlights. The Tiggen leader that Alder had beaned with his wegpon wasn't knocked out. He had
recovered his crossbow. It was up on his shoulder. His eye was dong the barrel to takeaim... a me.
Loor was dtill fighting. Bokkawas gtill wrestling. Saangi wasn't close to him. There was nothing to stop
thisguy from firing, and | was dead squarein hissights.  Therewas nothing | could do, no placeto



hide. All this guy had to do was pull thetrigger and I'd be done. | figured I'd dive away as soon as he
fired, but if those lethd little spears were as fast as 1'd seen before, | wouldn't stand a chance. | braced
mysdlf, ready to divein ether direction. That's when the Tiggen n did something | didn't expect.
He kept hiseyeto the barrel of the weapon, but turned away from me. What was he doing? Had he
changed hismind? The answer came a second later. He was no longer interested in me. He had
another target in mind. No sooner did he turn the weapon away, than hefired. Once, twice, three times.
Rapid fire. Aseach arrow was released | heard asmall snapping sound, and awhoosh asthe missiles
shot acrossthe training ground toward their target. Bokka.  Bokkahad just thrown the Tiggen he
had been wrestling to the ground and was getting to hisfeet. He never madeit. Thevolley of arrows hit
him square in the chest. In his heart. One after the other. The force stood him straight up. He stood there
for asecond with wide, unbelieving eyes, then fdll flat onto hisback. "Bokkal" Loor screamed. With
one shot she nailed the Tiggen she had been fighting, and ran for her friend. | didn't know what she
planned on doing. He was beyond help before he even hit the ground. My fear wasthat the n
would start shooting at Loor. | grabbed the Tiggen baton off the ground and started after the assassin,
but he quickly turned and aimed his crossbow a& me.  "Do not move," he said with no emotion. He
didn't haveto tell metwice. Thisguy wasn't afraid to shoot. | froze. He motioned with the weapon for me
to movetoward Loor. | did what | wastold. He glanced at Saangi, who also got the message. Both of us
waxily circled to join Loor. Aswe walked, the other Tiggen guards dowly got to their feet. They had
been beaten up pretty badly, but the guy with the crossbow held dl the cards. The other Tiggens limped
toward the n. | glanced back to Alder, who was lying on his back, not moving. | didn't know if he
was dead or alive. His blood was seeping onto the sand, which was actualy good news. It meant his
heart was still beating. But for how long?  Loor knelt on the sand with Bokka's head in her 1ap. |
remembered the horrible moment when she had done the same with her mother, Osa. It was acrud twist
of fate that Loor now had to see another loved one die the same way. As sad asthat was, we had more
pressing problemsto deal with. Saangi and | joined Loor. | looked back to see the Tiggen guards gather
around the n, whose wegpon was aimed at us. Two words came to mind: firing squad. If the
Tiggen guard wanted to kill us, there wasn't awhole lot we could do about it.  "Why?" | asked. "Weve
donenothingtoyou." "Bokkawasatraitor," the assassin said. "He deserved to die. We came for him,
notyou." The assassin took a step backward, while keeping the weapon on us. The othersfollowed,
but kept their eyesonus.  "Do not follow us," he said. "Or you will diealong withhim."  The other
Tiggensturned and jogged off. We didn't move. It wasn't worth it. A moment later they were gone. They
probably crawled back into the sand and dithered off like the snakes they were. | was numb. None of
thismadesense.  "Kidik," Bokkawhispered. Hewasadivel The poor guy wasfighting to stay
focused. "Quiet," Loor said, cradling hishead. "Wewill carefor you." "I know thetruth," Bokka
wheezed. "I cameto tell you. They followed me, to ssopme.”  Thiswas horrible. Bokkawas dying.
With hislast few bresths he was trying to tell us something that was important enough to be murdered
for. With oneweak hand, he motioned to hisboot. "What?' | asked. "Look," hesaid. TheTiggen
guards didn't wear open sandals like the rest of the Rokador. They wore soft, sand-colored leather boots
that reached nearly to their knees. | saw that tucked into hisright boot, barely poking out the top, wasa
folded piece of parchment paper. | pulled it out and unfolded it. twasamap. "Go to Kidik," Bokka
rasped. He wasfading fast. "Thetruth lies beyond the city, out in the center. It is... itis...anightmare.”"
"What isthe truth?' Loor asked. | could seethat her eyes were tearing up. Her best friend was about
todie "Find theman," Bokkawheezed. "The stranger.” He coughed, gasping for breath.  "What
man, Bokka?' | asked. "What isthetruth?'  Bokkatried to focus on me, but he was dipping fast. "He
saysheisfromyour tribe, Pendragon.” "What?' | shouted insurprise.  "Beyond the city. Thereisa
vehiclewaiting to takeyou there. Find him."  "Whoishe, Bokka?' Bokkacoughed. It was painful to
watch. | found mysdlf taking adeep breath, asif it would help him breathe. It didn't. He winced, but
forced himsdf to focus. Helooked meright intheeyeand said, "Hisnameis...Saint Dane” They
were the last two words he would ever speak. JOURNAL #21 (CONTINUED)
ZADAA Thenext few hours passed in ablur. Wefirst brought Bokka's body into the barracks and



covered him. Loor was amazingly stoic. | couldn't imagine what was going through her head. Her best
friend from birth had been killed by his own people. The only way | could relate would beto imagine if
something happened to either of you two guys, Mark and Courtney. It was beyond horrible. Bokkadied
trying to help Loor. To help us. | regretted ever being jealous of the guy. Hewas ahero. Sill, Loor
couldn't dlow herself time to mourn. We needed to take care of theliving, and Alder needed help. Fast.
Weknew whereto getit. We awkwardly carried the injured Bedoowan knight to the entrance to the
underground, and the small train that would take us back to the crossroads. It wasn't easy. Alder wasbig
and heavy. None of us complained. Aswe traveled long in that miniaturetrain, | hoped that we wouldn't
run into the Tiggen assassins. If they thought we were following them, well, let'sjust say I'm redlly glad
wedidn't seethem.  We madeit through the crossroads without problems, and continued the journey
back to Xhaxhu. Luckily we found a cart that we were able to load Alder into so we could push him
along. Without that cart it would have taken us twice as long to get back, and every second counted. We
had to be careful, though. We didn't want to take the arrow out. Loor said it would only make him bleed
more.  Throughout the trip, none of us said anything about Bokka's last words. There would betime
for that later. Now it was all about Alder. Aswe moved quickly through the tunnels, al | could do was
gare at him and hope that we wouldn't be losing another Traveler. The thought was too painful to even
imagine. Loor had her hand over Alder's heart, asif trying to transmit some kind of cosmic energy into his
body to keep him dive. It was swest, and gut-wrenching at the sametime.  Our goa wasto get back
to the hospital where | had been treated, and hope that the doctor who cared for me would be willing to
help. By thetimewe arrived in Xhaxhu it was night, so we were able to use the darkness for cover aswe
made our way through the streets to the hospital pyramid. We found our way in and brought Alder to a
quiet room, away from suspicious eyes, while Saangi went to find the doctor who had trested me. It
didn't take her long. She found him and immediately brought him to the secluded room. When he saw us,
his shouldersfell. He did not want the responsibility of caring for another Rokador.  "What isyour
name?' | askedthedoctor. "Nazsha," the man answered. | spoke dowly and sincerdly, in the hope
that whatever abilities of persuasion | had asa Traveler would kick in. If we ever needed them, it was
now. "Whenyou treated me, Nazsha," | said, "you said you thought | could help the Batu. Y ou were
right. That'swhat I'm trying to do. And soisthisinjured man."  Alder was ill unconscious. Hiswhite
Rokador tunic was drenched in his own blood. He was dlive, but | didn't know for how much longer.
The doctor gave him aquick look and said, "That isthe arrow of aRokador.”  "Itis" I sad. "And
you now wear the armor of aGhee," hesaid, confused. Y ou wereright before,” | said. "We aren't
Rokador. Without your help, helll die”  The doctor looked a me. | saw the questionsin hiseyes. If he
didn't believe we were there to help the Batu, at least | hoped he was like the doctors on Second Earth
who were supposed to help the sick and injured, no matter what.  "This could bring metrouble," he
sad. "Maybe" | replied. "But isn't al of Xhaxhu dready in serioustrouble?’  The doctor looked
back to Alder. | could tell he was debating with himsalf about what to do.  "Bring him," Nazshafindly
ordered. I'd liketo take the credit for convincing the guy to help, but | think it was more because he
wasthe kind of guy who aways helped those in need. Loor and | each took one of Alder'sarmsand
carried the big knight through the sandstone corridors to aforgotten area deep within the bowel s of the
hospita. There, safely away from curious eyes, the doctor went to work. He cut off Alder's
blood-soaked clothing and pulled out the arrow, which | couldn't watch. The squishy, sucking sound was
bad enough. Alder looked pale, and not just Rokador-pale. It was from the blood loss. Doctor Nazsha
cleaned him up and packed the wound with something that |ooked like leaves dipped in honey. Hethen
went to work with needle and thread to close it up. | guess| don't have to point out that | didn't watch
that, either. After he finished sewing, he dressed the wound with some salve and forced Alder to drink a
variety of potions, which wasn't easy snce Alder was pretty out of it. "I will continue to administer the
medication,” the doctor said. "I do not believe the arrow damaged anything vital, but the blood loss may
have been too much. Therest isup to your friend. If helivesthrough the night, he may survive” "Can
wedtay here?' | asked.  "If you wish," the doctor asked. "But | cannot protect you if a Ghee discovers
you. | am not abrave man. | will help care for your friend, but | an not awarrior.” ™Y ou'rewrong,” |



sad. "Youreavery brave man. Thank you.".  The doctor left, with the promise to return frequently.

"I must returnto Moorg)," Loor said. "Bokkamust be taken careof.” | wanted to argue. It was
dangerous to go back through the underground. But if Loor wanted to go, | wasn't about to stop her.
She left without saying another word. Saangi stayed with me. | think Loor wanted her therein case there
was trouble. Or maybe she wanted to take care of Bokka's body aone. Either way, Saangi and | stayed
with Alder. Doctor Nazshawas true to hisword. Every few hours he returned to change Alder's dressing
and give him more liquid. The guy probably didn't deep dl night. Hewasagood doctor.  After
spending afew hoursthere watching over Alder, Saangi went out to get some food and water. That was
fine, but | didn't have the energy to est. All | wanted was to be unconscious. | was dog-tired. But as best
as| was, | couldn't knock off. Random thoughts kept bouncing around my head like afoosball game with
twelvebdls. There have been many timessince| left homethat | questioned whether it was amistake
that | had becomeaTraveler.  Did | say "many times'? How about afew hundred timesaday? |
wrote to you before about Gunny's theory. He thinks that somebody actually chose the Traveers, though
he has no ideawnho that could be. If it'strue, when | meet him thefirst thing I'm going to ask that guy is:
"Why me?' | guess1'd done okay so far, but if | were asked to describe the perfect Traveler, it sure
wouldn't be me. As| sat there, trying not to stress over these cosmic questions that had no answers, |
heard afamiliar voice. "How ishe?' | looked up to see Loor standing inthedoorway. "Thesame” |
said. "But | think that'sagood thing." Loor waked over to Alder and put ahand on hisforehead. |
watched her, thinking that when | met that mysterious guy who chose the Travelers, the one question
Iwouldn'thaveto ask is: "Why Loor?' | knew why Loor. She was strong. She was brave. Shewas
sample, but | mean that in agood way. She didn't overandyze everything theway | did. Right and wrong
were as easy for her to pick out asleft and right. All the Travelers are special in some way, but | haveto
say that Loor is our backbone. If we lost her, we'd be done. | know | would. | actualy thought ahead to
atimein the future when this battle with Saint Dane would be over. Would | ever see Loor again? Would
| continue to ride the flumes? Would she come to Second Earth? | couldn't imagine life without her being
part of it. How that might work was awhole nother problem for another day. | dready had too many
balls bouncing around the fooshal tablein my brain to worry about that.  Sheleft Alder and walked
over to me. "Bokkaisat rest,” she said before | had the chance to ask her. "I honored him in the
traditional way." | knew what that meant. She had cremated Bokka's body, the same aswe did with
Kasha. | couldn't begin to imagine how tough that was. | didn'twantto. "I'm sorry, Loor" wasall |
could say. "l wish | knew him better.”  "In many ways he waslike you," she said. "He believed that
good could be found in everyone. That waswhat | liked most about him." 1 nodded. "Pendragon?”’
camearaspy voice. ItwasAlder. Hewasawake! Loor and | hurried to the bed to see that his eyes
were open. They were unfocused and glassy, but open. | wasn't sureif that was from the blood loss, or
the wacky mind-numbing medicines the doctor had been pumpingintohim.  "Water," he crosked. |
grabbed a cup and brought it to hislips. Alder raised his head to take afew sips, then dropped back
down asif the effort weretoo much.  "Wesek," hewhispered. "I hear you," | said. "But you're gonna
be okay." At that moment Doctor Nazsha entered, along with Seangi. "He'sawake!" | announced.

The doctor went right to Alder and did aquick exam. "I am amazed,” Nazsha said. "Hiswounds
are heding." Helooked a me and added, "Y ou and your friend have remarkable recuperative powers.”

Wedid? When | wasin that hospital it sure felt like my recovery took along time. But then again, I'd
never had my entire body pummeled and broken before, so | didn't have any frame of reference.  The
doctor continued, "If thereisno infection, | believe hewill befine" Reief?Y eah, that'san
understatement. Even Saangi smiled. More surprising than that, Loor hugged me. Loor. Cold,
professional Loor. | didn't know if this meant she waswarming up, or she wastotaly relieved that she
wouldn't have to witness the desths of two friends. It didn't matter. | hugged her back.  Alder rasped,
"| fedd asweak asababy.” Loor said, "Not for long. Y ou are stronger than any Ghee"  The doctor
sad, "1t will take time before you will be well enough to move. | will carefor you until then.”  Alder
nodded and fell back to deep. Lucky him.  "Thanks, Doctor,” | said. ™Y ou did agood thing here."

Nazshanhodded and said, "I trust you will be as successful inyour quest." Heleft. The pressure was



off. Alder would live. Knowing that, my mind instantly went to the challengeahead. "I know thisis
tough to talk about,” | began. "But we have to. Bokkadied trying to give usinformation. Something is
going on with the Rokador. It was so important that he was killed by his own people to siop him from
telingus” "Hesaditwasanightmare,” Saangi added. "Right, nightmare” | said. "Remind you of
anyone?' "Saint Dane" Loor said. "Yeah, Saint Dane" | echoed. "Tell me about Kidik. It'sacity,
right?" "Itisthe seat of Rokador power," Loor explained. "Not many Batu have been there. | have
never seenit mysaf.” | took Bokkas map from where | was keeping it, insde the chest piece of my
Ghee armor. | unfolded the parchment to see that it looked like a crude road map. But rather than roads,
this map showed tunnels. Hundreds of them. Some wider than others. It was pretty extensive, too.
Imagine looking at aroad map with no markings other than the roads. No landmarks, no mountains, and
certainly no rest stopswith aMcDonad's. Therouteto Kidik wastracedinred.  "Bokka has shown us
theway," | said. "He said we'd find the truth at the center, beyond Kidik. Do you know what that is?'
"No," Loor said. | lookedto Saangi. Sheshrugged.  "Wadl," | sad, "l think we haveto go find
out." "Wearegoingto Kidik?' Saangi asked, eagerly. "Not you," Loor answered. Ssangi wanted to
argue, but Loor cut her off fast. "Stop!" she commanded. "That ismy decison. Y ou must remain hereto
carefor Alder. When heiswel enough to move, you must bring him to the flume and send him home."
"Uh, but don't usethe flumeyoursdlf,” | added, justincase. "ButLoor-" "Thatisfina!" Loor said.
She meant it. Saangi redized it and backed off. "Let'sgonow,” | said. "I'mready.” "Not just yet,"
Loor said. "Tonight isthe Festival of Azhra, remember?Y ou have been persondly invited to attend by
PdleaZzinj. | bdieveweshouldgo." "What?' | shouted. "Wefindly have ahint that might lead usto
Saint Dane and you want to go to a party? Bokkadied to give usthisinformation. Wehavetogo!" "I
agree," Loor sad. "But | believe the one person who will determine whether or not the Batu go to war
with the Rokador is Pelle aZinj. Theroya family aways makes a ceremoniad presentation and a peech
tothecity at thefegtivd. | believe it would be wisefor usto hear what hehasto say." | couldn't argue
with that. If Pelle aZinj was going to make a big speech to the whole city, he wasn't going to be talking
about sports. Loor wasright. This speech might tell usif war wasnear.  "Okay," | said, reluctantly. "
guesswhatever isdown therecan wait aday.” Loor said, "Saangi, | know you are disappointed, but
AlderisaTraveler, and afriend. We need him, and he needs you. Y ou must stay with him until heiswell
enoughtomove" "l understand,” Saangi said. "Forgive mefor arguing.”  Loor smiled and said, "'l
would have been surprised if you did not." | was happy that Loor had ordered Saangi to stay, and not
just because Alder needed her help. | wouldn't say anything, but after being fooled so many times on the
other territories, | wasn't ahundred percent sure that Saangi wasn't actudly Saint Danein disguise. |
didn't think shewas, but there were alot of other people | never suspected either. | wasn't to the point
where| was paranoid about everybody. That would have made me nuts. But I'm to the point where if
somebody getstoo close, | get suspicious. For those reasons, it was better that Loor and | traveled to
Kidik done. Sheand | left the hospital, doing our best to keep clear of people. At least | didn't have
to hide under the heavy, dark robe anymore. Between my darkened skin and my Ghee warrior clothes, |
fitrightin. Sort of. | still woreasmall hood over my head. Tan or no, | didn't have the features of a Batu.
The sun was beginning to rise over Xhaxhu. Loor and | went back to her home in the Ghee warrior
complex and made the redly smart decision to get some deep. Thefestiva wouldn't begin until sunset
and there was no telling when we'd get another chance to rest. Now that our path was set, and Alder
was hedling, | was actually able to conk out and get some much-needed deep. | lay down on agrass mat
infront of Loor's fireplace and drifted off instantly. No thinking. No dreaming. No foosbd|. | don't
thinklmoved for hours. The rest of the day | was comatose, enjoying adeep, healing deep that waslong
incoming. Thenext thing | knew, Loor was kneding by me, gently nudging meawake. "ltistimeto
prepare” shesaid. "Preparewhat?' | asked. "Are we supposed to bring dip or something to this
paty?' "Firswemus eat," shesaid. On thefloor next to mewasatray of fruit and bread and acup
of preciouswater. "After we eat, you will wear this." She held up awhite Rokador jacket and pants. It
was pretty much like the other Rokador clothes | had worn, but the collar and deeves had some kind of
gold-braid design around them.  "Rokador dress-up clothes?' | asked. "They wear this on specia



occasons,” Loor confirmed.  "What about my Gheearmor?' | asked.  "Nobody wears armor to this
festival,” Loor said. "And you must act as a Rokador. Remember, Pelle aZinj believes you are one, and
youarehisguest.” "Right,” | said, Sitting up. "I hope he doesn't ask where | got thetan." "Hemay
not even know you arethere," Loor said. "Thisisjust a precaution. Now | must prepare.”  Loor left me
and went into the other room of her home. | figured she had dready eaten, so | ate my fill of the ddlicious
fruit and bread, washing it al down with the water. Once | wasfull, | got up and reluctantly took off my
Ghee armor clothes. | hoped | could figure out how to put it all back on again.Ithen dipped on the soft
white pants and jacket of the Rokador. Thismaterid felt finer than what | had been wearing before.
These were definitely "dress-up” clothes. | also put on another pair of the open sandals. | hated those.
Have| mentioned that? | stood up straight, stretched out the kinks, and called out, "Are you ready?"
"l am," Loor said. | turned to see Loor standing in the doorway to the next room. | gasped. Yes, |
actualy gasped, I'm embarrassed to say. | couldn't help it. The surprise was too much. Loor stood there
looking absolutely gorgeous. In the past | had seen her wear the leather clothes of the Milago peasants,
the jJumpsuit of aLifelight jumper, the leather armor of a Ghee warrior, and even the jeans and T-shirt of
Second Earth. But nothing | had seen before had prepared mefor this.  Shelooked like a princess.
Gone was the black armor. Loor wore a short, deep red tunic that hugged her incredible, athletic
body. Unlike the armor, this dresswas soft and very feminine. There were ornate tapestrylike designs
around the neck and the bottom of the short skirt. She wore lightweight sandals, with leather straps
crisscrossing up to her knees. The deeves were short, and on each bicep she wore a colorful, beaded
strap. Around her neck was a necklace of blue crystal stones that reminded me of the glaze from
Denduron. As breathtaking as the whole outfit was, what redlly stood out for me was her hair. Loor
aways had her hair tied back practicaly, so it wouldn't get in theway. Now her long dark hair was
totally loose and combed out. Her hair was so black and shiny, it sparkled with light from the fireplace.
Around her forehead she wore a Ssmple headpiece that looked asif it were made from pearls. Therewas
an ornate piece in the center, with two drapes of pearls coming down across either side of her forehead.
Inaword, shewasstunning. | said, "Uhh." That'sit. "Uhh." Smooth, huh? "How do | look?"
Loor asked. "Beautiful,” | said. Though "beautiful" wasatotaly  inadequate word. Giventimel
could think of afew thousand others that would work much better. "I do not often dresslikethis," she
sad, waking into the room. "Buit there are times when conflict must be put aside. The Festiva of Azhrais
oneof them." When shewalked, | expected her to move like aguy dressed up likeagirl. She didn't.
Loor had away of moving that was solid, but at the sametime, graceful. It'slike she sort of ... flowed.
"You are daring at me, Pendragon,” she said. "Issomethingwrong?'  "Wrong?' | laughed. "Things
are about asright asthey can get. You look great.” Shegave measmall smile. "Asdo you," shesaid.
She was being polite. | looked like me with atan and a goofy bathrobe. With sandals.  "We should
go," shesad. "Wedo not want to missanything.” The Festiva of Azhrawas pretty much like big
celebrations back on Second Earth. Loor explained that a parade would wind its way through the Streets
of Xhaxhu, ending at the pdace of Zinj. Once the parade ended, all the citizens of Xhaxhu would gather
inthe square in front of the palace for the traditional greeting and speech given by amember of theroya
family. It wasdl followed by families returning to their homes and big feasts that |asted through the rest of
the night. It sounded like fun. | wondered what kind of vibe there would be, seeing as the city was
gripped by adrought and on the verge of war. | didn't imagine there would be much fessting, either. |
was thrilled to discover that at least for anight, the people of Xhaxhu forgot about their troubles. Loor
and | walked through the streets as people flooded out of their homes, headed for the parade route.
Everyone was dressed in their colorful best and ready to party. Even seeing a Rokador, me, didn't seem
to bother them. Thiswas anight of celebration. They'd have plenty of timefor hatred tomorrow.  Loor
and | arrived a the parade route in the village square where she had fought the zhou beast. Spectators
packed the upper levels of the pyramidsto get alook down at the show. The parade was made up of
groups of dancers wearing rainbow colors doing traditiona dances, bands playing flutelike instruments
and leather skin drums, and colorful, giant animals made out of paper. | saw adozen paper zhou beests,
in every color of the rainbow, dong with giant snakesthat had giant fangs. The marchersin front of them



pretended to be battling them with paper spears. Loor explained how this represented the dangerous
journey of Azhrathroughthedesert. It was along parade too, with many musicians and marchers. The
parade entered the square, wound around the statue of the Ghee battling the zhou beast, and continued
out the opposite side. From above, happy spectators cheered and rained down colorful confetti. It was
like New Year'sEve Mardi Gras, Chinese New Y ear, and a Thanksgiving Day parade dl rolled into
one. |lookedto Loor. My heart went out to her. Only hours before her best friend had been killed.
Here a the parade, it seemed asif she was able to forget that for abrief moment and enjoy the spectacle
with the eyes of an innocent child. | was glad to see that she could relax. At least for ashort time. | didn't
hateit either. Weboth neededit.  "Isit likethisevery year?' | asked. "Yes" shesaid. "But this
seems particularly festive. Maybeit isaway of rdleasingthetenson.”  I'm sure shewasright. These
people needed abreak. Thisfestival came at aperfect time.  "We should go to the palace," Loor said.
She grabbed my hand and pulled me onto the parade route. We jogged through the marchers and
dancers, musicians and floats. Many of the dancers met me and put awreeth of paper flowers around my
neck. | thought it was interesting that they would do thisto a Rokador. It made merealize that these were
good people and not mindless, drum-beating vigilantes who wanted nothing more than to crush the
Rokador. These were ordinary people, just trying to get by. But surviva isastrong ingtinct. Before that
night, | felt asif the Batu were the aggressors who wanted to strike out at the only enemy they could
target. The Rokador. That may have been true, but this festival made them fedl human. More than ever, |
truly hoped thiswar could be avoided.  On that mad dash through the parade, | aso saw the more
human face of Loor. She laughed and danced with the musicians asthey continualy stopped her and
gave her flowers. Up until then I had mostly seen her warrior Sde. Seeing the red Loor made my fedlings
for her even stronger, if that was possible. This may be weird to say under the circumstances, but for a
few minutesthere| kind of felt asif we were on adate. At one point we were stopped at an intersection
while athirty-foot-long red snake wound itsway in front of us. | pulled Loor back because she was
about to walk right into it. She looked a me and laughed. Her face absolutely lit up. She was beautiful.
The two of us stood there for amoment, looking at each other. All I wanted to do was kiss her. | moved
in dightly, expecting her to back off. She didn't. | think she wanted to kiss me, too. It was perfect. The
confetti fell down around us like colorful snow. Music was everywhere; Batu revelers surrounded us,
singing and dancing. But for that moment it felt like the two of uswere done. In many wayswe were. We
were so different than everybody el se there. Nobody knew what we knew or had seen the thingswed
seen. Loor and | were forever joined, not only in the battle against Saint Dane, but in the bond that was
created by the fact that we owed our livesto each other. It was amagical moment that my words can't
beginto describe. | didn't kiss her. I'm not surewhy | stopped. Maybe | didn't want to risk the
rgjection. Or to move our relationship into uncharted water. Even though my fedingsfor her were
stronger than ever, we had work to do. We couldn't let anything stand in the way of that. If we were
meant to be together, we would be. But not until our job was done. So | backed off. I'm not sureif the
look on her face was disgppointment, or relief. Either way, the moment had passed and we moved on.
She led me through the insane party to another large square and the roya paace of Zinj. The building
was breathtaking. Where dl the other pyramids of Xhaxhu were made from brown sandstone, the palace
was pure white. | don't know if it was made of marble or what, but it stood out among the brown
buildingslike abrilliant, magica castle. Everything about the palace was white. The stone sairs leading to
the immense front doors, the many giant statues that lined both sides of these sairs, even the eaborate
fountain on the roof. It was carved to look like abeautiful oasisfull of palm trees and flowers. For the
occasion the fountain was actualy working. Water jetted up in severa placesto form intricate patterns
that danced across one another. It gave me abrief reminder of what Xhaxhu was like before the drought.
"Here!" Loor declared. "I cometo this spot for every celebration.”  She positioned us on a series of
stepsthat led up to the building right next to the palace. From there we had a perfect view of the palace.
Hafway up the palace sairs, a platform was erected that | figured would be where Pelle aZinj would
make his speech. It was draped with purple cloth, making it look very regal. On the platform were two
heavy, stone chairsthat looked like thrones. Tonight the people of Xhaxhu would hear about their future



from the one they trusted the modt. | felt asif wewerein theright spot a therighttime.  The square
below uswasfull of people awaiting the parade and the speech. When the parade arrived, thousands
more revelers came with them. Soon the square was packed to capacity. There was cheering and music
and generd joyous mayhem. These guysredly knew how to throw aparty!  "Look," Loor said,
pointing tothe paace. | had been so interested in the parade, | hadn't notice that the roya platform
was now occupied. Two people sat in the thrones-a man and awoman who looked to bein their sixties.
They wore eaborate, purple robeswith colorful, beaded collars. Both had on golden crowns. They
weren't big and goofy looking ether. They were actually pretty smple.  "Theking and queen,” Loor
said, though | pretty much had that figured out on my own.  Joining the two on the slage was afamiliar
face-PelleaZinj. He, too, wore a purple robe, but it was nowhere near as elaborate as his parents.
Samewith hiscrown. It was barely asmall circle of gold. It looked more like ahalo than aregal crown.
Pelle stood at the front of the platform, looking down on the festivities with a huge smile. Astough asit
must have been to have the respongbility of ruling an entire tribe, there had to be some good times too.
Thiswas one of them. AsLoor put it, he and hisfamily were the voices of reason. They did not want war
with the Rokador. | knew our paths would have to cross. He could very well be our best dly againgt
Saint Danehereon Zadaa.  Behind him, protecting the platform, was a group of around seven Ghee
warriors. These guysredlly stood out because they were wearing the black armor. They looked like the
Secret Service in charge of guarding the boss. All they needed were shades and earpieces. Nobody was
going to messwith theroya family with those goons standing guard.  Pelle's gaze rose from the parade
below to look out over the crowd. He had this great smile on hisface that showed how much heloved
his city, and his people. His gaze wandered across, and fell on me. | expected hissmileto fal when he
saw this somewhat tan Rokador intruding on his party. Instead his smile grew even bigger. He waved to
me and touched his heart asif to say: "I am glad you are here." | did the same. It was an awvesome
experience, like | had just been acknowledged by the president or something. That wasn't the end of it.
Pelle whispered something to his Ghee bodyguards, and pointed to me. Uh-oh. Wasthisal some crue
joke? Was he going to have his bouncers throw me out? The guards scowled and shook their heads.
Whatever Pelletold them, they weren't happy about it.  "What is happening?’ Loor asked. A
moment later we had our answer. Pelle walked down off the platform and made his way through the
crowd toward us! Thisguy truly was aman of the people. He didn't stand on ceremony. He put on a
disguise so he could watch the warriors battle in the square, he visited his subjectsin the hospital, and he
didn't mind coming down from his pedesta to visit with acommon person. An enemy Rokador, no less.
Me. "Pdleiscomingtoseeud” | said, bardly believingit. Pelle had trouble getting through the
crowd. Everybody wanted to touch him or hisrobe. He smiled at everyone and touched as many ashe
could, kind of like the Zadaa version of apalitician. If there was ababy held up, he probably would have
kissed it. Two of the Ghee guards followed close behind, looking tense. They weren't happy about this
spontaneous visit. The others stayed behind with the king and queen. None of them were armed. That
wastherule of thefestival. They looked pretty scary just thesame.  "What do we do?' | asked
nervoudy. "Besureto bow," Loor said. "Cal him 'Y our Mgesty' and let himdo thetalking.”  "But
thisisour chance" | said. "He'sthe big boss. If we can get in good with him, it might help us dedl with
Sant Dane"  Pellewas getting closer. Whatever plan we were going to come up with, we had to do it
fas. "We cannot betoo forward," Loor cautioned. "Be polite. That will impress him. He will
remember that, if we need to call upon himinthefuture” "Got it. Impress. Polite. | can do that.”
The crowd on the stairs next to us parted as the prince of Xhaxhu approached.  "Pendragon, my
friend! You arewdI!" hesaid with abig, warm smile.  Unbelievable. He even remembered my name.
"I am so happy,” he continued. "And you have gotten some color! If | didn't know better, | would
have mistaken you for aBatu." "I am hedthy once again, thanksto your kindness, Your Mgesty,” |
said while bowing deeply. Loor bowedtoo. "Please” hesaid. "Itis| who should be grateful to you."
"l do not understand, Your Mgesty,” | said.  "Now that you are hedthy, | trust you will keep your
promiseto return to your people and explain that aslong as| am ruler of Xhaxhu, there will be no war.”
Oops. | had forgotten about that.  "Of course, Your Mgesty,” | said, bowing again. "I remained



herein Xhaxhu so that | may accept your generous invitation to the greatest festival | have ever seen.
Tomorrow | will return to pass dong your message.” "Wonderful," Pelle exclaimed. " Our people need
each other. | am confidant that once this horrible drought is over, and it will be, we can bring back the
atmosphere of mutua respect we both deserve.”  "You areawiseruler,” | said. "However, thereisone
thing." | sensed Loor glancing a me, worried that | might say something stupid. | was about to take a
risk, but thiswas a golden opportunity to forgean dliance. | couldn't letit pass. "What isthat, my
friend?' heasked. "There are those who do not wish for peace,” | said. "For them, | fear the drought is
simply an excuse to spread hatred among thetribes”  Pelle Sghed and said, "I agree. But do not fear.
The rebel Ghee may wave their wegpons and bellow loudly, but their numbers are small. | trust that once
the drought is over, their voice will no longer be heard inthe city of-"  Pelle suddenly stopped speaking.
Just like that. In mid-sentence. The expression on hisface didn't change. He smply ... stopped talking.
Everybody around us stood there awkwardly, not sure about what wasgoingon.  "Maesty?' | asked.
A second later Pellefdll to his knees. The crowd gasped and backed off. A thin line of blood trickled
from hislips. Astheraucousfestival continued around us, the small group of people around Pelle aZinj
stood Statue ill, frozen in shock. The prince fell forward, flat on hisface.  Sticking out of his back was
the handle of athick knife. My brain locked. It was dmost an exact copy of what had happened to
Alder, except for onething. Pelle was dead. Nobody moved. Redlity hadn't hit. From thetime Pelle
stopped talking until total chaos broke out was probably only five seconds, but time dowed down for
those few moments. It was an unreal sensation...that got very red, very fast.  "Degth to the Batu!”
shouted a Rokador who had been standing directly behind Pelle. It wasaguy | had never seen before,
wearing along, yellow tunic. Splattered across the front was awash of blood. Pdlie's blood. Thisguy
wasthekiller. He had made hisway up behind the unprotected prince and stabbed him in the back. |
wondered if it was Saint Dane, but realized that it couldn't be. Saint Dane never did his own dirty work.
"The Rokador will prevail!" thekiller shouted, pointing a me. His eyes were crazed. A Ghee guard
tackled the guy, the other fell to hiskneesto protect Pelle. He needn't have bothered. The crown prince
of Xhaxhu was dead. The people around us began to scream and scatter. But the festival was so loud,
few of the thousandsin this square redlized what was happening. On the roya platform, the king and
gueen glanced over curioudly, unaware that their son had just been murdered. The remaining Ghee
warriors closed around them protectively forming ashield against themasses.  Loor grabbed my arm
and pulled me away. We started up the stairs, only to see a stream of Ghee warriors, in armor, flooding
out of abuilding and pushing their way through the crowd to get to Pelle. They were armed and ready to
go. Their dark black armor stood out ominoudy from the brightly colored tunics of therevelers.  "Not
that way,” | said.  "Rokador!" one of the Ghee guards shouted a me. "Do not move!”  Inthat one
second my mind flashed forward to what was about to happen. | was a Rokador who stood only afew
feet away from the beloved Batu prince when he was murdered. .. by another Rokador. Emotions were
running high. They might throw mein prison just for being there. Or think | had something to do withiit.
Or worse, they might tear me gpart right then and there out of anger. We had to get gonewhile
everybody was till in shock. Therewas asmall window; we hadtotakeit.  Loor dwayssaid, "Never
makethefirst move." | didn't. The Ghee guard lunged at me. | was ready to defend myself, but Loor did
the honors. With his attention focused on me, Loor got in both the secondandthe third shots. With a
quick blur of figts, she hammered the guy and swept hislegs out, sending him crashing to the stairs. She
may have looked like a beautiful princess, but she was gill aGheewarrior.  "Hurry," she ordered, and
forced her way down the stairs, through the crowd. | wasright after her, but before leaving | took one
last look at the murder scene. The Batu killer wasranting: " Death to Xhaxhu! Freedom for the Rokador!”
Hewas out of control. The Ghee guard needed help to control thisguy, and he got it. The other Ghees
arrived from above. Three descended on thekiller, burying him in awave of black armor. The others
went right to their fdlen prince.  "Pendragon!™ Loor called. | was about to follow her when | saw
something that hit me like a punch in the gut. Severa Ghee warriors were lifting the body of PelleaZinj
to get him off the steps. They were dl focused on their fallen leader. All but one. This one guy looked
away from Pelle, and right at me. | knew who it was. It was the same Ghee who nearly beat me to death



in the warrior compound. It was Saint Dane. He gave measmal smileand awink. | felt the blood
drain from my head. | nearly passed out right there. | probably would haveif Loor hadn't yanked my arm
and pulled me away from the scene. We fought our way through the dense crowd of joyous Batu who
gill didn't know that their lousy lives were about to get alot lousier. The parade continued, the music
played, the cheering echoed off the pyramids. It wouldn't last long. Asthe saying goes, thiswas then-last
hurrah. Loor and | pushed our way through the crowd and moved back aong the parade route to get to
her home. It was surreal. We didn't say aword to each other along the way. | was on autopilot. | don't
even remember much of the trip. That's because my mind was racing ahead, wondering what would
come next. Aswe ran, an idea began to take shape. The more | thought about it, the more | felt surel
was right. It wasn't ahappy thought.  Wefindly got out of the crowd and stood together in the
entryway of a pyramid trying to catch our breaths. Loor was so wired, she paced like an angry cat. |
knew that when | told her what | wasthinking, shed becomeeven angrier. "That wasit,” | said softly.

"That waswhat?' she asked, her eyes wide and wild. "The end of our chance for peace? The degth of
the lone voice of reason? The destruction of Xhaxhu? Tell me something | do not know, Pendragon.”

"Saint Danewasthere” | told her.  Loor shot me asurprised look. "Areyou certain?' she asked.

"How could | forget?' | said. "Hetook the form of a Ghee warrior. The one who nearly beat meto
degth. | don't think | could mistakethat." "So he had something to do with Pelle's deeth?!

"Probably,” | said. "He might have snuck that Rokador near the palace, or given him the knife, or
talked him into assassinating Pellefor dl | know."  "Without Pelle, the chances for war just became
greater.” "Especially because hewaskilled by a Rokador,” | added. "Revenge is going to get people's
blood boiling. But therésmore. | think thiswasit." "You said that before," Loor barked. "What do
youmean?' My stomach turned over. | fet sck. | knew | wasright, and it waskillingme.  "Thiswas
theturning point,” | said flatly. "Theturning point for Zadaa." Loor gave me ablank stare. Maybe her
mind didn't want to accept it. "Why do you say that?' shefindly said, though much softer.  "Becauseif
we hadn't been there, Pellewould still bedive," | answered. "He was safely on that platform, protected
by his guards. There was no way that nwould have gotten to him. But he came into the crowd to
see us. We changed the equation. The turning point on Zadaa just got pushed the wrong way, and we
helped pushit” Thisiswherel'mending my journa, guys. I'm going to send it to you through my ring
right now. Tomorrow Loor and | leave for the underground. Our god isto get to Kidik and learn the
truth that Bokkadied trying to tell us. We have no choice. Saint Daneiswaiting. Thiswould bea
dangerous trip under any circumstances, but now the clock isticking. PelleaZinj isdead. That'sthe
tragedy | referred to at the beginning of this journd. With his murder, there's no doubt that the Batu will
attack the Rokador. Theonly questionis, when? Bewell. Be safe. The next time | send you ajournd,
it will probably be from far below the surface of Zadea. Andsowego. END JOURNAL #21

SECOND EARTH Courtney Chetwyndefdt asif sheweredrowning.  If therewasone
word that could be used to describe Courtney, it would be "controlled." Courtney was awaysin control
because she had the tools to do it. She was smart and pretty and athletic and funny, and pretty much all
the things that |esser human beings could only aspire to. Courtney had the whole package. Things aways
went her way because she madesurethey went her way. She was aforce of nature. In school, with
sports, with boys, even with her parents. Courtney hadital. Until shelogtitdl. Itwasntas
dramatic a change as what happened to Bobby Pendragon. She wasn't plucked out of her perfect life,
flumed across time and space and given the responsbility of saving al existence. What happened to
Courtney was, in some ways, worse. Bobby left his normd life behind. Courtney stayed home and had
her normd life turned insde out. And it had nothing to do with her relationship with Bobby, and
becoming an acolyte with Mark Dimond. At least not at first.  Courtney defined herself asan athlete,
but for some unexplainable reason, shewas no longer competitive. It wasn't for lack of trying, either. One
day she woke up to find she wasn't as good as she had been her whole life. Or looking at it another way,
everybody suddenly had gotten alot better than she was. Failing at sports was like the first piece of yarn
that worksloose in aswesater. Once you start pulling on it, the whole sweater unravels.  Courtney'slife
unraveled.  She became so obsessed with her failures on thefidld, shelet it affect school. Her grades



took a serious nosedive. That made her parents unhappy and caused al sorts of tension at home. All this
turmoil and failure made the once happy and friendly Courtney not so much fun to be around. Her friends
stopped caling. But that was okay with her. Shewasn't calling them, either. Courtney went from
outgoing, to withdrawn. From friendly, to bitter. From being Courtney, to being ahazy shadow of
Courtney. Her only release was her relationship with Mark, and their responsibility of being the
acolytesfor Bobby Pendragon. In comparison to the troubles facing Bobby and Halla, her own problems
seemed petty. Perspective was good. Bobby's journals gave her that perspective. But as time went on,
reading about Bobby's adventures made her fed almost too smdll. Insgnificant, even. She and Bobby
had aways been friendly rivals. More times than not, she would get the better of him. But now, Bobby
was battling to save humanity, while Courtney was left to battle her own inner demons. And shewas
losing. Every time she turned around, her ego took another beating.  That's why, when the opportunity
presented itself to help Bobby, shejumped at it. Courtney would never admit it, but when she and Mark
entered the flume to help save Eelong, she was dso trying to save hersdlf. She saw thisas achanceto get
back her salf-confidence and prove to everyone that she hadn't changed. Most of al she needed to
proveitto hersdf. When Courtney and Mark |eft Second Earth, they definitely roseto the occasion.
If they hadn't stepped in, Eelong would have been doomed. Worse, Bobby might have died. Their
adventure on E€long was everything Courtney hoped it would be. They were heroes. Her salf-doubt
disappeared. She had proven to herself that she was every bit the force of nature she had always been.
Baance had beenrestored.  And then it dl came crumbling down. Literally. Acolyteswere not
supposed to use the flumes. She knew that. Bobby knew that. Everybody knew that. But they used them
anyway. The result? The flume on Eelong collgpsed, killing a Traveler and stranding Gunny and Spader.
The horrifying truth was that Saint Dane's plan al aong had been to get them to use the flumes. He didn't
care about E€long. He cared about tearing the Travelers apart, and Courtney was quick to oblige. For a
brief, glorious month, when she and Mark were on Eelong, Courtney fdlt asif she were back in control.
Shewaswrong. Saint Dane was pulling her strings dl dong. Courtney went from feding asif shewere
invincible, to being crushed by the guilt of her part in bringing about the death of a Traveler and hurting
Bobby's chances of defeating Saint Dane.  That'swhy shefdt asif sheweredrowning.  She went
into a depression. She could barely get out of bed. Sleep was good. At least while adeep therewas a
chance of having a happy dream. Being awake felt more like anightmare. Her parentstook her to a
thergpi<t, but it didn't do much good. Shetried to explain to the doctor how she had such high
expectations of hersdf, and it killed her to fal short. But saying it like that madeit al seem sotrivid. The
problem was, Courtney couldn't be fully honest with him. She couldn't tell him about Bobby, and the
flumes and Saint Dane and how her arrogance may have doomed al of humanity. But she wanted to, and
then scream at the doctor: "Don't you think you'd be alittle depressed if you had to deal with that?' She
didn't, because she knew where that would lead. The therapist wouldn't consider her depressed
anymore. Hed move her into the "crazy" category. That'swhy she mostly kept quiet during therapy. It
was frugtrating for both of them.  Thiswent on for months. Tension at home was unbearable. Her
parentstried to help, but they didn't understand. Their efforts usudly led to more arguments. Then they'd
argue about having so many arguments. Like with the thergpist, Courtney wasn't able to fully explain what
was going on to them. The sweater of Courtney's life was amost completely unraveled. It wasduring a
particularly gruesome argument when, out of total frustration, her mother threw up her handsand said, "I
can't help you. | wish | knew somebody who could!" Her mother stormed out of Courtney's bedroom,
not realizing that those words had struck a chord. It wasasmall redlization, but an important one.
Courtney quickly flipped through her memory, wondering if there actually was somebody out there she
felt could help. She came up with someone. The more she thought about it, the more she felt surethis
was the only person who could help her get her life back together.  Courtneyneeded to help hersdif.

It was one of the greatest challenges she couldimagine. Itwasn't about games or grades or even about
saving Hdla. It was about saving Courtney. Thinking thisway actualymade her smile. Therewasa
rumbling. It wasfaint, but it was there. It was afar-off whisper that told her after al she had been
through, after having her spirit crushed, after losing her entire sense of worth, therewas adight glimmer



of hope. Thisrumbling made her redlize that somewhere down deep, she wanted the challenge. She
needed the challenge. Even in failure, she had never backed down from any test. Any hurdle. Any
opponent. She was actudly getting excited, and it felt good. It made her redize that the drive was ill
there. It was buried pretty deep, but it was there. It made her fed as If maybetherewas alittle bit of
Courtney left, and she wanted to bring her back. It wasthat redlization that led her to beriding in the
backseet of her parents car, driving along awinding country road through the Berkshire Mountains of
Massachusetts. She was going to summer school. Sleepaway school. Courtney felt that if she were going
to reclam her own spirit, she was going to haveto do it away from dl things that were familiar. It meant
getting away from home, her parents, Stony Brook and her friends, and most painfully, Mark Dimond.
She no longer felt worthy of being an acolyte. Walking away from that was the toughest decision she had
to make. She wasworried to death about what was happening with Bobby and the Travelers. But she
felt certain that if she wanted to get her head back on straight, she had to start from scratch to find out
who shewas. Six weeks of summer school where nobody knew her seemed like a pretty good way to
gat. "Look out!" Mr. Chetwynde screamed. He turned the whed hard, careening off theroad to
avoid anear collison with an oncoming car that had drifted into their lane.  Mrs. Chetwynde screamed.
Courtney whipped around to get alook at the car. It was an old-fashioned, jet-black sedan with shiny
chrome bumpers that probably rolled out of the showroom in 1950. Mr. Chetwynde kept control of the
car and got them back on the road. The only damage wasto their nerves.  "What iswrong with that
guy?' Mrs. Chetwynde said, her eyeswide. "Hesamenacel” "Must be an old geezer," Courtney said.
"That car isancient. It doesn't even have plates” " Somebody should yank hislicense!” Mr. Chetwynde
sad, hisheartracing.  "Yeah, Dad," Courtney said. "Let'sgo get him. Citizen'sarrest.”  Mr.
Chetwynde turned around to give Courtney alook...and laughed. Courtney laughed too. So did Mrs.
Chetwynde. It fet good. There hadn't been awhole lot of laughing with the Chetwyndeslatdy. A few
minutes later they arrived at the Stansfiedld Academy. Courtney's homefor the next Sx weeks. It wasa
private school, K-12,that had been around since the dark ages. It looked it too. The buildings were brick
and covered with |leafy vines. There was a grassy campus with huge shade trees that Courtney could
envision hersdf lying under to read and do homework. Kids were everywhere. Some were arriving with
suitcases. Others were playing catch with various footballs, baseballs, and Frisbees. Courtney thought it
was apretty place, in aboring New England kind of way. That was okay. She wasn't there for
excitement. The Chetwyndes picked the place out of a catalog. During the school yesar it wasthe last
kind of place Courtney would be caught dead in. It was an elite private school where the boys wore
boring blue blazers and the girlswore. .. boring blue blazers. But things were much more relaxed during
summer session. Therewere kidsfrom al walks of life, not just the snooty types. After walking across
the campus, Courtney'sfirgt impression wasthat they had picked theright place.  "Headsup!" A
soccer bal gameflying by, nearly hitting Mr. Chetwynde. Courtney caught it without thinking. A guy
camejogginguptogetit. "Sorry," hesad. "No problem,” Courtney said, tossing him the ball.
Courtney sized him up quickly. Cute, athletic, polite, cute. He was nearly six feet tal, with short, wavy
blond hair and dazzling gray eyes.  "That wasagood catch,” theguy said. "You play?" Courtney had
to think about that answer. Did she play? She could probably dribble rings around this pretty boy. Then
again, maybe she couldn't. She didn't want to haveto findout.  "No," shesaid. "I'm not much for
sports.”  Courtney's parents both gave her aquick look, but chose not to comment.  The guy backed
away, saying, "Y ou don't know what you're missing. Play with ussometime”  Heturned and jogged
back to his group of friendswho were playing in the pickup game. Courtney watched him go, checking
out hismuscular legs. A second later she felt the stares of her parents. She looked at them to see they
were holding back smiles.  "What?' shesaid. "I'm not hereto play soccer.” "Neither ishe" Mr.
Chetwynde said with achuckle.  "Oh, please," Courtney said playfully, and kept waking. The
Chetwyndes spent the next few hours getting Courtney settled. They picked up her registration materias
and class schedule. They got atour of the dining hal, the svimming pool, the game room, the student
lounge, the buildings where her classes would be, and findly, her dorm. Courtney caught ahuge bresk
and didn't have to share her dorm room with anybody. It's not that she didn't want to meet anybody, but



after having spent the better part of the last few monthsin bed with the covers over her head, Courtney
was grateful that she could return to being socia on her ownterms. Sofaritwasall good.  After
spending severd hours a Stansfield, any doubt that Courtney had about this being agood idea had
vaporized. She was happy to be there. Her mom helped her unpack while her dad brought up the small
refrigerator they had rented for the term. Findly, after taking care of all there wasto take care of, it was
timefor her parentsto leave. There was an awkward moment, for al sorts of reasons. Courtney had
never been away from home for that long before-at least asfar as her parents knew. They didn't know
about her journey to Eelong. Beyond that, their relationship had been pretty rocky over the past year. It
made saying good-bye difficult.  "I'm glad you're here," Mrs. Chetwynde said. "I mean, not that | don't
want you home, but | think it's better that you're hereingtead of ... Oh, thisis coming out al wrong."
Courtney broke the tension by giving her mother ahug. "'l know what you mean, Mom," she said.
"Thisisagood thing. But | missyou dready.” "Redly?' Mr. Chetwynde asked, surprised.  "Well,
no, but I'm pretty sure | will real soon," Courtney said.  The three had another laugh over that.
Courtney hugged her dad.  "Y ou know how much we love you," he said. "And well aways be there
foryou." "l know, Dad," Courtney said. "l loveyoutoo." "Cdl us" Mrs. Chetwynde said. "WEell
send you a care package. And maybe you can come home someweekend.” "Mom, it'sonly Six
weeks. I'm not movingout.” "I know, honey,” Mrs. Chetwynde gave Courtney another hug while
brushing back tears. "I'm so proud of you for doing this""  "Thanks,” Courtney said. "Now go."  After
onelast round of hugs, the Chetwynde's left and Courtney was adone. She looked around the room that
was going to be her home for the next few weeks. The dorm was ancient. She wondered how many kids
had said good-bye to their parents on this very spot. She suddenly missed her folks, for real. She went
over to the window and caught a glimpse of them asthey left the dorm and walked across the grass
toward the car. She dso caught aglimpse of something else.  Parked along the roadway, not far from
the dorm, was the black sedan that had nearly run them off the road. There was no mistaking it. Courtney
looked to seeif her dad had seen it. She wouldn't put it past him to actually go over there and make a
citizen'sarrest. Or at least tell the guy off. But her parents kept walking®  The mystery of who owned
the ancient car that nearly ran them off the road would remainamystery.  For awhile.
SECOND EARTH (CONTINUED) Courtney's summer at Stansfield started out to beexactly
what she needed. Nobody knew her. Nobody expected anything from her. People didn't whisper behind
her back, "That used to be Courtney Chetwynde." She had no reputation, good or bad. Nobody knew
that she may have helped ademon in his quest to destroy al of humanity. She wasn't about to tell
anybody either. For Courtney it waslike starting over fresh.  Shetook three classes. Classic literature,
algebra-trig, and drawing. She had discovered that she had ataent for sketching, so she figured it would
be afun thing to do. Certainly more fun than algebratrig. Courtney found that she had no problem getting
up and going to class. Shelooked forward to it. She ate her mealsin the dining hal and started hanging
with agroup of girlsfrom New Y ork. They were giggly and more interested in checking out the boys
than finding out about Courtney, which wasfine by her. These girls pretty much had only two subjects
they could talk about. Boys and themsalves. If Courtney tried to change the subject to something she
may have read in the newspaper, or learned in class, the girlswould ook at her blankly, take a beat, and
jump right back in, talking about how cute a particular teacher was, or about how the humidity was
destroying their hair. It wasal so mindlessand trivid to Courtney...shelovedit.  She spent hours
sitting under the shady trees, reading. Or swesating over math problems. In the afternoonsthere was
always a pickup soccer game going on. The guy who nearly beaned her dad played every day. Courtney
thought he was pretty good, too. He was probably a high-school varsity player at home, she thought. She
felt sure she could beat him one on one, but had to force that thought out of her head. She wasn't thereto
compete.  The other thought she had trouble forcing out of her head was that this guy was pretty cute.
Thinking thisway made her fed like she was cheating on Bobby. Though they were light-years apart,
literdly, she and Bobby were supposed to be together. If it weren't for that Slly little thing of hishaving to
leave home to save Halla, they'd be together right now. Buit it had been nearly two years since she
admitted her fedlingsto Bobby. Two years since hetold her heliked her too. A lot had happened in that



time. Shewasn't even sureif Bobby ill felt the sameway. Still, she thought it would be wrong to Sart a
relationship with somebody new, without telling Bobby. So shetried not to look at this blond guy who
played soccer everyday between 3:00 and 4:15. But that didn't stop her from making sure she sat down
under the big maple tree near the lawn where they played... every day between 3:00 and 4:15.

Making things more difficult, she started seeing this guy around campus. They didn't have any classes
together, but he was often in the cafeteriaaround the same time she aways ate. A couple of timesthey
even made eye contact, but he never seemed to show any recognition that she was the one whose father
he nearly beaned. He didn't show any interest at al. She even saw himin thelibrary a night. She would
go there to study, just to be around people. One night she was walking through the stacks, looking for
some obscure book on Jack London that she needed for research, when she saw the guy sitting at the
end of the aide, on the floor, immersed in abook. He wore these round, wire-rimmed glasses to read,
which she thought were sweet. When playing soccer and joking with friends, he dways seemed so
perfectly put together and confident. Seeing that he wore glasses gave him adight bit of imperfection that,
if shewereforced to admit it, made him even more gppeding.  Indl, thefirst few weeksat Stanfield
were proving to be exactly what Courtney needed. She was fedling human again. She proved to herself
that she could function. Shewas beginningtoheal.  There was only one odd note about her time at
Stansfield upttill then. It wasthe car. The black car. This old auto dways seemed to turn up at the
strangest times. If not for the near-miss accident with her parents, thisjalopy would never have been on
her radar. But now she would seeit parked outside the building where she had classes. It was often
parked outside her dorm. Sheld ook out at night and seeit Sitting there, its chrome bumper gleaming
under the streetlight. The shape of the bumper made Courtney fed asif thisodd car were actudly smiling.
Creepy. Courtney rode her bike around campus and many times she would get the feding that she was
being followed and she would quickly glance over her shoulder. Usudly nothing was there. But more than
once she caught afleeting glimpse of the car asit turned off the street behind her. Shefigured it must
bel ong to one of the teachers and asked the girls she hung out with if they knew whose it was. None of
them could even remember seeing the car, let done knowing who it belongedto.  One night she was
leaving thelibrary after hours of reading. She was tired and wanted nothing more than to hit the pillow. It
was late. The campus was empty. She dways walked the same route back to her dorm. Therewasa
shortcut through anarrow dley that ran between the gym and the auditorium. It was barely wide enough
for one car. As she had done many nights before, she turned into this corridor without thinking. Shewas
nearly to the far side, when she was suddenly blinded by headlights. A car was parked on the far end,
facing her, its engine revving. Courtney stopped. The hairs went up on the back of her neck. What was
this guy doing? The answer camefast. The car's engineroared, and it peeled forward into the dley,
headed right for Courtney. She was trapped. The adley wasn't wide enough to move to the Side so the car
could pass. If it kept coming, shed get hit. It kept coming.  Didn't the driver see her? Courtney
turned and ran. She hadn't done anything remotely athletic for months, but old habits die hard. She dug
in, pumped her arms, and used her long legs. In no time she was sprinting out of that aley, with the
headlights burning her from behind. It was going to be close. She never turned around to seeif the car
was closing. Why bother? 1t would only dow her down. She reached the far end and cut sharply to her
right, getting out of the mouth of the dley. A second later the car burst out and ontotheroad.  Yes, it
was the black sedan. The car bounced onto the main road, skidded into aturn, and gunned off into the
night. Courtney ran out toward the street, trying to get alook at thedriver.  "What iswrong with you!™
shescreamed. The car didn't stop. It spun around a corner and was gone. Courtney stood there,
breathing hard. She was now convinced that the car didn't belong to ateacher, but to ajerky student
who thought it wasfunny to harasspeople.  "Hey!" came avoice from behind her. Courtney turned to
see the blond soccer guy jogging up fromthe dley. "Areyou okay?' "Did you seethat?' Courtney
asked, dill out of bresth.  "Y eah, he nearly ran you over,” the guy said. "We should report him to the
campus police”  Courtney thought about that. She glanced back to where the car had disappeared,
and said, "Nah, what good'! that do?* "It might stop him from killing somebody,” the guy said. "Come
on, it'snot liketherésalot of carslikethat arpund. They'll get him."  "Forget it," Courtney said. "It'll



just bemy word againg his”  "Well, no it won'," the guy said. "Y ou've got awitness. Me."

Courtney wanted to talk to this guy, but not under those circumstances. She wastoo fired up and
upset about the near accident. So she backed away from him, headed for her dorm.  "Thanks, but it's
not worth it,” shesaid. "I'll seeyou.” Sheturned and hurried off.  "Whatever," the guy called after
her. "If you changeyour mind..."  Courtney waved, and kept going. She wasn't entirely sure why she
bailed on the guy. He wanted to help her. He was being nice. It was the perfect opportunity to find out
more about him. Still, she wastoo flustered by the near miss. She didn't fed asif she were hersdlf. Asshe
walked back to the dorm and calmed down, she kicked hersdlf for not talking more with him. She hoped
she'd get another chance.  Shedid. The next afternoon she went to her usua tree near the lawn where
the soccer game was under way. She was about to sit down when she heard afamiliar "Headsl"  She
turned and saw a soccer ball flying her way. Without thinking, she expertly trapped it with her body, got
it under control with her knee, then kicked it back toward thefield. All effortlesdy.  Thekid with the
blond wavy hair came running after the ball. He stopped short when he saw Courtney'skick.  "Whoa, |
thought you didn't play?" he asked, dumbfounded. "Oh?" Courtney said, teasing. "1 didn't think you
remembered me."  The guy walked up to her and smiled. "Sure. Aren't you the girl who was nearly
roadkill?*  "Nice," Courtney said with mock sarcasm. "That's agreat way to be remembered.”

"There wasthat, and the fact that | nearly took your father out the day you showed up.”  "Ahhh,"
Courtney said, teasing. "So you do remember.”  "Of coursel do," the guy said. "I thought you were
avoiding me. It took a near fatal accident to get you to dow down enough totalk."  Courtney looked
around and said, "Well, I'm not about to get run over now, and I'mtaking.” "Then let'sintroduce
ourselves," he said, and stuck out his hand to shake. "My name's Whitney. Whitney Wilcox."  "Whitney
Wilcox?' Courtney said, laughing. "That's ajoke, right? Y ou took it from some bad soap opera.”

"Well, no," hesaid, laughing. "That's redly my name. What'syours?' " Courtney Chetwynde."

"Oh, and that's not abad sogp-operaname?’  "Guilty," Courtney said while taking hishand to
shake. "Hello, Wilney."  "lt'sWhitney. Wilcox." Thetwo werelaughing at thesilly exchange. "I
don't know if | should believe you, Corwind," Whitney said.  "Courtney. About what?'  "Well, you
said you didn't play soccer, but from what | saw, you're obvioudly pretty good.”  Courtney looked
down, saying, "Yeah, well, 'moverit" "You can't get over soccer!” Whitney said. "Let'splay.”

Courtney was tempted. Redlly tempted. But she felt her competitive juices starting to rise, and fought
it. She sat down under thetree.  "Thanks" shesaid. "Maybe another time”  "Whatever," Whitney
said, backing toward the field. "Seeyou a dinner?*  "Uh, sure," Courtney said, and pretended to start
reading. Whitney jogged back to thefield. Courtney stole alook at him just as Whitney looked back
at her. Busted. Courtney blushed and went back to reading. She had no ideawhat had just happened.
Did they just make adatefor dinner?  When Courtney went to the cafeteriathat night, her pamswere
sweeting. She did al she could to look casud as she went through the food line while stedling glances out
to the tablesto seeif Whitney was aready there. She redlly hoped he wasn't. Not because she didn't
want to eat with him, but she didn't want to be the one to go over and sit with him if he was aready
egting. She wanted him to cometo her. That'swhy she showed up ten minutes earlier than usud, to make
sure she was Sitting before he got there. Sheleft the food line with her tray, and the only thing she did
differently wasto St at atable done, instead of the usua table with the giggling girls. She didn't want them
to get acrack at Whitney before she figured out what was going on between them. She had afleeting
thought about Bobby, but forced it out of her mind. Shetold hersdlf thiswasjust dinner. Nothing more,

"Hey, Corwind!" came avoice from across the cafeteria. It was Whitney. He was dready there.
Courtney hadn't seen him. He got up from the table with histray and joined her. ™Y ou dodging me
agan?' heaskedwithagmile. "l didn't seeyou. Have asedt...unlessyou'd rather eat with your
friends” "Nah, dl those guystak about isgirlsandtheRed Sox."  "I'magirl,” Courtney said.

"Oh, right,” Whitney said playfully. "You likethe Red Sox?"  "I've been aY ankeesfan since birth,”
Courtney replied. "I knew | liked you," Whitney said with abeaming smile.  Thetwo had afun
dinner together. The very next night, they had another fun dinner together. They did the same the next
night and the one after that. Courtney wasn't exactly sure what was happening. She liked Whitney, that



much was obvious. But it was more than just aphysica attraction. Whitney seemed to think the same
way shedid. They had the same sense of humor. They were both into sports. They both liked to poke
fun at each other. It was fun and funny. Courtney learned that he came from a suburb of Hartford. He
longed to travel and see other cultures. He was good in school and in sports, but he was beginning to fed
the pressure of high expectations-from others and from himself. Courtney felt asif Whitney were
describing her. He was as driven to succeed as she was. He even had a girlfriend back home, but he
wasn't surewhere thereaionshipwasgoing.  Of course, she couldn't confide in him about Bobby and
Saint Dane, but she didn't feel the need to. They were connecting on such abasic leve, they were ableto
share ideas and fedings without having to discuss specific events. It was the best kind of therapy she
could have gotten-way better than the doctor who made her st in his Suffy office ashe pulled on his
eyebrows and took notes that she thought were probably just doodles.  Courtney and Whitney started
spending much of their free time together. He even got her into one of his soccer games. Asreluctant as
Courtney was & first, she found that she actually had fun. It wasthefirst time she had fun playing soccer
snce shewasin grade school. There was no pressure, no driveto win at all costs, just the pure joy of
doing something sheloved. For Courtney, Whitney was giving her an incredible gift. He was teaching her
how to be hersdlf again. Shethought it ironic that what brought them together was the near miss by
the mysterious black sedan. A few times when she and Whitney walked past the parked car, Courtney
made sure that Whitney didn't seeit. She didn't want him to try and convince her to report the driver.
With only afew weeks|left of summer school, she didn't want to deal with the police over something that
was probably an accident. Accidents happened. So did near accidents.  She continued to catch
glimpses of the dark car from the corner of her eye, but she no longer cared. There were no more near
misses. The thought did occur to her that maybe the reason for that was because she was dwayswith
Whitney. If somebody was targeting her, they'd have to target both of them. They didn't. Whitney was
like her protector. But Courtney didn't want to think of it that way. She didn't want to believe that
somebody was out therelying inwait to "get" her. She didn't want to let anything stand in the way of
having fun with Whitney, and the absolute, tota joy of becoming Courtney again.  "Big night tonight,"
Whitney exclaimed as he met Courtney one day after her literatureclass.  "What'sgoing on?' she
asked. Courtney thought that Whitney seemed alittlenervous. "W, uh, abunch of usare going into
town," hesaid. "Technicaly, we're not supposed to leave campus. But weredl feding alittle caged in,
and we thought it would be cool to hit this place called the 'Pizza Palace.’ It's supposed to be decent. Do,
uh, do you want to come?'  "Whitney!" Courtney teased. "Areyou asking me out on adate?'  "Uh,
well, yeah, | guess| am,” Whitney said nervoudy.  Courtney smiled. Sheredlized that Whitney was
nervous because he had never actudly, officially asked her out. Up until this point, al they had done was
hang out as friends. They might aswell have been two guys, or two girls. But thiswas different. Thiswas
agirl/guy thing. There could potentialy be kissing involved. Courtney wanted to go in abad way. "What
time?' sheasked. Whitney looked visibly relieved. "Six o'clock,” he said. "A friend of minehhasacar.
WEell pick youup." Courtney's shouldersfdl. "I've got art classuntil seven,” shesaid.  "Ditch!"
Whitney said. "l can't. Theré'saguest artist coming, and it'sa pretty big deal. But | can meet you later.
Town iswhat? Two, three milesaway? | can ride my bike after class. It'll fill be light. Then well put the
bikeinthetrunk of the car ontheway back." "Awesome," Whitney said. "Theplaceiscaled" "I
know, the PizzaPalace" Courtney interrupted. "You justtold me”  "Oh, right." Whitney laughed. "Y ou
can't missit. Therésonly one pizzaplacein tha dinky town." "Can't wait," Courtney said. She meant
it. Shewas s0 excited, she wanted to dance. Or sing. But since doing either would be totally out of
character and uncool, she did the next best thing. Shecaled Mark.  Mark Dimond was busy at
work. He was engraving ahuge, silver cup for aloca boating race, and he was so nervous about it, his
hands were shaking. In the engraving biz, shaky hands were not agood thing. Mostly he engraved brass
plates that went on plagues and trophies. If he messed one up, no big dedl. The plates were cheap. But
thisslver cup was worth more than he was going to earn al summer. One dip and held have to change
his name and move to another state. Mark's pams were swesting. He was about to touch the cutting
edge of the engraving tool to the silver surface... when the cell phonein hispocket rang.  The surprise



made him jump. Luckily he hadn't started engraving yet. If the call had come a second |ater, there would
have been a degp gouge dashed across the Stony Brook Y acht Club logo. He took a deep, relieved
breath, then wondered why there was an el ectronic waltz coming from his pants. Mark never got calson
hiscell phone. He only had it for emergencies and to tell thetime. Incoming calswerean dien
experience. The phone had to ring again before he realized what it was. He dug the phone out of his
pocket and flippedit open. "Hello?" "Hey. It'sCourtney." "C-Courtney?' The surprise of hearing
Courtney's voice was even greater than the surprise of having the cell phonering a al. " Chetwynde?"

"Widl, duh. How many Courtney's do you know who have your cell number?' Courtney asked,
laughing. "Man, it'sgood to hear your voice. Whereareyou?'  "I'm at school in the Berkshires. A
place cdled Stansfield. I've been herefor about amonth.”  Mark said, "Right! Summer school! That
sounds like, well, somethingl'ddo.” They both laughed.  "Actudly, it's pretty sweet,” Courtney said.
"I'm only taking three courses, and one of 'emisart. Algebratrigisadrag, though.” ™Y ou'retaking
agebratrig?' Mark laughed. "Need some help?'  "Yes!" Courtney said quickly, laughing. Mark
laughed too. It felt good.  "So, uh, how are you?' Mark asked tentatively. It was a smple question.
Both knew how far-reaching it was. "I'm okay. Serioudy. That'swhy I'm caling. Weve got aton to
talk about, but not till | seeyou again. | just wanted to tell you that coming up here has been gresat. I'm
redlly getting my head back together.” "I'mreally glad to hear that, Courtney.” "I haven't been
thinking too much about, you know, stuff. And that'sgood.”  Mark didn't respond. He knew what she
meant. "Thisiskind of weird to say," Courtney continued. "But | met somebody.” "Of courseyou
did,” Mark said. "I didn't think you werethereaone”  Courtney chuckled. "No, dope. I'm talking
aboutaguy." "Oh," Mak sad."Youmeanlike aguy?' "Yeah, aguy. HisnamesWhitney."

"Whitney? That sounds like abad sogp-operaname.”  Courtney laughed. "It'sworse. Hisnameis
Whitney Wilcox." "You'rekidding, right?' "Unfortunately, no. But he's cool. Weve, uh, weve got a
date tonight. I'mriding to meet him for pizza" Mark wasn't sure of how to react. It wasweird to hear
that Courtney liked somebody other than Bobby, but after reading that Bobby had feelings for Loor,
maybe it was dl for the best. Of course, he couldn't tell Courtney that, for al sorts of reasons.

Courtney sad, "1 wanted to tell you about him. I'm not redly surewhy.”  "I'm glad you did,” Mark
sad. Therewasalong pause, then Courtney said, "Do you hateme?'  "Hate you? No! No way!" he
sad quickly. "l think it'sgreat you met aguy.” "Not just that," Courtney said. "About... everything."

"l don't hate you, Courtney,” Mark said. "C'mon. Givemeabresk." "Serioudy?' "Yed Thereésa
lot going on. We've got to do what welve got to do.”  "Thanks. | needed to hear you say that." There
was another long pause, and then Courtney said, "1'm sorry for taking off on you. That wasn't cool.”

"It'sokay. I'mokay.” "Still, I'm not proud of mysdlf. But if you saw the shape | wasin, you'd know
| didtheright thing." "I aready know it,” Mark said. "I cantell by your voice. | can't wait to talk to you
inperson.”  Mark knew aquestion was out there that hadn't been asked. He redlly hoped she wouldn't
akit. Shedid. "So,uh, hasanything-" "No," Mark said quickly. He knew she was going to ask
if Bobby had sent anew journad. He didn't want to tell her. If she wasworking hard to put her head on
straight, the last thing she needed to hear was that Bobby was about to step into the middle of atribal
war and had fallen in love with Loor-even if she did meet anew guy. He knew held eventualy haveto
soill the news, but thiswasn't thetime.  "N-Nothing new," Mark added, and winced, wishing he had
stopped at "no." He felt sure Courtney would pick up on hisnervous stutter.  "Oh, okay,” Courtney
sad. Mark sensed her hesitation. There was something in the way she said it that made him redlize, she
knew. "When are you coming home?" he asked, desperate to change the subject.  "In acouple of
weeks. Well talk then, okay?' "l can't wait to seeyou,” Mark said, relieved that she didn't presshim
about thejournds. "I missyou, Mark. Even though youreadork and dl." "Gee, thanks," Mark
said, laughing. "Well get somefriesat Garden Poultry and catch up, okay?'  "It'sadate. Bye,
Courtney. Take care of yoursdf." "Later, gator!" The phone went dead. Mark smiled. "Later,
gator?' He thought Courtney sounded great. And happy. Just like the old Courtney. Asweird asit was
to think that she liked somebody bes des Bobby, this new guy seemed to be helping her hedl. That wasa
good thing. He hated having to carry the weight of Bobby'sjournas on hisown, but if it meant getting



Courtney better, it wasworth it. He flipped the phone shut and jammed it back into his pocket with the
feding that things were definitely looking up. Now if he could only tackle thisstupid silver bowl.  His
phonerang again. What was going on? Why was he suddenly so popular? He dug the phone back out
and flipped it open, saying, "Courtney?' "Courtney?" the degp guy-voice mimicked. "Do | sound likea
Courtney?'  "Mitchel?' Mark asked in disbdief. "How did you get thisnumber?'  "Who cares?
From Sci-Clops. Were both members, remember?’  "Oh, yeah. What do you want?'  "I'min
trouble, Dimond," Mitchell said. "I need your help. Now." SECOND EARTH

(CONTINUED) Mrs. Dimond, Mark's mother,gave Mark arideto alonely, country lane in Stony
Brook that Mark knew well. 1t used to be part of his paper route. There, a the corner of Riversville
Road and Carroll Street, they found what they werelooking for. It was a beat-up, seventies-looking
dtation wagon with fake wood paneling. Leaning againgt the hood, smoking a cigarette, was Andy
Mitchell. When he saw the Dimonds car gpproach, he quickly stubbed out the smoke.  Mrs. Dimond
sared at Mitchdl like he was awaking disease and said to Mark, "Are you sure you're going to be
okay?' To her, thisguy looked like bad news. Mrs. Dimond wasasmart lady.  "Yeah, hesafriend.
Hesin Sci-Clops” Mark said.  "That hoodlumisin Sci-Clops?* Mrs. Dimond asked increduloudly.

"Bdieveit or not," Mark answered with asmile. "Thanks, Mom. Hell givemearidehome” Mark
got out of the car, opened the rear door, and pulled out afull can of gasoline. Andy's big problem was
that hehad run out of gas.  "Thanks, lady!" Andy called, sounding as polite as could be. ™Y ou saved
my life"  Mrs. Dimond waved and smiled, then turned the whedl and drove off, but not before giving
Mark afinal, concerned look that said: "Are you sure about this?' Mark waved asif to say, "Don't
worry."  "Thanks, Dimond," Mitchdl said ashetook the gas can from Mark. "Redlly. Thanks" It
sounded to Mark asif he meant it too. Mitchell went to the rear of his beater and started funneling the
gasintothetank. "How could you run out of gas?' Mark asked. "The gaugeisbusted,” Mitchell
sad. "Whenever | fill it up, | zero out the trip odometer to tell me how many miles| go so I know when
tofill upagain.” "Sowhat happened?' "Thetrip odometer's busted too. Piece of garbage car.”
Mark had to keep himsdlf from laughing. Mitchell truly wasanidiot. "I got thiscall to make ared
important delivery. Big rush. | picked up the flowers, got here, and chug chug chug. Dead. You redlly
saved me, man."  "What's so important about the ddivery?' Mark asked.  "Huge client,” Mitchell
answered. "Big-shot corporate guys. They're having a meeting tonight at seven o'clock, and they ordered
abunch of flowersfor the tables. Last minute. Those guys don't care. Money talks, you know? Buit if |
don't get 'em therein time, well never get another order. Those guys don't fool around. One mistake and
you're gone. My uncleisthe sasmeway. If | don't deliver, I'll be gonetoo. And | need thisjob." "So
why didn't you call your unclefor hdp?' Mark asked. "Yeah, sure,” Mitchell replied sarcagticaly. "So
he'd know how bad a screwup | am? | may not be smart, but | ain't dumb.”  That surprised Mark.
Hearing Andy Mitchell call himsdlf a screwup was out of character. Thiswas turning out to be aday full
of surprises. Mitchell emptied the can and put thecap back on.  "Time?' Mitchdll asked. Mark
checked hiscdl phone. "Six-oh-five," he announced. "Plenty of time" "Let'sgo!" Mitchdl said, and
jumped into the car. He truly had to jump because the driver's door wouldn't open. He had to dither in
through thewindow.  The meeting was taking place not far from where Andy broke down, a aposh
country club. As Mitchell drove, Mark sat in the passenger seat thinking two things. One wasthat he
couldn't believe he had come to the rescue of his archnemesis. The other wasthat he feared the sticky,
vinyl car seat was infested with Andy bacteria. The only reason he didn't gag at the putrid car stench was
because the sweet smell from the flower arrangements in the back masked the vile odor. He feared what
would happen after they made the delivery and the flowers were gone. It was going to be along ride
home. "So, why me?' Mark asked. "Why you what?' Mitchell asked back. "Why did you cdl
mefor hdp?' "Sci-Clops," Mitchell answvered. "We gottastick together, right?’  "Waell, no," Mark
sad. "It'sascience club, not the Boy Scouts. Why did you call me? You hateme.”  Mitchdl didn't
answer right away. At first Mark thought the imbecile had forgotten the question. "I don't exactly have
aload of friends," Mitchdl finaly said. "1 know, hard to believe, but it'strue” "Not so hard to believe,”
Mark said.  Mitchell shot him aglance, but didn't fire a shot back. Instead he shrugged. "Okay, | had



that coming. I'vegivenyou ahardtime” "Hard time?' Mark said, incredulous. Y ou've bullied me for
years. You've hit me. Y ou've stolen my lunch money moretimesthan | can count. Y ou've hit me. You've
robbed my house. You'vehitme. Need | goon?'  "Guilty, guilty, guilty, dl right? What do you want me
tosay?" "l don't want you to say anything. Youreajerk. End of story.” Mark was feeling bold. He no
longer feared Andy Mitchell. That stopped awhile ago. Hisfear turned to pity when heredized that the
guy was such alamebrain. But lately, after seeing what abrilliant mathematica mind he had, Mark
actualy found himsdlf envying Andy. It was dl sotwisted and weird.  "If it makesyou fed any better,
you aren't the only one | stepped on,” Mitchell said.  "Oh, good, now | can rest easy,” Mark said,
dripping sarcasm.  "Hey, you asked, I'mtdllin’." -"Sorry, go ahead.” "l ain't the sharpest tool in the
deck, in case you hadn't noticed,” Mitchdll continued. "I noticed,” Mark said, rolling his eyes. Mitchell
couldn't even get the figure of speechright.  "Buit that only hasto do with words and talking and
whatnot. Thething is, with numbers I'm pretty good." Mark didn't argue. HEd seen Andy at work.
With numbers he was better than pretty good.  "That didn't go down so well when | wasalittlekid. It
was like, how do you say it, | had the worst of both worlds. Half the guys gave me a hard time because |
sounded like an idiot. The other half gave me grief for being abrain. | wastoo smart to hang with the
tough kids and too dumb to hang with the geeks. That works on you after awhile, you know? Not fittin'
inanywhere” Mark knew. Hewasan old pro at not fitting in. "So | guess| kind of built up this, | don't
know, thisshell. | didn't let nobody in; didn't put myself out therein casel might  get whacked; and
didn't take nothing from nobody. It'snot like | had achoice. It was either that, or hide under my bed. But
it wastough. | wasangry al thetime. | guess| took it out on alot of people, including you."

"Especidly me"  "Yeah, whatever. But then | got hooked up with the university and they actualy
liked that | had some good ideas. They encouraged me, you know? | wasn't used to that. That got meto
join Sci-Clops and-hey, | don't mean to get dl girly on you, but for thefirst time I'm starting to be happy
with the way things are going. Most of thetime, anyway." Mark didn't comment. For asecond he
thought Andy might cry. It was astrange fedling. For thefirst time, ever, he waslooking at Andy Mitchell
as a human being, not a cartoon bully. He wasn't entirely sure heliked it. Life was aready weird enough.
Having Andy Mitchell turninto agood guy just put things another notch higher on the surreal meter.
Thankfully the conversation ended, because they had arrived a the Burning Hill Country Club.  "We're
herel” Mark announced to break thetension.  Andy pulled the car up to the wide, flagstone front
entranceand rolledtoastop.  "Lookskind of quiet,” Mark observed.  "And dark,"” Andy said.
"What timeisit?' "Six thirty," Mark answered. "There has to be somebody hereif the meeting isin half
anhour." Mark and Andy got out of the car and walked up the few stepsto the front door. Mitchell
tried theknob. It waslocked. "What the hell?* Mitchell said, confused. Mark looked inside the
glass panein the door and said, "There's aboard in there with the schedule. What's the name of the
company?'  Mitchell pulled apiece of paper from his pocket, unfolded it, and reed, "Praxis
Asociates”  "Thereitis" Mark announced. "Praxis Associates. Seven o'clock.”  "Exactly!" Mitchdll
sad. "Hdf an hour fromnow." Mark looked ingde again and said, "Uh, actudly, it'stwelve and ahaf
hoursfromnow.” "Say what?' Mitchdl shouted. Mark said, "The Sign saysit's abreskfast meeting.”

Mitchdl quickly looked back at the packing dip. Hereread it and yelled, "No way! It saysright here.
PraxisAssociates. Seven A" Mark took the paper and read it. "Y eah, seven A, asin sevenam. The
meeting istomorrow morning.”  Mitchell stared at the page blankly. He then sprang back to the door
and looked insde. "Therés gottabeamigstake” Mark said, "Well, yeah. Therewas." Mitchell
banged his head againgt the glass, findlly accepting that the mistakewashis.  "Will the flowers keep?'
Mark asked. "Yeah," Mitchell said, sounding beaten. "I am such anidiot. Cmon, I'll drive you home."

The two didn't say much on the way back toward town. Mitchell was too embarrassed and Mark was
too cool to make him fed any dumber. When they got to Mark's house, Mark hopped out of the car and
grabbedthegascan. "It'sbeen...interesting,” hesaid. "Listen, Dimond,” Mitchdll said. "Thanks. |
know how you fed about me, that only makesit dl the cooler that you helped meout.” "Hey, we
Sci-Clops types have to stick together, right?* Mitchell laughed. "Y eah, sure. | owe you one. | mean that.
If you ever need anything, dl you gottadoisask.” "Sure, uh, Andy. Good night." "G'night."



Mitchell hit the gas, the car belched once and rolled off,  leaving Mark standing alone on the
sdewalk in front of hishouse. It was a strange ending to a strange day. Mark couldn't help but wonder
what the next chapter in the strange saga.of Andy Mitchell would be.  For Courtney, shefdt asif her
day wasjust beginning. Ever since Whitney had asked her to go into town, she counted the minutes until
seven o'clock. Therest of the day crept by dowly. It seemed like an eternity until shefinally madeit to art
class. She sat there, listening to the guest spesker talk about the challenge of sketching the human hand.
With Courtney's head being where it was, the lecture seemed about as interesting as algebra-trig. Still,
she had made a commitment to this class. She wasn't going to blow it off. Though she might aswell have.
Her mind wasn't on sketching. It was on Whitney, and what the rest of the night might hold.  When
seven o'clock finaly came, most of the students stuck around to talk to the artist and pick his brain. Not
Courtney. She was out the door before the echo from the bell had died. To savetime, she had ridden her
biketo class. It meant bringing her backpack and books into town, but she figured that was better than
taking the timeto go all the way back to her dorm to drop them off. That would have wasted precious
minutes. She quickly unlocked her Tech road bike from the rack, tightened up her backpack, and began
pedaling for the main road, and town.  Stansfidld Academy wasin arurd areaof the Berkshires, afew
miles outsde the smdl town of Derby Fals. Courtney knew that from when shed firg visted Stansfield
with her parents. The road between Stansfield and Derby Fallswas a beautiful, winding country lane that
snaked up aong oneridge of the mountain, through a dense pine forest and then down the other side and
into town. As much as she focused on getting to town as quickly as her legs would bring her, it was hard
for her not to notice how beautiful the mountainswere.  The sun was on the way down, creating long
pine-tree shadows across the road. The amber rays sparkled through the trees as Courtney rode, making
her fed asif she wereriding through the beams of a strobe light. She passed arolling meadow where
black-and-white dairy cows grazed. There were afew farm stands aong the way, where you could buy
corn on the cob and tomatoes that had been picked that day. They were closing up for the night. The
birds were out now. It wastimefor them to feed. Courtney could hear them twittering in the trees. She
even saw afew fireflies spark in thewoods. It was atruly idyllic ride. Courtney promised hersdlf that she
would make thistrip again, maybe on a Sunday when she wasn't in such ahurry. And maybe she could
convince Whitney to come with her. Things were about as right for Courtney asthey couldbe. The
road inclined quickly asit brought her up into the mountain. She wasin shape, but dill, asteep climbisa
steep climb. 1t was no problem, but she worried that she'd be al sweaty for her date. Lugging the heavy
books along suddenly seemed like abad idea. But there was no turning back now. She had to gut it out,
sweat and all.  Theroad got even steeper and wound sharply to the left. Courtney didn't remember it
being so steep, though the last time she made thistrip it wasin a car. Roads never seemed as steepin the
car asthey did when you were riding or running. She rounded the bend and saw that the road continued
to bend around the mountain. She couldn't see how much farther it was to the crest, but she knew it must
bejust around thecurveahead. That'swhen sheheardthecar. It wasfaint at first. She was
breathing so hard that she couldn't makeit out right away. But the sound quickly grew louder. Therewas
no doubt. A car was coming up behind her. Fast. She glanced back, but there was nothing to see except
the bend she had just come around. The oncoming car hadn't gotten there yet. In afew secondsit would
scream around the corner and be right behind her. The road was pretty narrow, and she thought about
getting off and moving to the Sde for safety. But the idea of having to start up again on this steep hill
wasn't ahappy one. She did aquick calculation and figured the car would see her in plenty of timeto
move over. She stood up and pumped harder, hoping to get to the top of the rise before the car.

Behind her, the car rounded the curve. The engine was working so hard it sounded asif it were
roaring. A quick, scary thought cameto her. Could it be the mysterious black sedan? She hadn't thought
about that strange car for days. Her heart raced, faster than it had from the climb. All she wanted to do
was get around the next corner and seethetop of therise.  Theroar of the car grew louder. She
decided to jump off her bike, but aquick look to the side showed her that the shoulder was too narrow.
There was a steep drop-off. If she dismounted now, there would be no place to go. If this car wanted to
run her down, it had found the perfect placetodoit.  Seconds|ater the car was on her. Courtney



closed her eyes, bracing hersalf to get hit. She gritted her teeth, tightened up, and... the car roared past.
It was S0 close she fdlt the breeze as it sped by. She opened her eyes and saw that it was aminivan full
of little kids being driven by amom. The woman tried to move over to get clear of Courtney, but there
was just so far she could go without going into the oncoming lane, with ablind curve ahead. If the van
wasin that lane and a car came from the other direction,boom.  Courtney looked up to seethelittle
kids pressing their faces against the rear window, waving at her. Courtney smiled and waved back. She
was exhausted, but relieved. She laughed at herself for being so paranoid. Black sedan, yeah, right. Now
all she had to do was get to the top of the rise and the torture would be over. The minivan had
disappeared around the corner. Courtney put her head down and stood up on the pedalsto dig in for the
find push. Theroar of the minivan echoed off the side of themountain.  That'swhy she didn't hear the
car that was coming the other way.  Courtney downshifted, pumped her legs, and looked ahead intime
to see the spooky black sedan screaming around the corner, headed directly for her. Thisdriver wasn't
worried about being in the wrong lane. The car had crossed the center line and was charging right for
Courtney. There was only one thing she could do: bail out. Courtney threw the bike and dove to her
right. The black sedan hit the bike's front tire before Courtney was completely clear. She heard the
screech of brakes and the shrieking sound of thetires skidding on the road. The driver didn't mind hitting
Courtney, but wasn't prepared to crash over the edge whiledoingit.  Theforce from the impact
twisted Courtney around so quickly and violently that she had no hope of making a controlled fall. The
weight from the books on her back made it even worse. They acted like a counterweight, twisting her
around with even more force. Before she hit the ground, Courtney had one brief thought: "Why didn't |
wear my helmet?'  Her shoulder hit atree. The force snapped her head back. Shefdll to the ground
and hit hard on her other shoulder. The pitch was so steep that she kept moving, tumbling head over butt
over amsover legs. She was an out-of-control rag doll, damming into trees and boulders on the way
down. Findly, with arude thud, she dammed into one last tree and stopped. A second later, just to add
insult to injury, the bike landed on her legs.  Courtney wasin shock. She had no ideahow badly she
was hurt, or if shewas bleeding or if she was even going to live. Therewasn't any pain. It waslike being
inadream, haf adeep, but unable to move. She opened her eyesto see she had falen far from the road.
Even if she could move, there was no way she would be able to crawl up the steep hill. Worse, she
feared that she had fdlen so far that nobody would see her lying there, and night was coming on. She
moved her eyes dightly to get abetter ook at where she had falen, and saw something that made her
catch her breath.  Parked on the edge of the road was the black sedan. The sun waslong gone, soits
headlights were on. Behind the gleaming beams, the chrome bumper grinned at her. The driver's door
opened. Shewasfindly going to see the monster who had run her off the road. Who could it possibly
be? The driver walked to the front of the car so he could be seen in the headlights. It was like he wanted
Courtney to see him. At first Courtney didn't understand what she was seeing. It didn't make sense.
Standing on the edge of the road, looking down at her...wasWhitney.  The cute, wavy-haired blond
athlete stood in the lights of the black sedan with his hands on his hips, staring a Courtney. Courtney felt
hope. It was Whitney! Thiswas dl an accident! Sheredlized the car must belong to one of hisfriends. He
must have been worried about her and taken the car himsalf to go back to school and get her. Thiswas
nothing more than ahorrible, ironic accident. It had to be. She was saved. She wasn't going to haveto
gpend the night in the forest. Courtney was sure that everything was going to be fine-until Whitney spoke.
"l give, and | take away," Whitney said with an arrogant air. "Y ou people of Second Earth are so
eadly controlled. | was hoping thiswould be more of achalenge but, aas. It was not meant to be. I'll
send your loveto Pendragon...Corwind.”  With that, Whitney laughed. It was ahorrible, screeching
laugh that froze Courtney's soul. What she saw next did the same to her mind. Whitney's body turned
into aliquid shadow. It hovered inthe air, changing shape until he became ahuge black bird. With a
quick flap of itswings, the bird lifted off from the ground and flew into the Berkshires, leaving Courtney
todie. Courtney was spirding into oblivion. Soon she would be unconscious. It was over. She had
lost. It was the most important challenge of her life, and Courtney had lost.  Courtney didn't liketo
lose. It was the one thing that stayed congtant throughout her torment and trouble. As bad asthings got,



she never accepted defeat. That Smply wasn't in her nature. As shelay in that forest, broken and barely
conscious, she willed her hand to move. Aninch. Two inches. She knew that if she had fallen the wrong
way and her hand was pinned under her, her desperate move would be futile. But she hadn't. She was
ableto walk her hand dong, pulling it forward with crawling fingers, until she grasped the cell phone
clipped to her bet. Miraculoudy it hadn't been torn off in thefal. Courtney couldn't seeit, but she could
fed the buttons. The chances of dialing anumber, even 911, wereimpossible. Shewaslosing
consciousness, fast. She had to fight it. Her best chance was to use speed-dial. Shefelt the buttons until
she found what she thought was the number 1. She hit it, while using every bit of concentration and
willpower she possessed to stay conscious.  Mark Dimond finished dinner, washed the dishes, and
dragged himsdf up to hisroom. His plan wasto surf the Net for awhile, catch a show onComedy
Central ,and crash. No sooner did Mark get to hisroom than he redlized his night was going to be very
different from what he expected.  Hisring started to twitch.  Suddenly he wasn't so tired anymore. A
quick jolt of adrenalinewill do that. Mark quickly closed hisdoor, locked it, and put hisring on the floor.
Thelight show was beginning. In afew moments Bobby's next journad would arrive. He knew there
would be noComedy Centrathat night. It wastimeto go back to Zadaa. Mark didn't redize that on
his desk, another message was waiting for him. His cell phone was flashing. But he never checked that
phone because nobody ever caled him. With anew journa coming in, there was even less chance of him
checking it. His attention was on hisring and the incoming journd. If he had looked at his phone he
would have seen atwo-word message flashing over and over. MESSAGE WAITING. But
he didn't look. JOURNAL #22  ZADAA War. It'ssuch asmal, innocent word that's
used to describe something that isn't smal or innocent. Why is that? Shouldn't war at least bea"four
letter word"? Whatever. I'm Sitting here, degp underground in Rokador territory, waiting for it al to
begin. Or end, depending on how you look at it. Everything we feared would happen is going to happen.
The Batu are about to attack. The assassination of Pelle aZinj pretty much cemented that. Whatever
chance there was of finding peace between the tribes has died dong with Pelle. The only question left is
how soon the fireworks will start.  We know alot more about what's going on now. None of it isgood.
We now know what Saint Dane has been up to here on Zadaa. All of it. He had ahand in engineering the
nation, as| figured hedid. If Pelle had lived, there was a good chance he would have stopped the
war. But that wouldn't have worked into Saint Dane's plan. He needed Pelle gone, and he got an
impressionable Rokador to do it for him. Asusua. He never doesthe dirty work himself. It's aways
about getting the people of the territory to hurt themselves.  But that was only the beginning of hisplan
to topple Zadaa. As| writethisjournd to you guys, I'm afraid he's going to win here. | don't see how we
can stop it. The events that are about to take place will change the course of Zadaaforever. It won't be
for the better, that much | can guarantee.  I'm going to tell you everything that's happened since Pelle
was killed. These are the events that have led Zadaato the brink of disaster. As| it here, sofar
belowground, | can't help but wonder if | will ever seethe sunagain. Any sun.  Thereisahugeirony
here too. By manipulating events so that Pelle was killed, Saint Dane put the tribes on a path to war.
However, thetrigger was pulled by an event that wastotally out of hiscontrol. It begantorain.

"Keep moving," Loor ordered as we ran againg the festive crowd that continued to follow the parade
toward the palace of Zinj. These people had no ideathat their joy would soon turn to anguish. They were
about to discover that their beloved prince had been killed. It was a sad feding, knowing that these
happy, jubilant people would soon be crushed.  Suddenly the crowd stopped moving. A moment
before, they had been pushing to get to the palace. The streets were so dense with people, we could
barely work our way through. Now the mass of humanity had stopped. Oddly, one by one, they looked
toward the sky. The raucous music and laughter of the festival died. An eerie quiet fell over the masses.
Loor and | were so focused on getting through, we didn't stop to question what was happening. That
changed the instant we heard someoneyell: "Look!"  We stopped short, looked at each other, then to
the sky. The surprise wasn't what we saw, but what wedidn'tsee.  Therewereno stars.  "Isit
possible?’ | askedinawe. Loor answeredin two whispered words. "Rain clouds.” A moment later
the skies opened up. It wasn't just rain, it was astorm. A deluge. There was an odd moment where the



crowd stood there, not reacting. | don't think anybody could believeit. But that didn't last. A cheer went
up, then another, and another. The excitement spread and in seconds, the crowd went nuts. Their wild,
festive dancing for the parade was just awarm-up. Lightning flashed through the sky, followed by a
boom of thunder that rocked the ground. The people ate it up. They hugged, they cheered, everybody
was everybody's friend. | got grabbed and kissed by a couple of Batu women. These people were
celebrating asif their long, horrible nightmare wasfinaly over.  "Isthatit?' | screamed to Loor over the
crowd. "Doesit al end thiseasly?'  Loor started to answer, but realized we couldn't hear each other.
She waved for meto follow, and we left the crowd to find aquiet place wherewe could talk. "I do not
know," Loor answered. "1 suppose it dependson how muchrainfals” "Thisisincredible!” | said, and
stepped out of the doorway to fed the healing rain on my face. "Wouldn't it be avesomeif all it took to
beat Saint Dane was for the westher to change?'  Loor didn't look so optimistic. "Do not forget that
Pelle aZinj has been assassinated. By a Rokador. That will not help Batu-Rokador relations, even if the
droughtisover.” "Right," | said soberly. "Saint Dane could have set up that murder to make sure there
would beawar even if thedrought ended.” "Thereis much we do not know," Loor said. "l will go to
the Ghee command to seewhat their thinking is™ "I don't supposeit would be codl if | went with you,”
| said. "No. Goto Alder. | will return assoon asl learn more.”  Before we split up, | took along
look at her. It didn't matter that she was soaking wet, she still looked amazing. Maybe more so because
the rain made her hair glisten and her eyes sparkle. | wanted to hold that imageinmy head.  "What is
wrong?' Loor asked. | dmost said, "'l think you're beautiful." | didn't. It wasn't the right time. Who
knew if that timewould ever come? "Nothing,” | answered. "Becareful.” "Andyou,” Loor said.  She
legped out of the doorway and sprinted off through the rain. Her long strides took her away quickly as
she splashed through the newly formed puddies. The sick thought suddenly hit methat | wasn't sureif |
could find my way back to the hospita. That would have been atotaly stupid move. Asit turned out, |
only took afew wrong turns before getting there. | was a so able to make my way down deep into the
bowels of the building and easily find the room where Alder was recovering. When | arrived, | saw that
he was till deegping. Saangi was sitting by his side. When she saw me, her facelitup.  "Isit true?' she
asked. "Isitraining?"  "Youtdl me" | said, holding out my wet arms.  Saangi touched my wet deeve
asif it had been dipped in gold. She squeezed the materid until water dribbled out, then touched her wet
finger to her lips. She amiled. It was the bright, happy smile of ayoung girl, something | hadn't seenin
Saangi sincel met her.  "Doesthis mean therewill benowar?' sheasked. That wasthe big
question. | hated to have to be the oneto tell her the bad news about Pelle, but | had to. When | told her
what had happened, her smile quickly fell. Her short moment of freedom fromworry wasover.  "The
rain does not matter," she said coldly. "Hatred cannot be washed away. | fear there will still beawar.”
"That'swhat Loor'strying to find out,” | said.  Ichecked on Alder and saw he was degping
peecefully.  "Doctor Nazshabelieveshe will fully recover,” Saangi said. "What dowedo now?' Isat
down on one of the hard, stone chairsand said, "Wewait for Loor."  Iclosed my eyes.Ididn't want to
talk anymore. If we had to wait, | figured | might aswell take advantage and get some deep. If there's
onething that | learned asa Traveler, it wasto steal napswhen | could. It didn't matter what time of the
day it was, or how long | had. Even afew minutes helped. | closed my eyes and tried to shut down my
mind. It worked. | have no ideahow long | was out. It could have been afew minutes, or acouple of
hours. It didn't matter. However long | was out, my peaceful rest was instantly shattered when | opened
my eyesto asobering sight. Standing in the doorway was the answer to the question of whether or not
the rainstorm was going to wash away thewar. It was Loor. She didn't haveto say anything. She smply
stood there. But seeing her, | knew.  Shewasback in her armor.  Gone was the beautiful red dress
and open sandas. Gone too was her jewelry and decorative armbands. Her hair was tied back tight, and
her wooden stave was |lashed to her back. She was once again dressed to kill. Literally.  "Get ready,”
she said to me, and held out a pile of black clothing. It was my Ghee armor. The party was officidly
over. | quickly dressed whilewetalked. "What did you find out?' Saangi asked.  Loor looked
troubled. "The rain has come from the north. Scouts have been tracking it for hours. It isavery big
storm, big enough to begin the process of ending thedrought.”  "Why do you say that like it's bad



news?' | asked. "Becausethe water is disgppearing,” Loor answered. "Y es, the troughsin the city are
collecting asmdl amount, but that won't last. Thereis gill nothing coming from the riversbelow. With al
therain that hasfalen in the north, there should be some sign that the water isrising and theriversare
returning. Thereisnot. They are asdry asthey wereyesterday.”  "So, you think that's proof that the
Rokador are holding it back?' | asked. "It doesn't matter what | think," Loor said. "It iswhat the Ghee
commanders are saying. Thisisthejudtification they werelooking for. And now that PelleaZinj isdead,
thereisno oneto stopthem.” "Whoa, wait,” | said. "It'soneraingorm! That's not enough proof."

"Thereismore," Loor said. "The Rokador ambassador to X haxhu has disappeared. He was last seen
heading underground, along with his staff. Why would he leave? Especidly now, when the Batu are
saying the nation was a Rokador plot. It would be his duty to defend the Rokador against those
charges” Saangi sad, "Unlesshehasno defense” | said, "Okay, | admit, that looks bad. But the
Ghee haveto coal off. Thisrain might keep comingand-" "Y ou do not have to convince me,
Pendragon,” Loor said. "I am not the one preparing to march into the underground.” My mouth went
dry. Saangi shot Loor alook. "Say that again?' | said.  "The rebels have taken control. Gheeswho
wereloyal to Pelle now believe that war isthe only answer. They are preparing to launch their attack.”

Weadl stood there, letting that ominous concept sink in. - Those who wanted war because they
blamed the Rokador for the drought now had their proof. Those who stood behind the roya family now
had their reason as well. Revenge. The two sides had come together. There was going to beawar.
"How muchtime?' | asked. "I do not know," Loor said. "Maybe afew suns. They are smart. They will
not launch thiswar until they arefully prepared.” "What about you?' | asked. "Aren't you supposed to
bewiththe Ghee?' "I am now adeserter,” Loor said with no emotion. "If found, they will hang me."

| felt dizzy. Thingswere happening alittletoofast.  "Do you il think we should go to Kidik?' |
asked. "Now morethan ever," Loor said. "We need to know what Bokkafound." "Do you think he
discovered that the Rokador are holding back thewater?' | asked.  Loor thought for amoment, and
then said, " Since the beginning of the drought, | have held out hope that the Rokador would not
ddiberately try to harm the Batu. | il believe they would never do something so foolish, unlessthere
were other forcesat work."  "Other forceslike...Saint Dane?' | asked.  Loor nodded and said, "If it
istrue and the Rokador have been holding back the water, | believe that Saint Dane has somehow
convincedthemtodo so." It wasso smple. If the Rokador had the power to hold back the water,
then it made al sorts of sense that somehow, some way Saint Dane had wormed hisway into their
confidence and convinced them to do it. That's how he operated. He tricked people of the territoriesinto
making bad decisions. And unless Bokka's dying words referred to somebody € se named Saint Dane,
then the evil demon was down there. It was now more clear than ever that if we had any hope of
stopping thiswar, we had to go to Kidik. "What about my stave?' | asked.  Loor reached outside the
doorway and retrieved my familiar, worn stave. Osa's stave. She hadn't forgotten to bring it. | feltits
weight, flipped it over my shoulder and into the harness. | wasready togo.  "Thisisgonnabetough,” |
said. "A Ghee and ahdf aren't going to be welcomed by the Rokador with flowersand songs.”  "We
will reach Kidik," Loor said confidently. "Havefaith. Y ou havelearned from thebest.” | had to smile.
Loor's confidence was infectious. It was starting to rub off on mealittletoo. Saangi said, "I will say
again, | should comewithyou." Loor actudly softened and said, " Saangi, | wish you could. | truly do.
But Alder isin danger here. As soon as heis able to move, you must get him back to the flume. The
battle against Saint Daneis not about Zadaa. It is about Halla. Alder must be kept safe”  Saangi
nodded. She hated to, but shenodded. "It has been an honor to serve you," Saangi said to Loor.

"Y ou have my eternd thanks," Loor responded.  "Whoa, timeout,” | said. "Don't go saying that like
you're never gonna see each other again. Well beback." | thought | caught asmall tear formingin
Saangi's eye. Truth was, she might not see Loor again. Not if we got caught in the middle of thiswar. My
words didn't comfort her in the dightest. They sounded kind of hollow to me, too.  "Pendragon,”
Saangi said, "I may be short in my manner, but | want you to know that | believein you. If thereisa
chance of stopping thiswar, you and Loor will findit." "Thanksfor that, Saangi,” | said. "And for
everything." | gave Alder aquick touch on the shoulder. | didn't want to wake him. He needed the



deep. | wished hewerecomingwithus.  "Let'sgo,” | said.  We were soon jogging through the dark,
rainy streets of Xhaxhu, headed for the building that would lead us down into the depths of the Rokador
tunnd system, near the flume. It was afamiliar route. Loor didn't have to direct me. Wefound the
building, entered the doorway, and descended down the spiraling ramp that brought usinto the
underground. Once we were bel ow, the concept of day and night went away. The lighting was dways
the same. The domes embedded in the walls gave off the same, soft yellow light whether it was midday
or midnight. We didn't stop to talk until we had walked through the abandoned water-control station, and
emerged into the vast chamber that used to hold the raging river. Even with dl therain, therewasonly a
smdll bit of water trickling along the dry riverbed. | had to admit, thislooked bad for the Rokador. | was
now convinced that they redly were playing gameswiththewater. "Do we have aplan?' | asked
Loor. Shetook out the map that Bokka had given us. | took another ook at the complicated labyrinth
of tunnelsand theroute marked inred.  "What are those?' | asked, pointing to several unique sketches
that showed up every so often dong the route. They were dl different. Some were dashes acrossthe
tunnels. Others showed what looked like small structures off totheside. "I do not know," Loor
answvered. "But wewill find out.” "Whichway?' | asked. "Bokkas route begins at the crossroads,”
shesad. "We must go through those large doorsto begin our journey.” " So right off the bat, we've got
to go through ateam of Tiggen guards who were assigned to make sure nobody goes through those
doors because thereisamagjor water transfer-control machine on the other sde?'  "Yes" "Just
checking." We gtarted off, retracing the route that Bokka had led us on when wefirst went to the
crossroads. | got confused pretty quickly. There were many turns and options. But Loor knew where she
wasgoing. | followed asif | didtoo. "If we meet with resstance,” Loor said, "listen for my
commands.” "No problem, yourethepro,” | said. | wasactudly feeling pretty confident. When we
were attacked by the Tiggen guards before, | did al right. | was getting more used to Osa's stave, so |
felt surel could put alittle more "oomph" behind it thistime. On the other hand, there wasn't much we
could do to defend oursalvesiif that assassin were there and he started shooting those stedl arrows. We
had to watch out for that dude. In afew minuteswe arrived at the fina tunndl that opened out into the
large cavern called the crossroads. My heart sank when | saw that there were three Tiggen guardsin
front of the door. The road to Kidik was through those guys, and the doors they were guarding. The only
good news was that the guy with the crossbow was nowhereto beseen.  "They arenot aert,” Loor
whispered.  "How do you know that?' | whispered back. "From the way they are standing,” she
answered. "Either they have been on duty for along time, or they do not believe they will be attacked.
Possibly both."  "Tdl mewhattodo,” | said. "Fight," she said, and took off running for the guards.
Just like that. No plan. No sneaking around. No coordination. No signals. Just an dl-out, frontal
attack. | pulled out my stave and followed. | shouldn't have doubted Loor. She actudly did have a
plan, and it was the only one possible. The crossroads was alarge, empty cavern with nothing but the
two huge wooden doors that were being guarded, and anumber of tunnelsthat led off to other points.
The tunnel we had come out of was directly across from the wooden doors. There was nowhereto hide.
No place to sneak and get closer without being seen. Loor made the only choice possible. Sheran
quickly and silently for the guards. If shewasright, and they were not dert, we'd get pretty close before
they even redlized what was happening. If shewaswrong, well, ouch.  Loor was right. She moved so
quickly and so quietly that she was nearly on the first guard before he knew it. He never even got the
chanceto go for hisweapon before Loor swung her stave. She knocked him to the ground with one
shot, out cold. The other guards were just as dow to react. Loor targeted the next guy while | took the
third. Neither of them even reacted to their buddy getting beaned. | figured my guy would pull out his
sted baton and wait until | got close enough so he could dig it into my ribsand zap me. | didn't give him
the chance. Just before | reached him, | dropped to the ground and svung my stave at ankle levd. | was
hoping to get him to reach down to protect himsdlf, but it turned out even better. The stave hit hisankles
and the guy toppled. Hewas on hisback before | finished the swing. | brought the stave back, ready to
drill the guy when | heard, "Pendragon, stop!” It wasLoor. | froze, but kept my eye on the Tiggen
guard. | didn't want him to pull a sneak attack when | was |ooking away.|had learned my lesson, over



and over again, that | had to keep my eye on my opponent. As | stood there with my stave raised and
ready to strike, | saw something odd. The Tiggen guard still hadn't moved. As helay on hisback, he
didn't even turn to look up at me.Ifigured he might have hit his head on the way down and been knocked
sensdess.  "Relax, Pendragon,” Loor said calmly. "They will not giveustrouble”” A closer look at
my opponent revealed something eerie. Hisface looked frozen. Almost...dead. My heart raced.
Hadlkilled the guy? Therewas no way. All | did was sweep out hisfeet. Loor walked over to the guy,
reached down, and yanked back the white hood that covered hishead. "Dummies!”lexclaimed. His
face was a cloth mask. A quick look back showed methat al the guards were fake. They had been
propped up to look asif they were guarding the doors. From adistance, the effect was pretty good.
Now | knew how we got so close without them reacting. The word that came to mind was "scarecrows.”
"ldo not understand,” Loor said. "Why would they no longer have real guards protecting such a
va uable piece of machinery? Did Bokkanot say they feared thefirst attack would be here?' "I don't
know,"Isaid. "But wecanfindout." | waked up to the large wooden doors. There was a heavy lock
on the handle, but it was no match for Osas stave. With two quick whacks | knocked it open.  "Let's
seewhat's so important in here," | said as | grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. It was heavy.
No big surprise since the door had to be twenty feet high and made out of wood that |ooked to be four
inchesthick. But it swung easily on its hinges. | was about to peek insde when Loor pulled me back.
"Careful," shesaid. Shetook thelead. It didn't hurt my ego. Whatever nastiness might be waiting on
the other side, she was better equipped to deal with it than | was. | grabbed my stave, exhaled, and took
my first step onto the map, and into thefire. JOURNAL #22 (CONTINUED) ZADAA
Whatwe saw beyond the door made no sense. Like Bokka said, there was another one of those
water-control machines. And it was awesome. It had tobe four times the size of the one back at the
waterfal-that-was-no-longer-awaterfall. The pipesthat passed through this monster had to be six feet
wide. There was no doubt that thiswas amgor piece of machinery.  But it was shut down. And the
cavern that held it was empty. Therewasn't aRokador insight.  "Strange,” | said. "1 thought they were
all sorts of worried about the Batu getting control of this"" | walked to the monstrous deviceto get a
better look. The gauges | registered zero. It made no sound. | touched it. It was as till asarock.
Stranger till, there had to be several dozen valve controls, but al of the knobs and leverswere gone. All
that was left were smal ssemswhere the levers used to be. | ran my finger across severa of the gauges,
wiping aclear path through athick layer of dust.  "Thisthing hasn't been used inalong time,” | said.
"There has not been water inalong time,” Loor commented.  "So why werethey guarding it
yesterday?' | asked. "And why did Bokkatell you thiswas such an important piece of machinery?'
Loor didn't know any morethan | did. | took alook past the machine to see that this cavern narrowed
down into asmall tunnd that led deeper into the underground. "I guessthat'sthe Y ellow Brick Road,”
| said. "Thewhat?' Loor asked. "Theway to Kidik." Note to salf: Stop making clever Second
Earthreferences.  Loor glanced at the map and said, "Here. Thefirst of the strange markings.”  She
showed me the map. | could see the big cavern with the monster water-control device. There might as
well have been anote saying:you are here. | could aso see on the map where the cavern narrowed down
to asmal tunnd opening, just asit wasin front of us. The odd thing was that on the map there were three
X'sacross the mouth of thesmaller tunnel.  "Any ideawhat it means?' | asked.  Loor shook her
head. We kept our weapons ready and began our journey to Kidik, the capital city of the Rokador
world. Wewalked quickly to the far end of the cavern, stopping just short of the opening to the smaller
tunnel. After aquick look around | announced, "No X's here." | took a step through the opening. The
instant | broke the plane, | heard arumbling sound. | had triggered something.  "C'mon!" | shouted, and
legped through.  Loor didn't hesitate and jumped after me. Her quick reaction saved her life. The
instant she entered the tunnel, a series of stedl spikes shot down like spears from above, closing off the
opening. If Loor had been ahair dower, she would have been skewered. We stood together, holding
each other, breathing hard. The opening to the tunnd was now cut off by the spikesthat had become
vertical bars.  "Good news-bad news," | said. "The route to Kidik may be booby-trapped.”
"Booby-trapped?' Loor said, confused.  "Full of dangerous surpriseslikethat,” | said. "If we makea



wrong move, it could hurt.”  "And what isthe good news?’ sheasked.  "Bokkasmap will saveus,” |
answered. "I'll bet these odd markings on the map show wherethetrapsare.”  We both took another
look at the map. Those strange markings now took on awhole new importance...and therewere a
bunch of them between usand Kidik. "Thismay show uswherethey are, but not what to expect,” she
pointedout. "Yeah," | sad. "Thisisgoingto beinteresting.” We weren't doing any good standing
there staring at amap, so we continued on. The map led us through many different-size tunnels and
caverns. Themore | saw, the more amazed | became at how the Rokador had burrowed out an entire
civilization underground.  "Arethesetunndsnaturd?’ | asked. "Or did the Rokador dig them?"

"Both," Loor said. "l believe the larger caverns are naturd, but the adjoining tunnels were created by
theRokador." "But how? Thisis, like, solidrock." "The history of the Rokador isbest told by a
Rokador," Loor said. "But | am familiar withthedygos” "Thehuh?' "Dygos," Loor repeated.
"Tunneling machines. We will seethem on our journey.” | decided not to ask any more questions until |
had avisua aid. Besides, | wastoo stressed about running into another booby trap. Fear beats out
curiosity any day. Walking through thislabyrinth of underground tunnelswas strangein thet it didn't fed
all that claustrophobic. Sure, some of the rocky tunnels were narrow, but they often opened up into
cavernswhere the cellings were as lofty as a cathedral. And there were lights everywhere. It didn't fed
anything like we were traveling deeper and deeper underground. To be honest, | tried not to think about
that. | couldn't imagine living down here under multiple tons of rock, unlessyouwereanant. Thething
we didn't find was people. Not asingle living soul. We passed hundreds of different rooms that were full
of equipment. Some looked like living spaces with cots and furniture. Others were stacked with boxes
and tools. There had been people here once, and not long ago, ether. The word that kept coming to
mind was "abandoned.”  Every so often the route would take us through aless developed area, where
there would be a marking on the map, and another booby trap. One time Loor took a step and felt the
ground rumble. She legped forward and | jumped back a second before the floor caved in, leaving a
gaping black hole that dropped down to nowhere. We found ourselves on opposite sides of a hole that
went fromwall to wall. Unfortunately for me, | was on the wrong side, with no way to get across.

"There" Loor said, pointing. | saw athinlip of stonefloor that hadn't fallen. It was no wider than a
brick and sticking out from the wall dong oneside of thehole. ™Y ou want meto walk across on that?'
| askedin horror.  "Unlessyou can legp over,” Loor said. | couldn't. It was athirty-foot jump. | had
to go thelip route. Swell. Facing thewall, | tentatively put my right toe onto it and pressed down to seeif
it would crumble. It didn't.  Still, thiswas going to be tough, even if thelip held. It was only afew
incheswide. Gulp. | had to pressmy chest againgt the rock wall, with nothing to grab on to, and dide my
feet dong. It kind of reminded me of the training pit back at Moorg. Only with this pit, if you fdl, you
died. | moved my right foot first, then brought my left foot up to it. There wasno way | could crossthem
over. | would havelost my balance for sure. | kept the palms of my handsflat against the rock, carefully
feding for any little crag that | could hang on to with my fingers. My left cheek was pressed flat and |
stayed up on my toes-anything to keep my center of gravity forward. | tried not to think about how my
butt was dangling out over oblivion. My entire being was focused on keeping my weight against thewal .
| crept dong like this, moving dowly, but moving. Thelip held, and | was getting closer to safety. It
wasn't until | was dmost to the far sde that my luck ran out. Thewall bowed out ever so dightly. It
wasn't much, but it was enough so that | had to move my center of balance back to get around. Bad
move. | felt my weight shift toward oblivion. | grabbed for thewall, but my fingers brushed over the rock
face usdessly. | wasgoing down. | didn't get far. Something hit me on the back. Hard. | carefully
peeked to my right and saw that | was close enough to the far side that Loor was able to reach out with
her gave and pinmetothewadl. "Ouch," | said. | didn't mean it. She had saved my life. Again.

"Kegpmoving,” shecommanded. Having her hold me against the wall gave me confidence. |
quickly got my feet shuffling again, and afew secondslater | wasonthefar sde.  "Thank you,” | said.
That hardly covered it, but what else could | say? Saving each other's lives was getting pretty common.
Loor didn't need to be thanked. She was aready on to the next chalenge. How strangeisthat? | could
very easily have died just then. But | didn't, so we had to move on like it was no biggie. That iswhat my



twisted life has become. | shouldn't complain. At least I'm still around to writeaboutit. "It seemsas
though the Rokador abandoned these tunnels and set these traps to stop those who would follow," Loor
sad. "Yeah,us'"lsad. "Ortheattacking Batu," Loor said. "The Rokador are not warriors. In
battle the Ghee will destroy them.”  "What about the Tiggen guards?’ | asked.  "Bokkawould not
agree with me, but they are no match for the Ghee. Even if they were, they do not have the numberswe
do. If they hopeto win awar against the Batu, they will haveto do it with cunning, not force” | agreed
with her. From what | saw, the Tiggen guards weren't the fighters that the Ghee were. Heck, even | held
my own against them. How patheticisthat? "Thesetrapsareapainfor us" | sad. "But they won't
sopanamy.” "Not from what we have seen so far,” Loor said. "We should continue.” | wasright
about the map. It showed the location of every booby trap. Without it, we would have been history.
Thank you, Bokka. But the markings only showed us where the booby traps were, not how to prevent
them from springing. We were nearly skewered about a dozen times over. Rocks crashed downin
miniavaanches. One time the ground started to churn below our feet to reved the sharp teeth of grinding
gearsthat nearly turned usinto hamburger. It was like making our way through amedieval video game
full of pitfallsand surprises. Only thiswasnogame.  There was something else we saw aong the way
that | should mention. Whenever we reached one of the larger caverns, on either wall there would be
these huge, round meta plates sunk into the rock. They each had to be about thirty feet in diameter.
When we saw thefirst one, | stopped to examineit. "I do not know what it is," Loor said before| had
the chanceto ask. "I have never come thisfar into Rokador territory.” | couldn't help but wonder what
they were, and if they might give ustrouble. They weren't on the booby trap map, so chances were they
were safe. After passing hundreds of these giant disks, | didn't know any more about them than after I'd
seen thefirst one. Though my curiosity was still tweaked, the main thing was that they didn't do us any
harm, so | had toignorethem.  We continued walking cautioudy for a couple of hours. There's no way
to tell how far we had traveled, since we had to stop often to find ways around the booby traps. The
map was redlly accurate. It showed every intersection, tunnel, and cavern exactly aswe were seeingit.
At one point we rounded a corner and came upon yet another bizarre sight. It was Sitting to the side of a
larger cavern, looking totally out of place. It wasagiant, sllver ball. | was so surprised by seeing this
thing, | actually took astep back. It didn't faze Loor, though.  "That," shesaid, "isadygo.” Dygo?
Oh, right. The tunneling machine. Very codl. | took acloser ook at this odd device to seethat the Sllver
gphere was actualy a passenger cab. It wasn't much bigger than agolf cart. It looked likeit could hold
two people, with a clear window that wrapped halfway around. The giant silver bal rested on treeds, like
atractor. Thisthing could move forward, back, or turn in place. But the most amazing thing wasthe
gizmo atached to the outside. It was a six-foot-long drilling device. It was shaped like one of those
ol d-fashioned megaphones-as wide as the sphere at its base and narrowing down to a hollow point that
was about afoot across. Along the body of the drill were dozens of ringswith various gnarly looking
cutting devices. The circular tip had inch-wide teeth that |ooked like they could drill through pretty much
anything. "That'show they dig thetunnels?' | asked. "Yes, though it isone of the smadler vehicles"

| took a step closer to admire this silver tractor, drill, rock eater, whatever. "1 figured they needed
something more than shovelsto create the underground, but thisthingis...is...just killer."  "Bokkaand
| used to race dygos through the caverns,” Loor said.  "They let youdothat?' "No." Oh. Those
wacky kids.  "Soyou can drivethisthing?' | asked.  Loor smiled mischievoudy, asif remembering
sometaboo joyrides. "They are quitefast.” "So let'sjump in and driveto Kidik," | said. "If it can drill
through rock, it'll definitely protect usagaingt thetraps.” "Unlessthetrap isanother bottomless pit,"
Loor said. "Oh, yeah." I'd forgotten about that. We had done al right getting by the booby traps up
until that point, so it made sense not to mess with success. We left the cavern with the strange vehicle and
continued our journey. Along theway | noticed more dygos. Some were parked in dark caves off to the
sde. Otherswerelined up in larger caverns, waiting for the next big project. | was getting very curious
about the Rokador. In many ways they were incredibly advanced technologically. Y et they choseto live
like moles. I hoped that someday 1'd learn more about them-hopefully before they were annihilated by an
army of Gheewarriors.  "Weare getting close," Loor finaly announced. | took the parchment and



saw that we were only afew turns away from the top of the map. The markings showed that the fina
tunndl led to an areawith no detail. That had to be Kidik. My excitement started to build. Not only were
we nearing the end of a dangerous journey, | was dying to see what an underground city would look like
here on Zadaa. | tried not to think about the fact that we would be going from the frying pan into thefire.
We were Batu. At least Loor was. | was kind of an honorary Batu. Bottom line was, we were the
enemy. Therewas every possibility that the Rokador would capture us and lock us away. Or worse.

"Let'srest aminute,” | suggested.  We double-checked the map to make sure there weren't any land
minesaround, and sat down.  "There's something we need to talk about,” | said to Loor. "What is
that?' sheasked. | had been bothered about something since we decided to leave for Kidik. It wasa
problem | didn't know how to handle. Now that we were on the verge of arriving at our destination, it
wastimethat | shared my concern with Loor. "We still have no proof that Saint Daneis controlling
eventsdown here" | said.  "But he was there when Pelle a Zinj was assassinated,” Loor argued. "And
Bokkasaid heisdown here-"  "Yeah, | know, but we still don't know what he's up to. We're only
guessing. Maybe he'sjust hanging around, observing.”  "What are you saying, Pendragon?’ Loor
asked. "We came down herethinking that we've got to stop thewar,” | answered. "'l have no idea
how we're going to do that, but it'swhy were here. What are we going to do if we find out that Saint
Dane hasn't influenced events after al, and the war between the Batu and the Rokador istheway it was
meant to be? What dowedothen?'  Thistruly wasadilemma. If Saint Dane wasn't controlling events,
then the Travelers had no business being here and monkeying around. We're not supposed to messwith
the natural course of aterritory. That's not our job. We aready screwed things up by putting PelleaZinj
inapogtiontobekilled. Loor sad, "l believethered questionis, an | hereto do thework of aloya
Batu, or aTraveler? AsaTraveler, | must do dl | canto stop Saint Dane. But as aBatu, | must be loyal
tomy tribe” "Right, which means you might suddenly have to go from somebody who wantsto stop
the war, to being the first warrior who hastofight it."  Loor looked at the ground, thinking. Aswe sat in
that cavern, only afew yards away from Kidik City, wetruly didn't know if Loor wasthereasa
peacekeeper or aninvader.  "That isour first chalenge," shefinaly said. "We must learn what Saint
Dane has been doing. Once we know that, we will decide how to proceed.”  Shewasright. Until we
found Saint Dane, we wouldn't know what to do. | took atired bresth and asked, "Isthis Traveler stuff
ever goingto get eeser?’ "l do not beieve s0," Loor answered.  We continued on through the last
portion of the tunnel. Up ahead | saw that the stone corridor turned sharply to the right, just asthe map
showed. My heart raced. Around that corner was our destination. Kidik. | was excited about what we
would find...and scared to death.  "You ready for this?' | asked. "Do you need to ask?' Loor shot
back. | gaveher asmile, and we continued on. We reached the corner, made the turn, and came
face-to-facewith... adead end. Therewas no Kidik. (CONTINUED) ZADAA

Loorand | stood staring at ahuge, blank wall of rock where there was supposed to be acity. "No
way," | said. It wasthe end of the line. There wasn't any way around it. Literdly. The tunnel opened
up into alarge cavern, but instead of a city, there was nothing but avast wall of rock. There were no
tunnels. No doorways. No hidden passageways. We had cometothe end of the map, but there was no
Kidik. "Thisdoesnt make sense,” | said, looking a the map. "Did Bokkasend us on atotaly useless
trip?"  "No," Loor said defensively. "Why would hedo that?' "I don't know. Maybe, maybe..." A
thought hit me. "Maybe we didn't get this map from Bokkaafter dl.” ™Y ou were there, Pendragon,”
Loor said impatiently. "Y ou took it out of hisboot." "Yeah, but wasit really Bokka? Maybe Saint
Dane turned himself into Bokkato get usthismap!"  Loor dismissedit,saying, "Then Saint Dane's ashes
are now scattered acrossthedesert.”  Oh. Right. Bokkadied. Maybe | was getting alittle too paranoid
about Saint Dane turning up in various disguises. "Okay, S0 it was Bokka," | said. "Then why did he send
usintoadead end?' Loor stared at the blank wall, looking to find some clue that would make sense of
this. Shefoundit. "Look!" shesaid, pointing to where the rock wall met the ceiling. | looked. |
didn't seeathing. "Look at what?' | asked. "Look to where the wall in front of us meetsthe sde of the
cavern.” | looked. Nothing. "I'm gtill not gettingit,” | said. "L ook at the color of therock," she
explained. "Thewadl is different from the celling, and the Side. That isnot naturd.” A closer look told



me shewasright. The celling and sde wallswere adifferent brown color than thewall. The dead end
wall wasever 0 dightly darker.  "Sowhat?' | asked. "That isnot natural, Pendragon,” Loor said. "I
believethiswall infront of uswas constructed.” "Constructed?’ | shot back. ™Y ou can't just build a
hugewall of rock.” "The Rokador can," Loor said confidently. "How can you doubt that, after seeing
the world they have built? | believe thisis another attempt to stop the Batu attack." | took a step back
and tried to imagine the wall not being there. Now that | wasthinking that way, it did seem like where the
wall met the sdes and the ceiling, and even the ground, was alittle bit too perfect and precise.  "Okay,"
| said. "Maybe they sedled off the cavern. It'still awall of rock and we're fill stuck.”  Loor smiled and
sad, "Maybenot." "lt'sastonewadl, Loor," | said impatiently. "Whether it was made by the Rokador
or not, we can't get through-" The words were bardly out of my mouth when the lightbulb went on. |
reglized what she was talking about. "Are you serious?' | asked. "Do you really know how to use those
things?® Her answer wasto take off running back the way we had come. Not knowing what elseto
do, | followed. Loor led me past the open area where we had stopped to tak, through another section of
tunnel, and back to alarger cavern that had two sizable passageways off to either sde. When | looked
down one of these passageways, | saw something hidden in the shadows. It wasthe silver shell of a
dygo. "Walthere" shesad, andrantoit. A few secondslater | heard what sounded like an engine
garting up. But it waslike no engine | was familiar with. It was adeep, growling buzz. A moment |ater
the silver sphere camerolling out of the shadows. The giant ball rolled on treads. It moved to the center
of the cavern with the giant drill bit positioned to the rear. It stopped, Loor lifted up aside hatch, popped
her head out, and said, "Would you likearide?' "Oh, | anlovingthid" | said. Sheleaned back so |
could get in. | stepped up on thetread and did past her to enter the small vehicle. | had never beenina
space capsule, but | imagined thiswas kind of the same thing. It was pretty cramped inside. There were
two hard seats, side by side. In front was awindow for both seats that was only about afoot high. It
wrapped hafway around the sphereto give alittle bit of asdeways view. There was no way to see
behind us. The controlswerein front of the left-hand seat. Loor's seet. The instrument console had afew
switches, along with around glass ball that looked like one of those compass things people sometimes
put on the dashboards of their cars. There were two joysticksin front of the driver's seet. It didn't ook
all that complicated, but | wasjust as happy to know that Loor had driven one before. She sat in her seat
and pulled the hatch shut. It dlosed with asolidthunk.  "The shell isthick,” shesaid. "It can withstand
tonsof pressure.”  "Good to know," | said. "Let'snot test it. What about air?'  "There are ventsto
therear,” she explained while toggling a switch to the left of her controls. " They can be opened and shut,
depending on what kind of materid is being tunneled through. When they are shut, thereisenough air
ingdeto last severad minutes.”  "Let'skeep them open,” | suggested.  Loor grabbed the two joysticks
and gave me aquick demo. She manipulated the sticks and the sphere instantly responded, moving
quickly and smoothly to the right, then the I eft, up, and down. Our sests swiveled and rotated on yokes,
so we were dways upright. She cranked one stick one way and one the other, and we did acomplete
three-sixty. | noticed that the glassball on the control pand dways stayed in one position. | guessed this
was the device that told you whichway wasup.  "The sphere movesin every direction,” shesaid. "As
doesthedrill.”  Shetwisted the grip on top of thejoystick, and the drill came over thetop and settled in
front of us. Since the huge drill was hollow, it was possible to see dl the way through to the front and
ahead of us. Loor moved it to the lft, to theright, up, and down, demonsirating how it had complete
maneuverability. "So, thisthing can drill any way but straight down?' | asked. "It can do theat too,"
shesaid. "Thetreads move to the Sde and raise the vehicle up to alow the drill to face downward. Itis
quiteingenious.” "The Rokador are pretty smart people,” | said.  "With machinery, yes" she sad,
sounding atouch insulted. "Thereis much they are not ascagpable of.” Meow. Loor's competitive
nature was showing itsalf. But thiswasn't the time to start a debate about which tribe was better, s0 |
didn't press. Loor positioned the drill soit wasdirectly in front of us, pushed her foot down on afloor
peda, and we moved forward. The ride was pretty smooth. | guess the treads softened out al of the
bumps. Loor was pretty capable, too, steering the vehicle like apro. It was agood thing the dygo was so
smdl because we had to travel through some narrow passages to get back to the dead end. In no time



we were looking at the blank wall of rock where the map, and our trip, had ended.  "What if we're
wrong and there's nothing but rock?' | asked.  "Then it means Bokka has betrayed me," Loor said. "I
do not believethat isan option.” "Let'sgo,” | said.  Loor toggled aswitch on the control pand. The
massive drill whined to life and the cutting rings began to spin. She pushed the joystick forward, and the
dygo rolled ahead. Thetip of the drill touched the wall, and cut through it asif it were cotton candy.

"Whoa," | said, totally impressed. "No problem.” It was amazing. The spinning rings were desgned
so that they not only cut into the rock, but pulled the materia back and away, pulverizing it. The rock that
was within the hollow drill bit was chewed up and spit out as easlly asif we were shredding paper into
confetti. The dygo vibrated dightly asit cut, but it was pretty minor considering we were boring through
solid rock. It wasn't very loud, either. | guessed that was because we were sealed inside this thick sphere
and insulated from the outside noise.  "Aretheventsopenfor air?' | asked. "Yes" Loor answered,
but kept her attention Straight ahead.  "How thick do you think thewall is?' | asked.  Loor didn't
haveto answer. A few seconds after we started drilling, | saw light come through the hollow tip of the
drill. Thewall couldn't have been any more than afew feet thick. The drill kept grinding, though. We
needed to make the hole large enough for us to move the dygo through. Moments later | felt the
shuddering come to a stop. We were through. Loor stopped the drill, turned to me, and
announced,"Nowwe can see Kidik." JOURNAL #22 (CONTINUED) ZADAA

L oorpowered down the dygo and cracked open the heavy hatch. Thefirst thing | noticed wasthe
sound. We had been in closed tunnelsfor the last couple of hours, where the echoes from our footsteps
bounced back at us. Here on the far sde of thewall | heard something that didn't make sense at first
because we were underground. But there was no mistaking it. | heard wind. Wherever we were,
itsoundedbigger. Loor crawled out of the sphere. | followed and took a quick look back at thewall to
seewe had cut aperfectly round hole.  "Wow," wasdl | could say. "Thet isjust flat awesome.”

"Pendragon, look," Loor said. | glanced over to see shewas staring up at abuilding. Yes, a
building. It looked like one of those pueblo structures that you see built into the cliffs of the Southwest on
Second Earth. The structure must have been four stories high, with window openings and doorways and
even baconies. All | could do was stare and think how impossible it was that we were underground.
Severd yards acrossfrom it was asimilar building that was also built into the rock. The two stood
together, like sentries guarding an entrance. Beyond them the rocky walls formed adot canyon that
wound itsway into parts unknown.Ifelt sure this was the entrance to Kidik. The two of us stood there for
amoment, knowing that we were about to face awhole new danger.  "You said that the Rokador had
no chance of defesting the Batu, unlessthey werecunning,"lsaid.  "Idid." "Thetunneswere
abandoned," 1 continued. "The Rokador have retrested, but they have to be somewhere. Isit possible that
the entire Rokador tribeisin Kidik, preparing for the attack?'  Loor glanced at the two buildings that
guarded the entrance to the city. She had adark look on her face. She didn't have to answer. | knew she
was thinking the same thing. The two of us might be stepping into acity that was preparing for
war...againg us. Loor pulled her stavefrom her harness. | didthesame.  "Becareful,” Loor said.  "Is
that possible?’ | asked.  Loor ran quickly to the building on our left. She didn't goin, but crept along
thewall, headed toward the city. Smart move. We needed to be cautious. Walking down the center of
the street might have been suicide. | hugged the wall behind her. | remembered back to what | learned
during those long nightsin the training compound when | got whacked around in the dark. My senses
were on dert, tuned for anything that might foreshadow an attack. If asted arrow cameflying at us, |
wanted to hear it hissthrough the air. If ateam of Tiggen guards charged, | wanted to smell their swedt. |
had no clueif | was capable of that, but | hadtotry. We quietly crept past the two buildings and dong
therocky wall. The narrow canyon bent to the left. Loor did ahead boldly, with meright behind. Aswe
moved, | heard the same, strange sound that | heard when we first broke through the wall. 1t sounded
likewind. It was spooky, actualy, because it was more like adeep moan. | listened to this sound, trying
to placeit. It wasthen that | realized something was missing. There should have been another sound, but
there wasn't. We should have heard the sounds of a city, with people. Wedidn't. All I could hear was
that distant, spooky moan. | was beginning to think that Kidik was till along way off, until we turned the



corner. | caught my breath. We had arrived.  We stood at the edge of an incredible city that was
carved completely out of rock. The dot canyon we had come through opened up into an enormous
cavern where the sides stretched high above us on ether side. There was no sky, only avast ceiling of
rock. There were thousands of structures built on top of one another. The city didn't cover dl that much
ground, but the buildings rose up on either sde of us, al connected by roads and pathways that snaked
up and around on hundreds of levels. None of theindividua buildingswas very big. Thetalest of them
was maybe four stories. But there were thousands of them, all seemingly piled on top of one another and
crammed in together. Like the two buildings we had first seen, they reminded me of Southwest pueblos.
There were windows, but no glass panes. The doorways were open aswell. | saw carved staircases
leading up from the road on both sides and into the honeycomb of buildings. The effect was o vast, S0
complex, soimpossible, | forgot for asecond that we were stepping into enemy territory. "It isempty,”
Loor declared. | was so awed by the spectacle, it hadn't hit me. Shewasright. Like the tunnelswe
had come through, there wasn't asingle, solitary Rokador to be seen. Anywhere.  "Thisisimpossble,”

| said. "They can't abandon an entire city!" "What do your eyestell you?' Loor asked. | glanced
around, listened, and said, "Okay, maybethey can." We continued to walk, still cautious. There were
about eight million places for somebody to be hiding, waiting for thefirst arriva of the Batu. We stayed
closetothewalsononesideof thedrest, justincase.  "Whereiseverybody?' | asked. "Obvioudy
they're not al here getting ready to ambush the Batu." "' believe when we find that answer, we will
have the truth that Bokka spoke of,” Loor said.  "He said that the truth was on the far Sde of the city,
tothecenter,” | said. "Healso said that it wasanightmare,” Loor added.  "Yeah, swell," | said.
"Let'skeep moving. Can't wait to seethe nightmare” Aswewalked | couldn't help but wonder, again,
what the Rokador were dl about. They were definitely advanced technologicaly. Still, they not only
choseto live underground, they carved primitive buildings out of stone that were barely more advanced
than caves. It was aweird balance. They had no glassin their windows, yet they had Streetlights on every
level of thecity. They built incredible machinesthat could drill through rock, but you had to climb old
fashioned gairsto get from oneleve to the next. They figured out how to generate power, but didn't use
it to create any kind of modern convenience beyond what was absolutely necessary. It seemed like they
could have so much more, but chose not to. What aweird, freskin' bunch. | tried to put mysdlf in Saint
Dane's place. What could | tempt these people with? What could | tell them they would gain by fighting
the Batu? Bokka said their popul ation was growing and they were running out of space. Y ou sure
couldn't prove that by what we had seen on our journey, because we saw nobody. No-body. The more
| learned about the Rokador, the more of amystery they became. Nothing was more mysterious than this
complex, deserted city.  Loor and | kept sharp, watching everything, expecting an attack. The only
sound we heard besides our own footsteps was the haunting, groaning sound that grew louder aswe
moved through the city. It was beginning to fed asif the place were haunted. The moaning sound grew
louder by the second. We were approaching what looked like a dead end. We had been walking for ten
minutes, so I'd say the city was about ahalf mile across. Looking ahead, dl | saw wasrock. It seemed as
if the main street of Kidik was going to end at ablank wall that stretched up to the vast celling above. |
couldn't have been morewrong.  The roadway rose dightly. When we reached the crest of the hill and
looked down the other Side, we saw that there was definitely awall at the end of the street. Now that we
were looking down on it, we could see that at the base there was an entrance to awide tunndl. Aswe
got closer we saw this opening was at the top of aflight of stone stairsthat led down. Both the opening
and the stairswere wide-1'd say about fifty yards across. The moaning sound was pretty loud now.
Whatever was making it was at the bottom of those stairs.  "Wevegot to keep going,” | said.  We
started down. The stairs were steep and long. Looking to either side, | saw that every thirty feet or soa
flat ramp was carved into the stairs that was about ten feet wide. | figured thisis where the dygos went
up and down so they wouldn't chew up thestairs.  "What isthat sound?"' | asked. "It's making me
crazy." Loor shrugged. She didn't have any more of acluethan | did. Aswe descended the stepsit
got cooler. Soon we were hit with a stiff breeze, Whatever was making this breeze had to be causing the
howl, too. But what wasit? Loor saw it first. Shewas severa stepsfarther down than | was, nearing



the bottom of the stairs. The ceiling of the tunnel was dropping down on the same angle asthe sairs,
preventing us from seeing directly ahead until we were dmost at the bottom. When Loor dropped below
the ceiling, she was able to see what lay ahead. It was alarge, empty cavern with astone floor. Nothing
all that out of the ordinary, at least for the underground world of the Rokador, anyway. She stepped
down onto the stone floor, and looked to her right. What happened then was something that | never
thought possible. On an adventure full of surprises, this one ranked right up there near thetop.  Loor
froze...and dropped her tave.  Uh-oh. Whatever she was looking at had shocked her so badly that
she dropped her weapon. Let me write that again. Loor was so shocked, she dropped her weapon.
Loor. | don't haveto tell you how wrong that was. | hesitated a second. If something out there was so
incredible that it could make Loor drop her weapon in shock, | wasn't so sure | wanted to seeit. Of
course, | had to. | grasped my stave tighter, in case | had the same reaction. Slowly | continued down.
To behonest, | kind of squinted. | could still see, but somehow squinting madeit easier to take, like |
wasin control. | used to do that in horror movies. | wouldn't fully close my eyes, I'd just squint. That
way, if something icky jumped out, | could closethem quick.  But no amount of squinting hel ped
prepare mefor what | saw when | hit the bottom of the stairs and turned to my right. | discovered what
was making the moaning sound. It waswind. The mystery was solved, though amuch bigger mystery
had taken its place. What we saw wasimpossible, yet red-asred asthe desert sand on the surface,
miles above. Stretched out before us, asfar as could be seen, was an ocean. An honest-to-god,
underground ocean. The moaning wind dashed across the surface, kicking up whitecaps. | could fed
moigt air hitting mein the face. The sight was so impossible and so wrong, I'm surprised | didn't drop my
wegpon too. | walked to Loor, and without taking my eyes off the water, | said, "Now there's
something you don't seeevery day.”  Loor couldn't spesk. It was like her brain wouldn't accept it. But
itwasnoilluson. A forty-yard-span of stone floor stretched between us and the water. | 1€ft the cavern
at the base of the stairs, passed under an archway, and walked across the deck to the edge of the water.
Therewas something | had to know. | got down on my belly, and scooped up a handful of weter.
Touching it tomy lips, | ingtantly redlized that somebody somewhere had some serious questionsto
answer. Thiswas freshwater. It was drinkable. | had no ideahow deep it was, but the surface was vast. |
had no doubt that there was enough water here to feed therivers of Zadaa and end the drought. L oor
walked up behind me. "Someonewill pay for this" she said while Staring out over the water. "My people
are sarving and there is enough water hereto..." She didn't finish the sentence, that's how ticked she
was. She gazed from right to left and said, "There." She was pointing to the right of us, where | saw that
tied to the stone deck, bobbing in the water, wasasmall boat. "Bokkasaid avehicle waswaiting to
take usto the center,” | said. "Do you think-"  Loor's answer was to walk quickly toward the boat. |
followed. Without another word we boarded. It was about the size of arowboat and made out of the
same silver sted asthe dygo. There was nothing deek or modern about it, though. It looked to have been
hammered out of sheet meta into a shape that was kind of like a Boston whaer with two bows. One end
had atiller, which made it the stern. Loor went right to work. Therewasasmal control pand inthe stern
that reminded me of the instrument pandl in the dygo. Loor toggled a switch, and | heard an engine start
upwithalow growl. "Canyou handlethisthing?' | asked. With one quick move she tossed the line
back on the deck and gunned the engine. That meant yes. | sat down in the bow quickly, and not a
second too soon. If | had been standing, | would have toppled. Loor kicked the throttle open and in no
time we were bouncing across the waves. Thiswasn't a pleasant skimmer ride, like on Clord. Thiswas
more like being in asmall boat on the choppy Long Idand Sound a home. It was dark, too. Once we
got away from Kidik, there were no lights to guide our way. Of course, there was no moon or stars
above ether. Only therock ceiling. | glanced back to Kidik and saw agiant wall of stone. At the base
was the opening that led to the cavern at the bottom of the stairs we had just come through. The platform
and cavern werelit up, but thislight wasn't anywhere near powerful enough to help us see farther out
over the dark ocean. | tried to memorize where this opening was, since we would have to come back this
way. At least | hoped we'd be coming back.  Loor wasfocused. Her jaw set. She had been hit with a
lot over the past few hours. | had no idea how close to the edge shewas. | figured the best thing to do



wastry and diffuseher anger.  "Yeah, it sucks,” | said. "Bokkais dead, and it looks like the Rokador
have been hoarding water from the Batu. But we gotta stay focused. There's more to come, | guarantee
it. | need to know yourewithme."  That was pretty harsh. Basicaly I'd just told Loor | wasworried
that she'd let her emotionstake over to the point where sheld do something dumb. Spader had done that,
more than once, and it cost us. | couldn't allow Loor to do the samething.  "This has become persond,
Pendragon,” Loor said. "My best friend is dead, and my people are starving. If thisisthe work of Saint
Dane, hewill suffer forit." | felt the anger in her voice. We had reached a crossroads. | couldn't blow
this. [twasmy job. "You're not the only onewho'slost friendsand family,” | said just asfirmly. "Yours
isn't the only territory in trouble. We've cometoo far to let Saint Dane goad usinto doing something
stupid. We've dl made mistakes. Big ones, and we've paid for them. | will not et you do it too. Not here.
Take abreath and get your head back inthegame!” My eyes stayed locked on hers. | wasn't about to
blink. Loor was supremely confident in everything she did. That was her. But she wasn't stupid. She gave
me adight nod. My words had struck home. | could fed the tension melt. "Do not worry, Pendragon. |
have not lost Sight.” Her voice was softer. | ill felt the intensity, but she was now in control. Shewas
withme. "Good," | said. "Now, where the heck arewe going?'  Loor pointed ahead. | turned
around and saw asinglelight glowing inthedistance. "That'sasgood achoiceasany,” | said. Loor
kept us headed for the light. I'd say we traveled for about half an hour. That's how big this underwater
ocean was. Aswe got closer, we could see that it wasn't asinglelight at al-it was several. They were
torches. Six of them. Theflickering light illuminated enough of the surroundingsthat | could see wewere
approaching ashore. Aswe drew even closer, | saw that onetorch wasn't lit.  "Six flaming torches
surrounding one dark torch,” | said. "I wonder if that's some kind of symbol?' "Thedark oneisnot a
torch,” Loor observed. | squinted to try and see better, and sure enough, standing at the center of the
ring of torches was aperson. It waskind of creepy. The guy stood there, aone, stock-till, with the
torches burning around him. Was it some kind of Rokador ceremony? He didn't seem to be dressed in
the classic white robes of a Rokador. Hewaswearing dl black.  "Should | land the boat near him?"
Loor asked. "I guess,” | said. "I don't think it would be atrap because nobody knows we're-uh-oh."
My mouthwent dry. "What?' Loor asked. | wanted to be sure | wasright, so | didn't answer
right away. Aswe drew closer and | saw thetruth, | ill couldn't answer because my brain wouldn't kick
my tongueintogear. "Pendragon?' Loor asked. "Could it be?' | didn't haveto answer. Loor knew.
Standing in the sand, surrounded by torches, was atall man wearing adark suit. He was completely bald.
Wewere gtill too far away to seethe angry red veins that dashed across his head from front to back, like
bloody lightning bolts. But even from thisdistance, | could see his eyes. His blue-white eyes. They caught
the light from the flames, dancing like he was possessed by some evil, inner glow. Because hewas. As
we drew closer to shore, he actudly smiled and lifted hishand to give usadight wave.  Wewerebeing
welcomed... by Saint Dane. JOURNAL#22 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Loorhad
one hand on thetiller. With the other hand she went for her wegpon. "Don't,” | warned. "I can end this
here, Pendragon,” Loor said through clenched teeth.  "No, you can't,” | said, trying to keep my voice
cam. It wasn't easy since my adrendine had just spiked too. "We gotta know what'sgoingon.”  Loor's
eyeswere laser-locked on to Saint Dane. Thiswas the guy who was responsible for killing her mother,
and possibly her best friend, not to mention al the other mayhem he caused on his mad quest to control
Halla. Loor wasn't the type to negotiate with her enemies. She was moreinclined to whack first, then not
bother asking questionslater.  "If he's showing himsdf likethis, hewantsto talk,” | said. "Weve got to
listen. It'sthe only way we can find out what's been happening.” | knew we had to play this Saint
Danesway. There were bigger issuesinvolved, not the least of which wasthe future of Halla. Picking a
fight with Saint Danewasn't goingto help.  Imaginethat? Metrying to protect Saint Dane from Loor.
Loor tore her eyesfrom Saint Dane and looked at me. "1 will listen to him, Pendragon,” she said, but it
sounded likeit physically hurt her to say it. | hoped she meant it. She guided the boat onto the sandy
shore. | jumped out and pulled it up and out of the water. Saint Dane didn't lend ahand, in case you
were wondering. He stood in the center of the circle of torches, watching. Not moving. Hewasn't going
to cometo us. We had to go to him. Fine. Whatever. "Becool,” | whisperedto Loor.  Thetwo of



uswalked up the beach and stood on the outside of the circle of torches, only afew yards away from the
demon Traveler. Nobody said anything for the longest time. Maybe it was because nobody wanted to
make the first move. I've been told that'snot agood idea.  "1'm happy to see you are fegling better,
Pendragon,” Saint Danefindly said.  "Redly?" | asked, hegping as much sarcasm into that one word as
| could. "Then why did you beat meup inthefirst place?" Saint Dane chuckled. | amused him. Swell.

"And now you're masguerading as a Ghee warrior,” he said with asmirk. "What isit you say on your
territory? Trick or treat? I'm afraid | have no candy for you, littleboy." Hewastryingtorileme. |
didn't takethebait. "Speaking of masquerades, you surprised me," | said. "Bokkaknew your name.

Y our real name. That's not like you. Usualy you're such a coward you have to hide behind other
identities™  Saint Dane flashed hisfiery white eyes at me and smiled. It wasn't ahappy smile. The game
wason. "Ahh, yes. Bokka The brave Tiggen guard,” Saint Dane said. "l believe hewas afriend of
yours, Loor? Such a shame he turned out to be atraitor to his people. | do hope his desth was painful.”

Loor moved before | could react. Shelegped a Saint Dane while pulling her weapon from its harness.
Saint Dane didn't budge. He didn't have to. Theingtant Loor entered the ring of light, three Tiggen guards
legped from the shadows and tackled her. Two more Tiggen guards jumped me, holding my arms.
Another stepped into the ring holding his crossbow full of stedl arrows, ready to shoot. | recognized him.
It was Bokkaskiller.  Saint Dane said, "My friend hereis such afine marksman. | believeit only took
one arrow to serve justice to Bokka Though he fired severa more, justto besure”  Loor squirmedin
anger, trying to get up, but the guards held her facedown in the sand. Saint Dane strolled over and leaned
downtoher. "Youwanttokill me, don'tyou?" hesaid camly. "And herel thought you and your
friends were so righteous. Y ou are just as capable of evil as anyone. Perhaps more so. Y et you believe
your brand of evil isjustified, so long asit serves your own misguided purposes.”  Loor struggled to
pull free. "Why did he haveto die?" she growled through clenched teeth. "Heis not part of this."

"That's not true, my dear,” Saint Dane said. "Bokkamade himsdf avery big part of this. Once the
Tiggen guards discovered he was going to present a Ghee with amap that showed the route to Kidik, his
fate was sealed.” He walked to the Tiggen assassin with the crossbow and put ahand on his shoulder. "I
can't say | was surprised, though. | knew Bokkawould run to you. That'swhy | gave him the map.”

Loor screamed and struggled, but the guards held her firm. | moved to go to her, but the Tiggen
guards held metight aswdll. | shot one guard alook straight in the eye and said firmly, "Let...me...go."
The guard stared back, and a strange thing happened. He let go. | looked to the other guard, and yanked
my arm away from him. The two guards stood there, looking at me likedummies.  "Nicely done,
Pendragon!” Saint Dane said. "You arelearning!” | knelt down next to Loor and touched her back
gently to try and cam her. | put my face down in the sand right next to hers and whispered, "Please do
thismy way." Loor's eyes burned with anger and hatred. We locked gazes. Slowly | saw her regain
control. She gave me adight nod. | touched her hair, then stood up and looked at Saint Dane. "L et her
go," | demanded camly. "Isyour guard dog under control?* heasked. "Let her go," | said again,
justascamly. The Tiggen guardslooked at Saint Dane. He gave them anod, and they quickly backed
away from Loor asif they were releasing awild animal. They were ready to pounce back on her at the
dightest sign of trouble. The nwith the crossbow kept hisweapon aimed at her. Loor didn't jump
up right away. | think shewas still trying to get her witsback. | leaned over and helped her to her feet.
When we were face-to-face, | gave her areassuring smile and awink. She nodded. She was back with
me. | turned to Saint Dane and said, "Okay, so you gave Bokka the map to lure usto...wherever the
heck thisis. Nicejob. Redl clever. Why?'  Saint Dane chuckled and said, "To save your lives, of
course” | hadn't expected that. | didn't know what to say. Saint Dane reached into his pocket and
pulled out a soft, black cap with no brim. He put it on his bald head to hide the angry red scars and said,
"My time with the Rokador has been so refreshing. There has been no pretense, no trickery. I've
presented myself to them as | am, and helped them forge their own future. 1t's been such a perfect
demongration." "Demongtration of what?' | asked. "Of my ability to control Halla, of course" he
said asif | wereanidiot for not knowingthat.  "What's going to happen, Saint Dane?"' | asked, trying
not to sound asdesperate as| felt.  "Pendragon, my boy," Saint Dane said. "Once the excitement



garts, those fortunate enough to be on this underground idand will be the only survivors. I've spared you
because | wouldn't want you to miss seeing Zadaa's future. And why not? Y ou helped createit.” He
turned to the Tiggen guards and said, "Please escort our guests to chambers.” With that he smiled at me,
turned, and walked away. "What's going to happen?’ | yelled at hisback. "Patience," he called.

"Y our answer will come soon enough.” He stopped and turned back to say, "Ohyes, | nearly forgot. If
you fed any guilt about spending so much time with Loor, don't. Thelovely Courtney Chetwynde has
found anew beal.” Hegaveasmug little smile and continued walking. His comment came from so far
out of left field, | didn't know how to react. He had just jerked my head away from Zadaa, and thrown
me back to Second Earth.  "How do you know that?' | shouted at him.  "Why, Pendragon!" Saint
Daneteased. "Don't tell meyou'rejealous.” "Leave Courtney done!” | screamed. | took astep to
follow him, but Loor put her hand on my shoulder, stopping me. It was her turn to be the cam one.

Saint Dane motioned to the n with the crossbow and walked toward a group of huge boulders
that lined the beach. The Tiggen killer followed. Saint Dane didn't turn into an anima or abird or anything
else. He smply walked away like aregular person. Thismay be weird to say, but it cregped me ouit.
Seeing Saint Dane acting human was unsettling. | think maybe it was because it was easier to think of him
as some impossible, supernaturd being. It was harder to accept that someone who was capable of such
evil, could be anormal person. It made meshudder. "Becam, Pendragon,” Loor said softly.  "He's
been to Second Earth,” | said, my panicrisng. "Maybe," Loor said. "Or maybe heistrying to upset
you." "He'sdoing agood job," | shot back. Before we could make another move, the Tiggen
guards grabbed us, took our wegpons, and pulled us along the beach in the direction that Saint Dane had
gone. Loor gave me alook asif to say, "Should we take these guys out?' She wanted to start kicking
some Tiggen butt in theworst way. | was beginning to think the sameway. It took al | had to keep my
emotions checked. Saint Dane was trying to get usto lose control. We couldn't let him. | shook my
head and said, "Not yet. We need to know more."  Reuctantly Loor backed off and let the guards
control us. We passed the boulders that marked the beach and continued along agrave path. It felt like
wewerein ahugefield, littered with boulders. | couldn't tell for sure because it was so dark. | had the
Stupid thought that | wanted to see the place in daylight. Right. Daylight. There was no daylight here.
Ever. How depressing wasthat? | had no ideawhat time of day or night it was.  The path continued up
ahill. When we reached the top, we got a better view of our surroundings. Saint Dane said thiswas an
idand. We had to take hisword for that. Because of the darkness, there was no way to see where the
land ended and the sea began. What we did see, though, was agroup of buildings. I'd say they were
about ahaf milefarther long thetrall. It was a sprawling, complex maze of sted and stone. Therewas
one central square structure that was pretty big. It looked about the size of an airplane hangar. Scattered
around it were lower structures of dl different lengths and heights. It was easy to see these buildings
because there were lights burning in hundreds of windows. Thiswasthefirst sgn of lifewe had come
across since we left the surface. We had finally caught up to the Rokador. "It isafortress” Loor said in
awe. Shehad read my mind. Theinner buildings were surrounded by othersthat ringed the entire
complex, like afort. For the Batu to attack, they would have to come across the ocean, unprotected, and
invade thisidand stronghold. We were wrong before. The Rokador weren't going to maketheir stand in
Kidik, they were going to fight the Ghee warriorsright here on thisidand. Thisiswhere the battle for
Zadaawould unfold.  The Tiggen guards hurried us down the path and quickly brought usinto one of
the outlying buildings. It was along corridor of stone, with lightslining thewalls. There were severd
doors on ether side, spaced several yards apart. Doorswith bars. It was a prison. They rushed usinto
one of the cellsand quickly locked usin. Loor and | both turned back to see something strange.  The
Tiggen guards had removed their hoods. Since they were underground, they didn't wear goggles. Like
the other Rokador, these guys had incredibly pale skin and dazzling green eyes. They wereall blond, too.
That wasn't the strange part. What was odd was the way they looked at us. We were the enemy. We
represented atribe that was about to come down here to annihilate them. Y ou would think they'd have
hatred in their eyes. They didn't. It's hard to describe this, but it seemed asif they werelooking at uswith
sadness. | swear they wanted to say something, but couldn't bring themsalvesto do it. All five of them.



They stood in the doorway with these pained looks on their faces. | took a chance and asked, "What's
goingon?' Theguardslooked at one another nervoudy and left quickly, asif they had dready stayed
too long. One stayed outside to watch over us.  "That was...odd,” | sasidtoLoor.  Shedidn't look
happy. "1 listened to you, Pendragon,” she said impatiently. "Now we are trapped. | cannot stay in here
when the Batu attack.”  "Thetrick isto stop this before they attack,” | remindedher.  "How?' Loor
asked quickly. "Thereis no time. When we left X haxhu, the Ghee were gathering. They were bringing in
thousands of other Batu to join in the attack. They had no problem finding volunteers. They are angry and
they are thirsty. When they discover this underwater sea, therewill beno mercy.” "But Saint Dane has
something planned,” | reminded her. "He said the people on thisidand would be the only onesto survive.
That didn't sound like he was betting on the Rokador to beat the Batu in afair fight. HEs more clever
thanthat." "All the more reason we must leavethisprison,” Loor said.  She scouted the cell. It wasa
good-size room, with two stone cots. There wasn't even atoilet or asink. There was one window with
barsthat looked out onto...nothing. Loor grabbed the stedl bars and shook them fiercely. They
didn't budge. She left the window and hurried to the cell door. She grasped those bars and shook them
aswdl. All shegot for her effort wasaminor clattering of thelock and adirty look from the Tiggen guard
outsde. "Saint Daneis putting on ashow for us," | said. "He's not going to keep usin here. He wants
usto have front-row seatsfor whatever itishesgot planned.” "And if he gets what he wishes, we will
havefailed," Loor said. She sat down on astone cot, looking peeved. | was beginning to think | had
made amistake. We were not doing any good in here. We needed to find out what Saint Dane was up
to. What was he planning? He wasn't going to fight awar by himsdlf. Asusua, he was playing both sides.
He made sure the one person who would have stopped the Batu from attacking was murdered. Then we
found him down here being buddies with the Rokador. He wanted awar, al right, but there had to be
more than that. There dwayswas. Thetrick wasfindingit. "Teek," Loor said. "Excuse me?"
"Bokkasfriend Teek," Loor answered. ™Y ou met him on the farm. | have known him aslong as
Bokka" "Right, theguy whowasafraid of bugs,” | said. "What about him?*  "If heishere, hewill
helpus” | didn't know Teek from aholeinthewadl, but if Loor said he would help, then | wasn't
exactly inapostion to argue. It wasn't like | had any other idess. | walked to the door and looked at the
Tiggen guard outside. He stood staring into space. Nothing was going on, yet he was breathing hard. He
was upset about something, that much was pretty clear.  "Hello," I said.  Theguy glanced a me, then
quickly looked away. Yup, hewasscared. ™Y ou know something is about to happen, don't you?' |
asked camly. "It'sbad, isnt it?' The guy wouldn't look & me. | wasaTraveler. Uncle Presstold me
that we had the ability to persuade people. | had no ideawhy we had this power or where it came from,
but I'd seen it work. Gunny was pretty good at it. So was Uncle Press. | never had much luck with it
unfortunately. The only time it seemed to work for me waswhen | tried it on somebody who was under
stress. Or upset. If their mind was someplace e se, they were open to persuasion. The Tiggen guard
outside our cdll was definitely upset. If there was ever achance for meto work the magic, it wason this
guy. | did my best to clear my mind, take away any trace of emotion or doubt, and focus on the guard.
"Wehaveafriend," | saidto him. "HésaTiggen. HisnameisTeek." Thisgot areaction. He shot
me aquick, surprised look. Heknew Teek. "Teek isafriend,” | said. "He would want to know we're
here. Do you know whereheis?'  Theguy fidgeted. | had noideaif | was getting through to him or
not. "Canyou find Teek and tell him we are here?' | asked assincerdly aspossble.  Theguy was
torn. He glanced a me afew times, asif he wanted to say something. | didn't push. | felt likel had afish
ontheline andif | pulled too hard, hed get away. "What you are asking,” hefindly said, hisvoice
cracking, "could get me executed.”  "I'm not asking you to do anything but let Teek know we're here,” |
sadcamly. Theguy closed hiseyes. Hewasredly torn up. | didn't know if it was because | was
being so persuasive or because he was holding something back. Finaly heturned to faceme. | saw his
anguish. Hewasnearly intears.  "Whatever happens,” he sad, "please know that most of us had no
say. Wearevictims. I'm gill having trouble bdieving it  "Bdieving what?' | asked, letting urgency
creep into my voice. "What happened?'  The guy turned and jogged away. "Wait!" | shouted. Too
late. My fish was gone. | was afraid I'd pushed too hard. | turned to see that L oor was standing behind



me. "What did that mean?’ sheasked. "That guy wasscared,” | said. "'l don't think it's because the
Batu are coming, either. He wastruly shaken. Something elseisgoingon.”  "Do you believe hewill find
Teek?' sheasked. "I don't know, but right now he's our best shot at getting out of here.”  Therewas
nothing for usto do now. | needed to get my thoughts together, so | sat on one of the cots and took out
the paper and pencil | dways carry in my leather pouch and began to write thisjournal. | hoped that by
putting it on paper, | might discover something we had missed. As| wrote, | went over ever detail, trying
to unravel the mystery of Saint Dan€'s plan. What | kept coming back to was Bokka. He knew
something was up. He said it was anightmare. | figured that when he and the other Tiggen guards
returned to Kidik, they discovered something so horrible, he had to come and tell us even though it meant
putting himself in danger. Whatever it was, it had al the Tiggen guards on edge. What could it be? |
was writing for about half an hour, and was about to roll up thisjourna and send it to you guyswhen |
heard asmall voice cdling from the corridor. "Loor?'  We both looked up quickly to seethe Tiggen
named Teek standing beyond the barred door.  "Teek!" Loor shouted, and ran to him. | wasright
behind her. Teek looked bad, like he hadn't dept in aweek. It was pretty obvious that whatever the
big, scary secret was, he knew it. "Bokka?' heasked.  Loor frowned. "Hewaskilled," she said. "By
the archer with the silver arrows. | an sorry."  Teek dropped hishead. | saw tearsroll down his
cheeks. "Bokkawas coming to find you,” Teek said, hisvoice clutching. "Towarnyou.” "About
what?' | asked.  Teek looked between the two of uswith red, teary eyes. "Who is Saint Dane?' he
asked. "He saysheisfrom atribe on the far sde of the desert. Could he be one of your enemies,
Pendragon? TheRed Sox?'  Under other circumstances | Would have thought that wasfunny.  "He
isnot afriend,”" | said. "Not of the Batu or the Rokador.”  Teek nodded. It seemed asif he dready
knew that, but my wordsconfirmedit. "Thenwhy ishehere?' heasked. "That would take aredly
longtimeto explain,” | said. "Please believe me," Teek continued. "We did not know. Mot of the
Tiggen guards were spread far across the underground. We were lied to. We believed everything the
eitetoldus” "About the Rokador holding back thewater?' | asked.  "That's only the beginning!”
Teek cried. "Thereisso much more. Itishorrible”  "Tel us, Teek," Loor said softly. "Maybe we can
help." "Noonecan help!" Teek cried. "It'stoo late” "We can try to stop things from getting worse,"
| said. Teek rubbed tears from his eyes and took a deep breath. He nodded as if he had made a
decison. Heunlocked thecell door. ™Y ou must hear it for yoursalves," he said. "After that, | will take
you to see. Until you see, you will not truly understand.” "Wherearewe going?' Loor asked. "First
to the Rokador dlite," Teek answered. "They are sharing afind med with the onewho callshimsdf Saint
Dane." JOURNAL #22 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Whenwe stepped out of the
cell, | saw that Teek had brought our weapons. Nice idea, but there wasn't awhole ot that a couple of
sticks could do against an entire tribe of Rokador. Still, it felt good to have them back. | guarantee L oor
felt the same way. Teek led us on aquick, twisted journey through the corridors of the stone building. I'm
guessing we were in the basement since the halwaysooked like the tunndls of the underground. There
wasn't much to see except for stone walls and closed doors. Teek knew exactly where he was going,
which was amazing becauseit dl looked like awholelot of the same to me. We made afew turns,
dashed down afew more empty corridors, and stopped at aclosed door.  "You must be quiet,” Teek
sad softly. "Above usisthe private dining quarters of the dlite. Thisdoor leadsto asmdl tunnd that
providesair tothe building.” "Who arethesedite?' | asked. "Our leaders,” Teek answered. "They
govern the Rokador, passthe laws, and st injudgment.”  "That'salot of power," | said. "Arethey
elected?' "They are descendents of the origina Rokador-those who first discovered the underground
many generations ago.” Teek stopped talking and closed his eyes. It was like he was suddenly overcome
with emotion. "Areyouill?' Loor asked.  "I'mfine" Teek sad after taking a breath. "We can hear what
they are saying, but if we are discovered..." He didn't finish the sentence. | figured that whatever would
happen, it wouldn't be good. Note to self: Don't get caught.  He quietly opened the door and entered.
Loor and | followed. We found oursalvesin a space with aceiling so low we had to duck down to walk.
There looked to be two shafts that disappeared into darkness. Teek had explained that these tunnels
provided air. | felt adight breeze, asif the air were moving. But learning how they ventilated this building



wasn't why we were here. Light shone down from above through severa small ditsthat were about a
foot long and an inch wide. Teek approached thislight source quietly and pointed for usto look. We
quickly saw that these dits were the openings through which the room above was ventilated. More
important, we were able to look through them and see into that room. Judging from the angle, | guessed
that the ditswere at the base of awall. It was the perfect vantage point to peek into the room and
eavesdrop on the proceedings.  Theroom itsalf was like nothing we had seen in the underground. It
was big enough to hold along dining table. There was artwork on the walls and comfortable-looking
furniture. Candles burned everywhere. The dining table itsalf was|oaded with an incredible feast. There
were slver bowls hegped with al sorts of strange-looking fruit. On one end of the table was aroast
something. On the other end was another roast that looked like aturkey. There weretall gobletsfull of
drinks. It was a pretty fancy feast-not exactly something you'd expect to see in a place where people
were desperate for food and water.  Loor and | exchanged looks. | knew she was thinking the same
thing | was. Where was the horror Teek was talking about? It sure wasn't in thisroom. This place looked
pretty sweet. | counted ten Rokador. The ruling dlite. | guess | expected to see abunch of white-hairs
who had centuries of experience between them to draw upon as they made the wise choices that helped
guide the future of their people.  Wdll... no. A couple peoplelooked kind of old. One guy was so
ancient he didn't look like he could get out of hischair. | think he was ngpping...and drooling. | swear,
there was aline of drool dropping from his mouth that formed a puddle on his chest. Nice. But overadl it
was atotally diverse group. There were three people who looked like adults. Two women and aman.
Therewasaguy and agirl who didn't look any older than | am. And then there were two little kids. I'm
serious. Kids. They dl had the pasty white skin and green eyes of the Rokador and wore the familiar
white robes. This must have been a specia occasion, because they al wore the fancy robes with the gold
trim like | woreto the Batu Festiva of Azhra.  Everyone was eating quickly, pounding down the food
asif it werether last med. Truth betold, it might have been. They stuffed their mouths with fatty chunks
of meset before they had even finished chewing what they aready had bitten off. They washed it dl down
with water from their fancy goblets. | was surprised at firgt, but that's before | remembered that in truth,
there was no water shortage. At least, not down here.  Oh yeah. There was one other guest at the
table. Saint Dane. He sat on one end, watching the dite stuff themselves.  Hewasn't eating. Every so
often held take asip of water. The whole event seemed to amuse him. He watched them with adight
amile, like aspider who knew he didn't have to swest because dl thelittle flieswere firmly trapped in his
web. After watching this gluttony for awhile, | was sarting to fed sick to my somach. | don't know if it
was because | was scared, or disgusted, or just plain hungry. | think it was dl theabove.  Findly one of
the adult women stood up and addressed the group. "A toast," she said, holding up her goblet. "To our
friend from the far side of the desert. He came to us a stranger, but has grown to be atrusted friend, a
wise council, and the angel who will be forever known as the man who resurrected the Rokador. To
Saint Dane!"  "Saint Dane!" everyone echoed. They raised their glassesand cheered.  Saint Dane
smiled and raised his hand modestly, asif to say, "Aw shucks, folks, it was nothing.” | wanted to puke.
Whatever Saint Dane said to these people, he had them totally convinced he was there to help. It was an
eeriefeding. The peoplein thisroom loved him. | saw it in their eyes. They offered him atoadt, they fed
him like aking, they thanked him for dl held done. They were probably forming plansto build astatue to
him. They had no idea that whatever it was he talked them into, it would lead them to ruin. It was chilling.
Was this the horrible truth that Bokkatried to tell usabout?  Saint Dane wiped his mouth daintily and
stood up. "My friends," hesaid. "And | am honored to call you my friends. Today marks anew
beginning. The wise decision you have made will alow you to put aside the recent dark past and look to
abrighter tomorrow. Now, findly, the Rokador will be able to grow and flourish in waysthat just a short
time ago seemed impossible. After today nothing will be impaossible for you. | gpplaud your courage, and
your vison." Heraised hisown glassto them asthey applauded. It was atotal lovefest, until one of the
older guys stood up and raised hishand for Silence. "'l sharein everyone's gratitude to Saint Dane for
offering ushisingght and advice. We are on the brink of anew future. A safe future. But | must admit, |
am troubled by the lengths we must go to in achieving it. Aswe St here now, enjoying our feadt, | think



we should ask ourselves onelast timeif the drastic course we have chosenistheright one” Therewas
genera murmuring of concern. Some of the people nodded in agreement with the old guy, otherswere
shaking their heads no. Thetwo little kids kept eating. | don't think they cared one way or the other. |
half expected them to start afood fight.  Saint Dane stood again and took control. ™Y ou are awise
leader," he said to the old guy. "Y our caution isfurther proof of that. All | can offer you asassuranceis
my own experience. My tribe was faced with agmilarly difficult choice. Once the possibilities were
discussed, we came to aconclusion that could not be denied. Details aside, we had two choices. To
survive, or to perish. We choseto survive, and | am here today as proof that we chose the right course.
Y ou, the ruling dlite of the Rokador, are faced with the same choice. The path you areonisnot a
pleasant one, | will not deny that. But what other choice do you have? | am the last one who needsto
remind you how close you have come to the depths of oblivion. The whedls are now in motion. | suggest
that if you do not want to be envel oped by the dark shadow of death, that you choose to break
free...andlivel" "To Saint Danel" shouted the redlly old guy, who had been adeep and drooling. He
jumped out of hischair, holding up hisgoblet. | couldn't believe he could movethat fast. Or move at dl.

"Saint Danel" the others cheered, and jumped to their feet. Even the old guy who had just questioned
their plan took hisglass and raised it with the others. Whatever was about to happen, there was no
stopping it now. Teek touched me on the shoulder and led us back out of the ventilation room. Once
we closed the door, | asked, "What the hell were they talking about? What's going to happen?’

"Follow me" Teek said, and led usfarther intothe building.  "That group of bozoswasthe dite?’ |
asked. "How did they get to be in charge? Eeenie, meenie, miney, mo?'  "Asl said,” Teek answered,
"they are descendants of the origina Rokador who discovered the underground.”  "So, they get to bein
charge because of their ancestors, not because they're any good at it?' | asked.  "That's one way of
puttingit,” Teek said.  "That'sthe only way of putting it,” | shot back. "There were acouple of kidsin
there! I'll bet Saint Dane had areal tough time convincing themto do...whatever." | hadtocam
down. Thiswastheir show. Theway the Rokador chose to rule themsalves was none of my business-no
matter how idiotic it was. | was more concerned about this big decision they had made. No, more like
the big decison that Saint Dane maneuvered them into making.  Teek led usto theend of along
corridor, where adoor stood out from al the others because it was made of steel. He stopped and
turned to us. "We must be careful. Therewill be Tiggen guardsingde” "What'sinthere?" | asked.

Teek didn't answer, but he opened the door and entered. | shot Loor a quick, nervous look. Were we
about to see the nightmare that Bokka told us of ? We followed Teek through the door and found
ourselves on anarrow, sted catwalk that looked down onto a cavernous room. It was freaky at firdt,
because | thought we had been running around the basement of this building. The room we had just
entered dropped down another bunch of stories. | guess | shouldn't have been surprised. Digging holesis
what these guys did best. Once | got my witsback, | tried to understand what | waslooking at. 1t was
some kind of machine room. There were dozens of giant vertica slver cylinderslining thewals of this
huge cavern that were connected by massive horizonta pipes. The center of the room was taken up by a
sngle, huge horizonta pipe that ran the length of the room. This pipe had to be twenty feet across, with
thick seamsthat were bolted together by thousands of fat rivets. The bottom haf of the pipe was below
thefloor, so only the top half showed. Built onto the top of this pipe was along platform. On the platform
was the complex ingrument panel that controlled the machinery. There were countless flashing lights,
aong with smal dids and gauges. Three Rokador were on the platform, monitoring the gauges and
making occasiond adjustmentsto the smal slver handlesthat controlled. . .whatever. Aswe watched,
two more Rokador climbed the ladders to the platform and manned their own Stations. The place had an
energy toit. A physica energy. You could fed it. Therewasalow, steady hum. It fet like...power.

"Thisisthe center of our world,” Teek said. "It isthe master control station for the rivers of Zadaa.
From here we channel al the water, and create our power.”  Hydropower. Of course! That's how the
Rokador kept the lights on. They used the flowing water to create power.  "So, dl the water can be
controlled from here?' | asked.  Teek nodded and motioned for usto follow him to thefar sde. We
snuck acrossthe catwak and left through the steel door on the other side, finding oursalves in another



tunndl. Teek made sure the door was closed, then turned to us and said, “"When the Tiggen guards
returned to Kidik, we learned why the engineers had been closing down the satellite stations throughout
the underground. We were told it was because of the drought. The truth was that they wanted al control
to be here. It ishow they plan to defeat the Batu.” Wedidn't have to ask him what he meant by that.
Hewasn't finished. He wanted to talk. | think he needed to talk. That wasfine by us. We needed to hear.
Teek looked tired, and sad. He took a deep breath and continued, "Thisis the plan Saint Dane brought
to us. When the Batu attack, we will wait until they are on our doorstep to be sure that most of the Batu
arein the underground. When the first wave of warriors reaches the shores of the Kidik Ocean, we will
releasethewater.” Loor and | shot each other confused looks. "Explain what that means, please,”
Loor said quickly. "It meanswe will flood the underground,” Teek said with ashaky voice. "Every
living thing beyond thisidand will betrapped, and drowned.”  Loor fdll back against the stone wall,
stunned. | felt like | couldn't bresthe. Saint Dane's evil plan for Zadaa had findly been reveded. He had
found away for onetribe to destroy the other. There wasn't going to be awar, there wasgoing to bea
daughter. "Every sngle Gheein the underground will bekilled," Loor said, numb. "Thousands will
perish.”  "Xhaxhu will belong to the Rokador," | said. "That's the nightmare that Bokka talked about.”
"Butitisn't,” Teek said softly. "Of courseitig!" Loor shouted. "Why else would the Rokador wipe
out so many Batu?Y ou want the city. How can they make such acruel decision? The Rokador used to
beour friendd” Teek wasintears. "Thereésmore,” hesaid. "Morethan this?' | shouted. "More than
genocide?'  "Yes" Teek said. "l promise you, we did not know. Bokka, me, and most of the Tiggen
guards. We weren't here. We didn't seeit. We knew the elite were preparing for war, but we didn't
know why. It wasn't until we returned that we saw thetruth.”  "Thetruth,” Loor said. "Bokkasaid we
needed to know the truth. What isthewhole truth?"  Teek wiped histearsand said, "I will show you."
Wefollowed him through severa more corridors until we had reached the far side of the large building.
Teek stopped at adoor and said to us, "Outside this door liesthe truth, and the horror." He took a deep
breath to prepare himself, then walked out. | wasn't so sure | wanted to see what was beyond the door,
but | hadto. Wefollowed him onto abalcony that looked out over avagt, flat field. It must have
stretched out amilein front of us, and aimost asfar to either sde. The only reason we could seeit so well
wasthat the entire field was covered with small, round white stones. Thousands of them. I'm guessing
they were about afoot in diameter. They were equally spaced in perfect rowsfor asfar as| could see.
On each sonewasasmdl light. I didn't know what | was expecting, but it wasn't this. There didn't seem
to be anything horrible about thisplaceat dl. | waswrong. "It sarted dowly,” Teek said. "There
was no warning. By the time there was serious concern, it wastoo late. We are not like you. We do not
live our lives exposed to the eements. We do not have the sameresistanceto disease asyou.” "What
happened?’ | asked.  Teek looked out at the sea of stones and said, "We were hit with avirus that
caused asickness. A deadly sickness.” | looked at Loor. Her eyeswere wide, unbelieving. The two of
uslooked back onto the sea of stones. The thousands of lights had suddenly taken on awhole new
meaning. "ltisagraveyard,” Loor said softly. It wastoo much to accept. There had to be some
kind of mistake. There were so many! | asked, "Are you saying each one of those stones represents a
Rokador who died from thissickness?*  "No," Teek answered. It wasabrief moment of relief. Very
brief. "Each one of those stones represents ahundredRokador who have died,” Teek continued. "Their
ashesliebelow those markers” | wasrocked. My knees went weak. The extent of the tragedy was
mind-numbing. We were looking out over the remains of hundreds and hundreds of thousands of people.
"My family isgone," Teek continued. "Bokkastoo. We didn't know any of thiswas happening until
we returned. We had been gone for so long and it happened so fast. Thisiswhy there was so much
secrecy. Thisisnot just about the rivary between two tribes. The surviva of our entireraceis at stake.
We aren't running out of space. We're running out of people”  "How many?' | asked, stunned. "How
many are dill dive?' "Perhapsafew hundred,” Teek said, barely ableto speak. "A thousand at most.
The dite were protected. So werether families. The Tiggen guards were spared because we were not
here. Many of the engineers survived who ran the remote control stations. Our ambassadors to X haxhu,
aswdl." "Isthedisease dill spreading?’ Loor asked.  "No," Teek said. "The doctors were finaly



ableto bring it under control. It had happened once beforein our history. Thousands died before acure
was found. | don't know why it took so long to recognize it thistime. It should have been stopped early,
butitwasn't." | fdtasif Saint Dane probably had ahand in there somehow. "Weweretold that if
the Batu discovered our weakened state, they would invade us. The dlite decided to strike first. We don't
want to live in Xhaxhu. Our homeishere. Underground. All wewant isto survive  "And who
suggested thisplan, asif | didn't know?"' | asked. "Saint Dane," Teek answered. "He has been advising
thedite” "It'sperfect,” | sad, reding. "He's taken advantage of anatura disaster and gotten the
Rokador dl paranoid. Then he's played the other sde and pushed the Batu into attacking, whichis
exactly what the Rokador feared. Unbelievable”  "Why would he do this?' Teek asked. How could
| answer that? " Because hesabad guy,” | said. It was the understatement of al time, but | wasn't about
to explain how Saint Dane was ademon from another territory, who was doing his best to destroy the
past, present, and future of everything that ever existed. Teek was having abad enough day asit was.

"Many of the Tiggen guards do not believe thisisright,” Teek said. "But when faced with extinction...."
Hedidn't finish histhought. It now made sense why dl the guards were looking at uswith theselong, sad
faces. They were reding from the horror they discovered on their return to Kidik.  They had lost family,
they had lost friends. Their entire existence was threatened. Bokkawas right. It was anightmare.

"There's something | don't get,” | said to Loor. "The Rokador are nearly wiped out by ahorrible
disease. They're afraid the Batu will finish the job, so they want to defend themselves by dtriking first. If it
works, thousands of Batu will drown. It would be adouble disaster of epic proportions. No question.
But isit enough to throw an entire territory into chaos? | mean, wherewould it dl leed?' Loor leaned
on the sted! rail of the ba cony overlooking the vast Rokador graveyard. Her mind went somewhere else,
lost in thought, calculating the possibility. Finally she came back and said, "Zadaaisaviolent territory.
Many tribes fight to the deeth to defend their little piece of land.”  "The primitivetribes” | said. "The
cannibals” "Yes" Loor sad. "The cannibas. It isone of the reasons the Rokador went underground.
It was safer. The Ghee warriors were created to protect Xhaxhu. In the past the Rokador have been our
adlies, sothey fel under our protectionaswell." "I know dl that," | said. "Thereisafragile baance
on Zadaa. Xhaxhu is one of the only civilized areas on the territory. The Batu and the Rokador are the
future of Zadaa. If the Ghee are wiped out, along with most of the Batu, that balance would be thrown
off. It would only be a matter of time before one of the marauding desert tribes attacked Xhaxhu.
Perhaps more than onewould lay claim. These tribes are barbaric. There would be no onel&ft to defend
the city. Generations of knowledge and progress would be wiped out. Zadaa would be sent spinning into
turmail." | swallowed hard and said, "And these marauding tribes are, are-"  "Yes," Loor answered.
"They are cannibals." Shelooked a me with fear in her eyes and added, " Saint Daneisvery closeto
winning hisnext territory.”  I'm finishing thisjourna deep within the core of the Rokador world-or
what'sleft of it. Canit till be called aworld if barely anyonelivesinit? Teek hasfound asafe place for
us. From here we must decide how to stop the Rokador. Which means stopping the Batu. Which means
stopping Saint Dane. Which meanswe arein degp trouble.  I'm afraid things are too far along for usto
do anything here that would help. It'sdl too huge. Thisisn't about changing somebody's mind, or
stopping asmall rocket, or even destroying amine with explosives. It's about stopping an army. That's
out of our league. | can't believe I'm saying this, but I'm beginning to think the best choicefor usisto
give up Zadaa. Asl've said so many times before, thisisn't about any one territory. Thisisabout Hala If
Loor and | stay here, we may not survive. Saint Dane may not want us dead, but | can't spesk for the
rest of the Rokador. If they're willing to drown thousands of Batu, killing us wouldn't make them blink.

Weve dready lost Kasha. Spader and Gunny are trapped on E€long. If Loor and | become trapped
here, or worse, the Travelers would become so weak I'm afraid we'd have no chance of stopping Saint
Dane. AsI'm sitting here writing this, | truly don't know what wewill do.  Beforel finish thisjournd,
therésonelast thing | have to write. | told you what Saint Dane said about Courtney. | don't know if he
wastdling the truth, or just trying to upset me. Themore | think about it, the moreit's got me worried.
Theres dways some smal shred of truth in everything Saint Dane says. The details of what he meant
about Courtney finding a beau, whatever that is, don't matter. What mattersis that he would know



anything about you guysaat dl. I'm not saying thisto scare you. | don't think you'rein danger. My biggest
fear isthat he may have come to Second Earth to begin laying the groundwork for his attack on our
home. All | cansay is...keep your eyes open and watch your backs. | missyouguys. And sowe
go. END OF JOURNAL #22 SECOND EARTH Mark jumped up from where he
had been readingon his bedand paced. Back and forth, back and forth, bed to desk, desk to bed. It was
atotaly usdless activity, but he couldn't think of anything elseto do. His pdmswere swesting so fiercdly,
he had to put Bobby'sjourna down for fear he would smudge the writing. A thousand random thoughts
fought for control of hisbrain; none of them were good. Only one mattered. Saint Dane was on Second
Earth. Thedemon wasn't taunting Bobby just for the sake of it. He was here. Mark was sure of that.
Saint Dane knew about Courtney and that guy she met. What was his name? Wimpley? Whipple?
Wittle? Whatever. How else would Saint Dane know about that if he wasn't here? Was this the beginning
of hisplot to control Second Earth? Up until that moment, Mark held out hope that by saving First Earth,
the Travelers had saved dl three Earth territories. That hope had just gone adios. Mark knew that if Saint
Dane was here, it wasn't to sightsee and snoop on Courtney. He had plans. Bad plans. And Mark was
the only one who knew it had to be true. Courtney was oblivious, and Bobby and Loor were trapped
miles underground on an idand of the dead where an assault was about to be unleashed that would wipe
out the Batu-the tribe that was keeping the civilized people of Zadaa safe from barbaric cannibal
marauders. Saint Dane was on the verge of winning another territory and turn his sightsto Second Earth.
Mark's plan of watchingComedy Centraland going to deep waslong gone. He wasn't sureif he could
ever relax and deep again. Or watchComedy Centrd for that matter. Hefelt asif he had to do
something, but had no ideawhat. He checked hiswatch. It was dmost midnight. Should he call
Courtney? What would he say?"Hey, how's it going? How was your date? By the way, you didn't
happen to see Saint Dane wandering around campus, did you? Bobby and L oor are about to die, and he
told them he saw you messing around with that new guy. Seep tight!"  Mark knew he had to get agrip.
When he was excited, he couldn't think straight. To clear his head he went outside and walked around
the block. A dozen times. Two dozen times. He had grabbed some carrots on the way out and gnawed
on them nervoudy. Nobody was out that |ate at night, even the people walking their dogs. That was
good. Hedidn't need smdll talk, he needed air. The walking helped him calm down and make adecision.
He had to cal Courtney. Hefdt sure that she sounded well enough over the phone to handle the news.
Thered question was, how much should he tell her about what was happening with Bobby? He couldn't
lie about getting the journals anymore. That much was certain. How €l se would he say he knew about
Saint Dane? It was going to be atricky conversation. It took Mark asolid few hoursto figure out the
exact right thingsto tell her. He decided not to go into detail about the hairy Stuation on Zadaa. There
was nothing they could do to help, so hefigured Courtney didn't need to worry about it. Besides, hewas
worried enough for both of them. He concocted a story that would let her know there was trouble on
Zadaa, but didn't include al the gory details about the danger that Bobby and L oor werefacing. He even
decided to tell her alittle about Bobby's fedlings.for Loor. He felt she had the right to know. After al,
Bobby thought she was reading the journas anyway! Beyond that, hefigured if Courtney started asking
more questions about the Batu and the Rokador, he'd bring up Loor again and that would probably get
her off the subject. It waskind of devious, but he figured it was the right thing to do to keep her anxiety
level down and her antennaeup.  Mark returned home with his story ready. He went to his bedroom,
grabbed his cell phone and-his eye caught something. Could it be? No, it wasimpossible. Y et it was
garing himrightintheface. Hisclock radioread 2.05. There was no way he was going to call
Courtney that late. He decided the best thing to do was wait until morning. Early morning. He dropped
his cell phone back on his desk without looking at it and set hisaarm for six o'clock. Courtney would be
ticked about getting acall that early, but once she heard what was going on, sheldd forgive him. Six was
good. Anything earlier than six was till the night before.  Mark grabbed his cell phone again. He
wanted it on his bedside table so he could make the cal the instant the larm went off. He placed it next
to hisclock radio. He was ready. He got into bed, fully clothed, and tried to deep. It wasimpossible. His
mind wouldn't shut down. He kept imagining what was happening to Bobby and Loor. Time seemed to



dow down. He couldn't help but keep glancing at his clock radio. Time. The concept of the
territories exigting in different timeswas a hard one to understand. Did Zadaa exi<t in the future of
Second Earth? Or in the ancient past? Was the war between the tribes on the verge of happening? Or
had it been over for centuries? Or did it al exist smultaneoudy? That was the strangest concept, but the
onethat was most probable. Hallawas explained to him as everything-al time al placesall people.
Everything that ever was, or will be, dl exigting in some way, together. It was one of the reasonsthe
Travelers were able to arrive on aterritory when they needed to be there. Whatever grand power was
controlling it dl, it knew how to manipulate time. Or more precisaly, it knew how to control their
movements through time. That was how Mark and Courtney were able to be on E€long for amonth, and
return to Second Earth only afew minutes after they'd left. He figured it was also what alowed Saint
Dane to bounce back and forth between territories, messing with one while lurking around another. It
seemed to Mark that time was actually some giant seathat you could swim around in and travel any
which way. It dso seemed to Mark that the more he thought about the whole bizarre concept, the less
chance therewas of him getting any deep. 3:58...3:59...4:00... Hewished he could take a couple of
strokes forward in the sea of time and jump to 6:00. When the digita clock hit 5:00, Mark couldn't take
it anymore. He got out of bed and decided to kill the last hour on his computer. He opened his Web
browser and did a search for Stansfield in the Berkshire Mountains of Massachusetts. He found the Web
steingtantly and took avirtual tour. He decided it was a pretty nice place and a cool way to spend the
summer. Hewondered if Saint Danefdt thesameway. Findly, when hisclock hit 5:30, Mark had had
enough. He had practiced his speech to Courtney athousand times. He had to make the call. He got up
from his computer and sat back on hisbed. Now that he actually had to do thisfor red, he had second
thoughts.  He picked up the cell phone... and put it back down again.  Hehad to convince himself
again that he was doing the right thing. He picked up the phone. He put it down. He picked it up. It was
time. Courtney was on speed-dia: #1. Hefinally looked at the phone to make sure it was on and-

"Message waiting?' Mark said out loud. Mark had never gotten a message on his cell phone before.
He had no ideawho could have cdled him. And when? He dmost dways had his phonein his pocket,
how could he have missed acdl?He stared at the blinking words. He didn't even know how to retrieve a
message. He had to rummage through his cluttered desk to find the instruction manud. By the time he
found the manua, waded through the table of contents, flipped through the French, Spanish, and
Japanese sections to the English ingtructions, and finally found the right buttonsto push to get his
message, it was nearly six o'clock. Mark actualy laughed to himsalf. He had madeit to six after all.

The prerecorded voice over the phone said, "Message sent yesterday at seven forty-fivep.m.”  Mark
redlized he'd been downdtairs eating dinner then. That's why he hadn't heard the ring. He continued to
listen. There was a beep, followed by the message. What he heard made Mark want to fall through the
floor. It was Courtney. Her voice was wesk, but it was definitely hers. In afrail voice she gasped,
"Mark, heshere” That wasit. Abruptly there was another beep, and the prerecorded voice came
back on, saying, "End of message." Mark stared at the phone, his heart racing. He played the message
over and over and over again. There was no doubt in hismind. Courtney wasin trouble, and he feared
the reason why. He speed-dialed her number, but gotthe prerecorded voice saying, "The number you are
trying to reach is not available." Mark wanted to throw the phone across the room. Courtney always had
her cell phone on, except in class. But it was six o'clock in the morning! No class started that early.
Something was very, very wrong.  The police! Hed call theloca police! Yest  No! And tell them
what? That hethinks hisfriend isin trouble? Trouble from what? An interstellar dimension-legping demon
who wanted to trash the universe?Y eah, that would go over red big. He thought about filing amissing
person report, but how could he say he knew she was missng? And was she redly missng anyway? He
didn't know. They'd laugh him off the phone. At the very leadt, they'd ignore him. He thought maybe his
parents could help. He was about to leave the room to get them, but stopped when he redlized he had no
ideawhat he would ask themto do, either.  The more Mark thought through his options, the more he
realized there was only onething for him to do. He had to get to Stansfield as soon as possible. He
needed to find Courtney so they could work this through together. Nobody el se knew what they knew.



Nobody else could help. They needed to betogether.  Now that he had aplan, Mark felt better. He
went online to check bus and train schedules between Stony Brook, Connecticut and Derby Falls,
Massachusetts. He planned on telling his parents that Courtney invited him up to vigt for afew days. If
they wouldn't et him go, hed go anyway. He didn't like to disobey his parents, but there were bigger
issues at stake. HE'd deal with the consequences later. Whatever they were, they would be easier to
handlethan Saint Dane.  He struck out with masstrangit. The fastest combination of bus and trains
wouldn't get him to Derby Falls until late that night. Twelve hours! According to Mapques, it wasonly a
three-hour drivel Mark began weighing the possibility of getting his mother to drive him, when another
idea hit. The concept made him physicaly shudder, but he was desperate. He grabbed his cell phone and
scrolled through the list of phone numbers from incoming cdls. He didn't get many. He easily found what
he was looking for. Before he had the chance to overthink himsalf out of it, he closed his eyes and made
thecal. Two hourslater Mark was riding shotgun on hisway to Stansfield Academy.  Behind the
whed was Andy Mitchell. SECOND EARTH (CONTINUED) "Let'sdoalittle math
here," Andy Mitchdll said."And I'm good at this, so you can't argue. | called you for help and it took
about, what, an hour out of your busy schedule? Y ou, on the other hand, call me a six in the morning and
ask meto drive three hours up to the sticks, so you can see achick | can't stand, and doesn't like me so
much either. Isthat about right?"  "Uh, yeah, that pretty much sumsit up,” Mark said sheepishly. "But
yousaid if | ever needed afavor-" "I did,” Mitchell said, snorted, and hawked alougie out the driver's
window. Mark nearly retched. He was grateful the window wasopen.  "All I'm saying is, thisdon't
make us square,” Mitchell said. "Theway | seeit, I'minfor six, seven hours plus here. After thisyouowe
me" Thiswaskilling Mark. Theideaof relying on Andy Mitchell for anything was worse than
swallowing metal shavings. To know he was now indebted to the cregp made him want to jump out of
the car while they were doing sixty-five on the Connecticut Turnpike. To top it dl off, snce he helped
Mitchdl deliver the flowersthat morning, there was nothing covering the rancid smell in the car anymore.
What ese did Andy usethis car for? Stashing bodiesfor the mob? The only thing that kept Mark from
losing it was knowing how important it wasthat hefind Courtney.  "I'mredly grateful,” Mark said.
"Yeah, welll see" Mitchell said. Mark closed hiseyes and pretended to beadeep.  "Why do you
got to see her so bad?' Mitchell asked. "1 thought she had the hots for Pendragon?'  "Thetruth?' Mark
asked. "No, | wantyoutolie" Mitchdl said sarcagticdly. "Sheesh." Mark had no intention of telling
the whole truth, but it was going to be awvkward once they got there. He figured he had to tell some
verson of thetruth. "I'm worried about her,” Mark said.  "Chetwynde?' Mitchell scoffed. "She'sthe
last chick I'd worry about." ™Y eah, well, | think somebody might be giving her ahard time, and | want
to make suresheé'sokay,” Mark said.  "And you got this brainstorm at six o'clock in the morning?*
Mitchell asked. Mark shrugged and said, "'l couldn't deep.”  Mitchell shook hishead in dismay and
sad, "Some guy isgiving Chetwynde grief and you want to swoop in like Batman to protect her?'  "I'm
more of a Superman guy,” Mark said.  Mitchell laughed. "Y ou're nutsiswhat you are. Maybeit'sa
goodthingyoucdledme"  Strangdy enough, Mark was thinking the same thing. He didn't want to be
doing this aone. He wondered what Courtney would say when he showed up with Andy Mitchell. He
hoped she'd get agood laugh out of it. He hoped to hear her laugh about anything.  Mark didn't hate
the drive. Once the "you owe me/l owe you" conversation was over, they began talking about Sci-Clops.
It was the one topic they had in common. Mitchell told Mark al about the process he went through to
develop the dagtic metd with the incredible tensile strength that he had demondtrated at hisfirst meeting
of Sci-Clops. Mark was fascinated to hear Mitchell describe how he wastrying to find away to create
something with the durability of metal and the flexibility of plagtic. Thetrick wasto find the d ementsthat
would form anionic bond on the atomic level to create an entirely new compound. Much of it wastria
and error, and he said how hewas still along way off, but the professors at the university thought that
what held done so far was pretty impressive.  Impressive was the word. It never failed to amaze Mark
to listen to Andy when he spoke about his passion for math and science. It Smply didn't jive with the dug
persondity of this guy who drove with one hand and kept pushing his gressy, dirty blond hair out of his
eyeswith the other. The guy was gross... and genius.  Not to be outdone, Mark told Andy more about



the killer robot he had made that won so many competitions. He explained how the secret wasn't in the
hardware, but the software. Mark had never told anyone about this before, but hearing about Mitchdl's
successes with his new compound, hefelt asif he needed to show off alittle too. He confided in Mitchell
that he had been working on anew processing code that actualy streamlined the binary flow through the
processor of the computer that ran hisrobot. The result was that the clock speed of the standard
microprocessor was dramatically increased, which trand ated to faster commands to the hardware, and
therefore arobot that could react and attack way faster-with more programmed moves-than its
competition. Mark admitted that it was al pretty crude at this point, but he hoped to develop it further so
that at some point he might catch the interest of one of the big tech companies. After hearing his
story, Mitchell looked at Mark. He didn't say anything, hejust looked at him. "What?' Mark asked
nervoudy. "That'sincredible” wasdl Mitchdl said. "Absolutely incredible” 1t sounded to Mark as
if hemeant it too. For thefirst time, Mark felt asif Andy Mitchell had respect for him. Not that it
mattered. Impressing Andy Mitchdl wasn't Mark'slifdong ambition. Y et it was an interesting moment.
Mark actudly felt aconnection with thisguy. Wasit possible? Could they befriends? Hedidn't have
long to think about it, because a second later hisring beganto twitch.  Mark didn't havetimeto fret
about the bad timing. He quickly stuck hishand in his pocket and said, "I'm whipped. I'm gonnalie down
inback." Before Mitchell could react, Mark clicked open his seat belt and vaulted into the back of the
ancient sationwagon.  "Takeit easy!" Mitchell shouted. "l ain't got noinsurance” Mark'sring was
aready growing. He pulled it off and crouched into afetal postion, trying to hideit and block the
spewing light. He spotted an old, stained tarp in the back. Without a second thought he grabbed it and
covered thering, which had dready grown. The tarp kept the light show hidden too. The only thing he
couldn't hide was the music. The jumble of notes grew louder in spite of the fact it was muffled by the
tarp. "What are you doing?' Mitchell asked. "Y ou got a Game Boy back there?'  "I-It'smy watch
dam," Mark sad, thinking fast. "It'saweird tone, | know. | think it'sbusted.”  Andy Mitchell looked
a hiswatch. "Why'syour darm set for eight forty-five?"  "Uh, th-that'swhen | get up. Usudly.”
Thenotesgrew louder.  "Geez, turnit off, will yal" Mitchell complained. "It's making me crazy!"
"Yeah, I'mtrying. | can't find the button."  Mark prayed for the event to end. A second later he felt
the ring shrink back to norma asthe musica notes abruptly stopped.  "Thank you!" Mitchell said.
"Jeez." Mark fet around under the tarp until he touched the roll of paper that had come through the
ring. Bobby's next journa had arrived. Mark was certain that contained in its pages would be the result
of the war on Zadaa. But he couldn't read it. Not yet. It killed him, but he had to put it away until they
found Courtney.  "You dl right back there?' Mitchell asked. "Y-Yeah, fine. I'm gonna deep, okay?
Let meknow whenweget close” "Yes, maam.” Without looking at thejourna, Mark dipped it
into his backpack. In spite of the fact that he hadn't dept al night, he wasn't the least bit tired. But he had
to play out thelie. So helay there, wide awake, staring at the stained celling of Mitchell's station wagon.
Hetried not to think about the journal that was only inchesfrom his head. Firgt thingsfirst. He had to find
Courtney. Thedrivetook alittle over three hours. Andy Mitchell kept to the speed limit, which wasn't
al that hard considering his beater of acer rattled like it was going to fal apart whenever they got up any
real speed. Mitchell followed the directions that Mark had printed out from Mapquest. It got them to the
front gates of Stansfield Academy shortly after teninthemorning.  "Nice place" Mitchdl said. "'l
awaysfigured Chetwynde had bucks."  "Itispretty nice,” Mark agreed.  "So?How do wefind her?'
Mitchdl asked. Mark had dready thought this through. He got the map of the school he had printed
out from their Web site. They parked in the visitors parking lot and went to the registration office. Mark
put on hismost polite voice and introduced himself to the secretary as Courtney Chetwynde's brother.
He said they were visiting and needed to know where her dorm was. Mark was so polite that the woman
had no problem giving him the information. 1t helped that Mark had Andy wait out in the corridor. He
was surethat if the woman got alook at Andy Mitchell, they'd be lucky not to be thrown out on their
butts. With the information in hand, Mark and Andy walked quickly across the campus to Courtney's
dorm. Within minutes they were standing in front of the old, ivy-covered brick building. "One
problem,” Mark said. "It'san dl-girl dorm. They don't dlow guysinto-" "Gee, yeah, that'sabig



problem,” Mitchell said, and walked right in. Andy Mitchell wasn't big on following therules. It wasan
old building, with dark mahogany wood pandling everywhere and awide staircase that led to the second
floor. Courtney's room was #219. The guystook the stairs up, two at atime. Her room was at the end of
along corridor with old, thick carpeting that smelled kind of musty. Mark knocked softly.  "Courtney?
ItsMark." Noanswer. Mark knocked again.  "You there, Courtney?'  Still noanswer.  Andy
pushed Mark aside and pounded on the door afew times, yelling, "Hey! Wakeup!” Nobody
answvered.  "Now what?' Mark asked.  "Not aproblem,” Mitchell said. "I have atechnique |
developed for just such an occasion. It took me awhileto master this. It's very precise. Observe.”
Mitchell took a step back... and kicked open the old door. "Andy!" Mark yelled.  "Hey, you said
shewasintrouble. What'san old door lock?'  Mark figured Andy was right. He truly didn't care about
the door, so long asthey didn't get arrested. They entered the room, quickly closing the door behind
them. Courtney wasn't there. Her single bed was made, her English lit books were stacked neatly on
her desk. Mark took a quick look around and saw no other books.  "Her agebra-trig book isn't here,"
he announced. "Shemust beinclass”  "Nicegoing, Sherlock,” Mitchdl said. "Let'sgofindit." As
they left the room, they ran into agirl who waswhedling her bike aong the corridor, headed to the room
across from Courtney's. She stared a them suspicioudy.  "Hi," Mark said. "My name's Mark Dimond.
I'm afriend of Courtney's” "Ohyesh," thegirl said, relaxing. "She'stalked about you."  "I'm Andy
Mitchell," Andy said, trying to be charming. "I'm her friend too."  "Yeah?" the girl said. "She never
mentioned you." Thecharming smilefdl from Andy'sface. Thegirl asked, "Isshesick?’ "I dontt
know, why?' Mark asked back. "Cuz she didn't show up for lit classthismorning.” Mark's mind
raced. Her lit books were still on her desk. He had to force himsalf to keep cool. "I don't know. We
just got here. Maybe she'swith that guy she's been hanging out with. What's his name? Wimpy?'  The
girl chuckled. "Whitney. Whitney Wilcox. Could be. They're dwaystogether." "Where does helive?!
Mark asked. "I don't know," the girl answered. "Check with theregistrar.  And when you find
Courtney, tell her | picked up her assignment.”  "Thanks" Mark said. "1 will."  He grabbed Andy by
thearm, and thetwo hurried off.  "Who isthiswimpster dude?' Mitchell asked. "The guy weve got to
roughup?’ "No," Mark sad. "Theréssomebody 2"  "Two guys?' Mitchdl said with surprise.
"Chetwynde's keeping busy. What'stheded?' "L ook, Andy, | don't mean to be mysterious, but thisis
Courtney'sbusness” "It was" Mitchdl said quickly. "But you madeitourbusiness” Mark was
afraid it would cometo this. He knew Mitchell would start asking questions he didn't want to answer,
evenif he could. But he knew he had to tell Mitchell something.  "All | know isthat she's been seeing
some guy, but then there's another guy who's been bothering her. | wanted to come up hereto give her
support. That's pretty much it.” Mark thought that, in some smplistic way, that was the truth. He could
only hope that Andy Mitchell would buy it.  "Whatever," Mitchell said. "Let'sdo what we gottado and
gohome"  Thetwo went back to the registrar's office to seeif they could find Whitney Wilcox. After a
long search by the secretary through the school's computer records, she announced to Mark that there
was no Whitney Wilcox registered at Stansfield. Mark'sradar ingtantly went up. A vague fedling of dread
began to rise. There was no record of aWhitney Wilcox. But Courtney knew him. So did Courtney's
neighbor. Hewas areal guy, but he wasn't. Wasit possible? Mark's heart started to race again. His head
went light. He had to run out of the registrar's office. Every bit of news he uncovered was bad, and
getting worse. Andy followed him and stopped him onthe stairsoutsde.  "What isgoing on?' Andy
asked. Mark had adouble dilemma. He had to pull histhoughts together, and tell Andy what was
going onin such away that kept thetruth hidden.  "I-I'm not sure,” Mark said breathlesdy. "I'm
b-beginning to think that the guy who Courtney was seeing isthe same guy who was giving her trouble.”
"How much trouble could aguy named Wimpley cause?' Andy scoffed.  "Enough,” wasdl Mark
sad. Andy thought about that answer, then asked, "Isthis big-time, going-to-the-cops-style troubl€?"
Good question. If Courtney was missing, then they absolutely had to tell the police.  "1-1don't know,"
Mark said. "M-Maybe. | gotta think this through. Courtney called me yesterday. She said she had adate
last night with this Whitney guy. They-they were going for pizzain town. She said shewasriding to meet
him." "Riding. Not driving. She said riding?' Mitchell asked. "Yeah, I'msureof it." "Therewasnt



abikein her room," Mitchell offered. "Right,” Mark said. "Then she had an English classthis morning,
but her books were dtill on her desk."  "So you're thinking she rode her bike to meet this guy last night
and never made it back to her room?' Mitchell asked. "I don't know," Mark answered. "Theres more.
Later last night | got a phone message from Courtney. She sent it around seven thirty, right around the
time she was supposed to meet Whitney. She sounded bad, like she might have been hurt. | didn't hear it
until thismorning. That'swhen | caledyou.” "Whatdidshesay?' Mark hadtolie Her red message
wouldn't have made senseto Andy. "1 couldn't tell. It was garbled. But it was definitely her and she
sounded bad...likeshemay behurt.”  "Areyou serious?' Mitchell screamed, genuinely upset. "Why
didn't you tell me that before? Never mind, it don't matter. I'm the last one to be saying this, but we gotta
tell thecops” "Youthink?' Mark asked.  "If shewasriding her bike to meet some mystery guy and
right about that same time she called you sounding like shewas hurt, I'd say there's more going on here
than adatefor pizza" Mark had to admit that Andy was making perfect sense. Right now this had
nothing to do with Saint Dane's plan to rule Halla. Courtney wasin trouble, for red, here on Second
Eath. "Youreright,” Mark said. "Let'sdriveinto town and find the police sation.”  They both
hopped into Andy's car and drove off campus, headed for town. Mark was grateful that Andy had
actualy taken charge. His mind wasin so many different places, worrying about so many things, that he
couldn't see the obvious. After what they had found at Stansfield, Mark felt certain it wastime to report
Courtney missing. He didn't think anybody would laugh a himnow. They drove aong the quiet
country lane that led through the beautiful farm country and up into the Berkshires. Mark stared out the
window, in atrance, thinking that thiswould have been the same route Courtney took the night before.
Hedidn't even register how lovely the countryside was. He was too busy thinking about Courtney. And
Saint Dane. And doomsday. Theroad grew steep asiit |eft the pasture and snaked along the side of a
craggy mountain. Off to the right was a dense pine forest. Mark turned his gaze to the road in front of
them. They were headed toward some blind curves. Mark's pams started to sweat. He thought that if
another car were coming around the curve ahead, and took the turn alittle too wide, there would be a
head-on. Without thinking, he gripped the elbow rest of thecar.  That'swhen he saw it. "Stop!" Mark
shouted.  Andy jammed on the brakes, skidding to an abrupt stop. "What?' he yelled. "What
happened?’ "Look!" Mark said, pointing ahead. Andy looked forward and said, "L ook at what?"
"Theroad,” Mark said. "L ook at those skid marks. Therewastrouble here”  Sure enough, there
was a set of dark skid marksthat started in the opposite lane, crossed over the center line into their lane,
and stopped just before the steep edge that dropped off into the pine forest below.  "Whoa," Andy
said when heregistered the skid marks. "Those arefresh.”  Andy pulled the car asfar over to the side
aspossible. Thetwo got out to examine the skid. Mark saw that the marks led to the shoulder just off the
road, where there were two imprintsfrom the front tiresof acar. "L ooks like the car came down from
above, hit the brakes, and skidded to astop right here,” Mark said.  "Lucky guy,” Mitchell added.
"Two morefeet and... banzal!" Mark waked to the edge of the road and looked out over the forest
below. There was a short, steep clear section before the pine forest began. Mark saw what he thought
might be agouge taken out of atree severa yardsbelow them. It looked fresh.  "What're you
thinking?' Andy asked. "Nothing," Mark said. "We should keep going before we gethit."  Andy
started back for hiswagon. Mark hesitated a moment. Something was keeping him here. He had no idea
what it was. He was starting back toward the car when his eye caught something. It was off the side of
the road, afew yards farther up the hill, stuck in abush. The only reason he saw it wasthat it was bright
red againgt the green foliage. He was ready to ignore it and get going, but something about it bugged him.
Looking around, Mark realized that it wasn't so much that there was a piece of bright red trash on the
side of theroad, asthat it was theonlypiece of trash. Living in aheavily populated area, Mark was used
to seeing garbage strewn aong the sides of theroads. It was asad fact of life. Glancing around here,
everything was as clean as Disneyland. Not asingle piece of trash littered the road, except for this bright
red something. "What'reyou doing?' Andy asked. "Let'sgo!" "Hangon,”" Mark said. Hecarefully
stepped down off the shoulder onto the steep pitch of the hill. He walked to the bush, tripping over rocks
and getting thorns caught in hisjeans. He reached into the bush and pulled out the piece of trash. Assoon



ashelifted it, he saw that it wasn't trash at dll. It was abook. A textbook.  An agebrartrig textbook.
Mark's eyes went wide. His adrenaline spiked. He looked out onto the forest and screamed,
"Courtney?Courtney?'  "Areyou crazy?' Mitchdll asked. Mark threw the book to Andy. "She's
here," he said breathlessy. "Therewas an accident. She'sherel”  Mark tripped down the hill, heeded
for the forest and the tree with the gouge taken out of it. Andy Mitchell shrugged and followed. It was so
steep, Mark nearly took a header. But he kept going. He got to the tree and saw that the gouge was
definitely fresh.  "Courtney!" heyeled. Helooked around the silent forest, scanning for any clues. He
got abig one. A few yards farther down the hill wasabike. Mark ran to it and quickly redlized what had
made the gouge in the tree. The bike's handlebars were bent into aright angle.  "Isit hers?' Andy
asked asherantomegt Mark.  "Yeah," Mark said, hispanic rising. "If she was on thiswhen it went
over theedge, thenshe" Thewordsfrozein Mark'sthroat. A few yardsto hisleft he saw ahint of
something that was dark green. Courtney had adark green backpack. Mark leaped for it, picked it
up...and came upon the body of hisfriend Courtney Chetwynde.  "It'sher!" he shouted. "Call
nine-one-one”  "Holy jeez," Andy said, stunned. He fumbled to pull hiscdl phone out of his pocket.
He nearly dropped it. Twice. "What'sthe number again?' he sammered nervoudy. Mark shot hima
look. Andy nodded, feding dumb. Hedidled. Mark bent down to Courtney. Her long brown hair was
atangle over her face. Her left arm was bent back at a strange angle. He could see that her right hand
was on her cdl phone. He now knew how she'd made the call to him. He bent down and brushed the
hair out of Courtney'seyes.  "Isshe..." Andy asked. He couldn't bring himsdlf to finish the sentence.
Mark summoned his courage and put two fingersto her neck, looking for apulse.  "C'mon,
Courtney," Mark whispered. "Y ourethere. | know yourethere” Hefdt around. There was no pulse.
Her skinfdt cold to histouch. Mark's heart sank. If only he had gotten her message earlier! He began to
cy. "I'msosorry, Courtney," hesaid softly.  "Yeah, thisisan emergency,” Andy spokeinto the
phone. "We're on aroad between the fancy Stansfield school and the town. Derby Falls. There's been an
accident. A girl ishurt off to the side. Bad. Y ou can't missmy car-it's parked on the side of the road.
We're down inthewoods. Hurry, dl right?*  He disconnected the cal and looked a Mark. "What do
youthink?' Mark wasintears. "l don't know. | can't fee! apulse” Andy Mitchell bent down next to
Courtney. He gently picked up her hand.  "Be careful!" Mark said. "If she hurt her back-" "I know, |
know," Andy replied. He grasped Courtney's hand in both of his. Mark was surprised a how gentle
hewas. Andy Mitchell was definitdy full of surprises. Andy held her hand in hisfor several secondswhile
looking at Courtney. He then moved hisfingers toward the underside of her wrist. He placed two there,
andwaited. Mark'sheart wasready toburst. "l gotit," Andy said softly. "It ain't strong, but it's
there” Mark wasstunned. Therewashope!  "Keep her warm!™ Mark said while taking off his
sweatshirt. He gently placed it down over Courtney. "We gotcha, Courtney,” he said. "Help is coming.
You'regonnabeokay." Within minutes afiretruck and ambulance arrived from Derby Falls. The
EMTsdove into the woods and went right to work. They quickly checked Courtney's vitalsto find she
was indeed dive. They expertly immobilized her by putting her onto a fracture board. With Mark and
Andy's help, they carefully pulled her out of the woods and got her into the ambulance. Fifteen minutes
after Andy put in the 911 call, Courtney was on her way to the hospital.  The next few hours were like
ablur to Mark. He and Andy answered aton of questions from the police, and made sure that
Courtney's parents knew what had happened. Mr. and Mrs. Chetwynde were on their way to Derby
Fdls minutes later. Mark told the police about the mysterious guy Courtney was supposed to medt,
Whitney Wilcox. He knew the police would question people at the school. He knew they'd find people
who knew Courtney was hanging out with Whitney. He knew it would dl be awaste of time. They would
never find him, because he didn't exist. At least, not in the norma sense. He may not have been astudent
at Standfield, but hewasvery redl. And hewasout there.  Throughout this ordedl, there was one
guestion that was more important than al the others. Nobody could say for sureif Courtney was going to
aurvive. The only information Mark and Andy got was that she had some broken bones, but her redl
problem came from internd injuries. Therewas alot of bleeding. Shewasin surgery, and it would bea
while before anybody knew if shewould live. All they could do waswait and hope.  Andy Mitchell



wanted to get something to eat. Mark didn't want to leave the hospital, so Andy volunteered to bring
something back. Throughout, Mark thought, Andy had been terrific. He was turning out to be agood
friend. How strange was that? Once Andy left on his hunt for food, Mark was faced with along wait
before Courtney would be out of surgery. He sat in the quiet waiting lounge with nothing to do. ..

Except read the next journa from Bobby Pendragon. He took a quick look around to make sure
nobody was watching, and pulled the journa out of his pack. He expected to see the familiar, crusty
brown roll of parchment paper that al the journals from Zadaa had used. He didn't. Thisroll of paper
was bright, lemon yellow and tied with a purple bow. It looked like something you'd get at akid's
birthday party. When Mark unrolled it, he saw that Bobby's writing was done in bright purpleink. He
had no ideawhat the significance of any of it was, but didn't gpend too much time wondering about it.

It wastime to read. JOURNAL #23  ZADAA I've now written twenty-two journas
to you guys. I've described the amazing things I've seen and the impossible truths I've learned. This
journd will be nodifferent. I'm going to tell you about the invasion of the underground. It happened. We
couldn't stop it. Zadaa has been changed forever.  Obvioudly, | survived. AsI'm writing thisjourna, my
hand is shaking. Nervous energy, | guess. | think it's because I'm having trouble understanding the truths
I'velearned sincel last wrote. | don't know what to think. It'sal so confusing. The battle may be over,
but I'm more scared than before. It's because I'm afraid to face the person I've become. The frightening
truth isthat I'm not the same aswhen | 1eft home with Uncle Press. | guessthat goes without saying.
Nobody stays the same forever, especidly after having gone through what | have. But understanding that
inmy head, and accepting it in my heart aretwo different things.  What's actually bothering me moreis
that in redity, | may not have changed as much as| think. | know, I'm contradicting mysdf. Let me
explain. Theway I've dways thought about what's happened to meisthat | wasanorma kid who, for
reasons | have yet to figure out, was chosen to be the Traveler from Second Earth. Nobody ever told me
what those reasons were, but the decision was made and off | went.  Now I'm beginning to think it
didn't exactly happen that way. Since | wrote you lagt, I've learned some things about mysdlf that | can't
explain. There are things I'm able to do that aren't exactly normal. At least they aren't normal for akid
who grew up in Stony Brook, Connecticut. I'm not just talking about the ability to be persuasive.
Compared to what I've just done, that's about asimpressive as acard trick. Theré's more. A wholelot
more. That'swhy my hand isshaking.  I'm confused. But I'm aso upset. Take my word for it, it'sa
strange fedling to redlize you aren't the person you thought you were. One of the thingsthat's kept me
going this whole time has been my base. My home. Y ou guys. Stony Brook. And of course, the hope
that | will oneday find my family again and get back to normal. Now I'm beginning to wonder if | truly
belong on Second Earth. Or ever belonged there. What makesit worseisthat if that'strue, | have no
ideawhere ldobelong. | don't mean to sound so sorry for mysdlf. | think you guys know that writing
thisal down helps me sort it out in my own head. | wish it would help me find somered answers. So far
those have been few and far between. All | can do islook ahead, and keep searching.  I've got to tell
you what brought meto this point. | suppose | should stop whining about my own pathetic state of mind
and be grateful that I'm till around to write at dl. 1've got to reset my head, back to whereit wasonly a
short while ago, so | can get thisal down. | finished my last journa when Loor and | were hiding with
Teek, the Tiggen guard. The fuse waslit. There was about to be an invason that would determine the
future of Kidik, the Batu, the Rokador...and the entire territory of Zadaa. Wewere safely hiddenina
remote room deep below the main building on Kidik 1dand. No Tiggen guard would look for usthere,
and if the Batu attacked and the water was released, we would survive. Hopefully. Teek was off trying to
get more information about the eite's plan. That left Loor and meto regroup and plot our next move.

"Weve got acouple of choices," | said. "We can warn the Batu that they're headed into atrap and
hope they back off-" "It istoo latefor that,” Loor interjected. "They were preparing to attack when we
left Xhaxhu." "Okay. Then we can try to convince the Rokador elite that by wiping out the Batu, they
would doom the rest of their tribe, because killing the Ghee warriors would |leave them exposed to attack
by the cannibd tribesof Zadaa" "Thatisnot likely either,” Loor said. "Their hatred and fear of the
Baturunstoodeep.” "l agree” | said. "Which leaves uswith thethird option."  "And what isthat?"



Loor asked. | hated to say what | was about to say. It went againgt al we had been doing to defeat
Saint Dane, and againgt my nature. It definitely went againgt Loor's nature, but it seemed to be the only
choice. "Wecanleave" | said. Loor shot measurprised look. "Leave? | do not understand.” "I
think Saint Dane haswon,” | said. "I don't know how we can stop this”  "Y ou are suggesting we
abandon Zadaa and dlow the territory to crumble?' Loor asked. | didn't answer right away because
that'sexactlywhat | was suggesting, and it sounded rotten. Thiswas tough. We were talking about Loor's
home. "I'msorry, Loor,” | said. "But we haveto look at the big picture. We've dready lost Kasha.
Spader and Gunny are trapped on E€long. The battle here on Zadaais going to happen-" "It will not
be abattle; it will beamassexecution,” Loor said coldly.  "You'reright,” | said. "But whatever happens
here on Zadaa, you and | must survive to continue the fight against Saint Dane. We haveto think of al of
Halla, not just oneterritory.”  Loor showed no emation. Shelooked me squarein the eyes. | wanted to
be able to read her mind to know what she was thinking. Or maybe | didn't. She might not have had such
ahot opinion of mejustthen. "l understand, Pendragon,” she said camly. "Protecting al of Halais of
more importance than saving oneterritory. Y our decisonisawiseone. | will get you back to the flume."
"Good," | said, though | wasn't happy about it. "I know how you must fed-" "1 am sureyou do,"
Loor interrupted. "That iswhy | know you will understand when | say that | cannot leave Zadaa."
"Why?" | asked in surprise. "You can't sop this”  "Perhapsnot,” shesaid. "But | could not live with
mysdlf if | did not try. | agree that losing you would be a crushing blow in the fight againgt Saint Dane. |,
on the other hand, would not be missed.” "Youaresowrong-" "Please, Pendragon. My mind is
made up. Perhaps | can stop some of the Batu from descending into the underground. Saving even afew
liveswould be worth the effort. Whoever isleft dive will be needed to defend Xhaxhu from the
marauders.” | knew it wasusdesstoargue.  "Come," Loor said. "We must not waste moretime.”
Ifelt like acoward. Though my brain told me it was the right move, my heart wasn't so sure. | had
never given up before.lguarantee Loor had never given up. Ever. She wasn't giving up now, either.ldidn't
fed asiflhad achoice.lhad to force mysdf to think of all of Hala Losing a baitle wasn't the same as
losing the war.Itried to convince mysdlf thatlwasn't running away,Iwas running toward the next
battle.lhoped that by the time we made it back to the flume,ifwe madeit to the flume,lcould convince
Loor toleavewithme.  Weleft the smal room and moved quickly through the labyrinth of
underground tunnels, looking for the way to the surface of Kidik Idand. We no longer feared running into
aTiggen guard. We knew there weren't many left. Our plan wasto get back to the beach, take the boat
to the city of Kidik, and drive the dygo back to the flume. My biggest fear was that we would run into the
first wave of Ghee warriors, and the show would be over. All we could do was keep moving, and
hoping. Wefindly popped out of the underground in afamiliar area. We were on the ground level of
the vast cemetery where most of the Rokador population was buried. Seeing dl those white markerswith
the small flame burning on each was a gut-wrenching sight. It was hard to grasp the concept that o many
had died-and so many more were soon to follow. The two of us stood looking out over the sea of death,
humbled and sad.  "Why?' Loor asked. "Why isany of thishappening?’ Shedidn't expect an
answer. Sheknew | didn't have one. There was only one person who could answer that question. Asit
turned out, he was standing right behindus.  "Not guilty,” Saint Danesaid.  Loor and | both whipped
around quickly, pulling out our wegpons.  Saint Dane was done. He stood there with his arms out,
showing that he wasn't armed and not interested in fighting. "Please, thereis no need for violence," he
said. Hecircled around us, walking to the edge of the cemetery. He looked out over the thousands of
markerswithasmal smile. | hated thisguy. "Suchatragedy,” hesaid. "Yeah, right, likeyou care," |
sad. "Correct. | don't care,” Saint Dane said. "Thetragedy isthat | had nothing to do withit."  Loor
took an angry step toward him. | held her back. ™Y ou're saying you didn't prevent these people from
using the cure until it wastoo late?' | asked. "l don't believeyou." "It'strue” hesad. "Theviruswasa
natura occurrence. | smply used the event to my advantage. It wasthe turning point on Zadaa. . .that,
and the degth of PelleaZinj. Thank you, by the way, for delivering him to the assassin. Without your
help, the Batu may never have decided to attack. It wasanicelittle piece of insurance.” | could fedl
Loor's anger radiate from her like heat. | kept ahand on her shoulder tocalm her.  "We know the



plan,” | said. "We heard your performance at the-"  "At the banquet with the dlite, yes, | know," Saint
Danesaid. "l felt your beady little eyes staring at me through the hole in thefloor, likerats. | thought |
was quite remarkable, didn't you?'  Hisarrogance was pissng me off, but | couldn't et him get to me.
"l don't getit," | said. "What's different thistime? Why haven't you teken on adisguise?' "Becausel
didn't need to," he said casudly. He turned to face us. His expression grew dark. "And because | wanted
you to see how simpleit isfor meto control these creatures. To me, that'swhat Zadaaiis about,
Pendragon. A demondtration. | wanted you to see, firsthand, how weak the people of the territories are.
How stupid. How their emotions control their actions. Y ou believe they have noble aspirations? That they
would make sacrifices for the greater good? That they care for anyone or anything outside their selfish
little orbits? | say the people of the territories are no better than common animals. Dangle raw mest in
front of a starving rodent and he will kill hisown to get it. That's who you're working so hard to defend,
my misguided friend. Y ou are surrounded by fear, greed, and envy. The Batu, the Rokador-al of them.
The Milago and Bedoowan of Denduron. The arrogant agronomers of Clord, those criminals on First
Earth, the klee and gars of E€long, and the escapists on Vedox. None of them seek the truth. None are
willing to suffer or sacrificefor others. They al fear someone else will get more than they have, or they
might experience pain, or their liveswill belessthan what they fed they deserve. Y ou think you'refighting
me, Pendragon? Y oure not. Y ou're fighting the nature of the very people you think you're helping. Al
I've doneis give them what they want."  "No," | said. "That's not what it's about. Of course people will
defend themselvesif they're afraid, but therésalot of good in-"  "Good? What isgood?' Saint Dane
sad dismissvely. "It's easy for people to be good when they're comfortable and well fed. But that isn't
what this existence is about, Pendragon. It's about chalenges that you conquer, or fal to. Now the
people of Zadaa are about to fal, and | will have made my point onceagain." "No!" Loor couldn't
take it anymore. She blew past me and attacked Saint Dane. | have to admit, | wanted her to do it. Saint
Dane wasn't fighting me thistime. He was taking on the pro. Too bad for him. | wanted Loor to take the
demon out. Loor lunged at him with her wooden stave, committing the cardina sin. She made thefirst
move. Saint Dane easily blocked her attack, reached into hisjacket, and pulled out ametd, Tiggen
weapon. Before | had achanceto react, he nailed Loor in the chest, sending her crashing to the ground,
shaking with pain. | stood there, frozen. | don't know if it was because of the surprise of the sudden
violence, or because | saw Loor beaten.  "Y ou wanted her to kill me, didn't you?' hesaid. "Dont lie.
Y ou wanted her to beat me unmercifully likel beat you. Y ou're no better than the worthless cregtures
you've dedicated yoursdlf to protecting.” | couldn't move. Hiswords hit me hard. He wasright. |
wanted Saint Dane to hurt as badly as he hurt me. Had | just proven his point? Was | no better than an
anima who only knew to attack when threatened? "What are you feding, Pendragon?’ Saint Dane
seethed. "How will it make you fed when | touch thisweapon to her head, and mdlt her brain?'  Saint
Dane lowered the metal baton toward Loor. | wastoo far avay to stop him. Hiswhite-blue eyes had
frozen mein place. Loor was about to die, and | wastoo far away to stopit.  From the corner of my
eye | saw asudden flash of slver. Aningant later Saint Dane screamed out in pain and dropped his
weapon. Sticking from hisarm was asilver arrow. | spun quickly to see someone standing on the
bal cony above us, holding acrossbow. "Hello, Madlos," the guy said. "That iswhat you caled yoursdlf
on Denduron, no?" It was Alder! Standing next to him were Seangi and Teek.  Saint Dane
clutched hisarm, screaming in pain. It didn't last long. The demon turned into aliquid shadow. The silver
arrow dropped from theinky cloud and clattered to the ground. The shadow re-formed itself into the
same black bird | had seen flying away from the Manhattan Tower Hotel on First Earth. Saint Dane was
about to get away. Again. The bird rose into the air, flapped itswings, and sailed off. We al watched it
disappear into the darkness that enveloped Kidik Idand.  "Ahhhh!™ A scream of terror came from the
balcony above. It was Teek. | guess he wasn't used to seeing aperson turn into agiant crow. Gofigure. |
glanced up to see him back away from the edge of the balcony in confusion and fear. Alder and Saangi
tried to calm him. Good luck. | had no ideawnhat they were going to tell him. But that wasn't my concern.
| ranto Loor. Shewas no longer shaking, but still looked pretty dazed. | knelt down next to her and put
my hand on her shoulder, saying, "Relax. You're not hurt. It wasjust asmdl jolt.”



"That...is...easy...for...you...to...say," Loor said through chattering teeth.  Shewas going to be
okay. | kept my hand on her shoulder, more out of reassurance than anything. Shortly we were joined by
Alder, Saangi, and avery nervous-looking Teek who was shaking almost as much as Loor. | stood and
hugged Alder. "I can't believeyou'rehere,” | said. "Areyou dl right? When we |eft, you were barely
conscious” "I believeit wasthe medicine that made me deep. | fed better now," he said. Heflexed his
gtiff shoulder and added, "Thereis some pain, but it did not stop me from taking thisfromaTiggen
guard.” He held up the multiple-shot crossbow. "Interesting wegpon.”  Loor moved to get up. Shewas
quickly getting her act back together. Saangi helped her Stup.  "You wereto take Alder to the flume,”
Loor scolded.  "Do not blame her, Loor,” Alder said. "I would not leave, not while there was still work
tobedone" Tak about making mefed guilty. Leaving isexactly what | wasabouttodo. "How did
youfindus?' | asked. "Itismy duty to help Loor," Ssangi said. "To do that, | did something that will
make you angry. Before you left, | copied the map to Kidik. Pleaseforgiveme.”  Loor Stared at Saangi
indisbelief.  Saangi kept her eyesto the ground and said, "Once in the underground, we took adygo
and followed theroute.” | had to hand it to Saangi. She never gave up. | said, "'l guessit wasagood
thing we sprang al of thosetraps.” "I did not expect to see an ocean under the ground,” Alder said.

"Yeah, no kidding," | shot back. "How did you know enough to crossit?' "The city wasdead,”
Alder explained. "Y ou were nowhere to be found, and we saw lights across the water. We found a boet,
followed the lights, and made it asfar asthisbuilding." "That iswhen wefound Teek," Saangi said. "He
brought us here. | know thisis not what you wanted, Loor, but if we had not come..." Saangi didn't have
to finish the sentence. We all knew. If they hadn't shown up, Saint Danewould havefried Loor. "l am
not angry, Saangi, | am grateful,” Loor said. "Perhaps you should disobey me more often.”  Saangi
beamed. She had once again proven to be Loor'sguardianangel. "I did not redlly mean that,” Loor
added. "But thank you."  "Evil spiritsl" avoice shouted. We dl looked at Teek. He was standing away
from the group, looking spooked. "Are you okay, Teek?' | asked. "Evil s-spiritsl" he repested
nervoudy. "Heisan evil spirit! Evil!"  Teek wasn't okay. | had to think of something to say that would
keep him from going totdly insane.  "He'sno spirit,” | said. "It wasatrick. Hesfull of tricksto fool
people” "He... hetransformed! And flew!" Teek chattered.  "All atrick,” | lied. "But you'reright
about onething: Heisevil."  Loor got to her feet. She waswobbly, so Saangi had to help her up. "We
must get Pendragon to the flume," she said. "He must be kept safe”  "No," | said. | looked at L oor,
then Alder, and Saangi. " Saint Dane thinks he's proving a point on Zadaa? | can prove one too. Were
seeing thistotheend. All of us" 'Areyou sure?' Loor asked. | nodded. | could see her relief.

"The end may come sooner than you think," Saangi said. "Why'sthat?' | asked. "That isanother
reason we had to come,” she answered. "The Batu have entered the underground. The attack has
begun.” JOURNAL #23 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Loorknew the plansfor war,
asdid Saangi. The Ghee had been preparing for thisday for along time. Theinvasion would be
overwheming. "It will beginwith dygos," Loor explained. " Ghee spies have stolen dozens of them, of
al szes. They have been kept hidden in the desert. The plan isto drive them into the underground and
use them as shidds againgt the defenses of the Tiggen guards. Each dygo will be followed by hundreds of
warriors. The dygoswill break through any resistance, whether it be rock or Tiggen, clearing the way for
the Gheewarriors  "How do they know whereto go?' | asked. "I mean, isn't the underground like a
huge spiderweb?’  "Itis" Loor answered. "But there have been scouts. They know the generd
direction of Kidik. They know thisisthe seat of power. Thisisthetarget. They will travel through the
tunnelsthat take them in the proper direction. If thereisno tunnel, they will drill one. The attack will be
reentless”  "Yeah, until they reachtheocean,” | said.  "What will happen then?' Alder asked. "It's
atrap,” | answered. "The Rokador are going to flood the tunnels and drown every Batu who'sin the
underground.”  Saangi shot me alook of surprise. Alder looked just as stunned. | hated to have to put
it S0 bluntly, but we wereway past worrying about tact. " That will be thousands of Batu," Saangi said,
her voice suddenly sounding like that of afrightened, littlegirl.  "Can they truly do that?" Alder asked.

| looked to Teek. He gtill looked shaken, but his senseswerereturning.  "What did you find out?" |
asked him. "How isthisgonnawork?'  Teek answered with no emotion. It was asif hewereina



trance. Hisworld was crumbling around him, in more ways than one. "The Kidik Ocean is nothing more
than agiant holding tank," he began. "It isfed from the north by many distant rivers. The engineers control
how much water islet in with giant gates. To the south, near the city, there are many small gates that
control the flow to the rivers beneath Xhaxhu. Those are the gates that have been closed to choke off the
water and create the drought. The plan isto throw dl the gatesto the north open, alowing the ocean to
rise. The engineers have adready begun. | can seethat the ocean leve isfar dbovenormd.”  "lsan't that
dangerous?’ | asked. "I mean, if they let too muchin?'  "No," Teek continued. "The next step will beto
open the gates to the south. Therivers of Zadaawill flow again, higher and faster than ever before” |
thought back to the deep, dry riverbed near the flume. When | first saw it, the water moved through
quickly and powerfully, fed by thetall waterfall. Now the water was long gone, but | could envision
water suddenly spewing from the top of the waterfall and crashing down into the dry trough, filling it with
aviolent, relentless surge. The same would happen to dl the dry riverbeds. The water would quickly find
itsway up to the streets of Xhaxhu, filling the troughs and recharging the fountains. Some on the surface
might think thiswas good news, signding the end of the drought. They'd beright, at least about the
drought being over. Those below would quickly learn that the return of water wasn't such agood thing.

| looked to Loor and said, "When the Ghee see the water suddenly return to the rivers, what will they
do?' BeforeLoor could answer, Teek said, "They will die. Evenif they decideto cdl off theinvasion,
there will not be enough time to escape. That iswhen the final step will betaken. There are giant
overflow gates throughout the underground that lead to runoff tunnels. They were designed to carry off
excess water should there be aflood, or the control gates mafunction.” "I've seenthose” | said. "Giant
slver diskshbuilt into thetunnd walls?'  "Yes" Teek said. "Today they will be used for another
purpose. When the control gates to the south are opened, the gates leading to the runoff tunnelswill aso
be opened. Thesetunnelswill quickly fill withwater." "Thereisenough water to do dl of this?' Loor
asked. "Sothey say," Teek answered. "The gates to the north will al be opened. Thousands of water
sourceswill be channeled into the ocean. 1t will take only minutesto fill the overflow tunnds. That'swhen
the overflow gateswill be opened, flooding the entire underground.”  "Drowning every Batu below," |
sad. "And leaving Xhaxhu open to attack by every marauding tribe on Zadaa," added Loor. "It'sa
hideous plan,” Teek said. "But the elite are convinced it'sour only chance of surviva." "They are
wrong!" Loor shouted. "Killing the Batu will betheir own suicidel”  "Saint Dane has convinced them
otherwise" Teek said. "I believeit isahorrible mistake. So did Bokka He died trying to warn you. |
would do anything to Stop it, but itistoo late.” "Maybenot,” | said.  Everyonelooked at me with
surprise. As Teek was explaining the Rokador plan, | got anidea. It may have been along shot, but at
leastitwasashot. "We cannot stop the Batu,” Saangi warned. "Itistoo late” "Sheisright,
Pendragon,” Alder said. " Saangi showed me the dygo machines gathering in the sands outside of Xhaxhu.
There were hundreds of them. We watched as they rose up on legs and began drilling into the ground.
They are coming. The only reason we arrived here before them iswe had amap. | would not be
surprised if they are nearing Kidik aswe speak.”  Teek added, "With so little time, thereisno way to
convincethe dite of their mistake. The water gates to the north are open. The oceanisrisng.” "I
know," | said. "We can't stop the attack and we can't stop the Rokador. Our only hopeisto control the
controller.” "I donot understand,” Loor said.  "Thisal comes down to the water-control devicein
the center of thisbuilding,” | said. "If we can't get the dlite to stop the flood, maybe we can do it
oursalves"  Loor'sface brightened. She said, ™Y ou mean, seize control of the machinery?'  "Exactly,”
| said. "Shut it down. Reverse the flow. Whatever." | looked to Teek and asked, "Do any of the other
Tiggen guards agree with you? Do they know what amistake thisis?®  "Many do," Teek answered.

"Find them!" | ordered Teek. "Bring them to the master control station. Now!" "But-" "Go!" |
shouted.  Teek took off running. My mind wasin overdrive. This seemed to be our only hope. There
was no timefor debate. Wehadtoact.  "Wait, stop!™ | called to Teek. He put on the brakes. "Are
there any dygos here on Kidik Idand?' | asked. "Y es, there are two housed on the far sde of this
building.” "Good. Go!" "Why do you want adygo?' Loor asked. "To attack the control station?”

"No," | said. "l want achance of getting our butts out of here after it al hitsthe fan. We've got to do



what we can to save Zadaa, but win or lose, if were trapped here, Saint Dane wins. The whole thing.
Halla. Before we make another move, you al have to promise me something. Whatever happens, there's
going to be a point when we've done al we can. Promise me when that time comes, well al get out
together." "l agree” Alder said. "That isthewisethingto do." | looked a Loor. She didn't answer
right away. This had to be tough for her. Findly she said, "I understand, Pendragon. Y ou are right. When
you say itistimeto go, wewill go." | looked a Saangi, and she nodded in agreement. "Good," | said.
"Saangi, canyou driveadygo?' "l drove here, did | not?' she answered. "Perfect. Y ou heard Teek.
Find one. Bring it here." Saangi looked to Loor. Loor gave her areassuring nod. "Of course,”" Saangi
answered brightly, thrilled to be part of the plan. She turned and ran off. It was down to the three of us.
Me, Loor, and Alder. We exchanged nervous looks. It was a brief moment of calm and a chance for us
to catch our breaths.  "Seemslikeold times” | findly said.  The two nodded knowingly. We had
been here before. The three of us. We had become different people than the three kids who fought to
save Denduron. Though it had been only a short few years since that battle, we had each gained alifetime
of experience. | could only hope we would be as successful-and lucky.  Asthe three of us stood there,
on the edge of that vast cemetery, there was only onething | was certain of. These would bethelast few
quiet moments we would havefor avery long time. JOURNAL #23 (CONTINUED)
ZADAA Inspite of al my bold talk, | had absolutely no idea how we were going to take over the
master water controller, or what we would do next if we were lucky enough to pull it off. Therewasno
time to form aplan. No chance to weigh dl the options and make the smart choice. We had to go for it,
taking it one step a atime and making decisions as we went. One consolation wasthat | couldn't think of
two better people to have with me than Loor and Alder. We had saved one territory together. It was
timeto save another.  We worked our way back through the maze of tunnelsin search of the master
control station. Loor'singtincts and memory were incredible. With no wrong turns, we soon found
oursalves outside the steel door that Ied to the catwalk over the massive room full of machinery.  Loor
gave us both a cautionary look, with afinger to her lipsasasignd for usto be quiet. We nodded in
understanding. She opened the door, and we stole quickly onto the catwalk that ran high over the master
control station. There was more activity going on below than when we were last there. Four engineers
were at the controls. Even from as high up aswe were, | saw the tenson on their facesand in their

body language. No big surprise. Carrying out genocide would tend to put people on edge. | wondered
what they were thinking. Did they fully understand that their actionswould result in the death of
thousands? Were they convinced that killing so many was the only way they could save themselves? Or
wasthe redlity weighing heavily on them? It didn't matter. They had to be stopped.  Preventing usfrom
doing that would be a handful of Tiggen guards. They stood on the floor of the control room, each at the
bottom of aset of stedl dairsthat led up to the control platform. They seemed pretty relaxed. They
weren't expecting an assault on the station. Good newsfor us.  Looking down on the control-room
floor, | knew there would be guards. | knew there would be engineers. | didn't know wed be joined by a
third group. Seated together, in specia chairs that had been put there for the occasion, were the ten
members of the Rokador dlite. They had been gathered, | suppose, to bear witness. Most of them sat
attentively, looking edgy. | didn't blame them. The engineers up on the control platform may have been
the onesflipping the switches, but the decision to destroy the Batu came from the odd group on the floor.
Theredly old guy was dumped over in hischar again. Adeep and drooling. Thetwo kids fidgeted and
poked at each other. Unbelievable. | wondered if their votes counted as much asthe others. | dso
wondered if they were worried about Saint Dane not being there a the final hour. They must have
thought it was strange. 1, on the other hand, knew it was perfectly normdl. | knew that their buddy, the
architect of thishorror, had probably hit the flume dready, bound for his next territory after ajob well
done. Thelast difference | noticed was the sound. | aready told you how thisroom had ahum toit,
likeit wasfull of energy. Now the powerful sound was even more intense. It filled the vast space, making
the catwalk vibrate. | could even fed it in the pit of my stomach. | was pretty sure that this machinery had
never been put to thiskind of test. It was staggering to think that it had the power to move the massive
underwater gates that controlled the flow of an entire ocean. | had a brief hope that the machinery would



malfunction and save us al alot of trouble. But we couldn't rely onthat. Wehadtoact. Weheard a
soft, screeching sound to our left. The door to the catwalk was opening. Loor, Alder, and | sprang to
attention. We had been discovered. A second later two Tiggen guards entered. Loor and | pulled out our
weapons. Alder shouldered his crossbow, ready to shoot. A third Tiggen guard entered-Alder fired-and
| knocked hisam off with my elbow. The stedl arrow flew, but embedded itsdlf in the wall over the door,
harmlesdy. | had thrown off Alder'sam just enough so that he missed killing histarget. It was Teek. |
ingtantly recognized the other two Tiggen guards. They were with Bokkawhen he brought usto the
crossroads. They were friends. The three Tiggens|ooked up at the stedl arrow in the door above them,
then back to uswith wide eyesthat said, "What the heck did you do that for?*  Alder shrugged an
gpology. | nudged him and L oor to follow me and ran quickly and quietly toward Teek. Wedl Ieft the
catwak and the machineroom, closing the door behindus.  "Thewater level isrisng,” Teek said
nervoudy. "And | hear sounds. Acrossthe water. | believe the Gheeinvasonisgrowingclose” "Are
you willing to help stop thisthing?' | asked, looking a Teek and the others.  Teek answered for the
group, saying, "We have trusted Bokka since we were young. We have no reason to stop now. He knew
thiswas wrong. It should be stopped. The questionis, how?"  "Do any of you know how that control
pand works?' | asked. The Tiggen guards looked a one another. None seemed ready to jump in with
expert advice. Findly Teek took thelead. "Come," he said, and opened the steel door.  "Wait here,”
| said to the others. | followed Teek back onto the catwal k where we could ook down on the control
platform. As| wrote before, this platform was built on top of the huge, horizontal pipe that was
half-buried beneath the floor. I'm guessing its deck was about twenty feet off the floor, with metal ladders
that led up to it. The control panel itsalf was centered along the length of the platform, so that the
engineers could walk around it. The panel had two sides, was angled like the roof of a house, and each
sde held along row of sted handlesthat looked asif they could be turned one way or the other. Over
each handle was some writing that 1'm sure described what the control did. Above the writing looked to
be gauges of some sort that measured. . .whatever. There were also three white lights over each handle. |
saw that in some cases dl three lightswere lit. Others had only one, till otherstwo or none. The only
difference between the sides was that one had larger handles. There seemed to be twice as many of the
small handles as there were large ones. Two engineers were on each side, monitoring the gauges, looking
tense. Teek whispered, "Theway | understand it isthat the larger switches control the giant gatesto
the north. They are al open now, alowing the ocean to rise. The smal switches on the opposite side
control the many smaller gatesto the south. They are closed, waiting for the moment when the Batu
arriveonthefar shore” "So they haven't started sending the water into the dry rivers?’ | asked.

"No," Teek said. "They arewaiting for the sgnd. Thereisastring of Tiggen guards, starting with boats
on the ocean and leading back to here. They will pass the word when the Batu arein sight.” | nodded
and snuck back to the door. Moments later Teek andlwere again with the others.  "We'vegot a
window," | said. "They haven't started the flood. Whatever we're going to do, it'sgot to be now.” | said
thiswhilelooking at Loor. She was the pro. She would have to come up with our plan of attack.

"Surpriseisour best wegpon,” she said. "But that advantage will not last long. As soon aswe make a
move, | am sure there will be some sort of darm. Tiggen guards will descend on us. Evenif we
successfully take control of the device, wewill not hold it for long." My big plan to take control was
suddenly lookingnot so  big. "What if we sedl theentry?' Alder asked. ™Y ou mean, lock
oursalvesin?' | asked.  Loor sad, "It might give the Ghee warriors enough time to arrive on theidand
and capturethe Tiggen guards.”  Wedl looked to Teek and the friendly Tiggen guards. They looked
sck. Sincereturning to Kidik, they had been hit with a pretty harsh dose of redlity. It wasn't getting any
better. They said they wanted to help, but it now looked asif they would have to battle their own. | was
afraid they were having second thoughts. ™Y ou are asking usto fight our brothers and help overthrow
our owntribe" Teek said solemnly.  "It'strue,” | said. "If we do this, the Batu will seize control of the
underground. But if we don't, the Ghee warriors will be drowned. That |eaves Xhaxhu wide opento be
attacked by the marauding tribes of Zadaa" " Soon after, they will comefor you,” Loor said.  "Not if
the tunnels remain flooded,” Teek said hopefully. "We can be safe here on Kidik Idand.”  "For how



long?' Loor asked. "Y ou will starve. All food comes from above. Soon you would haveto drain the
tunnels and move to the surface, where you would be daughtered the same asthe Batu." "1 know this
ishard to understand,” | said. "But that is exactly what Saint Dane wants. That'swhy heled the diteinto
thisplan. It will mean theend of civilization on Zadaa." "Why would he do such athing?' Teek asked.

| looked to Loor, and to Alder. There was no easy answer to that question.  "Because he feels that
once Zadaafdls apart, he can seize power himsalf and build his own world from the ruins™ That was
about as short athumbnail explanation as| could come up with. | hoped it was enough. " The Batu and
the Rokador once existed in peace,” | said. "That can happen again. The Rokador can rebuild and grow,
but not without the help and protection of the Batu." Teek said, "I need amoment.” Heled histwo
friends away from usfor aprivate chat. Loor, Alder, and | wereleft todothesame.  "Will they help
us?' Alder asked. "If they dont, it meansthey'reagaing us,” | said while pulling my wooden stave
from its sheath. "The battle for the master control room might start right here” 1t was atense moment.
We heard the three of them whispering with passon. Findly Teek gpproached us.  "Wewill help you
seize the master controller,” Teek said. "But we will not trap ourselvesinside. Whatever fate holdsfor the
rest of our tribe, we will join them and face it together."  Loor nodded and said, "That is both wise and
noble. Itistheway it should be.” "Okay," | said. "How arewe gonnado this?*  Loor'splan wasa
smple one. We weren't worried about the engineers, or the dite. We had to go right for the Tiggen
guards and get them out of the master control room. If anybody else wanted to leave, that wasfine by us.
Theideawasto movefast, take charge, and lock oursalvesin before they knew what hit them. And
definitely before they started to flood the underground. Teek explained that there was asingle entrance
on the ground levd. That is how we would enter. We decided that one of Teek'sfriendswould remain on
the catwalk to sedl off the entrance from above. That's asfar as our plan took us. After that we'd haveto
wingit. Withaquick "good luck" to the Tiggen guard who would remain, Teek led usout of the
building. We had to quickly move across an open field, away from the sprawling complex, to get to the
entrance that would lead down deeper underground to the floor of the master control room. Teek
explained that the catwalk entrance and the ground entrance were kept separate in case of emergency. |
didn't know what kind of emergency they were planning for, but | was pretty surethiswasn'tit. The
entrance was nothing more than asmall building, no bigger than a garage. We had gotten halfway across
to it when we dl heard an odd sound. | was going to keep going, because everything | saw and heard
was odd, but Teek stopped short. Whatever was making that sound, it wasn't something he was
expecting. Same with the other Tiggen. They stopped abruptly and looked at the sky. Actudly, there
wasn't any sky to look up at. Above uswastherock ceiling of the immense cavern that held the Kidik
Ocean. "What isthat noise?' Alder asked. | redlized that it sounded familiar, though | couldn't place
it. Nor could I tdl where it was coming from. Since Teek and the others were looking up, | figured it was
coming from above. But how could that be? There was nothing up there but arock ceiling. The sound
was asteady, rumbling noise that came from everywhere and nowhere. It actualy sounded muffled, asif
something were masking thetrue sound.  "Could it be?' Loor asked, lookingup.  "Could it be what?'
| asked. A second later | had my answer. The sound suddenly grew louder, asif whatever was
muffling it had been pulled away. The sound ingtantly became high-pitched and sharp. | redized wherel
had heard it before.  "It'sadygo!” | shouted. Thereason it was no longer muffled was because it
had been drilling through rock and had now broken through. For asecond | thought Saangi had found
the dygo and was coming to join us. | couldn't have been more wrong. High above, off in the distance, a
dygo had broken through the ceiling of thecavern.  "No!" Alder shouted. "They do not know they are
drilling down into acavern!"  "How can a Rokador not know there's acavern here?" | asked.

"Because that is not aRokador," Loor said solemnly. "The Batu have arrived.”  The sick truth hit me.
Whoever was piloting that dygo was drilling down, expecting to hit atunnel. Instead they hit air. The drill
camethrough fird, followed by the familiar slver sphere of adygo. A moment later gravity took over,
and the dygo fell for what had to be a couple of hundred yards. The only minor luck was that it wasn't
directly over Kidik Idand. It was over water. The dygo plummeted down, itsdrill spinning usdesdy. It
was hard to watch. It only took afew seconds, and the dygo splashed down like a space capsule



returning to earth without a parachute. | winced. | couldn't imagine what the passengers were going
through. "Canthey survivethat?' | asked. Teek answered, "It's possible. If they were securely
drappedin.”  Alder said, "But they will drown!"  "No," Teek answered. "The dygo will sink to the
bottom. If they are alive and aware, they can driveit acrossthe bottom. Thereisenough air insdefor a
short while"  Weweredtill trying to get our minds around what had just happened, when things got
worse.  "Look!" one of the other Tiggen guardssaid.  We all looked up to see the points of six more
drills poking through the roof of the cavern. The Batu were arriving in force-and were going to meet with
thesamefateastheair friendinthelead. "Thisishorrible!" | shouted. "Isthe whole invasion going to
crash?'  "No," Loor said. "The plan isto come from many directions. Those Ghee have picked amost
unfortunate route.”  One by one the dygos drilled through the ceiling and tumbled through the air to
gplash down into the sea | couldn't hel p but watch in horror and hope that the Ghee insde would
survive. It wasthen that another horrible thought hitme.  "If theinvasionishere”" | said, "were out of
time" JOURNAL #23 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Teek led usinto the smdll building
that was the topside entrance to the master control room. Inside was an eevator that took us straight
down. "Thedoorswill open directly onto the control-room floor," Teek explained.  Loor added,
"The moment they open, the surprise will be over. We have to move quickly and decisively.” | grasped
my wooden stave. Thiswasit. My by standing dayswere over. | hoped | was ready. Loor had given us
each atarget. From the catwalk above, we counted five guards, two on one side, three on the other. If
the guards were il at their same posts, we would come out on the side with the three guards. | wasto
take thefirgt Tiggen guard to the right of the control platform. It wasthe easiest assgnment. If we were
fast, the guard wouldn't know what hit him. It would be different with the others. Loor and Teek wereto
move past me to knock out the guards farther along the platform. Those guards would have more timeto
react and protect themselves. Alder and our other Tiggen friend would have the toughest job. They had
to crossto the far Sdeto take out those two guards. By the time they got there, those guards would
know something was going on and be ready. A second, oneway or the other, could mean the difference
between successand fallure. My pdmswere sweating. | suddenly had the sick fedling that if my hands
got too wet, I'd lose the stave. | wished | had a couple of batting gloves. There wasn't time to stress
about it, though. With athump we hit the floor. The doors did open. Without a second's hesitation the
five of usbolted from the elevator. We didn't shout or scream out awar cry. Every extrasecond of
surprisewas precious. My target's back was to us. He didn't have a clue as to what was about to
happen. | ran up behind the guy...and hesitated. It was the exact wrong thing to do, but | couldn't help
mysdlf. It wasn't because of the whole "never make the first move" thing elther. The first move was okay
if your opponent wastotally oblivious. In that case the first move would also be the last move. But |
didn't doit. I couldn't bring mysdlf to whack atotally defensdess guy acrossthehead.  Big mistake. He
wasn't oblivious for long. As soon as he saw Loor and Teek sprint by, headed for the other guards, he
got unoblivious red quick. The guy was good. He must have quickly redized that if the attackers were
ignoring him, there had to be somebody & se coming up who wouldn't ignore him. Me. Without looking,
the guy whipped out his stedl baton and lashed back. It was so fast, he grazed the front of my lesther
armor. Another inch and | would have been hit with ajolt of eectricity, and the show would be over
before it even started. The adrendine rush of the near miss shocked me into action. With my stavel
knocked the back of his baton arm, forcing him to follow through and not backhand me. | spun, came
around the backside, and cracked him across the back of his head with the end of the stave, sending him
sprawling. He hit thefloor and didn't get up. | stood there for a moment, bombarded with emotions. |
had hit the guy, hard. When | fought the Tiggen assassin at Moorg, | had been tentative. | whacked that
guy afew times with the stave, but never did any damage. | blamed that on the fact that | was more used
to fighting with abamboo stick and not a heavy wooden stave. The truth was, the idea of cracking
somebody in the head with force went againgt the nature of my being. | wasn't aviolent guy. Asl stood
there over the unconscious Tiggen guard, the realization came to me that maybe | waswrong. Maybe |
wasaviolent guy after al. It wasnt agood fedling. "Pendragon!” Loor shouted.  Her voice pulled
me back into the moment. | looked quickly to see that both of the other Tiggen guards on our side of the



control platform had been knocked unconscious. Loor and Teek were aready dragging them toward me,
and the devator. | saw that the Rokador elite had jumped out of their chairs and were cowering together,
terrified. For al they knew, we were the first wave of the oncoming Ghee army and their murderoustrap
was sprung too late. | wasn't about to tell them otherwise. The engineers stayed on the control platform,
lookingdownonusinfear. Wewerequickly joined by Alder and the other Tiggen dly. They too had
triumphed. All five Tiggen guards were unconscious. | looked up to the catwalk high above, where
Teek's other friend was waiting and watching. | waved. He waved back to acknowledge and ran off to
lock down thedoors. Sofar, sogood.  "Wewill bring them up in the levator,” Teek said. "Oncewe
have reached the surface, you can shut down the evator from here” ™Y ou have done the right thing,
Teek," Loor said. "No matter what happens from here, you must know that."  Teek nodded. | think he
believed her, but he wasn't happy aboutit.  "Good luck, my friends," Teek said. "I hope we will meet
aganand" Teek suddenly stopped talking. Aningtant before, | heard a short, sharp hissing sound, but
didn't register what it was. Teek looked at us with wide eyes, then crumpled to the floor. Sticking out
from hisback was aslver arrow. We all quickly looked up toward the catwalk to see...  Another
Tiggen guard. It wasn't Teek's friend. Teek's friend was dead. He lay on the catwalk, asiver arrow in his
chest. Standing over him with both feet planted was hiskiller. He held a crossbow to his shoulder. He
wasaming at us. Hefired. We scattered, taking cover behind the vertica stedl tanks. Loor and |
jumped to one side, Alder and our Tiggen friend jumped the other way.  "It'shim!" | shouted to the
others. "The assassin from Moorg." It was Bokkaskiller. He was back. We were trapped. The
instant one of us stuck our head out from behind the tank, the guy would fire another laserlike arrow.

"Open the southern gates!” the assassin cdlled from the catwalk. He was yelling at the engineerson the
control platform. The engineers weren't sure what to do. They were frightened and confused. The same
went for the Rokador dlite. They stayed huddled together infear.  "Alder?" | shouted acrossthefloor. |
made a shooting motion, asif to say, "Whereisyour crossbow?' Alder shrugged and pointed to the
unconscious Tiggen guards we had attacked. Lying next to the pile of bodieswasthe crossbow. "I will
get it," Loor said, and made amoveto runinto theopen. "No!" | shouted, and held her back. A
nanosecond later another arrow shot by, barely missing her. If | hadn't stopped her, she would have been
skewered. "We must do something, Pendragon,” shesaid. "Theflood!" It was afrightening moment.
There was no way we could stop those engineers from flooding the underground from where we were
hiding. But if we stepped out, weweredead. "WEell al goat once” | said. "He can't get usall.”

"Not you, Pendragon,” Loor said. She looked across to Alder and motioned that both of them would
go. Hopefully one would get the crossbow.  "Wedl go or nobody goes!” | shouted. | pushed by
her, ready to jump out into the line of fire. I'm not ahero. | didn't want to die. What | did wasn't so much
brave as the result of being hypercharged on adrenaine, knowing disaster was seconds away. | didn't
stop tothink. | went.  But | didn't need to. No sooner did | leap out from behind the tank than | saw
something nobody expected. Least of dl the assassin on the catwalk. He was too busy keeping us pinned
down to realize he hadn't finished hisfirstjob.  Teek had picked up the crossbow. Herolled onto his
sde, took aim, and fired. The arrow shot upward, darting toward its target. Hisaim was dead solid
perfect. Thekiller till had his own crossbow shouldered when Teek's arrow nailed him squarein the
chest. The force knocked him backward. He stumbled, hit his back on therail, dropped hisweapon over
the Sde, and fell down &fter it. The assassin tumbled through the air and hit the ground with asickening
thud. We didn't need to check to know he wasn't going to be shooting at us anymore. Bokkaskiller was
dead. It wasafittingend. Weall ranto Teek. Loor got therefirst and knelt by him.  Hewason his
sde, thearrow ill in hisback. Hiswhite Rokador tunic was saturated with blood. There was nothing we
coulddotohelphim. "Hurry," hewhispered. "Y ou must sop theflood." "Bokkawould be proud of
you, my good friend,” Loor said.  Teek gave her asmall smile. "Do not let our degths be for nothing.”
Teek looked up at hisfriend, the Tiggen guard, and whispered, "Help them.”  With those last words
Teek closed hiseyes and died. We couldn't mourn his death. There would be time for that later,
hopefully.  Loor looked up to the last Tiggen and said, "Get the guardsout of here”  TheTiggen
nodded and began dragging the unconscious guardstoward the levator. "1 will help," Alder said, and



grabbed two of the guards himsalf. Helooked at usand said, "Go!"  Loor and | each grabbed one of
the guards baton weapons and ran for the first ladder that led up to the control platform. | was up first
and saw that the engineers were dl on the same side of the control board-the side with the small switches
that opened up the southern gates.  "Stop!” | shouted.  The guys looked terrified, but didn't move. |
may not have been enough of aforceto intimidate them into backing off, but Loor surewas. Onelook at
her charging toward them with her stave in one hand and the silver ectric baton in the other was enough
to get them to back away from the controls. The four of them huddled together like frightened children.
"Closethe gates," Loor commanded, with her wegpon held high.  The frightened engineers looked
asif they wereready to faint, but they didn't budge.  "Do not listen to them!" came avoice from below.
It was one of the older guys from the Rokador elite-the only one who was brave enough to leave the
others. "If you obey them it will be an act of treason!" theguy caledup. The engineersdid the oneand
only thing they were capable of at that point. They ran. Together they scurried to the ladders, climbed
down, and ranto join the elite. The older guy stood there with his hands on his hips, looking up at us,
smug. | ignored him. It didn't matter what hethought.  "We gottastop it ourselves,” | said to Loor.
Welooked at the array of valvesthat controlled the gates to the south. It looked asif only afew of
them had been opened. We weren't too late. We had to focus. Quickly | grabbed one of the handles and
turned it counterclockwise. The needlein the gauge above it instantly dropped down. | grabbed the other
two handles and did the same. The southern gates were now al closed again. It was just that smple. Or
50 | thought. Thiswasn't over by far.  "Okay," | said. "l don't know how long we can hold out here. If
the other Tiggen guards break in before the Ghee arrive, they'll kill usand let those geeks back at the
controls."  "What choice do we have?' Loor asked. "We must keep them away aslong as possible.”
Our victory was probably going to be a short one. We werein control, but for how long? That's when
| looked back to the array of switchesand got anidea.  "Or we can shut it down for good,” | said.
"We cannot shut down an ocean,” Loor countered.  "But we can make it so nobody else can take
over." "You mean destroy the controls?' Loor asked.  "If adew of Tiggen guards comes crashing in
here, weredone," | said. "But if the controls are smashed, it might dow them down long enough for the
Gheewarriorsto arrive”  "That isrisky," Loor said. "We do not know anything about this” At that
very moment we saw something that made the decision for us. High above on the catwalk, Tiggen guards
began flooding in from both sides. Our Tiggen friend who weld Ieft up there never got the chanceto sed
off the doors. The guards had along climb down tall ladders before they would reach us, but they were
on their way. We could put up afight, but there were too many of them. They would quickly win back
the control panel and turn it back over to the engineersto do their wet work.  Loor looked at thelong
line of smdl silver handles, took her Rokador baton, dipped it through ahandle...and yanked. The slver
handle popped off like the cap of a soda bottle. She looked at me and smiled. | took my Rokador baton
and did the same thing. It felt good. Thetwo of us quickly worked to bresk dl the smaler handles off the
pand, hopefully making it usdess, at least for awhile.  The Tiggen guards were hdfway down the
laddersto the floor. By the time they got to us, our work would bedone.  One of the engineers down
on the floor must have seen what we were doing. He left the elite and ran back to the bottom of the
platform, shouting, "No! Stop! Y ou don't know what youredoing!”  Yeswedid. Innotime, dl the
smal handlesthat controlled the southern gatesweregone.  "Isthat enough?' Loor asked.  "Let's
make sure," | said. | picked up my wooden stave and began smashing the gauges. It surefelt good.
Loor joined me. Together wetotally trashed the controls. " Stop!Ibeg you!" the engineer screamed as
he climbed back up the ladder. Soon al four engineers were back on the ladders, headed up onto the
platform. Their fear was gone. At least their fear of us, anyway. By the time they reached us, the controls
wereusdess.  "Thereyou go, Poindexter," | said. "Try to flood the underground now."  "Don't you
see?' he cried. "That isexactly what you haveinsured!”  Huh? Two of the engineersran to the controls
on the other side, the side that controlled the northern gates. They tried to move the larger handles, but
they wouldn't budge. They checked the gauges and gave agrim look back to thefirst engineer.  "We
have never opened every gate to the north,” the first engineer explained frantically. "But it was the only
way to carry out the plan. Now they cannot be closed again.”  "Why not?" | asked, not liking where



thiswasgoing. "Itistheimmense pressurel” the engineer said. "It would only be relieved once the
gates to the south were opened. Thetiming had to be precise. After what you have done, the gatesto the
south cannot be opened intime”  "Exactly!" | said. "Sothe Batu aresafe  "But they arent!” he
exclamed. "Now the pressure in the ocean will build until it collgpses the southern gates anyway. But not
before Kidik Idand sinks under the risng waters. Y ou haven't saved the Batu-you've doomed both
tribes!" JOURNAL #23 (CONTINUED) ZADAA Proofof what the engineer
predicted came quickly. The powerful hum that filled the room grew even louder. Thelights on the
control pand sarting going haywire. | heard hissng sounds coming from somewhere. It sounded like
incredible pressure was building up insde the vertica sted tanks, which is exactly what was happening.
An darm sounded. It was ablaring horn that warned of disaster.  We backed away from the controls
to let theengineerstry toreversethedamage.  "ltisfutile!” the one engineer exclaimed. "We have no
control." A quick look to the Tiggen guards who were climbing down the ladders showed that they
had changed their minds. Rather than streaming down the ladders to stop us, they redlized what was
happening and had changed direction. They were now desperate to climb back up and get the heck out
of there.  "What is happening?' came avoice from below. It was the older guy from the Rokador dlite.
The one who had questioned Saint Dan€e's plan. He was joined by the others, who no longer wanted to
be hiding in the corner anymore, or be anywhere near there for that matter. "Get out now!" the
engineer caled down to them. "We can no longer control thewaters.” The Rokador ditedl stood
there, not believing. The statement the engineer had made was abold one. Controlling the water iswhat
the Rokador did best. It didn't make sense to them that it was no longer within their power. Controlling
the water was going to be their salvation, not their destruction. At least that's what they thought. Any
doubt they had was blown away asecond later. Literally. Thejoints of the giant pipe benesth the control
platform were held together by massive bolts. There was a huge hissing sound, then aloud pop. One of
the bolts had blown out. It shot across the room like the cork out of a champagne bottle. It nailed one of
the stedl tankswith aloudclang,putting ahuge dent iniit. If it had hit somebody, they'd be history. The
seam it came from was now tearing open, spewing out astream of high-pressurewater.  The place was
coming gpart. Theeevator doors opened, and Alder ranout.  "The elevator!" screamed the elderly
drooling guy, who had finally woken up. The ten Rokador dite charged for the eevator in apanic. The
older people didn't even help thelittle kids. They pushed the little ones aside to get in the elevator fird.
They were followed by the engineers, who were just as eager to get out of there. There was a definite
"abandon ship" vibe. The engineers did down the ladders and ran to the elevator, but they weretoo late.
With plenty of room Ieft, the elite closed the door on them, leaving them to wait for the next ride. Nice
guystotheend. Alder quickly joined us at the control pand. "What happened?’ he asked, wide-eyed.
"Theoceanisrisng.” "Becauseit'sgot nowheretogo,” | said. "Let'shopewedo.” "Theladders,"
Loor ydled. "I do not trust the elevators.”  Thethree of usran for the giant ladders that led up to the
catwak. There were two. Loor jumped on one and climbed quickly. | wasright beneath her. Alder took
the other one. It was ahairy climb. Through the metal rungs| could look back into the master control
room. More seams popped open. The pressure must have been monstrous. Water sprayed everywhere,
making the rungs dippery. | fet like we werein the bowels of ahuge ship that was going down fast.
There was no question, their machinery was not built to withstand thiskind of pressure. The underground
worked on hydropower. There must have been pipes snaking al over the place. Thisroom was what
controlled the flow. If thisroom collapsed, there would be nothing to hold back the water, anywhere.
The Rokador world could explode from theinsde out. | focused on climbing. It didn't do any good to
think about the fact that when we got out of there, we would still be miles below the surface, in the
middle of the maelstrom. We had to take one step at atime. We dl made it to the catwalk, where a
quick check showed usthat our Tiggen friend wasindeed dead. | bowed my head quickly out of respect.
"We must keep moving, Pendragon,” Loor said.  Of coursewe did. But towhere? "The
cemetery,” Alder said. "That iswhere Saangi isto meet uswithadygo." Of course! | had forgotten
that Ssangi's part of thismission wasto get usout of here. My spiritsrose. If there was one thing Ssangi
was good at, it was bailing us out of trouble. | hoped she wouldn't stop now. We ran off the catwalk,



through the tunnels, and popped outside, back at the cemetery.  Saangi wasn't there.  "She will
come," Loor said with absolute confidence. "1 know shelll try,” | said. "But if al hell is breaking loose,
who knowswhat happenedto her?' "My fathisin her," Loor said. "We must not abandon her."

"Okay," | agreed. "But not for long."  Wefinally had a chance to catch our breaths and plan our next
move. "How didthishappen?' Alder asked. "It'smy fault,” | said. "We busted up the controller so
they couldn't open the gates to the south and flood the underground. . .which was the exact wrong thing to
do. They were counting on those gates opening to relieve the pressure of the water building up, and now
there'sno placefor thewater togo.” "Will Kidik be destroyed?' Alder asked. "I don't know," |
sad. "For sureit'll beflooded.” "Thequestionis™ Loor said, "how many will survive?' | don't think
it was until she said those words that the full impact of what we had done hit me. Instead of stopping the
Rokador from killing off the Batu, all we did was push the Rokador off the cliff with them. | was
beginning to think we had hel ped make Saint Dane's plan to destroy Zadaa even more successful than the
demon had hoped. And just to make the whole event absolutely perfect, there was every probability that
three Travelers and an acolyte would dieright along with the tribes. | had to St down. It waslike the truth
was too heavy to bear. Thiswasn't smply the battle for aterritory. | felt asif here on Zadaa, Saint Dane
may have won the battlefor al of Halla.  Loor sensed my desperation. She stood over me and touched
my head. "If we aredive, wearenot done,” shesaid. | looked up at her. It didn't matter that we were
standing on an underground idand that was about to be swallowed by rising water, she looked ascam
and confident as ever. Asaways, shegave mehope. Man, | loved her.  "Loor!" caled Saangi. We
all looked as Saangi came running toward us. On foot. She was out of breath and excited. Therewasa
definite lack-of-dygo goingon.  "Thewater isrising!" she exclamed. "The Rokador are leaving the
idand. They're on boats and dygos and anything el se that will move. I've been hiding, trying not to be
caught, but they are not interested in me now. They are fleeing for their lived”  "What of the Batu?"
Loor asked. "l heard them say the Batu werein retreat,” she said. "Isthis the flood the Rokador
promised?'  "Worse" | answered. "They're flooding everything, including themselves. What about the
dygo?' "Gone" she said, embarrassed. "The Rokador have tekenthemdl."  "Thenwere stuck,"” |
sad. "No," Saangi said. "We gtill have the boat that Alder and | came over on. It was hidden. | have
brought it closer.” | had to smile. "Where did you find thisgirl, Loor?" | asked. "She'sincredible.”

Loor sad, "l did not find her. Sheismy sgter.” | sputtered out, "Y our Sster? Why didn't you tell
me?' "Shdl wediscussthisnow?' Loor asked. Enoughsaid.  Thethree of usfollowed Saangi
back through the building and out the far sde. As soon as we emerged, we were confronted with a
horrifying sght. Theidand was shrinking. The water's edge was now agood haf mile closer than it had
been when we arrived. Gone was the beach and the trail. It wouldn't be long before the water reached
the centra building.  The water was strangely cam. There were no waves or whitecaps. It just kept
risng and risng. On the surface were dozens of boats, al full of Rokador. | saw one boat that had al ten
of the Rokador dlite. Another had the engineers. Many were full of Tiggen guards. It looked asif they
were doing al they could to help the other Rokador escape. They were doing their duty till theend. The
whole scene looked eerily like lifeboats leaving asinking ship. Except in this case there would be no
rescue ship coming by. | could only hope that they had enough knowledge of the underground that they
would find an escape route to the surface. "Down herel” Saangi said.  We ran down arocky dope
where we saw, hidden behind alarge boulder, another silver boat like the one Loor and | came across
the water on. The four of uslifted the craft and quickly carried it to the waterline that was growing closer
by the second. We launched the boat, jumped inside, and kicked over theengineas... Boom! The
roof blew out of the central building. Jagged pieces of metal rocketed high into the air, dong with multiple
geysersof water that spewed from the massive pipes, now totally ruptured under the incredible pressure.
Some chunks flew so high they ricocheted off therock dome above.  "Look out!" | shouted. |
grabbed thetiller and made asharp turn as a chunk of meta splashed down into the water afew feet
from us. Before it sank benegath the surface, | saw that it was a piece of the master control pand. For the
next few minutes metal and water rained down around us. It was amiracle we weren't hit. Once the
deadly storm ended, our thoughts went ahead to the next step.  "There aren't awhole lot of options,” |



said. "1 think our best chance of getting out of hereis back through the city. At least we know that way."

Everyone agreed, so | steered the boat back in the direction of the abandoned city. Nobody said
anything, but | knew we were al wondering how high the water had gotten. The southern gates were
under the city. If the Rokador engineers were correct, eventually the water pressure would be so great
that those gates would collapse, sending the millions of tons of water careening through the tunnels of the
underground. After seeing the master water controller explode so violently, | had no doubt that the
engineerswere right, and those gates would soon be history. The only real question was, how much time
didwehave? If it had aready happened, we were dead. The underground would be flooded and
there would be no way out. If it hadn't happened yet, we had to hope that the water level hadn't risen too
high for usto find the opening into Kidik and make it up the wide stairs that led back to the main street. If
we were lucky enough to make it that far, it would bearaceto get out. We soon drew closer to the
massive stone cliffsthat held Kidik City. When Loor and | were here before, we were able to see the
lights of the landing at the base of the stone cliff. | held my breath. Had the water risen so high that it
covered the opening to the landing? A few tense minutes later, Saangi pointed and said, "Therel” It
wasathin diver of light at the base of the cliff. The opening wasn't underwater, and the lights were ill
on. But it was much thinner than when we had |eft. The water had definitely risen higher, | gunned the
throttle. Right now speed was everything. When we got to the stone wall, we saw that the opening was
barely high enough for usto steer our boat inside without ducking down. This had once been a
thirty-foot-high opening. Still our luck was holding. If we could maneuver our way insde and find the
dairs, we'd have a chance of climbing up onto the dry ground of Kidik, and begin the race back to the
surface. Our luck didn't hold.  No sooner had we cleared the entrance of what was now awatery cave
than the lights flickered. A moment later the lights of Kidik went dark. The power was gone. Wewerein
pitch darkness, miles underground, with the water rising. JOURNAL #23 (CONTINUED)

ZADAA "Don't panic," | said. "We can find our way through." | had no idea if that wastrue or
not, but it felt like the right thing to say. It wasn't like we had awhole ot of options. | tried to hold a
mentd image of where we were when the lights went out. | had to compare that to my memory of this
launch areawhen Loor and | were here before. It was next to impossible. In seconds my sense of
direction wastotaly gone. | couldn't tell up from down, left from right. "Careful!™ Saangi shouted.

Bump! The bow of the boat crashed into arock wall, making usal lurch forward.  "That'sgood!" |
shouted. "Put your hands on thewal. Well make our way along. Eventudly well hit the opening that
leadstothestairway.” Alder and Saangi sat on the left-port-side of the small boat with their hands out
onthewall. | motored ahead dowly, so they could keep their hands in contact with the rock surface. My
memory of thelaunch areawasthat if we could continue on like this, we would come upon the opening
to the cavern at the base of the stairs. Nobody spoke. Aswe moved dong in thetota darkness, | began
to worry about something else. | tried to visualize what the archway to the stairslooked like. The stairs
were redlly wide, which meant the opening to the stairs was also wide. But width wasn't what we
needed. It was height. If the water had risen to the top of the opening, we could beright in front of it and
not know it. Evenif the water level had risen to only afew inches higher than the opening to the sairs,
we'd missit. After puttering along for severd minutes, my worry turned to fear. | felt sure we should have
found the opening by then. My fear didn't last long. That's because it gaveway to panic.  "Ouch!"
Alder shouted. "What happened?' | asked.  "l... | hit my head,” he said soberly. "We are out of
room." Thewater had risen so high that it nearly filled the launch area. There was no way we would
find the opening to the stairs now. Soon the water would reach the celling-and we would drown.  "I'm
going to try and get back out to the ocean,” | declared. | had no ideawhat we'd do once we got out
there, but staying in here meant death. "Keep your hands on thewall,” | ordered. "It should bring us back
around to the entrance.” My fear was that thislaunch areawas so huge that taking this roundabout route
would taketoo long. But it gave us a better chance than if | smply took a guess asto where the opening
to the ocean was and gunned it. We could easily go in thewrong direction and be lost. | knew that we
might have to do that at some point, but | wanted to hold off for aslong aspossible.  "We do not have
much room left, Pendragon,” Alder warned.  Hewas thetallest on the boat and had to duck down



to keep from scraping his head against the rocky ceiling. Soon the tops of dl our heads were grazing the
celling. Wewereout of time. | hadtotakeachance. "Thisistaking too long,” | declared. "I'm going to
make aguessand goforit." Nobody said anything. | was surethey al had the same concerns| did.

Finaly Loor uttered a soft, ingstent, "Hurry."  "Handsin the boat,” | commanded. "Stay low." |
made a best guess as to where the opening to the seamight be. | wasfooling mysdf. | had no clue. |
turned thetiller away from the wall and gunnedit. | figured we were either going to get out, or crash
trying. Wecrashed. A few seconds after we got up to speed, we hit something. Hard. The bow hit
on theright side, and flipped the boat over. We were all dumped into the water. My first thought before
getting wet was.Loor can't swim. | went under with no idea of which way was up. The only clue was
the hum of the boat's engine. | kicked my legs and broke the surface, shouting, "Loor!" My scream came
back to me as an odd echo. | quickly realized that | had come up undernegth the capsized boat.  "Is
anybody here?' | caled. "Saangi," sputtered the acolyte. She sounded scared. "L oor cannot swim."

"l know. Issheunder here?' Therewas no answer, whichmeant no. "I'mgoing out,” | said, and
didn't wait for her to acknowledge. | kept one hand on the boat, ducked underwater, and pulled mysalf
out. When | resurfaced, | heard thrashing inthewater.  "Loor!" | yelled. "Herel" came awelcome
voice. Therewasadight, fearful quiver init, though, which for Loor was the same as gut-clenching panic
in anybody else. She was floundering. | pushed off into the darknessin the direction of the splashing. It
only took a second to reach her. | wrapped an arm around her chest and flipped her over on her back.
Shetrusted me. Sherelaxed. "Alder!" | caled out. "Herel” the knight yelled. "1 am holding the boat
with Saangi.” | kicked toward hisvoice and reached forward with my free hand. Soon | felt the hard
meta skin of the overturned boat. | pulled Loor up to it and made sureshewasholdingon. "l amdll
right,” shesaid. Therewasn't timeto rest or discuss what had happened. "We've got to swim for it,” |
said. "Which way?' Alder asked. | tried to figure out where the wall wasthat we had hit. We didn't
want to go that way. | looked around, though | wasn't sure why. It was pitch black. There was nothing to
see. Asit turned out, | waswrong. Therewassomething to see. Hovering just benegth the water, afew
yards away from us, wasalight. Saangi saw ittoo. "Whatisthat?' sheasked. "I don't know," |
sad. "Maybethat'swhat wehit."  Thelittle bit of light helped me get my bearings. | let go of the boat
and swam toward it. | kept my eyes focused on the strip of light. It seemed to befloating only afew
inches benegth the surface. As| got closer | began to sense that thislight was part of something much
larger. It was so incredibly dark that | couldn't make out any real form, except for right around the light. |
got to it and touched it. The light was embedded in something solid, and it was big-much bigger than the
light itself. | brought my nose closer to thelight to see that it was actudly behind what seemed to bea
glasswindow. Thewindow rose above the water, though the light was till beneath the surface. | put my
nose closer to this mysterious window, and came face-to-face with a Ghee warrior! AdeadGhee warrior.

"Ahhh!" | screamed in surprise, and pushed away. "What isit?' Alder asked. | had svum quickly
back to the boat in apanic. | clung to the side, trying to catch my breath and cam down. It didn't take
long for metoredizewhat | had seen. "It'sadygo,” | said. "TherésaGheeingde. I-I think he's
dead." "It must be one of the dygosthat drilled through the ceiling of the cavern,” Alder said. "The
risng water must have pusheditinhere” Nobody said anything for amoment. | think wewere dl
trying to process the information. It was Loor who first put our thoughtsintowords.  "ltisour last
hope,” shesaid.  "Can you open it from the outsde?’ | asked. "Without flooding it?'  "Wewill have
totry," Loor said. "l will need helpto get there” | ingtantly swept my arm around Loor and pushed off
of the boat, headed for the crippled dygo. Saangi and Alder swam right behind. In seconds the four of us
were hanging onto the silver sphere.  "The hatch ison the other Sde” Loor said.  Weadll carefully
moved hand over hand around the floating orb until Loor said, "Stop. The hatch isunderwater.”  "We
haveto spinit,” | said. It wasn't easy. Though the dygo wasfloating, it was big and clumsy. It wasn't
until Alder went to the far side and pulled down while we pushed up, that the section of the sphere that
held the door broke out of the water. Loor ran her hands across the surface, which was no easy thing
sncetheonly light we had was the dim glow that came from the window. A few agonizing seconds later |
heard the welcome sound of alatch being rel eased and the hatch being raised. She had doneit!



"Careful!" | said. "Wedontwant tofloodit." We maneuvered the dygo so the open haich was
directly ontop. Alder came up from the back side and pulled the hatch fully open. It ingantly hit the
rocky ceiling. Weonly had afew feet to maneuver. "Saangi first,” Loor said.  Saangi didn't hesitate.
She pulled hersdf up and dipped insde the dygo, head first. Loor did in next. | was about to enter when
Loor sad, "Wait!""  "What'sthe matter?' | asked. | was holding on to the edge of the open doorway.
My answer camein theform of acold hand that was laid across mine. It was the hand of the dead Ghee
warrior. Loor and Saangi were pushing him up and out of thedygo.  "Thereisn't enough room," Loor
sad. "Areyousure?' | asked. | wanted to berespectful. "HewasaGhee," Loor said. "Hedied in
battle. Thisishow it must be." | pulled the body of the fallen warrior up and out of the craft, while
Loor and Saangi pushed. It wasn't easy, for all sorts of reasons. He was heavy, and he was dead. | tried
not to be too grossed out by thewhole thing. | think | wastoo far gone for that. Wefinaly got the body
clear of the hatch. | pushed him away and the falen warrior floated off into the darkness, never knowing
that his sacrifice may have saved our lives.  "Hurry, Pendragon,” Alder said. "We are nearly out of
room."  Alder was holding the hatch, but he couldn't open it al the way, because we were getting
closer to the celling asthe water rose relentlesdy. There was only about a foot-wide opening now. Ina
few seconds the hatch would be forced practically closed and the opening wouldn't be wide enough for
usto get through. | dovefor it and went in headfirg, falling into Saangi'slap.  "C'mon!™ | shouted back
to Alder.  Alder snaked around the hatch, dropped hisfeet and legsinside, then fell the rest of the way
in. No sooner did hefal ingde than the hatch was forced closed by the ceiling overhead. Saangi reached
upandsededittight. "Donel" sheshouted. Loor reached for the console and flipped a switch that
lit up the interior. We could see! We were ajumble of arms and legs and bodies on top of one another,
trying to figure out where to go. | was happy to seethat this dygo was larger than the one Loor and | had
driven before. It wasn't exactly spacious, but there were four seats, two in front and two behind. At that
moment, however, itwasonitsside.  Loor took charge. "Saangi, next to me," she ordered.
"Pendragon, Alder, to therear." She was dready moving herself around to get into the driver's sedt,
which isnot easy to do sideways. After an awkward minute of maneuvering, wewere al in our seats but
gtill lying on our sides. Loor worked busily to power up thedygo. "Doesthiswork like asubmarine?' |
asked. "No,"” Loor said. "We must sink to the bottom.” | didn't like the sound of that, but L oor
seemed to know what she was doing. Shetoggled afew switches, and | heard what sounded like aburst
of air bubbles being released. | could fed that we were sinking. Loor must have been taking on water so
that we would drop down. Gulp. Aswe sank, the sphere gradually righted itself. We were heads up!

"I'm turning off theinsdelights” Loor said. A moment later we were back in black. It didn't last
long. Loor hit the switch that turned on the outside lights. | felt like | was back in the hauler submarine on
Cloral, with Spader. There wasn't much to see through the windshield, though. The water was too
murky. No sooner had | gotten used to the sensation of floating in this big sphere than we gently landed
onthebottom. "Weretreadsdown, right?' | asked. Loor gave me aquick look, asif to say, "Give
meabreak." Shehit thethrottle and the dygo crawled forward. It didn't fedd much different from when
we were on dry land. We had an unobstructed view through the windshield in front, which meant that the
drill wasbehindus.  "Ido not know whichway to go," Loor said.  "Weve got to find the stairs,” |
replied. "Keep going until we hit awall, then welll follow it like we were trying to do on the surface.”

Loor pushed the sphere forward. We crawled dong dowly. It wouldn't be smart to crash into awall.
A minute later the headlights reflected off arocky surface directly in front. We had found the wall.

"Excdlent,” | said. "Let'sgoright. Keep thewall in sght. Eventualy we haveto hit thestairs™  Loor
carefully moved the dygo along. She turned the whole sphere so that the window faced the wall, but the
treads were ninety degrees the other way. We were actualy moving sdeways. For thefirst time | began
to think we actudly had a chance of getting out of this. We had been moving along dowly for afew
minutes when suddenly the wall disgppeared, and we were faced with nothing but weter. "Thisisit!"
Saangi exclamed.  Loor spun the dygo so the window faced the direction of the treads. She was about
to turn the whole vehicle so we could move forward into the opening, when | redlized something.

"Stop!" | shouted.  "What isthe matter?' Loor asked.  "Can welook down from here?' | asked.



Loor spun the sphere back so the window faced the open water. She then tilted the whole sphere so
the window gave us aview down. What we saw made each of our hearts beat alittlefaster.  "That was
amost avery big mistake," Alder said.  What we saw was. . .nothing. The stone floor did not continue.
It ended. We were not in front of the stairs. We were on the exact opposite side. It was the edge of the
platform where we had launched the boat for Kidik Idand. If we had gone forward, we would have
toppled off the edge and sunk to the bottom of the ocean. We dl let out nervous, relieved breaths.  "At
least we know wherewe are," | said. "We need to go in the opposite direction.”  Loor spun the dygo
sphere ahundred and eighty degrees, lined up the treads, and followed the compass thing on the
insrument pand to send usin the opposite direction. We still had to move dowly because visibility wasn't
great "What kind of air supply doesthisthing have?' | asked. "Thereisno air supply,” Loor said.
"The vents are closed to keep out the water. When we use up the air, we suffocate.”  "Oh. Just
checking." | suddenly felt more urgency to find thestairs.  While Loor drove, Saangi worked the
headlights. She could direct them to scan in severa directions. After driving for afew more moments,
Saangi announced, "Therel”  Up ahead and above us, we saw what looked like the top edge of an
opening. We were passing out of the launch area, hopefully into the cavern at the base of the grand
stairway. Loor pressed on. Alder and | leaned forward, desperate to see something that would tell us
wherewewere. "Look totheleft,” | said to Saangi. "That's the direction the stairs would beif-there!™

Through the floating particles, we could make out the bottom of the giant staircase. We had madeit!
Wedidn't celebrate. We were il far from safe. Loor turned the dygo. Saangi scanned the stairs with the
light until she found one of the rampsthat cut through the steps. Loor directed the vehicle toward the
ramp and in no time we were climbing up. The treads were on a steep angle, but Loor kept the sphere
upright so it felt kind of likerisnginanescaator. | want to say that | wasrdieved, and | was. But all
we had done was get to the next hurdle. There was plenty more to worry about, not the least of which
was the time bomb that was ticking beneath us. Had the floodgates collapsed? Were we going to find
that Kidik wasflooded? | didn't know how much air we had left in the dygo, but | didn't think it would be
enough to get usto the surface. | was dready feding the effects of the air running out. It was harder to
get abreath. All we could do was kegp moving, and hope.  We climbed the stairs, higher and higher. |
was trying to calculate how deep we had been underwater, which would be a good indication of when
we should bresk the surface. That is, if therewasasurfaceto break. A minuteinto our climb, the
windshield of the dygo cleared. We were out of the water. Kidik was ill dry. It meant the floodgates
hadn't been destroyed yet. Loor instantly opened the vents, and Saangi cracked open the hatch to let air
rushin. Man, it tasted swest. | didn't mind that it wastunnel air. | took in ahuge lungful. | exchanged a
smilewith Alder. We had come so closeto disaster, but were still going. AsLoor said, if weweredive,
wewerenot done.  When we reached the top of the stairs, we were met with more good news. The
lightsof Kidik were gtill burning. Only the lights at the bottom of the stairs had gone dark, probably
because they were underwater. Up here, we could till see. At least for now. Loor drove the dygo away
from the top of the stairs and stopped the vehicle on the edge of the main street. Nobody said it, but we
all needed to get out, if only for afew seconds. We needed to get our bearings back. Ssangi pushed
open the hatch, and we al crawled out of the vehicle that had saved our lives. It felt good to be on solid
ground again, evenif it wasin adeserted city miles underground. | stretched my legs, enjoying thefedling
of gandingontwofest. "They werehere” Loor said. "Whowas?' | asked. Shewaslooking at
the ground. Sure enough, the fine sandy ground was covered with footprints that hadn't been there when
we camein. Therelooked to be thousands of them.  "The Batu invasion madeit to Kidik," Loor
declared. "Where do you think they are now?" Alder asked. "Fleeing for the surface, | hope,” Loor
sad. "If they saw therisng water, they may haveredized thedanger.” "So they might survivethis after
al?' Saangi asked. My first thought was that Saangi was right. The thousands of Batu who came down
into the underground might have dodged a very big, wet bullet. It al depended on where they were, and
how much longer the floodgates would hold. If they survived, Saint Danewould lose.  That wasmy
first thought. My second thought was that we were il in the depths and atime bomb wasticking. |
was about to point that out when the ground rumbled. It felt like ashort, sharp earthquake. We looked at



one another. Our sense of victory wasshort lived.  "Could that be?" Alder asked.  Another short
earthquake rumbled the ground. This one was so strong, it nearly knocked me off my feet. "Back inthe
dygo!" Loor shouted. Weadl ran for the vehicle. Aswe were about to climb in, abuilding that was
thirty yardsin front of us exploded. It was asif an atomic water bomb had blown up beneath it. A huge
blast of water shot up into the air, much like what had happened when the main building on Kidik Idand
had exploded. "They'resartingtogo!" | exclaimed.  On cue two more buildings exploded, sending
rock and sand and water everywhere. We were pelted with debris. This was the beginning of the end for
the underground. The southern gates were giving way. There must have been so much force surging
through those first collgpsing gates that the tunnels couldn't contain it. There was more water than space
forittogo, soit found itsownway. Kidik was about to be obliterated. JOURNAL #23
(CONTINUED) ZADAA Theworld was exploding around us.  We piled intothedygo.
Loor powered up while Ssangi sedled the hatch. "Go!" sheexclamed.  Loor hit thethrottle, and the
dygo sped forward. She told me these buggies were fast. She was right. We bounced along the main
street of Kidik asthe buildingsto either side began to crumble. It truly was like an earthquake. The
ground was being torn apart by the force of the water as it sought space. There was no stopping it,
becauise an entire ocean was behind it, pushing it forward. More buildings blew out, while those on levels
above toppled. It reminded me of agiant, eaborate sand castle that was being torn apart by the incoming
tide. Thedtreet directly in front of us erupted, sending ablast of water high into the air. Loor was able
to steer around it. All I could think of was if one of those geysers shot up directly beneath us, wed be
blown over like atoy. | wondered what would happen if we were knocked off our treads. That would be
ugly. Toour left abuilding looked asif it werelifted up into the air afew feet. Thewhole building
shifted in one piece and did into the street in front of us. It wastoo latefor Loor to avoidit.  "Brace
yourself,"she shouted. We hit the building. It was a hard jolt and we knocked around, but the dygo
remanedintact. "Wecan't outrunthis” | said. "Eventudly weregonnaget nalled.” "Thereisonly
onething we can do," Loor said. | was happy to hear that there actualy was an option, because | was
freshout of ideas. "Whatever itis, doit," | shouted. "Dowedig?' Saangi asked. "Wedig," Loor said.
L oor stopped the dygo. Shetoggled a switch on theinstrument panel. | heard awhine and saw the
drill drop from overhead and settle down into itsfront position.  "Digwhat?' | asked. "Dig out,"
Loor answered.  Shetoggled another switch, and the drill began to spin. She turned the dygo so we
were facing one side of the street. In front of us was astone house that was il intact. It wouldn't befor
long. "Yousureabout this?' | asked nervoudy. "Braceyoursdf,” Loor commanded. Shehit the
throttle and drove the dygo right into the building. The drill dug through thewall asif it were made of
paper. A second later we were in somebody's living room. Good thing nobody was home. We blasted
through, moving past stone furniture, dishes, and even clothing hanging on racks. It was atwisted
experience. We ate through wall after wall, room after room. The ceilings collapsed on usaswetore
through, but the dygo kept moving. | redlized that the many levels of stone buildings that could be seen
from the street were nothing more than the front layer of thiscity. Like dl of the underground, Kidik was
like amassive beehive. We charged through open areas that looked like market squares. We passed a
huge amphitheater with rings of stone seats that would never see another performance. Loor didn't stop
to sightsee. We crashed through more deserted homes. | was feding kind of guilty, but knew it would
only be amatter of time before the surging water did alot more damage than weweredoing.  "Isthere
aplanhere?' | asked. "We need to get to the surface as quickly as possible," Loor said. "Following
the route we took from Xhaxhu would be suicide. We could never outrace theflood.” "Sowhat are
welooking for here?' | asked. "Wearelooking for nothing,” Loor said. "Excuseme?'  "Nothing,”
L oor repeated. "We need to get to the rock that Kidik was built on. From there we can drill our own
tunnd.”  Loor's plan wasincredible, and incredibly smple. It didn't matter where we got to the surface,
so long as we got there. She had decided to create her own route. From what 1'd seen of the dygo, it
was possible. The only thing stopping us would be time. We had to outrun thewater. | looked ahead
to see we were no longer moving through open space. We had reached the bedrock of Kidik and were
drilling our way through. There wasn't much to see. Looking through the hollow drill bit, al that was



visible was the rock we were drilling through. If we were lucky, the next thing we would see through that
holewassky. | fdt mysdlf being pushed back into the seat. A quick glance at the compass thing on the
instrument panel showed me that we were headed up. It was like flying through a cloud. There wasno
way to know when we would come out of it, until we were out. A few timeswe hit an open air-pocket. |
couldn't tll if they weretunnels, or natural gapsin therock. It didn't matter. The treads of the dygo took
over, moving us forward until we reached the far side, at which point the drill would go back to work. |
didn't know how fast we were going; there was no point of reference. But | figured it couldn't be dl that
fast. The spinning drill cut through the rock like it was Jell-O, but even going through Jdll-Otook time. |
tried to get a sense of how long we had been sealed inside the dygo. Ten minutes? Fifteen minutes?
Saangi, Alder, and | made apoint of not talking. We didn't want to disturb Loor's concentration. She
drovethe dygo aseaslly asif shewere driving dong aquiet country lane. If she was nervous, she didn't
show it. Then again, she never looked nervous.  We kept digging. My teeth were chattering from the
congtant vibration. | hoped thefillingsin my teeth were strong. | had no ideawhereto find adentist on
Zadaa. A few minutes later | learned there was something more important to worry about. | felt
something tickling the back of my foot. | looked downtosee... "Water!" Thefloor of the dygo was
wet. Theflood had caught us. "Close the ventd" Saangi shouted. L oor quickly flipped the air vents
shut, stopping the leak. | noticed atrickle of water cregping itsway onto the windshield. | looked to the
far sde, where another trickle of water pushed across the outside of theglass.  "Do you seethat?" |
asked Loor. "Thewater isfilling up the tunnel behind us" she said. "Isthat bad?' | asked. "I do not
know, Pendragon,” she said. "I have never done anything likethisbefore”  Good point. Thiswasa
new experiencefor al of us. All we could hope was that the water wouldn't hit us with such force that the
dygo couldn't take it and we'd be squished. | forced that gruesome possibility out of my head, only to
realize there was yet another gruesome possibility to worry about. If we had to keep the vents closed, we
had no air. We had to make it to the surface before our air gave out. It had becomearace.  Loor
angled the dygo steeper and drove it faster. The drill whined in protest. | saw smoke coming from the
rock in front of us. Loor wasn't taking any chances. Thiswasthefina push. We had to get to the surface,
fast. We were pressed back into our seats. | felt like an astronaut being launched into space. | was
swegting. Bregathing was getting difficult. There was no way to know how much air we had lft, but it
couldn't be much. The stuation was dire. If we didn't break through the surface soon, we would
suffocate. We all sat ill, trying not to waste any energy that would burn preciousair. | was getting
dizzy. | knew | was about to passout. | closed my eyes and tried to think of something other than death.
My head went back to Second Earth. Home. | didn't do that often; it wasjust too sad. But | did then.
Why not? If these were going to be my last thoughts, | wanted them to be good. | thought of my family,
and Marley. Man, | missed them. | thought of you guys. We were hanging at the beach. All of us. It was
abeautiful sunny day. The sun was so bright, | had to cover my eyes. | fdt itswarmth on my face. This
wasagood last thought. The strange thing was, it waslike | could redlly fed it. | wondered if thisiswhat
people talked about when they were at the moment of death? Wasthisthe bright light at the end of the
tunnel that | was supposed towalk into? It wasn't, I'm happy to say. | opened my eyesto see

bright sunlight blasting through the windshield. For red. That'swhat | wasfeding. We were out! But we
weren't safe, not by along shot. The dygo had stopped drilling, but we continued on upward, lifted by a
powerful jet of water that was pushing us from behind. Rather than settle down to the ground on our
treads, the force of water lifted usinto the air. We couldn't have gone very high, but it was high enough to
flip us over. We crashed back to the ground, upside down. It was agood thing we were strapped in or
we'd be dead. The dygo hit, bounced, and flipped over more than once. With one final shudder, we
landed... on our treads. It was arude arrival, but we were upright and alive.  "Open thevents” |
shoutedto Loor.  Loor flipped the switches, letting in fresh air. Truly fresh air. Surface air. We dl took
adeep breath tofill our lungs.  "Wherearewe?' Alder asked.  Through the windshield we could see
that we were in the middle of the desert. Only afew yards away was the geyser of water that had
rocketed us out of the tunndl. The ground rumbled. Right next to us another geyser burst out of the
ground, shooting into the sky like ahuge water cannon. "It isnot safehere,” Loor said.  That turned



out to be ahuge understatement. We weren't even close to being safe. Geysers of water burst out of the
ground everywhere. It was like the underground couldn't contain the massive pressure that the water had
created. It had to go somewhere, so it blasted up. All around us. There was nowhere for usto go.
Nowhereto hide. We didn't know if we were safe, or sitting on the next geyser. All Loor could do was
react to what was happening.  Weweren't done. Dygos kept popping up out of the sand. It reminded
me of when Bokka and Teek and the others had magically appeared out of the sand at the farm. |

didn't know if the drivers of the other dygos were Batu or Rokador. It didn't matter. With each new dygo
that appeared, it meant that more had survived. Now we could only hope that we would al live through
the ondaught that was roaring up from below.  The ground continued to shudder. Loor cameto aquick
stop, barely avoiding a cave-in directly in front of us. Another dygo wasn't so lucky. It teetered on the
edge and tried to reverse. The sand gave way benegth it and it tumbled over the edge, falling into the
deep crevice that had appeared out of nowhere.  Loor positioned the giant drill bit directly overhead. It
gave usabetter fidd of vison. What we saw was Armageddon. The sand rolled in every direction like
there were giant serpents moving beneath. Dygos were flipped around like pinballs. We nearly went over
afew times, but Loor was able to keep us upright. | don't know how. All around us giant geysers kept
spewing up from nowhere, without warning. One blasted up so close to usthat it pushed us up on one
tread. Loor drove us away from harm on the one tread before we bounced back down.  The most
frightening thing of al wasthat we had no ideahow long thiswould last. Every second seemed likea
lifetime. If this continued, | was afraid that every dygo that had escaped from the underground would be
destroyed here on the surface. How wrong would it be to makeit thisfar, only to be scrambled insde the
very vehiclethat got usout. Asit turned out, thisfrenzy didn't continue much longer. 1t got worse.

We had rdllied together with what |ooked like a dozen other dygos. The ground had stopped moving.
Therewereno moregeysers.  "Isit over?' Saangi asked.  Nobody answered. We didn't dare believe
that we were safe. There was arumbling. It waslike nothing we had experienced so far. It was deep,
and low, and coming from somewhere underground.  "Doesanybody fed that?' | asked. "lhearit
too," Loor answered.  Sure enough, it sounded like there was arumbling freight train coming closer.
Welooked around at the desert, but there was nothing unusua. Aside from the dozens of geysersthat
were spewing water into the sky, that is. It was Saangi who saw it first. She didn't say anything; she
simply pointed. We looked straight ahead to see something far in the distance. It appeared as ajagged
linein the sand...that was headed directly for us. The line moved fast. Behind it, the desert opened up
wider and wider like some giant, demonic zipper. "It istearing the desert intwo," Loor said in awe.

"Movel" | shouted.  All the dygos reacted at the same time. Some moved |eft, some moved right.
Theideawasto get away from the growing chasm as quickly as possible. There was no telling how wide
it was going to get. Loor spun the dygo and hit the throttle. We bounced over the sand, desperate for
distance. | could lean forward and look out the far end of the windshield to see that some dygos weren't
fast enough. The widening chasm caught up with them and they fell back into...what? We had no idea
what was beneath thisrip inthedesert. | said onewordto Loor. | saidit camly, but | felt asif she
needed to hear it. "Faster,” | said.  Loor poured it on. There was afine line between speed and |oss of
control. If we hit arisein the sand that was alittle too steep, wed crash, and the crack in the earth would
catch us. It was a chance we had to take. If the growing chasm caught us, we'd be doomed for sure. The
point of the tear moved behind us and continued on. | looked out the other Side of the window to seeit
continue to rip itsway across the desert. We didn't dare stop. If the gap continued to grow, it would get
us. We churned our way across the sand, along with more and more dygos that we picked up aong the
way. It became clear that there were many survivors of the disaster below. It remained to be seen how
many would survive the disaster on the surface. | don't know how long we rumbled across the desert.
Five minutes? Ten?| had lost dl track of time and redlity. At one point | looked back at the chasm to see
that we were actudly pulling awvay fromit. "Look," | shouted. "I think it Sopped.” Everyoneese
looked, but nobody wanted to quit moving.  "Wewill continue for awhile, to be sure,” Loor said.
Nobody argued.  Another few minutes went by. Loor had gradually been dowing down. The other
dygos around us were also dowing. We were pretty sure that the chasm had stopped growing. Finally



Loor brought our dygo to ahalt. The race was over. We had won. The four of us sat there, our senses
tuned for any new sound, or movement, or rumbling or earth-wrenching disaster.  Nothing happened.
Minutes passed. We didn't move. If something new started, we wanted to be ready to roll. Saangi
cracked the hatch open to get more air. Still, nobody moved. More time passed without so much asa
tremor. After what felt like around haf an hour, | couldn't take it anymore. "l wantto see” | said.
Before anyone could talk me out of it, | unclipped my seat belt and climbed over Alder to get to the
hatch. | didn't even wait for Saangi. | pushed it open mysdf. Thefirst thing | saw outside were hundreds
of dygosdl parked around us. Many hatches were opening and cautious noses were beginning to peek
out. | saw many Ghee warriors. | aso saw many Rokador. Neither cared that they were among their
enemy. They had amuch bigger enemy to dedl with a the moment. It was an eerie Sight, seeing so many
dygosin the middle of nowherelikethat. | climbed out of the sphere, hopped onto the tread, and
turned to look in the direction of the chasm. What | saw wasimpossible. It was made al the more bizarre
by the fact that all around me, hundreds of Rokador and Batu were staring at the same thing, and
probably thinking it was just asimpossibleas| did. Wewerelooking at an ocean. It spread across
the horizon in ether direction. | couldn't tell how far on either Side of usit went, but the shore began
bardly ahundred yards behind where we had stopped. What made it seem even more surrea were the
dozens of powerful water geysersthat continued to shoot into the air. It waslike someincredible, natural
display. "ltistheKidik Ocean," Loor said. She was standing next to me. So were Alder and Saangi.
Alder said, "The celling of the cavern must have collapsed.”  "Or got blown gpart,” | suggested.
Aswe stood watching in awe, the water geysers grew weaker. They no longer shot hundreds of yards
into the air. One by onethey lost power and shrank down. Within minutesthey disappeared.  "It's
over," | said. "Isit?" Loor asked. "Or hasit just begun?" JOURNAL #23
(CONTINUED) ZADAA Y ou've heard the term "earth shattering,” right?1 don't think I'll
ever usethat phrase to describe anything el'se again. How could 1? Nothing could be more
"earth-shattering” than what | witnessed that day on Zadaa. Literdly. Or maybeit was more like
shattering. Whatever. It was amazing. The underground realm of the Rokador was destroyed, and out
of that destruction was born an entirely new world. I'll do my best to describeit to you, but | know that
my wordswon't even comeclose.  We drove the dygo aong the shore of the new ocean, headed back
toward Xhaxhu. At least we thought we were headed there. The best we could do was make an
educated guess based on both the route we had traveled to Kidik and the sun. We had survived, that
much was certain. Many hadn't. As we sped adong the shore, we had no ideawhat we would find in
Xhaxhu. Had the flood and the cave-in dso destroyed the Batu city? M ore important than the city itself
was the question of how many Batu died in the underground? For that matter, how many Rokador made
it out dive? Thisstory wasfar fromover.  The new ocean stretched for miles. It soon narrowed
downto ariver. Yes, there was anew river on Zadaa. Above the ground. | looked through the
water-spattered windshield to see that the new waterway continued on through the desert for asfar as|
could see, but not before skirting around what looked to be giant sandstone pyramids far in the distance.
"Xhaxhu!" Ssangi exclaimed.  Yes, Xhaxhu. The city hadn't crumbled. We dl exchanged relieved
looks. Thefuture seemed abit brighter.  "If thiswaterway is being fed from the riversto the north,”
Loor said, "Xhaxhu isno longer acity inthedesert.” "I want to seethisin acouple of years," | said.
"I'm thinking farmland, trees, pasturesfor grazing-"  "Isthat possible?' Saangi asked, wide-eyed with
wonder. "Possible?' | answered. "l think it'sprobable”  What we saw next was further proof of the
possible. We abandoned the dygo outside the walls of Xhaxhu and walked into the city on foot. No
sooner did we enter than Loor stopped cold. We dl did. What we saw wastruly incredible.  Xhaxhu
was back. The troughs that lined the streets flowed with clean, clear water. The fountains around the
statues had come back to life, spraying ornate patterns of water high into the air. The people of Xhaxhu
weren't exactly celebrating. | think they werein shock. They lined the troughs, scooping up handfuls of
water and drinking their fill. Children splashed and played. | saw more than one person crying with joy.
Their nightmare was over. It seemed like it was dmost too much for them to get their heads around. |
wondered what they would think when they discovered that ariver of fresh water was now flowing not



far fromtheir doorsteps.  Seeing the Batu reveling in their new fortune had another meaning. Thetribe
had survived. There were ordinary citizensin the Streets, aswell as Ghee warriors. That was important.
Wheatever happened during the invasion, at least some of the Ghee had turned back before it wastoo
late. The Batu tribe would survive. The Ghee were intact to protect the city againgt the marauding,
cannibal tribes. Civilization on Zadaawould continue.  Saint Danehadlost.  "Thereisanirony here"
Loorsaid. "What'sthat?' | asked. "Xhaxhu has been reborn, perhaps better than before, thanksto
Saint Dane," shesaid. It wastrue. Saint Dane had tried to destroy two tribes and ended up creating
new life, and new hope, for theterritory.  Saangi added, "It isonly fitting that it happened during the
Fedtivdl of Azhral" The young acolyte gave usahuge, satisfied grin. | had to laugh. Alder did too. Even
Loor chuckled and shook her head.  Of course, Saint Dane didn't act alone. The Rokador played abig
part in this, and paid a steep price. Over the next few weeks we learned the extent of their misfortune.
Their underground civilization was no more. And more devastating than the destruction of their world
of tunnelswastheloss of life-multiple thousands had died because of the virusthat swept through them
like the plague. The Rokador had come within awhisper of being obliterated. But there was some good
news. Mogt of those who survived the virus escaped the destruction of the underground. They used the
thousands of escape routes that had been carefully dug for generations.  Ironicaly, it was determined
that those same tunndl's were the ultimate cause of the grand collapse. Miles of hard rock were
honeycombed with so many tunnels, it had become unstable. The Rokador world was a disaster waiting
to happen. When it was tested by the pressure from the rising ocean, it failed. The areathat was most
developed, Kidik, collapsed. The ruins now lay at the bottom of abrand-new ocean inthedesert. The
Rokador dite survived. They were put on trial and sentenced to prison terms for attempted genocide. |
wondered how those kidswere going to do injail. | figured they wouldn't be therelong. They redly had
no say in what had happened. The engineerswere put on trial aswell. They tried to argue that they were
only following orders. It didn't fly. They were sentenced to prison. | thought the decision was sort of
unfair. After dl, it was Saint Dane who planted the ideain their heads. He should have been put on trid
too. Y eah, right. Like that would happen. But | guessin the end it was the decision of the elite and the
engineersto go forward with the horrible plot. There had to be some form of punishment. There was
specia consderation given to the fact that they were in such a desperate Sate dueto the virus. Their
sentence could have been worse. Way worse. The Batu weren't above execution. These guyswere
lucky. They would eventually be released and returned to their tribe. Theroya family of Zinj presided
over thetrias. Throughout, the family echoed the words and wisdom of their hero son, Pelle, who
preached peace and tolerance. To that end, the surviving Rokador were promised help and protection,
so0 they could rebuild their civilization-on the opposite Sde of the new river. There would be no more
tunneling. Theroya family of Zinj recognized the advances of the Rokador society, and how vauable the
two tribes could be to each other. They hoped that this tragedy would begin anew eraof cooperation.
Not al the Rokador were punished. Many of the Tiggen guards were proclaimed heroes. Most had no
ideaof the plot to destroy the Batu until it wastoo late. Once the destruction began, they were credited
with saving every single Rokador who madeit out of the underground dlive.  More than that, we were
surprised to learn that it was the Tiggen guards who saved the Batu invaders. Testimony from both Ghee
warriors and Tiggen guards confirmed that the Ghee warriors had made it al the way to Kidik. They
were preparing to cross the ocean and attack Kidik Idand when they were met by aband of Tiggen
guards. These guards had learned what was about to happen. They had been prepped by Teek. Teek
had convinced them of how wrong the mad plan was. When Teek returned to help ustake over the
measter control station, severa Tiggen guards risked their livesto cross the ocean, meet the Ghee, and
warn them of the impending danger. The Ghee leaders at first thought it was atrick, until the water
dtarted to rise. The order to retreat was given, and the Batu quickly fled to the surface. The Tiggen
guards didn't flee with them. They risked their own lives by staying to help their fellow Rokador escape.
Bokkaand Teek would have been proud. When | heard this story, | thought of Saint Dane's
condemnation of al the people of the territories. He said they were selfish and wesk. | wished he could
have heard about the heroism of the Tiggen guards. Maybe hehad. | learned dl of thisduring thetrids.



Alder and | stayed with Loor and attended as observers. We needed to know the final outcome of the
conflict. After al, thiswasn't just about awar between tribes, thiswas about our struggle with Saint
Dane. Our part in the destruction didn't get much play, I'm happy to say. Some of the engineerstestified
that afew renegades had made it to the master control station, but snce we didn't step forward to take
credit, the story was discounted. It was still semi-risky to look like a Rokador and walk around the
city. We got afew odd looks, but there was no trouble. The Batu had had their fill of trouble. It helped
that Loor was aways by our side. It so didn't hurt that water was flowing fredly. That diffused alot of
tenson. At worst we were looked on as a beaten enemy. At best we were potentialy new friends. Either
way, we didn't have any problems. It was amazing to see how quickly Xhaxhu healed from the
drought. The rows of dead pam treesthat lined the streets like dry matchsticks began to sprout new
green growth. The giant stone buildings and statues that had been encrusted with desert sand were
washed down. The same with the streets. The sand that was dowly encroaching on the city was turned
back and cleaned away. Xhaxhuwasaiveonceagan. The massvefarmsoutsdethe city walls
were cleared of sand and replanted. Water flowed fredly, irrigating the many rows that would soon
sprout an abundance of food to feed the two tribes. We strolled aong the bank of the new river, where
small green plants were dready starting to grow. We even took atrip out to the Moorg training camp. |
was expecting to have al sorts of bad memories, but it wasn't like that at al. The camp had been cleaned
up and it wasfull of children, both Batu and Rokador, who played together happily. | truly fdt asif we
were witnessing the birth of anew civilization that had every chance of becoming greeter than the last.

It also meant that we had beaten Saint Dane. We had done that before, but thisfelt different. He made
some pretty bold statements. He had nothing but contempt for the people of the territories. For him,
Zadaa was meant to be a demondtration of how weak we al were and how we were so easily controlled
by fear, greed, and envy. He was so confident in his victory that he didn't even resort to trickery with the
Rokador. Of course, he didn't tell them thewholetruth. He didn't admit to being ademon Traveler bent on
destroying their world. The more | thought about what he had done and said, the more | redlized that for
him, winning Zadaa meant more than winning another territory. He wanted to prove apoint. To the
Travelers. To me. He wanted to demoralize us and show usthat we werefighting alosing battle to save
people who didn't deserve saving.  Hewaswrong. To understand that, you didn't have to look farther
than Bokkaand Teek and their Tiggen friends. They knew what was happening was wrong. Bokkaand
Teek sacrificed their livesfor the greater good. Many other Tiggen guards risked theirsaswell. In my
mind, their actions were proof that Saint Dane waswrong. Instead of proving hisinvincibility, the events
on Zadaa gave me hope, for the first time, that we could besat this guy. No, that wewouldbest thisguy. |
hoped he knew, wherever he was, that he was wrong about the people of the territories. They would
triumph over hisevil, and we would bethereto helpthem. | wasleft with only one troubling thought.
Saint Dane said he had made a promise that he would destroy the territories and make the people of
Hdlasuffer. Who did he makethat promiseto? Asmuch as| wanted to think of Zadaa asthe battle
that turned the war against Saint Dane in our favor, hiswords bothered me. There was much moreto
learn about thiswar. We still had alongway togo.  Once we were confident that the trouble on Zadaa
was over, it wastimeto think about moving on. Alder wasthefirst to leave. Wewere dl totaly relieved
to discover that the tunnels directly benesth Xhaxhu remained intact. Water once again flowed over the
waterfall and through the underground river. That was important because it meant the waterwaysto and
through X haxhu did not have to be rebuilt. For usit meant we could till get to the flume. If these tunnds
had been flooded, we would have been stuck on Zadaa. Finding the flume clear was our find victory.
"Thank you," | saidto Alder. We stood in front of the mouth of the flume along with Loor and Saangi.

"Thereisno need to thank me, Pendragon,” Alder said. "I am aTraveler." He put hisbig arm around
me and added, "And if | weren't, | would still betherefor you." | hugged the big guy. | was going to
misshim.  "Perhaps| should stay with you,” Alder said. "Thisisnot over." "Thanks" | said. "But |
don't know what I'm going to find next. Believeme, if | need you-" Y ou know wherel am," he said.
"When thisisdl over, | want you to return to Denduron. Y ou will be amazed by how the Milago and the
Bedoowan have grown together. | can only hope that the Batu and Rokador will do thesame.”  Loor



stepped up to him and gave him ahug. "They will," she said. "With thankstoyou.” Wow. That wasa
surprise. Maybe Loor was getting to be a huggy-type after all. | guesstota victory will dothat. Even
Saangi got ahug from Alder. "Take care of her," Alder said, referringto Loor.  Saangi said, "'l dways
do." Alder sepped into the tunnel. Hetook a breath and bellowed, "Denduron!™  The tunndl cameto
life. Alder turned back to us and raised his hand to wave. "Unitil next time, my friends. | will be waiting."

A moment later hewasgone. | didn't follow. | had made adecision. | wasn't going to leave Zadaa
before talking with Loor. There was alot on my mind that | had been holding back because thetime
wasn't right. | didn't have that excuse anymore. Asterrifying asit may have been, | wanted to tell Loor
how | felt about her. There was never going to be a better time. The three of us|eft the flume, headed for
Loor'shome. When we arrived, | asked Saangi if | could have alittle time done with Loor. She didnt
seem too happy about it, but sheagreed.  "Then we must now say good-bye,” Saangi said. | held
out my hand to shake hersand said, "Y ou know, you'remy hero."  Saangi grabbed mein abig hug.
"Loor told meto put my faithinyou,” shesad. "At first | did not understand why, but | do now. Y ou will
defeat Saint Dane. | have no doubt.” | pulled away from her and said, "Are you serious? Y ou didn't
havefaithinmeat fira?' | triedto sound dl insulted.  Saangi frowned nervoudy. | smiled. Shelooked
down, embarrassed. "Will | seeyou again?' sheasked. "l hope" | said.  Saangi jumped back at me,
gave me aquick kiss on the cheek, then turned and ran away. | don't think she wanted me to see that she
was crying. Loor and | watched her run off.  "You said sheisyour sister?' | asked.  "Not by blood,"
Loor answered. " She was orphaned, like me. Osatook her in when | was young. She has aways been
my conscience, and my angel.”  Funny, that'sthe way | thought of Loor.  The two of us stepped
insgde Loor's home. My heart wasracing. | was about to put mysdlf out therein away that | hadn't ever
done before. | wasterrified. With dl that | had been through, with al that | had learned, nothing hed
prepared mefor the mogt terrifying challenge of al-opening up my heart. JOURNAL#23

(CONTINUED) ZADAA Loorfixed usaddicious dinner of bread, fruit, and some tasty
potatolike vegetable. Even though the farms hadn't started to produce, the strict control on food had
been lifted. The Batu no longer feared starvation. While we ate we talked about the future of Zadaa,
about how the Rokador would rebuild and be governed, and about how the Ghee warriors would
protect them from marauding tribes. We talked about everything but what | wanted to talk about. Findly,
when the med wasfinished, | had to step up totheplate.  "I'm going to leavetomorrow,” | said.  "Do
you want meto go with you?' sheasked. Oh man, did I? Of course | did. But the truth was, it was
better that | learned about our next chalenge before deciding which Travel er would be the best to help
me. "Of coursel do," | said. "But not right away. | think it's best if you stay here to see how things
progress.”  Loor nodded. She knew | would send for her if | needed her. | had doneit in the past; |
wouldn't be shy about doing it again.  "Wherewill you go?' sheasked. "Home" | said. "Saint Dane's
comment about Courtney has me alittle spooked.”  "Do you think his next target will be Second
Eath?' sheasked. "I don't know," | said. "That'swhat | want to find out...and to make sure
Courtney'sokay.” "Ahyes, Courtney,” Loor said. "Doyou loveher?' Whoal That wasdirect. | no
longer had to stress about finding away to dideinto the topic. Loor had taken the lead. | shouldn't have
been surprised.  "Yes, | do," | said. "Courtney isthe best. | trust her the way you trust Saangi.”

"Saangi ismy sdter," Loor sad. "Isthat the way you fed about Courtney?”  Oh man, shewasredly
putting me on the spot-not only about reveaing my fedingsfor her, but confronting my fedings about
you, Courtney. Forgive mefor writing about it here. Thisisthekind of thing that should be discussed in
person. But asdways, my god isto document all that was happening with me. And something was
definitely happening here.  "That'shard to answer,” | said. "'l don't think of Courtney asmy sister. But
sincewe're so far apart, it's hard to see where ared relationship might go. | think that if | never had to
leave home, Courtney and | would be together. But with dl that's happened, I've changed in ways that
never would have happened at home. I'm adifferent person than the Bobby Pendragon who would have
spent the last two years on Second Earth. And | have no ideawhat's going to happen from here. With all
that, | don't see how Courtney and | can be together, and that makesmesad.”  "ltissad,” Loor
agreed. "But you spesk thetruth."  "Therésmore,” | said. Thiswasit. Timeto step off the cliff. | had



practiced adozen different ways of saying it. | rehearsed in my head for every possibility. | needed to tell
Loor exactly how | felt. But as| sat there on the floor with her, the words didn't come. She looked
beautiful, like the night we had goneto the festival. There were candles burning on the table, which made
her look spectacular. | loved her. | loved her strength and her compassion. | loved the way she was
fiercely loya and honest. | loved the way she looked. She was beautiful in every possible way. How
could | say al that without sounding like ageek? Aswe sat there on the floor, in the candldlight, the
answer cameto me. | could say al that | wanted to say with one small gesture. | leaned over to kiss
her. It was the kiss that we dmost had that night at the festival. That night wasn't the right time. Sitting
there, in her home, the time felt about asright as possible. | leaned forward...  And Loor turned away.
It wasn't adramatic move, but it spoke volumes. | knew ingtantly. Loor didn't have the samefedlings for
me. It took only afew seconds for everything to change. | was crushed. | had gone from thinking | would
profess my love for her and we would be together, to fedling totaly rejected. We sat there quietly for a
few seconds. Then | said, "Wow, thisisuncomfortable.”  Loor looked about as awkward as| felt. She
stared at the candle flames. | wanted to jump up and say, "Oh well, seeyal" but that wouldn't have been
fair. To either of us. Asbadly asthiswas going, it had to play out. Now the bal wasin her court.
"Forgive me, Pendragon,” shefindly said. "My fedingsfor you run very deep.”  "Not degp enough, |
guess” "Thatisnot true" shesaid. "Y ou told methat you could not be with Courtney because you had
become two different people. | am saying that we cannot be together because we are too much adike."
"Uhh...huh?' | muttered. "I love you, Pendragon,” shesaid. "I love al that you are. But loveisa
powerful emotion. It can cloud thinking. | know you have been wondering if | loved Bokka. | did. | do.
But we were never together because of who we were. | dways knew that one day, either one of us might
bekilled." | saw atear grow in her eye. Her fear had cometrue. "But it was hislovefor you that
helped us save Zadaa," | said. "He helped us. He hel pedyou.If not for him, Saint Dane might have won."
"And now heisdead!" she sad, letting her emotions dip. She took a second, got her act back
together, and looked me square in the eye. "We are on amission, Pendragon. No group of people have
ever been given such amonumenta responsbility. We must prevail. We must sop Saint Dane. That is
our quest. We arewarriors. We will fight together again. We cannot alow emotionsto cloud our
judgment in any way. That iswhy | cannot bewithyou." Welet that thought hang there for agood
longtime. It fdt so...find. Loor added, "I know that when you think about what | have said, you will
agree” "Maybe" | said, and gave her asmall smile. "But | won't necessarily likeit."  Loor leaned
over and hugged me. It was a bittersweet feding. At least thetension was broken.  "We must enjoy our
victory," shesaid. "We have earned it. Tomorrow you will leave, and we will take the next path on our
journey. That istheway it wasmeant tobe.” | wanted to ask her if thingswould be different once the
war with Saint Dane was over, but | realized how pathetic that would sound. For one, it would make me
sound needy. It would aso put her on the spot, and that wouldn't be fair. But most of all, | couldn't think
ahead to what life was going to be like when our mission was completed. | had no idea about how things
might change.  Ascrushing asthe whole experience was, | don't regret that it happened. | was honest
with Loor, and that was good. Instead of blowing me off, she gave me asmal peek into her own fedings.
She wasn't the totally cold warrior she pretended to be. She cared. She cared about me. She wasjust
better at suppressing her fedingsthan | was. In some odd way, | felt closer to her than before. | went to
deep that night knowing that we would be bound together forever. What that meant would be revedled in
time. | closed my eyesfeding sad, yet somehow more complete. | aso had the satisfaction of knowing
that our adventure on Zadaawasfinished. | wastotally, absolutely wrong. JOURNAL#23
(CONTINUED) ZADAA Loorbrought me to the flume by herself. That was coal. | wanted
the chance to say good-bye without Saangi there. | chose to wear the white tunic of the Rokador, rather
than my Ghee armor. It was aheck of alot more comfortable. Besides, once | got to Second Earth, I'd
be changing into local clothes anyway. Loor and | made our way past the raging water at the bottom of
the restored waterfd |, through the abandoned Rokador tunnels, down into the trapdoor that was marked
with agtar, and findly down through the cleft in the rock that led to the large cavern, and the flume.
The two of us stood near the mouth of the tunnel, not sure what to say. We had triumphed. Again. Ina



big way. In spite of the awkward conversation the night before, we had grown even closer. Or maybe it
was because of the conversation. Zadaa was safe, and | felt asif we had tipped the balance in the battle
with Saint Dane. Still, there was more to come. We knew Saint Dane wouldn't crawl into aball and give
up. There were battles ahead, but our confidence was pretty high. "I want to see Second Earth again,”
Loorsad. "Youwill," I assured her. "Let'shopeitll beto sghtsee”  "Give my regardsto Mark and
Courtney,” shesaid. "Andres, if youcan." "Yeah, likethat'll happen,” | said, chuckling.  Iknew we
would see each other again, so thiswasn't atearful good-bye or anything. | gave her aquick hug, and
was about to step into the flume when the tunnel cameto life onits own. | stood next to Loor, watching
curioudy asthe light appeared in the distance, dong with themusica notes.  "That'sweird,"lsaid.

"Could Alder bereturning?' Loor asked.  Ididn't know. Besides you two guys, Alder wasthe only
Traveler who knew | was on Zadaa. Another Traveler might have decided to pay avist, but | couldn't
guesswhich one. Therock wals began their transformation into crystal asthelight grew brighter. Loor
anditook astep back from the tunnd to give the arriving Traveler some room. The sound of themusical
notes filled the cavern. We shielded our eyes. A shadow appeared out of the light. The Traveler had
arrived. Before the light had the chance to shrink back into the tunnel, the shadow legped out at us. It
happened so fast, there wasn't timeto react. A moment later the light disappeared, and | saw who it was.

SantDane.  Hejumped from the tunnd, directly at us, letting out a hideous, guttural scream. He had
asword. A very big sword. He held it high over his head, ready to strike. Loor pushed me out of the
way. | sumbled and fdll to the cavern floor. Asusua Loor'sfirst thought wasto protect me. Like her
mother before her, the price for saving my life...  Would be her own.  Saint Dane thrust the sword
forward. Loor tried to dodgeit, but wasn't fast enough. | watched in horror as Saint Dane ran his sword
through her chest. | froze. My brain wouldn't accept what | was seeing. Saint Dane drove the sword
through Loor. My Loor. The Traveler from Zadaa. | saw the blade come out her back, dick with blood.
He drove the weapon so deep that his hands were pressed againgt her chest. He looked her squarein the
eye and said with abrutal anger that | felt to the depths of my soul, "Nowdie!”  He pulled the sword
out just as quickly. Loor fell to the ground. For al | knew, she was dready dead. Saint Dane turned to
me, holding up the bloody sword. | saw thefury in hiswhiteeyes. | wasnext. ™Y ou think you have
won?" he seethed. "Y ou think you have outwitted me? We haven't even begun.” | think | wasin shock.
Thirty seconds before, Loor and | were talking about her visiting Second Earth. Now she lay dead at my
feet. | couldn't think. I couldn't breathe. 1t all felt so impossible. But it wasn't. Loor was dead, and if |
didn't sngp out of it, | knew | would benext.  Saint Dane was out of hismind with anger. When | think
back on that moment, | realize that our victories on the other territories had pushed him to the limit.
Losing Zadaa had sent him over the edge. To win thisterritory, he had taken off the gloves. He used less
trickery. He appeared as himself. He wanted to beat us straight up. He proclaimed thisto be a
demondtration of his strength. | think the person he was reaUy trying to prove something to was himseif.
He had failed. He was ready to declare victory in the battle for Halla, but he underestimated the
Travelers. He underestimated me. Most importantly, he underestimated the character of the people of
Zadaa. He caled them weak, and some were, but in the end we never would have saved Zadaa without
the courage and wisdom of the people themsdlves. Saint Dane waslosing. After hisfailure on Zadaa, he
knew it. Hewas like awild cat that was backed into a corner. In other words, he was dangerous. He
stalked me with the bloody sword. | got to my feet and turned sideways, taking a defensive stance that
reduced my target area. Loor's lessons were well learned. As Saint Dane stalked closer, his body
transformed. He changed from his normal image into that of the Ghee warrior who had beaten me so
badly. My knees went weak. History was repeating itself. The moment | dreaded was here. | was going
to haveto fight this guy again. Saint Dane knew how to get into my head. | had nightmares about that
fight. Thistime there was no chance of alast-minute rescue. One of uswasn't getting out of that cavern.

| wished | had decided to wear my Ghee armor. | didn't even have aweapon. Saint Dane didn't care.
Thiswasn't about sportsmanship. It was about revenge...and death.  Thisiswhat | trained for. "I
will give you this much credit,” Saint Dane seethed. "Y ou are stronger than Press said. But that means
nothing to me now. If killing you is meant to be, | am more than happy to be the executioner.”  He



lunged at me. | ducked and rolled toward Loor's body. | had to stay focused. | couldn't think about her.
| needed her weapon. While jumping back to my feet, | grabbed her wooden stave. | was now armed. |
spun to face Saint Dane, who held the sword high oncemore.  "Y ou have been practicing,” he said.
"No matter. You are still aweak boy. | should have killed you on Denduron.”  He came a me with the
sword. Thistime his movements were shorter, quicker. He dashed the wegpon back and forth. |
deflected the blows with Loor's stave. He wanted me dead. | wanted me dlive. If | was going to besat
him, | was going to have to use hisanger againgt him. But | had to be smart. Thelast timel tried that, it
backfired and | landed in the hospital. Thistime | would end up dead. | ducked away from his attack
and spun toward the other side of thecavern.  "lt'sover,” | said. "Y ou can't outwit me. This provesit."
"Ahhh!" heran a me and chopped down with the sword like alumberjack. | ducked away, but
couldn't counterstrike. He was too good. He may have been making bad attacks, but he kept recovering
intimeto block my counters.  "Go back to whatever cave you cal home," | taunted. ™Y ou have no
chance of controlling Halla. We're too strong. The people of the territories are too strong. Y ou'rein way
over your head." "Rahhhh!" he bellowed, and unleashed another attack. | blocked two of his shots,
spun, and cracked him on the back of his head, knocking him off balance. My confidence grew. | had to
force mysdlf not to think of thisasrevenge. | had to stay in control. | couldn't think about how he nearly
beat meto desth. | couldn't think about Loor. | had to be the warrior shetaught metobe.  "Your
bravery isimpressive, but foolish," Saint Dane said as he circled back for more. ™Y ou are not invincible.
Y ou will meet the same fate as Press, and Kasha...and Loor." | attacked. | faked a shot to his gut,
then spun and drilled the other Side of my stave for his head. He was ready for me. He didn't go for the
fake and knocked my second shot aside. He followed by lashing a me with the sword. | moved quickly
enough so that | wasn't diced, but the blade smacked me in the back, stinging. | had committed the
number one mistake. He had goaded me into making the first move. It nearly cost me my life. I wouldn't
doitagain. "You'rerunning out of territories, Saint Dane," | said. "Y our campaign is running out of
steam. We are dl over you. We know your tricks. We know how you think. And...we're the good
guys" Saint Danethrust hissword at me. | knocked it away, spun the stave, and hit him square on the
gdeof hishead. | heard him bellow in pain. | didn't stop. | hit him again, Straight in the gut. He doubled
over and dropped the sword. | wanted more. All the anger, al the frustration, al the hatred for this guy
poured out of me through Loor's stave. It was payback time. | had no sympathy. | pummeled him. | hit
him in the head, the knees, the gut. | gave him every bit the beating he had given me, and more. | had
won, but that wasn't enough. | wanted to kill him. Yes, I'll say it. At that moment | wanted to kill him. |
had lost control. | wasin afrenzy, beating him mercilessly. It was exactly what he wanted. When | wasin
control of my emotions, | wasin command of thefight. Assoon as| let my emotionstake over, Saint
Daneturned it around. He took the beating, backing into the far wall of the cavern. He looked asif he
were ready to pass out, but he wasn't. He surprised me by ducking down, reaching into his Ghee armor
and pulling out ashort, three-bladed knife. It was awegpon from E€long, the three claws of atang beast.
Helashed out with the knife, catching my forearm. | screamed, and lost control of the stave. He lashed at
me again and | dropped it. It clattered to the cavern floor, out of my reach. | was about to be skewered.
Without thinking, | threw mysdlf backward. Saint Dane dashed with the knife again, catching and
dicing the front of my tunic. | did afull backward somersault. Saint Dane got hisfeet back under him and
charged. Thiswasit. Hewas coming in for thekill. He let out aroar of bloodlust. | finished the
somersault and landed on my back. | saw Saint Dane charging with the tang knife held high, ready to
plunge down at me. | didn't move. Therewas no way | could get out of the way fast enough. He was
coming in full throttle and | was on my back. | had only one chanceleft.  Without taking my eyes off
him or moving my body, | reached out and grabbed the sword that had falen to the ground. The sword
that had killed Loor. Saint Dane's eyes were locked on mine. They were on fire. He had asingle-minded
purpose-kill Bobby Pendragon. | felt the handle of the sword...Saint Dane lunged at me... | brought the
point of the sword up and...Saint Dane impaed himself square on the blade. His eyes stayed locked on
mine. | saw hislook change from rage to shock. The unthinkable had happened. | had killed Saint
Dane. Hisbody transformed from that of the Ghee warrior back to his norma sdlf. But the agony and



shock were still there. The blood-red veins on his bald head seemed to glow. Hiswhite eyesgrew dim. It
wasover. ltwasal over.  Orsol thought.  Saint Dane hung there for amoment, then his body
turned to black smoke before my eyes. The dark cloud floated away from me and moved quickly to the
mouth of the flume. Thereit grew and transformed back into solid form. Saint Dane stood there, looking
totally fine. Hewasn't hurt. Not even alittle. Making thingsworse, he was strangely calm. Gone wasthe
anger. Heeven had asmall smileon hisface. | lay on the ground, still holding the bloody sword. My
brain had frozen. | couldn't move. "I seeyou are capable of rage," he said cockily. "I will remember
that." "How couldyou...?' wasdl | couldgasp. "Didn't Presstell you how futileit would beto try
and kill me?" he said with asmirk. He kept his eyes on me and shouted into the flume,"Quillan!”  The
flume cameto life. Hewas getting away. | didn't have the strength, or the will to try and stop him. Truth
was, | didn't know how. "This has been such an amusing diverson,” Saint Dane said. He was back to
hisold, confident self. "In spite of what you may think, Pendragon, thisisn't over. | can lick my wounds
and move on." He glanced down at Loor's body and added, "The questionis, canyou?' Thelight from
the flume envel oped the demon Traveler. He took a step back and was gone. Asthe light disappeared, |
could hear hislaugh fading away. | dropped the sword. My mind wasreding. What had just
happened? One minute Saint Dane was dead, the next he wasn't. One moment he was desperately trying
to kill me, the next he was back to hisold sdif, asif hisattack had al been a planned sunt. Maybeit was.
Maybe this was one more way of throwing me off balance. If that was the case, he'd done a pretty good
job. | had discovered that under the right conditions, | was capable of taking alife. Or maybe | was only
capable of taking Saint Dane'slife. But hislife couldn't be taken. My head hurt.  That'swhen |
remembered Loor. | rolled over onto my kneesand crawledto her.  "Loor!" | shouted. "Loor!"  The
Gheewarrior lay till. The front of her black armor was dick with blood. Lots of blood. I lifted her head.
There wasno sign of life. | wouldn't accept that. | couldnt. | felt her neck for a pulse. Therewas none. |
lifted her eydid. She stared ahead, looking at nothing. It wasimpossible, but true.  Loor wasdead. |
was brought back to the moments when life abandoned Osa. And Kasha. And my uncle Press. | had
been there for dl of them, and | wasthere for Loor. | cried. No, | sobbed. Not Loor. Never Loor. It
wasn't right. | put my hand on the wound that Saint Dane's sword had made. The wound that had spilled
her blood. Itwaswarm.  "No," | whispered. "This can't be happening. | will not accept this" So
many memories of Loor came rushing a me. | remembered when | first met her on Denduron, and she
wouldn't accept measa Traveer. | had memories of nearly drowning her in the river when | thought |
was rescuing her from an enemy that turned out to be Alder, of her holding her mother as she died, of
gtanding by me on Clora at Uncle Presssfunerd, of meeting you guys on Second Earth, of jumping into
Lifdight with me and battling the fantasy mongtersin the Barbican, of sanding with meintherain hereon
Zadaa, hoping for akiss. | pressed my hand into her chest asif | could close the wound. Trying to
bring her life back. Praying that she could be saved. Thiswas her moment of victory. She had saved her
home territory. | didn't accept that she could die at the moment of her greatest triumph. It wasn't right. |
didn't believe for asecond that thiswas the way it was meant to be. | wouldn't let mysdlf believe. The
tears ran down my cheeks, my eyes stung, but | wouldn't take my hand off Loor to wipe them away. |
was determined to make this nightmare go away, but it wasn't going anywhere. Thiswasred. Loor was
goneand | wasdone. It wasat that very moment, the instant when | believed that al hope was
gone... That | felt aheartbest. It waswesk, but it was there. Her heart was besting. | quickly took my
hand away from her chest and felt her neck again. Therewasapulse. | must have missed it before. She
was alive! But for how much longer? | didn't know what to do. | had to get her to adoctor, but there
was no way | could carry her up through the crack in the rock using the foothol ds dug into the stone. No
way. | had to get help. My mind went into hyperdrive. Saangi. | had to get Saangi. But first | had to
cover thewound so it wouldn't bleed anymore. | quickly took off my Rokador tunic and with the
sword, | cut the deeve off to makeit into abandage. | cut the other deeve off and wadded it up into a
pad. My ideawas to put the pad on the wound, then tie it down with the other deeveto stop the
bleeding. That's how you stopped bleeding. Direct pressure. The makeshift bandages were ready. | went
back to Loor and untied the front of her armor chest piece to get at the wound. | pulled the two leather



piecesgpart and saw...  There was no wound. Huh? | checked around the area, but there was no
wound to be found. How could that be? | saw Saint Daneimpale her. | saw the sword come out of her
back. | reached over and grabbed the sword-it still had her blood on it. There was till blood al over her
armor. It wasred. That had to have come from somewhere. What had happened?  "Pendragon?' Loor
said weskly. Shewasawake!  "Don't St up,” | warned. "You're hurt. Saint Dane-" "'l know," she
said. "Saint Dane came at me with the sword. | did not movein time. He... hekilled me." Loor's hand
went to her chest. She felt the areawhere there should have been awound. She looked at me with wide,
confused eyes. | wasjust as confused as shewas. Loor movedtositup.  "Let mehep,” | said, and
went to giveher ahand.  "No, | am al right,” she said. "Pendragon, what happened?’  "What do you
remember?' | asked. Loor sat up on the edge of the flume. She was shaken, but otherwise totally okay.
"l remember him coming a me out of the flume. | remember the sword. | remember hiswhite eyes
looking right at me. Hesaid 'Now-""  "Die," | finished the sentence. "He said, '‘Now die™  Loor
continued, "'l remember. | fdt like | wasfdling. But it was not afrightening thing. | felt safe. Therewere
people around me. | knew they werefriends, but | did not recognize anyone. They were unfocused
shadows. | said | was ready to go with them. A woman said that it might be my time, or not. We would
know soon. They were all very happy to see me, and | was happy to seethem aswell. | liked being with
them. | was happy. But | do not know who they were. Then somebody said, Thisisnot the way it was
meant to be, Loor.' It wasaman. | knew who hewas, but | didn't. The voice sounded familiar, but |
couldn't see him. The next thing | knew | was here, looking up at you." "l guessit wasn't time' wasal |
couldadd. Loor nodded thoughtfully. "Pendragon,” she said, "something has been bothering me.”
"Yeah, nokidding," | said.  Loor ignored my sarcasm and continued. " There have been other times
where things did not make sense to me. Did you not think it was odd how you recovered so quickly from
your wounds after thefight with Saint Dane?'  "Well, yeah," | said. "But | figured | wasaquick heder.
I'vedwaysbeenaquick heder." "But youwere nearly killed," she said. "Y our recovery was nothing
short of impossible. And what of Alder? That arrow should have killed him, yet he was up and fighting
with us so soon afterward. Did you not think that wasunusua?' "I had afew other thingsto worry
about at thetime," | said. "And here," she said. "1 should be dead. Iwasdead. Y et | am not. How can that
be?" Good question. | wished | had an equally good answer.  "Could it be because we're
Traveers?'lasked. "l do not know," she answered. "None of us knows our own true history. We
were not born of our parents blood. Thereismuchwe haveyettolearn.” "Thenwhy did Osadie?
And Kasha? And Uncle Press? They were Travelers.”  Loor gave this some deep, troubled thought.
She said softly, "Maybe it was because you did not know you could hed them.”  Those words stunned
me.llet them sink in for aminute, then rgjected the idealjumped to my feet and paced. "Noway," |
said. "That'simpossible. Thisisn't about me.lcan't bring back thedead.” "Perhapsnot,” Loor said. "Or
perhaps with Travelers, it isdifferent.” "Soyou're saying | could have saved Uncle Press? And the
others?"  "No, but only because you did not know. Y ou told me that Uncle Press said to you that
killing Saint Dane was futile, because he would only come back in another form. Saint DaneisaTraveler.
Weare Travelers. We may be more alikethan you think."  Theideawasincredible. | would have
thought it was ridiculous, if not for what had happened to Loor. She was dead.lknow shewas. There
was no heartbeat. She had amortal wound. Y et there she sat, as good as new, and the wound was
magically gone. | wasn't ready to accept the fact that | had incredible healing powers, but it would have
been stupid to ignore the fact that there may be moreto being a Traveler than wefirst thought. | was
about to suggest we get her back home, when the flume sprang back to life. ™Y ou gotta be kidding
me!"lsaid. Thelped Loor to her feet, and we backed far away from the tunnel. Neither of uswanted to
be gtting ducks again. It wastoo late to climb out of the cavern. Whoever was coming, we had to face
them. Though just to be safe,Iquickly picked up the sword that Saint Dane had left behind.  Theflume
did itsnormd pyrotechnicswith light and music. | squinted through the bright display to get aglimpse of
who would be coming back at us. Thistime there were no shadows emerging from the tunndl, primed to
kill. Thelight disappeared and the music stopped. Nobody wasthere.  "Look!" Loor said.  Resting
on the bottom of the flume, near the mouth was a brightly colored square box. It looked like an elaborate



gift. It had bright red and yellow stripes and looked about the right size to hold a big pumpkin. Thewhole
thing wastied up with abright red bow. "I'velost my mind,” | said.  Loor waked boldly over to
examine the package. | was behind her, but without the same enthusiasm. There was ahuge, yellow tag
dangling from the bow. Loor looked &t it, then held it out for me to see. There was one word written on
the rectangular tag. In fancy letterswasthe word PENDRAGON.  "Oh, great," | said with absolutely
no enthusiasm. "Isit my birthday?' Loor pulled off the tag and found that it wasfolded in haf. She
opened it to seewhat waswritten indgde. Her facefell.  "What?' | asked quickly.  Sheturned thetag
around so | could read it. It said: "With my compliments. SD." "SD.," | said. "Cute. Do | want to
know what'sinsgde?' "Don't you?' Loor asked. | didn't, but | had to. | thought back to the time
Saint Dane had made a present of Gunny's hand in abag. There was every reason to believe there would
be something just as nasty in thisbox. | knelt down and pulled off theribbon.  "Thismight be
dangerous” | said. "Thereisonly oneway tofind out,” Loor said. | grasped the sdes of thelid,
winced, and pulled it off. Ingtantly ajack-in-the-box clown popped out. It was a scary-looking thing,
with agarish smileand ajester's hat. It was on a spring, and bounced around while laughing over and
over. | thought | recognized thelaugh.  "Thereis something eseinsde,” Loor pointed out.  Sure
enough, there was an envelope in the bottom of the box. It was bright blue and looked sort of likea
birthday card. Again on the outside was the word PENDRAGON. | rolled my eyes and opened the
envelope. Indde was asingle sheet of heavy paper. It was bright yelow, with fancy, red writing. It reed:
Riggedy riggedy white  Come and spend thenight  WEell play somegames Somewild, some
tame Causeif youwill, youmight Your hostson Quillan, Veegoand LaBerge "What does it
mean?' Loor asked. "It means|'m going to Quillan."  I'mwriting thisjournd to you from the territory of
Quillan, in very strange surroundings. More of that inasecond. | rductantly left Loor in the flume
cavern on Zadaa, convinced that she was hedlthy, but cluelessasto why. Did | bring her back from the
dead? Do | have that kind of power? Do dl Travelers have that kind of power? Loor raised alot of
good questions. I've never been sick aday in my life. If ever | wasinjured, it never lasted. My coaches
used to cdl methe Terminator, because no matter what happened to me, | kept coming back. | never
thought twice about it...until Loor died. Or un-died. Having the ability to heal quickly isn't what's got
me freaked out. It's more about why. Hedling that fast isn't normal. Neither isrising from the dead. Saint
DaneisaTraveler with powersthat defy the imagination. Were Travelerstoo, but we don't have those
same powers. Or dowe? | haveto admit, | sat here trying to change mysdlf into looking like somebody
ese It didn't work. All I accomplished wasfeding stupid.  Still, | can't ignore the facts. Loor was
dead. Then shewasn't. Whether | did it, or shedid it hersdlf, or it was the combination of both of us; |
don't know. But it happened. That leads me to the biggest, most troubling question of dl: Am | human?
Don't laugh. Humans don't rise from the dead. Humans get sick. Humans don't have the power of
persuasion. And most of al, humans don't shoot around Hallatrying to stop Saint Dane. (I know, you
guysdid, but you weren't supposed to.) It raises other questions too. What happened to my family?
Uncle Press said my mother and father weren't my real parents. Then who were? Where did | come from
and why was| living in Stony Brook? How could all records of their existence have disappeared? That's
impossible, isn't it? None of the Travelers know where they came from. They were all told that their
parents weren't their biologica parents, but were never told who their red parentswere. | have to admit,
it'sgot meadl sorts of worked up again. | had put al those questions aside to focus on Saint Dane. Now
they're coming back to haunt me.  And speaking of Saint Dane, he hasled meto the territory of
Quillan. Actudly, heinvited me. Or had meinvited. I'm writing thisjourna from my room. It'sin this
monstrous castle where a couple of characters named Veego and LaBerge live. The castleisright out of
the Brothers Grimm, but thisroom looks more like I'm living at the circus. Thewals are purple and
ydlow gtriped; the celling is covered with balloons; I'm writing on adesk that looks like a giant hand; and
the bed looksto be floating in the air. | have no ideawhat's holding it up. Oh yeah, there are hundreds of
dollsintheroom. Clown dalls. | hateclowns.  I'm supposed to have dinner with my hosts soon, so |
should finish thisjournadl. | have no ideawhat'sin store for me here, other than some scary clown
nightmares. But | fed certain thisiswhere | should be. Saint Dane brought me herefor areason; | need



tofindout what itis.  Asl wrote before, please be careful. Whatever he's doing on Second Earth,
assuming he'sredly there, I've got to believeit'sin the early stages. | don't think you'rein trouble. That's
not hisstyle. It'snot you he wantsto begt, itsme.  The adventure on Zadaa has changed mein so
many ways. I've learned some things about myself, and discovered some new and disturbing questions.
Aboveitdl, | ill think we are closer to beating Saint Dane. He's starting to sweset. No, he's starting to
panic. It'smy job to keep the pressure on, so that'swhat I'm goingtodo. | missyou guys. | loveyou
guys. Andsowego. END JOURNAL #23 SECOND EARTH "What are you
reading there?' Andy Mitchell said."Highlights?* Mark quickly rolled up the yellow pages of Bobby's
last journd. He had aready read it threetimes. "N-No. Uh, what's'highlights?"  Andy plopped down
next to Mark with abag full of burgersand fries. ™Y ou know,Highlights. That kid magazine they havein
doctors officeswhere you gottafind the picture of the pencil hidden in the tree and whatnot."  "Oh.
No. Thisisjust, uh, something I'm working on,” Mark said. ™Y eah? Another one of them stories about
Pendragon?' Mark shot Andy a surprised look and asked, "What did you say?' ™Y ou know, like that
one you wrote about, what was that place? Da-doo runrun?'  Mark relaxed. He had forgotten that
Andy had seen Bobby'sfirgt journas. In fact, he had stolen them from Mark. Mark and Courtney had to
pretend that they had written the story themselves so Andy wouldn't spread strange rumors about what
redlly happened to Bobby...that weren't rumorsat all.  "Denduron,” Mark corrected. "No, it'sjust an
aticle Leaveitdone "All right, jeez, lighten up." Andy handed the bag of food to Mark. "Here, eat
something. You look like hell. Sorry it took so long. Nothing's close to anything up here in the boonies.”
Mark took the burgers, but didn't fed like eating. His mind wasin too many different places. Courtney
was lying in an operating room, near death, from an accident that might have been caused by Saint Dane.
They ill didn't know if shewould live or die. Ashorrible asit was, worrying about Courtney kept his
mind from spinning to al the other thingsthat had him soworried.  Saint Dane was on Second Earth.
Was he thereto lay the groundwork for his attack on their home? As much as he wanted to think there
was another reason, Mark couldn't come up with one. Hisworst fear was about to come true. Therewas
going to be a battle for Second Earth. That is, unless Bobby could stop Saint Danefor good.  That
thought brought Mark back to the strange news from Bobby's latest journal. Of course, Mark was
thrilled that Zadaa was saved. But that also brought bad news. With so many losses, Saint Dane was
getting desperate...and violent. He nearly killed Bobby out of sheer anger. Hedidkill Loor, which brought
up sometruly unsettling possibilities.  Loor had returned fromthedead. How Strange was that? It
was good news, yes, but disturbing news just the same. How could it have happened? Other Travelers
died, and stayed dead. Mark saw one die himsdlf, Seegen, the Traveler from Eelong before Kasha
What was different about Loor's death? Wasit Bobby? But Bobby was there when his uncle Press had
died. The samewith Kasha. Those two didn't come back from the dead. Whatever the reason was, it
brought something to light that could not be denied. There was something unusua about the Travelers.
The smplefact that they healed so quickly was enough proof that they weren't normal. Or at least normal
by the standards of the territories they came from. That brought Mark around to the bottom-line question
that disturbed himthemost.  Who was Bobby Pendragon? Redlly? They had been best friends since
either could remember. Now Mark was faced with the possibility that Bobby wasn't just randomly
chosento be a Traveler. He was different. More different than even he couldimagine.  "Mark?' a
woman'svoice caled. It was Mrs. Chetwynde. She entered the waiting room along with Mr.
Chetwynde. Both looked tired and scared. Their eyeswere red. They had been crying.  Mark jumped
to hisfeet to greet them. "Y ou madeit!" heexclamed. "Weve been herefor awhile" Mr. Chetwynde
said. "We've been with Courtney.”  Andy stood up and joined Mark. Mark asked, "How isshe?' He
wasn't entirely sure he wanted to hear theanswer.  The Chetwyndes exchanged looks, asif they
weren't sure which one of them should answer. That wasn't agood sign.  "Isshe okay?' Mark asked
moreindgently. "She'sout of surgery,” Mrs. Chetwynde said. " She's got problems. Shelost alot of
blood. The doctors have done dl they can; now it'sjust amatter of time."  Mr. Chetwynde continued,
"She'sredly banged up. Broken ribs. Her left arm was broken in two places. She has aterrible
concussion..." "Wow," Andy said without eventhinking. "Thered damagewasinternd,” Mr.



Chetwynde said. "Therewas|ots of bleeding. That's why the surgery took so long. They think they
repaired it dl but, they just don't know for sure. The next twenty-four hours are going to be critical.”

Mrs. Chetywnde said, "'If you boys hadn't found her..." She didn't finish the sentence. The words
caught in her throat.  "What happened, Mark?' Mr. Chetwynde said, holding back tears. "The police
said it was ahit-and-run. How did you find her?'  Mark was prepared for that question. He knew it
was coming. "It wasluck, mostly," he began. "Courtney called me yesterday to say she wasriding into
town to meet some guy named, uh,-"  "Whitney," Mr. Chetwynde said. "The police told us. Nobody
can find the guy. He's not registered at the school.” ™Y eah, we found that out too,” Mark said. "Thisis
Andy Mitchell, by theway. Hesafriend of mine; he gave mearideup thismorning.”  The Chetwyndes
smiled at Andy. Andy nodded. He wasn't used to being polite.  "Why did you decide to come up?"

Mr. Chetwynde asked.  Thiswas the tough part of the story. Mark couldn't say that he was warned by
Bobby Pendragon in ajournd from across time and space that an evil demon might have been stalking
Courtney. That probably would have made their heads explode, dong with Andy's. Mark decided to be
asvagueaspossble. "ltwasjust afeding,” he answered. "Courtney talked about hanging around with
anew guy, but for somereason it didn't fed right to me. | can't explain why. I'd been planning on visiting
her anyway. It was lucky we decided to come up whenwedid."  The Chetwyndes nodded. They
accepted hisreasoning. So did Andy. It was close enough to the truth. Mark continued quickly to get
past that rough spot. "When we got here, we found out that Courtney didn't make it to class this morning.
Shewasn't in her room and her bike was gone. That got me thinking the wors, like she never made it
back from her date last night. So Andy and | drove into town. We saw the fresh skid marks on the road,
and when we stopped to look, | saw Courtney's book in the bushes. That's how wefound her.”  Mrs.
Chetwynde started to cry. "Thank you, Mark. Both of you. You are both angels””  Andy shuffled
uncomfortably. Mark felt alittleawkwardtoo.  "It's getting late,”" Mr. Chetwynde said. ™Y ou shouldn't
drive home. We can put you guysup in ahotel for thenight.”  Mark wanted to stay in the worst way. If
they wouldn't know about Courtney for another day, he wanted to be here. He looked at Andy and said,
"What do you think?'  Andy shrugged and said, "Sure, what the hell.”  Mark winced at hislanguage
infront of Courtney's parents. He looked at the Chetwyndes and said, "That's greet, thanks. But, uh, |
gottacal my parents and tell them what's going on. They sort of don't know we came up today. If you
could talk to them for a second and tell them you're hereand all, I'd appreciateit.” "No problem,” Mr.
Chetwynde said. "What about you, Andy?'  "I'll cl my parents,” hesaid. "No problem.”  Mrs.
Chetwynde said, "But first you should see Courtney. Shewantsto talk withyou." "Redly?' Mark
asked. "She'sawake?'  "For now," Mr. Chetwynde answered. "I don't know for how long, though.
She's pretty drugged up. She'sinintensive care, just downthehdl.” "Awesome!" Mark said, and
started to walk off. He suddenly stopped and turned back to Andy to say, "C'mon.”  "Nah, it's cool.
It'syou shewantsto see” Andy said.  Mark walked back to Andy and said, "If it weren't for you, she
wouldn't be here right now. She should know what you did."  Andy looked at the Chetwyndes. They
nodded encouragement. Andy shrugged and followed Mark. Asthey walked aong the corridor toward
theintensive care unit, Andy scratched nervoudy. "L ook, uh, Chetwynde's not exactly afan of mine,"
he said. "I don't want to bother her or nothing.”  *She should know how much you helped,” Mark said.
"Justsay hi."  "Yeah, wel, I've never seen abanged-up person before,” Andy said nervoudy. "What if |
do something stupid, likepuke." "Don't" wasall Mark said.  The two guys found the nurses gtation
and asked where Courtney was. The nurses broke out into big smiles. They said that normdly only family
members were dlowed to vigt in intengive care, but seeing as Mark and Andy were the two heroes who
saved Courtney, they'd be happy to make an exception. Besides, they said, Courtney had been asking to
see Mark. The nurse led them through the corridor. There were only four rooms, and none of the others
was occupied. Mark figured that in such asmall town, it was abig dedl to have somebody in intensive
care. The nurse walked them to the last door at the end of the corridor and stopped.  "How isshe
doing?' Mark asked her.  The nurse frowned. That wasabad sign. "Y ou'll have to ask the parents,”
she answered. "Don't belong, okay?' Mark knew that was bad news. People were quick to give
good news. It was time to see for himsdlf. SECOND EARTH (CONTINUED) Mark



tentatively entered Courtney's hospital room.Hemotioned for Andy to wait a second. He wanted to see
her first. When Mark rounded the curtain and saw her, he gasped. Courtney was a mess. Her face was
black and blue. Her head was bandaged. Her left arm was in afull cast that was held in position by a
stedl rod that kept it away from her body. She was hooked up to al sorts of tubes and wires, with bags
of various colored liquids dangling over her and monitors spewing out graphs and data. Numbers flashed
that had no meaning to him. There was an incessantbeep. .. beep. ..begpcoming from one of the machines
that Mark figured was her heart rate. He was grateful that he couldn't see the bandages from dl the
surgery. That would have put him over theedge. He waked tentatively up to the bed. He couldn't tell
if her eyes were closed because she was degping or they were swollen shut. That's how bad she was.

Mark leaned down and softly whispered, "Courtney?'  Courtney's eyesfluttered and she said with a
week voice, "Y ou don't have to whisper, dork. Thisisnt alibrary.” Mark smiled, in spite of the fact
that he wanted to cry. Courtney may have been hurting, but shewas gill Courtney.  "We gottatalk,”
shesadwitharaspy voice. "l know," he said. "But first you gotta see somebody. | know thisisweird,
but if it weren't for hishelp, you'd ill beout there”  Mark gestured to Andy, who reluctantly walked
to the foot of the bed. He stood there, looking uncomfortable.  "Hey," he said to Courtney. ™Y ou look
good. Serioudy. Consdering.”  Courtney moved her head afew inches and looked at Andy. Mark
sad, "Andy gave me aride up here. That's how wefound you." "What happened, Mitchel?" Courtney
sad. "You get visted by three Christmas ghosts who changed you into a human being or something?*

Andy smiled. "That's funny, Chetwynde. Glad to see you still got such ahysterica sense of humor.”

Courtney gave him a thumbs-up with her good hand. Andy backed toward the door. "I'll let you guys
tak," hesadtoMak. "Hey," Courtney called to himin awesk voice. "Thanks. Serioudy.” Andy
nodded. "No problem. Get better, dl right?'  Andy left, and Mark and Courtney were aone. Mark
pulled up achair and sat right by Courtney's head. He didn't want anyone to hear what they were going
tosay. "Youregoingto beokay," Mark said. "l guessthere was dl sorts of internal stuff going on but
they gotitintimeand-" "Heshere" Courtney said. Mark nodded. "1 know," he said soberly.
"Bobby wrote that Saint Dane knew you were seeing anew guy.”  "The new guywasSaint Dane,"
Courtney said.  "Yeah, | figured,” Mark said. "He's gone. Nobody canfind him." Y ou got
journals?' Courtney asked. Mark smiled. He was prepared for this question too. "Bobby was on
Zadaa. It'sover. They saved the territory. Y ou can read about it when you're feding better. Thingsare
looking real good." "Yeeh, red good," Courtney said. "Except that Saint Daneishere”  "Right,”
Mark said, deflated. "That." Thetwo sat there for amoment, the only sound coming from the steady
beep of the heart monitor.  "Mark," Courtney said. "If | don't get better-*  "Don't say that! You're
gonnabeokay.” "Cal Tom Dorney,” Courtney said. "He can be an acolyte with you. | don't want you
tobeaone” "l won'tbeaone, I'll bewithyou,” Mark said. He was desperately trying to hold back
tears. "Yeah, maybe," Courtney said. Shetook adifficult breasth and then said, "But if | makeit out of
here”  "Youwill." "Okay, when | get out of here, | want you to know, I'm done hiding and fegling
sorry for mysdlf." She drew another tired breeth and said in aclear voice, "Mark, | want that bastard.”

Mark looked right into Courtney's eyes. She may have been hurting and wesk, but her eyestold the
rea sory. Thefire wasthere. She wasn't going down without afight. Mark took her right hand and
ueezedit. "Metoo" wasdl hesad. Anhour later Mark and Andy were watching TV in ther
room at the Derby Falls Motor Lodge. It was a cheesy room with two beds that smelled like disinfectant,
but they were comfortable. Andy was busy with the remote control, trying to figure out how to get the
in-room moviesfor free. Mark's mind was el sewhere. He hadn't said much since they |eft the hospital.
There was so much on his mind, most of which he couldn't share with Andy. He decided to focus on
Courtney, and her hedlth. At least everyone was on the same pagethere.  Andy gave up and flicked off
the TV with the remote. He sat up and started putting on his sneakers. "I'm going out for asmoke.”

Mark watched him for asecond, then said, "Thisisweird." "Gee, you think?" Andy said
sarcadtically. "I don't mean Courtney,” Mark said. "I'm talking about you and me. Let's be honest. We
hate each other.”  Andy struggled with his shoe, then said, "I don't hate you, Dimond. We're just on
different frequencies” "Yeah, wdl, | hated you," Mark said withasmile.  Andy smiled too and said,



"I don't blame you. But hey, things happen for areason, right?" "I don't know what elseto say
but...thank you," Mark said sincerely. "If it weren't for you, Courtney might be..." He couldn't finish the
sentence. "You'rean okay guy." Andy nodded. "Y eah, whatever." He stood and walked for the door.
"Y ou know," he said. "Maybe something good will comeout of this” "How do you figurethat?' Mark
asked. "Bad things sometimes bring peopletogether,” Andy said. "You and I, we're pretty different.
But when it comesto somethings, like Sci-Clops, weclick.”  "True" Mark said.  "And we didnt kill
each other on thistrip. Not yet, anyway." Mark chuckled.  Andy continued, "Maybe we should think
about working together on something."  "Likewhat?' Mark asked, surprised. "I don't know. We
both got our own projects going-you got the code thing and I'm working on the plastic sted. Maybe
theresaway to, like, combine them. Y ou know, two heads are better than oneand dll that." Mark
nodded thoughtfully.  "Think about it,” Andy said, opening thedoor. "I'll beright back."  Andy closed
the door behind him. Mark chuckled again to himsdf. Asif hedidn't already have enough to dedl with.
Never in amillion yearsdid he ever think that he and Andy Mitchell would become friends. The idea of
actually working together on something was an even bigger stretch. Y et for Mark, neither seemed out of
the question. Andy wasn't the guy he'd thought he was. There was more going on there. Mark wasn't a
psychologist. He had no ideawhy some people became bullies and others victims. So much of what
Andy had doneto him over the years, dl the torture, seemed so trivial now. There were bigger thingsto
worry about. Way bigger things.  With al that Mark and Courtney and Bobby had been going through
over the last few years, the one thing that hel ped keep Mark sane was Sci-Clops. It got hismind off the
troubles of Halla, and let him relax and have fun. He didn't want to give that up. He needed it. The idea of
working together with Andy Mitchell on a project-the brilliant Andy Mitchdll, not the bully Andy
Mitchell-suddenly sounded likeit would be awholelot of fun. Mark lay back on the bed, put his hands
behind hishead, and smiled.  Life, hethought, wasfull of so many strange surprises.  Courtney
Chetwynde lay donein her hospitdl bed. She was afighter, and now shewasfighting for her life. After
Mark and Andy |eft the hospitd, after her parents had said good night, after the nurses had changed
shifts, she had taken aturn for the worse. Her blood pressure had dropped dangeroudy low. Her
heartbeat dowed. The nursesfeared that theinterna bleeding had begun again. After aquick
deliberation, the nurses decided to call in the doctors. If Courtney was going to survive, shewould have
to go back into surgery. Fast. Thelittle hospital of Derby Falls wasn't used to handling thismuch
excitement. The nurses scrambled to find the doctors, contact the Chetwyndes at their motel, and
prepare the operating room. It was the night shift. Fewer people were on duty, which meant everyone
had moreto do. It wasn't chaos, but it was close. A patient wasdying.  In dl the frenzy nobody
noticed that ayoung man with blond hair had entered the intensive care wing. He strolled casudly down
the corridor as the nurses hurried about, trying not to bump into one another. They were too busy to ask
who hewas. They didn't care. They had a patient to save. The young man waked camly past the nurses
station toward the end of the corridor and stepped into Courtney'sroom.  Courtney was aone, and
adeep. She had been given the firgt stage of anesthesiato prepare her for surgery. The guy walked up to
the bed and | ooked down on the broken girl. He glanced at the vital Ssgns monitor. She was barely dive.
The guy reached out and gently put his hand on Courtney's chest. He pressed hisflat palm over her heart
firmly. All his attention was focused on Courtney. He closed his eyes. The only sound in the room was
the steady, dowbeep... beep... beepof the heart monitor. Outside in the corridor nurses raced around
furioudy, trying to cover al the baseswhile fearing it was dready too late.  The young man took a deep
breath and exhaled. His entire focus was on Courtney. Sowly, ever so dowly, the

weakbeep...beep. ..beepof the heart monitor, grew stronger. Courtney's blood pressure increased. The
young man didn't take his hand away. He stayed focused. Courtney's breathing grew deeper. Vitd
oxygen was getting to her blood.  In afew minutes the doctorswould arrive. They would find that
Courtney's vitd signs had not only stabilized, but improved. She would not need surgery. The nurses
would be at aloss asto what had happened. They would have to scramble to explain why they turned
the hospital upside down and got so many doctors out of bed for nothing. The Chetwyndeswould arrive
and be shaken by the orded, but grateful that Courtney was doing so much better.  None of that would



happen for awhile, though. The young man needed to finish hiswork first. He glanced once more é the
monitors to see Courtney had turned the corner. She was going to live. With a satisfied smile hetook his
hand off her chest and folded hisarms.  "Likel told you," the young man said, "I give, and | take
away." Heheard anurseout inthe corridor yel, "Last room on theright! Hurry!™  The young man
glanced at the door. Soon the entire emergency staff of Derby Falls Hospital would descend on the room
to discover their patient had made a miraculous recovery. The young man glanced back to Courtney and
chuckled. "I've been working such along time to get thisfar, you didn't think 1'd et you dip away so
eadly. Thisisjust getting interesting.”  Theteam of nurses and adoctor hurried into the room, stopping
short when they saw the young man with the blond hair standing next to Courtney'sbed. "What are
you doing in here?' adoctor demanded. "How did you get in?' "'l wasjust checking on my friend," the
young guy answered innocently. "Issheokay?' "Let'shope s0," the doctor said, pushing past the guy,
headed for Courtney. " Get him out of here! Do your parents know you're here?'  "It'scool,” he
answered. "I'mafriend.” "What'syour name?' the doctor demanded.  The young man casualy
brushed back the dirty blond hair from hiseyes. "It's Andy," hesaid. "Andy Mitchdl." (TOBE
CONTINUED)



