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PREFACE




This is it.

Its been about eight years since I first came up with the idea of Halla and the story of a guy who was destined to protect all that is, was, and ever will be. I know that to many of you that seems like a lifetime ago. To me it feels like last week. It wasnt. Eight years is a long time in anybodys life. In those years I experienced the birth of my daughter and the death of my father. Evangeline and I were married. I saw nieces and nephews grow into adults, produced a TV series, and saw the world change in dramatic ways. Some of those changes were great; others werent. But no matter what happened over that time, whether it was good, bad, or in between, I always had one constantBobby Pendragon. As real-world events swirled, I always knew that I could close my eyes, step into the flume, and have a blast while imagining new challenges for Bobby and the Travelers.

Not anymore.

Its a fact of life. You always know when youre doing something for the first time, but you rarely know when youre doing something for the last time. (Unless youre jumping off a bridge, I guess.) Thats a good thing. Life is full of possibilities, and its exciting to know that all avenues are open; its a bit sad when you realize that a door is about to close. It doesnt happen often, but when it does, its tough. I know. It was difficult typing the two words that only a few short years ago seemed light-years away. The End. But type them I did. Bobby Pendragons story has come to an end.

As with Bobby, before looking forward Id like to take a short look back to once again thank some of the many people who help bring the Pendragon saga to life.

Liesa Abrams is the third and final editor of the Pendragon books. She came on board at the exact right time. Not only has she worked incredibly hard on the Pendragon novels, she has also been editing the Before the War prequel books and the Pendragon graphic novels, and she has been overseeing all things Pendragon at Simon & Schuster Childrens Publishing. Thank you, Liesa, for taking care of Bobby and helping me make his story the best it can be.

All my friends at S&S deserve special thanks. Carolyn Reidy, Rick Richter, Rubin Pfeffer, Bethany Buck, Mara Anastas, Ellen Krieger, Justin Chanda, Lucille Rettino, Paul Crichtonthe list goes on. And on. These are only a few of the people behind the publishing of Pendragon. Without their support and confidence in the series, you would not be holding this book. I owe a debt of gratitude to them all.

Heidi Hellmich, Ace Copyeditor is the only person in the world besides me who has pored over and analyzed every single word of every single Pendragon novel. Thank you, Heidi, for sticking with it and getting Bobby to the finish line.

I still remember the first conversation I had with Richard Curtis, the man who was to become my agent and good friend. I had written a proposal for a book series. Id never written a book series before. It was new territory, so to speak. The proposal included an overview, sixty pages of the first book, and outlines for nine more. Richard read the proposal and, in his calm, measured way, said, You should write the entire first book before we look for a publisher. Good advice. The right advice. I didnt take it. I had what I thought was a good story and wrote it down for fun. To be honest, I didnt think anybody would want to publish it. So I told him, Nah. If I write the whole book, Ill be taking it way too seriously and be really disappointed if it doesnt get published. I thought hed tell me to get lost and find another agent. Instead, in that same calm, reassuring voice, he said, All right, lets see what I can do. Well, Richard, you did good. Theres nothing more to say but thank you.

As always, Peter Nelson and Mark Wetzstein are due big thanks for keeping the business of Pendragon running smoothly. You guys are the best.

Danny Baror has continued to spread Bobbys story throughout the world. The list of languages the books have been translated into is always growing longer, thanks to Danny.

As always, I have to thank my wife, Evangeline, for being the first sounding board for Bobbys adventure. From the very beginning Ive relied on her good taste and story sense to keep the story on trackand my head in the game. Thanks, Evander.

My daughter, Keaton, is still a bit too young for Pendragon. I showed her a fairly innocent Are You Afraid of the Dark? episode recently, and it freaked her out for days. Oops. It will be a few years before she can start fluming. The gratitude I owe her is for being the nutty girl she is and making sure I continue to think like a kid. Its a valuable skillfor both of us.

Ive had the good fortune to travel quite a bit and meet many booksellers who have recommended Pendragon to their readers. Im grateful and honored. Ive also met many teachers and librarians who have encouraged their students not only to read Pendragon, but to read in general. They know, as we all do, that reading makes you smarter. Simple as that. We all owe them a debt of gratitude.

Between appearances and e-mails Ive spoken to thousands of readers parents. Its a great feeling to know there are so many engaged parents who are encouraging their kids to read. To all you parents, especially the ones who bring their kids to see me and then have to sit through a talk about quigs and territories and Travelers, you are all heroes.

A great big thanks goes to all you readers who have been faithfully visiting the website and posting on the forums. Some of you have been there since the beginning, while new acolytes are showing up every day. Its been a blast having you be part of the Pendragon adventure. I hope you continue stopping by for a long time to come.

The final piece in the puzzle isyou. I guess its kind of obvious to say, but without you guys there wouldnt be a Pendragon adventure. For those of you who have been there from the start, as well as those who have recently discovered Halla, I thank you for joining me on this journey. Its been the ride of a lifetime. Thank you.

What lies beyond Pendragon? Lots. Youre not getting rid of me that easily. Since this preface is about this book, I wont make a list. All Ill say is that when we meet again, it wont be in a flume, but on a mysterious highway known as the Morpheus Road.

Have I covered everything?

Oh yeah. Almost forgot. The book. Right. That.

Over the years Ive been asked the same questions thousands of times. They took many forms, but all boiled down to this: Whats going to happen to Bobby and the Travelers? I think the number one question was Will we ever see Uncle Press again? Of course I knew the truth from day one, but I had to keep answering the same way: Sorry, no spoilers. Youll see. Keep reading. You know, duck, dodge, weave. After avoiding the question for so long, I really enjoyed writing the last chapter of Raven Rise, because I was finally able to stop dodging and give the real answer.

At the end of Book Nine, Bobby hit bottom. He failed. Halla was lost. Saint Dane had won. Game over. Right?

Wellno. For those of you who have been paying attention, you know that Saint Dane winning wasnt necessarily the worst thing that could happen. I always knew that when things got as bad as they could possibly get, Bobby would feel a tap on his shoulder and hear the words Havin a rough day?

Yeah. Uncle Press finally came back. Along with the nine other Travelers. How was that possible? Where had they gone? Where were they now? How could so many have died, only to return? Where was the previous generation of Travelers? Were Mark and Courtney dead? Whats going to happen to the territories? To Halla? To Bobby? Ahhhh!

Well, kids, the wait is over. No more questions. No more cliff-hangers. No more To be continued Its all here. The conclusion of an adventure through time and space. Its no longer about individual books and separate stories. With this book, the Pendragon saga takes full shape. Its all one story now, and this is the finale.

For me, the Pendragon saga is complete. For the rest of you, theres one more chapter to go. One more trip through the flume. One more adventure.

Bobby Pendragon is not finished yet.

Neither are you.

Not by a long shot.

I ask your indulgence in allowing me to say for one last time:

Hobey ho, lets go!

D. J. MacHale
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THE END




Yeah. The end. Or pretty close to it, anyway. The battle for Halla is over. For sure this time. No more surprises. No more twists. No more false hope. Its done. I promise. I guess its not a big surprise to say that Im still around. Not that my survival was a lock or anything, its just that if my existence had ended, I wouldnt be writing this, would I?

Still, a very big question remains. Whats next? What will become of me now that my job as a Traveler is complete? Things arent the same. The battle with Saint Dane has altered Halla, and Im no longer sure what my place is. The future Im looking at now scares me more than anything Ive encountered over the past few years. Thats really saying something.

So I guess I lied. Its not really the end. The final chapter of the existence of Bobby Pendragon has yet to be written. I know that I will have to deal with that at some point, but not just yet. Before I can face the future, I must first deal with the past.

Im writing this journal in a small, sparse room that has become my temporary home. I have no idea how long Ill be here. My guess is that Ill be allowed to stay for as long as it takes to finish this journal. Im not sure if I should pick up the pace and get it done, or string this out for as long as possible to avoid dealing with the next phase of life. As always, theres a certain comfort that comes from writing these journals. I think thats because when I write, I already know what happened. Writing is safe. There are no surprises. Though reliving these events is reassuring, it can also be painful. Id just as soon forget about much of what has happened to me and my friends. But thats not the point. Writing isnt just about Bobby therapy. Its about documenting what has happened on my adventure through time and space. This is what I do. Its what Ive always done. Why stop now? The last chapter needs to be written.

Whoever you are, reader, if youre up to speed and have seen my previous journals, youll know that I didnt have many opportunities to sit and write. Things were happening too fast. It wasnt until I found myself in this room that I could take a breath, collect my thoughts, and get it all down. I wrote several of my previous entries here as well. I deliberately concluded my Journal #36 where I did because it seemed like a natural place to finish one major chapter before beginning another. When I spin my memory back to that moment, its with mixed emotions.

I was at the lowest point imaginable. Second Earth was lost. Scores of people had been sucked into a monstrous flume created by Alexander Naymeer. Mark and Courtney were gone. Patrick Mac was killed. Alder was killed. Saint Danes Convergence was complete.

And I had become a murderer. I killed Alexander Naymeer. I acted out of anger. Out of weakness. It was exactly what Saint Dane wanted me to do. That one heinous act gave him his final victory. Halla was his. He no longer needed the flumes and they were destroyed. I was flung through space and found myself in a desolate wasteland. Beaten. Lost. Alone. I couldnt have been in a lower place. I had failed. Miserably.

So why exactly are those emotions mixed for me? Though I had reached bottom, I soon discovered that I wasnt alone. Uncle Press kept his promise. He came back. So did all the other Travelers. My friends. I had seen many of them die, including Uncle Press, but somehow we were all brought together again. How was that possible? Were we all dead? It didnt matter to me at that moment, because it seemed like a dream. But it wasnt. We were truly together.

It was then that Uncle Press gave us our final challenge. He once told me that Saint Dane could not be beaten until he felt as if he had won. There was no question in my mind. Saint Dane had won. Going by Uncle Presss reasoning, that was good news. How twisted is that? As we all stood in that mysterious, empty place, Uncle Press asked me a question that was simple, but carried a load of weight: Will it end here?

I looked to the other Travelers. Gunny Van Dyke. Vo Spader. Elli Winter. Siry Remudi. Patrick Mac. Aja Killian. Kasha. Alder and Loor. Their looks back to me were unmistakable. They werent ready to give up. It was their conviction that gave me the strength to decide that, as grim as things had gotten, as many mistakes as Id made, as badly as wed been beaten, there was still some fight left in the Travelers.

It gave me the confidence to say to Uncle Press, We are so not done yet.


Thats where I ended my previous journal and where I will begin my next. Journal #37. The final journal of Bobby Pendragons adventure through time and space.

Before I can look forward, I must look back.

One last time.
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The missile hit without warning.

We didnt know we were under attack until, well, we were under attack. It was fast. It was violent. I had no idea what it was all about, other than the fact that I had only been on this strange territory for a few minutes, and I already wanted to leave.

Uncle Press was walking maybe forty yards ahead of the Travelers. The small missile screamed in and thumped down in the space between us. If it had landed twenty yards farther ahead, Uncle Press would have been liquefied. Twenty yards back and every last Traveler of Halla would have been obliterated. Our final stand against Saint Dane would have been over before it had the chance to get started. We were lucky.

Lucky? Thats a relative term. After the first boom, good luck seemed to be in short supply.

Down! Uncle Press screamed as he ran back through the burning debris that hung in the air.

Too late. I was already down. The force of the blast had knocked me off my feet. My eyes stung from the cloud of dirt that hit me. My ears rang. Since I had been leading the group, I hoped that I had taken the worst of it. I rubbed my eyes with the sleeve of my Second Earth sweater, desperate to clear my vision and get back some control before another missile arrived.

Again, too late. Two more explosions erupted, though not as close as the first. I was halfway to my feet and got knocked down again. I heard a scream of fear. Not of pain, of fear. That was good. Fear was better than pain. It sounded to me like Elli. She was an older, frail woman. She hadnt experienced anything like this before. If any of us needed help, it would be her.

You okay? Uncle Press yelled at me.

Yeah, wheres Elli?

I got her, he said, then screamed out to the others, Scatter! Find cover in the ruins!

Ruins? What ruins? All I had seen of this wasteland was a bunch of dust in the air. At one point I caught a glimpse of a tall, tilted building through the haze, but it was too far away to reach while trying to dodge a storm of incoming missiles. I wiped my tearing eyes to scan for something closer.

I heard a loud whoosh and sensed, more than felt, a dark shape swooping by overhead. Looking up, I caught the fleeting image of a low-flying aircraft. It could have been a small helicopter, but it seemed more squat than that. I didnt hear the typical sound of a chopper engine, either. Whatever was powering this thing, it was pretty quiet. Was this the beastie shooting at us? It flew by at treetop level. That is, if there had been any trees in this barren place. As I watched in wonder, I was hit with the beam of a powerful light. Turning quickly I looked up to see two more of these flying craft headed toward us. Each had a single headlight that swept the ground. Searching.

We must find shelter, came a calm voice at my shoulder. It was Loor. She was still in one piece, Im happy to say. Looking around I saw that none of the Travelers seemed hurt. Uncle Press had an arm around Ellis shoulder and was hurrying her off tosomewhere. Everyone else was following Uncle Presss instructions and moving in different directions to find shelter.

Kasha, Gunny, and Spader scrambled together in one direction, Alder and Patrick in another. Siry led Aja off, holding her hand like a protective brother. To him she was a living legend from the distant past of his own territory. I knew he would protect her. They all disappeared into the swirling smoke and sand. Only Loor and I still stood in the path of the oncoming aircraft.

Boom! Boom!

Two more missiles tore at the ground. These flying craft werent just searching. They were attacking. I grabbed Loors arm and ran. I didnt know where we were going, but we ran. We sprinted blindly through the thick dust that hung suspended in the air. I heard the sounds of more explosions. Some distant. Some closer. The only thing I knew for sure was that nobody was shooting back at them. These craft were hunting, uncontested. I was totally disoriented. The only thing that felt real was the deafening roar and the shaking ground as the missiles exploded around us like a violent fireworks display.

Structures, Loor announced, looking ahead.

Through the dust I saw the outline of several small stone buildings. None looked higher than maybe two stories. They were clustered together around a central, open area that could have been a courtyard at one time. I say at one time because these buildings were bombed out. Destroyed. Empty. Whatever they were, they were no longer. This war we found ourselves in the middle of wasnt new. We were surrounded by destruction. The derelict buildings looked to be made of gray stone, much of which was shattered and scarred. As we got closer, I saw that the courtyard area held a large, empty hole in the dead center. It wasnt a bomb crater; it looked like a man-made pool of some kind. Or a moat, since it was basically a trough surrounding a pile of large boulders. There was no water in it though, only dirt and debris.

We can take shelter in there, Loor suggested.

The two of us ran to the edge of the trough and jumped in. The sides were just above head level. I had to stand on tiptoe to peer back out.

Where are we? Loor asked. She wasnt even out of breath. What is this territory?

I was hoping you knew.

I do not. Nor do any of the others.

The flumes exploded, I told her. I saw them. It was like I was floating in space and they justself-destructed.

I know, she said calmly. I saw it as well. We all did. Wherever we are, Pendragon, we will not be leaving.

Two of the dark helicopters swooped overhead. We ducked. We didnt need to. We werent the targets. The marauding shadows headed for what seemed to be a long, low building around forty yards from us. They hovered over the dilapidated structure. Their headlight beams cut through the dust, trained on a large, jagged wound in the wall that had probably been a doorway at one time.

An amplified voice blasted from one of the gunships. Walk out of the building, came a no-nonsense command.

The dust seemed to be clearing. It gave me a better view of the ships. They were indeed helicopters, but without the familiar tail and rear rotors. Instead, a single overhead rotor controlled the craft. Two pontoonlike skids hung beneath. Affixed to the sides of these pontoons was the bad news. The rocket launchers.

Who were they? Why were they coming after us? Where the heck were we in the first place? My momentary thrill of being reunited with Uncle Press and the rest of the Travelers had turned into a confused nightmare.

I want to get a closer look, I said to Loor, and made my way around the boulders in the center of this dry pool. She tried to stop me, but I was already moving quickly toward the far side of the moat, closer to the building that was being targeted. Loor followed. The two of us stood peering up over the lip as the scene unfolded.

Did any of the Travelers go in there? Loor asked.

No idea. Maybe. They ran off in all directions.

The amplified voice boomed again. There is no option. You must surrender immediately.

Or what? I whispered to Loor.

I sensed movement to my left. Somebody was creeping up on us. I tensed. Loor did too. I gave her a quick glance, as if to say, Ready?

She nodded. She knew.

We quickly dodged in two different directions. If somebody was going to attack, they wouldnt get us together. I hit the inside wall of the trough, crouching, ready. Loor swept her wooden stave from behind her back and held it out, poised to fend off whoever was dumb enough to attack us. We froze. Neither of us understood what we were seeing. Actually, I understood it better than Loor, but that didnt mean I wasnt confused.

What we were both squared off against, ready to battle, was a penguin. Im serious. A two-foot-tall, black and white penguin. The goofy little bird stood in the center of the trough, staring at us as if to say, Who are you two clowns?

Is it dangerous? Loor asked, confused.

It was actually funny seeing Loor coiled up, ready to battle a little penguin. I guess its more funny now as I think back on it. At the time I didnt feel like laughing.

The amplified voice boomed one more time. You have been warned.

What followed can be best described as obliteration. Both flying vehicles unloaded their weapons on the building. One drifted slowly to the right, the other to the left, as they launched a series of missiles at the already damaged structure. Sharp pieces of stone flew everywhere. That broke the penguins cool, and it waddled off quickly. Fire erupted inside the building, licking out of the glassless windows. Thick black smoke billowed from every crack, new and old, like blood pouring from open wounds. If any of the Travelers were in there, they were going to get hurt. Badly. I made a move to jump up onto the lip of the trough to see if anybody needed help, but Loor held me back.

What would you do? she said calmly.

She was right. There was nothing to do but watch and hope.

Look! she declared.

On the far left end of the building, people were crawling out of a window, escaping. People we didnt recognize. They wore raggy, nondescript clothes. I guess back home in Connecticut Id say they looked like homeless people. They didnt quite look Flighter nasty, but they were definitely people who were having a rough time. A few of the men actually wore what looked like ragged business suits. Some women wore blue jeans and sweaters. There were a couple of kids, too.

A powerful-looking guy with long black hair that touched his shoulders stood outside the window, helping the others out. He wore jeans and a faded, torn sweatshirt. It looked as if he were in charge. At the very least he was taking control of the situation. He seemed more worried about getting the others to safety than about his own getaway.

The gunships hadnt seen them. Yet. They continued their methodical move toward each end of the building, firing away.

The guy with the black hair was doing all he could to get those still inside to hurry. He was too far away for me to see exactly what he looked like. He wasnt big, but he was strong. His chin was covered with thick beard stubble. He pulled the others out of the building, mostly helping the smaller children to safety. He waved for them to pick up the pace. No sooner did he help one person down than he reached back to get the next.

Brave man, Loor said under her breath.

From Loor that was high praise.

Hed better get out of there, I said.

The missiles were drawing closer to the escapees. The brave guy kept glancing at the approaching helicopter, calculating how much time he had, trying to get as many people to safety as possible before jamming out of there himself.


The barrage stopped. For a second I thought it was over. It wasnt. I quickly realized what was happening. Whoever was piloting the craft had finally spotted the runners. The second gunship stopped firing and flew quickly to join the first. They must have been in communication. They hovered, side by side, their rocket launchers rotating slowly toward the window where the frightened people were making their escape.

The brave guy didnt stop pulling people out. As each new person dropped out of the window, they jumped up and ran off, leaving him to his work.

There is no longer a need to fire, Loor announced. They have found their quarry.

I wonder if hes going to surrender, I said.

The attackers didnt make another announcement. They didnt ask the people to stop running and come forward. They didnt land and take prisoners.

They opened fire.

Both gunships unloaded on the building. The people in the window jumped back inside, but there was no way they could survive the barrage. The brave guy who helped so many escape dove around the corner of the building. I didnt know if he lived or died. One thing was for sure, whoever these people were, they did not want to be taken alive, though from the looks of things, the attackers werent there for prisoners.

Its a slaughter, I declared.

Another sound broke through the torrent of rocket fire and exploding stone. A sound that made no sense. It was hollow and haunted, like the bellow of a forlorn animal. It was loud, and it was coming from behind us. I turned quickly to see that we were no longer alone in that deep, concrete trough. Standing a few yards away was a very large, very angry polar bear.

Loor and I froze.

Its eyes were wild and scared. It seemed to be just as terrified of the bombing as the victims were. Maybe more so. There was nowhere for us to go. The trough was only five yards wide. Its walls were too high for us to scale quickly. At least, quickly enough to escape if the bear decided it didnt like us. We could always turn and run, but judging from the size of the bear, it would be on us with a single leap. We both realized that we had only one choice. If the bear were to attack, we would have to fight.

Maybe its tame, I whispered, without taking my eyes off the behemoth.

As if in answer, the bear reared up on its hind legs, towering over us. It held up two mighty paws with dangerously long claws, howledand attacked.

It wasnt tame.
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We had no time to react. Loor brought her stave forward. I turned sideways, poised to deflect a mighty swipe from the bears huge paw. Or to duck under it. The monsters front paws hit the ground, and it bounded through the trough, charging us.

It never made it.

With a snarl and a flash, a large jungle cat leaped from the boulders encircled by the dry moat, landing on the bears back. The surprised animal reared again, but the cat didnt back off. It dug its own claws into the bears neck, locking its teeth onto the animals shoulder. This was no ordinary cat.

It was Kasha, the Traveler from Eelong.

She clung to the polar bear tenaciously as the angry animal swung its head to try to fling her off. It was a disturbing sight in more ways than one. These were two wild animals, locked in battle. There were no rules. No restrictions. For all I knew it would be a battle to the death. It was gruesome. Making it all the more surreal was the fact that one of the animals was Kasha. I had seen her die a few years before, when she was crushed by falling rocks as the flume on Eelong crumbled. Yet there she was, about as alive as you can get, locked in a vicious blood battle with an enraged bear.

Loor tried to get in a shot with her stave to help Kasha, but the fight was too violent. The huge bear thrashed wildly. There was nothing she could do. One stray swipe of the bears claws and she could have lost an arm. I pulled Loor back and shoved her toward the outer wall of the trough. We both jumped up, grabbed the edge, and hoisted ourselves up and out. The fight was left to Kasha. She would either triumph or die. Again.

She clung tenaciously to the back of the bear. The bear knew it was losing. It did all it could to shake her. Finally the behemoth hurled itself against the inner wall. Kasha wasnt ready for that. She was jolted and flung off the bears back. She landed in the bottom of the dry moat, stunned but not out. She quickly sprang back to her feet, or paws, ready to attack again.

Blood streamed from the bears wounds, glowing crimson against its dirty white fur. A tense moment followed. Would it attack or retreat? I think the bear was debating the same question, and finally came to the right conclusion. It had had enough. It didnt want any part of Kasha. With one last tortured bellow, it reared up, spun, and bounded away, headed for the far side of the trough. In a surprisingly graceful leap for an animal so immense, the white bear launched itself off its hind legs and clawed its way out of the cement moat. Once out, it lumbered off quickly to lick its wounds somewhere else.

Hobey, Pendragon. What kind of natty place is this? came a voice from the rocks that were surrounded by the dry moat.


Looking up, I saw Spader sitting there, wide eyed. Next to him stood the penguin, looking equally wide eyed. Or as wide eyed as a penguin can get. A penguin. A freakin penguin. And a polar bear. Why were these cold-weather animals hanging around here? It wasnt cold at all. In fact, it was kind of hot. I spun the other way to look at the building that was being targeted by the gunships. The attack was over. Both helicopters had stopped firing. They rose straight up and soon disappeared into the clouds. A few seconds later I no longer heard their engines. Whatever their mission had been, it was complete. In their wake they left the remains of an obliterated building. I didnt want to know how many people lay dead or wounded inside.

Are you okay? I called to Kasha.

The klee rose up on her back paws, standing like a human. Of course, she answered with confidence. That beast was nowhere near as vicious as a tang. She wiped a smear of blood from her mouth.

Yeah. Disgusting.

I looked at Loor. Loor shrugged and raised an eyebrow. She was impressed. Kasha was Loors kind of girl. Or klee. Or whatever. We must find the others, she declared.

Ill find them, Kasha answered. Before I had the chance to thank her for saving us, she dropped back down onto all fours, sprang out of the trough, and ran off in search of the other Travelers.

Spader, Loor, and I remained. I couldnt speak for them, but I was shaken. The events that had occurred over the last few hours were nothing short of impossible.

We had lost the battle for Second Earth. Naymeer and his Ravinian cult had lured seventy thousand people into Yankee Stadium, then created a monstrous flume to swallow them up. I had killed Naymeer by dropping him from a hovering helicopter into the mouth of the giant flume. It was the act that gave Saint Dane his final victory. The helicopter was then sucked into the massive flume, along with Saint Dane, Nevva Winter, and me. Instead of crashing, I found myself floating, alone, in space, where I witnessed the destruction of the flumes.

Soon after, I found myself on this barren territory, where Uncle Press and the other Travelers showed up. Dead friends were suddenly, well, not dead, and together we chose to make a final, desperate stand against Saint Dane.

Thats when the gunships attacked, though we werent the target. Those odd helicopters were after the people who were hiding in that building. We got caught in the cross fire.

Oh yeah, and Loor and I were nearly mauled by a polar bear.

And Spader was hanging out with a penguin.

So I guess its understandable when I say that I was a little shaken.

Pendragon, are we dead? Loor asked, breaking the silence.

Good question. It was definitely on my top ten list of explanations for what was happening. In fact, it was in the top two. The other was that it was all a dream. But dreams never lasted this long. Or made me cough. I really wanted a third good explanation, but I couldnt come up with one.

Spader had left his penguin pal and crossed through the dry moat to join us.

None of this makes sense, he declared. One minute Gunny and me were patching up a wonky boat on the river in Black Water, the next thing I know were wandering around here inWhere might we be, mates?

I glanced around at the squat, derelict buildings. I had absolutely no idea.

Better question, I said. Where is Uncle Press taking us?

Hes taking you home, came the answer from a soft voice behind us that I instantly recognized. I hadnt heard that voice in years, but I knew it for sure. I looked at Loor. She gasped. Her eyes went wide. Loor never registered surprise, but at that moment, she was definitely surprised. She stared at me. It was as if she didnt want to look and learn that it was a mistake.

It wasnt.

Hello, Daughter.

We all looked to see Osa, Loors mother, walking slowly toward us. The Batu warrior was as beautiful as the day I had last seen herthe day she died while protecting me from Bedoowan knights. She no longer seemed as tall, but that was because I had grown. Her dark skin was impossibly clean looking, in spite of the dirt and dust that swirled around us. She wore a long, red wrap that draped off one shoulder and stretched to the ground. She looked every bit as strong and graceful as I remembered her.

Mother? was the only word Loor could get out. Id never heard her so tentative.

I have missed you, my sweet girl.

Loor did something that was aggressively un-Loor likeand absolutely perfect. She dropped her wooden stave and ran to her mother. The two joined in an embrace that melted away years of sorrow. For that brief instant Loor became a little girl. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

I am so proud of you, Osa whispered to her daughter. She looked up to us and added, I am proud of you all.

I didnt know what to say. I really didnt know what to say. I didnt feel like I deserved her praise, but more than that, my head was still trying to wrap itself around what was happening. Osa had died in a fury of arrows. I was there. There was no mistake. Yet there she was, as alive as we were. Assuming we were alive, that is.

Loor pulled away from her mother, but still clung to her. Help me understand, she said through her tears.

Osa gave her daughter a warm smile, which she then shared with Spader and me.

You are all going home, she said. That is where you will learn.

Home? Spader said, surprised. Hobey, I dont even know where home is anymore.

Then its time I showed ya, spinney fish, came a gravelly mans voice I didnt recognize.

Spader did. He spun on his heel to see a man wearing an aquaneer uniform striding toward us.

Spader stared at the guy and gasped, Its me dad!

Who else would it be, now? the man declared. He looked like Spader, only an older version with streaks of gray in his hair. He even had the same Aussie-sounding accent that Spader had. But Spaders dad had been killed by the poisoned food supply on Cloral. Of course we all knew who was ultimately responsible for his death. Saint Dane. His fathers murder had sent Spader off the deep end. He became driven by the need for revenge. More than once he lost control of his own emotions and put us all in trouble as his anger outweighed his good sense. But that was in the past. Now his father was back. Somehow.

Let me have a look at ya! the gregarious man bellowed, and wrapped his arm around Spaders neck in a friendly bear hug. You got bigger, you did, but still not big enough to take me on.

Spader clutched at his dad. He was overcome with emotion.

How? was all he could get out.

How indeed, spinney fish. Lets be off now, he said, while leading Spader away.

Spader pulled away from his father and looked back toward us.

But, Dad He let the word trail as he gestured to us.

No worries, mate, Spaders dad assured him. Youll see em again, you will. Trust me on that.

Spader looked at me with confusion. As much as he wanted to be with his dad, he didnt want to leave us.

It is all right, Osa assured him. You will all be together again.

Spader nodded, dazed. Just as quickly, the smile returned to his face, and he threw his arm around his father. The two strode away, arms around each other like old chums, laughing. They walked into the swirling dust and seemed to disappear. I mean that literally. I wasnt sure if the dust swallowed them up, or they actually disappeared.

The same is happening with all the Travelers, Pendragon, Osa said.

I caught a glimpse of two men walking together on the far side of the moat. It was Gunny, along with another black guy who looked even older than he was. The man had a hand on Gunnys shoulder in a fatherly way. I couldnt hear what he was saying, but Gunny was listening and nodding. A moment later they disappeared into the swirling dust.

Where are they going? I asked.


I told you, they are going home, Osa answered. They all are.

To their home territories? I asked.

No, she answered. They are going home. You will be too.

With that, she led Loor off.

We cannot leave Pendragon, Loor protested. Our destiny is to be together.

Indeed it is, and you shall be, Osa assured her. First you must learn.

Loor looked to me, waiting for my opinion.

Go, I said. Ill be okay. I think.

He will be, Osa said. You all will be.

Loor relaxed. She trusted her mother. After all, she was the Traveler from Zadaa before Loor. As Spaders dad was the Traveler from Cloral before Spader. As Uncle Press was the Traveler from Second Earth before I was. If we couldnt trust them, who could we trust? The weight of the world, no, the weight of Halla had been on our shoulders for a very long time. It was nice to know there was now someplace we could look for guidance. And help. And maybe even relief.

Loor nodded in understanding and followed her mom. The two warriors walked away from me, looking more like each other than ever before. A moment later they were gone. Had they simply walked farther away? Or had they disappeared too? I didnt know. I hoped that answer would come soon. I glanced around, wanting to see one of the other Travelers. There was no movement. No sound other than the hollow wind. I glanced over at the destroyed building. As much as I wanted to know what that was all about, I couldnt bring myself to investigate. I figured Id find out soon enough. I didnt want to run into that angry polar bear again either.

Uncle Press? I called out.

No answer. Where was everyone? I feared that some of the others might have been hurt in the attack.

Elli? Kasha?

Still no answer.

The penguin hadnt moved from where hed been standing next to Spader. What the heck was that about? Where was I?

As if in answer to my thoughts, the wind picked up slightly, rustling my hair. Slowly the floating dust in the air began to clear. I could make out more shapes around me. I stood near the moat in the center of the circle of low, battered stone buildings. What was this place? Some kind of lonely outpost in the middle of nowhere? As the dust cleared, I was able to see beyond the buildings. There didnt seem to be much out there other than open, arid land. It made me feel as if I were standing in an oasis. I remembered the tall building Id caught brief glimpses of earlier, and hoped that the dust would clear enough for me to get a better view of it.

I turned slowly, doing a one-eighty, looking off in the distance to see if I could spot the tilted building. Now that the air was clearing, I began to see that I wasnt surrounded by open land after all. Far from it. I sensed massive shapes that stood between me and that mysterious, tilted building. There were other structures, larger than the ones near me, though they looked just as battered. It soon became clear that I was in a ruined city. It all felt vaguely familiar, yet not. Had I been here before? Was I on Earth? Rubic City? The city of Rune? None of the above?


The dust cleared further. I expected to see a Lifelight pyramid, or perhaps the castle where Veego and LaBerge ran their violent games. I squinted, racking my brain, trying to understand why it all seemed so familiar.

Im not sure what made it all come together. Maybe it was something subliminal that I couldnt consciously place. Maybe it was a smell, or the shadows made by the sunlight that tried to peek through the gray clouds. It could have been any of those things, but Im thinking it was the penguin and the polar bear. The two oddest clues helped me realize the truth.

I was indeed standing in an oasis. At least thats what many people considered it to be. It was a magical place that existed in an amazing city. I had been here before. Many times.

We first brought you here the day before Shannon was born, the familiar voice of a woman said. Remember?

I froze. Was it possible? It was the last thing I expected. Im not sure why. Maybe it was because it felt like too much to ask for. Maybe I had given up hope. Maybe I didnt want to open myself up to the possibility, only to be disappointed and crushed. I felt something nudge the backs of my legs. I didnt jump in surprise. I knew exactly what it was. I had felt it hundreds of times before, in another life. Memories like that become part of your being. Poking his head between my legs from behind, looking for attention, was my dog, Marley. His big, brown golden retriever nose pushed its way forward, followed by those big brown eyes. I could feel his whole body rock, as his tail wagged happily. I reached down and held his head with both my hands.

Hi, Marley-Mar, I said through my tears. Whereve you been?


Thats when I knew where I was. The buildings. The polar bear. The penguin. I was standing next to the sea lion pool in the zoo that was on the edge of New Yorks Central Park. At least, what was left of it. The huge, tilted building in the distance was now all too familiar. It was the Empire State Building. I was on Earth. What I still didnt know was when I was. At that moment, I really didnt care.

Did you have to grow up so fast? the woman said.

I had to hold myself back from breaking out in tears. Or bursting with joy. Its a fine line. I turned around to see them. My family. Mom. Dad. My little sister, Shannon. Though she wasnt so little anymore. How old was she now? Thirteen? She was now a young lady in jeans and a pink sweater. She looked perfect. They all did.

We stood facing one another, nobody really sure of what to do. I was suddenly hit with a fearful thought. I had been down this road once before, and it didnt have a happy ending.

Is this a Lifelight jump? I asked.

A what? Shannon asked with a wiseass look that can only come from a thirteen-year-old girl who has been working long and hard to perfect it.

No, Bobby, my dad answered. Its us. For real.

I couldnt move. It was too much for me to comprehend. I hadnt seen my family since the day theyd left me at home to go to the basketball game at Stony Brook Junior High. They had disappeared. My life had disappeared. Finding them was one of the driving forces behind everything I had done as a Traveler. Maybe the only driving force. And now, they were standing in front of me.

So who won the game? was the first question that came to mind.


Shannon rolled her eyes. Youre such a dork. But she gave me a sly smile. I loved Shannon.

Stony Brook lost, Dad said. Bad. They needed you.

And I needed you, I replied.

I know, Mom said, barely holding back her own tears. Thats why were here.

That did it. I ran to them and threw my arms around my family. The moment I had longed for all those years had finally arrived. We were back together. The Pendragons were a family again. I dont know how long we stayed hugging that way. It could have been a week for all I cared. I wasnt going anywhere. I didnt want to let go, for fear theyd disappear again.

Dad put his hand behind my head and held my neck. His eyes were as red as mine were. Im proud of you, Son.

I nodded in thanks and burst out in tears. I couldnt help myself. The floodgates of emotion and relief were open. Things were going to be okay. When I finally got my act together, I straightened up, wiped my eyes, and said, So what the hell is up with Uncle Press? You gonna tell me what that guys about or what?

We are, Mom said with a chuckle. Youre going to learn everything. But first we have to go home.

To Stony Brook? I asked hopefully.

No, Mom answered. Were going to the place where you were born.

I let that sink in, then added, Something tells me were not going to Second Earth.

Were not was Moms simple, direct answer.

It was the right answer. The only answer. Though it scared me to death. I was finally going to learn the truth. About me. About the Travelers. And maybe most important, about Saint Dane.

Then lets go, I said.

Dad led the way. Mom kept her arm around my shoulders, Shannons arm was around my waist. Marley ran in front of us, his big bushy tail wagging.

We took maybe two steps when I realized

We werent on Earth anymore.
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